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ENGL 304 (Sequence #5)      Assigned Readings 
Fall 2025        (always bring to class) 

 
 

mark up your texts as you read! 
 
 

UNIT THREE: SPLIT IN TWO 
 

The Power of Beauty 
O. Wilde’s The Picture of Dorian Gray, Preface and chps. 1-4 
 
The Shadows of Art 
O. Wilde’s The Picture of Dorian Gray, chps. 5-8 
G. M. Hopkins's "Carrion Comfort" (1885; 1918)     2 
 
A Life of Sensations 
O. Wilde’s The Picture of Dorian Gray, chps. 9-13 
E. B. Browning’s “Lord Walter’s Wife” (1862)     3-5 
 
This Seemingly So Solid Body 
O. Wilde’s The Picture of Dorian Gray, chps. 14-20 
O. Wilde’s “The Harlot’s House” (1885, 1908)     5-6 
 
A Delicious, Grotesque, Impossible Dream 
K. Chopin's The Awakening (1899), chps. 1-12     book 
 
Alone Together 
K. Chopin's The Awakening (1899), chp. 13-23     book 
 
That Monster Made Up of Beauty and Brutality 
K. Chopin's The Awakening (1899), chp. 24-39     book 
 
Race Matters 
Charles Chesnutt's "The Goophered Grapevine" (1887)    7-13 
P. L. Dunbar’s “We Wear the Mask” (1897)      14 
B. T. Washington’s "The Atlanta Exposition Address" (1895, 1901)  15-23 
W. E. B. Dubois’s The Souls of Black Folk (1904), chps. 1 & 3   24-38 
 
Extraordinary Bodies & Minds 
W. Whitman's "I Sing the Body Electric" (1855)     38-45 
R. Browning’s “Deaf and Dumb” (1864)      45 
E. Dickinson’s poems: #320, #620 (1861-84)     46-47 
C. P. Gilman’s “The Yellow Wall-Paper” (1892)     48-59 
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Carrion Comfort]” (1885; 1918) 
 
 
Not, I’ll not, carrion comfort, Despair, not feast on thee, 
 
Not untwist—slack they may be—these last strands of man 
 
In me ór, most weary, cry I can no more. I can; 
 
Can something, hope, wish day come, not choose not to be. 
 
 
But ah, but O thou terrible, why wouldst thou rude on me    5 
 
Thy wring-world right foot rock? lay a lionlimb against me?  scan 
 
With darksome devouring eyes my bruised bones? and fan, 
 
O in turns of tempest, me heaped there; me frantic to avoid thee and flee? 
 
 
Why? That my chaff might fly; my grain lie, sheer and clear. 
 
Nay in all that toil, that coil, since (seems) I kissed the rod,    10 
 
Hand rather, my heart lo! lapped strength, stole joy, would laugh, chéer. 
 
Cheer whom though? The Hero whose heaven-handling flung me, fóot trod 
 
Me? or me that fought him? O which one? Is it each one?  That night, that year 
 
Of now done darkness I wretch lay wrestling with (my God!) my God. 
 
 
 

Points for Reflection 
 
1. how does Hopkins create a sense of spiritual struggle through non-standard language? 

What about the poem "Carrion Comfort" appears extremely odd? 
 

2. the narrator of Hopkins's poem rejects Despair in the first line: is this a successful 
rejection? 

 
3. to what might "rod" in line 10 refer? 

 
4. how has Hopkins elaborated on and altered Genesis 32:22-23? 
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Elizabeth Barrett Browning’s “Lord Walter’s Wife” (1862) 
 
”But why do you go?” said the lady, while both sate under the yew, 
And her eyes were alive in their depth, as the kraken beneath the sea-blue. 
 
“Because I fear you,” he answered:--“because you are far too fair, 
And able to strangle my soul in a mesh of your gold-colored hair.” 
 
“Oh, that,” she said, “is no reason! Such knots are quickly undone,   5 
And too much beauty, I reckon, is nothing but too much sun.” 
 
“Yet farewell so,” he answered;--“the sunstroke’s fatal at times. 
I value your husband, Lord Walter, whose gallop rings still from the limes.” 
 
“O, that,” she said, “is no reason. You smell a rose through a fence: 
If two should smell it, what matter? who grumbles, and where’s the pretence?” 10 
 
“But I,” he replied, “have promised another, when love was free, 
To love her alone, alone, who alone and afar loves me.” 
 
“Why, that,” she said. “is no reason. Love’s always free, I am told. 
Will you vow to be safe from the headache on Tuesday, and think it will hold?” 
 
“But you,” he replied, “have a daughter, a young little child, who was laid  15 
In your lap to be pure; so I leave you: the angels would make me afraid.” 
 
“O, that,” she said, “is no reason. The angels keep out of the way; 
And Dora, the child, observes nothing, although you should please me and stay.” 
 
At which he rose up in his anger,--“Why, now, you no longer are fair! 
Why, now, you no longer are fatal, but ugly and hateful, I swear.”   20 
 
At which she laughed out in her scorn,--“These men! O, these men overnice, 
Who are shocked if a color not virtuous is frankly put on by a vice.” 
 
Her eyes blazed upon him—“And you! You bring us your vices so near 
That we smell them! you think in our presence a thought ‘t would defame us to hear! 
 
“What reason had you, and what right,--I appeal to your soul from my life,-- 25 
To find me too fair as a woman? Why, sir, I am pure, and a wife. 
 
“Is the day-star too fair up above you? It burns you not. Dare you imply 
I brushed you more lose than the star does, when Walter had set me as high? 
 
“If a man finds a woman too fair, he means simply adapted too much 
To uses unlawful and fatal. The praise!—shall I thank you for such?  30 
 
“Too fair?—not unless you misuse us! and surely if, once in a while, 
You attain to it, straightway you call us no longer too fair, but too vile. 
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“A moment,--I pray your attention!—I have a poor word in my head 
I must utter, though womanly custom would set it down better unsaid. 
 
“You grew, sir, pale to impertinence, once when I showed you a ring.  35 
You kissed my fan when I dropped it. No matter! I’ve broken the thing. 
 
“You did me the honor, perhaps, to be moved at my side now and then 
In the senses,--a vice, I have heard, which is common to beasts and some men. 
 
“Love’s a virtue for heroes!—as white as the snow on high hills, 
And immortal as every great soul is that struggles, endures, and fulfils.  40 
 
I love my Walter profoundly,--you, Maude, though you faltered a week, 
For the sake of . . . what was it? an eyebrow? or, less still, a mole on a cheek? 
 
“And since, when all’s said, you’re too noble to stoop to the frivolous cant 
About crimes irresistible, virtues that swindle, betray, and supplant, 
 
“I determined to prove to yourself that, whate’er you might dream or avow  45 
By illusion, you wanted precisely no more of me than you have now. 
 
“There! Look me full in the face!—in the face. Understand, if you can, 
That the eyes of such women as I am are clean as the palm of a man. 
 
“Drop his hand, you insult him. Avoid us for fear we should cost you a scar,-- 
You take us for harlots, I tell you, and not for the women we are.   50 
 
“You wrong me: but then I consider . . . there’s Walter! And so at the end, 
I vowed that he should not be mulcted, by me, in the hand of a friend. 
 
“Have I hurt you indeed? We are quits then. Nay, friend of my Walter, be mine! 
Come, Dora, my darling, my angel, and help me to ask him to dine.” 
 
 
Points for Reflection 
 
1. the author of Vanity Fair (a novel) and editor of the Cornhill Magazine declined to 

publish this poem by Barrett Browning, having categorized it as an “account of unlawful 
passion” inappropriate for readers of all ages.  What about this poem might have earned it 
such an assessment from William Makepeace Thackeray? 
 

2. at what point does the poem turn and begin to reveal the speaker’s true endgame? 
 

3. should we take the suitor’s desire to go, in order to save himself, at face value? 
 

4. why might Barrett Browning compare the lady’s eyes to the Kraken (l.2)?  In your 
answer, consider Tennyson’s short poem “The Kraken” (183). 

 
5. is this woman actively encouraging her companion to utter his provocative observations 

about her attractions?  Is she toying with or testing him? 
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6. is the poem’s female speaker an adulterous flirt, or a faithful wife? 

 
7. what precipitates the male speaker’s anger and conclusion that his companion has 

suddenly lost her beauty (ll.19-20)? 
 

8. is the disdain she shows in response to his own anger earned (ll.21-22)? 
 

9. why might the wife have broken the fan her companion once kissed (l.36)? 
 

10. what might it mean that her companion was once “‘moved at [her] side now and then / In 
the senses,’” and why consider this an “‘honor’” (ll.37-38)? 

 
11. is she celebrating illicit love, or marital fidelity, in lines 39-40? 

 
12. does the narrator appear to have invited her companion to “‘falter’” for a week (ll.41-42)? 

 
13. what truth has she determined to show her auditor (ll.45-46)? 

 
14. is she calling herself clean, or unclean, by comparing her eyes to a man’s palm (ll.47-48)? 

 
15. explain the vertiginous, contradictory movement of the narrator’s words in the 

concluding couplet (ll.53-54). 

 

 
 
Oscar Wilde’s “The Harlot’s House” (1885, 1908) 
 
We caught the tread of dancing feet, 
We loitered down the moonlit street, 
And stopped beneath the harlot’s house. 
 
Inside, above the din and fray, 
We heard the loud musicians play   5 
The ‘Treues Liebes Herz’ of Strauss. 
 
Like strange mechanical grotesques, 
Making fantastic arabesques, 
The shadows raced across the blind. 
 
We watched the ghostly dancers spin   10 
To sound of horn and violin, 
Like black leaves wheeling in the wind. 
 
Like wire-pulled automatons, 
Slim silhouetted skeletons 
Went sliding through the slow quadrille,  15 
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Then took each other by the hand, 
And danced a stately saraband; 
Their laughter echoed thin and shrill. 
 
Sometimes a clockwork puppet pressed 
A phantom lover to her breast,   20 
Sometimes they seemed to try to sing. 
 
Sometimes a horrible marionette 
Came out, and smoked its cigarette 
Upon the steps like a live thing. 
 
Then, turning to my love, I said,   25 
‘The dead are dancing with the dead, 
The dust is whirling with the dust.’ 
 
But she—she heard the violin, 
And left my side, and entered in: 
Love passed into the house of lust.   30 
 
Then suddenly the tune went false, 
The dancers wearied of the waltz, 
The shadows ceased to wheel and whirl. 
 
And down the long and silent street, 
The dawn, with silver-sandalled feet,   35 
Crept like a frightened girl. 
 
 
Points for Reflection 
 
1. does this poem represent one monolithic perspective? Is the narrator's point of view 

authoritative and trustworthy? Is it representative of society, or just his personal opinion? 
 

2. what draws the narrator's love into this house? Does she see or hear something different 
than the narrator? Is the compelled against her will? Does she appear to have a Treus 
Liebes Herz (true, loving heart)? 

 
3. why are those within the brothel describes as "shadows" (l.9) and "ghosts" (l.10)? 

Consider the lighting conditions under which they are viewed by the narrator. 
 

4. are the prostitutes in full control of their own actions? Why might the narrator liken them 
to "wire-pulled automatons" and "clockwork puppet[s]" (ll.13, 19)? 

 
5. does the narrator's companion transform the events inside, or join them (ll.28-33)? 

 
6. with what tone does the poem conclude, and why is the daylight described as frightened, 

and girlish? 
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Charles Chesnutt’s “The Goophered Grapevine” (1887) 

About ten years ago my wife was in poor health, and our family doctor, in whose skill and 
honesty I had implicit confidence, advised a change of climate. I was engaged in grape-
culture in northern Ohio, and decided to look for a locality suitable for carrying on the same 
business in some Southern State. I wrote to a cousin who had gone into the turpentine 
business in central North Carolina, and he assured me that no better place could be found in 
the South than the State and neighborhood in which he lived: climate and soil were all that 
could be asked for, and land could be bought for a mere song. A cordial invitation to visit 
him while I looked into the matter was accepted. We found the weather delightful at that 
season, the end of the summer, and were most hospitably entertained. Our host placed a horse 
and buggy at our disposal, and himself acted as guide until I got somewhat familiar with the 
country. 

I went several times to look at a place which I thought might suit me. It had been at one time 
a thriving plantation, but shiftless cultivation had well-nigh exhausted the soil. There had 
been a vineyard of some extent on the place, but it had not been attended to since the war, 
and had fallen into utter neglect. The vines—here partly supported by decayed and broken-
down arbors, there twining themselves among the branches of the slender saplings which had 
sprung up among them—grew in wild and unpruned luxuriance, and the few scanty grapes 
which they bore were the undisputed prey of the first corner. The site was admirably adapted 
to grape-raising; the soil, with a little attention, could not have been better; and with the 
native grape, the luscious scuppernong, mainly to rely upon, I felt sure that I could introduce 
and cultivate successfully a number of other varieties. 
 
One day I went over with my wife, to show her the place. We drove between the decayed 
gate-posts—the gate itself had long since disappeared—and up the straight, sandy lane to the 
open space where a dwelling-house had once stood. But the house had fallen a victim to the 
fortunes of war, and nothing remained of it except the brick pillars upon which the sills had 
rested. We alighted, and walked about the place for a while; but on Annie's complaining of 
weariness I led the way back to the yard, where a pine log, lying under a spreading elm, 
formed a shady though somewhat hard seat. One end of the log was already occupied by a 
venerable-looking colored man. He held on his knees a hat full of grapes, over which he was 
smacking his lips with great gusto, and a pile of grape-skins near him indicated that the 
performance was no new thing. He respectfully rose as we approached, and was moving 
away, when I begged him to keep his seat. 
 
“Don't let us disturb you," I said. "There 's plenty of room for us all.” 
 
He resumed his seat with somewhat of embarrassment. 
 
"Do you live around here?" I asked, anxious to put him at his ease. 
 
"Yas, suh. I lives des ober yander, behine de nex san'-hill, on do Lumberton Plank-road.." 
 
"Do you know anything about the time when this vineyard was cultivated:'' 
 
"Lawd bless yer, sur, I knows all about it. Dey ain na'er a man in dis settlement w’at won' tell 
yer ole Julius McAdoo 'uz bawn an' raise' on dis yer same plantation. Is you de Norv'n 
gemman w'at 's gwine ter buy de ole vimya'd?" 
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"I am looking at it," I replied; "but I don't know that I shall care to buy unless I can be 
reasonably sure of making something out of it." 
 
"Well, sur, you is a stranger ter me, en I is a stranger ter you, en we is bofe strangers ter one 
anudder, but 'f I 'uz in yo' place, I would n' buy dis vimya'd." 
 
Why not?" I asked. 
 
"Well, I dunner whe'r you b'lieves in cunj'in er not, - some er de w'ite folks don't, or says dey 
don't, - but tie truf er de matter is dat dis yer ole vim-'d is goophered" 
 
“Is what?" I asked, not grasping the meaning of this unfamiliar word. 
 
"Is goophered, cunju’d, bewitch'." 
 
He imparted this information with such solemn earnestness, and with such an air of 
confidential mystery, that I felt somewhat interested, while Annie was evidently much 
impressed, and drew closer to me. 
 
"How do you know it is bewitched?" I asked. 
 
'I would n' spec' fer you ter b'lieve me 'less you know all 'bout de fac’s. But of you en young 
miss dere doan' min' lis'n'in' ter a ole nigger run on a minute or two w'ile you er restin', I kin 
'splain to yer how it all happen'." 
 
We assured him that we would be glad to hear how it all happened, and he began to tell us. 
At first the current of his memory—or imagination—seemed somewhat sluggish; but as his 
embarrassment wore off, his language flowed more freely, and the story acquired perspective 
and coherence. As be became more and more absorbed in the narrative, his eyes assumed a 
dreamy expression, and he seemed to lose sight of his auditors, and to be living over again in 
monologue his life on the old plantation. 
 
"Ole Mars Dugal' McAdoo bought dis place long many years befo' de wah, en I 'member 
well w'en he sot out all dis yet part er de plantation in scuppernon's, De vimes growed 
monst'us fas', en Mars Dugal' made a thousan' gallon er seuppernon' wine eve'y year. 
 
"Now, ef dey 's an'thing a nigger lub, nex' ter 'possum, en chiek'n, en watennillyums it's 
scuppernon's. Dey ain' nuffln dat kin stan' up side'n de scuppernon' fer sweetness; sugar ain't 
a suckumstance ter scuppernon'. W'en de season is nigh 'bout ober, en do grapes begin ter 
swivel up des a little wid de wrinkles er ole age. - w'en de skin git sof' en brown, - den do 
snippernon' make you smack yo lip en roll yo' eye en wush fer mo'; so I reckon it ain' very 
'stonishin' dat niggers lub scupperuon'. 
 
"Dey wuz a sight er niggers in de naherhood er de vimya'd. Dere wuz ole Mars Henry 
Brayboy's niggers, en ole Mars Dunkin McLean's niggers, en Mars Dugal's own niggers; den 
dey wuz a settlement er free niggers en po' buckrahs down by de Wim'l'ton Road, en Mars 
Dugal' had de only vimya'd in de naberhood. I reckon it in' so much so nowadays, but bofe' 
de wah, in slah'ry times, er nigger did n' mine goin' fi' er ten mile in a night, w’en dey was 
suntp'n good ter eat at de yuther een. 
"So atter a w'ile Mars Dugal' begin ter miss his scuppernon's. Co'se he 'cuse' de niggers er it, 
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but dey all ‘nied it ter de las'. Mars Dugal' sot spring guns en steel traps, en he en de oberseah 
sot up nights once't er twice't, tel one night Mars Dugal' - he 'uz a monst’us keerless titan - 
got his leg shot full er cow-pews. But somehow er nudder day could n' nebber ketch none er 
de niggers. I dunner how it happen, but it happen des like I tell yes, en de grapes kep' on a-
goin des de same. 
 
“But bimeby ole Mars Dugal' fix' up a plan ter stop it. Dey 'uz a cunjuh ‘ooman livin' down 
mongs de free niggers on the Wim’l’ton Road, en all de darkies fum Rockfish ter Beaver 
Crick wuz feared uv her. She could wuk de mos powerfulles' kind er goopher -could make 
people hab fits er rheumatiz, or make 'em des dwinel away en die; en dey say she went out 
ridin' de niggers at night, for she wuz a witch 'sides bein' a cunjuh 'ooman. Mars Dugal' hearn 
'bout Ann' Peggy's doin's, en begun ter 'flect whe'r er no he could n’ git her ter he’p hunt keep 
de niggers off’n de grapevimes. One day in the spring er de year, ole miss pack' up a basket 
er chick'n en poun’-cake, en a bottle as scuppernon' wine, en Mars Dugal' tuk it in his buggy 
en driv ober ter Aun' Peggy’s cabin. He tuk de basket in, en had a long talk wid Aun' Peggy. 
De nex' day Ann' Peggy come up ter de vimya'd. De niggers seed her slippin' 'roan', en they 
soon foun' out what she uz doin' dere. Mars Dugal' had hi'ed her ter goopher de grapevimes. 
She sa'ntered 'roan' mongs' the vimes, en tuk a leaf fum dis one, en a grape-hull fum dat one, 
en a grape-seed fum anudder one; en den a little twig fum here, en a little pinch en dirt fum 
dare, -- en put it all in a big black bottle, wid a snake's toof en a speckle' hen's gall en some 
ha’rs fum a black cat's tail, en den fill' the bottle wid scuppernon’ wine. W’en she got the 
goopher all ready en fix', she tuk ‘n went out in de woods en buried it under de root uv a red 
oak tred, en den come back en tole one en the niggurs she done goopher de grapevimes, en 
a'er a nigger w'at eat dem grapes ud be sho ter die inside'n twel' mont's, 
 
"Atter dat de niggers let de scuppernon's 'lone, en Mars Dugal' did a' hab no casion ter fine no 
mo' fault en de season wuz mos' gone, w'en a strange gemman stop at do plantation one night 
ter see Mars Dugal' on some business; en his coachman, seein' de scuppernon's growin' s nice 
en sweet, slip 'roan' behine de smoke-house, en et all de scuppernon's he could hole. Nobody 
did n’notice it at de time, but dat night, on de way home, de gemman's hoss runned away en 
kill' de coachman. Wen’ we hearn de noos, Aun' Lucy, de cook, she up 'a say she seed de 
strange nigger eat'n' er de scuppernon's behine the smokehouse; en den we knowed de gopher 
had b’en er wukkin. Den one er de nigger chilluns runned away fum the quarters one day, en 
got in de scuppernon's, en died the nex' week, W'ite folks say he die' er de fevuh, but de 
niggers knowed it was de goopher. So you k'n be sho de darkie' did n' hab much ter do wid 
dem scuppernon' vimes. 
 
“Wen’ de scuppernon' season 'uz ober rer dat year, Mars Dugal' foun' he had made fifteen 
hund'ed gallon er wine; en one er de niggers hearst him laffin' wid de oberseah fit ter kill, en 
sayin' dens fifteen hund'ed gallon er wine was monst'us good intrus' on de ten dollars he laid 
out on de vimya'd. So I 'low ez he paid Ann' Peggy ten dollars for to goopher de grapevimes. 
 
“De goopher did n' wuk no mo' tel de nex' summer, w'en 'long to'ds de middle er de season 
one er de fiel’ han's died: en ez dat lef' Mars Dugal' sho't er han's, he went off ter town for tar 
buy anudder. He fotch de noo nigger home wid 'im. He wuz er ole nigger, er de color or a 
gingy-cake, en ball ez a hossapple on de top er his head. He wuz a peart ole nigget', do', en 
could do a big day's wuk. 
 
 
"Now it happen dat one er de niggers on de nex' plantation, one er ole Mars Henry Brayboy's 
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niggers, had runned away de day befo', en tak ter de swamp, en ole Mars Dugal' en some er 
de yuther nabor w'ite folks had gone out wid dere guns en dere dogs for ter he'p 'em hunt for 
de nigger; en de han's on our own plantation wuz all so fiusterated dat we fuhgot ter tell de 
noo han' 'bout de goopher on do scuppernon vimes. Co'se he smell de grapes en see de vimes 
an atter dahk de fus' thing he done wuz ter slip off ter de grapevimes 'dout sayin' nuffin tot 
nobody. Nex' mawnin' he tole some er de niggers 'bout de fine bait er scuppernon' he et de 
night befo'. 
 
“W’en dey tole 'im 'bout do gopher on do grapevimes, he 'uz dat tarrified dat he turn pale, en 
look des like he gwine ter die right in his tracks. De obersoah come up en axed w'at 'uz dd 
matter; en w'en dey tole 'im Henry be’n eatin' er de scuppernon's, en got dd goopher on 'im, 
he gin Henry a big drink er w'iskey, en 'low dat de nex' rainy day he take ‘im ober for Aun' 
Peggy's, en see ef she would it' take de goopher off'n him, seein' ez he did n' know nuffin 
erbout it tel he done et de grapes. 
 
"Sho nuff, it rain de nex' day, en de oberseah went ober ter Ann' Peggy's wid Henry. En Aun' 
Peggy say dat bein' ez Henry did n' know 'bout de goopher, en et de grapes in ign'ance er de 
quinsecones, she reckon she mought be able fer ter take de goopher off'n him. So she fotch 
out er bottle wid some cunjuh medicine in it, en po'd some out in a go'd fer Henry ter drink. 
He manage ter git it down; he say it tas'e like whiskey wid sump'n bitter in it. She 'lowed dat 
'ud keep do goopher off'n hint tel do spring; but w'en de sap begin ter rise in de grapevimes 
be ha' ter come en see her agin, en she toil him w'at e's ter do. 
 
“Nex spring, w’en de sap commence' tar rise in do scuppernon' vime, Henry tuk a ham one 
night. Whar 'd he git de ham? I doan know; dey wa'nt no hams on do plantation 'cep'n' w'at 
'uz in de smokehouse, but I never see Henry 'bout de smoke-house. But ez I wuz a-sayin', he 
tuk de ham ober ter Aun' Peggy's; en Aun' Peggy tole 'im dat w'en Mars Dugal' begin ter 
prume de grapevimes, he mus' go en take 'n scrape off de sap whar it ooze out'n de cut een's 
er de vimes, en 'n'int his ball head wid it; en ef he do dat once't a year de goopher would n' 
wuk agin 'im long or he done it. En bein' ez he fetch her do ham, she fix' it so be kin eat all de 
scuppernon' he want. 
 
"So Henry 'nint his head wid de sap out'n do big grapevime des ha'f way 'twix' de quarters en 
de big house, en de goopher nebber wuk agin him dat summer. But de beatenes' thing you 
eber see happen ter Henry. Up ter dat time he wuz ez ball cx a sweeten' 'tater, but des ez soon 
ez de young leaves begun ter come out on do grapevines do ha’r begun to grow out on 
Henry's head, en by de middle er de summer he had de bigges' head or ha'r on de plantation. 
Befo' dat, Henry had tol'able good ha'r 'roun' do aidges, but soon ez de young grapes begun 
ter come Henry's ha'r begun ter quirl all up in little balls, des like dis yer reg'lar grapy ha'r, en 
by de time de grapes got ripe his head look des like a bunch er grapes. Combin' it did n' do no 
good; he wuk at it ha’f de night wid or Jim Crow, en think he git it straighten' out, but in de 
mawnin' de grapes 'ud be dere des de same. So he gin it up, en tried ter keep de grapes down 
by havin' his ha'r cut sho't, 
 
"But dat wa'nt de quares' thing 'bout do goopher. When Henry come ter dr plantation, he wuz 
gittin' a little ole an stiff in do j'ints. But dat summer he got des ez spry en libely ez any 
young nigger on de plantation; fac’ he got so biggity dat Mars Jackson, de oberseah, ha' ter 
th'eaten ter whip 'im, ef he did n’ stop cuttin' up his didos in behave hisse'f. But de mos’ 
cur'ouses' thing happen’ in de fall, when de begin ter go down in de grapevime. Fus', when de 
grapes 'uz gethered, de knots begun ter straighten out'n Henry's har’; en w'en de leaves begin 
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ter fall, Henry's ha'r begin ter drop out; en w’en de vimes 'uz b’ar. Henry's head was baller 'n 
it wuz in de spring, en he begin in git ole en stiff in de j'ints ag'in, on paid no me' tention icr 
do gals thitin' or do whole winter. En nex' spring, w'en he rub de sap on ag'in, he got young 
ag'in en so soop1 en libely dat none er de young niggers on de plantation could n' jump, ner 
dance, ner hoe es much cotton ez Henry. But in de fall er de year his grapes begun let 
straighten out, en his j'ints ter git stiff, en his ha’r drap off, en de rheumatiz begin ter wrastle 
wid 'im. 
 
Now, ef you'd a knowel ole Mars Dugal' McAdoo, you'd a knowed dat it ha' ter be a mighty 
rainy day when de could n' line sump'n for his nigger ter do, en it ha' er be a mighty little hole 
he could n' crawl thoo, en ha' ter be a monst'us cloudy night w'en a dollar git by him in de 
dahkness; en w'en he see how Henry, git young in de spring en ole in do fall, he 'lowed ter 
hisse'f ez how he could make mo' money outen Henry dun by wukkin' him in do cotton feil. 
'Long de nex' spring, atter de sap commence' ter rise, en Henry 'n'int 'is head en commence 
fre ter git young en soopl. Mars Dugal' up 'n tuk Henry ter town, en sole ’im fer fifteen 
hunder' dollars. Co'se de man w'at bought Henry did n’ know nuffin 'bout de goopher, en 
Mars Dugul' did a' see no casion fer ter tell 'im. Long to'ds de fall, w'en do sap went down, 
Henry begin ter git ole again same ex yuzhal, en his noo marster begin ter git skeered les'n he 
gwine ter lose his fifteen-hunder’-dollar nigger. He sent fer a mighty fine doctor, but de 
med'cine did n' 'pear ter do no good; de goopher had a good holt. Henry tole de doctor 'bout 
de goopher, but do doctor des laff' at 'im. 
 
"One day in de winter Mars Dugal' went ter town, en wuz santerin' 'long de Main Street, 
when who should he meet but Henry's noo marster. Dey said 'Hoddy,' en Mars Dugal' ax 'im 
tot hab a seegyar; en atter dey run on awhile 'bout de craps en de weather, Mars Dugal' ax 
'im, sorter keerless, like es ef he des thought of it, - 
 
"'How you like de nigger I sole you las' spring?' 
 
"Henry's marster shuck his head en knock de ashes off'n his seegyar. 
 
“ ‘Spec' I made a had bahgin when I bought dat nigger. Henry done good wuk all do summer, 
but sence de fall set in he 'pears ter be sorter pinin' away. Dey ain’ nuffin pertickler de matter 
wid’ 'im - leastways de doctor say so 'cep'n' a tech er de rheumatiz; but his ha'r is all fell out, 
en ef he don't pick up his strenk mighty soon, I spec' I 'm gwine ter lose 'im.' 
 
"Dey smoked on awhile, en bimeby ole mars say, 'Well, a bahgin 's a bahgin, but you en me 
is good fren's, en I doan wan' ter see you lose all de money you paid fer dat digger; en ef w'at 
you say is so, en I ain't 'sputin' it, he ain't wuf much now. I spec's you wukked him too ha'd 
dis summer, or e'se de swamps down here don't agree wid de san'-hill. nigger. So you dest 
lemme know, en ef he gits any wusser I’ll be willin' ter gib yet five hund'ed dollars fer 'im, en 
take my chances on his livin'.’ 
 
"Sho nuff, when Henry begun ter draw up wid de rheumatiz en it look like he gwine ter die 
fer sho, his noo manter sen’ fer Mars Dugal', en Mars Dugal' gin him what he promus, en 
brung Henry home ag'in. He tuk good keer uv 'im dyoin' er de winter, - give 'im w'iskey ter 
rub his rheumatiz, en terbacker ter smoke, en all he want ter eat, -'caze a nigger w'at he could 
make a thousan' dollars a year off’n did it' grow on eve'y huckleberry bush. 
 
“Nex' spring , w’en de sap ris en Henry's ha'r commence' ter sprout, Mars Dugal' sole 'im 
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ag'in, down in Robeson County dis time; en he kep' dat sellin' business up fer five year or 
mo'. Henry nebbor say nuffin 'bout de goopher ter his noo marsters, 'care he know he gwine 
ter be tuk good keer uv de nex' winter w’en Mars Dugal buy him back. En Mars Dugal' made 
'nuff money off Henry ter buy anudder plantation ober on Beaver Crick. 
 
"But long 'bout de een' or dat five year dey come a stranger ter stop at de plantation. De fus' 
day he 'uz dere he went out wid Mars Dugal' en spent all de mawnin' lookin' ober de vimya'd, 
en atter dinner dey spent all de evenin' playin' kya'ds. De niggers soon 'skiver' dat he wuz a 
Yankee, en dat he come down ter Norf C'lina for ter learn de w'ite folks how to raise grapes 
en make wine. He promus Mars Dugal' lie cud make de grapevimes ba’r twice't er many 
grapes, en dat de noo wine-press he wuz a-sellin' would make mo' d'n twice't ez many gallons 
or wine. En ole Mars Dugal' des drunk it all in, des 'peared ter be bewitched wid dat Yankee. 
W’en do darkies see dat Yankee runnin' 'roan do vimya'd en diggin’ under de grapevimes, 
dey shuk dere heads, en 'lowed dat dey feared Mars Dagal' losin' his min'. Mars Dugal' had 
all de dirt dug away fum under de roots er all de scuppernon' vimes, an' let 'em stan' dat away 
fer a week er mo'. Den dat Yankee made de niggers fix up a mixtry er lime en ashes en 
manyo, en po' it roan' de roots er de grapevimes. Den he 'vise' Mars Dugal' fer ter trim de 
vimes close't, en Mars Dugal' tuck 'n done eve'ything de Yankee tole him ter do. Dyoin' all er 
dis time, mind yer, 'e wuz libbin' off'n de fat er de lan', at de big house, en playin' kyards wid 
Mars Dugal' eve'y night; en dey say Mars Dugal' los' mo'n a thousan' dollars dyoin' er de 
week dat Yankee wuz a runnin' do grapevimes. 
 
"W’en de sap ris nex’ spring, ole Henry 'n'inted his head ez yuzhal, en his ha'r commence' ter 
grow des de same er it dune eve'y year. De scuppernon' vimes growed monst's fas', en de 
leaves win greener en thicker dan dey eber be'n dyowin my rememb'ance; en Henry's ha'r 
growed out thicker dan eber, en he 'peared ter git younger 'n younger, en soopler 'n soopler; 
en seein' ez he wuz sho't er han's dat spring, havin' tuk in consid'able noo groan', Mars Dugal' 
'cluded he would n' sell Henry 'tel he git de crop in en do cotten chop'. So he kep' Henry on 
do plantation. 
 
"But 'long 'bout time fur de grapes ter come on de scuppernon' vines, dey 'peared ter come a 
change ober dem; de leaves wivered en swivel' up, en de young grapes turn' yaller, en 
bimeby eve'ybody on de plantation could see dat de whole vimya'd wuz dyin'. Mars Dugal' 
tuck 'n water de vimes en done all he could, but 't wan' no use; dat Yankee done bus' de 
watermillyum. One time de vimes picked up a bit, en Mars Dugal' thought dey wuz gwine ter 
come out ag'in; but dat Yankee done dug too close unde' de roots, en prune de branches too 
close ter de vime, en all dat lime en ashes done burn' de life outen de vines, en dey des kep' a 
with'in' en a swivelin'. 
 
"All us time do goopher wuz a-wukkin'. Won de vimes commence' ter wither, Henry 
commence' ter complain er his rheumatiz, en w’en de leaves begin ter dry up his ha'r 
commence' ter dry out. W’en de vimes fresh up a bit Henry 'ud git peart agin, en when de 
vimes wittier agin Henry 'ud git ole agin, en dos kep' gittin' mo' en mo' fitten fer nuffin; he 
des pined away, en finely tuk ter his cabin en when de big vime whar he got eo sap ter 'n'int 
his head withered en turned yaller en died, Henry died too, - des went out sorter like a cannel. 
Dey did n't 'pear ter be nuffin de matter wid 'im, 'cep'n' de rheumatiz, but his strenk des 
dwinel' away 'tel he did n' hab ernuff lef' ter draw his bref. De goopher had got de under bolt, 
en th’owed Henry for good en all dat time. 
 
"Mars Dugal' tuk on might'ly 'bout losin' his vimes en his nigger in de same year; en he swo' 
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dat of he could git holt er dat Yankee he’d wear 'im ter a frazzle, en den cbaw up de frazzle; 
en he'd done it, too, for Mars Dugal' 'uz a monst'us brash man w'en he once git started. He sot 
de vimya'd out ober agin, but it wuz th’ee er fo’ year befo' do vimes got ter b'arin' any 
scuppernon's. 
 
"W'en do wah broke out, Mars Dugal' raise' a comp'ny, en went off ter fight de Yankees. He 
say he wuz mighty glad dat wah come, en he des want ter kill a Yankee fer eve'y dollar he 
los' 'long or dat grape-raisin' Yankee. En I 'spec' he would a done it, too, ef de Yankees had n' 
s'picioned sump'n, en killed him fus'. Atter de s'render ole miss move' ter town, de niggers all 
scattered 'way fum de plantation, en de vimya'd ain’ be'n cultervated sence." 
 
"Is that story true?" asked Annie, doubtfully, but seriously, as the old man concluded his 
narrative. 
 
"It's des ez true ez I'm a- settin' here, miss. Dey 's a easy way ter prove it; I kin lead de way 
right ter Henry's grave ober yander in de plantation buryin'-groun'. En I tell yer w'at, marster. 
I woud n' 'vise yer to buy dis yer ole vimya'd, 'case de goopher 's on it yit, en dey ain' no 
tellin' w'en it gwine ter crap out." 
 
"But I thought you said all the old vines died." 
 
“Dey did 'pear ter die, but a few ov 'em come out ag'in, en is mixed in mongs' de yuthers. I 
ain' skeered ter eat de grapes, 'caze I knows de old vimes fum de noo ones; but wid strangers 
dey ain' no tellin' w'at might happen. I would n' 'vise yer ter buy dis vimya'd." 
 
I bought the vineyard, nevertheless and it has been for a long time in a thriving condition, 
and is referred to by the local press as a striking illustration of the opportunities open to 
Northern capital in the development of Southern industries. The luscious scuppernong holds 
first rank among our grapes, though we cultivate a great many other varieties, and our 
income from grapes packed and shipped to the Northern markets is quite considerable. I have 
not noticed any developments of the goopher in the vineyard, although I have & mild 
suspicion that our colored assistants do not suffer from want of grapes during the season, 
 
I found, when I bought the vineyard, that Uncle Julius had occupied a cabin on the place for 
many years, and derived a respectable revenue from the neglected grapevines. This, 
doubtless, accounted for his advice to me not to buy the vineyard, though whether it inspired 
the gopher story I am unable to state. I believe, however, that the wages I pay him for his 
services are more than an equivalent for anything he lost by the sale of the vineyard. 
 
Points for Reflection 
1. Does the use of dialect, inflected by colloquial speech, weaken or enrich Chesnutt’s storytelling? 
2. The narrator explains that as the older man of color who tells the tale warms to his theme, his 
language flows more freely, and that his story “acquire[s] perspective and coherence” (3).  Can you 
trace this process of refinement as the story progresses? 
3. What do you make of the hair growth resulting from Aunt Peggy’s treatment of Henry?  Does this 
play out as low comedy, or light fun?  Does it provide an oblique commentary on the natural hair 
growth and characteristic stylings of African Americans? 
4. Does Charles Chesnutt appear to validate or mock the goophered tale at the heart of his story, and 
those whose self-interest would lead them to spontaneously spin such tales? 
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Paul Laurence Dunbar’s “We Wear	the	Mask”	(1897,	1903)	
	

We	wear	the	mask	that	grins	and	lies,		
It	hides	our	cheeks	and	shades	our	eyes,—		
This	debt	we	pay	to	human	guile;		
With	torn	and	bleeding	hearts	we	smile,		
And	mouth	with	myriad	subtleties.		 	 5	

Why	should	the	world	be	over-wise,		
In	counting	all	our	tears	and	sighs?		
Nay,	let	them	only	see	us,	while		
												We	wear	the	mask.		 	 	 	 10	

We	smile,	but,	O	great	Christ,	our	cries		
To	thee	from	tortured	souls	arise.		
We	sing,	but	oh	the	clay	is	vile		
Beneath	our	feet,	and	long	the	mile;		
But	let	the	world	dream	otherwise,		 	 15	
												We	wear	the	mask!		
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Booker T. Washington’s “Atlanta Exposition Address” (1895) / essay from 1901 

 
The Atlanta Exposition, at which I had been asked to make an address as a representative of 
the Negro race, as stated in the last chapter, was opened with a short address from Governor 
Bullock. After other interesting exercises, including an invocation from Bishop Nelson, of 
Georgia, a dedicatory ode by Albert Howell, Jr., and addresses by the President of the 
Exposition and Mrs. Joseph Thompson, the President of the Woman's Board, Governor 
Bullock introduced me with the words, "We have with us to-day a representative of Negro 
enterprise and Negro civilization." 

When I arose to speak, there was considerable cheering, especially from the coloured people. 
As I remember it now, the thing that was uppermost in my mind was the desire to say 
something that would cement the friendship of the races and bring about hearty cooperation 
between them. So far as my outward surroundings were concerned, the only thing that I 
recall distinctly now is that when I got up, I saw thousands of eyes looking intently into my 
face. The following is the address which I delivered: - 

 
 

Mr. President and Gentlemen of the Board of Directors and Citizens: 

One-third of the population of the South is of the Negro race. No enterprise seeking the 
material, civil, or moral welfare of this section can disregard this element of our population 
and reach the highest success. I but convey to you, Mr. President and Directors, the sentiment 
of the masses of my race when I say that in no way have the value and manhood of the 
American Negro been more fittingly and generously recognized than by the managers of this 
magnificent Exposition at every stage of its progress. It is a recognition that will do more to 
cement the friendship of the two races than any occurrence since the dawn of our freedom. 

Not only this, but the opportunity here afforded will awaken among us a new era of industrial 
progress. Ignorant and inexperienced, it is not strange that in the first years of our new life 
we began at the top instead of at the bottom; that a seat in Congress or the state legislature 
was more sought than real estate or industrial skill; that the political convention or stump 
speaking had more attractions than starting a dairy farm or truck garden. 

A ship lost at sea for many days suddenly sighted a friendly vessel. From the mast of the 
unfortunate vessel was seen a signal, “Water, water; we die of thirst!” The answer from the 
friendly vessel at once came back, “Cast down your bucket where you are.” A second time 
the signal, “Water, water; send us water!” ran up from the distressed vessel, and was 
answered, “Cast down your bucket where you are.” And a third and fourth signal for water 
was answered, “Cast down your bucket where you are.” The captain of the distressed vessel, 
at last heeding the injunction, cast down his bucket, and it came up full of fresh, sparkling 
water from the mouth of the Amazon River. To those of my race who depend on bettering 
their condition in a foreign land or who underestimate the importance of cultivating friendly 
relations with the Southern white man, who is their next-door neighbor, I would say: “Cast 
down your bucket where you are”— cast it down in making friends in every manly way of 
the people of all races by whom we are surrounded. 



 16 

Cast it down in agriculture, mechanics, in commerce, in domestic service, and in the 
professions. And in this connection it is well to bear in mind that whatever other sins the 
South may be called to bear, when it comes to business, pure and simple, it is in the South 
that the Negro is given a man’s chance in the commercial world, and in nothing is this 
Exposition more eloquent than in emphasizing this chance. Our greatest danger is that in the 
great leap from slavery to freedom we may overlook the fact that the masses of us are to live 
by the productions of our hands, and fail to keep in mind that we shall prosper in proportion 
as we learn to dignify and glorify common labour, and put brains and skill into the common 
occupations of life; shall prosper in proportion as we learn to draw the line between the 
superficial and the substantial, the ornamental gewgaws of life and the useful. No race can 
prosper till it learns that there is as much dignity in tilling a field as in writing a poem. It is at 
the bottom of life we must begin, and not at the top. Nor should we permit our grievances to 
overshadow our opportunities. 

To those of the white race who look to the incoming of those of foreign birth and strange 
tongue and habits for the prosperity of the South, were I permitted I would repeat what I say 
to my own race, “Cast down your bucket where you are.” Cast it down among the eight 
millions of Negroes whose habits you know, whose fidelity and love you have tested in days 
when to have proved treacherous meant the ruin of your firesides. Cast down your bucket 
among these people who have, without strikes and labour wars, tilled your fields, cleared 
your forests, builded your railroads and cities, and brought forth treasures from the bowels of 
the earth, and helped make possible this magnificent representation of the progress of the 
South. Casting down your bucket among my people, helping and encouraging them as you 
are doing on these grounds, and to education of head, hand, and heart, you will find that they 
will buy your surplus land, make blossom the waste places in your fields, and run your 
factories. While doing this, you can be sure in the future, as in the past, that you and your 
families will be surrounded by the most patient, faithful, law-abiding, and unresentful people 
that the world has seen. As we have proved our loyalty to you in the past, in nursing your 
children, watching by the sick-bed of your mothers and fathers, and often following them 
with tear-dimmed eyes to their graves, so in the future, in our humble way, we shall stand by 
you with a devotion that no foreigner can approach, ready to lay down our lives, if need be, 
in defense of yours, interlacing our industrial, commercial, civil, and religious life with yours 
in a way that shall make the interests of both races one. In all things that are purely social we 
can be as separate as the fingers, yet one as the hand in all things essential to mutual 
progress. 

There is no defense or security for any of us except in the highest intelligence and 
development of all. If anywhere there are efforts tending to curtail the fullest growth of the 
Negro, let these efforts be turned into stimulating, encouraging, and making him the most 
useful and intelligent citizen. Effort or means so invested will pay a thousand per cent 
interest. These efforts will be twice blessed—blessing him that gives and him that takes. 
There is no escape through law of man or God from the inevitable: 

The laws of changeless justice bind Oppressor with oppressed; 

And close as sin and suffering joined We march to fate abreast... 

Nearly sixteen millions of hands will aid you in pulling the load upward, or they will pull 
against you the load downward. We shall constitute one-third and more of the ignorance and 
crime of the South, or one-third [of] its intelligence and progress; we shall contribute one-
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third to the business and industrial prosperity of the South, or we shall prove a veritable body 
of death, stagnating, depressing, retarding every effort to advance the body politic. 

Gentlemen of the Exposition, as we present to you our humble effort at an exhibition of our 
progress, you must not expect overmuch. Starting thirty years ago with ownership here and 
there in a few quilts and pumpkins and chickens (gathered from miscellaneous sources), 
remember the path that has led from these to the inventions and production of agricultural 
implements, buggies, steam-engines, newspapers, books, statuary, carving, paintings, the 
management of drug stores and banks, has not been trodden without contact with thorns and 
thistles. While we take pride in what we exhibit as a result of our independent efforts, we do 
not for a moment forget that our part in this exhibition would fall far short of your 
expectations but for the constant help that has come to our educational life, not only from the 
Southern states, but especially from Northern philanthropists, who have made their gifts a 
constant stream of blessing and encouragement. 

The wisest among my race understand that the agitation of questions of social equality is the 
extremest folly, and that progress in the enjoyment of all the privileges that will come to us 
must be the result of severe and constant struggle rather than of artificial forcing. No race 
that has anything to contribute to the markets of the world is long in any degree ostracized. It 
is important and right that all privileges of the law be ours, but it is vastly more important 
that we be prepared for the exercise of these privileges. The opportunity to earn a dollar in a 
factory just now is worth infinitely more than the opportunity to spend a dollar in an opera-
house. 

In conclusion, may I repeat that nothing in thirty years has given us more hope and 
encouragement, and drawn us so near to you of the white race, as this opportunity offered by 
the Exposition; and here bending, as it were, over the altar that represents the results of the 
struggles of your race and mine, both starting practically empty-handed three decades ago, I 
pledge that in your effort to work out the great and intricate problem which God has laid at 
the doors of the South, you shall have at all times the patient, sympathetic help of my race; 
only let this be constantly in mind, that, while from representations in these buildings of the 
product of field, of forest, of mine, of factory, letters, and art, much good will come, yet far 
above and beyond material benefits will be that higher good, that, let us pray God, will come, 
in a blotting out of sectional differences and racial animosities and suspicions, in a 
determination to administer absolute justice, in a willing obedience among all classes to the 
mandates of law. This, coupled with our material prosperity, will bring into our beloved 
South a new heaven and a new earth. 

 
The first thing that I remember, after I had finished speaking, was that Governor Bullock 
rushed across the platform and took me by the hand, and that others did the same. I received 
so many and such hearty congratulations that I found it difficult to get out of the building. I 
did not appreciate to any degree, however, the impression which my address seemed to have 
made, until the next morning, when I went into the business part of the city. As soon as I was 
recognized, I was surprised to find myself pointed out and surrounded by a crowd of men 
who wished to shake hands with me. This was kept up on every street on to which I went, to 
an extent which embarrassed me so much that I went back to my boarding-place. The next 
morning I returned to Tuskegee. At the station in Atlanta, and at almost all of the stations at 
which the train stopped between that city and Tuskegee, I found a crowd of people anxious to 
shake hands with me. 
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The papers in all parts of the United States published the address in full, and for months 
afterward there were complimentary editorial references to it. Mr. Clark Howell, the editor of 
the Atlanta Constitution, telegraphed to a New York paper, among other words, the 
following, "I do not exaggerate when I say that Professor Booker T. Washington's address 
yesterday was one of the most notable speeches, both as to character and as to the warmth of 
its reception, ever delivered to a Southern audience. The address was a revelation. The whole 
speech is a platform upon which blacks and whites can stand with full justice to each other." 

The Boston Transcript said editorially: "The speech of Booker T. Washington at the Atlanta 
Exposition, this week, seems to have dwarfed all the other proceedings and the Exposition 
itself. The sensation that it has caused in the press has never been equalled." 

I very soon began receiving all kinds of propositions from lecture bureaus, and editors of 
magazines and papers, to take the lecture platform, and to write articles. One lecture bureau 
offered me fifty thousand dollars, or two hundred dollars a night and expenses, if I would 
place my services at its disposal for a given period. To all these communications I replied 
that my life-work was at Tuskegee; and that whenever I spoke it must be in the interests of 
the Tuskegee school and my race, and that I would enter into no arrangements that seemed to 
place a mere commercial value upon my services. 

Some days after its delivery I sent a copy of my address to the President of the United States, 
the Hon. Grover Cleveland. I received from him the following autograph reply: - 

GRAY GABLES, BUZZARD'S BAY, MASS.,  
October 6, 1895 

BOOKER T. WASHINGTON, ESQ.: 

MY DEAR SIR: I thank you for sending me a copy of your address delivered at the Atlanta 
Exposition.  

I thank you with much enthusiasm for making the address. I have read it with intense interest, 
and I think the Exposition would be fully justified if it did not do more than furnish the 
opportunity for its delivery. Your words cannot fail to delight and encourage all who wish 
well for your race; and if our coloured fellow-citizens do not from your utterances gather 
new hope and form new determinations to gain every valuable advantage offered them by 
their citizenship, it will be strange indeed. 

 
Yours very truly, 

GROVER CLEVELAND.  

Later I met Mr. Cleveland, for the first time, when, as President, he visited the Atlanta 
Exposition. At the request of myself and others he consented to spend an hour in the Negro 
Building, for the purpose of inspecting the Negro exhibit and of giving the coloured people in 
attendance an opportunity to shake hands with him. As soon as I met Mr. Cleveland I became 
impressed with his simplicity, greatness, and rugged honesty. I have met him many times 
since then, both at public functions and at his private residence in Princeton, and the more I 
see of him the more I admire him. When he visited the Negro Building in Atlanta he seemed 
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to give himself up wholly, for that hour, to the coloured people. He seemed to be as careful to 
shake hands with some old coloured "auntie" clad partially in rags, and to take as much 
pleasure in doing so, as if he were greeting some millionaire. Many of the coloured people 
took advantage of the occasion to get him to write his name in a book or on a slip of paper. 
He was as careful and patient in doing this as if he were putting his signature to some great 
state document. 

Mr. Cleveland has not only shown his friendship for me in many personal ways, but has 
always consented to do anything I have asked of him for our school. This he has done, 
whether it was to make a personal donation or to use his influence in securing the donations 
of others. Judging from my personal acquaintance with Mr. Cleveland, I do not believe that 
he is conscious of possessing any colour prejudice. He is too great for that. In my contact 
with people I find that, as a rule, it is only the little, narrow people who live for themselves, 
who never read good books, who do not travel, who never open up their souls in a way to 
permit them to come into contact with other souls - with the great outside world. No man 
whose vision is bounded by colour can come into contact with what is highest and best in the 
world. In meeting men, in many places, I have found that the happiest people are those who 
do the most for others; the most miserable are those who do the least. I have also found that 
few things, if any, are capable of making one so blind and narrow as race prejudice. I often 
say to our students, in the course of my talks to them on Sunday evenings in the chapel, that 
the longer I live and the more experience I have of the world, the more I am convinced that, 
after all, the one thing that is most worth living for - and dying for, if need be - is the 
opportunity of making some one else more happy and more useful. 

The coloured people and the coloured newspapers at first seemed to be greatly pleased with 
the character of my Atlanta address, as well as with its reception. But after the first burst of 
enthusiasm began to die away, and the coloured people began reading the speech in cold 
type, some of them seemed to feel that they had been hypnotized. They seemed to feel that I 
had been too liberal in my remarks toward the Southern whites, and that I had not spoken out 
strongly enough for what they termed the "rights" of the race. For a while there was a 
reaction, so far as a certain element of my own race was concerned, but later these 
reactionary ones seemed to have been won over to my way of believing and acting. 

While speaking of changes in public sentiment, I recall that about ten years after the school at 
Tuskegee was established, I had an experience that I shall never forget. Dr. Lyman Abbott, 
then the pastor of Plymouth Church, and also editor of the Outlook (then the Christian 
Union), asked me to write a letter for his paper giving my opinion of the exact condition, 
mental and moral, of the coloured ministers in the South, as based upon my observations. I 
wrote the letter, giving the exact facts as I conceived them to be. The picture painted was a 
rather black one - or, since I am black, shall I say "white"? It could not be otherwise with a 
race but a few years out of slavery, a race which had not had time or opportunity to produce a 
competent ministry. 

What I said soon reached every Negro minister in the country, I think, and the letters of 
condemnation which I received from them were not few. I think that for a year after the 
publication of this article every association and every conference or religious body of any 
kind, of my race, that met, did not fail before adjourning to pass a resolution condemning me, 
or calling upon me to retract or modify what I had said. Many of these organizations went so 
far in their resolutions as to advise parents to cease sending their children to Tuskegee. One 
association even appointed a "missionary" whose duty it was to warn the people against 
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sending their children to Tuskegee. This missionary had a son in the school, and I noticed 
that, whatever the "missionary" might have said or done with regard to others, he was careful 
not to take his son away from the institution. Many or the coloured papers, especially those 
that were the organs of religious bodies, joined in the general chorus of condemnation or 
demands for retraction. 

During the whole time of the excitement, and through all the criticism, I did not utter a word 
of explanation or retraction. I knew that I was right, and that time and the sober second 
thought of the people would vindicate me. It was not long before the bishops and other 
church leaders began to make a careful investigation of the conditions of the ministry, and 
they found out that I was right. In fact, the oldest and most influential bishop in one branch of 
the Methodist Church said that my words were far too mild. Very soon public sentiment 
began making itself felt, in demanding a purifying of the ministry. While this is not yet 
complete by any means, I think I may say, without egotism, and I have been told by many of 
our most influential ministers, that my words had much to do with starting a demand for the 
placing of a higher type of men in the pulpit. I have had the satisfaction of having many who 
once condemned me thank me heartily for my frank words. 

The change of the attitude of the Negro ministry, so far as regards myself, is so complete that 
at the present time I have no warmer friends among any class than I have among the 
clergymen. The improvement in the character and life of the Negro ministers is one of the 
most gratifying evidences of the progress of the race. My experience with them as well as 
other events in my life, convince me that the thing to do, when one feels sure that he has said 
or done the right thing, and is condemned, is to stand still and keep quiet. If he is right, time 
will show it. 

In the midst of the discussion which was going on concerning my Atlanta speech, I received 
the letter which I give below, from Dr. Gilman, the President of Johns Hopkins University, 
who had been made chairman of the judges of award in connection with the Atlanta 
Exposition: - 

JOHNS HOPKINS UNIVERSITY, BALTIMORE, 
President's Office, September 30, 1895. 

DEAR MR. WASHINGTON: Would it be agreeable to you to be one of the Judges of Award 
in the Department of Education at Atlanta? If so, I shall be glad to place your name upon the 
list. A line by telegraph will be welcomed. 

Yours very truly,  
D. C. GILMAN. 

I think I was even more surprised to receive this invitation than I had been to receive the 
invitation to speak at the opening of the Exposition. It was to be a part of my duty, as one of 
the jurors, to pass not only upon the exhibits of the coloured schools, but also upon those of 
the white schools. I accepted the position, and spent a month in Atlanta in performance of the 
duties which it entailed. The board of jurors was a large one, consisting in all of sixty 
members. It was about equally divided between Southern white people and Northern white 
people. Among them were college presidents, leading scientists and men of letters, and 
specialists in many subjects. When the group of jurors to which I was assigned met for 
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organization, Mr. Thomas Nelson Page, who was one of the number, moved that I be made 
secretary of that division, and the motion was unanimously adopted. Nearly half of our 
division were Southern people. In performing my duties in the inspection of the exhibits of 
white schools I was in every case treated with respect, and at the close of our labours I parted 
from my associates with regret. 

I am often asked to express myself more freely than I do upon the political condition and the 
political future of my race. These recollections of my experience in Atlanta give me the 
opportunity to do so briefly. My own belief is, although I have never before said so in so 
many words, that the time will come when the Negro in the South will be accorded all the 
political rights which his ability, character, and material possessions entitle him to. I think, 
though, that the opportunity to freely exercise such political rights will not come in any large 
degree through outside or artificial forcing, but will be accorded to the Negro by the Southern 
white people themselves, and that they will protect him in the exercise of those rights. Just as 
soon as the South gets over the old feeling that it is being forced by "foreigners," or "aliens," 
to do something which it does not want to do, I believe that the change in the direction that I 
have indicated is going to begin. In fact, there are indications that it is already beginning in a 
slight degree. 

Let me illustrate my meaning. Suppose that some months before the opening of the Atlanta 
Exposition there had been a general demand from the press and public platform outside the 
South that a Negro be given a place on the opening programme, and that a Negro be placed 
upon the board of jurors of award. Would any such recognition of the race have taken place? 
I do not think so. The Atlanta officials went as far as they did because they felt it to be a 
pleasure, as well as a duty, to reward what they considered merit in the Negro race. Say what 
we will, there is something in human nature which we cannot blot out, which makes one 
man, in the end, recognize and reward merit in another, regardless of colour or race. 

I believe it is the duty of the Negro - as the greater part of the race is already doing - to deport 
himself modestly in regard to political claims, depending upon the slow but sure influences 
that proceed from the possession of property, intelligence, and high character for the full 
recognition of his political rights. I think that the according of the full exercise of political 
rights is going to be a matter of natural, slow growth, not an over-night, gourd-vine affair. I 
do not believe that the Negro should cease voting, for a man cannot learn the exercise of self-
government by ceasing to vote any more than a boy can learn to swim by keeping out of the 
water, but I do believe that in his voting he should more and more be influenced by those of 
intelligence and character who are his next-door neighbours. 

I know coloured men who, through the encouragement, help, and advice of Southern white 
people, have accumulated thousands of dollars' worth of property, but who, at the same time, 
would never think of going to those same persons for advice concerning the casting of their 
ballots. This, it seems to me, is unwise and unreasonable, and should cease. In saying this I 
do not mean that the Negro should buckle, or not vote from principle, for the instant he 
ceases to vote from principle he loses the confidence and respect of the Southern white man 
even. 

I do not believe that any state should make a law that permits an ignorant and poverty-
stricken white man to vote, and prevents a black man in the same condition from voting. 
Such a law is not only unjust, but it will react, as all unjust laws do, in time; for the effect of 
such a law is to encourage the Negro to secure education and property, and at the same time 
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it encourages the white man to remain in ignorance and poverty. I believe that in time, 
through the operation of intelligence and friendly race relations, all cheating at the ballot-box 
in the South will cease. It will become apparent that the white man who begins by cheating a 
Negro out of his ballot soon learns to cheat a white man out of his, and that the man who 
does this ends his career of dishonesty by the theft of property or by some equally serious 
crime. In my opinion, the time will come when the South will encourage all of its citizens to 
vote. It will see that it pays better, from every standpoint, to have healthy, vigorous life than 
to have that political stagnation which always results when one-half of the population has no 
share and no interest in the Government. 

As a rule, I believe in universal, free suffrage, but I believe that in the South we are 
confronted with peculiar conditions that justify the protection of the ballot in many of the 
states, for a while at least, either by an educational test, a property test, or by both combined; 
but whatever tests are required, they should be made to apply with equal and exact justice to 
both races.              1901 

 
Points for Reflection 
 
1. Du Bois criticizes Booker T. Washington's conciliatory posture towards the South, his 

habit of "indiscriminate flattery" that appears to compromise the truth. Does 
Washington's "Atlanta Exposition Address" contain evidence of such deference towards 
white people? Does Washington seem more preoccupied with appeasing a belligerent 
South than with improving the position of African Americans? 

 
2. Exactly what does Washington mean when he calls black men to "Cast down your bucket 

where [they] are" (OER 15)? What about when he directs these words at white folk? 
 

3. How would twentieth-century America interpret Washington's call for Americans of both 
races to be "[i]n all things that are purely social . . . as separate as the fingers, yet one as 
the hand in all things essential to mutual progress" (OER 16)? 

 
4. Do the following statements strike you as ironic, given his position on Negro education? 

a. "only the little, narrow people [. . .] never read good books" (OER 15). 
b. "No man whose vision is bounded by colour can come into contact with what 

is highest and best in the world" (OER 19). 
 
5. Examine closely the following passage from Washington's address. On whom is 

Washington putting the onus for Negro improvement? "My own belief is, although I have 
never before said so in so many words, that the time will come when the Negro in the 
South will be accorded all the political rights which his ability, character, and material 
possessions entitle him to. I think, though, that the opportunity to freely exercise such 
political rights will not come in any large degree through outside or artificial forcing, but 
will be accorded to the Negro by the Southern white people themselves, and that they will 
protect him in the exercise of those rights" (OER 21). 
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W. E. B. Du Bois’s The Souls of Black Folk (1903) 

The Forethought 

Herein lie buried many things which if read with patience may show the strange meaning 
of being black here at the dawning of the Twentieth Century. This meaning is not without 
interest to you, Gentle Reader; for the problem of the Twentieth Century is the problem 
of the color line. I pray you, then, receive my little book in all charity, studying my words 
with me, forgiving mistake and foible for sake of the faith and passion that is in me, and 
seeking the grain of truth hidden there. 
 
I have sought here to sketch, in vague, uncertain outline, the spiritual world in which ten 
thousand thousand Americans live and strive. First, in two chapters I have tried to show what 
Emancipation meant to them, and what was its aftermath. In a third chapter I have pointed 
out the slow rise of personal leadership, and criticized candidly the leader who bears the chief 
burden of his race to-day. Then, in two other chapters I have sketched in swift outline the two 
worlds within and without the Veil, and thus have come to the central problem of training 
men for life. Venturing now into deeper detail, I have in two chapters studied the struggles of 
the massed millions of the black peasantry, and in another have sought to make clear the 
present relations of the sons of master and man. Leaving, then, the white world, I have 
stepped within the Veil, raising it that you may view faintly its deeper recesses,--the meaning 
of its religion, the passion of its human sorrow, and the struggle of its greater souls. All this I 
have ended with a tale twice told but seldom written, and a chapter of song. 
 
Some of these thoughts of mine have seen the light before in other guise. For kindly 
consenting to their republication here, in altered and extended form, I must thank the 
publishers of the Atlantic Monthly, The World's Work, the Dial, The New World, and the 
Annals of the American Academy of Political and Social Science. Before each chapter, as 
now printed, stands a bar of the Sorrow Songs,--some echo of haunting melody from the 
only American music which welled up from black souls in the dark past. And, finally, 
need I add that I who speak here am bone of the bone and flesh of the flesh of them that live 
within the Veil? 
 
W.E.B Du B. 
ATLANTA, GA.,  
FEB. 1, 1903 
 
 

I 
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Of Our Spiritual Strivings 

O water, voice of my heart, crying in the sand,    
   All night long crying with a mournful cry,  
As I lie and listen, and cannot understand      
      The voice of my heart in my side or the voice of the sea,    
   O water, crying for rest, is it I, is it I?      
      All night long the water is crying to me.   
 
Unresting water, there shall never be rest    
   Till the last moon droop and the last tide fail,  
And the fire of the end begin to burn in the west;      
      And the heart shall be weary and wonder and cry like the sea,    
   All life long crying without avail,      
      As the water all night long is crying to me.  
 

ARTHUR SYMONS. 

 
 

Between me and the other world there is ever an unasked question: unasked by some 
through feelings of delicacy; by others through the difficulty of rightly framing it. All, 
nevertheless, flutter round it. They approach me in a half-hesitant sort of way, eye me 
curiously or compassionately, and then, instead of saying directly, How does it feel to be a 
problem? they say, I know an excellent colored man in my town; or, I fought at 
Mechanicsville; or, Do not these Southern outrages make your blood boil? At these I smile, 
or am interested, or reduce the boiling to a simmer, as the occasion may require. To the real 
question, How does it feel to be a problem? I answer seldom a word. 

And yet, being a problem is a strange experience,—peculiar even for one who has never 
been anything else, save perhaps in babyhood and in Europe. It is in the early days of 
rollicking boyhood that the revelation first bursts upon one, all in a day, as it were. I 
remember well when the shadow swept across me. I was a little thing, away up in the hills of 
New England, where the dark Housatonic winds between Hoosac and Taghkanic to the sea. 
In a wee wooden schoolhouse, something put it into the boys’ and girls’ heads to buy 
gorgeous visiting-cards—ten cents a package—and exchange. The exchange was merry, till 
one girl, a tall newcomer, refused my card,—refused it peremptorily, with a glance. Then it 
dawned upon me with a certain suddenness that I was different from the others; or like, 
mayhap, in heart and life and longing, but shut out from their world by a vast veil. I had 
thereafter no desire to tear down that veil, to creep through; I held all beyond it in common 
contempt, and lived above it in a region of blue sky and great wandering shadows. That sky 
was bluest when I could beat my mates at examination-time, or beat them at a foot-race, or 
even beat their stringy heads. Alas, with the years all this fine contempt began to fade; for the 
words I longed for, and all their dazzling opportunities, were theirs, not mine. But they 
should not keep these prizes, I said; some, all, I would wrest from them. Just how I would do 
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it I could never decide: by reading law, by healing the sick, by telling the wonderful tales that 
swam in my head,—some way. With other black boys the strife was not so fiercely sunny: 
their youth shrunk into tasteless sycophancy, or into silent hatred of the pale world about 
them and mocking distrust of everything white; or wasted itself in a bitter cry, Why did God 
make me an outcast and a stranger in mine own house? The shades of the prison-house 
closed round about us all: walls strait and stubborn to the whitest, but relentlessly narrow, 
tall, and unscalable to sons of night who must plod darkly on in resignation, or beat 
unavailing palms against the stone, or steadily, half hopelessly, watch the streak of blue 
above. 

After the Egyptian and Indian, the Greek and Roman, the Teuton and Mongolian, the 
Negro is a sort of seventh son, born with a veil, and gifted with second-sight in this American 
world,—a world which yields him no true self-consciousness, but only lets him see himself 
through the revelation of the other world. It is a peculiar sensation, this double-
consciousness, this sense of always looking at one’s self through the eyes of others, of 
measuring one’s soul by the tape of a world that looks on in amused contempt and pity. One 
ever feels his twoness,—an American, a Negro; two souls, two thoughts, two unreconciled 
strivings; two warring ideals in one dark body, whose dogged strength alone keeps it from 
being torn asunder. 

The history of the American Negro is the history of this strife,—this longing to attain self-
conscious manhood, to merge his double self into a better and truer self. In this merging he 
wishes neither of the older selves to be lost. He would not Africanize America, for America 
has too much to teach the world and Africa. He would not bleach his Negro soul in a flood of 
white Americanism, for he knows that Negro blood has a message for the world. He simply 
wishes to make it possible for a man to be both a Negro and an American, without being 
cursed and spit upon by his fellows, without having the doors of Opportunity closed roughly 
in his face. 

This, then, is the end of his striving: to be a co-worker in the kingdom of culture, to escape 
both death and isolation, to husband and use his best powers and his latent genius. These 
powers of body and mind have in the past been strangely wasted, dispersed, or forgotten. The 
shadow of a mighty Negro past flits through the tale of Ethiopia the Shadowy and of Egypt 
the Sphinx. Through history, the powers of single black men flash here and there like falling 
stars, and die sometimes before the world has rightly gauged their brightness. Here in 
America, in the few days since Emancipation, the black man’s turning hither and thither in 
hesitant and doubtful striving has often made his very strength to lose effectiveness, to seem 
like absence of power, like weakness. And yet it is not weakness,—it is the contradiction of 
double aims. The double-aimed struggle of the black artisan—on the one hand to escape 
white contempt for a nation of mere hewers of wood and drawers of water, and on the other 
hand to plough and nail and dig for a poverty-stricken horde—could only result in making 
him a poor craftsman, for he had but half a heart in either cause. By the poverty and 
ignorance of his people, the Negro minister or doctor was tempted toward quackery and 
demagogy; and by the criticism of the other world, toward ideals that made him ashamed of 
his lowly tasks. The would-be black savant was confronted by the paradox that the 
knowledge his people needed was a twice-told tale to his white neighbors, while the 
knowledge which would teach the white world was Greek to his own flesh and blood. The 
innate love of harmony and beauty that set the ruder souls of his people a-dancing and a-
singing raised but confusion and doubt in the soul of the black artist; for the beauty revealed 
to him was the soul-beauty of a race which his larger audience despised, and he could not 
articulate the message of another people. This waste of double aims, this seeking to satisfy 
two unreconciled ideals, has wrought sad havoc with the courage and faith and deeds of ten 
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thousand thousand people,—has sent them often wooing false gods and invoking false means 
of salvation, and at times has even seemed about to make them ashamed of themselves. 

Away back in the days of bondage they thought to see in one divine event the end of all 
doubt and disappointment; few men ever worshipped Freedom with half such unquestioning 
faith as did the American Negro for two centuries. To him, so far as he thought and dreamed, 
slavery was indeed the sum of all villainies, the cause of all sorrow, the root of all prejudice;  

 
 

 
Emancipation was the key to a promised land of sweeter beauty than ever stretched before 
the eyes of wearied Israelites. In song and exhortation swelled one refrain—Liberty; in his 
tears and curses the God he implored had Freedom in his right hand. At last it came,—
suddenly, fearfully, like a dream. With one wild carnival of blood and passion came the 
message in his own plaintive cadences:— 

“Shout, O children! 
Shout, you’re free! 
For God has bought your liberty!” 

Years have passed away since then,—ten, twenty, forty; forty years of national life, forty 
years of renewal and development, and yet the swarthy spectre sits in its accustomed seat at 
the Nation’s feast. In vain do we cry to this our vastest social problem:— 

“Take any shape but that, and my firm nerves 
Shall never tremble!” 

The Nation has not yet found peace from its sins; the freedman has not yet found in 
freedom his promised land. Whatever of good may have come in these years of change, the 
shadow of a deep disappointment rests upon the Negro people,—a disappointment all the 
more bitter because the unattained ideal was unbounded save by the simple ignorance of a 
lowly people. 

The first decade was merely a prolongation of the vain search for freedom, the boon that 
seemed ever barely to elude their grasp,—like a tantalizing will-o’-the-wisp, maddening and 
misleading the headless host. The holocaust of war, the terrors of the Ku-Klux Klan, the lies 
of carpet-baggers, the disorganization of industry, and the contradictory advice of friends and 
foes, left the bewildered serf with no new watchword beyond the old cry for freedom. As the 
time flew, however, he began to grasp a new idea. The ideal of liberty demanded for its 
attainment powerful means, and these the Fifteenth Amendment gave him. The ballot, which 
before he had looked upon as a visible sign of freedom, he now regarded as the chief means 
of gaining and perfecting the liberty with which war had partially endowed him. And why 
not? Had not votes made war and emancipated millions? Had not votes enfranchised the 
freedmen? Was anything impossible to a power that had done all this? A million black men 
started with renewed zeal to vote themselves into the kingdom. So the decade flew away, the 
revolution of 1876 came, and left the half-free serf weary, wondering, but still inspired. 
Slowly but steadily, in the following years, a new vision began gradually to replace the 
dream of political power,—a powerful movement, the rise of another ideal to guide the 
unguided, another pillar of fire by night after a clouded day. It was the ideal of “book-
learning”; the curiosity, born of compulsory ignorance, to know and test the power of the 
cabalistic letters of the white man, the longing to know. Here at last seemed to have been 
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discovered the mountain path to Canaan; longer than the highway of Emancipation and law, 
steep and rugged, but straight, leading to heights high enough to overlook life. 

Up the new path the advance guard toiled, slowly, heavily, doggedly; only those who have 
watched and guided the faltering feet, the misty minds, the dull understandings, of the dark 
pupils of these schools know how faithfully, how piteously, this people strove to learn. It was 
weary work. The cold statistician wrote down the inches of progress here and there, noted 
also where here and there a foot had slipped or some one had fallen. To the tired climbers, 
the horizon was ever dark, the mists were often cold, the Canaan was always dim and far  
 
away. If, however, the vistas disclosed as yet no goal, no resting-place, little but flattery and 
criticism, the journey at least gave leisure for reflection and self-examination; it changed the 
child of Emancipation to the youth with dawning self-consciousness, self-realization, self-
respect. In those sombre forests of his striving his own soul rose before him, and he saw 
himself,—darkly as through a veil; and yet he saw in himself some faint revelation of his 
power, of his mission. He began to have a dim feeling that, to attain his place in the world, he 
must be himself, and not another. For the first time he sought to analyze the burden he bore 
upon his back, that dead-weight of social degradation partially masked behind a half-named 
Negro problem. He felt his poverty; without a cent, without a home, without land, tools, or 
savings, he had entered into competition with rich, landed, skilled neighbors. To be a poor 
man is hard, but to be a poor race in a land of dollars is the very bottom of hardships. He felt 
the weight of his ignorance,—not simply of letters, but of life, of business, of the humanities; 
the accumulated sloth and shirking and awkwardness of decades and centuries shackled his 
hands and feet. Nor was his burden all poverty and ignorance. The red stain of bastardy, 
which two centuries of systematic legal defilement of Negro women had stamped upon his 
race, meant not only the loss of ancient African chastity, but also the hereditary weight of a 
mass of corruption from white adulterers, threatening almost the obliteration of the Negro 
home. 

A people thus handicapped ought not to be asked to race with the world, but rather allowed 
to give all its time and thought to its own social problems. But alas! while sociologists 
gleefully count his bastards and his prostitutes, the very soul of the toiling, sweating black 
man is darkened by the shadow of a vast despair. Men call the shadow prejudice, and 
learnedly explain it as the natural defence of culture against barbarism, learning against 
ignorance, purity against crime, the “higher” against the “lower” races. To which the Negro 
cries Amen! and swears that to so much of this strange prejudice as is founded on just 
homage to civilization, culture, righteousness, and progress, he humbly bows and meekly 
does obeisance. But before that nameless prejudice that leaps beyond all this he stands 
helpless, dismayed, and well-nigh speechless; before that personal disrespect and mockery, 
the ridicule and systematic humiliation, the distortion of fact and wanton license of fancy, the 
cynical ignoring of the better and the boisterous welcoming of the worse, the all-pervading 
desire to inculcate disdain for everything black, from Toussaint to the devil,—before this 
there rises a sickening despair that would disarm and discourage any nation save that black 
host to whom “discouragement” is an unwritten word. 

But the facing of so vast a prejudice could not but bring the inevitable self-questioning, 
self-disparagement, and lowering of ideals which ever accompany repression and breed in an 
atmosphere of contempt and hate. Whisperings and portents came home upon the four winds: 
Lo! we are diseased and dying, cried the dark hosts; we cannot write, our voting is vain; what 
need of education, since we must always cook and serve? And the Nation echoed and 
enforced this self-criticism, saying: Be content to be servants, and nothing more; what need 
of higher culture for half-men? Away with the black man’s ballot, by force or fraud,—and 
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behold the suicide of a race! Nevertheless, out of the evil came something of good,—the 
more careful adjustment of education to real life, the clearer perception of the Negroes’ 
social responsibilities, and the sobering realization of the meaning of progress. 

So dawned the time of Sturm und Drang: storm and stress to-day rocks our little boat on 
the mad waters of the world-sea; there is within and without the sound of conflict, the 
burning of body and rending of soul; inspiration strives with doubt, and faith with vain 
questionings.  
The bright ideals of the past,—physical freedom, political power, the training of brains and 
the training of hands,—all these in turn have waxed and waned, until even the last grows dim 
and overcast. Are they all wrong,—all false? No, not that, but each alone was over-simple 
and incomplete,—the dreams of a credulous race-childhood, or the fond imaginings of the 
other world which does not know and does not want to know our power. To be really true, all 
these ideals must be melted and welded into one. The training of the schools we need to-day 
more than ever,—the training of deft hands, quick eyes and ears, and above all the broader, 
deeper, higher culture of gifted minds and pure hearts. The power of the ballot we need in 
sheer self-defence,—else what shall save us from a second slavery? Freedom, too, the long-
sought, we still seek,—the freedom of life and limb, the freedom to work and think, the 
freedom to love and aspire. Work, culture, liberty,—all these we need, not singly but 
together, not successively but together, each growing and aiding each, and all striving toward 
that vaster ideal that swims before the Negro people, the ideal of human brotherhood, gained 
through the unifying ideal of Race; the ideal of fostering and developing the traits and talents 
of the Negro, not in opposition to or contempt for other races, but rather in large conformity 
to the greater ideals of the American Republic, in order that some day on American soil two 
world-races may give each to each those characteristics both so sadly lack. We the darker 
ones come even now not altogether empty-handed: there are to-day no truer exponents of the 
pure human spirit of the Declaration of Independence than the American Negroes; there is no 
true American music but the wild sweet melodies of the Negro slave; the American fairy 
tales and folklore are Indian and African; and, all in all, we black men seem the sole oasis of 
simple faith and reverence in a dusty desert of dollars and smartness. Will America be poorer 
if she replace her brutal dyspeptic blundering with light-hearted but determined Negro 
humility? or her coarse and cruel wit with loving jovial good-humor? or her vulgar music 
with the soul of the Sorrow Songs? 

Merely a concrete test of the underlying principles of the great republic is the Negro 
Problem, and the spiritual striving of the freedmen’s sons is the travail of souls whose burden 
is almost beyond the measure of their strength, but who bear it in the name of an historic 
race, in the name of this the land of their fathers’ fathers, and in the name of human 
opportunity. 

And now what I have briefly sketched in large outline let me on coming pages tell again in 
many ways, with loving emphasis and deeper detail, that men may listen to the striving in the 
souls of black folk. 
 
 
 

chp. 2 (“Of the Dawn of Freedom”) not included here 
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Chp. 3 

Of Mr. Booker T. Washington and Others 

From birth till death enslaved; in word, in deed, unmanned! 
****** 
Hereditary bondsmen! Know ye not 
Who would be free themselves must strike the blow? 

BYRON. 

 
 
 

Easily the most striking thing in the history of the American Negro since 1876 is the 
ascendancy of Mr. Booker T. Washington. It began at the time when war memories and 
ideals were rapidly passing; a day of astonishing commercial development was dawning; a 
sense of doubt and hesitation overtook the freedmen’s sons,—then it was that his leading 
began. Mr. Washington came, with a simple definite programme, at the psychological 
moment when the nation was a little ashamed of having bestowed so much sentiment on 
Negroes, and was concentrating its energies on Dollars. His programme of industrial 
education, conciliation of the South, and submission and silence as to civil and political 
rights, was not wholly original; the Free Negroes from 1830 up to war-time had striven to 
build industrial schools, and the American Missionary Association had from the first taught 
various trades; and Price and others had sought a way of honorable alliance with the best of 
the Southerners. But Mr. Washington first indissolubly linked these things; he put 
enthusiasm, unlimited energy, and perfect faith into his programme, and changed it from a 
by-path into a veritable Way of Life. And the tale of the methods by which he did this is a 
fascinating study of human life. 

It startled the nation to hear a Negro advocating such a programme after many decades of 
bitter complaint; it startled and won the applause of the South, it interested and won the 
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admiration of the North; and after a confused murmur of protest, it silenced if it did not 
convert the Negroes themselves. 

To gain the sympathy and cooperation of the various elements comprising the white South 
was Mr. Washington’s first task; and this, at the time Tuskegee was founded, seemed, for a 
black man, well-nigh impossible. And yet ten years later it was done in the word spoken at 
Atlanta: “In all things purely social we can be as separate as the five fingers, and yet one as 
the hand in all things essential to mutual progress.” This “Atlanta Compromise” is by all 
odds the most notable thing in Mr. Washington’s career. The South interpreted it in different 
ways: the radicals received it as a complete surrender of the demand for civil and political 
equality; the conservatives, as a generously conceived working basis for mutual 
understanding. So both approved it, and to-day its author is certainly the most distinguished 
Southerner since Jefferson Davis, and the one with the largest personal following. 

Next to this achievement comes Mr. Washington’s work in gaining place and 
consideration in the North. Others less shrewd and tactful had formerly essayed to sit on 
these two stools and had fallen between them; but as Mr. Washington knew the heart of the 
South from birth and training, so by singular insight he intuitively grasped the spirit of the 
age which was dominating the North. And so thoroughly did he learn the speech and thought 
of triumphant commercialism, and the ideals of material prosperity, that the picture of a lone 
black boy poring over a French grammar amid the weeds and dirt of a neglected home soon 
seemed to him the acme of absurdities. One wonders what Socrates and St. Francis of Assisi 
would say to this. 

And yet this very singleness of vision and thorough oneness with his age is a mark of the 
successful man. It is as though Nature must needs make men narrow in order to give them 
force. So Mr. Washington’s cult has gained unquestioning followers, his work has 
wonderfully prospered, his friends are legion, and his enemies are confounded. To-day he 
stands as the one recognized spokesman of his ten million fellows, and one of the most 
notable figures in a nation of seventy millions. One hesitates, therefore, to criticise a life 
which, beginning with so little, has done so much. And yet the time is come when one may 
speak in all sincerity and utter courtesy of the mistakes and shortcomings of Mr. 
Washington’s career, as well as of his triumphs, without being thought captious or envious, 
and without forgetting that it is easier to do ill than well in the world. 

The criticism that has hitherto met Mr. Washington has not always been of this broad 
character. In the South especially has he had to walk warily to avoid the harshest 
judgments,—and naturally so, for he is dealing with the one subject of deepest sensitiveness 
to that section. Twice—once when at the Chicago celebration of the Spanish-American War 
he alluded to the color-prejudice that is “eating away the vitals of the South,” and once when 
he dined with President Roosevelt—has the resulting Southern criticism been violent enough 
to threaten seriously his popularity. In the North the feeling has several times forced itself 
into words, that Mr. Washington’s counsels of submission overlooked certain elements of 
true manhood, and that his educational programme was unnecessarily narrow. Usually, 
however, such criticism has not found open expression, although, too, the spiritual sons of 
the Abolitionists have not been prepared to acknowledge that the schools founded before 
Tuskegee, by men of broad ideals and self-sacrificing spirit, were wholly failures or worthy 
of ridicule. While, then, criticism has not failed to follow Mr. Washington, yet the prevailing 
public opinion of the land has been but too willing to deliver the solution of a wearisome 
problem into his hands, and say, “If that is all you and your race ask, take it.” 

Among his own people, however, Mr. Washington has encountered the strongest and most 
lasting opposition, amounting at times to bitterness, and even today continuing strong and 
insistent even though largely silenced in outward expression by the public opinion of the 
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nation. Some of this opposition is, of course, mere envy; the disappointment of displaced 
demagogues and the spite of narrow minds. But aside from this, there is among educated and 
thoughtful colored men in all parts of the land a feeling of deep regret, sorrow, and 
 
 
 
apprehension at the wide currency and ascendancy which some of Mr. Washington’s theories 
have gained. These same men admire his sincerity of purpose, and are willing to forgive 
much to honest endeavor which is doing something worth the doing. They cooperate with 
Mr. Washington as far as they conscientiously can; and, indeed, it is no ordinary tribute to 
this man’s tact and power that, steering as he must between so many diverse interests and 
opinions, he so largely retains the respect of all. 

But the hushing of the criticism of honest opponents is a dangerous thing. It leads some of 
the best of the critics to unfortunate silence and paralysis of effort, and others to burst into 
speech so passionately and intemperately as to lose listeners. Honest and earnest criticism 
from those whose interests are most nearly touched,—criticism of writers by readers,—this is 
the soul of democracy and the safeguard of modern society. If the best of the American 
Negroes receive by outer pressure a leader whom they had not recognized before, manifestly 
there is here a certain palpable gain. Yet there is also irreparable loss,—a loss of that 
peculiarly valuable education which a group receives when by search and criticism it finds 
and commissions its own leaders. The way in which this is done is at once the most 
elementary and the nicest problem of social growth. History is but the record of such group-
leadership; and yet how infinitely changeful is its type and character! And of all types and 
kinds, what can be more instructive than the leadership of a group within a group?—that 
curious double movement where real progress may be negative and actual advance be 
relative retrogression. All this is the social student’s inspiration and despair. 

Now in the past the American Negro has had instructive experience in the choosing of 
group leaders, founding thus a peculiar dynasty which in the light of present conditions is 
worth while studying. When sticks and stones and beasts form the sole environment of a 
people, their attitude is largely one of determined opposition to and conquest of natural 
forces. But when to earth and brute is added an environment of men and ideas, then the 
attitude of the imprisoned group may take three main forms,—a feeling of revolt and 
revenge; an attempt to adjust all thought and action to the will of the greater group; or, 
finally, a determined effort at self-realization and self-development despite environing 
opinion. The influence of all of these attitudes at various times can be traced in the history of 
the American Negro, and in the evolution of his successive leaders. 

Before 1750, while the fire of African freedom still burned in the veins of the slaves, there 
was in all leadership or attempted leadership but the one motive of revolt and revenge,—
typified in the terrible Maroons, the Danish blacks, and Cato of Stono, and veiling all the 
Americas in fear of insurrection. The liberalizing tendencies of the latter half of the 
eighteenth century brought, along with kindlier relations between black and white, thoughts 
of ultimate adjustment and assimilation. Such aspiration was especially voiced in the earnest 
songs of Phyllis, in the martyrdom of Attucks, the fighting of Salem and Poor, the intellectual 
accomplishments of Banneker and Derham, and the political demands of the Cuffes. 

Stern financial and social stress after the war cooled much of the previous humanitarian 
ardor. The disappointment and impatience of the Negroes at the persistence of slavery and 
serfdom voiced itself in two movements. The slaves in the South, aroused undoubtedly by 
vague rumors of the Haytian revolt, made three fierce attempts at insurrection,—in 1800 
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under Gabriel in Virginia, in 1822 under Vesey in Carolina, and in 1831 again in Virginia 
under the terrible Nat Turner. In the Free States, on the other hand, a new and curious attempt 
at self-development was made. In Philadelphia and New York color-prescription led to a 
withdrawal of Negro communicants from white churches and the formation of a peculiar  

 
 
socio-religious institution among the Negroes known as the African Church,—an 
organization still living and controlling in its various branches over a million of men. 

Walker’s wild appeal against the trend of the times showed how the world was changing 
after the coming of the cotton-gin. By 1830 slavery seemed hopelessly fastened on the South, 
and the slaves thoroughly cowed into submission. The free Negroes of the North, inspired by 
the mulatto immigrants from the West Indies, began to change the basis of their demands; 
they recognized the slavery of slaves, but insisted that they themselves were freemen, and 
sought assimilation and amalgamation with the nation on the same terms with other men. 
Thus, Forten and Purvis of Philadelphia, Shad of Wilmington, Du Bois of New Haven, 
Barbadoes of Boston, and others, strove singly and together as men, they said, not as slaves; 
as “people of color,” not as “Negroes.” The trend of the times, however, refused them 
recognition save in individual and exceptional cases, considered them as one with all the 
despised blacks, and they soon found themselves striving to keep even the rights they 
formerly had of voting and working and moving as freemen. Schemes of migration and 
colonization arose among them; but these they refused to entertain, and they eventually 
turned to the Abolition movement as a final refuge. 

Here, led by Remond, Nell, Wells-Brown, and Douglass, a new period of self-assertion 
and self-development dawned. To be sure, ultimate freedom and assimilation was the ideal 
before the leaders, but the assertion of the manhood rights of the Negro by himself was the 
main reliance, and John Brown’s raid was the extreme of its logic. After the war and 
emancipation, the great form of Frederick Douglass, the greatest of American Negro leaders, 
still led the host. Self-assertion, especially in political lines, was the main programme, and 
behind Douglass came Elliot, Bruce, and Langston, and the Reconstruction politicians, and, 
less conspicuous but of greater social significance, Alexander Crummell and Bishop Daniel 
Payne. 

Then came the Revolution of 1876, the suppression of the Negro votes, the changing and 
shifting of ideals, and the seeking of new lights in the great night. Douglass, in his old age, 
still bravely stood for the ideals of his early manhood,—ultimate assimilation through self-
assertion, and on no other terms. For a time Price arose as a new leader, destined, it seemed, 
not to give up, but to re-state the old ideals in a form less repugnant to the white South. But 
he passed away in his prime. Then came the new leader. Nearly all the former ones had 
become leaders by the silent suffrage of their fellows, had sought to lead their own people 
alone, and were usually, save Douglass, little known outside their race. But Booker T. 
Washington arose as essentially the leader not of one race but of two,—a compromiser 
between the South, the North, and the Negro. Naturally the Negroes resented, at first bitterly, 
signs of compromise which surrendered their civil and political rights, even though this was 
to be exchanged for larger chances of economic development. The rich and dominating 
North, however, was not only weary of the race problem, but was investing largely in 
Southern enterprises, and welcomed any method of peaceful cooperation. Thus, by national 
opinion, the Negroes began to recognize Mr. Washington’s leadership; and the voice of 
criticism was hushed. 
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Mr. Washington represents in Negro thought the old attitude of adjustment and 
submission; but adjustment at such a peculiar time as to make his programme unique. This is 
an age of unusual economic development, and Mr. Washington’s programme naturally takes 
an economic cast, becoming a gospel of Work and Money to such an extent as apparently 
almost completely to overshadow the higher aims of life. Moreover, this is an age when the  
 
 
 
more advanced races are coming in closer contact with the less developed races, and the race-
feeling is therefore intensified; and Mr. Washington’s programme practically accepts the 
alleged inferiority of the Negro races. Again, in our own land, the reaction from the 
sentiment of war time has given impetus to race-prejudice against Negroes, and Mr. 
Washington withdraws many of the high demands of Negroes as men and American citizens. 
In other periods of intensified prejudice all the Negro’s tendency to self-assertion has been 
called forth; at this period a policy of submission is advocated. In the history of nearly all 
other races and peoples the doctrine preached at such crises has been that manly self-respect 
is worth more than lands and houses, and that a people who voluntarily surrender such 
respect, or cease striving for it, are not worth civilizing. 

In answer to this, it has been claimed that the Negro can survive only through submission. 
Mr. Washington distinctly asks that black people give up, at least for the present, three 
things,— 

First, political power, 
Second, insistence on civil rights, 
Third, higher education of Negro youth,—and concentrate all their energies on industrial 

education, and accumulation of wealth, and the conciliation of the South. This policy has 
been courageously and insistently advocated for over fifteen years, and has been triumphant 
for perhaps ten years. As a result of this tender of the palm-branch, what has been the return? 
In these years there have occurred: 

1. The disfranchisement of the Negro. 
2. The legal creation of a distinct status of civil inferiority for the Negro. 
3. The steady withdrawal of aid from institutions for the higher training of the Negro. 
These movements are not, to be sure, direct results of Mr. Washington’s teachings; but his 

propaganda has, without a shadow of doubt, helped their speedier accomplishment. The 
question then comes: Is it possible, and probable, that nine millions of men can make 
effective progress in economic lines if they are deprived of political rights, made a servile 
caste, and allowed only the most meagre chance for developing their exceptional men? If 
history and reason give any distinct answer to these questions, it is an emphatic No. And Mr. 
Washington thus faces the triple paradox of his career: 

1. He is striving nobly to make Negro artisans business men and property-owners; but it is 
utterly impossible, under modern competitive methods, for workingmen and property-owners 
to defend their rights and exist without the right of suffrage. 

2. He insists on thrift and self-respect, but at the same time counsels a silent submission to 
civic inferiority such as is bound to sap the manhood of any race in the long run. 

3. He advocates common-school and industrial training, and depreciates institutions of 
higher learning; but neither the Negro common-schools, nor Tuskegee itself, could remain 
open a day were it not for teachers trained in Negro colleges, or trained by their graduates. 
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This triple paradox in Mr. Washington’s position is the object of criticism by two classes 
of colored Americans. One class is spiritually descended from Toussaint the Savior, through  
 
 
 
 
 
Gabriel, Vesey, and Turner, and they represent the attitude of revolt and revenge; they hate 
the white South blindly and distrust the white race generally, and so far as they agree on 
definite action, think that the Negro’s only hope lies in emigration beyond the borders of the 
United States. And yet, by the irony of fate, nothing has more effectually made this 
programme seem hopeless than the recent course of the United States toward weaker and 
darker peoples in the West Indies, Hawaii, and the Philippines,—for where in the world may 
we go and be safe from lying and brute force? 

The other class of Negroes who cannot agree with Mr. Washington has hitherto said little 
aloud. They deprecate the sight of scattered counsels, of internal disagreement; and 
especially they dislike making their just criticism of a useful and earnest man an excuse for a 
general discharge of venom from small-minded opponents. Nevertheless, the questions 
involved are so fundamental and serious that it is difficult to see how men like the Grimkes, 
Kelly Miller, J. W. E. Bowen, and other representatives of this group, can much longer be 
silent. Such men feel in conscience bound to ask of this nation three things: 

1. The right to vote. 
2. Civic equality. 
3. The education of youth according to ability. They acknowledge Mr. Washington’s 

invaluable service in counselling patience and courtesy in such demands; they do not ask that 
ignorant black men vote when ignorant whites are debarred, or that any reasonable 
restrictions in the suffrage should not be applied; they know that the low social level of the 
mass of the race is responsible for much discrimination against it, but they also know, and the 
nation knows, that relentless color-prejudice is more often a cause than a result of the 
Negro’s degradation; they seek the abatement of this relic of barbarism, and not its 
systematic encouragement and pampering by all agencies of social power from the 
Associated Press to the Church of Christ. They advocate, with Mr. Washington, a broad 
system of Negro common schools supplemented by thorough industrial training; but they are 
surprised that a man of Mr. Washington’s insight cannot see that no such educational system 
ever has rested or can rest on any other basis than that of the well-equipped college and 
university, and they insist that there is a demand for a few such institutions throughout the 
South to train the best of the Negro youth as teachers, professional men, and leaders. 

This group of men honor Mr. Washington for his attitude of conciliation toward the white 
South; they accept the “Atlanta Compromise” in its broadest interpretation; they recognize, 
with him, many signs of promise, many men of high purpose and fair judgment, in this 
section; they know that no easy task has been laid upon a region already tottering under 
heavy burdens. But, nevertheless, they insist that the way to truth and right lies in 
straightforward honesty, not in indiscriminate flattery; in praising those of the South who do 
well and criticising uncompromisingly those who do ill; in taking advantage of the 
opportunities at hand and urging their fellows to do the same, but at the same time in 
remembering that only a firm adherence to their higher ideals and aspirations will ever keep 
those ideals within the realm of possibility. They do not expect that the free right to vote, to 
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enjoy civic rights, and to be educated, will come in a moment; they do not expect to see the 
bias and prejudices of years disappear at the blast of a trumpet; but they are absolutely certain 
that the way for a people to gain their reasonable rights is not by voluntarily throwing them 
away and insisting that they do not want them; that the way for a people to gain respect is not  
 
 
by continually belittling and ridiculing themselves; that, on the contrary, Negroes must insist 
continually, in season and out of season, that voting is necessary to modern manhood, that 
color discrimination is barbarism, and that black boys need education as well as white boys. 

In failing thus to state plainly and unequivocally the legitimate demands of their people, 
even at the cost of opposing an honored leader, the thinking classes of American Negroes 
would shirk a heavy responsibility,—a responsibility to themselves, a responsibility to the 
struggling masses, a responsibility to the darker races of men whose future depends so 
largely on this American experiment, but especially a responsibility to this nation,—this 
common Fatherland. It is wrong to encourage a man or a people in evil-doing; it is wrong to 
aid and abet a national crime simply because it is unpopular not to do so. The growing spirit 
of kindliness and reconciliation between the North and South after the frightful difference of 
a generation ago ought to be a source of deep congratulation to all, and especially to those 
whose mistreatment caused the war; but if that reconciliation is to be marked by the 
industrial slavery and civic death of those same black men, with permanent legislation into a 
position of inferiority, then those black men, if they are really men, are called upon by every 
consideration of patriotism and loyalty to oppose such a course by all civilized methods, even 
though such opposition involves disagreement with Mr. Booker T. Washington. We have no 
right to sit silently by while the inevitable seeds are sown for a harvest of disaster to our 
children, black and white. 

First, it is the duty of black men to judge the South discriminatingly. The present 
generation of Southerners are not responsible for the past, and they should not be blindly 
hated or blamed for it. Furthermore, to no class is the indiscriminate endorsement of the 
recent course of the South toward Negroes more nauseating than to the best thought of the 
South. The South is not “solid”; it is a land in the ferment of social change, wherein forces of 
all kinds are fighting for supremacy; and to praise the ill the South is today perpetrating is 
just as wrong as to condemn the good. Discriminating and broad-minded criticism is what the 
South needs,—needs it for the sake of her own white sons and daughters, and for the 
insurance of robust, healthy mental and moral development. 

Today even the attitude of the Southern whites toward the blacks is not, as so many 
assume, in all cases the same; the ignorant Southerner hates the Negro, the workingmen fear 
his competition, the money-makers wish to use him as a laborer, some of the educated see a 
menace in his upward development, while others—usually the sons of the masters—wish to 
help him to rise. National opinion has enabled this last class to maintain the Negro common 
schools, and to protect the Negro partially in property, life, and limb. Through the pressure of 
the money-makers, the Negro is in danger of being reduced to semi-slavery, especially in the 
country districts; the workingmen, and those of the educated who fear the Negro, have united 
to disfranchise him, and some have urged his deportation; while the passions of the ignorant 
are easily aroused to lynch and abuse any black man. To praise this intricate whirl of thought 
and prejudice is nonsense; to inveigh indiscriminately against “the South” is unjust; but to 
use the same breath in praising Governor Aycock, exposing Senator Morgan, arguing with 
Mr. Thomas Nelson Page, and denouncing Senator Ben Tillman, is not only sane, but the 
imperative duty of thinking black men. 
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It would be unjust to Mr. Washington not to acknowledge that in several instances he has 
opposed movements in the South which were unjust to the Negro; he sent memorials to the 
Louisiana and Alabama constitutional conventions, he has spoken against lynching, and in 
other ways has openly or silently set his influence against sinister schemes and unfortunate  
 
 
 
 
happenings. Notwithstanding this, it is equally true to assert that on the whole the distinct 
impression left by Mr. Washington’s propaganda is, first, that the South is justified in its 
present attitude toward the Negro because of the Negro’s degradation; secondly, that the 
prime cause of the Negro’s failure to rise more quickly is his wrong education in the past; 
and, thirdly, that his future rise depends primarily on his own efforts. Each of these 
propositions is a dangerous half-truth. The supplementary truths must never be lost sight of: 
first, slavery and race-prejudice are potent if not sufficient causes of the Negro’s position; 
second, industrial and common-school training were necessarily slow in planting because 
they had to await the black teachers trained by higher institutions,—it being extremely 
doubtful if any essentially different development was possible, and certainly a Tuskegee was 
unthinkable before 1880; and, third, while it is a great truth to say that the Negro must strive 
and strive mightily to help himself, it is equally true that unless his striving be not simply 
seconded, but rather aroused and encouraged, by the initiative of the richer and wiser 
environing group, he cannot hope for great success. 

In his failure to realize and impress this last point, Mr. Washington is especially to be 
criticised. His doctrine has tended to make the whites, North and South, shift the burden of 
the Negro problem to the Negro’s shoulders and stand aside as critical and rather pessimistic 
spectators; when in fact the burden belongs to the nation, and the hands of none of us are 
clean if we bend not our energies to righting these great wrongs. 

The South ought to be led, by candid and honest criticism, to assert her better self and do 
her full duty to the race she has cruelly wronged and is still wronging. The North—her co-
partner in guilt—cannot salve her conscience by plastering it with gold. We cannot settle this 
problem by diplomacy and suaveness, by “policy” alone. If worse come to worst, can the 
moral fibre of this country survive the slow throttling and murder of nine millions of men? 

The black men of America have a duty to perform, a duty stern and delicate,—a forward 
movement to oppose a part of the work of their greatest leader. So far as Mr. Washington 
preaches Thrift, Patience, and Industrial Training for the masses, we must hold up his hands 
and strive with him, rejoicing in his honors and glorying in the strength of this Joshua called 
of God and of man to lead the headless host. But so far as Mr. Washington apologizes for 
injustice, North or South, does not rightly value the privilege and duty of voting, belittles the 
emasculating effects of caste distinctions, and opposes the higher training and ambition of 
our brighter minds,—so far as he, the South, or the Nation, does this,—we must unceasingly 
and firmly oppose them. By every civilized and peaceful method we must strive for the rights 
which the world accords to men, clinging unwaveringly to those great words which the sons 
of the Fathers would fain forget: “We hold these truths to be self-evident: That all men are 
created equal; that they are endowed by their Creator with certain unalienable rights; that 
among these are life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness.” 
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Points for Reflection 
 
1. what does Du Bois mean by his claim that society allows him "no true self-

consciousness" and only permits him to see himself "through the revelation of the other 
world," that he is always made to feel his "two-ness" (Norton 896)? 
 

2. why did post-Emancipation "Negro" ministers and doctors end up practicing "quackery 
and demagogy," according to W. E. B. Du Bois (Norton 897)? 

 
3. does it make intuitive sense for Du Bois to claim that "the ideal of human brotherhood" 

among all races can be better obtained by embracing the "unifying ideal of Race" (Norton 
900)? 

 
4. what is the "triple paradox" of which Du Bois accuses Booker T. Washington (Norton 

906-907)? 
 
5. Du Bois encourages what types of opposition to the "industrial slavery" and "civic death" 

of the Negro race brought about by Booker T. Washington's overly submissive posture 
towards the South (Norton 908)? 

 
6. Du Bois concludes that the efforts of his race to improve themselves must be "not simply 

seconded, but rather aroused and encouraged, by the initiative of the richer and wiser 
environing group" (Norton 909-10). Into what types of assistance might this claim be 
translated? 

 
7. does Du Bois advocate blanket hatred of white Southerners? 
 
8. to what ends do Du Bois and Washington each employ Biblical ideas and images? 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Walt Whitman’s “I Sing the Body Electric” (1855) 
 
 
1. 
 
I sing the Body electric; 
The armies of those I love engirth me, and I engirth them; 
They will not let me off till I go with them, respond to them, 
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And discorrupt them, and charge them full with the charge of the Soul. 
 
Was it doubted that those who corrupt their own bodies conceal themselves;  5 
And if those who defile the living are as bad as they who defile the dead?   
And if the body does not do as much as the Soul? 
And if the body were not the Soul, what is the Soul?      
 
 
2. 
 
The love of the Body of man or woman balks account—the body itself balks account; 
That of the male is perfect, and that of the female is perfect.     10 
The expression of the face balks account; 
But the expression of a well-made man appears not only in his face; 
It is in his limbs and joints also, it is curiously in the joints of his hips and wrists; 
It is in his walk, the carriage of his neck, the flex of his waist and knees—dress does not hide 
him; 
The strong, sweet, supple quality he has, strikes through the cotton and flannel;  15 
To see him pass conveys as much as the best poem, perhaps more;   
You linger to see his back, and the back of his neck and shoulder-side.      
 
The sprawl and fulness of babes, the bosoms and heads of women, the folds of their dress, 
their style as we pass  

in the street, the contour of their shape downwards,   
The swimmer naked in the swimming-bath, seen as he swims through the transparent green-
shine, or lies with  

his face up, and rolls silently to and fro in the heave of the water, 
The bending forward and backward of rowers in row-boats—the horseman in his saddle, 20 
Girls, mothers, house-keepers, in all their performances, 
The group of laborers seated at noon-time with their open dinner-kettles, and their wives 
waiting,   
The female soothing a child—the farmer’s daughter in the garden or cow-yard, 
The young fellow hoeing corn—the sleigh-driver guiding his six horses through the crowd,   
The wrestle of wrestlers, two apprentice-boys, quite grown, lusty, good-natured, native-born, 
out on the vacant lot at sundown, after work,       
  25 
The coats and caps thrown down, the embrace of love and resistance,   
The upper-hold and the under-hold, the hair rumpled over and blinding the eyes;   
The march of firemen in their own costumes, the play of masculine muscle through clean-
setting trowsers and  

waist-straps,   
The slow return from the fire, the pause when the bell strikes suddenly again, and the 
listening on the alert,   
The natural, perfect, varied attitudes—the bent head, the curv’d neck, and the counting; 30 
Such-like I love—I loosen myself, pass freely, am at the mother’s breast with the little child,   
Swim with the swimmers, wrestle with wrestlers, march in line with the firemen, and pause, 
listen, and count.      

 
 
3. 
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I know a man, a common farmer—the father of five sons;   
And in them were the fathers of sons—and in them were the fathers of sons.      
 
This man was of wonderful vigor, calmness, beauty of person;    35 
The shape of his head, the pale yellow and white of his hair and beard, and the immeasurable 
meaning of his  

black eyes—the richness and breadth of his manners,   
These I used to go and visit him to see—he was wise also;   
He was six feet tall, he was over eighty years old—his sons were massive, clean, bearded, 
tan-faced,  

handsome;   
They and his daughters loved him—all who saw him loved him;   
They did not love him by allowance—they loved him with personal love;   40 
He drank water only—the blood show’d like scarlet through the clear-brown skin of his 
face;   
He was a frequent gunner and fisher—he sail’d his boat himself—he had a fine one presented 
to him by a ship- 

joiner—he had fowling-pieces, presented to him by men that loved him;   
When he went with his five sons and many grand-sons to hunt or fish, you would pick him 
out as the most  

beautiful and vigorous of the gang.      
You would wish long and long to be with him—you would wish to sit by him in the boat, 
that you and he might  

touch each other.      
 
 
4. 
 
I have perceiv’d that to be with those I like is enough,     45 
To stop in company with the rest at evening is enough,   
To be surrounded by beautiful, curious, breathing, laughing flesh is enough,   
To pass among them, or touch any one, or rest my arm ever so lightly round his or her neck 
for a moment— 

what is this, then?   
I do not ask any more delight—I swim in it, as in a sea.      
There is something in staying close to men and women, and looking on them, and in the 
contact and odor of them, that pleases the soul well;      
  50 
All things please the soul—but these please the soul well.      
 
5. 
 
This is the female form;   
A divine nimbus exhales from it from head to foot;   
It attracts with fierce undeniable attraction!   
I am drawn by its breath as if I were no more than a helpless vapor—all falls aside but myself 
and it; 55  
Books, art, religion, time, the visible and solid earth, the atmosphere and the clouds, and 
what was expected of  
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heaven or fear’d of hell, are now consumed;   
Mad filaments, ungovernable shoots play out of it—the response likewise ungovernable;   
Hair, bosom, hips, bend of legs, negligent falling hands, all diffused—mine too diffused;   
Ebb stung by the flow, and flow stung by the ebb—love-flesh swelling and deliciously 
aching;   
Limitless limpid jets of love hot and enormous, quivering jelly of love, white-blow and 
delirious juice; 60 
Bridegroom night of love, working surely and softly into the prostrate dawn;   
Undulating into the willing and yielding day,   
Lost in the cleave of the clasping and sweet-flesh’d day.      
 
This is the nucleus—after the child is born of woman, the man is born of woman;   
This is the bath of birth—this is the merge of small and large, and the outlet again.  65 
 
Be not ashamed, women—your privilege encloses the rest, and is the exit of the rest;   
You are the gates of the body, and you are the gates of the soul.      
 
The female contains all qualities, and tempers them—she is in her place, and moves with 
perfect balance;   
She is all things duly veil’d—she is both passive and active;   
She is to conceive daughters as well as sons, and sons as well as daughters.  70 
 
As I see my soul reflected in nature;   
As I see through a mist, one with inexpressible completeness and beauty,   
See the bent head, and arms folded over the breast—the female I see. 
 
 
6. 
 
The male is not less the soul, nor more—he too is in his place;   
He too is all qualities—he is action and power;      75 
The flush of the known universe is in him;   
Scorn becomes him well, and appetite and defiance become him well;   
The wildest largest passions, bliss that is utmost, sorrow that is utmost, become him well—
pride is for him;  The full-spread pride of man is calming and excellent to the soul;   
Knowledge becomes him—he likes it always—he brings everything to the test of himself; 80 
Whatever the survey, whatever the sea and the sail, he strikes soundings at last only here;   
(Where else does he strike soundings, except here?)      
 
The man’s body is sacred, and the woman’s body is sacred;   
No matter who it is, it is sacred;   
Is it a slave? Is it one of the dull-faced immigrants just landed on the wharf?  85 
Each belongs here or anywhere, just as much as the well-off—just as much as you;   
Each has his or her place in the procession.      
 
(All is a procession;   
The universe is a procession, with measured and beautiful motion.)      
 
Do you know so much yourself, that you call the slave or the dull-face ignorant?  90 
Do you suppose you have a right to a good sight, and he or she has no right to a sight?   
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Do you think matter has cohered together from its diffuse float—and the soil is on the 
surface, and water runs,  

and vegetation sprouts,   
For you only, and not for him and her?      
 
 
7. 
 
A man’s Body at auction; 
I help the auctioneer—the sloven does not half know his business.    95 
Gentlemen, look on this wonder! 
Whatever the bids of the bidders, they cannot be high enough for it;   
For it the globe lay preparing quintillions of years, without one animal or plant;   
For it the revolving cycles truly and steadily roll’d.      
 
In this head the all-baffling brain;        100 
In it and below it, the makings of heroes. 
 
Examine these limbs, red, black, or white—they are so cunning in tendon and nerve;   
They shall be stript, that you may see them.      
 
Exquisite senses, life-lit eyes, pluck, volition,   
Flakes of breast-muscle, pliant back-bone and neck, flesh not flabby, good-sized arms and 
legs, 105 
And wonders within there yet.      
 
Within there runs blood, 
The same old blood!   
The same red-running blood!   
There swells and jets a heart—there all passions, desires, reachings, aspirations;  110 
Do you think they are not there because they are not express’d in parlors and lecture-
rooms?      
 
This is not only one man—this is the father of those who shall be fathers in their turns;   
In him the start of populous states and rich republics;   
Of him countless immortal lives, with countless embodiments and enjoyments.      
 
How do you know who shall come from the offspring of his offspring through the centuries?
 115 
Who might you find you have come from yourself, if you could trace back through the 
centuries?      
8. 
 
A woman’s Body at auction!   
She too is not only herself—she is the teeming mother of mothers;   
She is the bearer of them that shall grow and be mates to the mothers.      
 
Have you ever loved the Body of a woman?       120 
Have you ever loved the Body of a man?   
Your father—where is your father?   
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Your mother—is she living? have you been much with her? and has she been much with 
you?   
—Do you not see that these are exactly the same to all, in all nations and times, all over the 
earth?      
 
If any thing is sacred, the human body is sacred,      125 
And the glory and sweet of a man, is the token of manhood untainted;   
And in man or woman, a clean, strong, firm-fibred body, is beautiful as the most beautiful 
face.      
 
Have you seen the fool that corrupted his own live body? or the fool that corrupted her own 
live body?   
For they do not conceal themselves, and cannot conceal themselves. 
 
 
9.      
 
O my Body! I dare not desert the likes of you in other men and women, nor the likes of the 
parts of you;    130 
I believe the likes of you are to stand or fall with the likes of the Soul, (and that they are the 
Soul;)   
I believe the likes of you shall stand or fall with my poems—and that they are poems,   
Man’s, woman’s, child’s, youth’s, wife’s, husband’s, mother’s, father’s, young man’s, young 
woman’s poems;  Head, neck, hair, ears, drop and tympan of the ears,   
Eyes, eye-fringes, iris of the eye, eye-brows, and the waking or sleeping of the lids, 135 
Mouth, tongue, lips, teeth, roof of the mouth, jaws, and the jaw-hinges,   
Nose, nostrils of the nose, and the partition,   
Cheeks, temples, forehead, chin, throat, back of the neck, neck-slue,   
Strong shoulders, manly beard, scapula, hind-shoulders, and the ample side-round of the 
chest.      
 
Upper-arm, arm-pit, elbow-socket, lower-arm, arm-sinews, arm-bones,   140 
Wrist and wrist-joints, hand, palm, knuckles, thumb, fore-finger, finger-balls, finger-joints, 
finger-nails,   
Broad breast-front, curling hair of the breast, breast-bone, breast-side,   
Ribs, belly, back-bone, joints of the back-bone,   
Hips, hip-sockets, hip-strength, inward and outward round, man-balls, man-root,   
Strong set of thighs, well carrying the trunk above,      145 
Leg-fibres, knee, knee-pan, upper-leg, under leg,   
Ankles, instep, foot-ball, toes, toe-joints, the heel;   
All attitudes, all the shapeliness, all the belongings of my or your body, or of any one’s body, 
male or female, 
The lung-sponges, the stomach-sac, the bowels sweet and clean,   
The brain in its folds inside the skull-frame,       150 
Sympathies, heart-valves, palate-valves, sexuality, maternity,   
Womanhood, and all that is a woman—and the man that comes from woman,   
The womb, the teats, nipples, breast-milk, tears, laughter, weeping, love-looks, love-
perturbations and risings,  The voice, articulation, language, whispering, shouting aloud,   
Food, drink, pulse, digestion, sweat, sleep, walking, swimming,    155 
Poise on the hips, leaping, reclining, embracing, arm-curving and tightening,   
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The continual changes of the flex of the mouth, and around the eyes,   
The skin, the sun-burnt shade, freckles, hair,   
The curious sympathy one feels, when feeling with the hand the naked meat of the body,   
The circling rivers, the breath, and breathing it in and out,     160 
The beauty of the waist, and thence of the hips, and thence downward toward the knees,   
The thin red jellies within you, or within me—the bones, and the marrow in the bones,   
The exquisite realization of health;   
O I say, these are not the parts and poems of the Body only, but of the Soul,   
O I say now these are the Soul! 
 
 
 
Points for Reflection 
 
1. what value does Whitman accord the body, relative to the soul (ll.1-8)? 

 
2. does Whitman divide his attention equally between male and female bodies? 

 
3. what qualities does Whitman apply to the common farmer of line thirty-three to explain 

why he is loved by all who know him? 
 

4. how important are vision and touch for Whitman, relative to other forms of interpersonal 
communication? 

 
5. what might Whitman mean by the claim that "All things please the soul" (l.51, emphasis 

added)? Does this seem a nonsensical statement? 
 

6. how does Whitman's appreciation of the female body affect his appreciation of the Arts, 
of religion, and of the intangible (l.56)? 

 
7. do you find Whitman's description of sex beautiful or offensive (ll.58-63)?  Does this 

description, set amidst a celebration of women, focus more on female sexuality than male 
sexuality? 

 
8. Whitman declares in section #6 that man, like woman, is "all qualities" (l.75). How 

similar are the qualities he lists here to those he assigns women in section #5? 
 

9. where does Whitman's poem fall on that political battlefield in which the war of sexual 
rights is being waged across the nineteenth century (ll. 66-84)?  

 
10. what of the related arenas which concern slavery and immigration (ll.85-124). Where 

does Whitman stand? 
 

11. how does Whitman “help” the slave auctioneer who “does not half know his business” 
(l.95)? 

 
12. what touchy topic does Whitman obliquely point towards in lines 115-16? 

 
13. why might Whitman include the phrase "the Body" in lines 120 and 121? How does this 

phrase modify the meaning of these sentences? 
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14. how might one "corrupt" their own bodies (ll.5, 128), from Whitman's perspective? 

 
15. a couple times, Whitman moves beyond the skin into the recesses of the body's innermost 

cavities (ll.41, 100-108, 149-50, 162). Does this strike you as a kind of clinical dissection 
of the body, or something else? 
 

16. does Whitman leave out anything important in his exhaustive listing of the body's various 
parts? 
 

17. does he include body parts that propriety might prefer unlisted? 
 

18. how many of the human actions listed by Whitman require an able body in order to be 
performed (ll.153-57, 163)? 

 
19. is sympathy, for Whitman, primarily a cerebral experience (l.159)? 

 
20. does Whitman explicitly (or implicitly) include disabled or extraordinary bodies in his 

celebration of the human form? 
 
 
 
Robert Browning’s “Deaf and Dumb: A Group by Woolner” 
from Dramatis Personae (1864) 
 
Only the prism’s obstruction shows aright 
The secret of a sunbeam, breaks its light 
Into the jeweled bow from blankest white; 
So may a glory from defect arise: 
Only by Deafness may the vexed Love wreak  5 
Its insuppressive sense on brow and cheek, 
Only by Dumbness adequately speak 
As favored mouth could never, through the eyes. 
 
 
Points for Reflection 

1. Pay close attention to the adjectives (incl. past participles) that Browning uses throughout 
this poem. 
 

2. Do you applaud Browning's choice to use a scientific analogy (l.1-3) to make his point 
about the beauty that can arise from irregularity? 
 

3. Whose love is first "vexed," then successful at "wreak[ing] its insuppressive sense" (ll.5-
6) across the face? 
 

4. Do you agree that the eyes can communicate as much as--even more than--the lips? 
 

5. Examine online some photos of the sculpture referenced in Browning's poem. Is the tone 
of the poem similar to the tone established by the sculpture? 
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Emily Dickinson’s “320” [258] 
 
There’s a certain Slant of light, 
Winter Afternoons - 
That oppresses, like the Heft 
Of Cathedral Tunes - 
 
Heavenly Hurt, it gives us -     5 
We can find no scar, 
But internal difference - 
Where the Meanings, are - 
 
None may teach it - Any - 
‘Tis the Seal Despair -     10 
An imperial affliction 
Sent us of the Air - 
 
When it comes, the Landscape listens - 
Shadows - hold their breath - 
When it goes, ‘tis like the Distance   15 
On the look of Death - 

 
 

 
Points for Reflection 
 
1. Does the phrase "Slant of light" (l.1) and the given season (winter) suggest an outdoor or 

indoor experience? 
 
2. Does the synaesthetic simile comparing light with sound (ll.1-4) suggest that church is a 

physically or spiritually uncomfortable place? 
 

3. Does "heavenly" in l.5 denote the agent of the described hurt, or the nature/character of 
the hurt? 

 
4. What might the "Slant of light" (l.1) represent, and what type of pain is it causing in the 

narrator? What is Dickinson attempting to express? 
 
5. Compare the narrator's attitude towards despair with that found in STC’s “Dejection: An 

Ode,” Keats’s “Ode on Melancholy,” and Hopkins’s “Carrion Comfort." 
 
6. Is the departure of Despair a good thing? 
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Emily Dickinson’s “620” [435] (1863) 
 
Much Madness is divinest Sense - 
To a discerning Eye - 
Much Sense - the starkest Madness - 
‘Tis the Majority 
In this, as all, prevail -     5 
Assent - and you are sane - 
Demur - you’re straightway dangerous - 
And handled with a Chain - 
 
 
Points for Reflection 
 
1. Does this poem echo or interrogate the core theses of the following works? 

a. Michel Foucault's Madness and Civilization (1961)? 
b. John Stuart Mill's On Liberty (1859) 

2. Be ready to explain the apparent paradoxes in lines one and three. 
3. What is Dickinson suggesting about the popular majority? 
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Charlotte Perkins Gilman’s “The Yellow Wallpaper” (1899) 
https://csivc.csi.cuny.edu/history/files/lavender/wallpaper.html 
 
 
 It is very seldom that mere ordinary people like John and myself secure ancestral halls for 
the summer. 
        A colonial mansion, a hereditary estate, I would say a haunted house, and reach the 
height of romantic felicity--but that would be asking too much of fate! 
        Still I will proudly declare that there is something queer about it. 
        Else, why should it be let so cheaply? And why have stood so long untenanted? 
        John laughs at me, of course, but one expects that in marriage. 
        John is practical in the extreme. He has no patience with faith, an intense horror of 
superstition, and he scoffs openly at any talk of things not to be felt and seen and put down in 
figures. 
        John is a physician, and perhaps--(I would not say it to a living soul, of course, but this 
is dead paper and a great relief to my mind)--perhaps that is one reason I do not get well 
faster. 
        You see he does not believe I am sick! 
        And what can one do? 
        If a physician of high standing, and one's own husband, assures friends and relatives that 
there is really nothing the matter with one but temporary nervous depression--a slight 
hysterical tendency-- what is one to do? 
        My brother is also a physician, and also of high standing, and he says the same thing. 
        So I take phosphates or phosphites--whichever it is, and tonics, and journeys, and air, 
and exercise, and am absolutely forbidden to "work" until I am well again. 
        Personally, I disagree with their ideas. 
        Personally, I believe that congenial work, with excitement and change, would do me 
good. 
        But what is one to do? 
        I did write for a while in spite of them; but it does exhaust me a good deal--having to be 
so sly about it, or else meet with heavy opposition. 
        I sometimes fancy that in my condition if I had less opposition and more society and 
stimulus--but John says the very worst thing I can do is to think about my condition, and I 
confess it always makes me feel bad. 
        So I will let it alone and talk about the house. 
        The most beautiful place! It is quite alone standing well back from the road, quite three 
miles from the village. It makes me think of English places that you read about, for there are 
hedges and walls and gates that lock, and lots of separate little houses for the gardeners and 
people. 
        There is a delicious garden! I never saw such a garden--large and shady, full of box-
bordered paths, and lined with long grape-covered arbors with seats under them. 
        There were greenhouses, too, but they are all broken now. 
        There was some legal trouble, I believe, something about the heirs and coheirs; anyhow, 
the place has been empty for years. 
        That spoils my ghostliness, I am afraid, but I don't care--there is something strange 
about the house--I can feel it. 
        I even said so to John one moonlight evening but he said what I felt was a draught, and 
shut the window. 
        I get unreasonably angry with John sometimes I'm sure I never used to be so sensitive. I 
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think it is due to this nervous condition. 
        But John says if I feel so, I shall neglect proper self-control; so I take pains to control 
myself-- before him, at least, and that makes me very tired. 
        I don't like our room a bit. I wanted one downstairs that opened on the piazza and had 
roses all over the window, and such pretty old-fashioned chintz hangings! but John would not 
hear of it. 
        He said there was only one window and not room for two beds, and no near room for 
him if he took another. 
        He is very careful and loving, and hardly lets me stir without special direction. 
        I have a schedule prescription for each hour in the day; he takes all care from me, and so 
I feel basely ungrateful not to value it more. 
        He said we came here solely on my account, that I was to have perfect rest and all the 
air I could get. "Your exercise depends on your strength, my dear," said he, "and your food 
somewhat on your appetite; but air you can absorb all the time. ' So we took the nursery at 
the top of the house. 
        It is a big, airy room, the whole floor nearly, with windows that look all ways, and air 
and sunshine galore. It was nursery first and then playroom and gymnasium, I should judge; 
for the windows are barred for little children, and there are rings and things in the walls. 
        The paint and paper look as if a boys' school had used it. It is stripped off--the paper in 
great patches all around the head of my bed, about as far as I can reach, and in a great place 
on the other side of the room low down. I never saw a worse paper in my life. 
        One of those sprawling flamboyant patterns committing every artistic sin. 
        It is dull enough to confuse the eye in following, pronounced enough to constantly 
irritate and provoke study, and when you follow the lame uncertain curves for a little distance 
they suddenly commit suicide--plunge off at outrageous angles, destroy themselves in 
unheard of contradictions. 
        The color is repellent, almost revolting; a smouldering unclean yellow, strangely faded 
by the slow-turning sunlight. 
        It is a dull yet lurid orange in some places, a sickly sulphur tint in others. 
        No wonder the children hated it! I should hate it myself if I had to live in this room long. 
        There comes John, and I must put this away,--he hates to have me write a word. 

---------- 

        We have been here two weeks, and I haven't felt like writing before, since that first day. 
        I am sitting by the window now, up in this atrocious nursery, and there is nothing to 
hinder my writing as much as I please, save lack of strength. 
        John is away all day, and even some nights when his cases are serious. 
        I am glad my case is not serious! 
        But these nervous troubles are dreadfully depressing. 
        John does not know how much I really suffer. He knows there is no reason to suffer, and 
that satisfies him. 
        Of course it is only nervousness. It does weigh on me so not to do my duty in any way! 
        I meant to be such a help to John, such a real rest and comfort, and here I am a 
comparative burden already! 
        Nobody would believe what an effort it is to do what little I am able,--to dress and 
entertain, and order things. 
        It is fortunate Mary is so good with the baby. Such a dear baby! 
        And yet I cannot be with him, it makes me so nervous. 
        I suppose John never was nervous in his life. He laughs at me so about this wall-paper! 
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        At first he meant to repaper the room, but afterwards he said that I was letting it get the 
better of me, and that nothing was worse for a nervous patient than to give way to such 
fancies. 
        He said that after the wall-paper was changed it would be the heavy bedstead, and then 
the barred windows, and then that gate at the head of the stairs, and so on. 
        "You know the place is doing you good," he said, "and really, dear, I don't care to 
renovate the house just for a three months' rental." 
        "Then do let us go downstairs," I said, "there are such pretty rooms there." 
        Then he took me in his arms and called me a blessed little goose, and said he would go 
down to the cellar, if I wished, and have it whitewashed into the bargain. 
        But he is right enough about the beds and windows and things. 
        It is an airy and comfortable room as any one need wish, and, of course, I would not be 
so silly as to make him uncomfortable just for a whim. 
        I'm really getting quite fond of the big room, all but that horrid paper. 
        Out of one window I can see the garden, those mysterious deepshaded arbors, the 
riotous old-fashioned flowers, and bushes and gnarly trees. 
        Out of another I get a lovely view of the bay and a little private wharf belonging to the 
estate. There is a beautiful shaded lane that runs down there from the house. I always fancy I 
see people walking in these numerous paths and arbors, but John has cautioned me not to 
give way to fancy in the least. He says that with my imaginative power and habit of story-
making, a nervous weakness like mine is sure to lead to all manner of excited fancies, and 
that I ought to use my will and good sense to check the tendency. So I try. 
        I think sometimes that if I were only well enough to write a little it would relieve the 
press of ideas and rest me. 
        But I find I get pretty tired when I try. 
        It is so discouraging not to have any advice and companionship about my work. When I 
get really well, John says we will ask Cousin Henry and Julia down for a long visit; but he 
says he would as soon put fireworks in my pillow-case as to let me have those stimulating 
people about now. 
        I wish I could get well faster. 
        But I must not think about that. This paper looks to me as if it knew what a vicious 
influence it had! 
        There is a recurrent spot where the pattern lolls like a broken neck and two bulbous eyes 
stare at you upside down. 
        I get positively angry with the impertinence of it and the everlastingness. Up and down 
and sideways they crawl, and those absurd, unblinking eyes are everywhere There is one 
place where two breaths didn't match, and the eyes go all up and down the line, one a little 
higher than the other. 
        I never saw so much expression in an inanimate thing before, and we all know how 
much expression they have! I used to lie awake as a child and get more entertainment and 
terror out of blank walls and plain furniture than most children could find in a toy-store. 
        I remember what a kindly wink the knobs of our big, old bureau used to have, and there 
was one chair that always seemed like a strong friend. 
        I used to feel that if any of the other things looked too fierce I could always hop into that 
chair and be safe. 
        The furniture in this room is no worse than inharmonious, however, for we had to bring 
it all from downstairs. I suppose when this was used as a playroom they had to take the 
nursery things out, and no wonder! I never saw such ravages as the children have made here. 
        The wall-paper, as I said before, is torn off in spots, and it sticketh closer than a brother-
-they must have had perseverance as well as hatred. 
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        Then the floor is scratched and gouged and splintered, the plaster itself is dug out here 
and there, and this great heavy bed which is all we found in the room, looks as if it had been 
through the wars. 
        But I don't mind it a bit--only the paper. 
        There comes John's sister. Such a dear girl as she is, and so careful of me! I must not let 
her find me writing. 
        She is a perfect and enthusiastic housekeeper, and hopes for no better profession. I 
verily believe she thinks it is the writing which made me sick! 
        But I can write when she is out, and see her a long way off from these windows. 
        There is one that commands the road, a lovely shaded winding road, and one that just 
looks off over the country. A lovely country, too, full of great elms and velvet meadows. 
        This wall-paper has a kind of sub-pattern in a, different shade, a particularly irritating 
one, for you can only see it in certain lights, and not clearly then. 
        But in the places where it isn't faded and where the sun is just so--I can see a strange, 
provoking, formless sort of figure, that seems to skulk about behind that silly and 
conspicuous front design. 
        There's sister on the stairs! 

---------- 

        Well, the Fourth of July is over! The people are all gone and I am tired out. John 
thought it might do me good to see a little company, so we just had mother and Nellie and the 
children down for a week. 
        Of course I didn't do a thing. Jennie sees to everything now. 
        But it tired me all the same. 
        John says if I don't pick up faster he shall send me to Weir Mitchell [for rest cure] in the 
fall. 
        But I don't want to go there at all. I had a friend who was in his hands once, and she says 
he is just like John and my brother, only more so! 
        Besides, it is such an undertaking to go so far. 
        I don't feel as if it was worth while to turn my hand over for anything, and I'm getting 
dreadfully fretful and querulous. 
        I cry at nothing, and cry most of the time. 
        Of course I don't when John is here, or anybody else, but when I am alone. 
        And I am alone a good deal just now. John is kept in town very often by serious cases, 
and Jennie is good and lets me alone when I want her to. 
        So I walk a little in the garden or down that lovely lane, sit on the porch under the roses, 
and lie down up here a good deal. 
        I'm getting really fond of the room in spite of the wall-paper. Perhaps because of the 
wall-paper. 
        It dwells in my mind so! 
        I lie here on this great immovable bed--it is nailed down, I believe--and follow that 
pattern about by the hour. It is as good as gymnastics, I assure you. I start, we'll say, at the 
bottom, down in the corner over there where it has not been touched, and I determine for the 
thousandth time that I will follow that pointless pattern to some sort of a conclusion. 
        I know a little of the principle of design, and I know this thing was not arranged on any 
laws of radiation, or alternation, or repetition, or symmetry, or anything else that I ever heard 
of. 
        It is repeated, of course, by the breadths, but not otherwise. 
 



 51 

        Looked at in one way each breadth stands alone, the bloated curves and flourishes--a 
kind of "debased Romanesque" with delirium tremens--go waddling up and down in isolated 
columns of fatuity. 
        But, on the other hand, they connect diagonally, and the sprawling outlines run off in 
great slanting waves of optic horror, like a lot of wallowing seaweeds in full chase. 
        The whole thing goes horizontally, too, at least it seems so, and I exhaust myself in 
trying to distinguish the order of its going in that direction. 
        They have used a horizontal breadth for a frieze, and that adds wonderfully to the 
confusion. 
        There is one end of the room where it is almost intact, and there, when the crosslights 
fade and the low sun shines directly upon it, I can almost fancy radiation after all,--the 
interminable grotesques seem to form around a common centre and rush off in headlong 
plunges of equal distraction. 
        It makes me tired to follow it. I will take a nap I guess. 

---------- 

        I don't know why I should write this. 
        I don't want to. 
        I don't feel able. And I know John would think it absurd. But I must say what I feel and 
think in some way--it is such a relief! 
        But the effort is getting to be greater than the relief. 
        Half the time now I am awfully lazy, and lie down ever so much. 
        John says I mustn't lose my strength, and has me take cod liver oil and lots of tonics and 
things, to say nothing of ale and wine and rare meat. 
        Dear John! He loves me very dearly, and hates to have me sick. I tried to have a real 
earnest reasonable talk with him the other day, and tell him how I wish he would let me go 
and make a visit to Cousin Henry and Julia. 
        But he said I wasn't able to go, nor able to stand it after I got there; and I did not make 
out a very good case for myself, for I was crying before I had finished . 
        It is getting to be a great effort for me to think straight. Just this nervous weakness I 
suppose. 
        And dear John gathered me up in his arms, and just carried me upstairs and laid me on 
the bed, and sat by me and read to me till it tired my head. 
        He said I was his darling and his comfort and all he had, and that I must take care of 
myself for his sake, and keep well. 
        He says no one but myself can help me out of it, that I must use my will and self-control 
and not let any silly fancies run away with me. 
        There's one comfort, the baby is well and happy, and does not have to occupy this 
nursery with the horrid wall-paper. 
        If we had not used it, that blessed child would have! What a fortunate escape! Why, I 
wouldn't have a child of mine, an impressionable little thing, live in such a room for worlds. 
        I never thought of it before, but it is lucky that John kept me here after all, I can stand it 
so much easier than a baby, you see. 
        Of course I never mention it to them any more--I am too wise,--but I keep watch of it all 
the same. 
        There are things in that paper that nobody knows but me, or ever will. 
        Behind that outside pattern the dim shapes get clearer every day. 
        It is always the same shape, only very numerous. 
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        And it is like a woman stooping down and creeping about behind that pattern. I don't 
like it a bit. I wonder--I begin to think--I wish John would take me away from here! 

---------- 

        It is so hard to talk with John about my case, because he is so wise, and because he 
loves me so. 
        But I tried it last night. 
        It was moonlight. The moon shines in all around just as the sun does. 
        I hate to see it sometimes, it creeps so slowly, and always comes in by one window or 
another. 
        John was asleep and I hated to waken him, so I kept still and watched the moonlight on 
that undulating wall-paper till I felt creepy. 
        The faint figure behind seemed to shake the pattern, just as if she wanted to get out. 
        I got up softly and went to feel and see if the paper did move, and when I came back 
John was awake. 
        "What is it, little girl?" he said. "Don't go walking about like that--you'll get cold." 
        I thought it was a good time to talk, so I told him that I really was not gaining here, and 
that I wished he would take me away. 
        "Why darling!" said he, "our lease will be up in three weeks, and I can't see how to 
leave before. 
        "The repairs are not done at home, and I cannot possibly leave town just now. Of course 
if you were in any danger, I could and would, but you really are better, dear, whether you can 
see it or not. I am a doctor, dear, and I know. You are gaining flesh and color, your appetite 
is better, I feel really much easier about you." 
        "I don't weigh a bit more," said 1, "nor as much; and my appetite may be better in the 
evening when you are here, but it is worse in the morning when you are away!" 
        "Bless her little heart!" said he with a big hug, "she shall be as sick as she pleases! But 
now let's improve the shining hours by going to sleep, and talk about it in the morning!" 
        "And you won't go away?" I asked gloomily. 
        "Why, how can 1, dear? It is only three weeks more and then we will take a nice little 
trip of a few days while Jennie is getting the house ready. Really dear you are better!" 
        "Better in body perhaps--" I began, and stopped short, for he sat up straight and looked 
at me with such a stern, reproachful look that I could not say another word. 
        "My darling," said he, "I beg of you, for my sake and for our child's sake, as well as for 
your own, that you will never for one instant let that idea enter your mind! There is nothing 
so dangerous, so fascinating, to a temperament like yours. It is a false and foolish fancy. Can 
you not trust me as a physician when I tell you so?" 
        So of course I said no more on that score, and we went to sleep before long. He thought 
I was asleep first, but I wasn't, and lay there for hours trying to decide whether that front 
pattern and the back pattern really did move together or separately. 

---------- 

        On a pattern like this, by daylight, there is a lack of sequence, a defiance of law, that is a 
constant irritant to a normal mind. 
        The color is hideous enough, and unreliable enough, and infuriating enough, but the 
pattern is torturing. 
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        You think you have mastered it, but just as you get well underway in following, it turns 
a back somersault and there you are. It slaps you in the face, knocks you down, and tramples 
upon you. It is like a bad dream. 
        The outside pattern is a florid arabesque, reminding one of a fungus. If you can imagine 
a toadstool in joints, an interminable string of toadstools, budding and sprouting in endless 
convolutions--why, that is something like it. 
        That is, sometimes! 
        There is one marked peculiarity about this paper, a thing nobody seems to notice but 
myself, and that is that it changes as the light changes. 
        When the sun shoots in through the east window--I always watch for that first long, 
straight ray--it changes so quickly that I never can quite believe it. 
        That is why I watch it always. 
        By moonlight--the moon shines in all night when there is a moon--I wouldn't know it 
was the same paper. 
        At night in any kind of light, in twilight, candlelight, lamplight, and worst of all by 
moonlight, it becomes bars! The outside pattern I mean, and the woman behind it is as plain 
as can be. 
        I didn't realize for a long time what the thing was that showed behind, that dim sub-
pattern, but now I am quite sure it is a woman. 
        By daylight she is subdued, quiet. I fancy it is the pattern that keeps her so still. It is so 
puzzling. It keeps me quiet by the hour. 
        I lie down ever so much now. John says it is good for me, and to sleep all I can. 
        Indeed he started the habit by making me lie down for an hour after each meal. 
        It is a very bad habit I am convinced, for you see I don't sleep. 
        And that cultivates deceit, for I don't tell them I'm awake--O no! 
        The fact is I am getting a little afraid of John. 
        He seems very queer sometimes, and even Jennie has an inexplicable look. 
        It strikes me occasionally, just as a scientific hypothesis,--that perhaps it is the paper! 
        I have watched John when he did not know I was looking, and come into the room 
suddenly on the most innocent excuses, and I've caught him several times looking at the 
paper! And Jennie too. I caught Jennie with her hand on it once. 
        She didn't know I was in the room, and when I asked her in a quiet, a very quiet voice, 
with the most restrained manner possible, what she was doing with the paper--she turned 
around as if she had been caught stealing, and looked quite angry-- asked me why I should 
frighten her so! 
        Then she said that the paper stained everything it touched, that she had found yellow 
smooches on all my clothes and John's, and she wished we would be more careful! 
        Did not that sound innocent? But I know she was studying that pattern, and I am 
determined that nobody shall find it out but myself! 

---------- 

        Life is very much more exciting now than it used to be. You see I have something more 
to expect, to look forward to, to watch. I really do eat better, and am more quiet than I was. 
 
John is so pleased to see me improve! He laughed a little the other day, and said I seemed to 
be flourishing in spite of my wall-paper. 
        I turned it off with a laugh. I had no intention of telling him it was because of the wall-
paper--he would make fun of me. He might even want to take me away. 
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        I don't want to leave now until I have found it out. There is a week more, and I think 
that will be enough. 

---------- 

        I'm feeling ever so much better! I don't sleep much at night, for it is so interesting to 
watch developments; but I sleep a good deal in the daytime. 
        In the daytime it is tiresome and perplexing. 
        There are always new shoots on the fungus, and new shades of yellow all over it. I 
cannot keep count of them, though I have tried conscientiously. 
        It is the strangest yellow, that wall-paper! It makes me think of all the yellow things I 
ever saw--not beautiful ones like buttercups, but old foul, bad yellow things. 
        But there is something else about that paper-- the smell! I noticed it the moment we 
came into the room, but with so much air and sun it was not bad. Now we have had a week of 
fog and rain, and whether the windows are open or not, the smell is here. 
        It creeps all over the house. 
        I find it hovering in the dining-room, skulking in the parlor, hiding in the hall, lying in 
wait for me on the stairs. 
        It gets into my hair. 
        Even when I go to ride, if I turn my head suddenly and surprise it--there is that smell! 
        Such a peculiar odor, too! I have spent hours in trying to analyze it, to find what it 
smelled like. 
        It is not bad--at first, and very gentle, but quite the subtlest, most enduring odor I ever 
met. 
        In this damp weather it is awful, I wake up in the night and find it hanging over me. 
        It used to disturb me at first. I thought seriously of burning the house--to reach the 
smell. 
        But now I am used to it. The only thing I can think of that it is like is the color of the 
paper! A yellow smell. 
        There is a very funny mark on this wall, low down, near the mopboard. A streak that 
runs round the room. It goes behind every piece of furniture, except the bed, a long, straight, 
even smooch, as if it had been rubbed over and over. 
        I wonder how it was done and who did it, and what they did it for. Round and round and 
round--round and round and round--it makes me dizzy! 

---------- 

        I really have discovered something at last. 
        Through watching so much at night, when it changes so, I have finally found out. 
        The front pattern does move--and no wonder! The woman behind shakes it! 
        Sometimes I think there are a great many women behind, and sometimes only one, and 
she crawls around fast, and her crawling shakes it all over. 
        Then in the very bright spots she keeps still, and in the very shady spots she just takes 
hold of the bars and shakes them hard. 
        And she is all the time trying to climb through. But nobody could climb through that 
pattern--it strangles so; I think that is why it has so many heads. 
        They get through, and then the pattern strangles them off and turns them upside down, 
and makes their eyes white! 
        If those heads were covered or taken off it would not be half so bad. 
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---------- 

        I think that woman gets out in the daytime! 
        And I'll tell you why--privately--I've seen her! 
        I can see her out of every one of my windows! 
        It is the same woman, I know, for she is always creeping, and most women do not creep 
by daylight. 
        I see her on that long road under the trees, creeping along, and when a carriage comes 
she hides under the blackberry vines. 
        I don't blame her a bit. It must be very humiliating to be caught creeping by daylight! 
        I always lock the door when I creep by daylight. I can't do it at night, for I know John 
would suspect something at once. 
        And John is so queer now, that I don't want to irritate him. I wish he would take another 
room! Besides, I don't want anybody to get that woman out at night but myself. 
        I often wonder if I could see her out of all the windows at once. 
        But, turn as fast as I can, I can only see out of one at one time. 
        And though I always see her, she may be able to creep faster than I can turn! 
        I have watched her sometimes away off in the open country, creeping as fast as a cloud 
shadow in a high wind. 

---------- 

        If only that top pattern could be gotten off from the under one! I mean to try it, little by 
little. 
        I have found out another funny thing, but I shan't tell it this time! It does not do to trust 
people too much. 
        There are only two more days to get this paper off, and I believe John is beginning to 
notice. I don't like the look in his eyes. 
        And I heard him ask Jennie a lot of professional questions about me. She had a very 
good report to give. 
        She said I slept a good deal in the daytime. 
        John knows I don't sleep very well at night, for all I'm so quiet! 
        He asked me all sorts of questions, too, and pretended to be very loving and kind. 
        As if I couldn't see through him! 
        Still, I don't wonder he acts so, sleeping under this paper for three months. 
        It only interests me, but I feel sure John and Jennie are secretly affected by it. 

---------- 

        Hurrah! This is the last day, but it is enough. John to stay in town over night, and won't 
be out until this evening. 
        Jennie wanted to sleep with me--the sly thing! but I told her I should undoubtedly rest 
better for a night all alone. 
        That was clever, for really I wasn't alone a bit! As soon as it was moonlight and that 
poor thing began to crawl and shake the pattern, I got up and ran to help her. 
        I pulled and she shook, I shook and she pulled, and before morning we had peeled off 
yards of that paper. 
        A strip about as high as my head and half around the room. 
        And then when the sun came and that awful pattern began to laugh at me, I declared I 
would finish it to-day! 
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        We go away to-morrow, and they are moving all my furniture down again to leave 
things as they were before. 
        Jennie looked at the wall in amazement, but I told her merrily that I did it out of pure 
spite at the vicious thing. 
        She laughed and said she wouldn't mind doing it herself, but I must not get tired. 
        How she betrayed herself that time! 
        But I am here, and no person touches this paper but me,--not alive ! 
        She tried to get me out of the room--it was too patent [obvious]! But I said it was so 
quiet and empty and clean now that I believed I would lie down again and sleep all I could; 
and not to wake me even for dinner--I would call when I woke. 
        So now she is gone, and the servants are gone, and the things are gone, and there is 
nothing left but that great bedstead nailed down, with the canvas mattress we found on it. 
        We shall sleep downstairs to-night, and take the boat home to-morrow. 
        I quite enjoy the room, now it is bare again. 
        How those children did tear about here! 
        This bedstead is fairly gnawed! 
        But I must get to work. 
        I have locked the door and thrown the key down into the front path. 
        I don't want to go out, and I don't want to have anybody come in, till John comes. 
        I want to astonish him. 
        I've got a rope up here that even Jennie did not find. If that woman does get out, and 
tries to get away, I can tie her! 
        But I forgot I could not reach far without anything to stand on! 
        This bed will not move! 
        I tried to lift and push it until I was lame, and then I got so angry I bit off a little piece at 
one corner--but it hurt my teeth. 
        Then I peeled off all the paper I could reach standing on the floor. It sticks horribly and 
the pattern just enjoys it! All those strangled heads and bulbous eyes and waddling fungus 
growths just shriek with derision! 
        I am getting angry enough to do something desperate. To jump out of the window would 
be admirable exercise, but the bars are too strong even to try. 
        Besides I wouldn't do it. Of course not. I know well enough that a step like that is 
improper and might be misconstrued. 
        I don't like to look out of the windows even-- there are so many of those creeping 
women, and they creep so fast. 
        I wonder if they all come out of that wall-paper as I did? 
        But I am securely fastened now by my well-hidden rope--you don't get me out in the 
road there ! 
        I suppose I shall have to get back behind the pattern when it comes night, and that is 
hard! 
        It is so pleasant to be out in this great room and creep around as I please! 
        I don't want to go outside. I won't, even if Jennie asks me to. 
        For outside you have to creep on the ground, and everything is green instead of yellow. 
        But here I can creep smoothly on the floor, and my shoulder just fits in that long smooch 
around the wall, so I cannot lose my way. 
        Why there's John at the door! 
        It is no use, young man, you can't open it! 
        How he does call and pound! 
        Now he's crying for an axe. 
        It would be a shame to break down that beautiful door! 
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        "John dear!" said I in the gentlest voice, "the key is down by the front steps, under a 
plantain leaf!" 
        That silenced him for a few moments. 
        Then he said--very quietly indeed, "Open the door, my darling!" 
        "I can't," said I. "The key is down by the front door under a plantain leaf!" 
        And then I said it again, several times, very gently and slowly, and said it so often that 
he had to go and see, and he got it of course, and came in. He stopped short by the door. 
        "What is the matter?" he cried. "For God's sake, what are you doing!" 
        I kept on creeping just the same, but I looked at him over my shoulder. 
        "I've got out at last," said I, "in spite of you and Jane. And I've pulled off most of the 
paper, so you can't put me back!" 
        Now why should that man have fainted? But he did, and right across my path by the 
wall, so that I had to creep over him every time! 

 

Charlotte Perkins Gilman, "Why I Wrote The Yellow Wallpaper" (1913) 

This article originally appeared in the October 1913 issue of The Forerunner. 
 
Many and many a reader has asked that. When the story first came out, in the New England 
Magazine about 1891, a Boston physician made protest in The Transcript. Such a story ought 
not to be written, he said; it was enough to drive anyone mad to read it. 

        Another physician, in Kansas I think, wrote to say that it was the best description of 
incipient insanity he had ever seen, and--begging my pardon--had I been there? 

        Now the story of the story is this: 

        For many years I suffered from a severe and continuous nervous breakdown tending to 
melancholia--and beyond. During about the third year of this trouble I went, in devout faith 
and some faint stir of hope, to a noted specialist in nervous diseases, the best known in the 
country. This wise man put me to bed and applied the rest cure, to which a still-good 
physique responded so promptly that he concluded there was nothing much the matter with 
me, and sent me home with solemn advice to "live as domestic a life as far as possible," to 
"have but two hours' intellectual life a day," and "never to touch pen, brush, or pencil again" 
as long as I lived. This was in 1887. 

        I went home and obeyed those directions for some three months, and came so near the 
borderline of utter mental ruin that I could see over. 

        Then, using the remnants of intelligence that remained, and helped by a wise friend, I 
cast the noted specialist's advice to the winds and went to work again--work, the normal life 
of every human being; work, in which is joy and growth and service, without which one is a 
pauper and a parasite--ultimately recovering some measure of power. 

        Being naturally moved to rejoicing by this narrow escape, I wrote The Yellow 
Wallpaper, with its embellishments and additions, to carry out the ideal (I never had 
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hallucinations or objections to my mural decorations) and sent a copy to the physician who 
so nearly drove me mad. He never acknowledged it. 

        The little book is valued by alienists and as a good specimen of one kind of literature. It 
has, to my knowledge, saved one woman from a similar fate--so terrifying her family that 
they let her out into normal activity and she recovered. 

        But the best result is this. Many years later I was told that the great specialist had 
admitted to friends of his that he had altered his treatment of neurasthenia since reading The 
Yellow Wallpaper. 

        It was not intended to drive people crazy, but to save people from being driven crazy, 
and it worked. 

 

 
 

Points for Reflection 

1. what evidence do we find that the narrator's medical husband, John, values only what can 
be empirically verified or "rationally" explained? 
 

2. in what ways does John regulate the environment and behavior of his wife? 
 

3. does John succeed in his attempts to restrict his wife's artistic impulse? 
 

4. what evidence do we find that not only the narrator's physical but also her mental 
mobility is regulated by her husband? Identify moments where her thoughts and 
conclusions seem to mold themselves to what John expects/wants her to think. 
 

5. what about the design of the wallpaper so distracts the narrator? 
 

6. at what point do the narrator's imaginative observations about her surroundings transition 
from playful fantasy into problematic paranoia? 
 

7. why do the narrator's imaginative powers begin to work against her? 
 

8. does the narrator's perceptiveness concerning her husband and sister-in-law increase or 
decrease with the growth of her delusions? 
 

9. why does the narrator consider throwing herself out the window? 
 

10. what is the primary cause of the narrator's growing psychosis (what contemporaries 
would have likely termed "hysteria")? 


