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It is very seldom that mere ordinary opposition.
people like John and myself secure ancestral | sometimes fiacy that in mycondition if
halls for the summer. | had less opposition and more society and

A colonial mansion, a hereditary estate, | stimulus-- but Jom says the very wotshing |
would say a haunted house, and reach the heiglean do is to think about my condition, and |
of romantic felicity -- but that would be asking confess it always makes me feel bad.

too much of fate! So | will let it alone and talk about the
Still I will proudly declarethat there is house.
something queeabout it. The most beautiful place! It is quite alone
Else, why should it be let o cheaply? standing well back from the road, quite three
And why have stood so long untenanted? miles from the village. It makes me think of
John laughs at me, of course, but one  English places that you read about, for there are
expects that in marriage. hedges and walls and gates that lock, and lots of
John is practical in the extreme. He has separate little houses for the gardeners and
no patience with faith, an intense horror of people.
superstition, and he scoffs openly at any talk of There is aleliciousgarden! | never saw
things not to be feand seen and pdbwn in such a garden -- large and shddyl of
figures. box-bordered paths, and lined with long
John is a physician, amerhaps-- (I grape-covexd arbors with sg¢s under them.
would not say it to a living soul, of course, but There were greenhouses, too, but they are
this is dead paper and a great relief to my mind)all broken now.
-- perhapsthat is one reasdrdo not get ll There was some legal trouble, | believe,
faster. something about the heirs and coheirs; anyhow,
You see he does not believe | am sick! the place has ba empty foyears.
And what can one do? That spoils my ghostliness, | am afraid,

If a physician of igh standim, and one's  but | don't care- there is smething stange
own husband, assures friends and relatives thatabout the house t-can feel it

there is really nothing the matter with one but | even said so to John one moonlight
temporary nervous depression -- a slight evening but he said what | felt wadraught
hysterical tendency -what is one to do? and shut the window.
My brother $ also a physian, and also | get unreasonably angwith John
of high stamling, and hesays the same itig. sometimes h sure | neveused to be so
So | take phosphates or phosphites --  sensitive. | think it is due to this nervous
whichever it is, and tonics, and journeys, and airgondition.
and exercise, @am absolutelforbidden to But John says if | feel so, | dhaeglect
"work" until  am well proper self-control; so | take pains to control
again. myself -- béore him, at leastind that makes me
Personally] disagreevith their ideas. very tired.

Personally, | believe that congenial Wor | don't like our room a bit. | wanted one
with excitement and change, would do me gooddownstairs that opened on the piazza and had
But what is one to do? roses all over theindow, and suchrptty

| did write fa a while in spite ofhem; old-fashioned dhtz hangings! bt John would

but it does exhaust nzegood deal --adving to not hear of it.
be oo dy about it, or else meetwith heavy He said there was only one window and



not room for two bas, and no nearom for him
if he took another.

He is very areful and lovingand hardly
lets me stir without special direction.

| have a schedule prescription for each
hour in the dayhe takes all carfrom me, and so
| feel basely ungtaful not to value it more.

He said we cameehe solelyon my
account, thatwas to have pegtt rest and all
the air | could get. "Your exercise depends on
your strength, my dedrsaid 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, wih windows that looklbways, andair
and sunshine galore. It was nursknst and
then playroom and gymnasiungHould judge;
for the windows are barred for little children,
and there arengs and thingsithe walls.

The paint and papéok as if a bay

school had used it. It is stripped off -- the paper
in great patches all around the head of my bed,

about as far as | can reach, and in atgrice

day.

| am sitting bythe window now, umi
this atrocious ngery, and tére is nothing to
hinder my writing as much as | pleasejeskack
of strength.

John is awaylbday, and een some
nights when his c®s are serious.

| am glad mycase is not serigu

But these nervautroubles are dadfully
depressing.

John does not know homvuch | really
suffer. He knows there is no reason to suffer,
and that satisfielsim.

Of course it is only nervousness. It does
weigh onme o na to do my duty in any way!

I meant to be such a help to John, such a
real rest and eofort, and heream a
compardiv e buden already!

Nobody wouldbelieve what anffort it is
to do what little | am able, -- to dress and
entertain, and der things.

It is fortunate Mary is so good with the
baby. Swch a cear taby!

And yet | cannot be with him, it makes

on the other side of the room low down. | neverme SO nervous.

saw a worse paper in my life.

One of those sprawling flamboyant
patterns committing every artistic sin.

It is dull enoug to confuse theye in
following, pronainced enough toonstantly
irritate and provoke study, and whesuyfollow
the lame uncertain curves for a little distance
they suddenly commit suicide -- plunge aff
outrageous amggs, destroghemselves in
unheard of conaidictions.

The color is redkent, almost revaing; a
smouldering unclean yellow, strangéygled by
the slow-turningsunlight.

It is a dull et lurid orangén some
places, a sicklgulphur tint in othe.

No wonder the ckdren hated it! Ehould
hate it myselfif | had to live in this r@m long.

There comes Johma | must put this
away, -- he hates to have me write a word.

We have been here two weeks, and |
haven't felt lile writing befoe, since that fits

| suppose John wer was nervousihis
life. He laughs at me so about this wall-paper!

At first he meant to repaper the room, but
afterwards he said that | was letting it get the
better of me, and that nothing was worse for a
nervous patient #n to give wayo 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 edly, deay| don't cee to renovate
the house just for taree months'
rental.”

"Then do let us go downstairs," | said,
"there are such pretty rooms there."

Then he took me in his arms and called
me a blessetittle goose, and saithe would go
down to the cellaif | wished, ad have it
whitewashed into the bargain.

But he is right enough about the beds and
windows and thing



It is an airy and comfortable room as any

one need wish, dnof course, Would not be so
silly as to make him uncomfortable just for a
whim.

I'm reallygetting quitednd of the big
room, all but that horrid paper.

Out of one window | can see the garden,

| never saw so much expression in an
inanimate thing before, and we all know how
much expression they have! | used to lie awake
as a child and get more entertainment and terror
out of blank walls ad plain furniturghan most
children could find in a toy-store.

| remember what a kindly wink the knobs

those mysterious deepshaded arbors, the riotousf our big, old bureau used to have, and there

old-fashioned fiwers, and buskeand gnarly
trees.

Out of another | get a lovely vieof the
bay and a little private wharf belonging to the

was one chair that always seemed like a strong
friend.

| used to feel that if any of the other
things looked tooiérce | cold always hp into

estate. There is a beautiful shaded lane that ruribat chair and be safe.

down there from the house. | alwaysdgl see
people walking in these numerous paths and
arbors, but John has cautioned me not to give
way to fang in the leas He says @t with my
imaginative power and habit of story-making, a
nervous weakrss like mine is sur@tiead to all
manner of excitethncies, and tha ought to

use my will and good sense to check the
tendercy. So | try.

| think sometims that if | wee only well
enough to write &ttle it would reliare the press
of ideas and rest me.

But | find | get pretty tired whenl try.

It is so discouraging not to have any
advice and companionship about my work.
When | get rally well, Johrsays we wilask
Cousin Hennand Julia down for Bpng visit;
but he saysénwould as soon putéworks in
my pillow-cae as to let me hatieose
stimulating people about now.

| wish | could get well faster.

But | must not timk 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.

| get positively angrwith the
impertinence of it and the everlastingness. Up
and down and sideays theyrawl, and those
absurd, unblinkingyes arewverywhee There is
one place where two breaths didn't match, and
the eyes gall up and down thiine, one a little
higher than the other.

The furniture inhis room is no worse
than inharmonious, however, for we had to bring
it all from downstairs. | suppose when this was
used as a playroom they had to takentinsery
things out, and no wonder! | never saw such
ravages as the children have made here.

The wall-paper, as | said before, is torn
off in spots, and it sticketh closer than a brother -
- they must hae had persevance as well as
hatred.

Then the floor is scratched and gouged
and splintered, the plaster itself is dug out here
and there, and ihgreat heaviped which is all
we found in the room, looks as if it had been
through the wax.

But | 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! | must not let
her find me witing.

She is a perfechd enthusiastic
housekeeper, and hopes for no better profession.
| verily believe she thinks it is the writing which
made me sick!

But | can write when she is out, and see
her a long wapff from these widows.

There is one that commands the road, a
lovely shadé winding road, iad one that just
looks dff over the cauntry. A lovely country,
too, full of gredelms and velvet naglows.

This wall-paper has a kind of sub-pattern
in a, different shade, a particularly irritating one,
for you can only see it in dam lights, and not
clearly then.

But in the places where it isn't faded and



where the sun is just so -- | can see a strange, and | know this thing was not arranged on any
provoking, fornkess sort of figte, that seems to laws of radiation, or alternation, or repetition, or
skulk about behind that silly and conspicuous symmetry, or arthing else that | ever heard of.

front design. It is repeate, of course, bthe breadths,

There's sisteon the stairs! but not otherwise.

---------- Looked at in oe way eag breadth

Well, the Fourth of July is over! The stands alone, the bloated curves and flourishes --
people are all gone and | am tired out. John  a kind of "debased Romanesque" vdtdirium
thought it might dene good to see #tle tremens- go waddling up and down in isolated
company, so we just had mother and Nellie and columns of fatuity.
the children down for a week. But, on the other hand, they connect

Of course | didn't do a thing. Jennie seesdiagonally and the sprawlgoutlines run offn
to everything now. great slanting waves of optic horror, like a lot of

But it tired me all the same. wallowing seaweeds in full chase.

John says if lon't pick up fagr he shall The whole thing goes horizontally, too,
send me to Weir MitaHl in the fall. at least it seems sand | exhaust yself in

But | don't want to go there at all. Icha trying to distinguish the order of its going in that
friendwho wasin his hands orce, and she sys direction.

he is just like John and my brother, only more so! They have used a horizontal breadth for a
Besides, itis such an ndertaking 6 go frieze, and that adds wonderfully to the
so far. confusion.
| don't feéas if it was worth Wile to There is one end the room wherd is
turn my hand over for anythingnd I'm getting ~ almost intact, anchere, when therasslights
dreadfullyfretful and querlous. fade and the low sun shines directly upon it, |

| cry at nothing, and cmyost of the time.  can almost fancy radiation after all, -- the
Of course | don't when John is here, or interminable grotesques seem to form around a

anybody else, but wherain alone. common centre and rush off in headlong plunges
And | am alone a good deal just now.  of equal distraction.
John is kept in town veroften byserious cases, It makes me tired to follow it. | will take
and Jennie is good and lets me alone when | anap | guss.
want herto. e
So | walk a little in the garden or down | don't know viny | shold write this.
that lovely lae, sit on the porchnder the roses, | don't want to.
and lie down up hera good deal. | don't feéable. And | kow John would
I'm gettirg really bnd of the room in think it absurd. But | must say whatelkf and
spite of the walpaper. Perhapgmecausef the think in some way -- it is such a relief!
wall-paper. But the effort is getting to be greater than
It dwells in my mind so! the relief.
| lie here on this great immovable bed -- Half the time now | am awfully lazyand
it is nailed down, | believe -- and follow that lie down ever so much.
pattern about by the hour. Itis as good as John says | mustn't lose my strémand

gymnastics, | assurey. | start, we'll say, at the has me take cod liver oil and lots of tonics and
bottom, down in thearner over ther where it things, to say nothing of ale and wine and rare
has not been touched, and | determine for the meat.
thousandthtime that I will follow that pointles Dear John! He loves me very deadynd
pattern to some sort of a conclusion. hates to have me sick. | tried to have a real

| know a little of the principle of design, earrestreanable talk with him the daher day,



and tell him how | wish he would let me go and It was moonligt. The moon shinen all
make a visit to Cousin Henry and Julia. around just as theis does.

But he said | wsn't able to@ nor able | hate to se@& sometimes, it cepS so
to stand it after | got there; and | did not make slowly, and always comes in bye window or
out a very good case for ssff, for | was crying another.

before | had finished . John was asleep and | hated to waken
It is gettingto be a greatfi®rt for me to him, so | kept still and watched the moonlight on
think straight. Jushts nervous wealass | that undulating wal- paper tll | felt creepy.
suppose. The faint figure behind seemed to shake
And dear John glaered me up in his the pattern, justsaif she wanted toeg out.
arms, and just carried me upstairs and laid me on | got up softy and went tdeel and see if
the bed, and sat by me and read to me till it tiredthe papedid move, and when | came back John
my head. was awake.
He said | was his darling and his comfort "What is it, little girl?" he sad. "Don't
and all he had, and that | must take care of go walking about like that -- you'll get cold."
myself for lis sake, and keepell. | thought it was a good time to talk, so |

He says no anbut myseltan help me told him that I really was not gaining heaad
out of it, that I must use my will and self-control that | wished hewould take me awsy.
and not let any silly fancies run ayvaith me. "Why darling!" said he, "our lease will be
There's one comfort, the baby is well andup in three weeks, and | can't see how to leave
happy, and does not have to occupy this murse before.

with the horrid wall-paper. "The repairs are not done at home, and |
If we had noused it, that blesdechild cannot possiblieave town just nowOf course

would have! What a fortunate escape! Why, | if you were in any damg, | could and would, but

wouldn't have &hild of mine, an im@ssionable Yyou reallyare better, deawhether gu can see it

little thing, live insuch a room for wids. or not. | am a doctor, dear, and | know. Yaa ar
I never thoult of it before, buit is gaining flesh and color, your appetite is better, |

lucky that John kept me here after all, | can stanteel really much easier aboudwy"

it so much easier than a baby, you see "l don't weigh a bit more," said'Inor as

Of course | never mention it to them any much; and my appetite may be better in the
more -- | amdo wise, -- but keep watch of it evening when you are here, but it is worse in the

all the same. morning when you are awdy

There are things in that paper that "Bless her littleheart!" said hevith a big
nobody knowsut me, or ever Wi hug, "she shall be as sick as she pleases! But

Behind that outsigl pattern the dim now let's improvehe shining hourby going ®
shapesget dearer every day. sleep, and talk about it in the morning!"

It is always the same shape, ondyy "And you won't go awd&' | asked
numerous. gloomily.

And it is like a woman stooping down "Why, how can I, dear? It is ontliree

and creeping laout behird that patern. | don't weeks more and ¢in we will take aice little
like it a bit. 1 wonder -- | bgin to think -- lwish  trip of a few days while Jennie is getting the
John would take me away from here! house ready. Really degwu are better!"
---------- "Better in body perhaps -- began, and

It is so hard toalk with John about my  stopped short, for he sat up straight and looked
case, because he is so wise, and because he loagge with such a ste reproachfl look that |
me SO. could not say another word.

But | tried it Bst night. "My darling," said he, "beg of you, for



my sake and for our child's sake, as well as for | didn't realize for a long time what the
your own, that you will never for one instant let thing was that siweed behind, that

that idea entergur mind! There isiothing so sub-pattern, butaw | am quite s it is a
dangerous, so fascinating, to a temperament likevoman.
yours. Itis a false and foolish fancg€an you By daylight she is subdued, quiet. |
not tust meas a pyscian when | tdl you so?" fancy it is tle pattern that keps her so still.t is
So of course | said no more on that scoreso puzzling. It keeps me quiet by the hour.
and we went to slpebefore long. Ethought | | lie down ever 0 much now. Joh says
was asleep first, but | wasn't, and thgre for it is good for me, and to sleep all | can.
hours trying to decide whether that front pattern Indeed he stted the habit bynaking me
and the back pattern really did move together orlie down for an hauafter each ns.
searately. It is a very bad habitdm convinced, for
---------- you see | don't sleep.
On a pattern like this, by daylight, there And that cultivate deceit, for ton't tell
is a lack of sequree, a defiareof law, thatisa them I'm awake -- O no!
constant irritant to a normal mind. The fact is | am getting a little afraid of
The color is hideous enough, and John.
unreliable enough, and infuriating enough, but He seems very queer sometimes, and
the patterns torturing. even Jennie has an inexplicable look.
You think you lave mastered ihut just It strikes me ocasionallyjust as a

as you getvell underwayn following, it tuns a  scientific hypothesis, -- that perhaps it is the
back somersault and there you atesldps you paper!
in the face, knocks you down, and tramples upon | have watched John when he did not
you. It B like a bad dream know | was looking, and come into the room

The outside pattern is a florid arabesque,suddenly on the most innocent excuses, and I've
reminding one of a fungus. by can imagine a caught him seval timeslooking at the papér
toadstool in joints, an interminable string of And Jennie too. | caught Jennie with her hand

toadstools, buddingnd sprouting inrelless on it once.
convolutions -- wi, that is sontéing like it. She didn't know | was in the room, and
That is, sometimes! when | asked her in a quiet, a vepyiet voice,

There is one marked peculiarity about ~ with the most restrained manner possible, what
this paper, a thing nobody seems to notice but she was doing with the paper -- she turned
myself, and that is that it changes as the light around as if she had been caught stealing, and

changes. looked quite amy -- aske me why Ishould
When the sun shoots inrbugh the east  frighten her so!
window -- | always watch for tht first long, Then she said that the paper stained
straight ray -- it changes so quickhat | never everything it touched, that she had fouetdow
can quite believé. smooches on all my clothes and John's, and she
That is why Wwatch it alwagy. wished we would benore careful!
By moonlidit -- the moon shirgein all Did not that sound innocent? But | know
night when therés a moon -- | wuldn't know it ~ she was studying that pattern, and | am
was the same paper. determined that nobody shall find it out but

At night in anykind of light, in twlight, myself!
candlelight, lamplight, and worstofallby ~ ====mmme-
moonlight, it becomes bars! The outside pattern Life is very much more exciting now
| mean, and the woman behind it is as plain as than it used to be. You see | have something
can be. more to expect, to look forward to, to watch. |



really do eat better, and am more quiet than | In this damp weather it is awful, | wake

was. up in the night and find it hanging over me.
John is so pleased to see me improve! He It used to disturb me at first. | thought

laughed a little the other day, and saiddnsed seriously of burning the house -- to reach the

to be flourishingn spite of my smell.

wall-paper. But now | am usd to it. The only thing |
| turned it off with a laugh. | had no can think of that it is like is theolor of the

intention of telling him it was because of the paper! A gllow smell.

wall-paper -- he would make fun of me. He There is a verjunny mark a this wall,

might even wart to take meaway. low down, near the mopboard. A streak that

| don't want to leave now until | have runs round the room. It goes behind evaece
found it out. There is a week more, and | think of furniture, exept the bed, a longtraight,

that will be enough. evensmoochas if it had been rubbed over and
---------- over.

I'm feeling ever ® much beter! | don't | wonder howit was done and whdid it,
sleep much at niig, for it is so integsting to and what they did it for. Round and round and
watch developnrgs; but | sleep good deal in ~ round -- round and round and round -- it makes
the daytime. me dzzy!

In the daytime it is tresomeand  mmemmeee-
perplexirg. | really have discovered somethiay

There are always new shoots on the last.
fungus, and new shades of yellow all over it. | Through watchig so much at nig,
cannot keep count of them, though | have tried when it changeso, | have fially found ai.
conscientiously. The front pattern does move -- and no

It is the strangest yellow, that wall-paper! wonder! The womabehind shakes it!

It makes me think of all the yellow thingsver Sometimes | think there are a great many
saw -- not beautif ones like butteups, but old women behind, and sometimes only one, and she
foul, bad y#ow things. crawls arounddst, and her cnding shakes itla

But there is something else about that  over.
paper -- the smell! | noticed it the moment we Then in the very bright spots she keeps

came into the room, but with so much air and still, and in the very shady spots she just takes
sun it was not bad. Now we have had a week ohold of the bars and shakes them hard.

fog and rain, and whether the windows are open And she is all the timeying to dimb
or not, the smell is here. through. But nobody could climb through that
It creeps all over the house. pattern -- it strangles so; | think that is why it has
| find it hoveing in the diningroom, S0 many hetds.
skulking in the pdor, hiding in thehall, lyingin They get through, and then the pattern
wait for me on thetairs. strangles them off and turns them upside down,
It gets into my hair. and makes their eyes white!
Even when | go to ride, if | turn nhead If those heads were covered or taken off
suddenly ad surprise it -- the is that smell! it would not be half so bad.
Such a peculiar odor, too! | have spent -
hours in trymg to analye it, to find what it | think that woman gets out in the
smelled like. daytime!
It is not bad -- at first, and very mjée, And I'll tell you why-- privately -- I've

but quite the subtlest, most enduring odor | everseen her!
met. | can see hreout of everyone of my



windows! It only interests me, but | fegure John
It is the same aman, | know,dr she is and Jennie are getly affected by it.
always creeping, and most women do notcreep ==
by dayight. Hurrah! This is théast day, buit is
| see her on that long road under the enough. John to stay in town over night, and
trees, creeping along, and when a carrigees won't be outuntil this evening.

she hides underétblackberryines. Jennie wanted to €p with me -- the gl

| don't blame her a bit. It must be very thing! but | tdd her | shoulduindoubtedlyest
humiliating to be aught creepm by dajight! better for a night all alone.

| always lock the door whercteep by That was clever, for reallywasn't alone
daylight. I can't do it at nightof | know John a bit! As soon as it was moonlight and that poor
would suspect something at once. thing began to crawl and shake the patterof | g

And John & so queer ng, that | don't up and ran to help her.
want to irritate him. | wish he would take | pulled and she shook, | shook and she
another room! Bsides, | dohant anybdy to pulled, and before morning we had peeled off
get that woman out at night but myself. yards of that paper.

| often wondeif | could se her out of all A strip about as higas my headnd half
the windows at once. around the room.

But, turn as fast as | can, | can osée And then when the sun came and that
out of one at one time. awful pattern began to laugh at me, | decldre

And though | always see heshe may be would finish it to-day!
able to creep faster than | can turn! We go away to-morrow, and thaye

| have watched her sometimes awéy moving all my furniture down again to leave
in the open country, creeping as fast as a cloud things as they were before.
shadow in a high wind. Jennie looked at theall in amazement,
---------- but I told her merrily that | did it out of pure
If only that top pattern could be gotten  spite at te vicious hing.

off from the under one! | mean to itylittle by She laughed and said she wouldn't mind
little. doing it herself, but | must not get tired.

| have found out another funny thing, but How she betrayed herself that time!
| shan't tdlit this time! It des not do to trust But | am hergand no person tohes this
people too much. paper but me, -- not alive !

There are onlywo more day to get this She tried to get meut of the room -- it
paper off, and believe John is baging to was too patent! But | said it was so quiet and
notice. | don'like the look in hisges. empty and @an now thatbelieved | wald lie

And | heard him ask Jennie a lot of down again andeep all | cold; and not to
professional questions about me. She had a vewake me even for dinner -- | would call when |
good report to give. woke.

She said | slept a good deal in the So now she is gone, and the servants are
daytime. gone, and the thgs are goneand there is

John knows | don't sleep very well at nothing left but that great bedstead nailed down,
night, for all Im so quiet! with the canvas ntiiess we found oi.

He asked me all sorts of questions, too, We shall sleep downstairs to-night, and
and pretended to be very loving and kind. take the boat home to-morrow.

As if | couldnt see through him! I quite enjoy the room, now it is bare

Still, 1 don't wonder he acts so, sleeping again.
under this papeof three months. How those children did tear about here!



This bedstead is fairly gnawed!

But | must get to work.

| have locked the door and thrown the
key down into the front path.

| don't wanto go out, and don't want to
have anybdy come in, tl John comes.

| want to astoish him,

I've got arope up here thaven Jennie
did not find. If that woman does get out, and
tries to get away, | can tierhe

But | forgot | could not reach favithout
anything to stand on!

This bed will not move!

| tried to lift and push it until | was lame,
and then | got so angnpit off a little piece at
one corner -- but it hurt my teeth.

Then | peelé off all the papel could
reach standingn the floor. tIsticks horribly

and the pattern just enjoys it! All those strangledhe had to go and see, and he got it of course, and

heads and bulbous eyes and waddling fungus
growths just shriek with derision!

| am getting angrgnough to do
something desperate. To jump out of the
window would be admirable exercise, but the
barsare Do grong even  try.

Besides | wouldn't do it. Of course not.
| know well emugh that a stepkié that is
improper and might be misconstrued.

| don't like tolook out of the windows
even -- there are so many of those iregp
women, and thegreep so fast.

| wonder if they all come out of that
wall-paper as | did?

But | am secely fasteed now by my
well-hidden rope -- you don't get me out in the
road there !

| suppose | shall have to get back behind

smooch around the&all, so | canot lose my
way.

Why there's John at the door!

It is no use, gung man, Qu 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 | in the gentlest voice,
"the key is down by the front steps, under
plantain leaf!"

That silenced himotr a few moments.

Then he said -- very quietly indke
"Open the door, my darling!"

"l can't," said I. The key is down by the
front door under a plantain leaf!"

And then | saidt again, sevat times,
very gently and slow|yand said it so often that

came in. He stopped short by the door.

"What is the matter?" he cried. "For
God's sake, what are you doing!"

| kept on creping just the sae but |
looked at him over my shoulder.

"I've got out at last,” said 'Tin 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 rigf across myath by the wail,
so that | had to creep over him every time!

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 | please!

| don't want to go outside. | won't, even
if Jennie asks me to.

For outside you have to creep on the
ground, and everything is green inste
yellow.

But here | can creep smootldg the
floor, and my shoulder just fits in that long
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Many and many a rdar has asked
that. When the story first came out, in New
England Magazin@about 1891, a Boston
physician made protest irhe Transcript
Such a storpught not to be witen, he said; it
was enough to drive anyone mad to read it.

Another physician, in Kansas | think,
wrote to say that it was the best description of
incipient insanity he had ever seen, and --
beggng nmy padon - hadl been thee?

Now the storyof the storyis this:

For many yearsduffered from a severe
and continuous neous breakdown teling to
melancholia -- and beyond. During about the
third yearof this trouble Wwent, in devout ith
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 meome 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 iYed. This was in
1887.

| went home amh obeyed thee
directions for sme three monthsnd came so
near the bordéne of utter mentauin that |
could see over.

Then, using the remnants of
intelligence that remained, and helped by a
wise friend, | cast the noted specialist's advice
to the winds and went to work again -- work,
the normal life okvery huma 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, | wrolde Yellow
Wallpaper with its embellishments and
additions, to carry out the ideal (I nevedha
hallucinations or objections to my mural

decorations) and sent a copy to thesitigin
who so nearly drove me mad. He never
acknowledgedt.

The little book is vimed by aliaists
and as a good specimen of one kind of
literature. It has, to my knowledge, sdwme
woman from a similar fate -- so terrifying her
family that bey let heout into normal actity
and she recovered.

But the best result is this. Many years
later | was told that the great specialist had
admitted to friends of his that he had altered
his treatnent of neurathenia ance readingrhe
Yellow Wallpaper

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



