
Name: _______________________________________________   

  

English 3 Academic:  Summer Reading Assignment  

  
Below are three short stories that you will read for the summer reading assignment:  

• “Sinners in the Hands of an Angry God” (1741)—Jonathan Edwards  

• “The Masque of the Red Death” (1842)—Edgar Allan Poe  

• “The Yellow Wallpaper” (1892)—Charlotte Perkins Gilman  

  

After each story, answer the questions linked on this page with as many specific references to the text as 

possible.   The questions are in a separate packet and must be printed out and turned in the first day of class 

when school starts. 

 

_____________________________________________________________________   
from Sinners in the Hands of an Angry God  

by Jonathan Edwards   

(8 July 1741)  
  

We find it easy to tread on and crush a worm that we see crawling on the earth; so it is easy for us to cut 

or singe a slender thread that any thing hangs by; thus easy is it for God when he pleases to cast his enemies 

down to hell.…  

  

They are now the objects of that very same anger and wrath of God that is expressed in the torments of 

hell. And the reason why they do not go down to hell at each moment, is not because God, in whose power they 

are, is not then very angry with them; as angry as he is with many miserable creatures now tormented in hell, 

who there feel and bear the fierceness of his wrath. Yea, God is a great deal more angry with great numbers that 

are now on earth; yea, doubtless, with many that are now in this congregation, who it may be are at ease, than he 

is with many of those who are now in the flames of hell.  

  

So that it is not because God is unmindful of their wickedness, and does not resent it, that he does not let 

loose his hand and cut them off. God is not altogether such an one as themselves, though they may imagine him 

to be so. The wrath of God burns against them, their damnation does not slumber; the pit is prepared, the fire is 

made ready, the furnace is now hot, ready to receive them; the flames do now rage and glow. The glittering 

sword is whet, and held over them, and the pit hath opened her mouth under them.…  

  

Unconverted men walk over the pit of hell on a rotten covering, and there are innumerable places in this 

covering so weak that they will not bear their weight, and these places are not seen. The arrows of death fly 

unseen at noonday; the sharpest sight cannot discern them. God has so many different unsearchable ways of 

taking wicked men out of the world and sending them to hell, that there is nothing to make it appear, that God 

had need to be at the expense of a miracle, orgo out of the ordinary course of his providence, to destroy any 

wicked man, at any moment.…  

  

So that, thus it is that natural men are held in the hand of God, over the pit of hell; they have deserved 

the fiery pit, and are already sentenced to it; and God is dreadfully provoked, his anger is as great towards them 

as to those that are actually suffering the executions of the fierceness of his wrath in hell; and they have done 



nothing in the least to appease or abate that anger, neither is God in the least bound by any promise to hold them 

up one moment; the devil is waiting for them, hell is gaping for them, the flames gather and flash about them, 

and would fain lay hold on them, and swallow them up; the fire pent up in their own hearts is struggling to 

break out: and they have no interest in any Mediator, there are no means within reach that can be any security to 

them. In short, they have no refuge, nothing to take hold of.…  

  

The bow of God’s wrath is bent, and the arrow made ready on the string, and justice bends the arrow at 

your heart, and strains the bow, and it is nothing but the mere pleasure of God, and that of an angry God, 

without any promise or obligation at all, that keeps the arrow one moment from being made drunk with your 

blood. Thus all you that never passed under a great change of heart, by the mighty power of the Spirit of God 

upon your souls; all you that were never born again, and made new creatures, and raised from being dead in sin, 

to a state of new, and before altogether unexperienced light and life, are in the hands of an angry God. However 

you may have reformed your life in many things, and may have had religious affections, and may keep up a 

form of religion in your families and closets, and in the house of God, it is nothing but his mere pleasure that 

keeps you from being this moment swallowed up in everlasting destruction.…  

  

The God that holds you over the pit of hell, much as one holds a spider, or some loathsome insect over 

the fire, abhors you, and is dreadfully provoked; his wrath towards you burns like fire; he looks upon you as 

worthy of nothing else, but to be cast into the fire; he is of purer eyes than to bear to have you in his sight; you 

are ten thousand times more abominable in his eyes, than the most hateful venomous serpent is in ours. You 

have offended him infinitely more than ever a stubborn rebel did his prince; and yet it is nothing but his hand 

that holds you from falling into the fire every moment. It is to be ascribed to nothing else, that you did not go to 

hell the last night; that you was suffered to awake again in this world, after you closed your eyes to sleep. And 

there is no other reason to be given, why you have not dropped into hell since you arose in the morning, but that 

God’s hand has held you up. There is no other reason to be given why you have not gone to hell, since you have 

sat here in the house of God, provoking his pure eyes by your sinful wicked manner of attending his solemn 

worship. Yea, there is nothing else that is to be given as a reason why you do not this very moment drop down 

into hell.  

  

O sinner! Consider the fearful danger you are in: it is a great furnace of wrath, a wide and bottomless pit, 

full of the fire of wrath, that you are held over in the hand of that God, whose wrath is provoked and incensed as 

much against you, as against many of the damned in hell. You hang by a slender thread, with the flames of 

divine wrath flashing about it, and ready every moment to singe it, and burn it asunder; and you have no interest 

in any Mediator, and nothing to lay hold of to save yourself, nothing to keep off the flames of wrath, nothing of 

your own, nothing that you ever have done, nothing that you can do, to induce God to spare you one moment.…  

  

It is everlasting wrath. It would be dreadful to suffer this fierceness and wrath of Almighty God one 

moment; but you must suffer it to all eternity. There will be no end to this exquisite horrible misery. When you 

look forward, you shall see a long forever, a boundless duration before you, which will swallow up your 

thoughts, and amaze your soul; and you will absolutely despair of ever having any deliverance, any end, any 

mitigation, any rest at all. You will know certainly that you must wear out long ages, millions of millions of 

ages, in wrestling and conflicting with this almighty merciless vengeance; and then when you have so done, 

when so many ages have actually been spent by you in this manner, you will know that all is but a point to what 

remains. So that your punishment will indeed be infinite. Oh, who can express what the state of a soul in such 

circumstances is! All that we can possibly say about it, gives but a very feeble, faint representation of it; it is 

inexpressible and inconceivable: For “who knows the power of God’s anger?”  



  

How dreadful is the state of those that are daily and hourly in the danger of this great wrath and infinite 

misery! But this is the dismal case of every soul in this congregation that has not been born again, however 

moral and strict, sober and religious, they may otherwise be.…  

  

And now you have an extraordinary opportunity, a day wherein Christ has flung the door of mercy wide 

open, and stands in the door calling and crying with a loud voice to poor sinners; a day wherein many are 

flocking to him, and pressing into the kingdom of God. Many are daily coming from the east, west, north, and 

south; many that were very lately in the same miserable condition that you are in, are in now a happy state, with 

their hearts filled with love to him who has loved them, and washed them from their sins in his own blood, and 

rejoicing in hope of the glory of God.  How awful is it to be left behind at such a day! To see so many others 

feasting, while you are pining and perishing! To see so many rejoicing and singing for joy of heart, while you 

have cause to mourn for sorrow of heart, and howl for vexation of spirit! How can you rest one moment in such 

a condition?…  

  

Therefore let every one that is out of Christ, now awake and fly from the wrath to come.…  

 

  
SEE QUESTIONS PAGE FOR WORK ON THIS SELECTION.   
   

 

  
"The Masque of the Red Death"  

by Edgar Allan Poe  

May 1842  
  

THE “RED DEATH” had long devastated the country. No pestilence had ever been so fatal, or so hideous. 

Blood was its Avatar and its seal—the redness and the horror of blood. There were sharp pains, and sudden 

dizziness, and then profuse bleeding at the pores, with dissolution. The scarlet stains upon the body and 

especially upon the face of the victim, were the pest ban which shut him out from the aid and from the 

sympathy of his fellow-men. And the whole seizure, progress and termination of the disease, were the incidents 

of half an hour.  

But the Prince Prospero was happy and dauntless and sagacious. When his dominions were half depopulated, he 

summoned to his presence a thousand hale and light-hearted friends from among the knights and dames of his 

court, and with these retired to the deep seclusion of one of his castellated abbeys. This was an extensive and 

magnificent structure, the creation of the prince's own eccentric yet august taste. A strong and lofty wall girdled 

it in. This wall had gates of iron. The courtiers, having entered, brought furnaces and massy hammers and 

welded the bolts. They resolved to leave means neither of ingress or egress to the sudden impulses of despair or 

of frenzy from within. The abbey was amply provisioned. With such precautions the courtiers might bid 

defiance to contagion. The external world could take care of itself. In the meantime it was folly to grieve, or to 

think. The prince had provided all the appliances of pleasure. There were buffoons, there were improvisatori, 

there were ballet-dancers, there were musicians, there was Beauty, there was wine. All these and security were 

within. Without was the “Red Death.”  



It was toward the close of the fifth or sixth month of his seclusion, and while the pestilence raged most furiously 

abroad, that the Prince Prospero entertained his thousand friends at a masked ball of the most unusual 

magnificence.  

It was a voluptuous scene, that masquerade. But first let me tell of the rooms in which it was held. There were 

seven—an imperial suite. In many palaces, however, such suites form a long and straight vista, while the 

folding doors slide back nearly to the walls on either hand, so that the view of the whole extent is scarcely 

impeded. Here the case was very different; as might have been expected from the duke's love of the bizarre. The 

apartments were so irregularly disposed that the vision embraced but little more than one at a time. There was a 

sharp turn at every twenty or thirty yards, and at each turn a novel effect. To the right and left, in the middle of 

each wall, a tall and narrow Gothic window looked out upon a closed corridor which pursued the windings of 

the suite. These windows were of stained glass whose color varied in accordance with the prevailing hue of the 

decorations of the chamber into which it opened. That at the eastern extremity was hung, for example, in blue— 

and vividly blue were its windows. The second chamber was purple in its ornaments and tapestries, and here the 

panes were purple. The third was green throughout, and so were the casements. The fourth was furnished and 

lighted with orange—the fifth with white—the sixth with violet. The seventh apartment was closely shrouded in 

black velvet tapestries that hung all over the ceiling and down the walls, falling in heavy folds upon a carpet of 

the same material and hue. But in this chamber only, the color of the windows failed to correspond with the 

decorations. The panes here were scarlet—a deep blood color. Now in no one of the seven apartments was there 

any lamp or candelabrum, amid the profusion of golden ornaments that lay scattered to and fro or depended 

from the roof. There was no light of any kind emanating from lamp or candle within the suite of chambers. But 

in the corridors that followed the suite, there stood, opposite to each window, a heavy tripod, bearing a brazier 

of fire that protected its rays through the tinted glass and so glaringly illumined the room. And thus were 

produced a multitude of gaudy and fantastic appearances. But in the western or black chamber the effect of the 

fire-light that streamed upon the dark hangings through the blood-tinted panes, was ghastly in the extreme, and 

produced so wild a look upon the countenances of those who entered, that there were few of the company bold 

enough to set foot within its precincts at all. set foot within its precincts at all.  

It was in this apartment, also, that there stood against the western wall, a gigantic clock of ebony. Its pendulum 

swung to and fro with a dull, heavy, monotonous clang; and when the minute-hand made the circuit of the face, 

and the hour was to be stricken, there came from the brazen lungs of the clock a sound which was clear and loud 

and deep and exceedingly musical, but of so peculiar a note and emphasis that, at each lapse of an hour, the 

musicians of the orchestra were constrained to pause, momentarily, in their performance, to hearken to the 

sound; and thus the waltzers perforce ceased their evolutions; and there was a brief disconcert of the whole gay 

company; and, while the chimes of the clock yet rang, it was observed that the giddiest grew pale, and the more 

aged and sedate passed their hands over their brows as if in confused reverie or meditation. But when the echoes 

had fully ceased, a light laughter at once pervaded the assembly; the musicians looked at each other and smiled 

as if at their own nervousness and folly, and made whispering vows, each to the other, that the next chiming of 

the clock should produce in them no similar emotion; and then, after the lapse of sixty minutes, (which embrace 

three thousand and six hundred seconds of the Time that flies,) there came yet another chiming of the clock, and 

then were the same disconcert and tremulousness and meditation as before.  

But, in spite of these things, it was a gay and magnificent revel. The tastes of the duke were peculiar. He had a 

fine eye for colors and effects. He disregarded the decora of mere fashion. His plans were bold and fiery, and 

his conceptions glowed with barbaric lustre. There are some who would have thought him mad. His followers 

felt that he was not. It was necessary to hear and see and touch him to be sure that he was not.  



He had directed, in great part, the moveable embellishments of the seven chambers, upon occasion of this great 

fete; and it was his own guiding taste which had given character to the masqueraders. Be sure they were 

grotesque. There were much glare and glitter and piquancy and phantasm—much of what has been since seen in 

“Hernani.” There were arabesque figures with unsuited limbs and appointments. There were delirious fancies 

such as the madman fashions. There was much of the beautiful, much of the wanton, much of the bizarre, 

something of the terrible, and not a little of that which might have excited disgust. To and fro in the seven 

chambers there stalked, in fact, a multitude of dreams. And these—the dreams—writhed in and about, taking 

hue from the rooms, and causing the wild music of the orchestra to seem as the echo of their steps. And, anon, 

there strikes the ebony clock which stands in the hall of the velvet. And then, for a moment, all is still, and all is 

silent save the voice of the clock. The dreams are stiff-frozen as they stand. But the echoes of the chime die 

away—they have endured but an instant—and a light, half-subdued laughter floats after them as they depart. 

And now again the music swells, and the dreams live, and writhe to and fro more merrily than ever, taking hue 

from the many-tinted windows through which stream the rays from the tripods. But to the chamber which lies 

most westwardly of the seven, there are now none of the maskers who venture; for the night is waning away; 

and there flows a ruddier light through the blood-colored panes; and the blackness of the sable drapery appals; 

and to him whose foot falls upon the sable carpet, there comes from the near clock of ebony a muffled peal 

more solemnly emphatic than any which reaches their ears who indulge in the more remote gaieties of the other 

apartments.  

But these other apartments were densely crowded, and in them beat feverishly the heart of life. And the revel 

went whirlingly on, until at length there commenced the sounding of midnight upon the clock. And then the 

music ceased, as I have told; and the evolutions of the waltzers were quieted; and there was an uneasy cessation 

of all things as before. But now there were twelve strokes to be sounded by the bell of the clock; and thus it 

happened, perhaps, that more of thought crept, with more of time, into the meditations of the thoughtful among 

those who revelled. And thus, too, it happened, perhaps, that before the last echoes of the last chime had utterly 

sunk into silence, there were many individuals in the crowd who had found leisure to become aware of the 

presence of a masked figure which had arrested the attention of no single individual before. And the rumor of 

this new presence having spread itself whisperingly around, there arose at length from the whole company a 

buzz, or murmur, expressive of disapprobation and surprise—then, finally, of terror, of horror, and of disgust.  

In an assembly of phantasms such as I have painted, it may well be supposed that no ordinary appearance could 

have excited such sensation. In truth the masquerade license of the night was nearly unlimited; but the figure in 

question had out-Heroded Herod, and gone beyond the bounds of even the prince's indefinite decorum. There 

are chords in the hearts of the most reckless which cannot be touched without emotion. Even with the utterly 

lost, to whom life and death are equally jests, there are matters of which no jest can be made. The whole 

company, indeed, seemed now deeply to feel that in the costume and bearing of the stranger neither wit nor 

propriety existed. The figure was tall and gaunt, and shrouded from head to foot in the habiliments of the grave. 

The mask which concealed the visage was made so nearly to resemble the countenance of a stiffened corpse that 

the closest scrutiny must have had difficulty in detecting the cheat. And yet all this might have been endured, if 

not approved, by the mad revellers around. But the mummer had gone so far as to assume the type of the Red 

Death. His vesture was dabbled in blood—and his broad brow, with all the features of the face, was besprinkled 

with the scarlet horror.  

When the eyes of Prince Prospero fell upon this spectral image (which with a slow and solemn movement, as if 

more fully to sustain its role, stalked to and fro among the waltzers) he was seen to be convulsed, in the first 

moment with a strong shudder either of terror or distaste; but, in the next, his brow reddened with rage.  



“Who dares?” he demanded hoarsely of the courtiers who stood near him—“who dares insult us with this 

blasphemous mockery? Seize him and unmask him—that we may know whom we have to hang at sunrise, from 

the battlements!”  

It was in the eastern or blue chamber in which stood the Prince Prospero as he uttered these words. They rang 

throughout the seven rooms loudly and clearly—for the prince was a bold and robust man, and the music had 

become hushed at the waving of his hand.  

It was in the blue room where stood the prince, with a group of pale courtiers by his side. At first, as he spoke, 

there was a slight rushing movement of this group in the direction of the intruder, who at the moment was also 

near at hand, and now, with deliberate and stately step, made closer approach to the speaker. But from a certain 

nameless awe with which the mad assumptions of the mummer had inspired the whole party, there were found 

none who put forth hand to seize him; so that, unimpeded, he passed within a yard of the prince's person; and, 

while the vast assembly, as if with one impulse, shrank from the centres of the rooms to the walls, he made his 

way uninterruptedly, but with the same solemn and measured step which had distinguished him from the first, 

through the blue chamber to the purple—through the purple to the green—through the green to the orange— 

through this again to the white—and even thence to the violet, ere a decided movement had been made to arrest 

him. It was then, however, that the Prince Prospero, maddening with rage and the shame of his own momentary 

cowardice, rushed hurriedly through the six chambers, while none followed him on account of a deadly terror 

that had seized upon all. He bore aloft a drawn dagger, and had approached, in rapid impetuosity, to within three 

or four feet of the retreating figure, when the latter, having attained the extremity of the velvet apartment, turned 

suddenly and confronted his pursuer. There was a sharp cry—and the dagger dropped gleaming upon the sable 

carpet, upon which, instantly afterwards, fell prostrate in death the Prince Prospero. Then, summoning the wild 

courage of despair, a throng of the revellers at once threw themselves into the black apartment, and, seizing the 

mummer, whose tall figure stood erect and motionless within the shadow of the ebony clock, gasped in 

unutterable horror at finding the grave-cerements and corpse-like mask which they handled with so violent a 

rudeness, untenanted by any tangible form.  

And now was acknowledged the presence of the Red Death. He had come like a thief in the night. And one by 

one dropped the revellers in the blood-bedewed halls of their revel, and died each in the despairing posture of 

his fall. And the life of the ebony clock went out with that of the last of the gay. And the flames of the tripods 

expired. And Darkness and Decay and the Red Death held illimitable dominion over all.   

 
  

SEE QUESTIONS PAGE FOR WORK ON THIS SELECTION.   
  

  

  

  

  



  

The Yellow Wallpaper  
by Charlotte Perkins Gilman  

1892  
  

    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 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!   

    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 thing' 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.   

    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 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 I 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.   



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 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.   

    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 

wallpaper 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 I, "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 I, 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.      

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, candle light, 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 l 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.   

    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.   

    

    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!      

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 but me, -- not alive !   



    She tried to get me out of the room -- it was too patent! 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!   

    "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!   
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The Story of an Hour  
by Kate Chopin  

1894  
  

Knowing that Mrs. Mallard was afflicted with a heart trouble, great care was taken to break to her as gently as 

possible the news of her husband's death.   

It was her sister Josephine who told her, in broken sentences; veiled hints that revealed in half concealing. Her 

husband's friend Richards was there, too, near her. It was he who had been in the newspaper office when 

intelligence of the railroad disaster was received, with Brently Mallard's name leading the list of "killed." He 

had only taken the time to assure himself of its truth by a second telegram, and had hastened to forestall any less 

careful, less tender friend in bearing the sad message.   

She did not hear the story as many women have heard the same, with a paralyzed inability to accept its 

significance. She wept at once, with sudden, wild abandonment, in her sister's arms. When the storm of grief 

had spent itself she went away to her room alone. She would have no one follow her.   

There stood, facing the open window, a comfortable, roomy armchair. Into this she sank, pressed down by a 

physical exhaustion that haunted her body and seemed to reach into her soul.   

She could see in the open square before her house the tops of trees that were all aquiver with the new spring life. 

The delicious breath of rain was in the air. In the street below a peddler was crying his wares. The notes of a 

distant song which some one was singing reached her faintly, and countless sparrows were twittering in the 

eaves.   

There were patches of blue sky showing here and there through the clouds that had met and piled one above the 

other in the west facing her window.   

She sat with her head thrown back upon the cushion of the chair, quite motionless, except when a sob came up 

into her throat and shook her, as a child who has cried itself to sleep continues to sob in its dreams.   

She was young, with a fair, calm face, whose lines bespoke repression and even a certain strength. But now 

there was a dull stare in her eyes, whose gaze was fixed away off yonder on one of those patches of blue sky. It 

was not a glance of reflection, but rather indicated a suspension of intelligent thought.   

There was something coming to her and she was waiting for it, fearfully. What was it? She did not know; it was 

too subtle and elusive to name. But she felt it, creeping out of the sky, reaching toward her through the sounds, 

the scents, the color that filled the air.   

Now her bosom rose and fell tumultuously. She was beginning to recognize this thing that was approaching to 

possess her, and she was striving to beat it back with her will--as powerless as her two white slender hands 

would have been. When she abandoned herself a little whispered word escaped her slightly parted lips. She said 

it over and over under her breath: "free, free, free!" The vacant stare and the look of terror that had followed it 

went from her eyes. They stayed keen and bright. Her pulses beat fast, and the coursing blood warmed and 

relaxed every inch of her body.   



She did not stop to ask if it were or were not a monstrous joy that held her. A clear and exalted perception 

enabled her to dismiss the suggestion as trivial. She knew that she would weep again when she saw the kind, 

tender hands folded in death; the face that had never looked save with love upon her, fixed and gray and dead.  

But she saw beyond that bitter moment a long procession of years to come that would belong to her absolutely. 

And she opened and spread her arms out to them in welcome.   

There would be no one to live for during those coming years; she would live for herself. There would be no 

powerful will bending hers in that blind persistence with which men and women believe they have a right to 

impose a private will upon a fellow-creature. A kind intention or a cruel intention made the act seem no less a 

crime as she looked upon it in that brief moment of illumination.   

And yet she had loved him--sometimes. Often she had not. What did it matter! What could love, the unsolved 

mystery, count for in the face of this possession of self-assertion which she suddenly recognized as the strongest 

impulse of her being!   

"Free! Body and soul free!" she kept whispering.   

Josephine was kneeling before the closed door with her lips to the keyhole, imploring for admission. "Louise, 

open the door! I beg; open the door--you will make yourself ill. What are you doing, Louise? For heaven's sake 

open the door."   

"Go away. I am not making myself ill." No; she was drinking in a very elixir of life through that open window.   

Her fancy was running riot along those days ahead of her. Spring days, and summer days, and all sorts of days 

that would be her own. She breathed a quick prayer that life might be long. It was only yesterday she had 

thought with a shudder that life might be long.   

She arose at length and opened the door to her sister's importunities. There was a feverish triumph in her eyes, 

and she carried herself unwittingly like a goddess of Victory. She clasped her sister's waist, and together they 

descended the stairs. Richards stood waiting for them at the bottom.   

Someone was opening the front door with a latchkey. It was Brently Mallard who entered, a little travel-stained, 

composedly carrying his grip-sack and umbrella. He had been far from the scene of the accident, and did not 

even know there had been one. He stood amazed at Josephine's piercing cry; at Richards' quick motion to screen 

him from the view of his wife.   

When the doctors came they said she had died of heart disease--of the joy that kills.   

  
  
  
  
  

  


