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CHAPTER OVERVIEW

1: The Yellow Wallpaper by Charlotte Perkins Gilman--Close Reading

In this project, students will learn how to critically analyze word choice, sentence structure, and tone through analysis of a passage
of "The Yellow Wallpaper" by Charlotte Perkins Gilman. Their final project will be a 500-word essay arguing what stylistic
techniques Gilman uses in the passage and how they connect to the purpose of the passage.

"The Yellow Wallpaper" is a short story narrated by a young mother who is driven to madness by her confinement in a room with
barred windows and peeling yellow wallpaper. The story serves as a critique of women's suppression as "Angels of the House" in
the 19th and early 20th century, exemplified by the narrator's stifled creativity and use of writing as a rebellion against her
confinement. "The Yellow Wallpaper" also examines themes of mental illness and the relationship between mental health struggles
and women's treatment by the medical establishment, embodied by the narrator's physician husband.

1.1: The Yellow Wallpaper by Charlotte Perkins Gilman--Reading
1.2: The Yellow Wallpaper--Classroom Activity
1.3: The Yellow Wallpaper--Assignment

This page titled 1: The Yellow Wallpaper by Charlotte Perkins Gilman--Close Reading is shared under a CC BY-NC-SA 4.0 license and was
authored, remixed, and/or curated by Alisa Allkins.
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1.1: The Yellow Wallpaper by Charlotte Perkins Gilman--Reading

Charlotte Perkins Gilman, The Yellow Wallpaper (1899)

You can download a Word document of this story at the bottom of the page.

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.
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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 T 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! T 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.
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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 1 get really well, John says we will ask
Cousin Henry and Julia down for a long visit; but he says he would as soon put fireworks in my pillow-case as to let me have those
stimulating people about now.

I wish I could get well faster.
But I must not think about that. This paper looks to me as if it knew what a vicious influence it had!
There is a recurrent spot where the pattern lolls like a broken neck and two bulbous eyes stare at you upside down.

I get positively angry with the impertinence of it and the everlastingness. Up and down and sideways they crawl, and those absurd,
unblinking eyes are everywhere There is one place where two breaths didn't match, and the eyes go all up and down the line, one a
little higher than the other.

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

I remember what a kindly wink the knobs of our big, old bureau used to have, and there was one chair that always seemed like a
strong friend.

I used to feel that if any of the other things looked too fierce I could always hop into that chair and be safe.

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

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

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.
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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 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
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can almost fancy radiation after all,--the interminable grotesques seem to form around a common centre and rush off in headlong
plunges of equal distraction.

It makes me tired to follow it. I will take a nap I guess.

I don't know why I should write this.

I don't want to.

I don't feel able. And I know John would think it absurd. But I must say what I feel and think in some way--it is such a relief!
But the effort is getting to be greater than the relief.

Half the time now I am awfully lazy, and lie down ever so much.

John says I mustn't lose my strength, and has me take cod liver oil and lots of tonics and things, to say nothing of ale and wine and
rare meat.

Dear John! He loves me very dearly, and hates to have me sick. I tried to have a real earnest reasonable talk with him the other day,
and tell him how I wish he would let me go and make a visit to Cousin Henry and Julia.

But he said I wasn't able to go, nor able to stand it after I got there; and I did not make out a very good case for myself, for I was
crying before I had finished.

It is getting to be a great effort for me to think straight. Just this nervous weakness I suppose.
And dear John gathered me up in his arms, and just carried me upstairs and laid me on the bed, and sat by me and read to me till it
tired my head.

He said I was his darling and his comfort and all he had, and that T 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--1 begin to think--I wish
John would take me away from here!

It is so hard to talk with John about my case, because he is so wise, and because he loves me so.

But I tried it last night.

It was moonlight. The moon shines in all around just as the sun does.

I hate to see it sometimes, it creeps so slowly, and always comes in by one window or another.

John was asleep and I hated to waken him, so I kept still and watched the moonlight on that undulating wall-paper till I felt creepy.
The faint figure behind seemed to shake the pattern, just as if she wanted to get out.

I got up softly and went to feel and see if the paper did move, and when I came back John was awake.
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"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, candlelight, lamplight, and worst of all by moonlight, it becomes bars! The outside pattern
I mean, and the woman behind it is as plain as can be.

I didn't realize for a long time what the thing was that showed behind, that dim sub-pattern, but now I am quite sure it is a woman.
By daylight she is subdued, quiet. I fancy it is the pattern that keeps her so still. It is so puzzling. It keeps me quiet by the hour.
I lie down ever so much now. John says it is good for me, and to sleep all I can.

Indeed he started the habit by making me lie down for an hour after each meal.
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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 T 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.
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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!
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He asked me all sorts of questions, too, and pretended to be very loving and kind.

As if T couldn't see through him!

Still, T 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 paper 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.
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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 T said it again, several times, very gently and slowly, and said it so often that he had to go and see, and he got it of course,
and came in. He stopped short by the door.

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

I kept on creeping just the same, but I looked at him over my shoulder.

"I've got out at last," said I, "in spite of you and Jane. And I've pulled off most of the paper, so you can't put me back!"

Now why should that man have fainted? But he did, and right across my path by the wall, so that I had to creep over him every
time!

Charlotte Perkins Gilman, The Yellow Wallpaper, first published 1899 by Small & Maynard, Boston, MA.
http://www.library.csi.cuny.edu/dept/history/lavender/wallpaper.html

This page titled 1.1: The Yellow Wallpaper by Charlotte Perkins Gilman--Reading is shared under a CC BY-NC-SA 4.0 license and was authored,
remixed, and/or curated by Alisa Allkins, City Colleges of Chicago.
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1.2: The Yellow Wallpaper--Classroom Activity

Close Reading Annotations “The Yellow Wallpaper”

In groups of 2-3, highlight or underline important word choice, sentence structure, and/or tone in this passage. For each
word or phrase identified, write an interpretation of it. What stands out in this word or phrase? What does it tell the
audience about the narrator's state of mind? What type of literary strategy is being used in this word/phrase? How does it
connect thematically with the story? You should have at least 5 annotations (words identified and explanations).

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.

This page titled 1.2: The Yellow Wallpaper--Classroom Activity is shared under a CC BY-NC-SA 4.0 license and was authored, remixed, and/or
curated by Alisa Allkins, City Colleges of Chicago.
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1.3: The Yellow Wallpaper--Assignment

Close Reading Essay (500 words)
120 Total Points

Rationale:

When writing any piece of text, authors make choices about what words they use, what tone they take, and oftentimes, what patterns of
language they use, in order to convey meaning. Close reading allows a reader to make connections between those choices and the
overall purpose of a text, giving the reader a deeper understanding of a piece of writing.

Analyzing writing on the level of word choice, style, and other features, is an essential skill when doing a rhetorical analysis, so see
this paper as a stepping-stone to our next paper. Attend closely to every word and phrase, paying particular attention as well to the way
the language is used and the tone the author is using to convey this message.

Your completion of this assignment will demonstrate your achievement of the following ENG 101 SLOs:
Process
1. Engage in a recursive process of prewriting, drafting, revising, editing, and proofreading

2. Engage in a reflective process of evaluating their own drafts and those of others

Purpose and Audience
3. Employ a voice, style, and tone appropriate to the topic selected and the rhetorical situation

4. Direct an argument or explanation to the designated audience

Organization and Development

5. Establish a clear framework of essay and paragraph organization appropriate to the writing task and the thesis
6. Employ rhetorical strategies consistent with the purpose of the writing task
7. Integrate students’ own ideas with those of others, using an appropriate documentation style (i.e., MLA or APA)

8. Incorporate reasoning and explanations appropriate to the thesis and its supporting claims

Mechanics

9. Revise work to enhance coherence and clarity while communicating with relevant discourse communities

Critical Thinking / Reading

10. Summarize, analyze, and evaluate the arguments, counterarguments, and evidence in the writing of others

For this paper, you will choose from a set of passages from the short story “The Yellow Wall-Paper” by Charlotte Perkins Gilman to
close read. This means, you will take one particular passage (options provided below) and close read it carefully, analyzing the passage
on a word, sentence, and paragraph level. You will look closely at such features as style of the sentences (long? Short? One-word?
Stream of consciousness?), tone, and language use. You will also explain how the close reading tells the reader something about the
essay as a whole. How does this passage illuminate Gilman’s purpose? What is the reader supposed to understand about the narrator or
story of “The Yellow Wall-Paper” through these methods? The answer to this question will be your thesis statement.

As you conduct your close reading, consider the thematic elements of women's social situation at the beginning of the 20th century as
well as the examination of mental illness in the story. How does the writing style of the narrator reflect her frustrations around her
position as patient to her physician husband? How does her identity as a woman impact her treatment and the behaviors of other
characters? How is the narrator's mental illness reflected in the imagery presented in the passages as well as the writing style of the
author?
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Close Reading Passage Options:

e Pg 1, “A colonial mansion...” to “And what can one do?”

o Pg 2, “So I take phosphates or phosphites...” to “so I will let it alone and talk about the house.”
e Pg 3, “Then he took me in his arms...” to “So I try.”

e Pg 4, “I’m getting really fond of the room...” to “...or anything else that I have ever heard of.”
e Pg 3, “I wish I could get well faster...” to “...I could always hop into that chair and be safe.”

Audience:

The audience for this close reading is a person who is not familiar with “The Yellow Wall-Paper,” which means you will need to
provide all essential information about the text, including a short summary of the story and information about your passage.

Purpose:

The goal of this close reading is to identify and analyze types of stylistic choices the author makes to convey or emphasize the purpose
of their writing. The thesis statement will identify the stylistic choices in the particular passage, while the body paragraphs will
develop an analysis of the techniques using examples (quotes) from the passage and interpretation (provided by the student).

Writing Process Assignments and Point Values:

Annotations-10 pts

Rough Draft (500 words)-10 pts

Final Draft (500-750 words)-100 pts

Final Draft Rubric:
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Content Development
(60 pts)
Score/Comments:

Integration of
Quotations and
Examples (Q & E’s)
(20 pts)
Score/Comments:

Organization (15 pts)
Score/Comments:

Spelling/ Grammar
/MLA Format (5 pts)
Score/Comments:

A-Range Paper

Introduces title,
author, and passage in
first half of intro para.
Thesis

clear,

statement is
detailed,
provides specific
features of the text to

and

be analyzed (types of
word choice, tone,
etc).

Each  body

explicitly contributes

para.

to the development of
the through
identification of

thesis

features and analysis.

Each body para.
includes appropriate
Q&E’s.

Q & E’s are properly
integrated
(introduced, then
analyzed)

Clear introduction,

unique body para.,
clear conclusion.

Body para. include a
topic sentence and

focus on one
idea/concept at a

time.

Almost entirely free
of spelling/grammar
erTOorS.

Correct formatting.

B-Range Paper

Introduces title,
author, and passage in
first half of intro para.
Thesis
clear

statement is
and provides
specific features of the
text to be analyzed
(types of word choice,
tone, etc) but may lack
detail.
Most  body
explicitly contribute to
the development of
the through
identification of
features and analysis.

para.

thesis

Most  body
include appropriate Q
& E’s..

Q & E’s are properly
integrated (introduced,
then analyzed).

para.

Clear
unique

introduction,
body para.,
clear conclusion.

Body para. typically
include a topic
sentence and focus on
one idea/concept at a

time.

Some minor
spelling/grammar
errors.

Minor formatting
issues.

C-Range Paper

May
introduce

improperly
title,
author, and/or
passage in the intro
para.
Thesis statement is
present  but
include only generic
close reading
categories rather
than specific
features of the text

may

to be analyzed.
Some body para.
explicitly contribute

to development of

thesis through
identification of
features and
analysis.

Body para. often

omit Q & E’s, or

include  irrelevant
materials.

Q and E’s appear
without proper
introduction and/or
analysis.

Sentences
throughout
occasionally appear
out of place or are
extraneous to
argument.

Some body para.
include topic
sentences.

Several
spelling/grammar
errors throughout.
Generally incorrect
formatting.

D-F Range Paper

May fail to introduce

title, author, and/or
passage in the intro
para.

Thesis statement fails
to identify or provide
points of analysis.

Most body paragraphs
do
materially to
development of thesis.
hardly
moments of

not contribute

Includes any
analysis/explanation of
argument.

Most body para. omit Q
& E’s, or include
irrelevant materials.

Q & E’s appear without
proper
and/or analysis.

introduction

Several sentences
appear out of place or
are  extraneous  to
argument.

Unclear organizational

pattern.

Several
spelling/grammar errors
throughout, inhibiting
comprehension.
Incorrect formatting.

No Credit

Submitted
assignment  is
not a close
reading, or close
reads an
inappropriate

document.

Document
entirely omits Q
and E’s.

No  detectable
organization
pattern.

No attempt at
MLA formatting
detected.

This page titled 1.3: The Yellow Wallpaper--Assignment is shared under a CC BY-NC-SA 4.0 license and was authored, remixed, and/or curated by

Alisa Allkins, City Colleges of Chicago.
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CHAPTER OVERVIEW

2: Desiree's Baby-- Timed Argument

This essay will be a timed argument in response to a short story
"Desiree's Baby" by Kate Chopin. This activity will help
students practice the skills of brainstorming, drafting, revising,
and editing in a timed environment to prepare them for the end
of semester Exit Exam.

"Desiree's Baby" is a story examining anxieties and conflict
around racial identity in the early 20th century. The titular
character, adopted as a foundling child, has recently given birth.
A story that starts out with a romantic view of Desiree's
marriage and the birth of her child darkens as her mother, her
husband, and herself begin to suspect that her child's skin hints
at Black ancestry. This emotional conflict, played out through

dramatic dialogue and description, reaches a crescendo and
shocking conclusion. The story's themes explore not only racial
identity, but the "responsibility" of reproduction placed on
women in the early 20th century.

2.1: Desiree's Baby by Kate Chopin-- Reading
2.2: Desiree's Baby-- Classroom Activity
2.3: Desiree's Baby-- Assignment

This page titled 2: Desiree's Baby-- Timed Argument is shared under a
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2.1: Desiree's Baby by Kate Chopin-- Reading

Desiree's Baby, by Kate Chopin (1893)

As the day was pleasant, Madame Valmonde drove over to
L'Abri to see Desiree and the baby.

It made her laugh to think of Desiree with a baby. Why, it
seemed but yesterday that Desiree was little more than a baby
herself; when Monsieur in riding through the gateway of
Valmonde had found her lying asleep in the shadow of the big
stone pillar.

The little one awoke in his arms and began to cry for "Dada."
That was as much as she could do or say. Some people thought
she might have strayed there of her own accord, for she was of
the toddling age. The prevailing belief was that she had been
purposely left by a party of Texans, whose canvas-covered
wagon, late in the day, had crossed the ferry that Coton Mais
kept, just below the plantation. In time Madame Valmonde
abandoned every speculation but the one that Desiree had been
sent to her by a beneficent Providence to be the child of her
affection, seeing that she was without child of the flesh. For the
girl grew to be beautiful and gentle, affectionate and sincere -
the idol of Valmonde.

It was no wonder, when she stood one day against the stone
pillar in whose shadow she had lain asleep, eighteen years
before, that Armand Aubigny riding by and seeing her there, had
fallen in love with her. That was the way all the Aubignys fell in
love, as if struck by a pistol shot. The wonder was that he had
not loved her before; for he had known her since his father
brought him home from Paris, a boy of eight, after his mother
died there. The passion that awoke in him that day, when he saw
her at the gate, swept along like an avalanche, or like a prairie
fire, or like anything that drives headlong over all obstacles.

Monsieur Valmonde grew practical and wanted things well
considered: that is, the girl's obscure origin. Armand looked into
her eyes and did not care. He was reminded that she was
nameless. What did it matter about a name when he could give
her one of the oldest and proudest in Louisiana? He ordered the
corbeille from Paris, and contained himself with what patience
he could until it arrived; then they were married.

Madame Valmonde had not seen Desiree and the baby for four
weeks. When she reached L'Abri she shuddered at the first sight
of it, as she always did. It was a sad looking place, which for
many years had not known the gentle presence of a mistress, old
Monsieur Aubigny having married and buried his wife in
France, and she having loved her own land too well ever to
leave it. The roof came down steep and black like a cowl,
reaching out beyond the wide galleries that encircled the yellow

stuccoed house. Big, solemn oaks grew close to it, and their
thick-leaved, far-reaching branches shadowed it like a pall.
Young Aubigny's rule was a strict one, too, and under it his
negroes had forgotten how to be gay, as they had been during
the old master's easy-going and indulgent lifetime.

The young mother was recovering slowly, and lay full length, in
her soft white muslins and laces, upon a couch. The baby was
beside her, upon her arm, where he had fallen asleep, at her
breast. The yellow nurse woman sat beside a window fanning
herself.

Madame Valmonde bent her portly figure over Desiree and
kissed her, holding her an instant tenderly in her arms. Then she
turned to the child.

"This is not the baby!" she exclaimed, in startled tones. French
was the language spoken at Valmonde in those days.

"I knew you would be astonished," laughed Desiree, "at the way
he has grown. The little cochon de lait! Look at his legs,
mamma, and his hands and fingernails - real fingernails.
Zandrine had to cut them this morning. Isn't it true, Zandrine?"

The woman bowed her turbaned head majestically, "Mais si,
Madame."

"And the way he cries," went on Desiree, "is deafening. Armand
heard him the other day as far away as La Blanche's cabin."

Madame Valmonde had never removed her eyes from the child.
She lifted it and walked with it over to the window that was
lightest. She scanned the baby narrowly, then looked as
searchingly at Zandrine, whose face was turned to gaze across
the fields.

"Yes, the child has grown, has changed,” said Madame
Valmonde, slowly, as she replaced it beside its mother. "What
does Armand say?"

Desiree's face became suffused with a glow that was happiness
itself.

"Oh, Armand is the proudest father in the parish, I believe,
chiefly because it is a boy, to bear his name; though he says not
- that he would have loved a girl as well. But I know it isn't true.
I know he says that to please me. And mamma," she added,
drawing Madame Valmonde's head down to her, and speaking in
a whisper, "he hasn't punished one of them - not one of them -
since baby is born. Even Negrillon, who pretended to have burnt
his leg that he might rest from work - he only laughed, and said
Negrillon was a great scamp. Oh, mamma, I'm so happy; it
frightens me."
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What Desiree said was true. Marriage, and later the birth of his
son had softened Armand Aubigny's imperious and exacting
nature greatly. This was what made the gentle Desiree so happy,
for she loved him desperately. When he frowned she trembled,
but loved him. When he smiled, she asked no greater blessing of
God. But Armand's dark, handsome face had not often been
disfigured by frowns since the day he fell in love with her.

When the baby was about three months old, Desiree awoke one
day to the conviction that there was something in the air
menacing her peace. It was at first too subtle to grasp. It had
only been a disquieting suggestion; an air of mystery among the
blacks; unexpected visits from far-off neighbors who could
hardly account for their coming. Then a strange, an awful
change in her husband's manner, which she dared not ask him to
explain. When he spoke to her, it was with averted eyes, from
which the old love-light seemed to have gone out. He absented
himself from home; and when there, avoided her presence and
that of her child, without excuse. And the very spirit of Satan
seemed suddenly to take hold of him in his dealings with the
slaves. Desiree was miserable enough to die.

She sat in her room, one hot afternoon, in her peignoir, listlessly
drawing through her fingers the strands of her long, silky brown
hair that hung about her shoulders. The baby, half naked, lay
asleep upon her own great mahogany bed, that was like a
sumptuous throne, with its satin-lined half-canopy. One of La
Blanche's little quadroon boys - half naked too - stood fanning
the child slowly with a fan of peacock feathers. Desiree's eyes
had been fixed absently and sadly upon the baby, while she was
striving to penetrate the threatening mist that she felt closing
about her. She looked from her child to the boy who stood
beside him, and back again; over and over. "Ah!" It was a cry
that she could not help; which she was not conscious of having
uttered. The blood turned like ice in her veins, and a clammy
moisture gathered upon her face.

She tried to speak to the little quadroon boy; but no sound
would come, at first. When he heard his name uttered, he looked
up, and his mistress was pointing to the door. He laid aside the
great, soft fan, and obediently stole away, over the polished
floor, on his bare tiptoes.

She stayed motionless, with gaze riveted upon her child, and her
face the picture of fright.

Presently her husband entered the room, and without noticing
her, went to a table and began to search among some papers
which covered it.

"Armand," she called to him, in a voice which must have
stabbed him, if he was human. But he did not notice. "Armand,"
she said again. Then she rose and tottered towards him.

"Armand," she panted once more, clutching his arm, "look at
our child. What does it mean? Tell me."

He coldly but gently loosened her fingers from about his arm
and thrust the hand away from him. "Tell me what it means!"
she cried despairingly.

"It means," he answered lightly, "that the child is not white; it
means that you are not white."

A quick conception of all that this accusation meant for her
nerved her with unwonted courage to deny it. "It is a lie; it is not
true, I am white! Look at my hair, it is brown; and my eyes are
gray, Armand, you know they are gray. And my skin is fair,"
seizing his wrist. "Look at my hand; whiter than yours,
Armand," she laughed hysterically.

"As white as La Blanche's," he returned cruelly; and went away
leaving her alone with their child.

When she could hold a pen in her hand, she sent a despairing
letter to Madame Valmonde.

"My mother, they tell me I am not white. Armand has told me I
am not white. For God's sake tell them it is not true. You must
know it is not true. I shall die. I must die. I cannot be so
unhappy, and live."

The answer that came was brief:

"My own Desiree: Come home to Valmonde; back to your
mother who loves you. Come with your child."

When the letter reached Desiree she went with it to her
husband's study, and laid it open upon the desk before which he
sat. She was like a stone image: silent, white, motionless after
she placed it there.

In silence he ran his cold eyes over the written words.

He said nothing. "Shall T go, Armand?" she asked in tones sharp
with agonized suspense.

"Yes, go."
"Do you want me to go?"
"Yes, I want you to go."

He thought Almighty God had dealt cruelly and unjustly with
him; and felt, somehow, that he was paying Him back in kind
when he stabbed thus into his wife's soul. Moreover he no
longer loved her, because of the unconscious injury she had
brought upon his home and his name.

She turned away like one stunned by a blow, and walked slowly
towards the door, hoping he would call her back.

"Good-by, Armand," she moaned.

He did not answer her. That was his last blow at fate.
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Desiree went in search of her child. Zandrine was pacing the
sombre gallery with it. She took the little one from the nurse's
arms with no word of explanation, and descending the steps,
walked away, under the live-oak branches.

It was an October afternoon; the sun was just sinking. Out in the
still fields the negroes were picking cotton.

Desiree had not changed the thin white garment nor the slippers
which she wore. Her hair was uncovered and the sun's rays
brought a golden gleam from its brown meshes. She did not take
the broad, beaten road which led to the far-off plantation of
Valmonde. She walked across a deserted field, where the stubble
bruised her tender feet, so delicately shod, and tore her thin
gown to shreds.

She disappeared among the reeds and willows that grew thick
along the banks of the deep, sluggish bayou; and she did not
come back again.

Some weeks later there was a curious scene enacted at L'Abri.
In the centre of the smoothly swept back yard was a great

bonfire. Armand Aubigny sat in the wide hallway that

commanded a view of the spectacle; and it was he who dealt out
to a half dozen negroes the material which kept this fire ablaze.

A graceful cradle of willow, with all its dainty furnishings, was
laid upon the pyre, which had already been fed with the richness
of a priceless layette. Then there were silk gowns, and velvet
and satin ones added to these; laces, too, and embroideries;
bonnets and gloves; for the corbeille had been of rare quality.

The last thing to go was a tiny bundle of letters; innocent little
scribblings that Desiree had sent to him during the days of their
espousal. There was the remnant of one back in the drawer from
which he took them. But it was not Desiree's; it was part of an
old letter from his mother to his father. He read it. She was
thanking God for the blessing of her husband's love:--

"But above all," she wrote, "night and day, I thank the good God
for having so arranged our lives that our dear Armand will never
know that his mother, who adores him, belongs to the race that
is cursed with the brand of slavery."

This page titled 2.1: Desiree's Baby by Kate Chopin-- Reading is
shared under a CC BY-NC-SA 4.0 license and was authored, remixed,
and/or curated by Alisa Allkins, City Colleges of Chicago.
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2.2: Desiree's Baby-- Classroom Activity

Discussion, “Desiree’s Baby”

The short story “Desiree’s Baby,” on its surface (at least
initially) is a romantic story set in Louisiana that quickly
becomes a tragedy as it is slowly revealed that the baby (and
possibly Desiree herself) come from Black ancestry. Hidden
beneath its gentile language and romantic narrative is an
ugliness about identity and gender that lead to a horrific end for
Desiree and her child.

Spend about 15 minutes writing down your answer to one of the
following questions:

1. How does Desiree’s position as a woman and mother of the
child
“responsibility” for the baby’s (perceived) racial identity?

impact other characters’ perceptions of her

2. How does the end of the story change our perspective about
it?
3. What do you think happened to Desiree and the baby at the

end? How does this mirror (or not mirror) the way Desiree was
initially discovered and adopted?

4. How is racial identity discussed within the text?

Each response should include at least one quote to provide
evidence for your claim. In small groups, discuss your answers.
We will come together as a large group to discuss our answers

This page titled 2.2: Desiree's Baby-- Classroom Activity is shared
under a CC BY-NC-SA 4.0 license and was authored, remixed, and/or
curated by Alisa Allkins, City Colleges of Chicago.
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2.3: Desiree's Baby-- Assignment

Timed Argument Essay: “Desiree’s Baby” (500 words minimum)
50 points

Rationale:

To practice the skill of developing an argument essay on a topic in a timed setting, we will be
writing about the short story “Desiree’s Baby.” In the 3-hour period allotted, you will draft an
outline, produce a thesis statement, and write a well-organized essay with an introduction,
multiple body paragraphs, and a conclusion. Your essay must engage with the short story
throughout the essay in order to be successful.

Your completion of this assignment will demonstrate your fulfillment of the

following English 101 course learning outcomes:

« Engage in a recursive process of prewriting, drafting, revising, editing, and proofreading

« Employ a voice, style, and tone appropriate to the topic selected and the rhetorical situation

« Direct an argument or explanation to the designated audience

Establish a clear framework of essay and paragraph organization appropriate to the writing

task and the thesis

o Employ rhetorical strategies consistent with the purpose of the writing task

Integrate students’ own ideas with those of others, using an appropriate documentation style

(i.e., MLA or APA)

Incorporate reasoning and explanations appropriate to the thesis and its supporting claims

« Revise work to enhance coherence and clarity while communicating with relevant discourse
communities

Assignment:

For this paper, you will answer the following prompt about the short story “Desiree’s Baby”:

Who or what is the ultimate antagonist in the short story “Desiree’s Baby"?

Provide textual evidence as well as discussion about the thematic issues that are present in the
short story.

Audience:

The audience for this argument essay is a person who is not familiar with the short story
“Desiree’s Baby.” This means you will need to provide all essential information about the text so
that the audience will understand what you’re writing about, as well as a short (1-3 sentence)
summary of the story in the introduction of the essay.

Purpose:

The goal of this argument paper is to develop an argument in response to the prompt provided.
There should be a clear argumentative thesis and multiple body paragraphs with textual evidence
from the short story that supports the argument.

Writing Process Assignments and Point Values:

In Class Discussion—10 points

Final Draft—40 points

Score

Focus

Organization

Development
and Quality
of Ideas

Engagement
with Article

Writing
Fluency

English 101 Exit Exam Rubric

High Pass
(7 or 6+, A)

Subject is well defined; thesis is clear and
thoughtful with some insight and
originality.  Clear points  are
sustained throughout the essay with an
effective opening and closing.

main

Essay is organized logically and
effectively to achieve its goal; effective,
seamless transitions and purposeful use of

paragraphing guide the reader.

Thesis is fully explained and well
developed with excellent details and
examples.

The essay demonstrates
critical, original thought.

outstanding

Engagement with the article is effective
and appropriate and demonstrates a
thorough  and  possibly
understanding of the article. Boundaries
between the student's thoughts and the
article are clear.

nuanced

Evidence is contextualized and integrated
with signal phrases or clear transitions.

Conventions of Standard English are
consistently applied with few to no
surface errors.
AND

Utilizes a voice, tone and level of
formality appropriate to an academic
audience and effective for meeting the
goal of the specific writing task.

Pass
(6or6-,BorC)

Subject is well defined; thesis is clear;
main points are sustained throughout
the essay; opening and closing are
consistent.

Overall structure of the essay is clear;
ideas are logically related and generally
easy to follow due to appropriate
paragraphing and use of transitions.

Thesis is adequately explained and
fairly well developed through multiple
body  paragraphs that include
appropriate details and examples.

The essay demonstrates an attempt at
critical original thought
analysis.

or careful

Engagement with the article is adequate
and demonstrates a clear understanding
of the article.
Boundaries between the student’s
thoughts and the article are usually
clear.
Evidence is
integration/

transitions.

presented  with
signal phrases or

some

Conventions of Standard English are
consistently applied (may be some
exceptions as long as they do not
interfere with coherence, clarity, or
readability).

AND

Sentence structure is generally clear and
effective (may be some exceptions as

AND long as they do not interfere with
Demonstrates mastery of prose writing coherence, clarity, or readability).
though the wuse of varied sentence AND

structures,  precise  vocabulary, and Generally utilizes a voice, tone and

effective use of rhetorical tools (e.g.,
figurative language).

level of formality appropriate to an
academic audience.

This page titled 2.3: Desiree's Baby-- Assignment is shared under a CC BY-NC-SA 4.0 license and was
authored, remixed, and/or curated by Alisa Allkins.
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3.1: In a Grove-- Reading

The Testimony of a Woodcutter, Questioned by a
High Police Commissioner

Yes, sir. Certainly, it was I who found the body. This morning,
as usual, I went to cut my daily quota of cedars, when I found
the body in a grove in a hollow in the mountains. The exact
location? About 150 meters off the Yamashina stage road. It's an
out-of-the-way grove of bamboo and cedars.

The body was lying flat on its back dressed in a bluish silk
kimono and a wrinkled headdress of the Kyoto style. A single
sword-stroke had pierced the breast. The fallen bamboo-blades
around it were stained with bloody blossoms. No, the blood was
no longer running. The wound had dried up, I believe. And also,
a gad-fly was stuck fast there, hardly noticing my footsteps.

You ask me if I saw a sword or any such thing?

No, nothing, sir. I found only a rope at the root of a cedar
nearby. And . . . well, in addition to a rope, I found a comb. That
was all. Apparently he must have made a battle of it before he
was murdered, because the grass and fallen bamboo-blades had
been trampled down all around.

"A horse was near by?"

No, sir. It's hard enough for a man to enter, let alone a horse.

The Testimony of a Traveling Buddhist Priest,
Questioned by a High Police Commissioner

The time? Certainly, it was about noon yesterday, sir. The
unfortunate man was on the road from Sekiyama to Yamashina.
He was walking toward Sekiyama with a woman accompanying
him on horseback, who I have since learned was his wife. A
scarf hanging from her head hid her face from view. All T saw
was the color of her clothes, a lilac-colored suit. Her horse was
a sorrel with a fine mane. The lady's height? Oh, about four feet
five inches. Since I am a Buddhist priest, I took little notice
about her details. Well, the man was armed with a sword as well
as a bow and arrows. And I remember that he carried some
twenty odd arrows in his quiver.

Little did I expect that he would meet such a fate. Truly human
life is as evanescent as the morning dew or a flash of lightning.
My words are inadequate to express my sympathy for him.

The Testimony of a Policeman, Questioned by a
High Police Commissioner

The man that I arrested? He is a notorious brigand called
Tajomaru. When I arrested him, he had fallen off his horse. He
was groaning on the bridge at Awataguchi. The time? It was in
the early hours of last night. For the record, I might say that the

other day I tried to arrest him, but unfortunately he escaped. He
was wearing a dark blue silk kimono and a large plain sword.
And, as you see, he got a bow and arrows somewhere. You say
that this bow and these arrows look like the ones owned by the
dead man? Then Tajomaru must be the murderer. The bow
wound with leather strips, the black lacquered quiver, the
seventeen arrows with hawk feathers—these were all in his
possession I believe. Yes, Sir, the horse is, as you say, a sorrel
with a fine mane. A little beyond the stone bridge I found the
horse grazing by the roadside, with his long rein dangling.
Surely there is some providence in his having been thrown by
the horse.

Of all the robbers prowling around Kyoto, this Tajomaru has
given the most grief to the women in town. Last autumn a wife
who came to the mountain back of the Pindora of the Toribe
Temple, presumably to pay a visit, was murdered, along with a
girl. It has been suspected that it was his doing. If this criminal
murdered the man, you cannot tell what he may have done with
the man's wife. May it please your honor to look into this
problem as well.

The Testimony of an Old Woman, Questioned by
a High Police Commissioner

Yes, sir, that corpse is the man who married my daughter. He
does not come from Kyoto. He was a samurai in the town of
Kokufu in the province of Wakasa. His name was Kanazawa no
Takehiko, and his age was twenty-six. He was of a gentle
disposition, so I am sure he did nothing to provoke the anger of
others.

My daughter? Her name is Masago, and her age is nineteen. She
is a spirited, fun-loving girl, but T am sure she has never known
any man except Takehiko. She has a small, oval, dark-
complected face with a mole at the corner of her left eye.

Yesterday Takehiko left for Wakasa with my daughter. What bad
luck it is that things should have come to such a sad end! What
has become of my daughter? I am resigned to giving up my son-
in-law as lost, but the fate of my daughter worries me sick. For
heaven's sake leave no stone unturned to find her. I hate that
robber Tajomaru, or whatever his name is. Not only my son-in-
law, but my daughter...(Her later words were drowned in tears.)

Tajomaru's Confession

I killed him, but not her. Where's she gone? I can't tell. Oh, wait
a minute. No torture can make me confess what I don't know.
Now things have come to such a head, I won't keep anything
from you.
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Yesterday a little past noon I met that couple. Just then a puff of
wind blew, and raised her hanging scarf, so that I caught a
glimpse of her face. Instantly it was again covered from my
view. That may have been one reason; she looked like a
Bodhisattva. At that moment I made up my mind to capture her
even if I had to kill her man.

Why? To me killing isn't a matter of such great consequence as
you might think. When a woman is captured, her man has to be
killed anyway. In killing, I use the sword I wear at my side. Am
I the only one who kills people? You, you don't use your swords.
You kill people with your power, with your money. Sometimes
you kill them on the pretext of working for their good. It's true
they don't bleed. They are in the best of health, but all the same
you've killed them. It's hard to say who is a greater sinner, you
or me. (An ironical smile.)

But it would be good if I could capture a woman without killing
her man. So, I made up my mind to capture her, and do my best
not to kill him. But it's out of the question on the Yamashina
stage road. So I managed to lure the couple into the mountains.

It was quite easy. I became their traveling companion, and I told
them there was an old mound in the mountain over there, and
that I had dug it open and found many mirrors and swords. I
went on to tell them I'd buried the things in a grove behind the
mountain, and that I'd like to sell them at a low price to anyone
who would care to have them. Then . . . you see, isn't greed
terrible? He was beginning to be moved by my talk before he
knew it. In less than half an hour they were driving their horse

toward the mountain with me.

When he came in front of the grove, I told them that the
treasures were buried in it, and I asked them to come and see.
The man had no objection—he was blinded by greed. The
woman said she would wait on horseback. It was natural for her
to say so, at the sight of a thick grove. To tell you the truth, my
plan worked just as I wished, so I went into the grove with him,
leaving her behind alone.

The grove is only bamboo for some distance. About fifty yards
ahead there's a rather open clump of cedars. It was a convenient
spot for my purpose. Pushing my way through the grove, I told
him a plausible lie that the treasures were buried under the
cedars. When I told him this, he pushed his laborious way
toward the slender cedar visible through the grove. After a while
the bamboo thinned out, and we came to where a number of
cedars grew in a row. As soon as we got there, I seized him from
behind. Because he was a trained, sword-bearing warrior, he
was quite strong, but he was taken by surprise, so there was no
help for him. I soon tied him up to the root of a cedar. Where
did T get a rope? Thank heaven, being a robber, I had a rope
with me, since I might have to scale a wall at any moment. Of

course it was easy to stop him from calling out by gagging his
mouth with fallen bamboo leaves.

When I disposed of him, I went to his woman and asked her to
come and see him, because he seemed to have been suddenly
taken sick. It's needless to say that this plan also worked well.
The woman, her sedge hat off, came into the depths of the
grove, where I led her by the hand. The instant she caught sight
of her husband, she drew a small sword. I've never seen a
woman of such violent temper. If I'd been off guard, I'd have got
a thrust in my side. I dodged, but she kept on slashing at me.
She might have wounded me deeply or killed me. But I'm
Tajomaru. I managed to strike down her small sword without
drawing my own. The most spirited woman is defenseless
without a weapon. At least I could satisfy my desire for her
without taking her husband's life.

Yes...without taking his life. I had no wish to kill him. I was
about to run away from the grove, leaving the woman behind in
tears, when she frantically clung to my arm. In broken
fragments of words, she asked that either her husband or I die.
She said it was more trying than death to have her shame known
to two men. She gasped out that she wanted to be the wife of
whichever survived. Then a furious desire to kill him seized me.
(Gloomy excitement.)

Telling you in this way, no doubt I seem a crueler man than you.
But that's because you didn't see her face. Especially her
burning eyes at that moment. As I saw her eye to eye, I wanted
to make her my wife even if I were to be struck by lightning. I
wanted to make her my wife...this single desire filled my mind.
This was not only lust, as you might think. At that time if I'd had
no other desire than lust, I'd surely not have minded knocking
her down and running away. Then I wouldn't have stained my
sword with his blood. But the moment I gazed at her face in the
dark grove, I decided not to leave there without killing him.

But I didn't like to resort to unfair means to kill him. I untied
him and told him to cross swords with me. (The rope that was
found at the root of the cedar is the rope I dropped at the time.)
Furious with anger, he drew histhick sword. And quick as
thought, he sprang at me ferociously, without speaking a word. I
needn't tell you how our fight turned out. The twenty-third
stroke...please remember this. I'm impressed with this fact still.
Nobody under the sun has ever clashed swords with me twenty
strokes. (A cheerful smile.)

When he fell, T turned toward her, lowering my bloodstained
sword. But to my great astonishment she was gone. I wondered
to where she had run away. I looked for her in the clump of
cedars. I listened, but heard only a groaning sound from the
throat of the dying man.
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As soon as we started to cross swords, she may have run away
through the grove to call for help. When I thought of that, I
decided it was a matter of life and death to me. So, robbing him
of his sword, and bow and arrows, I ran out to the mountain
road. There I found her horse still grazing quietly. It would be a
mere waste of words to tell you the later details, but before I
entered town I had already parted with the sword. That's all my
confession. I know that my head will be hung in chains anyway,
so put me down for the maximum penalty. (A defiant attitude.)

The Confession of a Woman Who Has Come to
the Shimizu Temple

That man in the blue silk kimono, after forcing me to yield to
him, laughed mockingly as he looked at my bound husband.
How horrified my husband must have been! But no matter how
hard he struggled in agony, the rope cut into him all the more
tightly. In spite of myself I ran stumblingly toward his side. Or
rather I tried to run toward him, but the man instantly knocked
me down. Just at that moment I saw an indescribable light in my
husband's eyes. Something beyond expression...his eyes make
me shudder even now. That instantaneous look of my husband,
who couldn't speak a word, told me all his heart. The flash in his
eyes was neither anger nor sorrow . . . only a cold light, a look
of loathing. More struck by the look in his eyes than by the
blow of the thief, I called out in spite of myself and fell
unconscious.

In the course of time I came to, and found that the man in blue
silk was gone. I saw only my husband still bound to the root of
the cedar. I raised myself from the bamboo-blades with
difficulty, and looked into his face; but the expression in his
eyes was just the same as before.

Beneath the cold contempt in his eyes, there was hatred. Shame,
grief, and anger...I don't know how to express my heart at that
time. Reeling to my feet, I went up to my husband.

"Takejiro," I said to him, "since things have come to this pass, I
cannot live with you. I'm determined to die . . . but you must
die, too. You saw my shame. I can't leave you alive as you are."

This was all T could say. Still he went on gazing at me with
loathing and contempt. My heart breaking, I looked for his
sword. It must have been taken by the robber. Neither his sword
nor his bow and arrows were to be seen in the grove. But
fortunately my small sword was lying at my feet. Raising it over
head, once more I said, "Now give me your life. I'll follow you
right away."

When he heard these words, he moved his lips with difficulty.
Since his mouth was stuffed with leaves, of course his voice
could not be heard at all. But at a glance I understood his words.
Despising me, his look said only, "Kill me." Neither conscious

nor unconscious, I stabbed the small sword through the lilac-
colored kimono into his breast.

Again at this time I must have fainted. By the time I managed to
look up, he had already breathed his last—still in bonds. A
streak of sinking sunlight streamed through the clump of cedars
and bamboos, and shone on his pale face. Gulping down my
sobs, I untied the rope from his dead body. And...and what has
become of me since I have no more strength to tell you. Anyway
I hadn't the strength to die. I stabbed my own throat with the
small sword, I threw myself into a pond at the foot of the
mountain, and I tried to kill myself in many ways. Unable to
end my life, I am still living in dishonor. (A lonely smile.)
Worthless as I am, I must have been forsaken even by the most
merciful Kwannon. I killed my own husband. I was violated by
the robber. Whatever can I do? Whatever can I...I... (Gradually,
violent sobbing.)

The Story of the Murdered Man, as Told Through
a Medium

After violating my wife, the robber, sitting there, began to speak
comforting words to her. Of course I couldn't speak. My whole
body was tied fast to the root of a cedar. But meanwhile I
winked at her many times, as much as to say "Don't believe the
robber." I wanted to convey some such meaning to her. But my
wife, sitting dejectedly on the bamboo leaves, was looking hard
at her lap. To all appearance, she was listening to his words. I
was agonized by jealousy. In the meantime the robber went on
with his clever talk, from one subject to another. The robber
finally made his bold brazen proposal. "Once your virtue is
stained, you won't get along well with your husband, so won't
you be my wife instead? It's my love for you that made me be
violent toward you."

While the criminal talked, my wife raised her face as if in a
trance. She had never looked so beautiful as at that moment.
What did my beautiful wife say in answer to him while I was
sitting bound there? I am lost in space, but I have never thought
of her answer without burning with anger and jealousy. Truly
she said, . . . "Then take me away with you wherever you go."

This is not the whole of her sin. If that were all, I would not be
tormented so much in the dark. When she was going out of the
grove as if in a dream, her hand in the robber's, she suddenly
turned pale, and pointed at me tied to the root of the cedar, and
said, "Kill him! I cannot marry you as long as he lives." "Kill
him!" she cried many times, as if she had gone crazy. Even now
these words threaten to blow me headlong into the bottomless
abyss of darkness. Has such a hateful thing come out of a
human mouth ever before? Have such cursed words ever struck
a human ear, even once? Even once such a... (A sudden cry of
scorn.) At these words the robber himself turned pale. "Kill
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him," she cried, clinging to his arms. Looking hard at her, he
answered neither yes nor no . . . but hardly had I thought about
his answer before she had been knocked down into the bamboo
leaves. (Again a cry of scorn.) Quietly folding his arms, he
looked at me and said, "What will you do with her? Kill her or
save her? You have only to nod. Kill her?" For these words
alone I would like to pardon his crime.

While I hesitated, she shrieked and ran into the depths of the
grove. The robber instantly snatched at her, but he failed even to
grasp her sleeve.

After she ran away, he took up my sword, and my bow and
arrows. With a single stroke he cut one of my bonds. I
"My fate is next." Then he
disappeared from the grove. All was silent after that. No, I heard
someone crying. Untying the rest of my bonds, I listened

remember his mumbling,

carefully, and I noticed that it was my own crying. (Long
silence.)

I raised my exhausted body from the foot of the cedar. In front
of me there was shining the small sword which my wife had

dropped. I took it up and stabbed it into my breast. A bloody
lump rose to my mouth, but I didn't feel any pain. When my
breast grew cold, everything was as silent as the dead in their
graves. What profound silence! Not a single bird-note was heard
in the sky over this grave in the hollow of the mountains. Only a
lonely light lingered on the cedars and mountains. By and by the
light gradually grew fainter, till the cedars and bamboo were lost
to view. Lying there, I was enveloped in deep silence.

Then someone crept up to me. I tried to see who it was. But
darkness had already been gathering round me. Someone...that
someone drew the small sword softly out of my breast in its
invisible hand. At the same time once more blood flowed into
my mouth. And once and for all I sank down into the darkness
of space.

This page titled 3.1: In a Grove-- Reading is shared under a CC BY-
NC-SA 4.0 license and was authored, remixed, and/or curated by Alisa
Allkins, City Colleges of Chicago.
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3.2: In a Grove-- Classroom Activity

When this is complete, we will put them together as a large
group and discuss how to revise our sentences into a completed,
In groups of 2-3, read through the short story “In a Grove.” For 250-word summary.

2 sections of the story (will be assigned to you), note the

important ideas/features of each section. Then, compose a one- This page titled 3.2: In a Grove-- Classroom Activity is shared under a
CC BY-NC-SA 4.0 license and was authored, remixed, and/or curated

In A Grove Summary Annotation Activity

sentence summary of each section (for a total of 2 sentences).

by Alisa Allkins, City Colleges of Chicago.
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3.3: In a Grove-- Summary Assignment

Summary (250-300 words)
85 points

Rationale:

Summary is an essential skill for all academic writing. In order to position your writing in relation
to other writing and research, you must be able to effectively comprehend and summarize
another’s ideas. This first formal assignment is meant to sharpen your skills of annotating texts for
identifying and comprehending main ideas, as well as summarizing the author’s thoughts.

In addition to practicing this essential skill, we will also be learning about audience and purpose,
as well as how summary is a building block for writing that you will do in this course and beyond.

Your completion of this assignment will demonstrate your fulfillment of the
following English 101 course learning outcomes:

« Engage in a recursive process of prewriting, drafting, revising, editing, and proofreading

« Engage in a reflective process of evaluating their own drafts and those of others

« Employ a voice, style, and tone appropriate to the topic selected and the rhetorical situation

Establish a clear framework of essay and paragraph organization appropriate to the writing

task and the thesis

o Employ rhetorical strategies consistent with the purpose of the writing task

o Revise work to enhance coherence and clarity while communicating with relevant discourse
communities

o Summarize, analyze, and evaluate the arguments, counterarguments, and evidence in the

writing of others

Assignment:

For this paper, you will summarize the short story “In a Grove” by Ryunosuke Akutagawa. We
will read and annotate the short story together and discuss the themes. After we have annotated,
you will individually write a summary (in between 250-300 words) that covers the main points of
the short story.

Audience:

The audience for this summary is a person who is not familiar with the short story. This means
you will need to provide all essential information about the text so that the audience will
understand what you are summarizing without having read the text.

Purpose:

The goal of a summary is to highlight and explain the main ideas or topics of a text in our own
words. Summary is not argument or analysis; therefore, you should not add your thoughts or

responses about the text to the writing assignment.

Writing Process Assignment and Point Values:
Annotations activity—10 pts

Final Draft—75 pts
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