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1.1: American Literature 1865-Present Overview 

Material from the Norton Anthology 

The Gilded Age 

• The late nineteenth century in America has been called "the Gilded Age"—a time of greed, corruption, and get-rich-quick 
schemes. 

• Literature from this period values descriptive and documentary writing that scrutinizes the demographic, economic, and 
social changes taking place in the nation. 

• A focus on realism in the writing of Twain, Henry James, Stephen Crane, Edith Wharton, and Theodore Dreiser has led to a 
focus on literature produced in the nation's urban centers. These works reveal anxiety about immigration, racial equality and 
racial violence, shifting gender roles, and the concentration of wealth. 

Reconstructing America 

• The Civil War left approximately 2 percent of the total population of the United States dead. Rebuilding after this war required 
the land and mineral resources of the West as well as the labor of immigrant populations. Many northern entrepreneurs found 
economic opportunity in the South. 

• The use of the railroad to transport food and other goods concentrated economic power in the hands of large corporations. 
Family farms were displaced by large-scale agriculture, and many farmers moved to the swelling cities. 

• Cities grew rapidly in the nineteenth century, and urban workers suffered in dangerous work environments. Government 
officials condoned and even profited from the oppression of blue-collar workers. 

• Urbanization and industrialization prompted new waves of immigration from eastern Europe and other regions. Individuals 
born in the United States worried that this influx of immigrants would damage the nation. 

• White Americans also considered Native Americans a threat. Appropriating their land, government officials forced Native 
nations to live on specific reservations of land. Native writers like Zitkala-Sa, Francis LaFlesche, and John Milton Oskinson 
decried efforts to assimilate Native Americans into white culture. 

• In the South, African Americans were abandoned to the abuse of Southern Democrats as part of a political agreement made 
during the 1877 presidential election. In both the South and the North, African Americans saw their rights won and progress 
made during the Civil War erode. 

The Literary Marketplace 

• Many antebellum writers, such as Ralph Waldo Emerson, Harriet Beecher Stowe, and Walt Whitman, continued to be 
influential in the 1880s and 1890s. 

• Authors witnessed several innovations in the literary marketplace: the establishment of bestseller lists, the standardization 
of book reviews, and the refinement of copyright law. The proliferation of print encouraged the rise of literary celebrities; the 
actions of Twain, Jack London, Ernest Hemingway, and Gertrude Stein were regularly reported in the newspaper. 

• Lending libraries, magazines, and the serialization of novels brought literature to middle-class readers. 

Forms of Realism 

• The term "realism" refers to a movement documenting the speech and manners of a wide variety of people in English, 
European, and American literature. Most realist fiction focused on the observable surfaces of the world in which fictional 
characters lived, and strove to make those surfaces seem lifelike to readers. 

• Critics who favored dramatic storytelling accused realist writers of dullness. But William Dean Howells championed the writing 
of realist authors such as James, Twain, Crane, Paul Laurence Dunbar, and Charles Chesnutt. 

• Regional writing by writers like Constance Fenimore Wilson, Sarah Orne Jewett, and Mary Wilkins Freeman, which focused 
on the natural, social, and linguistic features of a given place, flourished during the late nineteenth century. 

• Regional writing and literary realism often focused on the lives of ethnic "others." Authors depicted black characters speaking 
in the vernacular. The use of dialect often marked the social differences of class for readers. 
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• Across the country, social scientists worked to document the peculiar language and customs of individual groups of people. 
• Authors wrote polemic condemnations of Civil War violence and the failures of Reconstruction. 

The Woman Question 

• Women fought for greater autonomy and for civil rights during the last two decades of the nineteenth century. Changes to 
divorces laws fueled new debates about the institution of marriage. 

• Women's clubs both magnified the voices of women advocating for social change and also reified the existing social order, 
reinforcing divisions of race, class, and religion. 

• Advocates for suffrage were disappointed that the fifteenth amendment—extending African American men the right to 
vote—did not include language supporting women's right to vote, which would be granted only by passage of the nineteenth 
amendment, in 1919. 

• Stories such as Daisy Miller and "The Yellow Wall-paper," along with novels like The Awakening and Sister Carrie featured 
female protagonists seeking autonomy and the fulfillment of their own desires. 

Unseen Forces 

• Scientific breakthroughs created a sense of uncertainty; electricity made the impossible seem real, as citizens of the United 
States used telephones and telegraphs for the first time, heard word of X-rays, and saw the first automobiles in their streets. 

• Charles Darwin's theory of natural selection became increasingly popular, and the philosopher Herbert Spencer argued in 
the 1860s that the same forces shaped competition among groups of people. Many thought of capitalism as a law of nature 
designed to eliminate the economically unfit. 

• Darwinism justified racial prejudice and violence. The Chinese Exclusion Act of 1882 prohibited immigration from China, 
and many African American men were lynched by white supremacists who characterized racial violence as the fulfillment of 
natural laws. 

• Like realism, naturalism focused on social conflict, but naturalist writers emphasized the violence that characterized social 
interactions at the turn of the century; they especially focused on the lives of low-income people, who were more vulnerable 
than the well-to-do. 

• Naturalist novels emphasized masculine violence. These violent narratives countered a popular anxiety over the feminization 
of American men. 

The New American Empire 

• Advocates of muscular Christianity, such as Teddy Roosevelt, attempted to shape the physical and moral development of 
American men through the Young Men's Christian Association and other institutions. 

• Roosevelt gained notoriety during the Spanish-American War, leading the American invasion of Cuba. The United States also 
acquired territory in the Philippines and Puerto Rico. 

• Filipino forces resisted the United States military, and many writers condemned American imperialism. 
• The nation's entrance into World War I in 1917 confirmed the country's arrival as a global power. The war also signaled the 

arrival of modernism, as Americans struggled to cope with the cognitive shock of life in an increasingly unpredictable world. 

This page titled 1.1: American Literature 1865-Present Overview is shared under a CC BY 4.0 license and was authored, remixed, and/or curated 
by Amery Bodelson. 
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1.2: Making Connections 

Making Connections: Literary Themes 1865-1914 

Territorial Expansion 

The most important literary theme of the 1865–1914 period introduction is the territorial and population expansion and 
transformation of America during these years. Texts from 1865–1914 that bear out this frontier hypothesis against a western 
setting include Mark Twain's "The Notorious Jumping Frog of Calaveras County"; Bret Harte's "The Luck of Roaring Camp"; and 
Jack London's "To Build a Fire." 

Native American Literature 

One aspect of Native American literature emphasized by this time period is the elegiac tone of many of these writings, as white 
settlers displaced Native Americans from ancestral lands and disrupted their traditional ways of life. Native writings that record 
this tone include Zitkala-Ša's work. 

African American Literature 

Much is made of the public disagreement between the African American statesmen Booker T. Washington in Up from Slavery 
and W. E. B. Du Bois's Of Booker T. Washington and Others" in The Souls of Black Folk. Earlier works attempting to shape public 
perceptions of African Americans include Phillis Wheatley, "On Being Brought from Africa to America" and Sojourner Truth, 
"Speech to the Women's Rights Convention in Akron, Ohio, 1851". As the twentieth century progressed, African American authors 
returned to the question of how to thrive in a majority-white society. See works by Zora Neale Hurston, Gwendolyn Brooks, 
Lucille Clifton, Audre Lorde, Rita Dove, " and Toni Morrison. 

Aesthetic Movements: Realism and Naturalism 

The two major aesthetic movements of these years were realism and naturalism. Realism had its roots in the romantic 
period, and comparisons to the heavy symbolism and fanciful narration in antebellum writing can be instructive; take, for 
example, James Fenimore Cooper's The Last of the Mohicans; Edgar Allan Poe's "The Fall of the House of Usher"; and Nathaniel 
Hawthorne's "Young Goodman Brown." Legacies of both realism and naturalism persist into the twentieth century. 

Regional Perspectives 

Another development of this period was the use of local idioms and geographical references to create a regional 
perspective. Examples of regionalist writing include Mark Twain's "The Notorious Jumping Frog of Calaveras County" and 
Adventures of Huckleberry Finn, Kate Chopin's "Désirée's Baby" and The Awakening and Sarah Orne Jewett's "A White Heron." 

Source: Norton Anthology. 

This page titled 1.2: Making Connections is shared under a CC BY 4.0 license and was authored, remixed, and/or curated by Amery Bodelson. 
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1.3: Twain's "The Notorious Jumping Frog of Calaveras 
County" 

Mark Twain (1835-1910) 

Mark Twain, 1907 

Photographer | A. F. Bradley 

Source | Wikimedia Commons 

License | Public Domain 

Mark Twain is the pen name of author Samuel Langhorne Clemmons. Twain was born in Florida, Missouri, but grew up in Hannibal, 
Missouri, near the banks of the Mississippi River. This location was a major influence on his work and severed as the setting for 
many of his stories. Although Twain originally apprenticed as a printer, he spent eighteen months on the Mississippi River training 
as a riverboat pilot (the name Mark Twain is a reference to a nautical term). By the start of the Civil War (1861), traffic on the 
Mississippi River had slowed considerably, which led Twain to abandon his dreams of piloting a riverboat. Twain claims to have 
spent two weeks in the Marion Rangers, a poorly organized local confederate militia, after leaving his job on a riverboat. In 1861, 
Twain’s brother Orion was appointed by President Lincoln to serve as the Secretary of Nevada, and Twain initially accompanied 
him out West, serving as the Assistant Secretary of Nevada. Twain’s adventures out West would become the material for his 
successful book, Roughing It!, published in 1872, following on the heels of the success of his international travelogue, Innocents 
Abroad (1869). While living out West, Twain made a name for himself as a journalist, eventually serving as the editor of the Virginia 
City Daily Territorial Enterprise. The multi-talented Twain rose to prominence as a writer, journalist, humorist, memoirist, novelist, 
and public speaker. 

Twain was one of the most influential and important figures of American Literary Realism, achieving fame during his lifetime. 
Twain was hailed as America’s most famous writer, and is the author of several classic books such as The Adventure of Tom 
Sawyer (1876), The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn (1884), Roughing It!, Innocents Abroad, Life on the Mississippi (1883), and A 
Connecticut Yankee in King Arthur’s Court (1889). Twain is known for his use of dialect, regional humor, and satire, as well as the 
repeated theme of having jokes at the expense of an outsider (or work featuring an outsider who comes to fleece locals). 

In his famous “The Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County,” which has also been published under its original title “Jim 
Smiley and His Jumping Frog” and “The Notorious Jumping Frog of Calaveras County,” Twain experiments with early versions 
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of meta-fiction, embedding a story within a story. Furthermore, the story relies on local color humor and regional dialect (“Why 
blame my cats”) as well as featuring an outsider entering a new place, a staple in Twain’s work. In Roughing It!, which details 
Twain’s travels out West from 1861-1867, Twain details many adventures visiting with outlaws and other strange characters, as well 
as encounters with notable figures of the age, such as Brigham Young and Horace Greeley. Furthermore, Roughing It! provided 
descriptions of the frontier from Nevada to San Francisco to Hawaii to an audience largely unfamiliar with the area. Although he 
claimed it to be a work of non-fiction, Roughing It! features many fantastic stories of Twain’s travels in the West, several of which 
were exaggerated or untrue. In “The War Prayer,” a satire of the Spanish-American War (1898), Twain proves to be a master of 
irony. The story, which was originally rejected during Twain’s lifetime, begins as a prayer for American soldiers and, as it continues, 
highlights many of the horrors of war. 

“The Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County” 

In compliance with the request of a friend of mine, who wrote me from the East, I called on good-natured, garrulous old Simon 
Wheeler, and inquired after my friend’s friend, Leonidas W. Smiley, as requested to do, and I hereunto append the result. I have 
a lurking suspicion that Leonidas W. Smiley is a myth; that my friend never knew such a personage; and that he only conjectured 
that if I asked old Wheeler about him, it would remind him of his infamous Jim Smiley, and he would go to work and bore me to 
death with some exasperating reminiscence of him as long and as tedious as it should be useless to me. If that was the design it 
succeeded. 

I found Simon Wheeler dozing comfortably by the bar-room stove of the dilapidated tavern in the decayed mining camp of 
Engel’s, and noticed that he was fat and bald-headed, and had an expression of winning gentleness and simplicity upon his 
tranquil countenance. He roused up and gave me good-day. I told him a friend of mine had commissioned me to make some 
inquires about a cherished companion of his boyhood named Leonidas W. Smiley—Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley, a young minister of 
the Gospel, who be had heard was at one time a resident of Angel’s Camp. I added that if Mr. Wheeler could tell me anything 
about this Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley, I would feel under many obligations to him. 

Simon Wheeler backed me into a corner and blockaded me there with his chair, and then sat down and reeled off the monotonous 
narrative which follows this paragraph. He never smiled, he never frowned, he never changed his voice from the gentle-flowing key 
to which he tuned his initial sentence, be never betrayed the slightest suspicion of enthusiasm; but all through the interminable 
narrative there ran a vein of impressive earnestness and sincerity, which showed me plainly, that, so far from his imagining that 
there was anything ridiculous or funny about his story, he regarded it as a really important matter, and admired its two heroes as 
men of transcendant genius in finesse. I let him go on in his own way, and never interrupted him once. 

“Rev. Leonidas W. H’m, Reverend Le—well, there was a feller here once by the name of Jim Smiley, in the winter of ‘49or maybe 
it was the spring of ‘5o—I don’t recollect exactly, somehow, though what makes me think it was one or the other is because 
remember the big flume warn’t finished when he first come to the camp; but any way he was the curiosest man about always 
betting on anything that turned up you ever see, if he could get anybody to bet on the other side; and if he couldn’t he’d change 
sides. Any way that suited the other man would suit him—any way just so’s he got a bet, he was satisfied. But still he was lucky, 
uncommon lucky; he most always come out winner. He was always ready and laying for a chance; there couldn’t be no solit’ry thing 
mentioned but that feller’d offer to bet on it, and take any side you please as I was just telling you. If there was a horse-race, you’d 
find him flush or you’d find him busted at the end of it; if there was a dog-fight, he’d bet on it; if there was a cat-fight he’d bet on 
it; if there was a chicken-fight he’d bet on it; why, if there was two birds sitting on a fence, he would bet you which one would fly 
first; or if there was a camp-meeting, he would be there reg’lar to bet on Parson Walker, which ·he judged to be the best exhorter 
about here, and so he was too, and a good man. If he even see a straddle-bug start to go anywheres, he would bet you how long 
it would take him to get to—to wherever he was going to, and if you took him up he would foller that straddle-bug to Mexico but 
what he would find out where he was bound for and how long he was on the road. Lots of the boys here has seen that Smiley, and 
can tell you about him. Why, it never made no difference to him—he’d bet on any thing—the dangdest feller. Parson Walker’s wife 
laid very sick once, for a good while, and it seemed as if they warn’t going to save her; but one morning he come in, and Smiley 
up and asked him how she was, and he said she was considerable better—thank the Lord for his inf’nit mercy—and coming on so 
smart that with the blessing of Prov’dence she’d get well yet; and Smiley, before he thought, says, “Well, I’ll resk two-and-a-half 
she don’t anyway.’’ 

Thish-yer Smiley had a mare—the boys called her· the fifteen minute nag, but that was only in fun, you know, because of course 
she was faster than that—and he used to win money on that horse, for all she was so slow and always had the asthma, or the 
distemper, or the consumption, or something of that kind. They used to give her two or three hundred yards’ start, and then pass 
her under way; but always at the fag end of the race she’d get excited and desperate-like, and come cavorting and straddling up 
and scattering her legs around limber, sometimes in the air, and sometimes out to one side amongst the fences, and kicking up 
m-o-r-e dust and raising m-o-r-e racket with her coughing and sneezing and blowing her nose—and always fetch up at the stand 
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just about a neck ahead, as near as you could cipher it down. 

And he had a little small bull-pup that to look at him you’d think he warn’t worth a cent but to set around and look ornery and 
lay for a chance to steal something. But as soon as money was up on him he was a different dog; his under jaw began to stick 
out like the fo’castle of a steamboat, and his teeth would uncover and shine like the furnaces. And a dog might tackle him and 
bullyrag him, and bite him, and throw him over his shoulder two or three times, and Andrew Jackson—which was the name of 
the pup—Andrew Jackson would never let on but what he was satisfied, and hadn’t expected nothing else—and the bets being 
doubled and doubled on the other side all the time, till the money was all up; and then all of a sudden he would grab that other 
dog jest by the j’int of his hind leg and freeze to it—not chaw, you understand, but only just grip and hang on till they throwed up 
the sponge, if it was a year. Smiley always come out winner on that pup, till he harnessed a dog once that did’nt have no hind legs, 
because they’d been sawed off in a circular saw, and when the thing had gone along far enough, and the money was all up, and 
he come to make a snatch for his pet holt, he see in a minute how he’d been imposed on, and how the other dog had him in the 
door, so to speak, and he ‘peared surprised, and then he looked sorter discouraged-like, and didn’t try no more to win the fight, 
and so he got shucked out bad. He give Smiley a look, as much as to say his heart was broke, and it was his fault, for putting up 
a dog that hadn’t no hind legs for him to take holt of, which was his main dependence in a fight, and then he limped off a piece 
and laid down and died. It was a good pup was that Andrew Jackson, and would have made a name for hisself if he’d lived, for the 
stuff was in him and he had genius—I know it, because he hadn’t no opportunities to speak of, and it don’t stand to reason that 
a dog could make such a fight as he could under them circumstances if he hadn’t no talent. It always makes me feel sorry when I 
think of that last fight of his’n, and the way it turned out. 

Well, thish-yer Smiley had rat-tarriers, and chicken cocks, and tom-cats and all them kind of things, till you couldn’t rest, and you 
couldn’t fetch nothing f or him to bet on but he’d match you. He ketched a frog one day, and took him home, and said be cal’lated 
to educate him; and so he never done nothing for three months but set in his back yard and learn that frog to jump. And you bet 
you he did learn him, too. He’d give him a little punch behind, and the next minute you’d see that frog whirling in the air like a 
doughnut-see him turn one summerset, or maybe a couple, if he got a good start, and come down flat-footed and all right, like a 
cat. He got him up so in the matter of catching flies, and kep’ him in practice so constant, that he’d nail a fly every time as fur 
as he could see him. Smiley said all a frog wanted was education and he could do ‘most anything—and I believe him. Why, I’ve 
seen him set Dan’l Webster down here on this floor—Dan’l Webster was the name of the frog—and sing out, “Flies Dan’l, flies!” 
and quicker’n you could wink he’d spring straight up and snake a fly off’n the counter there, and flop down on the floor ag’in as 
solid as a gob of mud, and fall to scratching the side of his head with his hind foot as indifferent as if he hadn’t no idea he’d been 
doin’ any more’n any frog might do. You never see a frog so modest and straightfor’ard as he was, for all he was so gifted. And 
when it come to fair and square jumping on a dead level, he could get over more ground at one straddle than any animal of his 
breed you ever see. Jumping on a dead level was his strong suit, you understand; and when it come to that, Smiley would ante up 
money on him as long as he had a red. Smiley was monstrous proud of his frog, and well he might be, for fellers that had travelled 
and been everywhere, all said he laid over any frog that ever they see. 

Well, Smiley kep’ the beast in a little lattice box, and he used to fetch him down town sometimes and lay for a bet. One day, a 
feller—a stranger in the camp, he was—come acrost him with his box, and says: 

“What might it be that you’ve got in the box?” 

And Smiley says, sorter indifferent-like, “It might be a parrot, or it might be a canary, maybe, but it ain’t—it’s only just a frog.” 

And the feller took it, and looked at it careful, and turned it round this way and that, and says, “H’m—so ‘tis. Well, what’s he good 
for?” 

“Well,” Smiley, says, easy and careless, “he’s good enough for one thing, I should judge—he can outjump any frog in Calaveras 
county.” 

The feller took the box again, and took another long, particular look, and gave it back to Smiley, and says, very deliberate, “Well,’’ 
he says, “I don’t see no p’ints about that frog that’s any better’n any other frog.” 

“Maybe you don’t,” Smiley says. “Maybe you understand frogs and maybe you don’t understand ‘em; maybe you’ve had experience, 
and maybe you ain’t only a amature, as it were. Anyways, I’ve got my opinion and I’ll resk forty dollars that he can outjump any 
frog in Calaveras county.” 

And the feller studied a minute, and then says, kinder sad like, ‘‘Well, I’m only a stranger here, and I aint got no frog; but if I had 
a frog, I’d bet you.” 
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And then Smiley says, “That’s all right—that’s all right—if you’ll hold my box a minute, I’ll go and get you a frog.’’ And so the 
feller took the box, and put up his forty dollars along with Smiley’s, and set down to wait. So he sat there a good while thinking 
and thinking to hisself, and then he got the frog out and prized his mouth open and took a teaspoon and filled him full of quail 
shot—filled him pretty near up to his chin—and set him on the floor. Smiley he went to the swamp and slopped around in the mud 
for along time, and finally he ketched a frog, and fetched him in, and gave him to this feller and says: 

“Now, if you’re ready, set him alongside of Dan’l, with his fore-paws just even with Dan’l’s, and I’ll give the word.” Then he says, 
“One—two—three—git !” and him and the feller touched up the frogs from behind, and the new frog hopped off lively, but Dan’l 
gave a heave, and hysted up his shoulders—so—like a Frenchman, but it warn’t no use—he couldn’t budge; he was planted as solid 
as a church, and he couldn’t no more stir than if he was anchored out. Smiley was a good deal surprised, and he was disgusted 
too, but he didn’t have no idea what the matter was, of course. 

The feller took the money and started away; and when he was going out at the door, he sorter jerked his thumb over his 
shoulder—so—at Dan’l, and says again, very deliberate, “Well,” he says, “I don’t see no p’ints about that frog that’s any better’n 
any other frog.” 

Smiley he stood scratching his head and looking down at Dan’l a long time, and at last he says, “I do wonder what in the nation 
that frog throw’d off for—I wonder if there ain’t something the matter with him—he ‘pears to look mighty _baggy, somehow.” And 
he ketched Dan’l by the nap of the neck, and hefted him, and says, “Why, blame my cats if he don’t weigh five pound!” and turned 
him upside down and he belched out a double handful of shot. And then he see how it was, and he was the maddest man—he set 
the frog down and took out after that feller, but he never ketched him. And—” 

[Here Simon Wheeler heard his name called from the front yard, and got up to see what was wanted.] And turning to me as he 
moved away, he said: “Just set where yon are, stranger, and rest easy—I ain’t going to be gone a second.” 

But, by your leave, I did not think that a continuation of the history of the enterprising vagabond Jim Smiley would be likely to 
afford me much information concerning the Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley, and so I started away. 

At the door I met the sociable Wheeler returning, and he button-holed me and re-commenced: 

“Well, thish-yer Smiley had a yaller one-eyed cow that didn’t have no tail, only jest a short stump like a bannanner, and—“ 

However, lacking both time and inclination, I did not wait to hear about the afflicted cow, but took my leave. 

 

Reading and Review Questions 

1. In “The Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County,” what is Jim Smiley’s talent? Why does he lose it? 
2. Would you consider Mark Twain an experimental writer? How are his stories different from other authors of his time period? 

Mark Twain (1835-1910) – Writing the Nation: A Concise Introduction to American Literature 1865-Present 

This page titled 1.3: Twain's "The Notorious Jumping Frog of Calaveras County" is shared under a CC BY 4.0 license and was authored, remixed, 
and/or curated by Amery Bodelson. 
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1.4: Chopin's "The Storm" 

Kate Chopin (1850-1904) 

Kate Chopin, 1894 

Photographer | Unknown, Source | Wikimedia Commons, License | Public Domain 

Katherine O’Flaherty Chopin was born in 1850 in St. Louis, Missouri, to an affluent family. She was formally educated in a Catholic 
school for girls. At age twenty, she married Oscar Chopin and moved with him to New Orleans. The couple eventually relocated 
to Cloutierville in 1879, an area where many members of the Creole community lived. The Chopins lived, worked, and raised their 
six children together until Oscar died unexpectedly in 1882, leaving his wife in serious debt. Chopin worked and sold the family 
business to pay off the debt, eventually moving back to St. Louis to be near her mother, who died soon after Chopin returned. 
After experiencing these losses, Chopin turned to reading and writing to deal with her grief. Her experiences in New Orleans and 
Cloutierville provided rich writing material, and during the 1890s, she enjoyed success as a writer, publishing a number of stories 
in the Local Color tradition. By 1899, her style had evolved, and her important work The Awakening, published that year, shocked 
the Victorian audience of the time in its frank depiction of a woman’s sexuality. Unprepared for the negative critical reception that 
ensued, Chopin retreated from the publishing world. She died unexpectedly a few years later in 1904, from a brain hemorrhage. 

In her lifetime, Chopin was known primarily as a Local Color writer who produced a number of important short stories, many of 
which were collected in Bayou Folk in 1894. Her ground-breaking novel The Awakening published in 1899 was ahead of its time in 
the examination of the rigid cultural and legal boundaries placed on women which limited or prevented them from living authentic, 
fully self-directed lives. The novel offers a sensuous portrait of a young married woman and mother, Edna Pontellier, who awakens 
to herself as a dimensional human being with sexual longings and a strong will to live an authentic life, not the repressed half-life 
she is assigned by tradition and culture, through the institutions of marriage and motherhood, to “perform.” 

Though today it is viewed as an important early feminist work, the novel shocked and offended the turn of the century reading 
audience. It was all but forgotten until interest in the novel and in Chopin’s work in general was revived in the 1960s. During this 
revival, an unpublished short story was discovered, “The Storm,” written in 1898 but not published until 1969. The story, which 
offers an erotic depiction of sex between a man and a woman who are not married to each other, would have been unpublishable 
by most, if not all, major literary magazines in late nineteenth-century America. The story’s title indicates that it was intended as a 
sequel to “At the ‘Cadian Ball,” first published in 1892 and reprinted in Bayou Folk. Read together, the linked stories concern two 
couples, one from the upper class Creoles (Alcée and Clarisse), and the other from the less prominent Acadians or Cajuns (Calixta 
and Bobinôt). What begins as a strong flirtation in the first story between Calixta and Alcée, both single at the time and from 
different social classes, culminates in torrid lovemaking years later in the second story, years after Calixta had married Bobinôt 
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and Alcée had married Clarisse. Beyond the candid, natural depiction of sexual intimacy between the lovers during a stormy 
afternoon, including the scenes of a woman clearly enjoying an afternoon of passion, the story offers a non-judgmental ending: no 
one appears to be hurt by the affair; in fact, after the storm passes, Alcée and Calixta go their separate ways, and everyone, the 
reader is told, is quite happy. 

“The Storm” 

I 

The leaves were so still that even Bibi thought it was going to rain. Bobinôt, who was accustomed to converse on terms of perfect 
equality with his little son, called the child’s attention to certain sombre clouds that were rolling with sinister intention from the 
west, accompanied by a sullen, threatening roar. They were at Friedheimer’s store and decided to remain there till the storm had 
passed. They sat within the door on two empty kegs. Bibi was four years old and looked very wise. 

“Mama’ll be ‘fraid, yes, he suggested with blinking eyes. 

“She’ll shut the house. Maybe she got Sylvie helpin’ her this evenin’,” Bobinôt responded reassuringly. 

“No; she ent got Sylvie. Sylvie was helpin’ her yistiday,’ piped Bibi. 

Bobinôt arose and going across to the counter purchased a can of shrimps, of which Calixta was very fond. Then he returned to 
his perch on the keg and sat stolidly holding the can of shrimps while the storm burst. It shook the wooden store and seemed to 
be ripping great furrows in the distant field. Bibi laid his little hand on his father’s knee and was not afraid. 

II 

Calixta, at home, felt no uneasiness for their safety. She sat at a side window sewing furiously on a sewing machine. She was 
greatly occupied and did not notice the approaching storm. But she felt very warm and often stopped to mop her face on which 
the perspiration gathered in beads. She unfastened her white sacque at the throat. It began to grow dark, and suddenly realizing 
the situation she got up hurriedly and went about closing windows and doors. 

Out on the small front gallery she had hung Bobinôt’s Sunday clothes to dry and she hastened out to gather them before the 
rain fell. As she stepped outside, Alcée Laballière rode in at the gate. She had not seen him very often since her marriage, and 
never alone. She stood there with Bobinôt’s coat in her hands, and the big rain drops began to fall. Alcée rode his horse under the 
shelter of a side projection where the chickens had huddled and there were plows and a harrow piled up in the corner. 

“May I come and wait on your gallery till the storm is over, Calixta?” he asked. 

Come ‘long in, M’sieur Alcée.” 

His voice and her own startled her as if from a trance, and she seized Bobinôt’s vest. Alcée, mounting to the porch, grabbed 
the trousers and snatched Bibi’s braided jacket that was about to be carried away by a sudden gust of wind. He expressed an 
intention to remain outside, but it was soon apparent that he might as well have been out in the open: the water beat in upon the 
boards in driving sheets, and he went inside, closing the door after him. It was even necessary to put something beneath the door 
to keep the water out. 

“My! what a rain! It’s good two years sence it rain’ like that,” exclaimed Calixta as she rolled up a piece of bagging and Alcée 
helped her to thrust it beneath the crack. 

She was a little fuller of figure than five years before when she married; but she had lost nothing of her vivacity. Her blue eyes still 
retained their melting quality; and her yellow hair, dishevelled by the wind and rain, kinked more stubbornly than ever about her 
ears and temples. 

The rain beat upon the low, shingled roof with a force and clatter that threatened to break an entrance and deluge them there. 
They were in the dining room the sitting room the general utility room. Adjoining was her bed room, with Bibi’s couch along side 
her own. The door stood open, and the room with its white, monumental bed, its closed shutters, looked dim and mysterious. 
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Alcée flung himself into a rocker and Calixta nervously began to gather up from the floor the lengths of a cotton sheet which she 
had been sewing. 

lf this keeps up, Dieu sait if the levees goin’ to stan it!” she exclaimed. 

“What have you got to do with the levees?” 

“I got enough to do! An’ there’s Bobinôt with Bibi out in that storm if he only didn’ left Friedheimer’s!” 

“Let us hope, Calixta, that Bobinôt’s got sense enough to come in out of a cyclone.” 

She went and stood at the window with a greatly disturbed look on her face. She wiped the frame that was clouded with moisture. 
It was stiflingly hot. Alcée got up and joined her at the window, looking over her shoulder. The rain was coming down in sheets 
obscuring the view of far-off cabins and enveloping the distant wood in a gray mist. The playing of the lightning was incessant. A 
bolt struck a tall chinaberry tree at the edge of the field. It filled all visible space with a blinding glare and the crash seemed to 
invade the very boards they stood upon. 

Calixta put her hands to her eyes, and with a cry, staggered backward. Alcée’s arm encircled her, and for an instant he drew her 
close and spasmodically to him. 

“Bont!” she cried, releasing herself from his encircling arm and retreating from the window, the house’ll go next! If I only knew 
w’ere Bibi was!” She would not compose herself; she would not be seated. Alcée clasped her shoulders and looked into her 
face. The contact of her warm, palpitating body when he had unthinkingly drawn her into his arms, had aroused all the old-time 
infatuation and desire for her flesh. 

“Calixta,” he said, “don’t be frightened. Nothing can happen. The house is too low to be struck, with so many tall trees standing 
about. There! aren’t you going to be quiet? say, aren’t you?” He pushed her hair back from her face that was warm and steaming. 
Her lips were as red and moist as pomegranate seed. Her white neck and a glimpse of her full, firm bosom disturbed him 
powerfully. As she glanced up at him the fear in her liquid blue eyes had given place to a drowsy gleam that unconsciously 
betrayed a sensuous desire. He looked down into her eyes and there was nothing for him to do but to gather her lips in a kiss. It 
reminded him of Assumption. 

“Do you rememberin Assumption, Calixta?” he asked in a low voice broken by passion. Oh! she remembered; for in Assumption 
he had kissed her and kissed and kissed her; until his senses would well nigh fail, and to save her he would resort to a desperate 
flight. If she was not an immaculate dove in those days, she was still inviolate; a passionate creature whose very defenselessness 
had made her defense, against which his honor forbade him to prevail. Now well, now her lips seemed in a manner free to be 
tasted, as well as her round, white throat and her whiter breasts. 

They did not heed the crashing torrents, and the roar of the elements made her laugh as she lay in his arms. She was a revelation 
in that dim, mysterious chamber; as white as the couch she lay upon. Her firm, elastic flesh that was knowing for the first time its 
birthright, was like a creamy lily that the sun invites to contribute its breath and perfume to the undying life of the world. 

The generous abundance of her passion, without guile or trickery, was like a white flame which penetrated and found response in 
depths of his own sensuous nature that had never yet been reached. 

When he touched her breasts they gave themselves up in quivering ecstasy, inviting his lips. Her mouth was a fountain of delight. 
And when he possessed her, they seemed to swoon together at the very borderland of life’s mystery. 

He stayed cushioned upon her, breathless, dazed, enervated, with his heart beating like a hammer upon her. With one hand she 
clasped his head, her lips lightly touching his forehead. The other hand stroked with a soothing rhythm his muscular shoulders. 

The growl of the thunder was distant and passing away. The rain beat softly upon the shingles, inviting them to drowsiness and 
sleep. But they dared not yield. 

III 

The rain was over; and the sun was turning the glistening green world into a palace of gems. Calixta, on the gallery, watched Alcée 
ride away. He turned and smiled at her with a beaming face; and she lifted her pretty chin in the air and laughed aloud. 
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Bobinôt and Bibi, trudging home, stopped without at the cistern to make themselves presentable. 

“My! Bibi, w’at will yo’ mama say! You ought to be ashame’. You oughta’ put on those good pants. Look at ‘em! An’ that mud on 
yo’ collar! How you got that mud on yo’ collar, Bibi? I never saw such a boy!” Bibi was the picture of pathetic resignation. Bobinôt 
was the embodiment of serious solicitude as he strove to remove from his own person and his son’s the signs of their tramp over 
heavy roads and through wet fields. He scraped the mud off Bibi’s bare legs and feet with a stick and carefully removed all traces 
from his heavy brogans. Then, prepared for the worst the meeting with an over-scrupulous housewife, they entered cautiously at 
the back door. 

Calixta was preparing supper. She had set the table and was dripping coffee at the hearth. She sprang up as they came in. 

“Oh, Bobinôt! You back! My! But I was uneasy. W’ere you been during the rain? An’ Bibi? he ain’t wet? he ain’t hurt?” She had 
clasped Bibi and was kissing him effusively. Bobinôt’s explanations and apologies which he had been composing all along the 
way, died on his lips as Calixta felt him to see if he were dry, and seemed to express nothing but satisfaction at their safe return. 

“I brought you some shrimps, Calixta,” offered Bobinôt, hauling the can from his ample side pocket and laying it on the table. 

“Shrimps! Oh, Bobinôt! you too good fo’ anything!” and she gave him a smacking kiss on the cheek that resounded, “J’vous 
rponds, we’ll have a feas’ to-night! umph-umph!” 

Bobinôt and Bibi began to relax and enjoy themselves, and when the three seated themselves at table they laughed much and so 
loud that anyone might have heard them as far away as Laballière’s. 

IV 

Alcée Laballière wrote to his wife, Clarisse, that night. It was a loving letter, full of tender solicitude. He told her not to hurry back, 
but if she and the babies liked it at Biloxi, to stay a month longer. He was getting on nicely; and though he missed them, he was 
willing to bear the separation a while longer realizing that their health and pleasure were the first things to be considered. 

V 

As for Clarisse, she was charmed upon receiving her husband’s letter. She and the babies were doing well. The society was 
agreeable; many of her old friends and acquaintances were at the bay. And the first free breath since her marriage seemed to 
restore the pleasant liberty of her maiden days. Devoted as she was to her husband, their intimate conjugal life was something 
which she was more than willing to forego for a while. 

So the storm passed and every one was happy. 

Kate Chopin (1850-1904) – Writing the Nation: A Concise Introduction to American Literature 1865-Present 
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1.5: Realism vs. Naturalism 

Fig. 1.5. Realism vs. Naturalism: Realism is a representation of real. life while naturalism is an outgrowth of realism influenced by 
scientific theories. Realism portrayed the everyday life of ordinary people while naturalism looked at how environment, heredity, 
and social conditions controlled the human being. Realism depicted middle class characters and natralism depiected lower class 
characters. Realistic novels used themes like society, social class, mobility, etc. Naturalistic novels were written on themes of 
violence, poverty, corruption, prostitution, etc. 

Source: Naturalism vs. Realism" Two Styles, Similar Goals. StudioBinder.com. 

This page titled 1.5: Realism vs. Naturalism is shared under a CC BY 4.0 license and was authored, remixed, and/or curated by Amery Bodelson. 
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1.6: DuBois' "The Souls of Black Folk" 

W. E. B. Du Bois (1868-1963) 

W. E. B. Du Bois, 1918 

Photographer | Cornelius Marion Battey, Source | Wikimedia Commons, License | Public Domain 

William Edward Burghardt Du Bois was born in Massachusetts to an affluent family in Great Barrington, a town with few African-
American families. Du Bois describes his youth as pleasant until, while in school, he realized that his skin color, not his academic 
ability, set him apart from his peers. While growing up in Massachusetts, Du Bois self-identified as “mulatto” before moving to 
Nashville to attend Fisk University, where he first began to encounter Jim Crow laws. After finishing his bachelor’s degree at 
Fisk University, Du Bois began graduate study at Harvard University. While completing his graduate work, Du Bois was awarded 
a prestigious one-year fellowship at the University of Berlin, where he was able to work with some of the most prominent social 
scientists of his day. In 1895, Du Bois completed his Ph.D., becoming the first African American to earn a Ph.D. from Harvard 
University. While at Harvard, Du Bois was an academic standout; indeed, Harvard University Press later published his dissertation 
as the first volume in their Harvard Historical Studies series. 

After completing his Ph.D., Du Bois went on to hold multiple teaching appointments, first at Wilberforce College, then at the 
University of Pennsylvania, before moving to Atlanta University where he produced his classic work, Souls of Black Folk (1905). 
In 1910, Du Bois left the academy to move to New York City, where he co-founded the National Association for the Advancement 
of Colored People (NAACP) and served as the editor of the NAACP’s official publication, The Crisis. Furthermore, Du Bois was 
a central orchestrator of the Harlem Renaissance. His essay “The Talented Tenth,” which was a chapter from his book, The 
Negro Problem (1903), argued that the best African-American artists (the talented “tenth” he dubbed them) were capable of 
producing art as complex as any white artist. In his writings, Du Bois was openly critical of Washington, whom he saw as an 
accommodationist (Du Bois disagreed with many of Washington’s views and was especially angered by the result of Plessy v.
Ferguson). By 1920, Du Bois grew frustrated with what he viewed as a lack of positive movement on racial progress. He spent 
the second half of his career focusing on legislative reform for national race relations, as well turning his attention to the socio-
economic conditions of African Americans in the U.S. Late in life, a disillusioned Du Bois renounced his American citizenship, 
joined the Communist party, and moved to Ghana (1961), where he remained until his death in 1963. 

Throughout his life, Du Bois remained one of the most influential academics of his time; however, he is best known for his book, 
Souls of Black Folks, which is a compilation of fourteen essays. In “Of Our Spiritual Strivings,” Du Bois introduces the idea of 
“double consciousness,” possibly his most famous literary/ academic contribution. Du Bois describes double consciousness as 
the “sense of always looking at one’s self through the eyes of others, of measuring one’s soul by the tape of a world that looks on 
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in amused contempt and pity. One ever feels his two-ness—an American, a Negro; two souls, two thoughts” (12). 

Selections from The Souls of Black Folk 

THE FORETHOUGHT 

Herein lie buried many things which if read with patience may show the strange meaning of being black here at the dawning of 
the Twentieth Century. This meaning is not without interest to you, Gentle Reader; for the problem of the Twentieth Century is the 
problem of the color line. I pray you, then, receive my little book in all charity, studying my words with me, forgiving mistake and 
foible for sake of the faith and passion that is in me, and seeking the grain of truth hidden there. 

I have sought here to sketch, in vague, uncertain outline, the spiritual world in which ten thousand thousand Americans live and 
strive. First, in two chapters I have tried to show what Emancipation meant to them, and what was its aftermath. In a third chapter 
I have pointed out the slow rise of personal leadership, and criticized candidly the leader who bears the chief burden of his race 
to-day. Then, in two other chapters I have sketched in swift outline the two worlds within and without the Veil, and thus have come 
to the central problem of training men for life. Venturing now into deeper detail, I have in two chapters studied the struggles of the 
massed millions of the black peasantry, and in another have sought to make clear the present relations of the sons of master and 
man. Leaving, then, the white world, I have stepped within the Veil, raising it that you may view faintly its deeper recesses,—the 
meaning of its religion, the passion of its human sorrow, and the struggle of its greater souls. All this I have ended with a tale 
twice told but seldom written, and a chapter of song. Some of these thoughts of mine have seen the light before in other guise. For 
kindly consenting to their republication here, in altered and extended form, I must thank the publishers of the Atlantic Monthly, 
The World’s Work, the Dial, The New World, and the Annals of the American Academy of Political and Social Science. Before each 
chapter, as now printed, stands a bar of the Sorrow Songs,—some echo of haunting melody from the only American music which 
welled up from black souls in the dark past. And, finally, need I add that I who speak here am bone of the bone and flesh of the 
flesh of them that live within the Veil? 

W. E. B. Du B. 

ATLANTA, GA., FEB. 1, 1903. 

CHAPTER I 

OF OUR SPIRITUAL STRIVINGS 

O water, voice of my heart, crying in the sand, 

All night long crying with a mournful cry, 

As I lie and listen, and cannot understand 

The voice of my heart in my side or the voice of the sea, 

O water, crying for rest, is it I, is it I? 

All night long the water is crying to me. 

Unresting water, there shall never be rest 

Till the last moon droop and the last tide fail, 

And the fire of the end begin to burn in the west; 

And the heart shall be weary and wonder and cry like the sea, 

All life long crying without avail, 

As the water all night long is crying to me. 
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Arthur Symons. 

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

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

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

The history of the American Negro is the history of this strife,—this longing to attain self-conscious manhood, to merge his double 
self into a better and truer self. In this merging he wishes neither of the older selves to be lost. He would not Africanize America, 
for America has too much to teach the world and Africa. He would not bleach his Negro soul in a flood of white Americanism, 
for he knows that Negro blood has a message for the world. He simply wishes to make it possible for a man to be both a Negro 
and an American, without being cursed and spit upon by his fellows, without having the doors of Opportunity closed roughly in 
his face. This, then, is the end of his striving: to be a co-worker in the kingdom of culture, to escape both death and isolation, 
to husband and use his best powers and his latent genius. These powers of body and mind have in the past been strangely 
wasted, dispersed, or forgotten. The shadow of a mighty Negro past flits through the tale of Ethiopia the Shadowy and of Egypt 
the Sphinx. Through history, the powers of single black men flash here and there like falling stars, and die sometimes before the 
world has rightly gauged their brightness. Here in America, in the few days since Emancipation, the black man’s turning hither and 
thither in hesitant and doubtful striving has often made his very strength to lose effectiveness, to seem like absence of power, like 
weakness. And yet it is not weakness,—it is the contradiction of double aims. The double-aimed struggle of the black artisan—on 
the one hand to escape white contempt for a nation of mere hewers of wood and drawers of water, and on the other hand to 
plough and nail and dig for a poverty-stricken horde—could only result in making him a poor craftsman, for he had but half a 
heart in either cause. By the poverty and ignorance of his people, the Negro minister or doctor was tempted toward quackery and 
demagogy; and by the criticism of the other world, toward ideals that made him ashamed of his lowly tasks. The would-be black 
savant was confronted by the paradox that the knowledge his people needed was a twice-told tale to his white neighbors, while 
the knowledge which would teach the white world was Greek to his own flesh and blood. The innate love of harmony and beauty 
that set the ruder souls of his people a-dancing and a-singing raised but confusion and doubt in the soul of the black artist; for 
the beauty revealed to him was the soul-beauty of a race which his larger audience despised, and he could not articulate the 
message of another people. This waste of double aims, this seeking to satisfy two unreconciled ideals, has wrought sad havoc 
with the courage and faith and deeds of ten thousand thousand people,— has sent them often wooing false gods and invoking 
false means of salvation, and at 

times has even seemed about to make them ashamed of themselves. 
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Away back in the days of bondage they thought to see in one divine event the end of all doubt and disappointment; few men ever 
worshipped Freedom with half such unquestioning faith as did the American Negro for two centuries. To him, so far as he thought 
and dreamed, slavery was indeed the sum of all villainies, the cause of all sorrow, the root of all prejudice; Emancipation was 
the key to a promised land of sweeter beauty than ever stretched before the eyes of wearied Israelites. In song and exhortation 
swelled one refrain—Liberty; in his tears and curses the God he implored had Freedom in his right hand. At last it came,—suddenly, 
fearfully, like a dream. With one wild carnival of blood and passion came the message in his own plaintive cadences:— 

“Shout, O children! 

Shout, you’re free! 

For God has bought your liberty!” 

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

“Take any shape but that, and my firm nerves 

Shall never tremble!” 

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

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

Up the new path the advance guard toiled, slowly, heavily, doggedly; only those who have watched and guided the faltering feet, 
the misty minds, the dull understandings, of the dark pupils of these schools know how faithfully, how piteously this people strove 
to learn. It was weary work. The cold statistician wrote down the inches of progress here and there, noted also where here and 
there a foot had slipped or some one had fallen. To the tired climbers, the horizon was ever dark, the mists were often cold, 
the Canaan was always dim and far away. If, however, the vistas disclosed as yet no goal, no resting-place, little but flattery and 
criticism, the journey at least gave leisure for reflection and self-examination; it changed the child of Emancipation to the youth 
with dawning self-consciousness, self-realization, self-respect. In those sombre forests of his striving his own soul rose before 
him, and he saw himself,—darkly as through a veil; and yet he saw in himself some faint revelation of his power, of his mission. He 
began to have a dim feeling that, to attain his place in the world, he must be himself, and not another. For the first time he sought 
to analyze the burden he bore upon his back, that dead-weight of social degradation partially masked behind a half-named Negro 
problem. He felt his poverty; without a cent, without a home, without land, tools, or savings, he had entered into competition with 
rich, landed, skilled neighbors. 

To be a poor man is hard, but to be a poor race in a land of dollars is the very bottom of hardships. He felt the weight of his 
ignorance,—not simply of letters, but of life, of business, of the humanities; the accumulated sloth and shirking and awkwardness 
of decades and centuries shackled his hands and feet. Nor was his burden all poverty and ignorance. The red stain of bastardy, 
which two centuries of systematic legal defilement of Negro women had stamped upon his race, meant not only the loss of ancient 
African chastity, but also the hereditary weight of a mass of corruption from white adulterers, threatening almost the obliteration 
of the Negro home. 
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A people thus handicapped ought not to be asked to race with the world, but rather allowed to give all its time and thought to 
its own social problems. But alas! While sociologists gleefully count his bastards and his prostitutes, the very soul of the toiling, 
sweating black man is darkened by the shadow of a vast despair. Men call the shadow prejudice, and learnedly explain it as the 
natural defence of culture against barbarism, learning against ignorance, purity against crime, the “higher” against the “lower” 
races. 

To which the Negro cries Amen! and swears that to so much of this strange prejudice as is founded on just homage to civilization, 
culture, righteousness, and progress, he humbly bows and meekly does obeisance. But before that nameless prejudice that leaps 
beyond all this he stands helpless, dismayed, and well-nigh speechless; before that personal disrespect and mockery, the ridicule 
and systematic humiliation, the distortion of fact and wanton license of fancy, the cynical ignoring of the better and the boisterous 
welcoming of the worse, the all-pervading desire to inculcate disdain for everything black, from Toussaint to the devil,—before 
this there rises a sickening despair that would disarm and discourage any nation save that black host to whom “discouragement” 
is an unwritten word. 

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

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

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

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

CHAPTER III 

OF MR. BOOKER T. WASHINGTON AND OTHERS 

From birth till death enslaved; in word, in deed, unmanned! 

* * * * * * * * * 
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Hereditary bondsmen! Know ye not 

Who would be free themselves must strike the blow? 

Byron. 

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

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

To gain the sympathy and cooperation of the various elements comprising the white South was Mr. Washington’s first task; and 
this, at the time Tuskegee was founded, seemed, for a black man, well-nigh impossible. And yet ten years later it was done in 
the word spoken at Atlanta: “In all things purely social we can be as separate as the five fingers, and yet one as the hand in all 
things essential to mutual progress.” This “Atlanta Compromise” is by all odds the most notable thing in Mr. Washington’s career. 
The South interpreted it in different ways: the radicals received it as a complete surrender of the demand for civil and political 
equality; the conservatives, as a generously conceived working basis for mutual understanding. So both approved it, and to-day 
its author is certainly the most distinguished Southerner since Jefferson Davis, and the one with the largest personal following. 
Next to this achievement comes Mr. Washington’s work in gaining place and consideration in the North. Others less shrewd and 
tactful had formerly essayed to sit on these two stools and had fallen between them; but as Mr. Washington knew the heart of the 
South from birth and training, so by singular insight he intuitively grasped the spirit of the age which was dominating the North. 
And so thoroughly did he learn the speech and thought of triumphant commercialism, and the ideals of material prosperity, that 
the picture of a lone black boy poring over a French grammar amid the weeds and dirt of a neglected home soon seemed to him 
the acme of absurdities. One wonders what Socrates and St. Francis of Assisi would say to this. And yet this very singleness of 
vision and thorough oneness with his age is a mark of the successful man. It is as though Nature must needs make men narrow 
in order to give them force. So Mr. Washington’s cult has gained unquestioning followers, his work has wonderfully prospered, his 
friends are legion, and his enemies are confounded. Today he stands as the one recognized spokesman of his ten million fellows, 
and one of the most notable figures in a nation of seventy millions. One hesitates, therefore, to criticise a life which, beginning 
with so little, has done so much. And yet the time is come when one may speak in all sincerity and utter courtesy of the mistakes 
and shortcomings of Mr. Washington’s career, as well as of his triumphs, without being thought captious or envious, and without 
forgetting that it is easier to do ill than well in the world. 

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

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

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

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

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

Stern financial and social stress after the war cooled much of the previous humanitarian ardor. The disappointment and 
impatience of the Negroes at the persistence of slavery and serfdom voiced itself in two movements. The slaves in the South, 
aroused undoubtedly by vague rumors of the Haytian revolt, made three fierce attempts at insurrection,—in 1800 under Gabriel 
in Virginia, in 1822 under Vesey in Carolina, and in 1831 again in Virginia under the terrible Nat Turner. In the Free States, on 
the other hand, a new and curious attempt at self-development was made. In Philadelphia and New York color-prescription led to 
a withdrawal of Negro communicants from white churches and the formation of a peculiar socio-religious institution among the 
Negroes known as the African Church,—an organization still living and controlling in its various branches over a million of men. 
Walker’s wild appeal against the trend of the times showed how the world was changing after the coming of the cotton-gin. By 
1830 slavery seemed hopelessly fastened on the South, and the slaves thoroughly cowed into submission. The free Negroes of the 
North, inspired by the mulatto immigrants from the West Indies, began to change the basis of their demands; they recognized the 
slavery of slaves, but insisted that they themselves were freemen, and sought assimilation and amalgamation with the nation on 
the same terms with other men. Thus, Forten and Purvis of Philadelphia, Shad of Wilmington, Du Bois of New Haven, Barbadoes 
of Boston, and others, strove singly and together as men, they said, not as slaves; as “people of color,” not as “Negroes.” The 
trend of the times, however, refused them recognition save in individual and exceptional cases, considered them as one with all 
the despised blacks, and they soon found themselves striving to keep even the rights they formerly had of voting and working 
and moving as freemen. Schemes of migration and colonization arose among them; but these they refused to entertain, and they 
eventually turned to the Abolition movement as a final refuge. 

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

Then came the Revolution of 1876, the suppression of the Negro votes, the changing and shifting of ideals, and the seeking of 
new lights in the great night. Douglass, in his old age, still bravely stood for the ideals of his early manhood,—ultimate assimilation 
through self-assertion, and on no other terms. For a time Price arose as a new leader, destined, it seemed, not to give up, but to 
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re-state the old ideals in a form less repugnant to the white South. But he passed away in his prime. Then came the new leader. 
Nearly all the former ones had become leaders by the silent suffrage of their fellows, had sought to lead their own people alone, 
and were usually, save Douglass, little known outside their race. But Booker T. Washington arose as essentially the leader not of 
one race but of two,—a compromiser between the South, the North, and the Negro. Naturally the Negroes resented, at first bitterly, 
signs of compromise which surrendered their civil and political rights, even though this was to be exchanged for larger chances 
of economic development. The rich and dominating North, however, was not only weary of the race problem, but was investing 
largely in Southern enterprises, and welcomed any method of peaceful cooperation. Thus, by national opinion, the Negroes began 
to recognize Mr. Washington’s leadership; and the voice of criticism was hushed. 

Mr. Washington represents in Negro thought the old attitude of adjustment and submission; but adjustment at such a peculiar 
time as to make his programme unique. This is an age of unusual economic development, and Mr. Washington’s programme 
naturally takes an economic cast, becoming a gospel of Work and Money to such an extent as apparently almost completely to 
overshadow the higher aims of life. Moreover, this is an age when the more advanced races are coming in closer contact with 
the less developed races, and the race-feeling is therefore intensified; and Mr. Washington’s programme practically accepts the 
alleged inferiority of the Negro races. Again, in our own land, the reaction from the sentiment of war time has given impetus 
to race-prejudice against Negroes, and Mr. Washington withdraws many of the high demands of Negroes as men and American 
citizens. In other periods of intensified prejudice all the Negro’s tendency to self-assertion has been called forth; at this period 
a policy of submission is advocated. In the history of nearly all other races and peoples the doctrine preached at such crises has 
been that manly self-respect is worth more than lands and houses, and that a people who voluntarily surrender such respect, or 
cease striving for it, are not worth civilizing. 

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

First, political power, 

Second, insistence on civil rights, 

Third, higher education of Negro youth,—and concentrate all their energies on industrial education, and accumulation of wealth, 
and the conciliation of the South. This policy has been courageously and insistently advocated for over fifteen years, and has been 
triumphant for perhaps ten years. As a result of this tender of the palm-branch, what has been the return? In these years there 
have occurred: 

• The disfranchisement of the Negro. 
• The legal creation of a distinct status of civil inferiority for the Negro. 
• The steady withdrawal of aid from institutions for the higher training of the Negro. 

These movements are not, to be sure, direct results of Mr. Washington’s teachings; but his propaganda has, without a shadow of 
doubt, helped their speedier accomplishment. The question then comes: Is it possible, and probable, that nine millions of men 
can make effective progress in economic lines if they are deprived of political rights, made a servile caste, and allowed only the 
most meagre chance for developing their exceptional men? If history and reason give any distinct answer to these questions, it 
is an emphatic NO. And Mr. Washington thus faces the triple paradox of his career: 

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

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

• He advocates common-school and industrial training, and depreciates institutions of higher learning; but neither the Negro 
common-schools, nor Tuskegee itself, could remain open a day were it not for teachers trained in Negro colleges, or trained 
by their graduates. 

This triple paradox in Mr. Washington’s position is the object of criticism by two classes of colored Americans. One class is 
spiritually descended from Toussaint the Savior, through Gabriel, Vesey, and Turner, and they represent the attitude of revolt and 
revenge; they hate the white South blindly and distrust the white race generally, and so far as they agree on definite action, think 
that the Negro’s only hope lies in emigration beyond the borders of the United States. And yet, by the irony of fate, nothing has 
more effectually made this programme seem hopeless than the recent course of the United States toward weaker and darker 
peoples in the West Indies, Hawaii, and the Philippines,—for where in the world may we go and be safe from lying and brute force? 

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

• The right to vote. 
• Civic equality. 
• The education of youth according to ability. They acknowledge Mr. Washington’s invaluable service in counselling patience 

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

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

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

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

Today even the attitude of the Southern whites toward the blacks is not, as so many assume, in all cases the same; the ignorant 
Southerner hates the Negro, the workingmen fear his competition, the money-makers wish to use him as a laborer, some of the 
educated see a menace in his upward development, while others—usually the sons of the masters—wish to help him to rise. 
National opinion has enabled this last class to maintain the Negro common schools, and to protect the Negro partially in property, 
life, and limb. Through the pressure of the money-makers, the Negro is in danger of being reduced to semi-slavery, especially in 
the country districts; the workingmen, and those of the educated who fear the Negro, have united to disfranchise him, and some 
have urged his deportation; while the passions of the ignorant are easily aroused to lynch and abuse any black man. To praise this 
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intricate whirl of thought and prejudice is nonsense; to inveigh indiscriminately against “the South” is unjust; but to use the same 
breath in praising Governor Aycock, exposing Senator Morgan, arguing with Mr. Thomas Nelson Page, and denouncing Senator 
Ben Tillman, is not only sane, but the imperative duty of thinking black men. 

It would be unjust to Mr. Washington not to acknowledge that in several instances he has opposed movements in the South 
which were unjust to the Negro; he sent memorials to the Louisiana and Alabama constitutional conventions, he has spoken 
against lynching, and in other ways has openly or silently set his influence against sinister schemes and unfortunate happenings. 
Notwithstanding this, it is equally true to assert that on the whole the distinct impression left by Mr. Washington’s propaganda 
is, first, that the South is justified in its present attitude toward the Negro because of the Negro’s degradation; secondly, that 
the prime cause of the Negro’s failure to rise more quickly is his wrong education in the past; and, thirdly, that his future rise 
depends primarily on his own efforts. Each of these propositions is a dangerous half-truth. The supplementary truths must never 
be lost sight of: first, slavery and race-prejudice are potent if not sufficient causes of the Negro’s position; second, industrial 
and common-school training were necessarily slow in planting because they had to await the black teachers trained by higher 
institutions,—it being extremely doubtful if any essentially different development was possible, and certainly a Tuskegee was 
unthinkable before 1880; and, third, while it is a great truth to say that the Negro must strive and strive mightily to help himself, it 
is equally true that unless his striving be not simply seconded, but rather aroused and encouraged, by the initiative of the richer 
and wiser environing group, he cannot hope for great success. 

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

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

The black men of America have a duty to perform, a duty stern and delicate,—a forward movement to oppose a part of the work 
of their greatest leader. So far as Mr. Washington preaches Thrift, Patience, and Industrial Training for the masses, we must hold 
up his hands and strive with him, rejoicing in his honors and glorying in the strength of this Joshua called of God and of man to 
lead the headless host. But so far as Mr. Washington apologizes for injustice, North or South, does not rightly value the privilege 
and duty of voting, belittles the emasculating effects of caste distinctions, and opposes the higher training and ambition of our 
brighter minds,— so far as he, the South, or the Nation, does this,—we must unceasingly and firmly oppose them. By every civilized 
and peaceful method we must strive for the rights which the world accords to men, clinging unwaveringly to those great words 
which the sons of the Fathers would fain forget: “We hold these truths to be self-evident: That all men are created equal; that they 
are endowed by their Creator with certain unalienable rights; that among these are life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness.” 

Reading and Review Questions 

1. Why does Du Bois include the musical bars at the beginning of each chapter? 
2. How does Du Bois’s essay, “Of Mr. Booker T. Washington and Others” differ from Washington’s “Atlanta Exposition”? 

W. E. B. Du Bois (1868-1963) – Writing the Nation: A Concise Introduction to American Literature 1865-Present 

This page titled 1.6: DuBois' "The Souls of Black Folk" is shared under a CC BY 4.0 license and was authored, remixed, and/or curated by Amery 
Bodelson. 
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1.7: Dunbar's Poetry 

Paul Laurence Dunbar (1872-1906) 

While schools, community centers, literary prizes, and other institutions carry Paul Laurence Dunbar’s name, his reputation has 
suffered from critics labeling him an accomidationist who rather than opposing white-supremacy and racism reinforced it with 
stereotypical images of African American characters who spoke in dialect and appeared to long for a bygone past in the Old 
South. Critics such as Charles T. Davis and Sterling A. Brown noted a sign of literary genius in Dunbar; however, they also saw 
Dunbar “misreading” African American history and culture. Dunbar came of age and wrote during the period of regionalism 
and the plantation tradition, a literary genre deployed by authors such as Thomas Nelson Page and Joel Chandler Harris that 
reinforced racist stereotypes of African Americans. 

Critics like Davis and Brown perceived Dunbar as placating, and not transcending, the plantation tradition, thus buttressing 
up the ideas purported by authors such as Harris and Page. On the surface, dialect poems such as “The Banjo Song” and 
“The Deserted Plantation” are pieces that, as Joanna Brookes notes, “must have appealed to white Southerners who wanted 
to see blacks back in their place.” The poems do not lament the passing of the genteel, Old South; rather, the emancipated 
slaves encompass “an Afrocentric environment and enjoy each other’s company,” as Brooks continues, instead of becoming 
stereotypical representations of the plantation tradition. 

A poet, essayist, novelist, short story writer, songwriter, playwright, and literary innovator Dunbar was born in Dayton, Ohio, in 1872 

to former slaves Joshua and Matilda from Kentucky. Joshua served in the Massachusetts 55th Regiment during the Civil War, and 
Matilda instilled within her son a love of literature and taught him how to read. Both of his parents told him about their lives and 
the lives of others, teaching him about the oral tradition and the African American experience. During his time at Dayton’s Central 
High School, Dunbar wrote for school’s newspaper, its humor magazine, and served as the class poet. 

As a senior in 1890, Dunbar published the Dayton Tattler, a weekly, African American newspaper, with the assistance of Orville 
Wright. The paper only lasted for three issues because of a lack of subscriptions, but the contents of the Dayton Tattler highlight 
some of Dunbar’s earliest work in the form of his unfinished play The Gambler’s Wife and a poem modeled after the dialect poetry 
of the Hoosier poet James Whitcomb Reilly entitled “Lager Beer.” Amongst the literary pieces, Dunbar’s “Saluatory” for the paper 
calls upon readers to, “for the sake of Heaven and the race, stop saying, and go to doing.” Instead of accommodating, Dunbar 
calls for action, and his work heeds that call. At times, Dunbar confronts racial injustice head on as he does in his newspaper 
writings such as his 1903 New York Times piece “The Fourth of July and Race Outrages” which echoes Frederick Douglass’ “What 
to the Slave is the Fourth of July?”, commenting on the peonage system in the South and lynchings across the nation. At other 
times, Dunbar subverts popular beliefs about the Old South and African Americans in poems like “The Deserted Plantation.” 
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Partly due to the literary landscape of the period, a milieu that featured authors such as Page, Harris, Mark Twain, Charles 
Chesnutt, and other regionalists, Dunbar worked within the period in which he lived, writing dialect poems and constructing 
characters that appeared similar to the ones those authors working in the plantation tradition deployed. However, Dunbar’s 
subversion works to undercut the veneer of adhering to the plantation tradition by portraying “the mask that grins and lies” 
while all the while destabilizing that perception by presenting his African American characters with humanity and life. Reviewing 
Dunbar’s second collection of poetry, Majors and Minors (1895), William Dean Howells noted Dunbar’s literary talent, but Howells 
also silenced African American writers who were either contemporaries with Dunbar or who came before him. Howells calls Dunbar 
“the first man of his color to study his race objectively, to analyze it to himself, and then to represent it in art as he felt it and 
found it to be.” This is the space that Dunbar entered into, a space that did not recognize or acknowledge an African American 
literary tradition and a space that portrayed African Americans as caricatures and stereotypes. Dunbar knew about the history of 
the African American press and papers such as Freedoms Journal, Ram’s Horn, and Douglass’ The North Star; he knew about 
the work Albery Allson Whitman, James D. Carruthers, George Martin McClellan, and his own wife Alice Dunbar-Nelson; he knew 
about the struggles regarding education, politics, and economics through his relationships with African American leaders such 
as Booker T. Washington; he knew about the struggles of slavery and life on the plantation from his parents who were enslaved in 
Kentucky. 

The works collected here highlight the dual nature of Dunbar’s writing, existing within a literary tradition of caricatures while 
subverting those stereotypes from within. We need to think about Dunbar in relation to an African American literary tradition that 
includes authors such as Frances Ellen Watkins Harper, Frederick Douglass, David Walker, Charles Chesnutt, and Alice Dunbar-
Nelson. We also need to consider him within the context of poets such as John Greenleaf Whitter, Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, 
and James Whitcomb Riley; and in connection to regional authors who tackle “the problem of the color line” in America such 
as Mark Twain, George Washington Cable, and Kate Chopin. Taken together, the short stories and poems presented here show 
Dunbar working within the literary confines of his period and also confronting, through his fiction, those who heaped praise upon 
his dialect poems while devaluing his standard verse. 

Booker T. Washington called Dunbar “the poet laureate of the Negro race,” and nearly a century later, poet Nikki Giovanni provided 
a description of Dunbar’s dual position: “Every artist, should he create long enough, will come full cycle again and again. The artist 
is a political animal as well as a sensitive being. Like any person the artist is a contradiction. Dunbar will speak of the good ole 
days, then say ‘We Wear the Mask.’ The message is clear and available to us if we invest in Dunbar the integrity we hope others 
will give us.” 

For more on Paul Laurence Dunbar, see Joanna Braxton’s The Collected Poetry of Paul Laurence Dunbar (1993); Herbert 
Woodward Martin and Ronald Primeau’s In His Own Voice: The Dramatic and Other Uncollected Works of Paul Laurence Dunbar 
(2002); Herbert Woodward Martin, Gene Andrew Jarrett, and Ronald Primeau’s The Collected Novels of Paul Laurence Dunbar
(2009); Willie J. Harrell, Jr.’s edited collection We Wear the Mask: Paul Laurence Dunbar and the Politics of Representative Reality 
(2010) 

Sympathy 

I know what the caged bird feels, alas! 

When the sun is bright on the upland slopes; 

When the wind stirs soft through the springing grass, 
And the river flows like a stream of glass; 

When the first bird sings and the first bud opes, 

And the faint perfume from its chalice steals— 
I know what the caged bird feels! 

I know why the caged bird beats his wing 

Till its blood is red on the cruel bars; 

For he must fly back to his perch and cling 
When he fain would be on the bough a-swing; 
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And a pain still throbs in the old, old scars 

And they pulse again with a keener sting— 
I know why he beats his wing! 

I know why the caged bird sings, ah me, 

When his wing is bruised and his bosom sore,— 

When he beats his bars and he would be free; 
It is not a carol of joy or glee, 

But a prayer that he sends from his heart’s deep core, 

But a plea, that upward to Heaven he flings— 
I know why the caged bird sings! 

The Deserted Plantation 

Oh, de grubbin’–hoe ’s a–rustin’ in de co’nah, 
An’ de plow ’s a–tumblin’ down in de fiel’, 
While de whippo’will ’s a–wailin’ lak a mou’nah 
When his stubbo’n hea’t is tryin’ ha’d to yiel’. 

In de furrers whah de co’n was allus wavin’, 
Now de weeds is growin’ green an’ rank an’ tall; 
An’ de swallers roun’ de whole place is a–bravin’ 
Lak dey thought deir folks had allus owned it all. 

An’ de big house stan’s all quiet lak an’ solemn, 
Not a blessed soul in pa’lor, po’ch, er lawn; 
Not a guest, ner not a ca’iage lef’ to haul ‘em, 
Fu’ de ones dat tu’ned de latch–string out air gone. 

An’ de banjo’s voice is silent in de qua’ters, 
D’ ain’t a hymn ner co’n–song ringin’ in de air; 
But de murmur of a branch’s passin’ waters 
Is de only soun’ dat breks de stillness dere. 

Whah ’s de da’kies, dem dat used to be a–dancin’ 
Evry night befo’ de ole cabin do’? 
Whah ’s de chillun, dem dat used to be a–prancin’ 
Er a–rollin’ in de san’ er on de flo’? 

Whah ’s ole Uncle Mordecai an’ Uncle Aaron? 
Whah ’s Aunt Doshy, Sam, an’ Kit, an’ all de res’? 
Whah ’s ole Tom de da’ky fiddlah, how ’s he farin’? 
Whah ’s de gals dat used to sing an’ dance de bes’? 

Gone! not one o’ dem is lef’ to tell de story; 
Dey have lef’ de deah ole place to fall away. 
Could n’t one o’ dem dat seed it in its glory 
Stay to watch it in de hour of decay? 

Dey have lef’ de ole plantation to de swallers, 
But it hol’s in me a lover till de las’; 
Fu’ I fin’ hyeah in de memory dat follers 
All dat loved me an’ dat I loved in de pas’. 
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So I’ll stay an’ watch de deah ole place an’ tend it 
Ez I used to in de happy days gone by. 
‘Twell de othah Mastah thinks it’s time to end it, 
An’ calls me to my qua’ters in de sky. 

We Wear the Mask 

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

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

We wear the mask. 

We smile, but, O great Christ, our cries 
To thee from tortured souls arise. 
We sing, but oh the clay is vile 
Beneath our feet, and long the mile; 
But let the world dream otherwise, 

We wear the mask! 

Paul Laurence Dunbar (1872-1906) – Open Anthology of Earlier American Literature 

This page titled 1.7: Dunbar's Poetry is shared under a CC BY 4.0 license and was authored, remixed, and/or curated by Amery Bodelson. 
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1.8: Zitkala-Sa's "The School Days of an Indian Girl" 

Zitkala-Sa (1876-1938) 

Introduction 

Zitkala- Sa: what a woman. She was a member of the Sioux tribe in South Dakota, and throughout the course of her life, she made 
a number of incredible contributions to both her own culture and heritage, and that of the literary world. Zitkala-Sa, also known by 
the name, Gertrude Simmons Bonin, was a writer, musician, editor, teacher, and political activist. She took the struggles that she 
faced in her childhood and turned them into multiple pieces of writing. Her works allowed for the rest of the world to look through 
a window and see not only the hardships she had to face, but the hardships that so many others in her situation have had to go 
through in regard to preserving a culture that is being swallowed by a more dominant one. Let’s take a closer look at her life. 

On February 22nd, 1876, Zitkala-Sa was born on the Yankton Indian Reservation in South Dakota. Her mother, Ellen Simmons, 
was a member of the Yankton Sioux tribe while her father was a German-American by the name of Felker. He abandoned the 
family very early on. For the first eight years of her life, Zitkala-Sa enjoyed life on the reservation. However, in 1884, missionaries 
came to the Yankton reservation and recruited her along with several other young children; taking them to White’s Indiana Manual 
Labor Institute. This was a Quaker school that taught speaking, reading, and writing in English located in Wabash, Indiana. 

She attended the school for three years before returning to the reservation in 1887. Zitkala- Sa later wrote about this experience 
in The School Days of an Indian Girl. When she returned to the reservation, she described feeling as if she no longer belonged 
to the Yankton traditions and thought that many of her people had already begun to conform to the dominant white culture. At 
age fifteen, Zitkala-Sa decided to head back to White’s Labor Institute. She excelled in school, even teaching music after the 
instructor retired. In June of 1885, she earned her diploma and gave a powerful speech on women’s inequality. Her education 
later continued at Earlham College in Richmond, Indiana. Here she gathered Native American legends and translated them from 
Latin to English for children to read. Unfortunately, due to ill health and financial problems, she had to leave the college six weeks 
before graduation in 1897. She bounced back pretty quickly because from 1897-1899, she continued her studies and played violin 
at the New England Conservatory of Music in Boston, Massachusetts. 

Zitkala-Sa later got a job as a teacher at Carlisle School under the founder, Colonel Richard Henry Pratt. He sent her back to her 
Yankton Sioux reservation to recruit children. Upon her return, she found it run down and taken over by white settlers. Zitkala-Sa 
did not agree with Colonel Pratt and his methods of instruction. The curriculum at Carlisle was ridged and forced the agenda of 
the dominant white culture with many limitations. In 1901, she was dismissed from instruction and returned home to care for her 
mother. 
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In 1902, Zitkala-Sa met and married Captain Raymond Talefase Bonnin. The couple moved to the Unitah-Ouray Reservation where 
they had their only child Raymond Ohiya Bonnin. 

Zitkala-Sa’s literary career consisted of two different periods. The first period took place from 1900-1904. During this time, she 
published legends collected from Native American culture as well as wrote autobiographical narratives. She had writing that did 
not get published but was later collected and published by other authors. For example, the libretto of Sun Dance Opera was 
published as Dreams and Thunder: Stories, Poems, and the Sun Dance Opera by P. Jane Hafen. She had many articles published 
in Atlantic Monthly and Harper’s Monthly from 1900-1902. 

Her second period took place from 1916-1924. During this time, she concentrated on writing and publishing political works; 
inspired by her and her husband’s recent move to Washington D.C. Here, she became politically active. Zitkala-Sa published 
American Indian Stories and co-authored Oklahoma’s Poor Rich Indians: An Orgy of Graft and Exploitation of the Five Civilized 
Tribes, Legalized Robbery, an influential pamphlet. In addition to her writing, she created the Indian Welfare Committee of 
the General Federation of Women’s Clubs. She worked as a researcher for this through much of the 1920’s. Her activism was 
influential in creating many changes to the education, health care, and legal standing of Native American people and stressing 
the importance of preserving Indian culture. 

On January 26th, 1938, Zitkala-Sa died in Washington D.C. at the age of sixty-one. She is buried in the Arlington National 
Cemetery under the name Gertrude Simmons Bonnin. She left behind a massive legacy and is known to be one of the most 
influential Native American writers and activists of the twentieth century. 

Zitkala-Sa wrote many great pieces of literature, most of them pertaining to her emotional attachment to the oppression of the 
Indian people in the 1880’s. Zitkala-Sa lived through the American government doing its best to tighten its grip on the Indian 
people by implementing a number of policies (laws) that made life on the reservations worse. For example, the Code of Indian 
Offenses of 1883 was mainly to attack the Native’s religion. As Christianity was the dominant religion at the time, this policy was 
meant to get rid of any customs of the Indian people that were seen to hinder the expansion of civilization. Zitkala-Sa uses her 
story “The School Days of an Indian Girl” to depict some of these things. 

Zitkala-Sa uses a nonfiction standpoint, and starts the story off in 1884, with a young Zitkala-Sa sitting on an “iron horse”, 
heading east to Wabash, Indiana. Her destination? A Quaker missionary school called White’s Manual Institute for young Indian 
children like herself. Her original excitement was short-lived and cut down when she was met with overly strict rules, schedules, 
and even worse punishments. Everything she is taught to do – eat, speak, dress, write – is done to replace her tribal culture 
with the dominant white culture. Throughout her time at the school, Zitkala-Sa is treated as a foreign “uncivilized” person, which 
causes her to spend most of her time missing home – especially her mother – and she doesn’t make any real friends. 

Zitkala-Sa even takes a stab at the Christian religion in her short story. Because she grew up in Sioux cultural in South Dakota, 
Zitkala-Sa learned to follow her tribal culture and the God of her people, who they call the “Great Spirit.” In her story, Zitkala-Sa 
pokes at the way that the whites taught their Christian faith. She depicts a scene where she was shown a picture of “the white 
man’s devil.” 

With Zitkala-Sa writing this short story from the first-person point of view as well as using first-hand, personal experiences, 
the reader can empathize with her and the difficulties she faced at the missionary school. Because Zitkala-Sa uses this 
technique, the reader is forced to see white cultural the way that she did; scary and intrusive. Zitkala-Sa constantly mentions the 
misunderstandings between the whites and her and the other Indian children. This is caused by the different languages used by 
different peoples as well as the differences in the cultures. She was pushed into an unfamiliar world with many expectations which 
inevitably cursed her with many uncomfortable and unforgettable memories that she carries with her for the rest of her life. 
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The School Days of an Indian Girl 

I. THE LAND OF RED APPLES. 

THERE were eight in our party of bronzed children who were going East with the missionaries. Among us were three young braves, 
two tall girls, and we three little ones, Judéwin, Thowin, and I. 

We had been very impatient to start on our journey to the Red Apple Country, which, we were told, lay a little beyond the great 
circular horizon of the Western prairie. Under a sky of rosy apples we dreamt of roaming as freely and happily as we had chased 
the cloud shadows on the Dakota plains. We had anticipated much pleasure from a ride on the iron horse, but the throngs of 
staring palefaces disturbed and troubled us. 

On the train, fair women, with tottering babies on each arm, stopped their haste and scrutinized the children of absent mothers. 
Large men, with heavy bundles in their hands, halted near by, and riveted their glassy blue eyes upon us. 

I sank deep into the corner of my seat, for I resented being watched. Directly in front of me, children who were no larger than I 
hung themselves upon the backs of their seats, with their bold white faces toward me. Sometimes they took their forefingers out 
of their mouths and pointed at my moccasined feet. Their mothers, instead of reproving such rude curiosity, looked closely at me, 
and attracted their children’s further notice to my blanket. This embarrassed me, and kept me constantly on the verge of tears. 

I sat perfectly still, with my eyes downcast, daring only now and then to shoot long glances around me. Chancing to turn to the 
window at my side, I was quite breathless upon seeing one familiar object. It was the telegraph pole which strode by at short 
paces. Very near my mother’s dwelling, along the edge of a road thickly bordered with wild sunflowers, some poles like these had 
been planted by white men. Often I had stopped, on my way down the road, to hold my ear against the pole, and, hearing its low 
moaning, I used to wonder what the paleface had done to hurt it. Now I sat watching for each pole that glided by to be the last 
one. 

In this way I had forgotten my uncomfortable surroundings, when I heard one of my comrades call out my name. I saw the 
missionary standing very near, tossing candies and gums into our midst. This amused us all, and we tried to see who could catch 
the most of the sweetmeats. 

Though we rode several days inside of the iron horse, I do not recall a single thing about our luncheons. 

It was night when we reached the school grounds. The lights from the windows of the large buildings fell upon some of the icicled 
trees that stood beneath them. We were led toward an open door, where the brightness of the lights within flooded out over the 
heads of the excited palefaces who blocked the way. My body trembled more from fear than from the snow I trod upon. 

Entering the house, I stood close against the wall. The strong glaring light in the large whitewashed room dazzled my eyes. The 
noisy hurrying of hard shoes upon a bare wooden floor increased the whirring in my ears. My only safety seemed to be in keeping 
next to the wall. As I was wondering in which direction to escape from all this confusion, two warm hands grasped me firmly, and 
in the same moment I was tossed high in midair. A rosy-cheeked paleface woman caught me in her arms. I was both frightened 
and insulted by such trifling. I stared into her eyes, wishing her to let me stand on my own feet, but she jumped me up and down 
with increasing enthusiasm. My mother had never made a plaything of her wee daughter. Remembering this I began to cry aloud. 

They misunderstood the cause of my tears, and placed me at a white table loaded with food. There our party were united again. 
As I did not hush my crying, one of the older ones whispered to me, “Wait until you are alone in the night.” 

It was very little I could swallow besides my sobs, that evening. 

“Oh, I want my mother and my brother Dawée! I want to go to my aunt!” I pleaded; but the ears of the palefaces could not hear 
me. 

From the table we were taken along an upward incline of wooden boxes, which I learned afterward to call a stairway. At the top 
was a quiet hall, dimly lighted. Many narrow beds were in one straight line down the entire length of the wall. In them lay sleeping 
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brown faces, which peeped just out of the coverings. I was tucked into bed with one of the tall girls, because she talked to me in 
my mother tongue and seemed to soothe me. 

I had arrived in the wonderful land of rosy skies, but I was not happy, as I had thought I should be. My long travel and the 
bewildering sights had exhausted me. I fell asleep, heaving deep, tired sobs. My tears were left to dry themselves in streaks, 
because neither my aunt nor my mother was near to wipe them away. 

II. THE CUTTING OF MY LONG HAIR. 

The first day in the land of apples was a bitter-cold one; for the snow still covered the ground, and the trees were bare. A large bell 
rang for breakfast, its loud metallic voice crashing through the belfry overhead and into our sensitive ears. The annoying clatter 
of shoes on bare floors gave us no peace. The constant clash of harsh noises, with an undercurrent of many voices murmuring 
an unknown tongue, made a bedlam within which I was securely tied. And though my spirit tore itself in struggling for its lost 
freedom, all was useless. 

A paleface woman, with white hair, came up after us. We were placed in a line of girls who were marching into the dining room. 
These were Indian girls, in stiff shoes and closely clinging dresses. The small girls wore sleeved aprons and shingled hair. As 
I walked noiselessly in my soft moccasins, I felt like sinking to the floor, for my blanket had been stripped from my shoulders. 
I looked hard at the Indian girls, who seemed not to care that they were even more immodestly dressed than I, in their tightly 
fitting clothes. While we marched in, the boys entered at an opposite door. I watched for the three young braves who came in our 
party. I spied them in the rear ranks, looking as uncomfortable as I felt. 

A small bell was tapped, and each of the pupils drew a chair from under the table. Supposing this act meant they were to be 
seated, I pulled out mine and at once slipped into it from one side. But when I turned my head, I saw that I was the only one 
seated, and all the rest at our table remained standing. Just as I began to rise, looking shyly around to see how chairs were to be 
used, a second bell was sounded. All were seated at last, and I had to crawl back into my chair again. I heard a man’s voice at 
one end of the hall, and I looked around to see him. But all the others hung their heads over their plates. As I glanced at the long 
chain of tables, I caught the eyes of a paleface woman upon me. Immediately I dropped my eyes, wondering why I was so keenly 
watched by the strange woman. The man ceased his mutterings, and then a third bell was tapped. Every one picked up his knife 
and fork and began eating. I began crying instead, for by this time I was afraid to venture anything more. 

But this eating by formula was not the hardest trial in that first day. Late in the morning, my friend Judéwin gave me a terrible 
warning. Judéwin knew a few words of English, and she had overheard the paleface woman talk about cutting our long, heavy 
hair. Our mothers had taught us that only unskilled warriors who were captured had their hair shingled by the enemy. Among our 
people, short hair was worn by mourners, and shingled hair by cowards! 

We discussed our fate some moments, and when Judéwin said, “We have to submit, because they are strong,” I rebelled. 

“No, I will not submit! I will struggle first!” I answered. 

I watched my chance, and when no one noticed I disappeared. I crept up the stairs as quietly as I could in my squeaking shoes, 
– my moccasins had been exchanged for shoes. Along the hall I passed, without knowing whither I was going. Turning aside to an 
open door, I found a large room with three white beds in it. The windows were covered with dark green curtains, which made the 
room very dim. Thankful that no one was there, I directed my steps toward the corner farthest from the door. On my hands and 
knees I crawled under the bed, and cuddled myself in the dark corner. 

From my hiding place I peered out, shuddering with fear whenever I heard footsteps near by. Though in the hall loud voices were 
calling my name, and I knew that even Judéwin was searching for me, I did not open my mouth to answer. Then the steps were 
quickened and the voices became excited. The sounds came nearer and nearer. Women and girls entered the room. I held my 
breath, and watched them open closet doors and peep behind large trunks. Some one threw up the curtains, and the room was 
filled with sudden light. What caused them to stoop and look under the bed I do not know. I remember being dragged out, though 
I resisted by kicking and scratching wildly. In spite of myself, I was carried downstairs and tied fast in a chair. 

I cried aloud, shaking my head all the while until I felt the cold blades of the scissors against my neck, and heard them gnaw off 
one of my thick braids. Then I lost my spirit. Since the day I was taken from my mother I had suffered extreme indignities. People 
had stared at me. I had been tossed about in the air like a wooden puppet. And now my long hair was shingled like a coward’s! 
In my anguish I moaned for my mother, but no one came to comfort me. Not a soul reasoned quietly with me, as my own mother 
used to do; for now I was only one of many little animals driven by a herder. 
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III. THE SNOW EPISODE. 

A short time after our arrival we three Dakotas were playing in the snowdrift. We were all still deaf to the English language, 
excepting Judéwin, who always heard such puzzling things. One morning we learned through her ears that we were forbidden to 
fall lengthwise in the snow, as we had been doing, to see our own impressions. However, before many hours we had forgotten the 
order, and were having great sport in the snow, when a shrill voice called us. Looking up, we saw an imperative hand beckoning 
us into the house. We shook the snow off ourselves, and started toward the woman as slowly as we dared. 

Judéwin said: “Now the paleface is angry with us. She is going to punish us for falling into the snow. If she looks straight into your 
eyes and talks loudly, you must wait until she stops. Then, after a tiny pause, say, ‘No.’” The rest of the way we practiced upon the 
little word “no.” 

As it happened, Thowin was summoned to judgment first. The door shut behind her with a click. 

Judéwin and I stood silently listening at the keyhole. The paleface woman talked in very severe tones. Her words fell from her lips 
like crackling embers, and her inflection ran up like the small end of a switch. I understood her voice better than the things she 
was saying. I was certain we had made her very impatient with us. Judéwin heard enough of the words to realize all too late that 
she had taught us the wrong reply. 

“Oh, poor Thowin!” she gasped, as she put both hands over her ears. 

Just then I heard Thowin’s tremulous answer, “No.” 

With an angry exclamation, the woman gave her a hard spanking. Then she stopped to say something. Judéwin said it was this: 
“Are you going to obey my word the next time?” 

Thowin answered again with the only word at her command, “No.” 

This time the woman meant her blows to smart, for the poor frightened girl shrieked at the top of her voice. In the midst of the 
whipping the blows ceased abruptly, and the woman asked another question: “Are you going to fall in the snow again?” 

Thowin gave her bad password another trial. We heard her say feebly, “No! No!” 

With this the woman hid away her half-worn slipper, and led the child out, stroking her black shorn head. Perhaps it occurred to 
her that brute force is not the solution for such a problem. She did nothing to Judéwin nor to me. She only returned to us our 
unhappy comrade, and left us alone in the room. 

During the first two or three seasons misunderstandings as ridiculous as this one of the snow episode frequently took place, 
bringing unjustifiable frights and punishments into our little lives. 

Within a year I was able to express myself somewhat in broken English. As soon as I comprehended a part of what was said 
and done, a mischievous spirit of revenge possessed me. One day I was called in from my play for some misconduct. I had 
disregarded a rule which seemed to me very needlessly binding. I was sent into the kitchen to mash the turnips for dinner. It was 
noon, and steaming dishes were hastily carried into the dining-room. I hated turnips, and their odor which came from the brown 
jar was offensive to me. With fire in my heart, I took the wooden tool that the paleface woman held out to me. I stood upon a 
step, and, grasping the handle with both hands, I bent in hot rage over the turnips. I worked my vengeance upon them. All were 
so busily occupied that no one noticed me. I saw that the turnips were in a pulp, and that further beating could not improve them; 
but the order was, “Mash these turnips,” and mash them I would! I renewed my energy; and as I sent the masher into the bottom 
of the jar, I felt a satisfying sensation that the weight of my body had gone into it. 

Just here a paleface woman came up to my table. As she looked into the jar she shoved my hands roughly aside. I stood fearless 
and angry. She placed her red hands upon the rim of the jar. Then she gave one lift and stride away from the table. But lo! the 
pulpy contents fell through the crumbled bottom to the floor! She spared me no scolding phrases that I had earned. I did not 
heed them. I felt triumphant in my revenge, though deep within me I was a wee bit sorry to have broken the jar. 

As I sat eating my dinner, and saw that no turnips were served, I whooped in my heart for having once asserted the rebellion 
within me. 
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IV. THE DEVIL. 

Among the legends the old warriors used to tell me were many stories of evil spirits. But I was taught to fear them no more than 
those who stalked about in material guise. I never knew there was an insolent chieftain among the bad spirits, who dared to array 
his forces against the Great Spirit, until I heard this white man’s legend from a paleface woman. 

Out of a large book she showed me a picture of the white man’s devil. I looked in horror upon the strong claws that grew out 
of his fur-covered fingers. His feet were like his hands. Trailing at his heels was a scaly tail tipped with a serpent’s open jaws. 
His face was a patchwork: he had bearded cheeks, like some I had seen palefaces wear; his nose was an eagle’s bill, and his 
sharp-pointed ears were pricked up like those of a sly fox. Above them a pair of cow’s horns curved upward. I trembled with awe, 
and my heart throbbed in my throat, as I looked at the king of evil spirits. Then I heard the paleface woman say that this terrible 
creature roamed loose in the world, and that little girls who disobeyed school regulations were to be tortured by him. 

That night I dreamt about this evil divinity. Once again I seemed to be in my mother’s cottage. An Indian woman had come to 
visit my mother. On opposite sides of the kitchen stove, which stood in the centre of the small house, my mother and her guest 
were seated in straight-backed chairs. I played with a train of empty spools hitched together on a string. It was night, and the 
wick burned feebly. Suddenly I heard some one turn our door-knob from without. 

My mother and the woman hushed their talk, and both looked toward the door. It opened gradually. I waited behind the stove. The 
hinges squeaked as the door was slowly, very slowly pushed inward. 

Then in rushed the devil! He was tall! He looked exactly like the picture I had seen of him in the white man’s papers. He did 
not speak to my mother, because he did not know the Indian language, but his glittering yellow eyes were fastened upon me. He 
took long strides around the stove, passing behind the woman’s chair. I threw down my spools, and ran to my mother. He did 
not fear her, but followed closely after me. Then I ran round and round the stove, crying aloud for help. But my mother and the 
woman seemed not to know my danger. They sat still, looking quietly upon the devil’s chase after me. At last I grew dizzy. My head 
revolved as on a hidden pivot. My knees became numb, and doubled under my weight like a pair of knife blades without a spring. 
Beside my mother’s chair I fell in a heap. Just as the devil stooped over me with outstretched claws my mother awoke from her 
quiet indifference, and lifted me on her lap. Whereupon the devil vanished, and I was awake. 

On the following morning I took my revenge upon the devil. Stealing into the room where a wall of shelves was filled with books, I 
drew forth The Stories of the Bible. With a broken slate pencil I carried in my apron pocket, I began by scratching out his wicked 
eyes. A few moments later, when I was ready to leave the room, there was a ragged hole in the page where the picture of the devil 
had once been. 

V. IRON ROUTINE. 

A loud-clamoring bell awakened us at half-past six in the cold winter mornings. From happy dreams of Western rolling lands and 
unlassoed freedom we tumbled out upon chilly bare floors back again into a paleface day. We had short time to jump into our 
shoes and clothes, and wet our eyes with icy water, before a small hand bell was vigorously rung for roll call. 

There were too many drowsy children and too numerous orders for the day to waste a moment in any apology to nature for giving 
her children such a shock in the early morning. We rushed downstairs, bounding over two high steps at a time, to land in the 
assembly room. 

A paleface woman, with a yellow-covered roll book open on her arm and a gnawed pencil in her hand, appeared at the door. Her 
small, tired face was coldly lighted with a pair of large gray eyes. 

She stood still in a halo of authority, while over the rim of her spectacles her eyes pried nervously about the room. Having glanced 
at her long list of names and called out the first one, she tossed up her chin and peered through the crystals of her spectacles to 
make sure of the answer “Here.” 

Relentlessly her pencil black-marked our daily records if we were not present to respond to our names, and no chum of ours had 
done it successfully for us. No matter if a dull headache or the painful cough of slow consumption had delayed the absentee, 
there was only time enough to mark the tardiness. It was next to impossible to leave the iron routine after the civilizing machine 
had once begun its day’s buzzing; and as it was inbred in me to suffer in silence rather than to appeal to the ears of one whose 
open eyes could not see my pain, I have many times trudged in the day’s harness heavy-footed, like a dumb sick brute. 

33 (1.8.6)



Once I lost a dear classmate. I remember well how she used to mope along at my side, until one morning she could not raise her 
head from her pillow. At her deathbed I stood weeping, as the paleface woman sat near her moistening the dry lips. Among the 
folds of the bedclothes I saw the open pages of the white man’s Bible. The dying Indian girl talked disconnectedly of Jesus the 
Christ and the paleface who was cooling her swollen hands and feet. 

I grew bitter, and censured the woman for cruel neglect of our physical ills. I despised the pencils that moved automatically, and 
the one teaspoon which dealt out, from a large bottle, healing to a row of variously ailing Indian children. I blamed the hard-
working, well-meaning, ignorant woman who was inculcating in our hearts her superstitious ideas. Though I was sullen in all my 
little troubles, as soon as I felt better I was ready again to smile upon the cruel woman. Within a week I was again actively testing 
the chains which tightly bound my individuality like a mummy for burial. 

The melancholy of those black days has left so long a shadow that it darkens the path of years that have since gone by. These sad 
memories rise above those of smoothly grinding school days. Perhaps my Indian nature is the moaning wind which stirs them 
now for their present record. But, however tempestuous this is within me, it comes out as the low voice of a curiously colored 
seashell, which is only for those ears that are bent with compassion to hear it. 

VI. FOUR STRANGE SUMMERS. 

After my first three years of school, I roamed again in the Western country through four strange summers. 

During this time I seemed to hang in the heart of chaos, beyond the touch or voice of human aid. My brother, being almost ten 
years my senior, did not quite understand my feelings. My mother had never gone inside of a schoolhouse, and so she was not 
capable of comforting her daughter who could read and write. Even nature seemed to have no place for me. I was neither a wee 
girl nor a tall one; neither a wild Indian nor a tame one. This deplorable situation was the effect of my brief course in the East, 
and the unsatisfactory “teenth” in a girl’s years. 

It was under these trying conditions that, one bright afternoon, as I sat restless and unhappy in my mother’s cabin, I caught the 
sound of the spirited step of my brother’s pony on the road which passed by our dwelling. Soon I heard the wheels of a light 
buckboard, and Dawée’s familiar “Ho!” to his pony. He alighted upon the bare ground in front of our house. Tying his pony to one 
of the projecting corner logs of the low-roofed cottage, he stepped upon the wooden doorstep. 

I met him there with a hurried greeting, and as I passed by, he looked a quiet “What?” into my eyes. 

When he began talking with my mother, I slipped the rope from the pony’s bridle. Seizing the reins and bracing my feet against 
the dashboard, I wheeled around in an instant. The pony was ever ready to try his speed. Looking backward, I saw Dawée waving 
his hand to me. I turned with the curve in the road and disappeared. I followed the winding road which crawled upward between 
the bases of little hillocks. Deep water-worn ditches ran parallel on either side. A strong wind blew against my cheeks and fluttered 
my sleeves. The pony reached the top of the highest hill, and began an even race on the level lands. There was nothing moving 
within that great circular horizon of the Dakota prairies save the tall grasses, over which the wind blew and rolled off in long, 
shadowy waves. 

Within this vast wigwam of blue and green I rode reckless and insignificant. It satisfied my small consciousness to see the white 
foam fly from the pony’s mouth. 

Suddenly, out of the earth a coyote came forth at a swinging trot that was taking the cunning thief toward the hills and the village 
beyond. Upon the moment’s impulse, I gave him a long chase and a wholesome fright. As I turned away to go back to the village, 
the wolf sank down upon his haunches for rest, for it was a hot summer day; and as I drove slowly homeward, I saw his sharp nose 
still pointed at me, until I vanished below the margin of the hilltops. 

In a little while I came in sight of my mother’s house. Dawée stood in the yard, laughing at an old warrior who was pointing his 
forefinger, and again waving his whole hand, toward the hills. With his blanket drawn over one shoulder, he talked and motioned 
excitedly. Dawée turned the old man by the shoulder and pointed me out to him. 

“Oh han!” (Oh yes) the warrior muttered, and went his way. He had climbed the top of his favorite barren hill to survey the 
surrounding prairies, when he spied my chase after the coyote. His keen eyes recognized the pony and driver. At once uneasy for 
my safety, he had come running to my mother’s cabin to give her warning. I did not appreciate his kindly interest, for there was 
an unrest gnawing at my heart. 

As soon as he went away, I asked Dawée about something else. 
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“No, my baby sister, I cannot take you with me to the party tonight,” he replied. Though I was not far from fifteen, and I felt that 
before long I should enjoy all the privileges of my tall cousin, Dawée persisted in calling me his baby sister. 

That moonlight night, I cried in my mother’s presence when I heard the jolly young people pass by our cottage. They were no more 
young braves in blankets and eagle plumes, nor Indian maids with prettily painted cheeks. They had gone three years to school in 
the East, and had become civilized. The young men wore the white man’s coat and trousers, with bright neckties. The girls wore 
tight muslin dresses, with ribbons at neck and waist. At these gatherings they talked English. I could speak English almost as well 
as my brother, but I was not properly dressed to be taken along. I had no hat, no ribbons, and no close-fitting gown. Since my 
return from school I had thrown away my shoes, and wore again the soft moccasins. 

While Dawée was busily preparing to go I controlled my tears. But when I heard him bounding away on his pony, I buried my face 
in my arms and cried hot tears. 

My mother was troubled by my unhappiness. Coming to my side, she offered me the only printed matter we had in our home. It 
was an Indian Bible, given her some years ago by a missionary. She tried to console me. “Here, my child, are the white man’s 
papers. Read a little from them,” she said most piously. 

I took it from her hand, for her sake; but my enraged spirit felt more like burning the book, which afforded me no help, and was 
a perfect delusion to my mother. I did not read it, but laid it unopened on the floor, where I sat on my feet. The dim yellow light 
of the braided muslin burning in a small vessel of oil flickered and sizzled in the awful silent storm which followed my rejection of 
the Bible. 

Now my wrath against the fates consumed my tears before they reached my eyes. I sat stony, with a bowed head. My mother threw 
a shawl over her head and shoulders, and stepped out into the night. 

After an uncertain solitude, I was suddenly aroused by a loud cry piercing the night. It was my mother’s voice wailing among 
the barren hills which held the bones of buried warriors. She called aloud for her brothers’ spirits to support her in her helpless 
misery. My fingers grew icy cold, as I realized that my unrestrained tears had betrayed my suffering to her, and she was grieving 
for me. 

Before she returned, though I knew she was on her way, for she had ceased her weeping, I extinguished the light, and leaned my 
head on the window sill. 

Many schemes of running away from my surroundings hovered about in my mind. A few more moons of such a turmoil drove me 
away to the eastern school. I rode on the white man’s iron steed, thinking it would bring me back to my mother in a few winters, 
when I should be grown tall, and there would be congenial friends awaiting me. 

VII. INCURRING MY MOTHER’S DISPLEASURE. 

In the second journey to the East I had not come without some precautions. I had a secret interview with one of our best medicine 
men, and when I left his wigwam I carried securely in my sleeve a tiny bunch of magic roots. This possession assured me of 
friends wherever I should go. So absolutely did I believe in its charms that I wore it through all the school routine for more than 
a year. Then, before I lost my faith in the dead roots, I lost the little buckskin bag containing all my good luck. 

At the close of this second term of three years I was the proud owner of my first diploma. The following autumn I ventured upon 
a college career against my mother’s will. 

I had written for her approval, but in her reply I found no encouragement. She called my notice to her neighbors’ children, who 
had completed their education in three years. They had returned to their homes, and were then talking English with the frontier 
settlers. Her few words hinted that I had better give up my slow attempt to learn the white man’s ways, and be content to roam 
over the prairies and find my living upon wild roots. I silenced her by deliberate disobedience. 

Thus, homeless and heavy-hearted, I began anew my life among strangers. 

As I hid myself in my little room in the college dormitory, away from the scornful and yet curious eyes of the students, I pined for 
sympathy. Often I wept in secret, wishing I had gone West, to be nourished by my mother’s love, instead of remaining among a 
cold race whose hearts were frozen hard with prejudice. 

During the fall and winter seasons I scarcely had a real friend, though by that time several of my classmates were courteous to 
me at a safe distance. 
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My mother had not yet forgiven my rudeness to her, and I had no moment for letter-writing. By daylight and lamplight, I spun with 
reeds and thistles, until my hands were tired from their weaving, the magic design which promised me the white man’s respect. 

At length, in the spring term, I entered an oratorical contest among the various classes. As the day of competition approached, it 
did not seem possible that the event was so near at hand, but it came. In the chapel the classes assembled together, with their 
invited guests. The high platform was carpeted, and gayly festooned with college colors. A bright white light illumined the room, 
and outlined clearly the great polished beams that arched the domed ceiling. The assembled crowds filled the air with pulsating 
murmurs. When the hour for speaking arrived all were hushed. But on the wall the old clock which pointed out the trying moment 
ticked calmly on. 

One after another I saw and heard the orators. Still, I could not realize that they longed for the favorable decision of the judges as 
much as I did. Each contestant received a loud burst of applause, and some were cheered heartily. Too soon my turn came, and 
I paused a moment behind the curtains for a deep breath. After my concluding words, I heard the same applause that the others 
had called out. 

Upon my retreating steps, I was astounded to receive from my fellow-students a large bouquet of roses tied with flowing ribbons. 
With the lovely flowers I fled from the stage. This friendly token was a rebuke to me for the hard feelings I had borne them. 

Later, the decision of the judges awarded me the first place. Then there was a mad uproar in the hall, where my classmates 
sang and shouted my name at the top of their lungs; and the disappointed students howled and brayed in fearfully dissonant tin 
trumpets. In this excitement, happy students rushed forward to offer their congratulations. And I could not conceal a smile when 
they wished to escort me in a procession to the students’ parlor, where all were going to calm themselves. Thanking them for the 
kind spirit which prompted them to make such a proposition, I walked alone with the night to my own little room. 

A few weeks afterward, I appeared as the college representative in another contest. This time the competition was among orators 
from different colleges in our State. It was held at the State capital, in one of the largest opera houses. 

Here again was a strong prejudice against my people. In the evening, as the great audience filled the house, the student bodies 
began warring among themselves. Fortunately, I was spared witnessing any of the noisy wrangling before the contest began. The 
slurs against the Indian that stained the lips of our opponents were already burning like a dry fever within my breast. 

But after the orations were delivered a deeper burn awaited me. There, before that vast ocean of eyes, some college rowdies threw 
out a large white flag, with a drawing of a most forlorn Indian girl on it. Under this they had printed in bold black letters words that 
ridiculed the college which was represented by a “squaw.” Such worse than barbarian rudeness embittered me. While we waited 
for the verdict of the judges, I gleamed fiercely upon the throngs of palefaces. My teeth were hard set, as I saw the white flag still 
floating insolently in the air. 

Then anxiously we watched the man carry toward the stage the envelope containing the final decision. 

There were two prizes given, that night, and one of them was mine! 

The evil spirit laughed within me when the white flag dropped out of sight, and the hands which furled it hung limp in defeat. 

Leaving the crowd as quickly as possible, I was soon in my room. The rest of the night I sat in an armchair and gazed into the 
crackling fire. I laughed no more in triumph when thus alone. The little taste of victory did not satisfy a hunger in my heart. In my 
mind I saw my mother far away on the Western plains, and she was holding a charge against me. 
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2.1: Historical/Cultural Overview 

The Two Wars as Historical Markers 

• The two world wars (World War I, 1914–1918, and World War II, 1939–1945) bracket a period during which the United States 
became a fully modern nation. Both wars mobilized the country's industries and technologies, spurred their development, and 
uprooted citizens. 

• World War I left many Americans distrustful of international politics and committed to steering the nation back to prewar 
modes of life. Many were wary of the growing influence of socialist and Communist ideas, which they associated with labor 
unions and immigrant radicals. Congress enacted sweeping exclusionary immigration acts in 1924, radically curtailing the 
flow of immigrants into the country. 

• For other Americans, World War I ushered in more progressive forms of political and social life. Women and racial minorities 
gained some civil liberties and some new social freedoms during this period, though they still faced discrimination. 

• Political, social, and cultural life in the United States was transformed by the stock market crash of 1929, which led to an 
economic depression with a 25 percent unemployment rate. This economic catastrophe was known as the Great Depression. 

• The Great Depression did not fully end until the United States entered World War II in 1941. The war unified the country 
politically and revitalized industry and employment. The United States emerged from World War II as a major industrial and 
political power. 

• The literature of the modern period reflects the nation's attempts to come to terms with the many meanings of modernity. 
Some writers celebrated modern developments while others lamented them. Most writers believed that old literary forms 
would not work for new times and were inspired by the possibility of creating something entirely new; they challenged 
traditional authority in religion, politics, social conventions, science, and the arts. 

• Writers of the period debated the uses of literary tradition. Some wanted to honor traditional forms and language and to 
include allusions to canonical works of the past. Others saw such homage as imitative or old-fashioned. Still others used 
literary tradition oppositionally—alluding to canonical literature ironically or fracturing traditional literary formulas. 

• Writers of the period also debated the place of popular culture in serious literature. Some embraced popular forms while 
others rejected them as cynical commercialism. 

• Another issue was the question of how far literature should engage itself in political and social struggle. Some felt that art 
should participate in the politics of the time, while others believed that art should remain a domain unto itself. 

Changing Times 

• The 1920s saw ideological debates pitting adherents to small-town values such as the work ethic, social conformity, duty, 
and respectability against internationally minded radicals and affluent young people who fought to enlarge the boundaries of 
acceptable self-expression, seeking more diverse, permissive, and tolerant lifestyles. 

• The social codes governing sexual behavior became less restrictive. Sexual freedoms previously enjoyed only by men were 
now demanded by women. These social changes found their most influential theorist in Austrian psychiatrist Sigmund Freud, 
inventor of the practice of psychoanalysis and an important developer of the concept of the "unconscious." 

• Women gained the right to vote in 1920 and found new freedoms in educational possibilities, professional opportunities, 
geographic mobility, and sexuality. 

• Around 1915, as a direct result of the industrial needs of World War I, job opportunities opened up for African Americans in 
the factories of the North. Many left the South for northern cities in what came to be known as the "Great Migration." 

• Even though African Americans faced racism, segregation, and racial violence in the North, a black American presence soon 
became powerfully visible in urban cultural life. The Harlem Renaissance—an outpouring of innovative cultural production by 
African Americans centered in Harlem, a neighborhood of New York City—was one manifestation of this development. 

• Class inequality generated intellectual and artistic debate during the modern period. Following the rise of the Soviet Union, 
the American left increasingly drew its intellectual and political program from the tenets of German philosopher Karl Marx, 
who located the roots of human behavior in economics and believed that industrialized societies were divided by an 
antagonistic relationship between capital and labor. 

• Americans who thought of themselves as Marxists in the 1920s and 1930s were usually subjected to government surveillance, 
suspicion, and occasionally violence. 
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Science and Technology 

• Access to electricity, and to modern appliances designed to make communication and domestic work more efficient, 
expanded dramatically in American homes during the interwar years. 

• Devices for recording and playing music, the radio, and motion pictures brought mass popular culture into being. 
• Automobiles became affordable for more Americans and transformed ordinary people's mobility, the structure of American 

industry, and national topography; the road supplanted the railroad as a symbol of the United States and of modernity. 
• Scientists during the interwar period made important discoveries about the size and shape of the universe, as well as the 

nature of time and space. The increased specialization of science as a discipline sometimes made these discoveries difficult 
for ordinary people to understand and led to rifts between literary intellectuals and scientists. 

The 1930s 

• The Great Depression was not limited to the United States but was a worldwide phenomenon. It fostered social unrest that 
led to the rise of fascist dictatorships in Europe. 

• Many Americans began to question the efficacy and justice of free-enterprise capitalism. 
• Franklin Delano Roosevelt was elected in 1932 and instituted a "New Deal" designed to combat the Depression. He 

inaugurated liberal reforms such as social security, job creation acts, welfare, and unemployment insurance. 
• The dire economic situation in the United States produced a significant increase in Communist party membership among 

Americans during the 1930s. Many supporters of communism later felt disillusioned and betrayed by the brutality of Soviet 
communism under Josef Stalin. Some of these left-wing activists became staunch anti-Communists after World War II. 

American Versions of Modernism 

• In literary contexts, the term "modernism" is a catchall for any kind of literary production in the interwar period that dealt with 
the modern world. 

• Literary critics often designate as "high modernism" work that represents the transformation of traditional society under 
the pressures of modernity and that breaks down traditional literary forms in doing so. Many high modernist texts interpret 
modernity as an experience of loss and represent the modern world as a scene of ruin. 

• As a movement, modernism involved many art forms and media, including sculpture, painting, dance, and music, as well as 
literature. 

• High modernist works are characterized by their construction out of fragments—fragments of myth or history, fragments 
of experience or perception, fragments of previous artistic work. For the modern artist or writer, the political, social, and 
aesthetic structures that had organized human experience previously no longer seemed viable in the modern world. Order, 
sequence, and unity did not seem to them to convey reality. Instead, they emphasized discontinuity, discordance, and 
fragmentation as more representative of the modern experience. 

• Modernist literature often conveys fragmentation through abrupt shifts in perspective, voice, and tone and through a reliance 
on sometimes obscure symbols and images rather than clear statements of meaning. 

• Some modernist literature draws on structures and fragments borrowed from earlier world literature, mythologies, and 
religions. For some writers, these references to earlier texts expressed profound truths. Other writers alluded to literary 
traditions ironically. 

• Many modernist works are self-reflexive, or concerned with their own nature as art. In this way, they foreground the search 
for meaning and query the role of art and the perception of art in the production of meaning. 

• Faced with making sense of fragments and intuiting connections left unstated, the reader of a modernist work is often said 
to participate in the creative work of making the poem or story. 

• Despite their concern with involving the reader in the production of meaning, modernist literature reached only a limited 
audience. Many readers found it difficult to understand the meaning of these texts' fragmentation and to parse their often 
obscure allusions to other texts or traditions. 

• Some major publishers sought out the works of modernist writers to publish alongside more conventional bestsellers. 
Many more modernist writers found publication in the so-called "little magazines," which were magazines with very small 
circulations. The number of little magazines in the period was in the hundreds. 

Modernism Abroad and on Native Grounds 

• High modernism was a self-consciously international movement, and many of its leading American exponents lived as 
permanent or temporary expatriates in Europe. Gertrude Stein, Ezra Pound, H. D., and T. S. Eliot all left the United States 
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permanently, while Ernest Hemingway, Sherwood Anderson, F. Scott Fitzgerald, Claude McKay, Katherine Anne Porter, Nella 
Larsen, Robert Frost, and Eugene O'Neill, among others, spent significant periods of time abroad. 

• Modernist writers claimed to find climates more hospitable to artistic achievement and high culture in Europe, though they 
seldom thought of themselves as deserting their nation. Instead, they believed they were bringing the United States into the 
larger context of European culture. Many continued to write works that were overtly "American" in theme. 

• Regionalism continued to be an important force in American literature. An especially strong center of regional literary activity 
emerged in the South. 

• The history of race in the United States was central to the specifically national subject matter to which many American 
modernists remained committed. 

• The Harlem Renaissance brought African American writers like Countee Cullen, Langston Hughes, and Zora Neale Hurston 
into particular prominence. 

• Women writers faced a backlash after their prominence in the nineteenth century. Some male modernist writers asserted 
their own seriousness by identifying women writers with the didactic, popular, writing against which they rebelled. But women 
who associated themselves with the important literary trends of the era still emerged. Many of these writers concentrated on 
depictions of women characters or women's thoughts and experiences, yet few labeled themselves feminists. 

Modern Literature on Stage and Screen 

• Although theatrical productions had been a part of American life since the eighteenth century, drama only emerged as a 
branch of contemporary literature—rather than a stepchild of popular entertainment—between 1910 and the latter part of the 
1920s. It was at this point that drama began to conceive of itself as a literary form. 

• Innovations in American theater are often launched in reaction against the popular productions mounted on Broadway. 
Playwrights Susan Glaspell and Eugene O'Neill were launched off Broadway. 

• Musical comedy emerged as a distinctively American dramatic form in the interwar period; it shifted from a derivative revue 
of extant songs, jokes, and dances to the groundbreaking work of the Gershwins and of Rodgers and Hammerstein. 

• During the Depression, social criticism became an important dramatic theme, with political plays performed by many radical 
groups. 

• Popular playwrights found new outlets for their work in Hollywood, and many popular novels from the period were adapted 
into films. 

Source: Norton Anthology. 

This page titled 2.1: Historical/Cultural Overview is shared under a CC BY 4.0 license and was authored, remixed, and/or curated by Amery 
Bodelson. 
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2.2: Making Connections 

Making Connections 

Modernization 

The literature of this period grappled with the rapid modernization of American society, with its technological innovations and 
the changes it brought for good or ill to everyday life. Literature from between the world wars that dealt, often antagonistically, 
with technology includes Robert Frost's "Out, Out—"; Ezra Pound's "In a Station of the Metro"; T. S. Eliot's "Love Song of J. Alfred 
Prufrock" and The Waste Land. Later works that continue to react to the inhuman effects of some technological advances are 
Allen Ginsberg's Howl; and Thomas Pynchon's "Entropy." 

Modernist Writing 

Two hallmarks of modernist writing are difficulty and ambition; the harder the text, the less instructive or persuasive one 
would expect it to be, though some authors did not accept that. Examples of works that expected a mass following despite the 
elite readership they were guaranteed by their difficulty are T. S. Eliot's "Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock" and The Waste Land; 
Marianne Moore's "Poetry." Later works that take up the challenge of modernist difficulty include Allen Ginsberg's Howl; and Ralph 
Ellison's Invisible Man. 

Harlem Renaissance 

The Harlem Renaissance marked a full flowering of African American writing. Prompted by the personal encouragement of 
W. E. B. Du Bois, as well as by his Souls of Black Folk; Harlem-based artists like the poets Langston Hughes, Sterling Brown, 
Claude McKay, and Countee Cullen employed modernist formal and thematic experimentation to represent the opportunities and 
characteristic features of Harlem. Zora Neale Hurston's "How It Feels to Be Colored Me" signals an extreme artistic focus, possibly 
at the expense of social awareness and activism. Frederick Douglass's Narrative of the Life; Harriet Jacobs's Incidents in the Life; 
Booker T. Washington's Up from Slavery; and Paul Laurence Dunbar's poetry, which all shared the Harlem Renaissance's mostly 
white audience looking for exoticism and a chance to judge African Americans. 

Between World Wars: American Drama 

Between the wars, American drama comes of age as a genre, thanks in large part to the efforts of Susan Glaspell (Trifles) and 
Eugene O'Neill (Long Day's Journey into Night) to promote independent theater away from the lights of Broadway. Later plays that 
show the influences of these two playwrights include Tennessee Williams's A Streetcar Named Desire and Arthur Miller's Death of 
a Salesman. 

World Wars: Impact on Literature 

Since this part of American literature is heavily informed by two massive military conflicts, instructive comparisons can be 
made to writings from other wars throughout American history. Works from 1914 to 1945 that make such references include T. S. 
Eliot's The Waste Land; and Faulkner's "Barn Burning." 

Source: Norton Anthology. 

This page titled 2.2: Making Connections is shared under a CC BY 4.0 license and was authored, remixed, and/or curated by Amery Bodelson. 
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2.3: Cather's "The Sculptor's Funeral" 

Willa Cather (1873–1947) 

Willa Cather was born in Back Creek Valley, Virginia, in 1873. When Cather was nine years old, her family moved to rural Webster 
County, Nebraska, and later to the town of Red Cloud, where she lived until attending college at the University of Nebraska. 

Cather’s career began in Pittsburgh, where she spent a decade working as a journalist and teacher. She later relocated to New 
York City, and by 1908 was the managing editor at McClure’s Magazine. After the publication of her first novel, Alexander’s Bridge, 
Cather left the magazine to focus full-time on her own writing. 

In subsequent decades Cather wrote prolifically. Her writing conveyed an intimate understanding of her characters in relation 
to their personal and cultural environments. While six of Cather’s novels were inspired by her Nebraska experiences, her writing 
spans settings that also include the desert Southwest, seventeenth century Quebec, and the Shenandoah Valley of Virginia, among 
others. Cather’s literature found national and international audiences, eventually being translated into over forty languages. 

Widely celebrated for My Ántonia, Cather received the Pulitzer Prize for One of Ours. She won the William Dean Howells Medal for 
Death Comes for the Archbishop and the Prix Femina Américain for Shadows on the Rock. Cather was the first woman to receive 
an honorary degree from Princeton, and she appeared on the cover of Time Magazine in 1931. 

Modern readers continue to value Cather’s quietly nuanced characters, masterful language, and sensitive explorations of place. 
Her life and work still inspire insightful scholarly analysis. Willa Cather endures, not only as a “favorite daughter,” but as an author 
who elevated her formative Nebraska experiences into an international literary legacy. 

Cather died in 1947, and was laid to rest in the Old Burying Ground in Jaffrey Center, New Hampshire. Her domestic partner, Edith 
Lewis, selected her final resting place and designed her tombstone, which features these memorable words from My Ántonia: 
“that is happiness; to be dissolved into something complete and great.” 

From McClure's Magazine, 24 (January 1905): 329-336. 

THE SCULPTOR'S FUNERAL 

A GROUP of the townspeople stood on the station siding of a little Kansas town, awaiting the coming of the night train, which was 
already twenty minutes overdue. The snow had fallen thick over everything; in the pale starlight the line of bluffs across the wide, 
white meadows south of the town made soft, smoke-colored curves against the clear sky. The men on the siding stood first on 
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one foot and then on the other, their hands thrust deep into their trousers pockets, their overcoats open, their shoulders screwed 
up with the cold; and they glanced from time to time toward the southeast, where the railroad track wound along the river shore. 
They conversed in low tones and moved about restlessly, seeming uncertain as to what was expected of them. There was but one 
of the company who looked as though he knew exactly why he was there, and he kept conspicuously apart, walking to the far end 
of the platform, returning to the station door, then pacing up the track again, his chin sunk in the high collar of his overcoat, his 
burly shoulders drooping forward, his gait heavy and dogged. Presently he was approached by a tall, spare, grizzled man clad in a 
faded Grand Army suit, who shuffled out from the group and advanced with a certain deference, craning his neck forward until his 
back made the angle of a jack-knife three-quarters open. 

"I reckon she's a-goin' to be pretty late agin to-night, Jim," he remarked in a squeaky falsetto. "S'pose it's the snow?" 

"I don't know," responded the other man with a shade of annoyance, speaking from out an astonishing cataract of red beard which 
grew fiercely and thickly in all directions. 

The spare man shifted the quill toothpick he was chewing to the other side of his mouth. "It ain't likely that anybody from the East 
will come with the corpse, I s'pose?" he went on reflectively. 

"I don't know," responded the other, more curtly than before. 

"It's too bad he didn't belong to some lodge or other. I like an order funeral myself. They seem more appropriate for people of 
some repytation," the spare man continued, with an ingratiating concession in his shrill voice, as he carefully placed his toothpick 
in his vest pocket. He always carried the flag at the G.A.R. funerals in the town. 

The heavy man turned on his heel without replying, and walked up the siding. The spare man shuffled back to the uneasy group. 
"Jim's ez full ez a tick, ez ushel," he commented commiseratingly. 

Just then a distant whistle sounded, and there was a shuffling of feet on the platform. A number of lanky boys of all ages 
appeared as suddenly and slimily as eels wakened by the crack of thunder; some came from the waiting-room, where they had 
been warming themselves by the red stove, or half asleep on the slat benches; others uncoiled themselves from baggage trucks 
or slid out of express wagons. Two clambered down from the driver's seat of a hearse that stood backed up against the siding. 
They straightened their stooping shoulders and lifted their heads, and a flash of momentary animation kindled their dull eyes at 
that cold, vibrant scream, the world-wide call for men. It stirred them like the note of a trumpet; just as it had often stirred in his 
boyhood the man who was coming home to-night. 

The night express shot, red as a rocket, out of the eastward marsh lands, and wound along the river shore under the long lines of 
shivering poplars that sentineled the meadows, the escaping steam hanging in gray masses against the pale sky and blotting out 
the Milky Way. In a moment the red glare from the headlight streamed up the snow-covered track before the siding and glittered 
on the wet, black rails. The burly man with the disheveled red beard walked swiftly up the platform toward the approaching train, 
uncovering his head as he went. The group of men behind him hesitated, glanced questioningly at one another, and awkwardly 
followed his example. The train stopped, and the crowd shuffled up to the express car just as the door was thrown open, the spare 
man in the G.A.R. suit thrusting his head forward with curiosity. The express messenger appeared in the doorway, accompanied 
by a young man in a long ulster and traveling-cap. 

"Are Mr. Merrick's friends here?" inquired the young man. 

The group on the platform swayed and shuffled uneasily. Philip Phelps, the banker, responded with dignity: "We have come to take 
charge of the body. Mr. Merrick's father is very feeble and can't be about." 

"Send the agent out here," growled the express messenger, "and tell the operator to lend a hand." 

The coffin was got out of its rough box and down on the snowy platform. The townspeople drew back enough to make room for 
it and then formed a close semicircle about it, looking curiously at the palm-leaf which lay across the black cover. No one said 
anything. The baggageman stood by his truck, waiting to get at the trunks. The engine panted heavily, and the fireman dodged 
in and out among the wheels with his yellow torch and long oil-can, snapping the spindle boxes. The young Bostonian, one of the 
dead sculptor's pupils, who had come with the body, looked about him helplessly. He turned to the banker, the only one of that 
black, uneasy, stoop-shouldered group who seemed enough of an individual to be addressed. 

"None of Mr. Merrick's brothers are here?" he asked uncertainly. 

The man with the red beard for the first time stepped up and joined the group. "No, they have not come yet; the family is scattered. 
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The body will be taken directly to the house." He stooped and took hold of one of the handles of the coffin. 

"Take the long hill road up, Thompson; it will be easier on the horses," called the liveryman, as the undertaker snapped the door 
of the hearse and prepared to mount to the driver's seat. 

Laird, the red-bearded lawyer, turned again to the stranger: "We didn't know whether there would be any one with him or not," he 
explained. "It's a long walk, so you'd better go up in the hack." He pointed to a single battered conveyance, but the young man 
replied stiffly: "Thank you, but I think I will go up with the hearse. If you don't object," turning to the undertaker, "I'll ride with you." 

They clambered up over the wheels and drove off in the starlight up the long, white hill toward the town. The lamps in the still 
village were shining from under the low, snow-burdened roofs; and beyond, on every side, the plains reached out into emptiness, 
peaceful and wide as the soft sky itself, and wrapped in a tangible, white silence. 

When the hearse backed up to a wooden sidewalk before a naked, weather-beaten frame house, the same composite, ill-defined 
group that had stood upon the station siding was huddled about the gate. The front yard was an icy swamp, and a couple of 
warped planks, extending from the sidewalk to the door, made a sort of rickety foot-bridge. The gate hung on one hinge, and was 
opened wide with difficulty. Steavens, the young stranger, noticed that something black was tied to the knob of the front door. 

The grating sound made by the casket, as it was drawn from the hearse, was answered by a scream from the house; the front 
door was wrenched open, and a tall, corpulent woman rushed out bareheaded into the snow and flung herself upon the coffin, 
shrieking: "My boy, my boy! And this is how you've come home to me!" 

As Steavens turned away and closed his eyes with a shudder of unutterable repulsion, another woman, also tall, but flat and 
angular, dressed entirely in black, darted out of the house and caught Mrs. Merrick by the shoulders, crying sharply: "Come, come, 
mother; you musn't go on like this!" Her tone changed to one of obsequious solemnity as she turned to the banker: "The parlor is 
ready, Mr. Phelps." 

The bearers carried the coffin along the narrow boards, while the undertaker ran ahead with the coffin-rests. They bore it into 
a large, unheated room that smelled of dampness and disuse and furniture polish, and set it down under a hanging lamp 
ornamented with jingling glass prisms and before a "Rogers group" of John Alden and Priscilla, wreathed with smilax. Henry 
Steavens stared about him with the sickening conviction that there had been some horrible mistake, and that he had somehow 
arrived at the wrong destination. He looked painfully about over the clover-green Brussels, the fat plush upholstery; among the 
hand-painted china plaques and panels and vases, for some mark of identification, for something that might once conceivably 
have belonged to Harvey Merrick. It was not until he recognized his friend in the crayon portrait of a little boy in kilts and curls, 
hanging above the piano, that he felt willing to let any of these people approach the coffin. 

"Take the lid off, Mr. Thompson; let me see my boy's face," wailed the elder woman between her sobs. This time Steavens looked 
fearfully, almost beseechingly, into her face, red and swollen under its masses of strong, black, shiny hair. He flushed, dropped 
his eyes, and then, almost incredulously, looked again. There was a kind of power about her face—a kind of brutal handsomeness, 
even; but it was scarred and furrowed by violence, and so colored and coarsened by fiercer passions that grief seemed never to 
have laid a gentle finger there. The long nose was distended and knobbed at the end, and there were deep lines on either side 
of it; her heavy, black brows almost met across her forehead, her teeth were large and square, and set far apart—teeth that could 
tear. She filled the room; the men were obliterated, seemed tossed about like twigs in an angry water, and even Steavens felt 
himself being drawn into the whirlpool. 

The daughter—the tall, raw-boned woman in crêpe, with a mourning comb in her hair which curiously lengthened her long 
face—sat stiffly upon the sofa, her hands, conspicuous for their large knuckles, folded in her lap, her mouth and eyes drawn down, 
solemnly awaiting the opening of the coffin. Near the door stood a mulatto woman, evidently a servant in the house, with a timid 
bearing and an emaciated face pitifully sad and gentle. She was weeping silently, the corner of her calico apron lifted to her eyes, 
occasionally suppressing a long, quivering sob. Steavens walked over and stood beside her. 

Feeble steps were heard on the stairs, and an old man, tall and frail, odorous of pipe smoke, with shaggy, unkempt gray hair and a 
dingy beard, tobacco-stained about the mouth, entered uncertainly. He went slowly up to the coffin and stood rolling a blue cotton 
handkerchief between his hands, seeming so pained and embarrassed by his wife's orgy of grief that he had no consciousness of 
anything else. 

"There, there, Annie, dear, don't take on," he quavered timidly, putting out a shaking hand and awkwardly patting her elbow. She 
turned with a cry, and sank upon his shoulder with such violence that he tottered a little. He did not even glance toward the coffin, 
but continued to look at her with a dull, frightened, appealing expression, as a spaniel looks at the whip. His sunken cheeks slowly 
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reddened and burned with miserable shame. When his wife rushed from the room, her daughter strode after her with set lips. 
The servant stole up to the coffin, bent over it for a moment, and then slipped away to the kitchen, leaving Steavens, the lawyer, 
and the father to themselves. The old man stood trembling and looking down at his dead son's face. The sculptor's splendid head 
seemed even more noble in its rigid stillness than in life. The dark hair had crept down upon the wide forehead; the face seemed 
strangely long, but in it there was not that beautiful and chaste repose which we expect to find in the faces of the dead. The brows 
were so drawn that there were two deep lines above the beaked nose, and the chin was thrust forward defiantly. It was as though 
the strain of life had been so sharp and bitter that death could not at once wholly relax the tension and smooth the countenance 
into perfect peace—as though he were still guarding something precious and holy which might even yet be wrested from him. 

The old man's lips were working under his stained beard. He turned to the lawyer with timid deference: "Phelps and the rest are 
comin' back to set up with Harve, ain't they?" he asked. "Thank 'ee, Jim, thank 'ee." He brushed the hair back gently from his son's 
forehead. "He was a good boy, Jim; always a good boy. He was ez gentle ez a child and the kindest of 'em all—only we didn't none 
of us ever onderstand him." The tears trickled slowly down his beard and dropped upon the sculptor's coat. 

"Martin, Martin—Oh, Martin! come here," his wife wailed from the top of the stairs. The old man started timorously: "Yes, Annie, I'm 
coming." He turned away, hesitated, stood for a moment in miserable indecision; then reached back and patted the dead man's 
hair softly, and stumbled from the room. 

"Poor old man, I didn't think he had any tears left. Seems as if his eyes would have gone dry long ago. At his age nothing cuts very 
deep," remarked the lawyer. 

Something in his tone made Steavens glance up. While the mother had been in the room the young man had scarcely seen any 
one else; but now, from the moment he first glanced into Jim Laird's florid face and blood-shot eyes, he knew that he had found 
what he had been heart-sick at not finding before—the feeling, the understanding, that must exist in some one, even here. 

The man was red as his beard, with features swollen and blurred by dissipation, and a hot, blazing blue eye. His face was 
strained—that of a man who is controlling himself with difficulty—and he kept plucking at his beard with a sort of fierce 
resentment. Steavens, sitting by the window, watched him turn down the glaring lamp, still its jangling pendants with an angry 
gesture, and then stand with his hands locked behind him, staring down into the master's face. He could not help wondering what 
link there could have been between the porcelain vessel and so sooty a lump of potter's clay. 

From the kitchen an uproar was sounding; when the dining-room door opened, the import of it was clear. The mother was abusing 
the maid for having forgotten to make the dressing for the chicken salad which had been prepared for the watchers. Steavens had 
never heard anything in the least like it; it was injured, emotional, dramatic abuse, unique and masterly in its excruciating cruelty, 
as violent and unrestrained as had been her grief of twenty minutes before. With a shudder of disgust, the lawyer went into the 
dining-room and closed the door into the kitchen. 

"Poor Roxy's getting it now," he remarked when he came back. "The Merricks took her out of the poor-house years ago; and if 
her loyalty would let her, I guess the poor old thing could tell tales that would curdle your blood. She's the mulatto woman who 
was standing in here a while ago, with her apron to her eyes. The old woman is a fury; there never was anybody like her for 
demonstrative piety and ingenious cruelty. She made Harvey's life a hell for him when he lived at home; he was so sick ashamed 
of it. I never could see how he kept himself so sweet." 

"He was wonderful," said Steavens slowly, "wonderful; but until to-night I have never known how wonderful." 

"That is the true and eternal wonder of it, anyway; that it can come even from such a dung-heap as this," the lawyer cried, with a 
sweeping gesture which seemed to indicate much more than the four walls within which they stood. 

"I think I'll see whether I can get a little air. The room is so close I am beginning to feel rather faint," murmured Steavens, 
struggling with one of the windows. The sash was stuck, however, and would not yield, so he sat down dejectedly and began pulling 
at his collar. The lawyer came over, loosened the sash with one blow of his red fist, and sent the window up a few inches. Steavens 
thanked him, but the nausea which had been gradually climbing into his throat for the last half hour left him with but one desire—a 
desperate feeling that he must get away from this place with what was left of Harvey Merrick. Oh, he comprehended well enough 
now the gentle bitterness of the smile that he had seen so often on his master's lips! 

He remembered that once, when Merrick returned from a visit home, he brought with him a singularly feeling and suggestive bas-
relief of a thin, faded old woman, sitting and sewing something pinned to her knee; while a full-lipped, full-blooded little urchin, 
his trousers sustained by a single gallows, stood beside her impatiently twitching her gown to call her attention to a butterfly he 
had caught. Steavens, impressed by the tender and delicate modelling of the thin, tired face, had asked him if it were his mother. 
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He remembered the dull flush that had burned up in the sculptor's face. 

The lawyer was sitting in a rocking-chair beside the coffin, his head thrown back and his eyes closed. Steavens looked at him 
earnestly, puzzled at the line of the chin, and wondering why a man should conceal a feature of such distinction under that 
disfiguring shock of beard. Suddenly, as though he felt the young sculptor's keen glance, he opened his eyes. 

"Was he always a good deal of an oyster?" he asked abruptly. "He was terribly shy as a boy." 

"Yes, he was an oyster, since you put it so," rejoined Steavens. "Although he could be very fond of people, he always gave one the 
impression of being detached. He disliked violent emotion; he was reflective, and rather distrustful of himself—except, of course, 
as regarded his work. He was sure-footed enough there. He distrusted men pretty thoroughly, and women even more, yet somehow 
without believing ill of them. He was determined, indeed, to believe the best, but he seemed afraid to investigate." 

"A burnt dog dreads the fire," said the lawyer grimly, and closed his eyes. 

Steavens went on and on, reconstructing that whole miserable boyhood. All this raw, biting ugliness had been the portion of 
the man whose tastes were refined beyond the limits of the reasonable—whose mind was an exhaustless gallery of beautiful 
impressions, and so sensitive that the mere shadow of a poplar leaf flickering against a sunny wall would be etched and held there 
forever. Surely, if ever a man had the magic wand in his finger-tips, it was Merrick. Whatever he touched, he revealed its holiest 
secret; liberated it from enchantment and restored it to its pristine loveliness, like the Arabian prince who fought the enchantress, 
spell for spell. Upon whatever he had come in contact with, he had left a beautiful record of the experience—a sort of ethereal 
signature; a scent, a sound, a color that was his own. 

Steavens understood now the real tragedy of his master's life; neither love nor wine, as many had conjectured, but a blow which 
had fallen earlier and cut deeper than these could have done—a shame not his, and yet so unescapably his, to hide in his heart 
from his very boyhood. And without, the frontier warfare; the yearning of a boy, cast ashore upon a desert of newness and ugliness 
and sordidness, for all that is chastened and old, and noble with traditions. 

At eleven o'clock the tall, flat woman in black crêpe entered and announced that the watchers were arriving, and asked them "to 
step into the dining-room." As Steavens rose, the lawyer said dryly: "You go on—it'll be a good experience for you, doubtless; as 
for me, I'm not equal to that crowd to-night; I've had twenty years of them." 

As Steavens closed the door after him, he glanced back at the lawyer, sitting by the coffin in the dim light, with his chin resting 
on his hand. 

The same misty group that had stood before the door of the express-car shuffled into the room. In the light of the kerosene lamp 
they separated and became individuals. The minister, a pale, feeble-looking man with white hair and blond chin-whiskers, took 
his seat beside a small side table, and placed his Bible upon it. The Grand Army man took a seat behind the stove and tilted his 
chair back comfortably against the wall, fishing his quill toothpick from his waistcoat pocket. The two bankers, Phelps and Elder, 
sat off in a corner behind the dinner-table, where they could finish their discussion of the new usury law and its effect on chattel 
security loans. The real estate agent, an old man with a smiling, hypocritical face, soon joined them. The coal and lumber dealer 
and the cattle shipper sat on opposite sides of the hard coal burner, their feet on the nickel-work. Steavens took a book from his 
pocket and began to read. The talk around him ranged through various topics of local interest while the house was quieting down. 
When it was clear that the members of the family were in bed, the Grand Army man hitched his shoulders, and untangling his long 
legs, caught his heels on the rounds of his chair. 

"S'pose there'll be a will, Phelps?" he queried in his weak falsetto. 

The banker laughed disagreeably, and began trimming his nails with a pearl-handled pocket-knife. 

"There'll scarcely be any need for one, will there?" he queried in his turn. 

The restless Grand Army man shifted his position again, getting his knees still nearer his chin. "Why, the ole man says Harve's 
done right well lately," he chirped. 

The other banker spoke up. "I reckon he means by that Harve ain't asked him to mortgage any more farms lately so as he could 
go on with his education." 

"Seems like my mind don't reach back to a time when Harve wasn't bein' edycated," tittered the Grand Army man. 
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There was a general chuckle. The minister took out his handkerchief and blew his nose sonorously. Banker Phelps closed his 
knife with a snap. "It's too bad the old man's sons didn't turn out better," he remarked, with reflective authority. "They never hung 
together. He spent money enough on Harve to stock a dozen cattle-farms, and he might as well have poured it into Sand Creek. 
If Harve had stayed at home and helped nurse what little they had, and gone into stock on the old man's bottom farm, they might 
all have been well fixed. But the old man had to trust everything to tenants and was cheated right and left." 

"Harve never could have handled stock none," interposed the cattleman. "He hadn't it in him to be sharp. Do you remember when 
he bought Sander's mules for eight-year olds, when everybody in town knew that Sander's father-in-law give 'em to his wife for a 
wedding present eighteen years before, an' they was full-grown mules then." 

Everyone chuckled, and the Grand Army man rubbed his knees with a spasm of childish delight. 

"Harve never was much account for anything practical, and he shore was never fond of work," began the coal and lumber dealer. "I 
mind the last time he was home; the day he left, when the old man was out to the barn helpin' his hand hitch up to take Harve to 
the train, and Cal Moots was patchin' up the fence, Harve, he come out on the step and sings out, in his ladylike voice: 'Cal Moots, 
Cal Moots! please come cord my trunk.'" 

"That's Harve for you," approved the Grand Army man gleefully. "I kin hear him howlin' yet, when he was a big feller in long pants, 
and his mother used to whale him with a rawhide in the barn for lettin' the cows git foundered in the cornfield when he was drivin' 
'em home from pasture. He killed a cow of mine that-a-way onct—a pure Jersey and the best milker I had, an' the ole man had 
to put up for her. Harve, he was watchin' the sun set acrost the marshes when the anamile got away; he argued that sunset was 
oncommon fine." 

"Where the old man made his mistake was in sending the boy East to school," said Phelps, stroking his goatee and speaking in a 
deliberate, judicial tone. "There was where he got his head full of trapseing to Paris and all such folly. What Harve needed, of all 
people, was a course in some first-class Kansas City business college." 

The letters were swimming before Steaven's eyes. Was it possible that these men did not understand, that the palm on the coffin 
meant nothing to them? The very name of their town would have remained forever buried in the postal guide, had it not been now 
and again mentioned in the world in connection with Harvey Merrick's. He remembered what his master had said to him on the 
day of his death, after the congestion of both lungs had shut off any probability of recovery, and the sculptor had asked his pupil 
to send his body home. "It's not a pleasant place to be lying while the world is moving and doing and bettering," he had said, with 
a feeble smile: "but it rather seems as though we ought to go back to the place we came from in the end. The townspeople will 
come in for a look at me; and after they have had their say, I shan't have much to fear from the judgment of God. The wings of the 
Victory, in there"—with a weak gesture toward his studio— "will not shelter me." 

The cattleman took up the comment. "Forty's young for a Merrick to cash in; they usually hang on pretty well. Probably he helped 
it along with whisky." 

"His mother's people were not long-lived, and Harvey never had a robust constitution," said the minister mildly. He would have 
liked to say more. He had been the boy's Sunday-school teacher, and had been fond of him; but he felt that he was not in a 
position to speak. His own sons had turned out badly, and it was not a year since one of them had made his last trip home in the 
express-car, shot in a gambling-house in the Black Hills. 

"Nevertheless, there is no disputin' that Harve frequently looked upon the wine when it was red, also variegated, and it shore made 
an oncommon fool of him," moralized the cattleman. 

Just then the door leading into the parlor rattled loudly, and everyone started involuntarily, looking relieved when only Jim Laird 
came out. His red face was convulsed with anger, and the Grand Army man ducked his head when he saw the spark in his blue, 
blood-shot eye. They were all afraid of Jim; he was a drunkard, but he could twist the law to suit his client's needs as no other 
man in all western Kansas could do; and there were many who tried. The lawyer closed the door gently behind him, leaned back 
against it, and folded his arms, cocking his head a little to one side. When he assumed this attitude in the court-room, ears were 
always pricked up, as it usually foretold a flood of withering sarcasm. 

"I've been with you gentlemen before," he began in a dry, even tone, "when you've sat by the coffins of boys born and raised in 
this town; and, if I remember rightly, you were never any too well satisfied when you checked them up. What's the matter, anyhow? 
Why is it that reputable young men are as scarce as millionaires in Sand City? It might almost seem to a stranger that there was 
some way something the matter with your progressive town. Why did Reuben Sayer, the brightest young lawyer you ever turned 
out, after he had come home from the university as straight as a die, take to drinking and forge a check and shoot himself? Why 
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did Bill Merrit's son die of the shakes in a saloon in Omaha? Why was Mr. Thomas's son, here, shot in a gambling-house? Why did 
young Adams burn his mill to beat the insurance companies, and go to the pen?" 

The lawyer paused and unfolded his arms, laying one clenched fist quietly on the table. "I'll tell you why. Because you drummed 
nothing but money and knavery into their ears from the time they wore knickerbockers; because you carped away at them as you've 
been carping here to-night, holding our friends Phelps and Elder up to them for their models, as our grandfathers held up George 
Washington and John Adams. But the boys, worse luck, were young, and raw at the business you put them to; and how could they 
match coppers with such artists as Phelps and Elder? You wanted them to be successful rascals; they were only unsuccessful 
ones—that's all the difference. There was only one boy ever raised in this borderland between ruffianism and civilization who didn't 
come to grief, and you hated Harvey Merrick more for winning out than you hated all the other boys who got under the wheels. 
Lord, Lord, how you did hate him! Phelps, here, is fond of saying that he could buy and sell us all out any time he's a mind to; but 
he knew Harve wouldn't have given a tinker's damn for his bank and all his cattle-farms put together; and a lack of appreciation, 
that way, goes hard with Phelps. 

"Old Nimrod, here, thinks Harve drank too much; and this from such as Nimrod and me! 

"Brother Elder says Harve was too free with the old man's money—fell short in filial consideration, maybe. Well, we can all 
remember the very tone in which brother Elder swore his own father was a liar, in the county court; and we all know that the old 
man came out of that partnership with his son as bare as a sheared lamb. But maybe I'm getting personal, and I'd better be 
driving ahead at what I want to say." 

The lawyer paused a moment, squared his heavy shoulders, and went on: "Harvey Merrick and I went to school together, back East. 
We were dead in earnest, and we wanted you all to be proud of us some day. We meant to be great men. Even I, and I haven't 
lost my sense of humor, gentlemen, I meant to be a great man. I came back here to practise, and I found you didn't in the least 
want me to be a great man. You wanted me to be a shrewd lawyer—oh, yes! Our veteran here wanted me to get him an increase 
of pension, because he had dyspepsia; Phelps wanted a new county survey that would put the widow Wilson's little bottom farm 
inside his south line; Elder wanted to lend money at 5 per cent a month and get it collected; old Stark here wanted to wheedle old 
women up in Vermont into investing their annuities in real-estate mortgages that are not worth the paper they are written on. Oh, 
you needed me hard enough, and you'll go on needing me; and that's why I'm not afraid to plug the truth home to you this once. 

"Well, I came back here and became the damned shyster you wanted me to be. You pretend to have some sort of respect for 
me; and yet you'll stand up and throw mud at Harvey Merrick, whose soul you couldn't dirty and whose hands you couldn't tie. 
Oh, you're a discriminating lot of Christians! There have been times when the sight of Harvey's name in some Eastern paper has 
made me hang my head like a whipped dog; and, again, times when I liked to think of him off there in the world, away from all 
this hog-wallow, doing his great work, and climbing the big, clean up-grade he'd set for himself. 

"And we? Now that we've fought and lied and sweated and stolen and hated as only the disappointed strugglers in a bitter, dead 
little Western town know how to do, what have we got to show for it? Harvey Merrick wouldn't have given one sunset over your 
marshes for all you've got put together, and you know it. It's not for me to say why, in the inscrutable wisdom of God, a genius 
should ever have been called from this place of hatred and bitter waters; but I want this Boston man to know that the drivel he's 
been hearing here to-night is the only tribute any truly great man could ever have from such a lot of sick, side-tracked, burnt-dog, 
land-poor sharks as the here-present financiers of Sand City—upon which town may God have mercy!" 

The lawyer thrust out his hand to Steavens as he passed him, caught up his overcoat in the hall, and had left the house before the 
Grand Army man had found time to lift his ducked head and crane his long neck about at his fellows. 

Next day Jim Laird was drunk and unable to attend the funeral services. Steavens called twice at his office, but was compelled 
to start East without seeing him. He had a presentiment that he would hear from him again, and left his address on the lawyer's 
table; but if Laird found it, he never acknowledged it. The thing in him that Harvey Merrick had loved must have gone underground 
with Harvey Merrick's coffin; for it never spoke again, and Jim got the cold he died of driving across the Colorado mountains to 
defend one of Phelps's sons, who had got into trouble out there by cutting government timber. 

The Sculptor's Funeral | Willa Cather Archive and Short Biography of Willa Cather | National Willa Cather Center - Red Cloud, NE 

This page titled 2.3: Cather's "The Sculptor's Funeral" is shared under a CC BY 4.0 license and was authored, remixed, and/or curated by Amery 
Bodelson. 
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2.4: The Harlem Renaissance 

A New African American Identity: The Harlem Renaissance 

With the end of the Civil War in 1865, hundreds of thousands of African Americans newly freed from the yoke of slavery in the 
South began to dream of fuller participation in American society, including political empowerment, equal economic opportunity, 
and economic and cultural self-determination. 

Unfortunately, by the late 1870s, that dream was largely dead, as white supremacy was quickly restored to the Reconstruction 
South. White lawmakers on state and local levels passed strict racial segregation laws known as “Jim Crow laws” that made 
African Americans second-class citizens. While a small number of African Americans were able to become landowners, most 
were exploited as sharecroppers, a system designed to keep them poor and powerless. Hate groups like the Ku Klux Klan (KKK) 
perpetrated lynchings and conducted campaigns of terror and intimidation to keep African Americans from voting or exercising 
other fundamental rights. 

With booming economies across the North and Midwest offering industrial jobs for workers of every race, many African Americans 
realized their hopes for a better standard of living—and a more racially tolerant environment—lay outside the South. By the turn 
of the 20th century, the Great Migration was underway as hundreds of thousands of African Americans relocated to cities like 
Chicago, Los Angeles, Detroit, Philadelphia, and New York. The Harlem section of Manhattan, which covers just three square 
miles, drew nearly 175,000 African Americans, giving the neighborhood the largest concentration of black people in the world. 
Harlem became a destination for African Americans of all backgrounds. From unskilled laborers to an educated middle-class, they 
shared common experiences of slavery, emancipation, and racial oppression, as well as a determination to forge a new identity 
as free people. 

The Great Migration drew to Harlem some of the greatest minds and brightest talents of the day, an astonishing array of African 
American artists and scholars. Between the end of World War I and the mid-1930s, they produced one of the most significant 
eras of cultural expression in the nation’s history—the Harlem Renaissance. Yet this cultural explosion also occurred in Cleveland, 
Los Angeles and many cities shaped by the great migration. Alain Locke, a Harvard-educated writer, critic, and teacher who 
became known as the “dean” of the Harlem Renaissance, described it as a “spiritual coming of age” in which African Americans 
transformed “social disillusionment to race pride.” 

The Harlem Renaissance encompassed poetry and prose, painting and sculpture, jazz and swing, opera and dance. What united 
these diverse art forms was their realistic presentation of what it meant to be black in America, what writer Langston Hughes 
called an “expression of our individual dark-skinned selves,” as well as a new militancy in asserting their civil and political rights. 

Among the Renaissance’s most significant contributors were intellectuals W.E.B. Du Bois, Marcus Garvey, Cyril Briggs, and Walter 
Francis White; electrifying performers Josephine Baker and Paul Robeson; writers and poets Zora Neale Hurston, Effie Lee 
Newsome, Countee Cullen; visual artists Aaron Douglas and Augusta Savage; and an extraordinary list of legendary musicians, 
including Louis Armstrong, Count Basie, Eubie Blake, Cab Calloway, Duke Ellington, Billie Holiday, Ivie Anderson, Josephine Baker, 
Fats Waller, Jelly Roll Morton, and countless others. 
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Josephine Baker, Stanislaus Julian Walery, 1926, Gelatin silver print, National Portrait Gallery, Smithsonian Institution. 

At the height of the movement, Harlem was the epicenter of American culture. The neighborhood bustled with African American-
owned and run publishing houses and newspapers, music companies, playhouses, nightclubs, and cabarets. The literature, music, 
and fashion they created defined culture and “cool” for blacks and white alike, in America and around the world. 

As the 1920s came to a close, so did the Harlem Renaissance. Its heyday was cut short largely due to the Stock Market Crash of 
1929 and resulting Great Depression, which hurt African American-owned businesses and publications and made less financial 
support for the arts available from patrons, foundations, and theatrical organizations. 

However, the Harlem Renaissance’s impact on America was indelible. The movement brought notice to the great works of African 
American art, and inspired and influenced future generations of African American artists and intellectuals. The self-portrait of 
African American life, identity, and culture that emerged from Harlem was transmitted to the world at large, challenging the racist 
and disparaging stereotypes of the Jim Crow South. In doing so, it radically redefined how people of other races viewed African 
Americans and understood the African American experience. 

Most importantly, the Harlem Renaissance instilled in African Americans across the country a new spirit of self-determination and 
pride, a new social consciousness, and a new commitment to political activism, all of which would provide a foundation for the 
Civil Rights Movement of the 1950s and 1960s. In doing so, it validated the beliefs of its founders and leaders like Alain Locke 
and Langston Hughes that art could be a vehicle to improve the lives of the African Americans. 
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2.5: McKay's Poems 

Poetry Foundation [www.poetryfoundation.org] 

Claude McKay 

1889—1948 

Carl Van Vechten, © Van Vechten Trust. Beinecke Rare Book and Manuscript Library, Yale University 

Claude McKay, born Festus Claudius McKay in Sunny Ville, Jamaica in 1889, was a key figure in the Harlem Renaissance, 
a prominent literary movement of the 1920s. His work ranged from vernacular verse celebrating peasant life in Jamaica to 
poems that protested racial and economic inequities. His philosophically ambitious fiction, including tales of Black life in both 
Jamaica and America, addresses instinctual/intellectual duality, which McKay found central to the Black individual’s efforts to 
cope in a racist society. He is the author of The Passion of Claude McKay: Selected Poetry and Prose (1973), The Dialectic Poetry 
of Claude McKay (1972), Selected Poems (1953), Harlem Shadows (1922), Constab Ballads (1912), and Songs of Jamaica (1912), 
among many other books of poetry and prose. 

The son of peasant farmers, McKay was infused with pride in his African heritage. His early literary interests, though, were in 
English poetry. 
 
In 1917, under the pseudonym Eli Edwards, McKay published two poems in the periodical Seven Arts. Critic Frank Hattis admired 
his work and included some of McKay’s other poems in Pearson’s Magazine. Among McKay’s most famous poems from this period 
is “To the White Fiends,” a vitriolic challenge to white oppressors and bigots. A few years later, McKay befriended Max Eastman, 
communist sympathizer and editor of the magazine Liberator. McKay published more poems in Eastman’s magazine, notably the 
inspirational “If We Must Die,” which defended Black rights and threatened retaliation for prejudice and abuse. “Like men we’ll 
face the murderous, cowardly pack,” McKay wrote, “Pressed to the wall, dying, but fighting back!” In Black Poets of the United 
States, Jean Wagner noted that “If We Must Die” transcends specifics of race and is widely prized as an inspiration to persecuted 
people throughout the world. “Along with the will to resistance of black Americans that it expresses,” Wagner wrote, “it voices also 
the will of oppressed people of every age who, whatever their race and wherever their region, are fighting with their backs against 
the wall to win their freedom.” 

Upon publication of “If We Must Die” McKay commenced two years of travel and work abroad. He spent part of 1919 in Holland 
and Belgium, then moved to London and worked on the periodical Workers’ Dreadnought. In 1920 he published his third verse 
collection, Spring in New Hampshire, which was notable for containing “Harlem Shadows,” a poem about the plight of Black sex 
workers in the degrading urban environment. 
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McKay returned to the United States in 1921 and involved himself in various social causes. The next year he published Harlem 
Shadows, a collection from previous volumes and periodicals publications. This work contains many of his most acclaimed 
poems—including “If We Must Die”—and assured his stature as a leading member of the literary movement referred to as the 
Harlem Renaissance. He redoubled his efforts on behalf of Blacks and laborers: he became involved in the Universal Negro 
Improvement Association and produced several articles for its publication, Negro World. He also traveled to the Soviet Union, 
where he had previously visited with Eastman, and attended the Communist Party’s Fourth Congress. 
 
McKay himself “stressed that he aimed at emotional realism—he wanted to highlight his characters’ feelings rather than their 
social circumstances,” McLeod continued. Nevertheless, it was his glimpse into the “unsavory aspects of New York black life” that 
was prized by readers—and condemned by such prominent Black leaders as W.E.B. Du Bois. 

By the late 1930s, McKay had developed a keen interest in Catholicism. He became active in Harlem’s Friendship House. 
His newfound religious interest, together with his observations and experiences at the Friendship House, inspired his essay 
collection, Harlem: Negro Metropolis (1940), which offers an account of the Black community in Harlem during the 1920s and 
1930s. Like Banjo, Banana Bottom, and Gingertown, Harlem: Negro Metropolis did not initially attract a broad readership. McKay 
moved to Chicago and worked as a teacher for a Catholic organization. By the mid-1940s his health had deteriorated. He endured 
several illnesses throughout his last years and eventually died of heart failure in 1948. 

McKay has been recognized for his intense commitment to expressing the challenges faced by Black Americans and admired for 
devoting his art and life to social protest, and his audience continues to expand. McLeod concluded his essay in Dictionary of 
Literary Biography with the following accolades: “That he was able to capture a universality of sentiment in ‘If We Must Die’ has 
been fully demonstrated; that he was able to show new directions for the black novel is now acknowledged; and that he is rightly 
regarded as one of the harbingers of (if not one of the participants in) the Harlem Renaissance is undisputed.” 

The Harlem Dancer 

Applauding youths laughed with young prostitutes 

And watched her perfect, half-clothed body sway; 

Her voice was like the sound of blended flutes 

Blown by black players upon a picnic day. 

She sang and danced on gracefully and calm, 

The light gauze hanging loose about her form; 

To me she seemed a proudly-swaying palm 

Grown lovelier for passing through a storm. 

Upon her swarthy neck black shiny curls 

Luxuriant fell; and tossing coins in praise, 

The wine-flushed, bold-eyed boys, and even the girls, 

Devoured her shape with eager, passionate gaze; 

But looking at her falsely-smiling face, 

I knew her self was not in that strange place. 

The Lynching 

His spirit is smoke ascended to high heaven. 
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His father, by the cruelest way of pain, 

Had bidden him to his bosom once again; 

The awful sin remained still unforgiven. 

All night a bright and solitary star 

(Perchance the one that ever guided him, 

Yet gave him up at last to Fate’s wild whim) 

Hung pitifully o’er the swinging char. 

Day dawned, and soon the mixed crowds came to view 

The ghastly body swaying in the sun: 

The women thronged to look, but never a one 

Showed sorrow in her eyes of steely blue; 

And little lads, lynchers that were to be, 

Danced round the dreadful thing in fiendish glee. 

If We Must Die 

If we must die--let it not be like hogs 

Hunted and penned in an inglorious spot, 

While round us bark the mad and hungry dogs, 

Making their mock at our accursed lot. 

If we must die--oh, let us nobly die, 

So that our precious blood may not be shed 

In vain; then even the monsters we defy 

Shall be constrained to honor us though dead! 

Oh, Kinsmen! We must meet the common foe; 

Though far outnumbered, let us show us brave, 

And for their thousand blows deal one deathblow! 

What though before us lies the open grave? 

Like men we'll face the murderous, cowardly pack, 

Pressed to the wall, dying, but fighting back! 
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2.6: Hurston's "How It Feels to Be Colored Me" 

Zora Neale Hurston 

1891-1960 

By Arlisha R. Norwood, NWHM Fellow | 2017 

Zora Hurston was a world-renowned writer and anthropologist. Hurston’s novels, short stories, and plays often depicted African 
American life in the South. Her work in anthropology examined black folklore. Hurston influenced many writers, forever cementing 

her place in history as one of the foremost female writers of the 20th century. 

Zora Neale Hurston was born in Notasulga, Alabama on January 7, 1891. Both her parents had been enslaved. At a young age, 
her family relocated to Eatonville, Florida where they flourished. Eventually, her father became one of the town’s first mayors. In 
1917, Hurston enrolled at Morgan College, where she completed her high school studies. She then attended Howard University 
and earned an associate’s degree. Hurston was an active student and participated in student government. She also co-founded 
the school’s renowned newspaper, The Hilltop. In 1925, Hurston received a scholarship to Barnard College and graduated three 
years later with a BA in anthropology. During her time as a student in New York City, Hurston befriended other writers such as 
Langston Hughes and Countee Cullen. Together, the group of writers joined the black cultural renaissance which was taking place 
in Harlem. 

Throughout her life, Hurston, dedicated herself to promoting and studying black culture. She traveled to both Haiti and Jamaica to 
study the religions of the African diaspora. Her findings were also included in several newspapers throughout the United States. 
Hurston often incorporated her research into her fictional writing. As an author Hurston, started publishing short stories as early as 
1920. Unfortunately, her work was ignored by the mainstream literary audience for years. However, she gained a following among 
African Americans. In 1935, she published Mules and Men. She later, collaborated with Langston Hughes to create the play, Mule 
Bone. She published three books between 1934 and 1939. One of her most popular works was Their Eyes were Watching God. 
The fictional story chronicled the tumultuous life of Janie Crawford. Hurston broke literary norms by focusing her work on the 
experience of a black woman. 

Hurston was not only a writer, she also dedicated her life to educating others about the arts. In 1934, she established a school 
of dramatic arts at Bethune-Cookman College. Five years later she worked as a drama teacher at the North Carolina College for 
Negroes at Durham. Although Hurston eventually received praise for her works, she was often underpaid. Therefore, she remained 
in debt and poverty. After years of writing, Hurston had to enter the St. Lucie County Welfare Home as she was unable to take 
care of herself. Hurston died of heart disease on January 28, 1960. At first, her remains were placed in an unmarked grave. In 
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1972, author Alice Walker located her grave and created a marker. Although, Hurston’s work was not widely known during her life, 

in death she ranks among the best writers of the 20th century. Her work continues to influences writers throughout the world. 

How It Feels to be Colored Me by Zora Neale Hurston 

1928 

I am colored but I offer nothing in the way of extenuating circumstances except the fact that I am the only Negro in the United 
States whose grandfather on the mother’s side was not an Indian chief. 

I remember the very day that I became colored. Up to my thirteenth year I lived in the little Negro town of Eatonville, Florida. 
It is exclusively a colored town. The only white people I knew passed through the town going to or coming from Orlando. The 
native whites rode dusty horses, the Northern tourists chugged down the sandy village road in automobiles. The town knew the 
Southerners and never stopped cane chewing when they passed. But the Northerners were something else again. They were 
peered at cautiously from behind curtains by the timid. The more venturesome would come out on the porch to watch them go 
past and got just as much pleasure out of the tourists as the tourists got out of the village. 

The front porch might seem a daring place for the rest of the town, but it was a gallery seat for me. My favorite place was atop 
the gatepost. Proscenium box for a born first- nighter. Not only did I enjoy the show, but I didn’t mind the actors knowing that 
I liked it. I usually spoke to them in passing. I’d wave at them and when they returned my salute, I would say something like 
this: “Howdy-do-well-I-thank-you-where-you-goin’?” Usually automobile or the horse paused at this, and after a queer exchange 
of compliments, I would probably “go a piece of the way” with them, as we say in farthest Florida. If one of my family happened 
to come to the front in time to see me, of course negotiations would be rudely broken off. But even so, it is clear that I was the 
first “welcome-to-our-state” Floridian, and I hope the Miami Chamber of Commerce will please take notice. 

During this period, white people differed from colored to me only in that they rode through town and never lived there. They liked 
to hear me “speak pieces” and sing and wanted to see me dance the parse-me-la, and gave me generously of their small silver 
for doing these things, which seemed strange to me for I wanted to do them so much that I needed bribing to stop, only they 
didn’t know it. The colored people gave no dimes. They deplored any joyful tendencies in me, but I was their Zora nevertheless. I 
belonged to them, to the nearby hotels, to the county–everybody’s Zora. 

But changes came in the family when I was thirteen, and I was sent to school in Jacksonville. I left Eatonville, the town of the 
oleanders, as Zora. When I disembarked from the river-boat at Jacksonville, she was no more. It seemed that I had suffered a 
sea change. I was not Zora of Orange County any more, I was now a little colored girl. I found it out in certain ways. In my heart 
as well as in the mirror, I became a fast brown– warranted not to rub nor run. 

But I am not tragically colored. There is no great sorrow dammed up in my soul, nor lurking behind my eyes. I do not mind at 
all. I do not belong to the sobbing school of Negrohood who hold that nature somehow has given them a lowdown dirty deal and 
whose feelings are all but about it. Even in the helter-skelter skirmish that is my life, I have seen that the world is to the strong 
regardless of a little pigmentation more or less. No, I do not weep at the world–I am too busy sharpening my oyster knife. 

Someone is always at my elbow reminding me that I am the granddaughter of slaves. It fails to register depression with me. 
Slavery is sixty years in the past. The operation was successful and the patient is doing well, thank you. The terrible struggle that 
made me an American out of a potential slave said “On the line!” The Reconstruction said “Get set!” and the generation before 
said “Go!” I am off to a flying start and I must not halt in the stretch to look behind and weep. Slavery is the price I paid for 
civilization, and the choice was not with me. It is a bully adventure and worth all that I have paid through my ancestors for it. No 
one on earth ever had a greater chance for glory. The world to be won and nothing to be lost. It is thrilling to think–to know that 
for any act of mine, I shall get twice as much praise or twice as much blame. It is quite exciting to hold the center of the national 
stage, with the spectators not knowing whether to laugh or to weep. 

The position of my white neighbor is much more difficult. No brown specter pulls up a chair beside me when I sit down to eat. No 
dark ghost thrusts its leg against mine in bed. The game of keeping what one has is never so exciting as the game of getting. 

I do not always feel colored. Even now I often achieve the unconscious Zora of Eatonville before the Hegira. I feel most colored 
when I am thrown against a sharp white background. 

For instance at Barnard. “Beside the waters of the Hudson” I feel my race. Among the thousand white persons, I am a dark rock 
surged upon, and overswept, but through it all, I remain myself. When covered by the waters, I am; and the ebb but reveals me 
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again. 

Sometimes it is the other way around. A white person is set down in our midst, but the contrast is just as sharp for me. For 
instance, when I sit in the drafty basement that is The New World Cabaret with a white person, my color comes. We enter chatting 
about any little nothing that we have in common and are seated by the jazz waiters. In the abrupt way that jazz orchestras have, 
this one plunges into a number. It loses no time in circumlocutions, but gets right down to business. It constricts the thorax and 
splits the heart with its tempo and narcotic harmonies. This orchestra grows rambunctious, rears on its hind legs and attacks 
the tonal veil with primitive fury, rending it, clawing it until it breaks through to the jungle beyond. I follow those heathen–follow 
them exultingly. I dance wildly inside myself; I yell within, I whoop; I shake my assegai above my head, I hurl it true to the mark 
yeeeeooww! I am in the jungle and living in the jungle way. My face is painted red and yellow and my body is painted blue. My 
pulse is throbbing like a war drum. I want to slaughter something–give pain, give death to what, I do not know. But the piece ends. 
The men of the orchestra wipe their lips and rest their fingers. I creep back slowly to the veneer we call civilization with the last 
tone and find the white friend sitting motionless in his seat, smoking calmly. 

“Good music they have here,” he remarks, drumming the table with his fingertips. 

Music. The great blobs of purple and red emotion have not touched him. He has only heard what I felt. He is far away and I see 
him but dimly across the ocean and the continent that have fallen between us. He is so pale with his whiteness then and I am so 
colored. 

At certain times I have no race, I am me. When I set my hat at a certain angle and saunter down Seventh Avenue, Harlem City, 
feeling as snooty as the lions in front of the Forty-Second Street Library, for instance. So far as my feelings are concerned, Peggy 
Hopkins Joyce on the Boule Mich with her gorgeous raiment, stately carriage, knees knocking together in a most aristocratic 
manner, has nothing on me. The cosmic Zora emerges. I belong to no race nor time. I am the eternal feminine with its string of 
beads. 

I have no separate feeling about being an American citizen and colored. I am merely a fragment of the Great Soul that surges 
within the boundaries. My country, right or wrong. 

Sometimes, I feel discriminated against, but it does not make me angry. It merely astonishes me. How can any deny themselves 
the pleasure of my company? It’s beyond me. 

But in the main, I feel like a brown bag of miscellany propped against a wall. Against a wall in company with other bags, white, red 
and yellow. Pour out the contents, and there is discovered a jumble of small, things priceless and worthless. A first-water diamond, 
an empty spool, bits of broken glass, lengths of string, a key to a door long since crumbled away, a rusty knife-blade, old shoes 
saved for a road that never was and never will be, a nail bent under the weight of things too heavy for any nail, a dried flower or 
two still a little fragrant. In your hand is the brown bag. On the ground before you is the jumble it held–so much like the jumble in 
the bags, could they be emptied, that all might be dumped in a single heap and the bags refilled without altering the content of 
any greatly. A bit of colored glass more or less would not matter. Perhaps that is how the Great Stuffer of Bags filled them in the 
first place–who knows? 

Consider this: 

1. Explain the tension between Zora’s perception of herself and the perception of her by others that she becomes aware of. 
2. Can you relate to this tension or disconnect?  Explain. 
3. What do you think Zora is trying to say with the bag metaphor toward the end of the essay? 

Zora Neale Hurston 

This page titled 2.6: Hurston's "How It Feels to Be Colored Me" is shared under a CC BY 4.0 license and was authored, remixed, and/or curated 
by Amery Bodelson. 
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2.7: Eliot's "The Lovesong of J. Alfred Prufrock" 

T. S. Elliot (1888-1965) 

image 

T. S. Elliot, 1934 

Photographer | Lady Ottoline Morrell, Source | Wikimedia Commons, License | Public Domain 

From Notes Towards the Definition of Culture by T. S. Eliot | EBSCO Research Starters, Roy Arthur Swanson, 2022 

Thomas Stearns Eliot was born in St. Louis, Missouri. Eliot’s father, Henry Eliot, was a successful businessman, while his mother, 
Charlotte Stearns, wrote poetry and was involved in St. Louis’s cultural scene. Eliot lived in St. Louis until 1906, when he enrolled 
at Harvard University where he studied until 1910. Later that year, Eliot left to study at the Sorbonne in Paris for a year, before 
returning to Harvard to begin work on a Ph.D. In 1914, Eliot left the United States and accepted a scholarship at Oxford 
University, where he stayed for a year. Although he did not finish his studies at Oxford, Eliot remained in England, completing his 
dissertation for Harvard University, since World War I prevented Eliot from returning to the U.S. Instead Eliot stayed in London, 
later renouncing his American citizenship in favor of British citizenship (1927). Although he was a successful writer, Eliot also 
worked for a living, first as a teacher, then a banker, before accepting a position at Faber and Faber Publishing House. Eliot would 
become a tastemaker of the Modernist period, discovering and publishing many Modernist writers and eventually serving as the 
director of Faber and Faber. Although Eliot never moved back to the United States, he returned quite often to visit as well as to 
give lectures and readings. 

Eliot began writing poetry in college, but it was after he moved to England (1914) that he began to write in earnest. Once he 
started to publish, Eliot’s reputation grew until he became one of the central figures of the modernist movement. His essay, 
“Tradition and the Individual Talent,” offered a highly influential approach for reading and interpreting literature. However, Eliot’s 
poem, The Waste Land (1922), was possibly the most famous work of the Modernist era, one that is considered a masterpiece and 
significantly raised Eliot’s profile. Written with editorial guidance from fellow Modernist poet Ezra Pound, The Waste Land sought 
to express the disillusionment of the post WWI Modernist era. It is a poem that many other Modernist writers used in their own 
writing. Throughout his career, Eliot produced several major works spanning multiple genres, including his poems, “The Love Song 
of J. Alfred Prufrock,” The Waste Land, “The Hollow Men,” “Ash Wednesday,” and The Four Quartets, as well as the famous essay, 
“Tradition and the Individual Talent” and the play, Murder in the Cathedral (1935). Common themes in his work include isolation, 
religious insecurities, and frustration. 

Eliot’s poem, “The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock,” which begins with an epigraph from Dante’s Inferno, is innovative in form 
because it is formatted as a dramatic monologue without a clearly identified audience. It quickly becomes evident to the reader 
that this poem defies the conventions of a traditional love letter; rather, it reads like a confessional, with Prufrock confessing his 
feelings to the reader. The reader is privy to Prufrock’s own insecurities and self-doubt that cannot be assuaged by God/religion, 
his fear of rejection, and his fear of dying alone. 

From The Poetry Foundation: The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock | The Poetry Foundation 

“The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock” 

S’io credesse che mia risposta fosse 

A persona che mai tornasse al mondo, 

Questa fiamma staria senza piu scosse. 

Ma percioche giammai di questo fondo 

Non torno vivo alcun, s’i’odo il vero, 
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Senza tema d’infamia ti rispondo. 

Let us go then, you and I, 

When the evening is spread out against the sky 

Like a patient etherized upon a table; 

Let us go, through certain half-deserted streets, 

The muttering retreats 

Of restless nights in one-night cheap hotels 

And sawdust restaurants with oyster-shells: 

Streets that follow like a tedious argument 

Of insidious intent 

To lead you to an overwhelming question . . . 

Oh, do not ask, “What is it?” 

Let us go and make our visit. 

In the room the women come and go 

Talking of Michelangelo. 

The yellow fog that rubs its back upon the window-panes, 

The yellow smoke that rubs its muzzle on the window-panes, 

Licked its tongue into the corners of the evening, 

Lingered upon the pools that stand in drains, 

Let fall upon its back the soot that falls from chimneys, 

Slipped by the terrace, made a sudden leap, 

And seeing that it was a soft October night, 

Curled once about the house, and fell asleep. 

And indeed there will be time 

For the yellow smoke that slides along the street, 

Rubbing its back upon the window-panes; 

There will be time, there will be time 

To prepare a face to meet the faces that you meet; 

There will be time to murder and create, 

And time for all the works and days of hands 

That lift and drop a question on your plate; 
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Time for you and time for me, 

And time yet for a hundred indecisions, 

And for a hundred visions and revisions, 

Before the taking of a toast and tea. 

In the room the women come and go 

Talking of Michelangelo. 

And indeed there will be time 

To wonder, “Do I dare?” and, “Do I dare?” 

Time to turn back and descend the stair, 

With a bald spot in the middle of my hair — 

(They will say: “How his hair is growing thin!”) 

My morning coat, my collar mounting firmly to the chin, 

My necktie rich and modest, but asserted by a simple pin — 

(They will say: “But how his arms and legs are thin!”) 

Do I dare 

Disturb the universe? 

In a minute there is time 

For decisions and revisions which a minute will reverse. 

For I have known them all already, known them all: 

Have known the evenings, mornings, afternoons, 

I have measured out my life with coffee spoons; 

I know the voices dying with a dying fall 

Beneath the music from a farther room. 

So how should I presume? 

And I have known the eyes already, known them all— 

The eyes that fix you in a formulated phrase, 

And when I am formulated, sprawling on a pin, 

When I am pinned and wriggling on the wall, 

Then how should I begin 

To spit out all the butt-ends of my days and ways? 

And how should I presume? 
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And I have known the arms already, known them all— 

Arms that are braceleted and white and bare 

(But in the lamplight, downed with light brown hair!) 

Is it perfume from a dress 

That makes me so digress? 

Arms that lie along a table, or wrap about a shawl. 

And should I then presume? 

And how should I begin? 

Shall I say, I have gone at dusk through narrow streets 

And watched the smoke that rises from the pipes 

Of lonely men in shirt-sleeves, leaning out of windows? . . . 

I should have been a pair of ragged claws 

Scuttling across the floors of silent seas. 

And the afternoon, the evening, sleeps so peacefully! 

Smoothed by long fingers, 

Asleep . . . tired . . . or it malingers, 

Stretched on the floor, here beside you and me. 

Should I, after tea and cakes and ices, 

Have the strength to force the moment to its crisis? 

But though I have wept and fasted, wept and prayed, 

Though I have seen my head (grown slightly bald) brought in upon a platter, 

I am no prophet — and here’s no great matter; 

I have seen the moment of my greatness flicker, 

And I have seen the eternal Footman hold my coat, and snicker, 

And in short, I was afraid. 

And would it have been worth it, after all, 

After the cups, the marmalade, the tea, 

Among the porcelain, among some talk of you and me, 

Would it have been worth while, 

To have bitten off the matter with a smile, 

To have squeezed the universe into a ball 
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To roll it towards some overwhelming question, 

To say: “I am Lazarus, come from the dead, 

Come back to tell you all, I shall tell you all”— 

If one, settling a pillow by her head 

Should say: “That is not what I meant at all; 

That is not it, at all.” 

And would it have been worth it, after all, 

Would it have been worth while, 

After the sunsets and the dooryards and the sprinkled streets, 

After the novels, after the teacups, after the skirts that trail along the floor— 

And this, and so much more?— 

It is impossible to say just what I mean! 

But as if a magic lantern threw the nerves in patterns on a screen: 

Would it have been worth while 

If one, settling a pillow or throwing off a shawl, 

And turning toward the window, should say: 

“That is not it at all, 

That is not what I meant, at all.” 

No! I am not Prince Hamlet, nor was meant to be; 

Am an attendant lord, one that will do 

To swell a progress, start a scene or two, 

Advise the prince; no doubt, an easy tool, 

Deferential, glad to be of use, 

Politic, cautious, and meticulous; 

Full of high sentence, but a bit obtuse; 

At times, indeed, almost ridiculous— 

Almost, at times, the Fool. 

I grow old . . . I grow old . . . 

I shall wear the bottoms of my trousers rolled. 

Shall I part my hair behind? Do I dare to eat a peach? 

I shall wear white flannel trousers, and walk upon the beach. 
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I have heard the mermaids singing, each to each. 

I do not think that they will sing to me. 

I have seen them riding seaward on the waves 

Combing the white hair of the waves blown back 

When the wind blows the water white and black. 

We have lingered in the chambers of the sea 

By sea-girls wreathed with seaweed red and brown 

Till human voices wake us, and we drown. 

Reading and Review Questions 

1. The poem is titled “The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock.” How does this poem differ from what we usually consider the typical 
themes of a love song? Are there any similarities to a love song? 

2. Eliot’s famous line, “Do I Dare Disturb the Universe,” has been seen as the central line in this poem. What is Prufrock referring 
to in this line? How could he disturb the universe? 

This page titled 2.7: Eliot's "The Lovesong of J. Alfred Prufrock" is shared under a CC BY 4.0 license and was authored, remixed, and/or curated 
by Amery Bodelson. 
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3.1: Historical/Cultural Overview 

American Literature since 1945 

• American writers of the late twentieth and early twenty-first centuries embrace a hybrid English enriched by words borrowed 
from other cultures. They write stories that stretch across the bounds of time and place, beyond the United States and the 
present moment. 

• Literature increasingly blends the academic and the popular. The dominant ethos of American literature written since 1945 
is that of experimentation as new readers and new writers transform the literary past into new, blended forms. 

New Readers, New Writers, New Heroes 

• World War II introduced millions in the armed services to literature; these soldiers read literary classics even as they 
encountered the foreign languages and cultures of Europe, North Africa, India, and Japan. The GI Bill enabled these 
individuals to pursue a college education when they returned from war. 

• An influx of scholars and intellectuals who fled the war and resettled in the United States brought a new awareness of French, 
German, and Russian literature. 

• Beginning in the 1940s, the New Criticism—an attention to the formal characteristics of a text—shaped the work of writers 
like Flannery O'Connor and the questions asked by literary scholars. 

• Many Americans resisted the cosmopolitan and complex literary works produced by this global turn, and books such as 
Vladimir Nabokov's Lolita were banned. 

• During the second half of the twentieth century, African Americans increasingly wrote for a national audience, questioning the 
philosophy, psychology, and policies of white supremacy. James Baldwin, Richard Wright, Ann Petry, and other black writers 
indicted American racism. 

• Literature increasingly celebrated nonconforming outsiders; these outsiders were often misfits and antiheroes who failed to 
achieve their dreams. Nonconformists advocated for a counterculture or for new cultural norms. 

• Women writers objected to conformities of race, education, religion, and gender. Collective projects brought these writers 
together in anthologies and new institutions. 

• Writers portrayed—and participated in—dietary, sexual, social, and artistic experimentation. Stylistic innovations attempted 
to make readers feel that they had experienced the wild subjects they wrote about. Unconventionality became a new 
convention. 

Literature and American Media 

• New media developed after World War II competed with traditional forms of writing but also enriched and transformed 
literature. Media theorist Marshall McLuhan argued that "the media is the message" and drew new attention to forms of 
transmission as being of equally important as the content transmitted. 

• The television brought disturbing images and news into millions of homes, challenging viewers to do more than passively 
receive broadcast messages. 

• Avant-garde theater demanded that audience members create art, rather than simply consume it, doing away with the fourth 
wall—or the separation between audience and actors—in an increasing number of productions. Similarly, reality TV provides 
the illusion of art or entertainment arising from the everyday lives of ordinary people. 

• Poets also sought to make their art participatory, rather than an object of passive consumption. Poets read their work out 
loud, emphasizing emotion, improvisation, and musicality. 

• Fiction was also read out loud, but more often it was adapted into Hollywood films and television series. 

Experiment and Play in Twentieth- and Twenty-First-Century Literature 

• The term "postmodern" has been used to represent a variety of ideas and styles. Many agree that postmodern life and 
literature is fragmented, a babble of multiple voices that leaves the reader in ambiguity and uncertainty; the postmodern 
invites a range of interpretations. 

• Postmodern poetry is playful, refusing to refer in predictable ways to the material world. Its meanings are elusive, and readers 
are encouraged to appreciate other aspects of the poem—sound, color, feeling, connotations. 
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• The realism of the nineteenth century has given way, since 1945, to confessional poetry and unvarnished autobiography, 
language recounting banal experiences unabashedly. 

• Even as writers attempt to stir readers' affections, they always hold something in reserve and write satirically, ironically. 

Literature Now 

• Today literature is defined by both massive production—over 60,000 novels are published each year—and a diffuse, global 
readership familiar with a variety of English usages. The scale of production necessarily creates a fragmented audience; not 
everyone can read the same books. 

• The rise of the Internet and digital culture has also made English and English literature ubiquitous. The Web privileges some 
forms of literature (narratives broken into short, scrollable chapters or sections, for instance) and is shaping the future of 
literature. 

Source: Norton Anthology 

This page titled 3.1: Historical/Cultural Overview is shared under a CC BY 4.0 license and was authored, remixed, and/or curated by Amery 
Bodelson. 
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3.2: Making Connections 

Making Connections 

Post World War II 

After World War II, America turned outward politically but inward culturally; new ideals of conformity and homogeneity 
developed that are best seen in works that argue against that conformity, like Arthur Miller's Death of a Salesman; Allen 
Ginsberg's Howl; and Philip Roth's "Defender of the Faith." 

Cross-Cultural Themes and Globalization in Contemporary Life 

One interesting feature of postwar literature is the theme of cross-cultural mixtures and hybrid perspectives that result 
from globalized contemporary life. Works like Jhumpa Lahiri's "Sexy"; Rita Dove's "Parsley"; Gloria Anzaldúa's "How to Tame a 
Wild Tongue"; and Li-Young Lee's "Persimmons" all have to do with translations of customs or language from another culture into 
American English. The vexed issue of translation has been part of the American tradition from its inception. 

Immigrant Voices 

A major shift in American literature after World War II was the inclusion of new immigrant voices within the spectrum of 
national perspectives. Examples of works that maintain ties to a previous culture while establishing links to America include 
Sandra Cisneros's "Woman Hollering Creek"; Maxine Hong Kingston's "No Name Woman"; and Jhumpa Lahiri's "Sexy." But the 
process of naturalization and the salvaging of ethnic identity were not always accepted by the majority of Americans. 

Confessional Poetry 

The publication in the late 1950s of poetry in the "confessional" mode helped authors break some conventions of formality 
and universality in the lyric voice in favor of an autobiographical intensity. Examples of confessional poets include Allen 
Ginsberg; Robert Lowell; Sylvia Plath; and Anne Sexton. 

Source: Norton Anthology. 
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3.3: Roethke's Poems 

Theodore Roethke (1908 – 1963) 

Theodore Roethke, 1959 

Theodore Roethke, 1959 

Photographer | Imogen Cunningham, Source | Wikipedia, License | Fair Use 

From The Poetry Foundation Theodore Roethke | The Poetry Foundation 

Theodore Roethke is one of the most influential poets of the postmodern era. A student of the Modernists, who ultimately outgrew 
their poetry, Roethke’s world is filled with contrasting images of nature and industry that create a sense of hope that distinguishes 
him from the Modernists, and a sense of insecurity that seems aptly suited to the middle years of the twentieth century. The 
winner of the Pulitzer Prize for Poetry and two National Book Awards, Roethke is frequently remembered as a teacher, and the 
work of his own students often obscured the work of the master. The centenary of Roethke’s birth in 2008, however, brought 
renewed attention to his poetic career. 

Roethke’s earliest works of poetry are restrained and spare, as the last lines of “Cuttings” (1948) demonstrate: 

One nub of growth 

Nudges a sand-crumb loose, 

Pokes through a musty sheath 

Its pale tendrilous horn. (5-8) 

Even in these short lines, however, Roethke’s gift for the lyric is clearly visible with the repeated opening sounds of “nub” and 
“nudges” pushing the reader to the end of the poem. At the same time, the sounds and rhythms of Roethke’s poems, with their 
short lines and broken rhythms, evoke images of constraint and hesitation. 

The selection from Roethke included here, “My Papa’s Waltz,” also from 1948, takes us from the world of hothouses into the hot 
and enclosed houses of American life. Much like the young plants struggling to grow in “Cuttings,” the young boy in “My Papa’s 
Waltz” struggles to grow in his home environment. Arranged in broken three-quarter time, “My Papa’s Waltz” evokes contrasting 
images of playful roughhousing and domestic abuse. These contrasting images often lead to heated discussions among readers 
who are divided by their interpretations of this poem as one of joyous abandon and one of repeated brutality. Just what is the 
nature of this waltz that the boy and his father engage in, and how can it be wondrous if the mother’s gaze is so disapproving? 
That Roethke’s poetry invites such disparate responses is both a testament to his craftsmanship and a reaction to his deliberate 
ambiguity. Like the other postmodern poets in this section, Roethke’s poems reveal the many shadows of modern life. 

 

My Papa’s Waltz 

1942 

The whiskey on your breath   

Could make a small boy dizzy;   

But I hung on like death:   

Such waltzing was not easy. 
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We romped until the pans   

Slid from the kitchen shelf;   

My mother’s countenance   

Could not unfrown itself. 

The hand that held my wrist   

Was battered on one knuckle;   

At every step you missed 

My right ear scraped a buckle. 

You beat time on my head   

With a palm caked hard by dirt,   

Then waltzed me off to bed   

Still clinging to your shirt. 

 

I Knew a Woman 
1954 

I knew a woman, lovely in her bones, 

When small birds sighed, she would sigh back at them;   

Ah, when she moved, she moved more ways than one:   

The shapes a bright container can contain! 

Of her choice virtues only gods should speak, 

Or English poets who grew up on Greek 

(I’d have them sing in chorus, cheek to cheek). 

How well her wishes went! She stroked my chin,   

She taught me Turn, and Counter-turn, and Stand;   

She taught me Touch, that undulant white skin;   

I nibbled meekly from her proffered hand;   

She was the sickle; I, poor I, the rake, 

Coming behind her for her pretty sake 

(But what prodigious mowing we did make). 

Love likes a gander, and adores a goose: 
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Her full lips pursed, the errant note to seize; 

She played it quick, she played it light and loose;   

My eyes, they dazzled at her flowing knees;   

Her several parts could keep a pure repose,   

Or one hip quiver with a mobile nose 

(She moved in circles, and those circles moved). 

Let seed be grass, and grass turn into hay:   

I’m martyr to a motion not my own; 

What’s freedom for? To know eternity. 

I swear she cast a shadow white as stone.   

But who would count eternity in days? 

These old bones live to learn her wanton ways:   

(I measure time by how a body sways). 
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3.4: Bishop's Poems 

From Poets.org, About Elizabeth Bishop | Academy of American Poets 

Elizabeth Bishop 

1911–1979 

Elizabeth Bishop was born on February 8, 1911, in Worcester, Massachusetts. When she was less than a year old, her father died, 
and shortly thereafter, her mother was committed to an asylum. Bishop was first sent to live with her maternal grandparents in 
Nova Scotia and later lived with paternal relatives in Worcester and South Boston. She earned a bachelor’s degree from Vassar 
College in Poughkeepsie, New York, in 1934. 

Bishop was independently wealthy, and from 1935 to 1937 she spent time traveling to France, Spain, North Africa, Ireland, and 
Italy and then settled in Key West, Florida, for four years. Her poetry is filled with descriptions of her travels and the scenery that 
surrounded her, as with the Florida poems in her first book of verse, North & South (Houghton Mifflin), published in 1946. 

She was influenced by the poet Marianne Moore, who was a close friend, mentor, and stabilizing force in her life. Unlike her 
contemporary and good friend Robert Lowell, who wrote in the Confessional style, Bishop’s poetry avoids explicit accounts of her 
personal life and focuses instead with great subtlety on her impressions of the physical world. 

Her images are precise and true to life, and they reflect her own sharp wit and moral sense. She lived for many years in Brazil, 
communicating with friends and colleagues in America only by letter. She published sparingly, and her work is often praised for 
its technical brilliance and formal variety. She received the 1956 Pulitzer Prize for her collection Poems: North & South/A Cold 
Spring (Houghton Mifflin, 1955). Her Complete Poems (Farrar, Straus and Giroux, 1969), won the National Book Award in 1970. 
That same year, Bishop began teaching at Harvard University, where she worked for seven years. For years she was considered a 
“poet’s poet,” but with the 1977 publication of her last book, Geography III (Chatto and Windus), Bishop was finally established 
as a major force in contemporary literature. 

Elizabeth Bishop was awarded an Academy Fellowship in 1964 for distinguished poetic achievement, and served as 
a Chancellor from 1966 to 1979. She died in her apartment at Lewis Wharf in Boston on October 6, 1979. 

The Fish 

I caught a tremendous fish 
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and held him beside the boat 

half out of water, with my hook 

fast in a corner of his mouth. 

He didn’t fight. 

He hadn’t fought at all. 

He hung a grunting weight, 

battered and venerable 

and homely. Here and there 

his brown skin hung in strips 

like ancient wallpaper, 

and its pattern of darker brown 

was like wallpaper: 

shapes like full-blown roses 

stained and lost through age. 

He was speckled with barnacles, 

fine rosettes of lime, 

and infested 

with tiny white sea-lice, 

and underneath two or three 

rags of green weed hung down. 

While his gills were breathing in 

the terrible oxygen 

—the frightening gills, 

fresh and crisp with blood, 

that can cut so badly— 

I thought of the coarse white flesh 

packed in like feathers, 

the big bones and the little bones, 

the dramatic reds and blacks 
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of his shiny entrails, 

and the pink swim-bladder 

like a big peony. 

I looked into his eyes 

which were far larger than mine 

but shallower, and yellowed, 

the irises backed and packed 

with tarnished tinfoil 

seen through the lenses 

of old scratched isinglass. 

They shifted a little, but not 

to return my stare. 

—It was more like the tipping 

of an object toward the light. 

I admired his sullen face, 

the mechanism of his jaw, 

and then I saw 

that from his lower lip 

—if you could call it a lip— 

grim, wet, and weaponlike, 

hung five old pieces of fish-line, 

or four and a wire leader 

with the swivel still attached, 

with all their five big hooks 

grown firmly in his mouth. 

A green line, frayed at the end 

where he broke it, two heavier lines, 

and a fine black thread 

still crimped from the strain and snap 
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when it broke and he got away. 

Like medals with their ribbons 

frayed and wavering, 

a five-haired beard of wisdom 

trailing from his aching jaw. 

I stared and stared 

and victory filled up 

the little rented boat, 

from the pool of bilge 

where oil had spread a rainbow 

around the rusted engine 

to the bailer rusted orange, 

the sun-cracked thwarts, 

the oarlocks on their strings, 

the gunnels—until everything 

was rainbow, rainbow, rainbow! 

And I let the fish go. 

One Art 

The art of losing isn’t hard to master; 
so many things seem filled with the intent 
to be lost that their loss is no disaster. 

Lose something every day. Accept the fluster 
of lost door keys, the hour badly spent. 
The art of losing isn’t hard to master. 

Then practice losing farther, losing faster: 
places, and names, and where it was you meant 
to travel. None of these will bring disaster. 

I lost my mother’s watch. And look! my last, or 
next-to-last, of three loved houses went. 
The art of losing isn’t hard to master. 

I lost two cities, lovely ones. And, vaster, 
some realms I owned, two rivers, a continent. 
I miss them, but it wasn’t a disaster. 

—Even losing you (the joking voice, a gesture 
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I love) I shan’t have lied. It’s evident 
the art of losing’s not too hard to master 
though it may look like (Write it!) like disaster. 
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3.5: Brooke's Poems 

Gwendolyn Brooks 
https://www.gwendolynbrooks.net/home 

1917—2000 

Gwendolyn Brooks at her typewriter. Courtesy of Getty Images. 

Gwendolyn Brooks is one of the most influential and widely read 20th-century American poets. The author of more than 20 books, 
she was highly regarded even during her lifetime and had the distinction of being the first Black poet to win the Pulitzer Prize. She 
was also the first Black woman to hold the role of Consultant in Poetry to the Library of Congress, a position now referred to as 
the Poet Laureate Consultant in Poetry, and served as the Illinois poet laureate for 32 years. Her body of work gave her, according 
to critic George E. Kent, “a unique position in American letters. Not only has she combined a strong commitment to racial identity 
and equality with a mastery of poetic techniques, but she has also managed to bridge the gap between the academic poets of 
her generation in the 1940s and the young Black militant writers of the 1960s.” 

Brooks was born in Topeka, Kansas, but her family moved to Chicago when she was young. Her father was a janitor who had hoped 
to become a doctor; her mother was a schoolteacher and a classically trained pianist; both supported their daughter’s passion 
for reading and writing. Brooks was 13 when she published her first poem, “Eventide,” in American Childhood; by the time she 
was 17, she was publishing poems frequently in the Chicago Defender. After attending junior college and working for the National 
Association for the Advancement of Colored People (NAACP), she developed her craft in poetry workshops and completed her 
first collection, A Street in Bronzeville (Harper & Brothers, 1945). 

The poems in A Street in Bronzeville and the Pulitzer Prize–winning Annie Allen (Harper & Brothers, 1949) are “devoted to small, 
carefully cerebrated, terse portraits of the Black urban poor,”commented Richard K. Barksdale in Modern Black Poets: A Collection 
of Critical Essays (Prentice-Hall, 1973). Several critics welcomed Brooks as a new voice in poetry. Fellow poet Rolfe Humphries 
wrote in the New York Times Book Review that “we have, in A Street in Bronzeville, a good book and a real poet,” and Langston 
Hughes, in a review of Annie Allen for Voices, remarked that “the people and poems in Gwendolyn Brooks’ book are alive, reaching, 
and very much of today.” 

In the 1950s, Brooks published her only novel, Maud Martha (Harper & Brothers, 1953), which details its title character’s life in 
short vignettes. Maud suffers prejudice not only from white people but also from lighter-skinned African Americans, something 
that mirrored Brooks’s experience. 

Her later work took on politics more overtly, displaying what National Observer contributor Bruce Cook termed “an intense 
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awareness of the problems of color and justice.” Toni Cade Bambara reported in the New York Times Book Review that at the age 
of 50 

something happened to Brooks, a something most certainly in evidence in In the Mecca [Harper & Row, 1968] and 
subsequent works—a new movement and energy, intensity, richness, power of statement and a new stripped, lean, 
compressed style. A change of style prompted by a change of mind. 

This shift or change is often attributed to Brooks’s attendance at a gathering of Black writers at Fisk University in 1967; however, 
more recently, scholars such as Evie Shockley and Cheryl Clarke challenge the idea that Brooks’s career can be so neatly divided. 
Clarke, for example, described In the Mecca as Brooks’s “final seminar on the Western lyric.” Brooks herself noted this shift as 
quoted in The New York Times: “Those young black writers seemed so proud and committed to their own people. The poets 
among them felt that black poets should write as blacks, about blacks, and address themselves to blacks.” 

She later wrote, “If it hadn't been for these young people, these young writers who influenced me, I wouldn't know what I know 
about this society. By associating with them I know who I am.” From that time forward, Brooks thought of herself as an African 
determined not to compromise social comment for the sake of technical proficiency. 

Essayist Charles Israel suggested that In the Mecca’s title poem, for example, shows “a deepening of Brooks’s concern with social 
problems.” A mother loses her small daughter in the block-long ghetto tenement, the Mecca; this long poem traces her steps 
through the building, revealing her neighbors to be indifferent or insulated by their own personal obsessions. The mother finds her 
little girl, who “never learned that black is not beloved.” Critic R. Baxter Miller, writing in Black American Poets between Worlds, 
1940-1960 (University of Tennessee Press, 1986), observed, “In the Mecca is a most complex and intriguing book; it seeks to 
balance the sordid realities of urban life with an imaginative process of reconciliation and redemption.” Other poems in the book, 
such as those occasioned by the death of Malcolm X and the dedication of a mural of Black heroes painted on a Chicago building, 
express Brooks’s commitment to her community’s awareness of itself as a political as well as a cultural entity. 

Brooks’s activism led her to leave major publisher Harper & Row in favor of fledgling Black publishing companies. In the 1970s, 
she worked with Dudley Randall’s Broadside Press to publish her poetry collections Riot (1969), Family Pictures (1970), Aloneness
(1971), Aurora (1972), and Beckonings (1975) and the first volume of her autobiography, Report from Part One (1972). She also 
edited two collections of poetry—A Broadside Treasury (1971) and Jump Bad: A New Chicago Anthology (1971)—for the Detroit-
area press. The Chicago-based Third World Press, run by Haki R. Madhubuti, a young poet Brooks met during the 1960s, also 
brought many Brooks titles into print. Brooks was the first writer to read in the Broadside Press original Poet’s Theatre series 
and the first poet to read in the second opening of the series when the press was revived under new ownership in 1988. Brooks, 
however, felt that Riot, Family Pictures, Beckonings, and other books Black publishers brought out received only brief notice from 
critics of the literary establishment because they “did not wish to encourage Black publishers.” 

Among Brooks’s major prose works are her two volumes of autobiography. When Report from Part One was published, some 
reviewers expressed disappointment that it did not provide the level of personal detail or the insight into Black literature they 
had expected. “They wanted a list of domestic spats,” remarked Brooks. Bambara noted that it “is not a sustained dramatic 
narrative for the nosey, being neither the confessions of a private woman/poet or the usual sort of mahogany-desk memoir public 
personages inflict upon the populace at the first sign of a cardiac. … It documents the growth of Gwen Brooks.” Other critics 
praised the book for explaining the poet’s new orientation toward her racial heritage and her role as a poet. In a passage she 
presented again in later books as a definitive statement, Brooks wrote 

I—who have ‘gone the gamut’ from an almost angry rejection of my dark skin by some of my brainwashed brothers 
and sisters to a surprised queenhood in the new Black sun—am qualified to enter at least the kindergarten of new 
consciousness now. New consciousness and trudge-toward-progress. I have hopes for myself… I know now that I 
am essentially an essential African, in occupancy here because of an indeed ‘peculiar’ institution… I know that Black 
fellow-feeling must be the Black man’s encyclopedic Primer. I know that the Black-and-white integration concept, 
which in the mind of some beaming early saint was a dainty spinning dream, has wound down to farce… I know that 
the Black emphasis must be not against white but FOR Black… In the Conference-That-Counts, whose date may be 
1980 or 2080 (woe betide the Fabric of Man if it is 2080), there will be no looking up nor looking down. 

Brooks put some of the finishing touches on the second volume of her autobiography at the age of 68 while serving as Consultant 
in Poetry to the Library of Congress. Of her many duties there, the most important, in her view, were visits to local schools. Similar 
visits to colleges, universities, prisons, hospitals, and drug rehabilitation centers characterized her tenure as poet laureate of 
Illinois. In that role, she sponsored and hosted annual literary awards ceremonies at which she presented prizes funded, as related 
by Reginald Gibbons in the Chicago Tribune, “out of [Brooks’s] own pocket, which, despite her modest means, is of legendary 
depth.” 
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Because of the wide recognition of her service and achievements, several schools were named for her, and she was similarly 
honored in 1970 by the founding of Western Illinois University’s Gwendolyn Brooks Cultural Center. In 2017, the centenary of 
Brooks’s birth was celebrated at the University of Chicago and the University of Illinois, Urbana-Champaign, where her papers are 
held. 

We Real Cool 

1959 

               The Pool Players. 
        Seven at the Golden Shovel. 

            We real cool. We   

            Left school. We 

            Lurk late. We 

            Strike straight. We 

            Sing sin. We   

            Thin gin. We 

            Jazz June. We   

            Die soon. 
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3.6: Southern Gothic and Flannery O'Connor 

From Brittanica, Flannery O’Connor | Biography, Short Stories, Books, Style, & Facts | Britannica 

Flannery O’Connor 

(born March 25, 1925, Savannah, Georgia, U.S.—died August 3, 1964, Milledgeville, Georgia) was an American novelist and short-
story writer whose works, usually set in the rural American South and often treating of alienation, concern the relationship between 
the individual and God. 

Flannery O'Connor writes in a Southern gothic style. As a genre or a topical focus of some Southern writing, Southern gothic 
is characterized by its casts of strange characters, its interest in bizarre or macabre occurrences, and the way it uses these 
“grotesqueries” to explore social issues unique to the American South. Narratives in the Southern gothic tradition tend to examine 
social and behavioral codes by depicting people who are engaged in acts ranging from the out of the ordinary to the eccentric to 
the taboo. Incest, murder, suicide, lynching, rape, castration, and insanity are not unusual topics within Southern gothic literature. 

O’Connor grew up in a prominent Roman Catholic family in her native Georgia. She lived in Savannah until her adolescence, but 
the worsening of her father’s lupus erythematosus forced the family to relocate in 1938 to the home in rural Milledgeville where 
her mother had been raised. After graduating from Georgia State College for Women (now Georgia College & State University) in 
1945, she studied creative writing at the University of Iowa Writers’ Workshop. 

Her first published work, a short story, appeared in the magazine Accent in 1946. Her first novel, Wise Blood (1952; film 1979), 
explores, in O’Connor’s own words, the “religious consciousness without a religion.” Wise Blood consists of a series of near-
independent chapters—many of which originated in previously published short stories—that tell the tale of Hazel Motes, a 
preacher’s grandson who returns from military service to his hometown after losing his faith and then relocates to another 
town, this one populated by a grotesque cast of itinerant loners, false prophets, and displaced persons on the make. His lonely 
tragicomic search for redemption, which includes his founding of the Church Without Christ, becomes increasingly violent 
and phantasmagorical. Wise Blood combines the keen ear for common speech, the caustic religious imagination, and the 
flair for the absurd that were to characterize O’Connor’s subsequent work. With the publication of further short stories, first 
collected in A Good Man Is Hard to Find, and Other Stories (1955), she came to be regarded as a master of the form. The 
collection’s eponymous story became possibly her best-known work. In it O’Connor created an unexpected agent of salvation in 
the character of an escaped convict called The Misfit, who kills a quarreling family on vacation in the Deep South. 

Her other works of fiction are a novel, The Violent Bear It Away (1960), and the short-story collection Everything That Rises 
Must Converge (1965). A collection of occasional prose pieces, Mystery and Manners, appeared in 1969. The Complete Stories, 
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published posthumously in 1971, contains several stories that had not previously appeared in book form; it won a National Book 
Award in 1972. 

Disabled for more than a decade by the lupus erythematosus she inherited from her father, which eventually proved fatal, 
O’Connor lived modestly, writing and raising peafowl on her mother’s farm at Milledgeville. The posthumous publication of The 
Habit of Being (1979), a book of her letters; The Presence of Grace, and Other Book Reviews (1983), a collection of her book 
reviews and correspondence with local diocesan newspapers; and A Prayer Journal (2013), a book of private religious missives, 
provided valuable insight into the life and mind of a writer whose works defy conventional categorization. O’Connor’s corpus 
is notable for the seeming incongruity of a devout Catholic whose darkly comic works commonly feature startling acts of 
violence and unsympathetic, often depraved, characters. She explained the prevalence of brutality in her stories by noting that 
violence “is strangely capable of returning my characters to reality and preparing them to accept their moment of grace.” It is 
this divine stripping of human comforts and hubris, along with the attendant degradation of the corporeal, that stands as the 
most salient feature of O’Connor’s work. 
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3.7: O'Connor's "Good Country People" 

From LiteraryFictions.com “Good Country People” by Flannery O’Connor – Literary Fictions 

“Good Country People” by Flannery O’Connor 

Besides the neutral expression that she wore when she was alone, Mrs. Freeman had two others, forward and reverse, that she 
used for all her human dealings. Her forward expression was steady and driving like the advance of a heavy truck. Her eyes never 
swerved to left or right but turned as the story turned as if they followed a yellow line down the center of it. She seldom used the 
other expression because it was not often necessary for her to retract a statement, but when she did, her face came to a complete 
stop, there was an almost imperceptible movement of her black eyes, during which they seemed to be receding, and then the 
observer would see that Mrs. Freeman, though she might stand there as real as several grain sacks thrown on top of each other, 
was no longer there in spirit. As for getting anything across to her when this was the case, Mrs. Hopewell had given it up. She 
might talk her head off. Mrs. Freeman could never be brought to admit herself wrong to any point. She would stand there and if 
she could be brought to say anything, it was something like, “Well, I wouldn’t of said it was and I wouldn’t of said it wasn’t” or 
letting her gaze range over the top kitchen shelf where there was an assortment of dusty bottles, she might remark, “I see you 
ain’t ate many of them figs you put up last summer.” 

They carried on their most important business in the kitchen at breakfast. Every morning Mrs. Hopewell got up at seven o’clock 
and lit her gas heater and Joy’s. Joy was her daughter, a large blonde girl who had an artificial leg. Mrs. Hopewell thought of her 
as a child though she was thirty-two years old and highly educated. Joy would get up while her mother was eating and lumber into 
the bathroom and slam the door, and before long, Mrs. Freeman would arrive at the back door. Joy would hear her mother call, 
“Come on in,” and then they would talk for a while in low voices that were indistinguishable in the bathroom. By the time Joy came 
in, they had usually finished the weather report and were on one or the other of Mrs. Freeman’s daughters, Glynese or Carramae. 
Joy called them Glycerin and Caramel. Glynese, a redhead, was eighteen and had many admirers; Carramae, a blonde, was only 
fifteen but already married and pregnant. She could not keep anything on her stomach. Every morning Mrs. Freeman told Mrs. 
Hopewell how many times she had vomited since the last report. 

Mrs. Hopewell liked to tell people that Glynese and Carramae were two of the finest girls she knew and that Mrs. Freeman was 
a lady and that she was never ashamed to take her anywhere or introduce her to anybody they might meet. Then she would tell 
how she had happened to hire the Freemans in the first place and how they were a godsend to her and how she had had them four 
years. The reason for her keeping them so long was that they were not trash. They were good country people. She had telephoned 
the man whose name they had given as reference and he had told her that Mr. Freeman was a good farmer but that his wife was 
the nosiest woman ever to walk the earth. “She’s got to be into everything,” the man said. “If she don’t get there before the dust 
settles, you can bet she’s dead, that’s all. She’ll want to know all your business. I can stand him real good,” he had said, “but 
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me nor my wife neither could have stood that woman one more minute on this place.” That had put Mrs. Hopewell off for a few 
days. She had hired them in the end because there were no other applicants but she had made up her mind beforehand exactly 
how she would handle the woman. Since she was the type who had to be into everything, then, Mrs. Hopewell had decided, she 
would not only let her be into everything, she would see to it that she was into everything – she would give her the responsibility 
of everything, she would put her in charge. Mrs. Hopewell had no bad qualities of her own but she was able to use other people’s 
in such a constructive way that she had kept them four years. 

Nothing is perfect. This was one of Mrs. Hopewell’s favorite sayings. Another was: that is life! And still another, the most important, 
was: well, other people have their opinions too. She would make these statements, usually at the table, in a tone of gentle 
insistence as if no one held them but her, and the large hulking Joy, whose constant outrage had obliterated every expression 
from her face, would stare just a little to the side of her, her eyes icy blue, with the look of someone who had achieved blindness 
by an act of will and means to keep it. 

When Mrs. Hopewell said to Mrs. Freeman that life was like that, Mrs. Freeman would say, “I always said so myself.” Nothing had 
been arrived at by anyone that had not first been arrived at by her. She was quicker than Mr. Freeman. When Mrs. Hopewell said 
to her after they had been on the place for a while, “You know, you’re the wheel behind the wheel,” and winked, Mrs. Freeman had 
said, “I know it. I’ve always been quick. It’s some that are quicker than others.” 

“Everybody is different,” Mrs. Hopewell said. 

“Yes, most people is,” Mrs. Freeman said. 

“It takes all kinds to make the world.” 

“I always said it myself.” 

The girl was used to this kind of dialogue for breakfast and more of it for dinner; sometimes they had it for supper too. When they 
had no guest they ate in the kitchen because that was easier. Mrs. Freeman always 

managed to arrive at some point during the meal and to watch them finish it. She would stand in the doorway if it were summer 
but in the winter she would stand with one elbow on top of the refrigerator and look down at them, or she would stand by the 
gas heater, lifting the back of her skirt slightly. Occasionally she would stand against the wall and roll her head from side to side. 
At no time was she in any hurry to leave. All this was very trying on Mrs. Hopewell but she was a woman of great patience. She 
realized that nothing is perfect and that in the Freemans she had good country people and that if, in this day and age, you get 
good country people, you had better hang onto them. 

She had had plenty of experience with trash. Before the Freemans she had averaged one tenant family a year. The wives of these 
farmers were not the kind you would want to be around you for very long. Mrs. Hopewell, who had divorced her husband long ago, 
needed someone to walk over the fields with her; and when Joy had to be impressed for these services, her remarks were usually 
so ugly and her face so glum that Mrs. Hopewell would say, “If you can’t come pleasantly, I don’t want you at all,” to which the 
girl, standing square and rigid-shouldered with her neck thrust slightly forward, would reply, “If you want me, here I am – LIKE I 
AM.” Mrs. Hopewell excused this attitude because of the leg (which had been shot off in a hunting accident when Joy was ten). It 
was hard for Mrs. Hopewell to realize that her child was thirty-two now and that for more than twenty years she had had only one 
leg. She thought of her still as a child because it tore her heart to think instead of the poor stout girl in her thirties who had never 
danced a step or had any normal good times. Her name was really Joy but as soon as she was twenty-one and away from home, 
she had had it legally changed. Mrs. Hopewell was certain that she had thought and thought until she had hit upon the ugliest 
name in any language. Then she had gone and had the beautiful name, Joy, changed without telling her mother until after she 
had done it. Her legal name was Hulga. When Mrs. Hopewell thought the name, Hulga, she thought of the broad blank hull of a 
battleship. She would not use it. She continued to call her Joy to which the girl responded but in a purely mechanical way. Hulga 
had learned to tolerate Mrs. Freeman who saved her from taking walks with her mother. Even Glynese and Carramae were useful 
when they occupied attention that might otherwise have been directed at her. 

At first she had thought she could not stand Mrs. Freeman for she had found it was not possible to be rude to her. Mrs. Freeman 
would take on strange resentments and for days together she would be sullen but the source of her displeasure was always 
obscure; a direct attack, a positive leer, blatant ugliness to her face – these never touched her. And without warning one day, she 
began calling her Hulga. 

She did not call her that in front of Mrs. Hopewell who would have been incensed but when she and the girl happened to be out of 
the house together, she would say something and add the name Hulga to the end of it, and the big spectacled Joy-Hulga would 
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scowl and redden as if her privacy had been intruded upon. She considered the name her personal affair. She had arrived at it first 
purely on the basis of its ugly sound and then the full genius of its fitness had struck her. She had a vision of the name working 
like the ugly sweating Vulcan who stayed in the furnace and to whom, presumably, the goddess had to come when called. She 
saw it as the name of her highest creative act. One of her major triumphs was that her mother had not been able to turn her dust 
into Joy, but the greater one was that she had been able to turn it herself into Hulga. However, Mrs. Freeman’s relish for using 
the name only irritated her. It was as if Mrs. Freeman’s beady steel-pointed eyes had penetrated far enough behind her face to 
reach some secret fact. Something about her seemed to fascinate Mrs. Freeman and then one day Hulga realized that it was the 
artificial leg. Mrs. Freeman had a special fondness for the details of secret infections, hidden deformities, assaults upon children. 
Of diseases, she preferred the lingering or incurable. Hulga had heard Mrs. Hopewell give her the details of the hunting accident, 
how the leg had been literally blasted off, how she had never lost consciousness. Mrs. Freeman could listen to it any time as if it 
had happened an hour ago. 

When Hulga stumped into the kitchen in the morning (she could walk without making the awful noise but she made it – Mrs. 
Hopewell was certain – because it was ugly-sounding), she glanced at them and did not speak. Mrs. Hopewell would be in her red 
kimono with her hair tied around her head in rags. She would be sitting at the table, finishing her breakfast and Mrs. Freeman 
would be hanging by her elbow outward from the refrigerator, looking down at the table. Hulga always put her eggs on the stove to 
boil and then stood over them with her arms folded, and Mrs. Hopewell would look at her – a kind of indirect gaze divided between 
her and Mrs. Freeman – and would think that if she would only keep herself up a little, she wouldn’t be so bad looking. There was 
nothing wrong with her face that a pleasant expression wouldn’t help. Mrs. Hopewell said that people who looked on the bright 
side of things would be beautiful even if they were not. 

Whenever she looked at Joy this way, she could not help but feel that it would have been better if the child had not taken the 
Ph.D. It had certainly not brought her out any and now that she had it, there was no more excuse for her to go to school again. 
Mrs. Hopewell thought it was nice for girls to go to school to have a good time but Joy had “gone through.” Anyhow, she would 
not have been strong enough to go again. The doctors had told Mrs. Hopewell that with the best of care, Joy might see forty-five. 
She had a weak heart. Joy had made it plain that if it had not been for this condition, she would be far from these red hills and 
good country people. She would be in a university lecturing to people who knew what she was talking about. And Mrs. Hopewell 
could very well picture here there, looking like a scarecrow and lecturing to more of the same. Here she went about all day in 
a six-year-old skirt and a yellow sweat shirt with a faded cowboy on a horse embossed on it. She thought this was funny; Mrs. 
Hopewell thought it was idiotic and showed simply that she was still a child. She was brilliant but she didn’t have a grain of sense. 
It seemed to Mrs. Hopewell that every year she grew less like other people and more like herself – bloated, rude, and squint-eyed. 
And she said such strange things! To her own mother she had said – without warning, without excuse, standing up in the middle 
of a meal with her face purple and her mouth half full – “Woman! Do you ever look inside? Do you ever look inside and see what 
you are not? God!” she had cried sinking down again and staring at her plate, “Malebranche was right: we are not our own light. 
We are not our own light!” Mrs. Hopewell had no idea to this day what brought that on. She had only made the remark, hoping 
Joy would take it in, that a smile never hurt anyone. The girl had taken the Ph.D. in philosophy and this left Mrs. Hopewell at a 
complete loss. You could say, “My daughter is a nurse,” or “My daughter is a school teacher,” or even, “My daughter is a chemical 
engineer.” You could not say, “My daughter is a philosopher.” That was something that had ended with the Greeks and Romans. 
All day Joy sat on her neck in a deep chair, reading. Sometimes she went for walks but she didn’t like dogs or cats or birds or 
flowers or nature or nice young men. She looked at nice young men as if she could smell their stupidity. 

One day Mrs. Hopewell had picked up one of the books the girl had just put down and opening it at random, she read, “Science, 
on the other hand, has to assert its soberness and seriousness afresh and declare that it is concerned solely with what-is. Nothing 
– how can it be for science anything but a horror and a phantasm? If science is right, then one thing stands firm: science wishes 
to know nothing of nothing. Such is after all the strictly scientific approach to Nothing. We know it by wishing to know nothing 
of Nothing.” These words had been underlined with a blue pencil and they worked on Mrs. Hopewell like some evil incantation in 
gibberish. She shut the book quickly and went out of the room as if she were having a chill. 

This morning when the girl came in, Mrs. Freeman was on Carramae. “She thrown up four times after supper,” she said, “and was 
up twict in the night after three o’clock. Yesterday she didn’t do nothing but ramble in the bureau drawer. All she did. Stand up 
there and see what she could run up on.” 

“She’s got to eat,” Mrs. Hopewell muttered, sipping her coffee, while she watched Joy’s back at the stove. She was wondering what 
the child had said to the Bible salesman. She could not imagine what kind of a conversation she could possibly have had with 
him. 

He was a tall gaunt hatless youth who had called yesterday to sell them a Bible. He had appeared at the door, carrying a large 
black suitcase that weighted him so heavily on one side that he had to brace himself against the door facing. He seemed on the 
point of collapse but he said in a cheerful voice, “Good morning, Mrs. Cedars!” and set the suitcase down on the mat. He was 
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not a bad-looking young man though he had on a bright blue suit and yellow socks that were not pulled up far enough. He had 
prominent face bones and a streak of sticky-looking brown hair falling across his forehead. 

“I’m Mrs. Hopewell,” she said. 

“Oh!” he said, pretending to look puzzled but with his eyes sparkling, “I saw it said ‘The Cedars’ on the mailbox so I thought you 
was Mrs. Cedars!” and he burst out in a pleasant laugh. He picked up the satchel and under cover of a pant, he fell forward into 
her hall. It was rather as if the suitcase had moved first, jerking him after it. “Mrs. Hopewell!” he said and grabbed her hand. “I 
hope you are well!” and he laughed again and then all at once his face sobered completely. He paused and gave her a straight 
earnest look and said, “Lady, I’ve come to speak of serious things.” 

“Well, come in,” she muttered, none too pleased because her dinner was almost ready. He came into the parlor and sat down on 
the edge of a straight chair and put the suitcase between his feet and glanced around the room as if he were sizing her up by 
it. Her silver gleamed on the two sideboards; she decided he had never been in a room as elegant as this. “Mrs. Hopewell,” he 
began, using her name in a way that sounded almost intimate, “I know you believe in Chrustian service.” 

“Well, yes,” she murmured. 

“I know,” he said and paused, looking very wise with his head cocked on one side, “that you’re a good woman. Friends have told 
me.” 

Mrs. Hopewell never liked to be taken for a fool. “What are you selling?” she asked. 

“Bibles,” the young man said and his eye raced around the room before he added, “I see you have no family Bible in your parlor, 
I see that is the one lack you got!” 

Mrs. Hopewell could not say, “My daughter is an atheist and won’t let me keep the Bible in the parlor.” She said, stiffening slightly, 
“I keep my Bible by my bedside.” This was not the truth. It was in the attic somewhere. 

“Lady,” he said, “the word of God ought to be in the parlor.” 

“Well, I think that’s a matter of taste,” she began, “I think…” 

“Lady,” he said, “for a Chrustian, the word of God ought to be in every room in the house besides in his heart. I know you’re a 
Chrustian because I can see it in every line of your face.” 

She stood up and said, “Well, young man, I don’t want to buy a Bible and I smell my dinner burning.” 

He didn’t get up. He began to twist his hands and looking down at them, he said softly, “Well lady, I’ll tell you the truth – not many 
people want to buy one nowadays and besides, I know I’m real simple. I don’t know how to say a thing but to say it. I’m just a 
country boy.” He glanced up into her unfriendly face. “People like you don’t like to fool with country people like me!” 

“Why!” she cried, “good country people are the salt of the earth! Besides, we all have different ways of doing, it takes all kinds to 
make the world go ‘round. That’s life!” 

“You said a mouthful,” he said. 

“Why, I think there aren’t enough good country people in the world!” she said, stirred. “I think that’s what’s wrong with it!” 

His face had brightened. “I didn’t intraduce myself,” he said. “I’m Manley Pointer from out in the country around Willohobie, not 
even from a place, just from near a place.” 

“You wait a minute,” she said. “I have to see about my dinner.” She went out to the kitchen and found Joy standing near the door 
where she had been listening. 

“Get rid of the salt of the earth,” she said, “and let’s eat.” 

Mrs. Hopewell gave her a pained look and turned the heat down under the vegetables. “I can’t be rude to anybody,” she murmured 
and went back into the parlor. 
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He had opened the suitcase and was sitting with a Bible on each knee. “I appreciate your honesty,” he said. “You don’t see any 
more real honest people unless you go way out in the country.” 

“I know,” she said, “real genuine folks!” Through the crack in the door she heard a groan. 

“I guess a lot of boys come telling you they’re working their way through college,” he said, “but I’m not going to tell you that. 
Somehow,” he said, “I don’t want to go to college. I want to devote my life to Chrustian service. See,” he said, lowering his voice, 
“I got this heart condition. I may not live long. When you know it’s something wrong with you and you may not live long, well then, 
lady…” He paused, with his mouth open, and stared at her. 

He and Joy had the same condition! She knew that her eyes were filling with tears but she collected herself quickly and murmured, 
“Won’t you stay for dinner? We’d love to have you!” and was sorry the instant she heard herself say it. 

“Yes mam,” he said in an abashed voice. “I would sher love to do that!” 

Joy had given him one look on being introduced to him and then throughout the meal had not glanced at him again. He had 
addressed several remarks to her, which she had pretended not to hear. Mrs. Hopewell could not understand deliberate rudeness, 
although she lived with it, and she felt she had always to overflow with hospitality to make up for Joy’s lack of courtesy. She urged 
him to talk about himself and he did. He said he was the seventh child of twelve and that his father had been crushed under 
a tree when he himself was eight years old. He had been crushed very badly, in fact, almost cut in two and was practically not 
recognizable. His mother had got along the best she could by hard working and she had always seen that her children went to 
Sunday School and that they read the Bible every evening. He was now nineteen years old and he had been selling Bibles for four 
months. In that time he had sold seventy-seven Bibles and had the promise of two more sales. He wanted to become a missionary 
because he thought that was the way you could do most for people. “He who losest his life shall find it,” he said simply and he 
was so sincere, so genuine and earnest that Mrs. Hopewell would not for the world have smiled. He prevented his peas from 
sliding onto the table by blocking them with a piece of bread which he later cleaned his plate with. She could see Joy observing 
sidewise how he handled his knife and fork and she saw too that every few minutes, the boy would dart a keen appraising glance 
at the girl as if he were trying to attract her attention. After dinner Joy cleared the dishes off the table and disappeared and Mrs. 
Hopewell was left to talk with him. He told her again about his childhood and his father’s accident and about various things that 
had happened to him. Every five minutes or so she would stifle a yawn. He sat for two hours until finally she told him she must 
go because she had an appointment in town. He packed his Bibles and thanked her and prepared to leave, but in the doorway he 
stopped and wring her hand and said that not on any of his trips had he met a lady as nice as her and he asked if he could come 
again. She had said she would always be happy to see him. Joy had been standing in the road, apparently looking at something in 
the distance, when he came down the steps toward her, bent to the side with his heavy valise. He stopped where she was standing 
and confronted her directly. Mrs. Hopewell could not hear what he said but she trembled to think what Joy would say to him. 
She could see that after a minute Joy said something and that then the boy began to speak again, making an excited gesture 
with his free hand. After a minute Joy said something else at which the boy began to speak once more. Then to her amazement, 
Mrs. Hopewell saw the two of them walk off together, toward the gate. Joy had walked all the way to the gate with him and Mrs. 
Hopewell could not imagine what they had said to each other, and she had not yet dared to ask. Mrs. Freeman was insisting 
upon her attention. She had moved from the refrigerator to the heater so that Mrs. Hopewell had to turn and face her in order to 
seem to be listening. “Glynese gone out with Harvey Hill again last night,” she said. “She had this sty.” “Hill,” Mrs. Hopewell said 
absently, “is that the one who works in the garage?” 

“Nome, he’s the one that goes to chiropractor school,” Mrs. Freeman said. “She had this sty. Been had it two days. So she says 
when he brought her in the other night he says, ‘Lemme get rid of that sty for you,’ and she says, ‘How?’ and he says, ‘You just lay 
yourself down acrost the seat of that car and I’ll show you.’ So she done it and he popped her neck. Kept on a-popping it several 
times until she made him quit. This morning,” Mrs. Freeman said, “she ain’t got no sty. She ain’t got no traces of a sty.” 

“I never heard of that before,” Mrs. Hopewell said. 

“He ast her to marry him before the Ordinary,” Mrs. Freeman went on, “and she told him she wasn’t going to be married in 
no office.” 

“Well, Glynese is a fine girl,” Mrs. Hopewell said. “Glynese and Carramae are both fine girls.” 

“Carramae said when her and Lyman was married Lyman said it sure felt sacred to him. She said he said he wouldn’t take five 
hundred dollars for being married by a preacher.” 

“How much would he take?” the girl asked from the stove. 
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“He said he wouldn’t take five hundred dollars,” Mrs. Freeman repeated. 

“Well we all have work to do,” Mrs. Hopewell said. 

“Lyman said it just felt more sacred to him,” Mrs. Freeman said. “The doctor wants Carramae to eat prunes. Says instead of 
medicine. Says them cramps is coming from pressure. You know where I think it is?” 

“She’ll be better in a few weeks,” Mrs. Hopewell said. 

“In the tube,” Mrs. Freeman said. “Else she wouldn’t be as sick as she is.” 

Hulga had cracked her two eggs into a saucer and was bringing them to the table along with a cup of coffee that she had filled 
too full. She sat down carefully and began to eat, meaning to keep Mrs. Freeman there by questions if for any reason she showed 
an inclination to leave. She could perceive her mother’s eye on her. The first round-about question would be about the Bible 
salesman and she did not wish to bring it on. “How did he pop her neck?” she asked. 

Mrs. Freeman went into a description of how he had popped her neck. She said he owned a ’55 Mercury but that Glynese said 
she would rather marry a man with only a ’36 Plymouth who would be married by a preacher. The girl asked what if he had a ’32 
Plymouth and Mrs. Freeman said what Glynese had said was a ’36 Plymouth. Mrs. Hopewell said there were not many girls with 
Glynese’s common sense. She said what she admired in those girls was their common sense. She said that reminded her that 
they had had a nice visitor yesterday, a young man selling Bibles. “Lord,” she said, “he bored me to death but he was so sincere 
and genuine I couldn’t be rude to him. He was just good country people, you know,” she said, “—just the salt of the earth.” 

“I seen him walk up,” Mrs. Freeman said, “and then later – I seen him walk off,” and Hulga could feel the slight shift in her voice, 
the slight insinuation, that he had not walked off alone, had he? Her face remained expressionless but the color rose into her 
neck and she seemed to swallow it down with the next spoonful of egg. Mrs. Freeman was looking at her as if they had a secret 
together. 

“Well, it takes all kinds of people to make the world go ‘round,” Mrs. Hopewell said. “It’s very good we aren’t all alike.” 

“Some people are more alike than others,” Mrs. Freeman said. 

Hulga got up and stumped, with about twice the noise that was necessary, into her room and locked the door. She was to meet 
the Bible salesman at ten o’clock at the gate. She had thought about it half the night. She had started thinking of it as a great joke 
and then she had begun to see profound implications in it. She had lain in bed imagining dialogues for them that were insane on 
the surface but that reached below the depths that no Bible salesman would be aware of. Their conversation yesterday had been 
of this kind. 

He had stopped in front of her and had simply stood there. His face was bony and sweaty and bright, with a little pointed nose 
in the center of it, and his look was different from what it had been at the dinner table. He was gazing at her with open curiosity, 
with fascination, like a child watching a new fantastic animal at the zoo, and he was breathing as if he had run a great distance 
to reach her. His gaze seemed somehow familiar but she could not think where she had been regarded with it before. For almost 
a minute he didn’t say anything. Then on what seemed an insuck of breath, he whispered, “You ever ate a chicken that was two 
days old?” 

The girl looked at him stonily. He might have just put this question up for consideration at the meeting of a philosophical 
association. “Yes,” she presently replied as if she had considered it from all angles. 

“It must have been mighty small!” he said triumphantly and shook all over with little nervous giggles, getting very red in the face, 
and subsiding finally into his gaze of complete admiration, while the girl’s expression remained exactly the same. “How old are 
you?” he asked softly. 

She waited some time before she answered. Then in a flat voice she said, “Seventeen.” 

His smiles came in succession like waves breaking on the surface of a little lake. “I see you got a wooden leg,” he said. “I think 
you’re real brave. I think you’re real sweet.” 

The girl stood blank and solid and silent. 

“Walk to the gate with me,” he said. “You’re a brave sweet little thing and I liked you the minute I seen you walk in the door.” 
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Hulga began to move forward. 

“What’s your name?” he asked, smiling down on the top of her head. 

“Hulga,” she said. 

“Hulga,” he murmured, “Hulga. Hulga. I never heard of anybody name Hulga before. You’re shy, aren’t you, Hulga?” he asked. 

She nodded, watching his large red hand on the handle of the giant valise. “I like girls that wear glasses,” he said. “I think a lot. 
I’m not like these people that a serious thought don’t ever enter their heads. It’s because I may die.” 

“I may die too,” she said suddenly and looked up at him. His eyes were very small and brown, glittering feverishly. 

“Listen,” he said, “don’t you think some people was meant to meet on account of what all they got in common and all? Like they 
both think serious thoughts and all?” He shifted the valise to his other hand so that the hand nearest her was free. He caught hold 
of her elbow and shook it a little. “I don’t work on Saturday,” he said. “I like to walk in the woods and see what Mother Nature is 
wearing. O’er the hills and far away. Picnics and things. Couldn’t we go on a picnic tomorrow? Say yes, Hulga,” he said and gave 
her a dying look as if he felt his insides about to drop out of him. He had even seemed to sway slightly toward her. 

During the night she had imagined that she seduced him. She imagined that the two of them walked on the place until they came 
to the storage barn beyond the two back fields and there, she imagined, that things came to such a pass that she very easily 
seduced him and that then, of course, she had to reckon with his remorse. True genius can get an idea across even to an inferior 
mind. She imagined that she took his remorse in hand and changed it into a deeper understanding of life. She took all his shame 
away and turned it into something useful. 

She set off for the gate at exactly ten o’clock, escaping without drawing Mrs. Hopewell’s attention. She didn’t take anything to eat, 
forgetting that food is usually taken on a picnic. She wore a pair of slacks and a dirty white shirt, and as an afterthought, she had 
put some Vapex on the collar of it since she did not own any perfume. When she reached the gate no one was there. She looked 
up and down the empty highway and had the furious feeling that she had been tricked, that he only meant to make her walk to 
the gate after the idea of him. Then suddenly he stood up, very tall, from behind a bush on the opposite embankment. Smiling, 
he lifted his hat which was new and wide-brimmed. He had not worn it yesterday and she wondered if he had bought it for the 
occasion. It was toast-colored with a red and white band around it and was slightly too large for him. He stepped from behind the 
bush still carrying the black valise. He had on the same suit and the same yellow socks sucked down in his shoes from walking. 
He crossed the highway and said, “I knew you’d come!” 

The girl wondered acidly how he had known this. She pointed to the valise and asked, “Why did you bring your Bibles?” 

He took her elbow, smiling down on her as if he could not stop. “You can never tell when you’ll need the word of God, Hulga,” he 
said. She had a moment in which she doubted that this was actually happening and then they began to climb the embankment. 
They went down into the pasture toward the woods. The boy walked lightly by her side, bouncing on his toes. The valise did not 
seem to be heavy today; he even swung it. They crossed half the pasture without saying anything and then, putting his hand easily 
on the small of her back, he asked softly, “Where does your wooden leg join on?” 

She turned an ugly red and glared at him and for an instant the boy looked abashed. “I didn’t mean you no harm,” he said. “I only 
meant you’re so brave and all. I guess God takes care of you.” 

“No,” she said, looking forward and walking fast, “I don’t even believe in God.” 

At this he stopped and whistled. “No!” he exclaimed as if he were too astonished to say anything else. 

She walked on and in a second he was bouncing at her side, fanning with his hat. “That’s very unusual for a girl,” he remarked, 
watching her out of the corner of his eye. When they reached the edge of the wood, he put his hand on her back again and drew 
her against him without a word and kissed her heavily. 

The kiss, which had more pressure than feeling behind it, produced that extra surge of adrenalin in the girl that enables one to 
carry a packed trunk out of a burning house, but in her, the power went at once to the brain. Even before he released her, her 
mind, clear and detached and ironic anyway, was regarding him from a great distance, with amusement but with pity. She had 
never been kissed before and she was pleased to discover that it was an unexceptional experience and all a matter of the mind’s 
control. Some people might enjoy drain water if they were told it was vodka. When the boy, looking expectant but uncertain, 
pushed her gently away, she turned and walked on, saying nothing as if such business, for her, were common enough. 
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He came along panting at her side, trying to help her when he saw a root that she might trip over. He caught and held back the 
long swaying blades of thorn vine until she had passed beyond them. She led the way and he came breathing heavily behind her. 
Then they came out on a sunlit hillside, sloping softly into another one a little smaller. Beyond, they could see the rusted top of the 
old barn where the extra hay was stored. The hill was sprinkled with small pink weeds. “Then you ain’t saved?” he asked suddenly, 
stopping. 

The girl smiled. It was the first time she had smiled at him at all. “In my economy,” she said, “I’m saved and you are damned but 
I told you I didn’t believe in God.” 

Nothing seemed to destroy the boy’s look of admiration. He gazed at her now as if the fantastic animal at the zoo had put its paw 
through the bars and given him a loving poke. She thought he looked as if he wanted to kiss her again and she walked on before 
he had the chance. 

“Ain’t there somewheres we can sit down sometime?” he murmured, his voice softening toward the end of the sentence. 

“In that barn,” she said. 

They made for it rapidly as if it might slide away like a train. It was a large two-story barn, cool and dark inside. The boy pointed 
up the ladder that led into the loft and said, “It’s too bad we can’t go up there.” 

“Why can’t we?” she asked. 

“Yer leg,” he said reverently. 

The girl gave him a contemptuous look and putting both hands on the ladder, she climbed it while he stood below, apparently 
awestruck. She pulled herself expertly through the opening and then looked down at him and said, “Well, come on if your coming,” 
and he began to climb the ladder, awkwardly bringing the suitcase with him. 

“We won’t need the Bible,” she observed. 

“You never can tell,” he said, panting. After he had got into the loft, he was a few seconds catching his breath. She had sat down 
in a pile of straw. A wide sheath of sunlight, filled with dust particles, slanted over her. She lay back against a bale, her face turned 
away, looking out the front opening of the barn where hay was thrown from a wagon into the loft. The two pink-speckled hillsides 
lay back against a dark ridge of woods. The sky was cloudless and cold blue. The boy dropped down by her side and put one arm 
under her and the other over her and began methodically kissing her face, making little noises like a fish. He did not remove his 
hat but it was pushed far enough back not to interfere. When her glasses got in his way, he took them off of her and slipped them 
into his pocket. 

The girl at first did not return any of the kisses but presently she began to and after she had put several on his cheek, she reached 
his lips and remained there, kissing him again and again as if she were trying to draw all the breath out of him. His breath was 
clear and sweet like a child’s and the kisses were sticky like a child’s. He mumbled about loving her and about knowing when he 
first seen her that he loved her, but the mumbling was like the sleepy fretting of a child being put to sleep by his mother. Her 
mind, throughout this, never stopped or lost itself for a second to her feelings. 

“You ain’t said you loved me none,” he whispered finally, pulling back from her. “You got to say that.” 

She looked away from him off into the hollow sky and then down at a black ridge and then down farther into what appeared to be 
two green swelling lakes. She didn’t realize he had taken her glasses but this landscape could not seem exceptional to her for she 
seldom paid any close attention to her surroundings. 

“You got to say it,” he repeated. “You got to say you love me.” 

She was always careful how she committed herself. “In a sense,” she began, “if you use the word loosely, you might say that. But 
it’s not a word I use. I don’t have illusions. I’m one of those people who see through to nothing.” 

The boy was frowning. “You got to say it. I said it and you got to say it,” he said. 

The girl looked at him almost tenderly. “You poor baby,” she murmured. “It’s just as well you don’t understand,” and she pulled 
him by the neck, face-down, against her. “We are all damned,” she said, “but some of us have taken off our blindfolds and see that 
there’s nothing to see. It’s a kind of salvation.” 
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The boy’s astonished eyes looked blankly through the ends of her hair. “Okay,” he almost whined, “but do you love me or 
don’tcher?” 

“Yes,” she said and added, “in a sense. But I must tell you something. There mustn’t be anything dishonest between us.” She lifted 
his head and looked him in the eye. “I am thirty years old,” she said. “I have a number of degrees.” 

The boy’s look was irritated but dogged. “I don’t care,” he said. “I don’t care a thing about what all you done. I just want to know 
if you love me or don’tcher?” and he caught her to him and wildly planted her face with kisses until she said, “Yes, yes.” 

“Okay then,” he said, letting her go. “Prove it.” 

She smiled, looking dreamily out on the shifty landscape. She had seduced him without even making up her mind to try. “How?” 
she asked, feeling that he should be delayed a little. 

He leaned over and put his lips to her ear. “Show me where your wooden leg joins on,” he whispered. 

The girl uttered a sharp little cry and her face instantly drained of color. The obscenity of the suggestion was not what shocked 
her. As a child she had sometimes been subject to feelings of shame but education had removed the last traces of that as a good 
surgeon scrapes for cancer; she would no more have felt it over what he was asking than she would have believed in his Bible. 
But she was as sensitive about the artificial leg as a peacock about his tail. No one ever touched it but her. She took care of it as 
someone else would his soul, in private and almost with her own eyes turned away. “No,” she said. 

“I known it,” he muttered, sitting up. “You’re just playing me for a sucker.” 

“On no no!” she cried. “It joins on at the knee. Only at the knee. Why do you want to see it?” 

The boy gave her a long penetrating look. “Because,” he said, “it’s what makes you different. You ain’t like anybody else.” 

She sat staring at him. There was nothing about her face or her round freezing-blue eyes to indicate that this had moved her; but 
she felt as if her heart had stopped and left her mind to pump her blood. She decided that for the first time in her life she was 
face to face with real innocence. This boy, with an instinct that came from beyond wisdom, had touched the truth about her. When 
after a minute, she said in a hoarse high voice, “All right,” it was like surrendering to him completely. It was like losing her own 
life and finding it again, miraculously, in his. 

Very gently, he began to roll the slack leg up. The artificial limb, in a white sock and brown flat shoe, was bound in a heavy material 
like canvas and ended in an ugly jointure where it was attached to the stump. The boy’s face and his voice were entirely reverent 
as he uncovered it and said, “Now show me how to take it off and on.” 

She took it off for him and put it back on again and then he took it off himself, handling it as tenderly as if it were a real one. 
“See!” he said with a delighted child’s face. “Now I can do it myself!” 

“Put it back on,” she said. She was thinking that she would run away with him and that every night he would take the leg off and 
every morning put it back on again. “Put it back on,” she said. 

“Not yet,” he murmured, setting it on its foot out of her reach. “Leave it off for awhile. You got me instead.” 

She gave a little cry of alarm but he pushed her down and began to kiss her again. Without the leg she felt entirely dependent 
on him. Her brain seemed to have stopped thinking altogether and to be about some other function that it was not very good at. 
Different expressions raced back and forth over her face. Every now and then the boy, his eyes like two steel spikes, would glance 
behind him where the leg stood. Finally she pushed him off and said, “Put it back on me now.” 

“Wait,” he said. He leaned the other way and pulled the valise toward him and opened it. It had a pale blue spotted lining and 
there were only two Bibles in it. He took one of these out and opened the cover of it. It was hollow and contained a pocket flask 
of whiskey, a pack of cards, and a small blue box with printing on it. He laid these out in front of her one at a time in an evenly-
spaced row, like one presenting offerings at the shrine of a goddess. He put the blue box in her hand. THIS PRODUCT TO BE 
USED ONLY FOR THE PREVENTION OF DISEASE, she read, and dropped it. The boy was unscrewing the top of the flask. He 
stopped and pointed, with a smile, to the deck of cards. It was not an ordinary deck but one with an obscene picture on the back 
of each card. “Take a swig,” he said, offering her the bottle first. He held it in front of her, but like one mesmerized, she did not 
move. 
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Her voice when she spoke had an almost pleading sound. “Aren’t you,” she murmured, “aren’t you just good country people?” 

The boy cocked his head. He looked as if he were just beginning to understand that she might be trying to insult him. “Yeah,” he 
said, curling his lip slightly, “but it ain’t held me back none. I’m as good as you any day in the week.” 

“Give me my leg,” she said. 

He pushed it farther away with his foot. “Come on now, let’s begin to have us a good time,” he said coaxingly. “We ain’t got to 
know one another good yet.” 

“Give me my leg!” she screamed and tried to lunge for it but he pushed her down easily. 

“What’s the matter with you all of a sudden?” he asked, frowning as he screwed the top on the flask and put it quickly back inside 
the Bible. 

“You just a while ago said you didn’t believe in nothing. I thought you was some girl!” 

Her face was almost purple. “You’re a Christian!” she hissed. “You’re a fine Christian! You’re just like them all – say one thing and 
do another. You’re a perfect Christian, you’re…” 

The boy’s mouth was set angrily. “I hope you don’t think,” he said in a lofty indignant tone, “that I believe in that crap! I may sell 
Bibles but I know which end is up and I wasn’t born yesterday and I know where I’m going!” 

“Give me my leg!” she screeched. 

He jumped up so quickly that she barely saw him sweep the cards and the blue box back into the Bible and throw the Bible into 
the valise. She saw him grab the leg and then she saw it for an instant slanted forlornly across the inside of the suitcase with a 
Bible at either side of its opposite ends. 

He slammed the lid shut and snatched up the valise and swung it down the hole and then stepped through himself. When all of 
him had passed but his head, he turned and regarded her with a look that no longer had any admiration in it. “I’ve gotten a lot 
of interesting things,” he said. “One time I got a woman’s glass eye this way. And you needn’t to think you’ll catch me because 
Pointer ain’t really my name. I use a different name at every house I call at and don’t stay nowhere long. And I’ll tell you another 
thing, Hulga,” he said, using the name as if he didn’t think much of it, “you ain’t so smart. I been believing in nothing ever since 
I was born!” and then the toast-colored hat disappeared down the hole and the girl was left, sitting on the straw in the dusty 
sunlight. When she turned her churning face toward the opening, she saw his blue figure struggling successfully over the green 
speckled lake. 

Mrs. Hopewell and Mrs. Freeman, who were in the back pasture, digging up onions, saw him emerge a little later from the woods 
and head across the meadow toward the highway. 

“Why, that looks like that nice dull young man that tried to sell me a Bible yesterday,” Mrs. Hopewell said, squinting. “He must 
have been selling them to the Negroes back in there. He was so simple,” she said, “but I guess the world would be better off if we 
were all that simple.” 

Mrs. Freeman’s gaze drove forward and just touched him before he disappeared under the hill. Then she returned her attention 
to the evil-smelling onion shoot she was lifting from the ground. “Some can’t be that simple,” she said. “I know I never could.” 

This page titled 3.7: O'Connor's "Good Country People" is shared under a CC BY 4.0 license and was authored, remixed, and/or curated by Amery 
Bodelson. 
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3.8: Clifton's Poems 

From the Poetry Foundation, Lucille Clifton | The Poetry Foundation 

Lucille Clifton 

1936—2010 

Photo by James M. Thresher/The The Washington Post via Getty Images 

Lucille Clifton was born in 1936 in DePew, New York, and grew up in Buffalo. She studied at Howard University, before transferring 
to SUNY Fredonia, near her hometown. She was discovered as a poet by Langston Hughes , and Hughes published Clifton's 
poetry in his highly influential anthology, The Poetry of the Negro (1970). A prolific and widely respected poet, Lucille Clifton’s 
work emphasizes endurance and strength through adversity, focusing particularly on African-American experience and 
family life. Awarding the prestigious Ruth Lilly Poetry Prize to Clifton in 2007, the judges remarked that “One always feels the 
looming humaneness around Lucille Clifton’s poems—it is a moral quality that some poets have and some don’t.” In addition 
to the Ruth Lilly prize, Clifton was the first author to have two books of poetry chosen as finalists for the Pulitzer Prize, Good 
Woman: Poems and a Memoir, 1969-1980 (1987) and Next: New Poems (1987). Her collection Two-Headed Woman (1980) was 
also a Pulitzer nominee and won the Juniper Prize from the University of Massachusetts. She served as the state of Maryland’s 
poet laureate from 1974 until 1985, and won the prestigious National Book Award for Blessing the Boats: New and Selected 
Poems, 1988-2000. In addition to her numerous poetry collections, she wrote many children’s books. Clifton was a Distinguished 
Professor of Humanities at St. Mary’s College of Maryland and a Chancellor of the Academy of American Poets. Her writing 
covered countless subjects in important ways, leading her poetry to be read by people with a wide variety of backgrounds and 
interests. 

Clifton is noted for saying much with few words. In a Christian Century review of Clifton’s work, Peggy Rosenthal wrote, “The 
first thing that strikes us about Lucille Clifton’s poetry is what is missing: capitalization, punctuation, long and plentiful lines. We 
see a poetry so pared down that its spaces take on substance, become a shaping presence as much as the words themselves.” 
In an American Poetry Review article about Clifton’s work, Robin Becker commented on Clifton’s lean style: “Clifton’s poetics of 
understatement—no capitalization, few strong stresses per line, many poems totaling fewer than twenty lines, the sharp rhetorical 
question—includes the essential only.” Poet Elizabeth Alexander praised Clifton’s ability to write “physically small poems with 
enormous and profound inner worlds” in the New Yorker. 

Lucille Clifton was also a highly-regarded author for children. Her many books for children were designed to help them understand 
their world and African-American heritage. In books like All Us Come Cross the Water (1973), Clifton created the context 
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to raise awareness of African-American history and heritage. Her most famous creation, though, was Everett Anderson, an 
African-American boy living in a big city. Clifton went on to publish eight Everett Anderson titles, including Everett Anderson’s 
Goodbye (1984), which won the Coretta Scott King Award. Connecting Clifton’s work as a children’s author to her poetry, Jocelyn 
K. Moody wrote in the Oxford Companion to African American Literature: “Like her poetry, Clifton’s short fiction extols the human 
capacity for love, rejuvenation, and transcendence over weakness and malevolence even as it exposes the myth of the American 
dream.” 

Speaking to Michael S. Glaser in an interview for the Antioch Review, Clifton reflected that she continues to write, because “writing 
is a way of continuing to hope ... perhaps for me it is a way of remembering I am not alone.” How would Clifton like to be 
remembered? “I would like to be seen as a woman whose roots go back to Africa, who tried to honor being human. My inclination 
is to try to help.” 

Clifton died February 13, 2010, in Baltimore. 

 

homage to my hips 

By Lucille Clifton, 1987 

these hips are big hips 

they need space to 

move around in. 

they don't fit into little 

petty places. these hips 

are free hips. 

they don't like to be held back. 

these hips have never been enslaved,   

they go where they want to go 

they do what they want to do. 

these hips are mighty hips. 

these hips are magic hips. 

i have known them 

to put a spell on a man and 

spin him like a top! 

the lost baby poem 

1987 

 

the time i dropped your almost body down 

92 (3.8.2)

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/lucille-clifton


down to meet the waters under the city 

and run one with the sewage to the sea 

what did i know about waters rushing back 

what did i know about drowning 

or being drowned 

you would have been born into winter 

in the year of the disconnected gas 

and no car       we would have made the thin 

walk over genesee hill into the canada wind 

to watch you slip like ice into strangers’ hands 

you would have fallen naked as snow into winter 

if you were here i could tell you these 

and some other things 

if i am ever less than a mountain 

for your definite brothers and sisters 

let the rivers pour over my head 

let the sea take me for a spiller 

of seas        let black men call me stranger 

always        for your never named sake 

miss rosie 

when i watch you 

wrapped up like garbage 

sitting, surrounded by the smell 

of too old potato peels 

or 

when i watch you 

in your old man's shoes 

with the little toe cut out 

sitting, waiting for your mind 

like next week's grocery 
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i say 

you wet brown bag of a woman 

who used to be the best looking gal in georgia 

used to be called the Georgia Rose 

i stand up 

through your destruction 

i stand up 

This page titled 3.8: Clifton's Poems is shared under a CC BY 4.0 license and was authored, remixed, and/or curated by Amery Bodelson. 
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4.1: Formalism/New Criticism 

Formalism/New Criticism (1930s-Present) 

Russian Formalism, New Criticism, Neo-Aristotelianism Formalists disagreed about what specific elements make a literary work 
"good" or "bad"; but generally, Formalism maintains that a literary work contains certain intrinsic features, and the theory 
"...defined and addressed the specifically literary qualities in the text" (Richter 699). Therefore, it's easy to see Formalism's relation 
to Aristotle's theories of dramatic construction. Formalism attempts to treat each work as its own distinct piece, free from its 
environment, era, and even author. This point of view developed in reaction to "...forms of 'extrinsic' criticism that viewed the 
text as either the product of social and historical forces or a document making an ethical statement" (699). Formalists assume 
that the keys to understanding a text exist within "the text itself," (..."the battle cry of the New Critical effort..." and thus focus a 
great deal on, you guessed it, form (Tyson 118). For the most part, Formalism is no longer used in the academy. However, New 
Critical theories are still used in secondary and college level instruction in literature and even writing (Tyson 115). 

Typical questions: 

• How does the work use imagery to develop its own symbols? (i.e. making a certain road stand for death by constant 
association) 

• What is the quality of the work's organic unity "...the working together of all the parts to make an inseparable whole..." (Tyson 
121)? In other words, does how the work is put together reflect what it is? 

• How are the various parts of the work interconnected? 
• How do paradox, irony, ambiguity, and tension work in the text? 
• How do these parts and their collective whole contribute to or not contribute to the aesthetic quality of the work? 
• How does the author resolve apparent contradictions within the work? 
• What does the form of the work say about its content? 
• Is there a central or focal passage that can be said to sum up the entirety of the work? How do the rhythms and/or rhyme 

schemes of a poem contribute to the meaning or effect of the piece? 

It tends to consider texts as autonomous and “closed,” meaning that everything that is needed to understand a work 
is present within it. The reader does not need outside sources, such as the author’s biography, to fully understand a text; while 
New Critics did not completely discount the relevance of the author, background, or possible sources of the work, they did insist 
that those types of knowledge had very little bearing on the work’s merit as literature. Like Formalist critics, New Critics focused 
their attention on the variety and degree of certain literary devices, specifically metaphor, irony, tension, and paradox. The New 
Critics emphasized “close reading” as a way to engage with a text, and paid close attention to the interactions between form and 
meaning. Important New Critics included Allen Tate, Robert Penn Warren, John Crowe Ransom, Cleanth Brooks, William Empson, 
and F.R. Leavis. William K. Wimsatt and Monroe Beardsley coined the term “intentional fallacy”; other terms associated with New 
Criticism include “affective fallacy,” “heresy of paraphrase,” and “ambiguity.” 

Formalism (1930s-present) (Purdue OWL) – English 102 Book with English 105 supplemental 
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4.2: Deconstruction 

Post-Structuralism, Deconstruction, Postmodernism (1966-present) 

Note: Structuralism, semiotics, and post-structuralism are some of the most complex literary theories to understand. Please be 
patient. 

The Center Cannot Hold--This approach concerns itself with the ways and places where systems, frameworks, definitions, 
and certainties break down. Post-structuralism maintains that frameworks and systems, for example the structuralist systems 
explained in the Structuralist area, are merely fictitious constructs and that they cannot be trusted to develop meaning or to give 
order. In fact, the very act of seeking order or a singular Truth (with a capital T) is absurd because there exists no unified truth. 

Post-structuralism holds that there are many truths, that frameworks must bleed, and that structures must become unstable or 
decentered. Moreover, post-structuralism is also concerned with the power structures or hegemonies and power and how these 
elements contribute to and/or maintain structures to enforce hierarchy. Therefore, post-structural theory carries implications far 
beyond literary criticism. 

What Does Your Meaning Mean? 

By questioning the process of developing meaning, post-structural theory strikes at the very heart of philosophy and reality 
and throws knowledge making into what Jacques Derrida called "freeplay": "The concept of centered structure...is contradictorily 
coherent...the concept of centered structure is in fact the concept of a freeplay which is constituted upon a fundamental 
immobility and a reassuring certitude, which is itself beyond the reach of the freeplay" (qtd. in Richter, 878-879). 

Derrida first posited these ideas in 1966 at Johns Hopkins University, when he delivered “Structure, Sign, and Play in the 
Discourse of the Human Sciences”: "Perhaps something has occurred in the history of the concept of structure that could be 
called an 'event,' if this loaded word did not entail a meaning which it is precisely the function of structural-or structuralistthought 
to reduce or to suspect. But let me use the term “event” anyway, employing it with caution and as if in quotation marks. In this 
sense, this event will have the exterior form of a rupture and a redoubling” (qtd. in Richter, 878). In his presentation, Derrida 
challenged structuralism's most basic ideas. 

Can Language Do That? 

Post-structural theory can be tied to a move against Modernist/Enlightenment ideas (philosophers: Immanuel Kant, Réne 
Descartes, John Locke, etc.) and Western religious beliefs (neo-Platonism, Catholicism, etc.). An early pioneer of this resistance 
was philosopher Friedrich Nietzsche. In his essay, “On Truth and Lies in an Extra-moral Sense” (1873), Nietzsche rejects even the 
very basis of our knowledge making, language, as a reliable system of communication: “The various languages, juxtaposed, show 
that words are never concerned with truth, never with adequate expression...” (248). 

Below is an example, adapted from the Tyson text, of some language freeplay and a simple form of deconstruction: 

Time (noun) flies (verb) like an arrow (adverb clause) = Time passes quickly. 

Time (verb) flies (object) like an arrow (adverb clause) = Get out your stopwatch and time the speed of flies as you would time an 
arrow's flight. 

Time flies (noun) like (verb) an arrow (object) = Time flies are fond of arrows (or at least of one particular arrow). 

So, post-structuralists assert that if we cannot trust language systems to convey truth, the very bases of truth are unreliable and 
the universe - or at least the universe we have constructed - becomes unraveled or de-centered. Nietzsche uses language slip as 
a base to move into the slip and shift of truth as a whole: “What is truth? …truths are an illusion about which it has been forgotten 
that they are illusions...” (On Truth and Lies 250). 

This returns us to the discussion in the Structuralist area regarding signs, signifiers, and signified. Essentially, post-structuralism 
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holds that we cannot trust the sign = signifier + signified formula, that there is a breakdown of certainty between sign/signifier, 
which leaves language systems hopelessly inadequate for relaying meaning so that we are (returning to Derrida) in eternal 
freeplay or instability. 

What's Left? 

Important to note, however, is that deconstruction is not just about tearing down - this is a common misconception. Derrida, 
in "Signature Event Context," addressed this limited view of post-structural theory: "Deconstruction cannot limit or proceed 
immediately to a neutralization: it must…practice an overturning of the classical opposition and a general displacement of the 
system. It is only on this condition that deconstruction will provide itself the means with which to intervene in the field of 
oppositions that it criticizes, which is also a field of nondiscursive forces" (328). Derrida reminds us that through deconstruction 
we can identify the in-betweens and the marginalized to begin interstitial knowledge building. 

Typical questions: 

• How is language thrown into freeplay or questioned in the work? For example, note how Anthony Burgess plays with language 
(Russian vs English) in A Clockwork Orange, or how Burroughs plays with names and language in Naked Lunch. 

• How does the work undermine or contradict generally accepted truths? How does the author (or a character) omit, change, 
or reconstruct memory and identity? 

• How does a work fulfill or move outside the established conventions of its genre? 
• How does the work deal with the separation (or lack thereof) between writer, work, and reader? 
• What ideology does the text seem to promote? 
• What is left out of the text that if included might undermine the goal of the work? 
• If we changed the point of view of the text - say from one character to another, or multiple characters - how would the story 

change? 
• Whose story is not told in the text? 
• Who is left out and why might the author have omitted this character's tale? 
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4.3: Psychoanalysis 

Psychoanalytic Criticism (1930s-present) 

Sigmund Freud 

Psychoanalytic criticism builds on Freudian theories of psychology. While we don't have the room here to discuss all of Freud's 
work, a general overview is necessary to explain psychoanalytic literary criticism. 

The Unconscious, the Desires, and the Defenses 

Freud began his psychoanalytic work in the 1880s while attempting to treat behavioral disorders in his Viennese patients. He 
dubbed the disorders 'hysteria' and began treating them by listening to his patients talk through their problems. Based on this 
work, Freud asserted that people's behavior is affected by their unconscious: "...the notion that human beings are motivated, even 
driven, by desires, fears, needs, and conflicts of which they are unaware..." (Tyson 14-15). 

Freud believed that our unconscious was influenced by childhood events. Freud organized these events into developmental 
stages involving relationships with parents and drives of desire and pleasure where children focus "...on different parts of the 
body...starting with the mouth...shifting to the oral, anal, and phallic phases..." (Richter 1015). These stages reflect base levels 
of desire, but they also involve fear of loss (loss of genitals, loss of affection from parents, loss of life) and repression: "...the 
expunging from consciousness of these unhappy psychological events" (Tyson 15). 

Tyson reminds us, however, that "...repression doesn't eliminate our painful experiences and emotions...we unconsciously behave 
in ways that will allow us to 'play out'...our conflicted feelings about the painful experiences and emotions we repress" (15). To keep 
all of this conflict buried in our unconscious, Freud argued that we develop defenses: selective perception, selective memory, 
denial, displacement, projection, regression, fear of intimacy, and fear of death, among others. 

Id, Ego, and Superego 

Freud maintained that our desires and our unconscious conflicts give rise to three areas of the mind that wrestle for dominance 
as we grow from infancy, to childhood, to adulthood: id - "...the location of the drives" or libido ego - "...one of the major 
defenses against the power of the drives..." and home of the defenses listed above superego - the area of the unconscious that 
houses Judgment (of self and others) and "...which begins to form during childhood as a result of the Oedipus complex" (Richter 
1015-1016). 

Oedipus Complex 

Freud believed that the Oedipus complex was "...one of the most powerfully determinative elements in the growth of the child" 
(Richter 1016). Essentially, the Oedipus complex involves children's need for their parents and the conflict that arises as children 
mature and realize they are not the absolute focus of their mother's attention: "the Oedipus complex begins in a late phase of 
infantile sexuality, between the child's third and sixth year, and it takes a different form in males than it does in females" (Richter 
1016). Freud argued that both boys and girls wish to possess their mothers, but as they grow older "...they begin to sense that their 
claim to exclusive attention is thwarted by the mother's attention to the father..." (1016). 

Children, Freud maintained, connect this conflict of attention to the intimate relations between mother and father, relations from 
which the children are excluded. Freud believed that "the result is a murderous rage against the father...and a desire to possess 
the mother" (1016). Freud pointed out, however, that "...the Oedipus complex differs in boys and girls...the functioning of the 
related castration complex" (1016). In short, Freud thought that "...during the Oedipal rivalry [between boys and their fathers], boys 
fantasized that punishment for their rage will take the form of..." castration (1016). When boys effectively work through this anxiety, 
Freud argued, "...the boy learns to identify with the father in the hope of someday possessing a woman like his mother. In girls, 
the castration complex does not take the form of anxiety...the result is a frustrated rage in which the girl shifts her sexual desire 
from the mother to the father" (1016). 
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Freud believed that eventually, the girl's spurned advanced toward the father give way to a desire to possess a man like her father 
later in life. Freud believed that the impact of the unconscious, id, ego, superego, the defenses, and the Oedipus complexes was 
inescapable and that these elements of the mind influence all our behavior (and even our dreams) as adults - of course this 
behavior involves what we write. 

Freud and Literature 

So what does all of this psychological business have to do with literature and the study of literature? Put simply, some critics 
believe that we can "...read psychoanalytically...to see which concepts are operating in the text in such a way as to enrich our 
understanding of the work and, if we plan to write a paper about it, to yield a meaningful, coherent psychoanalytic interpretation" 
(Tyson 29). Tyson provides some insightful and applicable questions to help guide our understanding of psychoanalytic criticism. 

Typical questions: 

• How do the operations of repression structure or inform the work? 
• Are there any oedipal dynamics - or any other family dynamics - are work here? 
• How can characters' behavior, narrative events, and/or images be explained in terms of psychoanalytic concepts of any kind 

(for example...fear or fascination with death, sexuality - which includes love and romance as well as sexual behavior - as a 
primary indicator of psychological identity or the operations of ego-id-superego)? 

• What does the work suggest about the psychological being of its author? 
• What might a given interpretation of a literary work suggest about the psychological motives of the reader? 
• Are there prominent words in the piece that could have different or hidden meanings? 
• Could there be a subconscious reason for the author using these "problem words"? 
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4.4: Marxism 

Marxist Criticism (1930s-present) 

Whom Does it Benefit? 

Based on the theories of Karl Marx (and so influenced by philosopher Georg Wilhelm Friedrich Hegel), this school concerns itself 
with class differences, economic and otherwise, as well as the implications and complications of the capitalist system: "Marxism 
attempts to reveal the ways in which our socioeconomic system is the ultimate source of our experience" (Tyson 277). 

Theorists working in the Marxist tradition, therefore, are interested in answering the overarching question, whom does it [the work, 
the effort, the policy, the road, etc.] benefit? The elite? The middle class? And Marxists critics are also interested in how the lower 
or working classes are oppressed - in everyday life and in literature. 

The Material Dialectic 

The Marxist school follows a process of thinking called the material dialectic. This belief system maintains that "...what drives 
historical change are the material realities of the economic base of society, rather than the ideological superstructure of politics, 
law, philosophy, religion, and art that is built upon that economic base" (Richter 1088). 

Marx asserts that "...stable societies develop sites of resistance: contradictions build into the social system that ultimately lead to 
social revolution and the development of a new society upon the old" (1088). This cycle of contradiction, tension, and revolution 
must continue: there will always be conflict between the upper, middle, and lower (working) classes and this conflict will be 
reflected in literature and other forms of expression - art, music, movies, etc. 

The Revolution 

The continuing conflict between the classes will lead to upheaval and revolution by oppressed peoples and form the groundwork 
for a new order of society and economics where capitalism is abolished. According to Marx, the revolution will be led by the 
working class (others think peasants will lead the uprising) under the guidance of intellectuals. Once the elite and middle class 
are overthrown, the intellectuals will compose an equal society where everyone owns everything (socialism - not to be confused 
with Soviet or Maoist Communism). 

Though a staggering number of different nuances exist within this school of literary theory, Marxist critics generally work in areas 
covered by the following questions. 

Typical questions: 

• Whom does it benefit if the work or effort is accepted/successful/believed, etc.? 
• What is the social class of the author? Which class does the work claim to represent? 
• What values does it reinforce? 
• What values does it subvert? 
• What conflict can be seen between the values the work champions and those it portrays? 
• What social classes do the characters represent? 
• How do characters from different classes interact or conflict? 
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4.5: New Historicism 

New Historicism, Cultural Studies (1980s-present) 

It's All Relative... 

This school, influenced by structuralist and post-structuralist theories, seeks to reconnect a work with the time period in which 
it was produced and identify it with the cultural and political movements of the time (Michel Foucault's concept of épistème). 
New Historicism assumes that every work is a product of the historic moment that created it. Specifically, New Historicism is 
"...a practice that has developed out of contemporary theory, particularly the structuralist realization that all human systems are 
symbolic and subject to the rules of language, and the deconstructive realization that there is no way of positioning oneself as an 
observer outside the closed circle of textuality" (Richter 1205). 

A helpful way of considering New Historical theory, Tyson explains, is to think about the retelling of history itself: "...questions 
asked by traditional historians and by new historicists are quite different...traditional historians ask, 'What happened?' and 'What 
does the event tell us about history?' In contrast, new historicists ask, 'How has the event been interpreted?' and 'What do the 
interpretations tell us about the interpreters?'" (278). So New Historicism resists the notion that "...history is a series of events 
that have a linear, causal relationship: event A caused event B; event B caused event C; and so on" (Tyson 278). 

New historicists do not believe that we can look at history objectively, but rather that we interpret events as products of our time 
and culture and that "...we don't have clear access to any but the most basic facts of history...our understanding of what such facts 
mean...is...strictly a matter of interpretation, not fact" (279). Moreover, New Historicism holds that we are hopelessly subjective 
interpreters of what we observe. 

Typical questions: 

• What language/characters/events present in the work reflect the current events of the author’s day? 
• Are there words in the text that have changed their meaning from the time of the writing? 
• How are such events interpreted and presented? How are events' interpretation and presentation a product of the culture of 

the author? 
• Does the work's presentation support or condemn the event? Can it be seen to do both? How does this portrayal criticize the 

leading political figures or movements of the day? 
• How does the literary text function as part of a continuum with other historical/cultural texts from the same period...? 
• How can we use a literary work to "map" the interplay of both traditional and subversive discourses circulating in the culture 

in which that work emerged and/or the cultures in which the work has been interpreted? 
• How does the work consider traditionally marginalized populations? 
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4.6: Feminism 

Feminist Criticism (1960s-present) 

S/he 

Feminist criticism is concerned with "...the ways in which literature (and other cultural productions) reinforce or undermine the 
economic, political, social, and psychological oppression of women" (Tyson). This school of theory looks at how aspects of our 
culture are inherently patriarchal (male dominated) and "...this critique strives to expose the explicit and implicit misogyny in male 
writing about women" (Richter 1346). This misogyny, Tyson reminds us, can extend into diverse areas of our culture: "Perhaps the 
most chilling example...is found in the world of modern medicine, where drugs prescribed for both sexes often have been tested 
on male subjects only" (83). 

Feminist criticism is also concerned with less obvious forms of marginalization such as the exclusion of women writers from the 
traditional literary canon: "...unless the critical or historical point of view is feminist, there is a tendency to under-represent the 
contribution of women writers" (Tyson 82-83). 

Common Space in Feminist Theories 

Though a number of different approaches exist in feminist criticism, there exist some areas of commonality. This list is excerpted 
from Tyson: 

1. Women are oppressed by patriarchy economically, politically, socially, and psychologically; patriarchal ideology is the primary 
means by which they are kept so 

2. In every domain where patriarchy reigns, woman is other: she is marginalized, defined only by her difference from male 
norms and values 

3. All of western (Anglo-European) civilization is deeply rooted in patriarchal ideology, for example, in the biblical portrayal of 
Eve as the origin of sin and death in the world 

4. While biology determines our sex (male or female), culture determines our gender (masculine or feminine) 
5. All feminist activity, including feminist theory and literary criticism, has as its ultimate goal to change the world by prompting 

gender equality 
6. Gender issues play a part in every aspect of human production and experience, including the production and experience of 

literature, whether we are consciously aware of these issues or not (91) 

Feminist criticism has, in many ways, followed what some theorists call the three waves of feminism: 

1. First Wave Feminism - late 1700s-early 1900's: writers like Mary Wollstonecraft (A Vindication of the Rights of Women, 1792) 
highlight the inequalities between the sexes. Activists like Susan B. Anthony and Victoria Woodhull contribute to the women's 
suffrage movement, which leads to National Universal Suffrage in 1920 with the passing of the Nineteenth Amendment 

2. Second Wave Feminism - early 1960s-late 1970s: building on more equal working conditions necessary in America during 
World War II, movements such as the National Organization for Women (NOW), formed in 1966, cohere feminist political activism. 
Writers like Simone de Beauvoir (Le deuxième sexe, 1972) and Elaine Showalter established the groundwork for the dissemination 
of feminist theories dove-tailed with the American Civil Rights movement 

3. Third Wave Feminism - early 1990s-present: resisting the perceived essentialist (over generalized, over simplified) ideologies 
and a white, heterosexual, middle class focus of second wave feminism, third wave feminism borrows from post-structural and 
contemporary gender and race theories (see below) to expand on marginalized populations' experiences. Writers like Alice Walker 
work to "...reconcile it [feminism] with the concerns of the black community...[and] the survival and wholeness of her people, men 
and women both, and for the promotion of dialog and community as well as for the valorization of women and of all the varieties 
of work women perform" (Tyson 97). 
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Typical questions: 

How is the relationship between men and women portrayed? 

• What are the power relationships between men and women (or characters assuming male/female roles)? How are male and 
female roles defined? 

• What constitutes masculinity and femininity? 
• How do characters embody these traits? 
• Do characters take on traits from opposite genders? How so? 
• How does this change others’ reactions to them? 
• What does the work reveal about the operations (economically, politically, socially, or psychologically) of patriarchy? 
• What does the work imply about the possibilities of sisterhood as a mode of resisting patriarchy? 
• What does the work say about women's creativity? 
• What does the history of the work's reception by the public and by the critics tell us about the operation of patriarchy? 
• What role the work play in terms of women's literary history and literary tradition? (Tyson) 
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4.7: Post-Colonialism 

Post-Colonial Criticism (1990s-present) 

History is Written by the Victors 

Post-colonial criticism is similar to cultural studies, but it assumes a unique perspective on literature and politics that warrants 
a separate discussion. Specifically, post-colonial critics are concerned with literature produced by colonial powers and works 
produced by those who were/are colonized. Post-colonial theory looks at issues of power, economics, politics, religion, and culture 
and how these elements work in relation to colonial hegemony (western colonizers controlling the colonized). 

Therefore, a post-colonial critic might be interested in works such as Daniel Defoe's Robinson Crusoe where colonial "...ideology 
[is] manifest in Crusoe's colonialist attitude toward the land upon which he's shipwrecked and toward the black man he 'colonizes' 
and names Friday" (Tyson 377). In addition, post-colonial theory might point out that "...despite Heart of Darkness's (Joseph 
Conrad) obvious anti-colonist agenda, the novel points to the colonized population as the standard of savagery to which 
Europeans are contrasted" (Tyson 375). Postcolonial criticism also takes the form of literature composed by authors that critique 
Eurocentric hegemony. 

A Unique Perspective on Empire 

Seminal post-colonial writers such as Nigerian author Chinua Achebe and Kenyan author Ngugi wa Thiong'o have written a 
number of stories recounting the suffering of colonized people. For example, in Things Fall Apart, Achebe details the strife and 
devastation that occurred when British colonists began moving inland from the Nigerian coast. 

Rather than glorifying the exploratory nature of European colonists as they expanded their sphere of influence, Achebe narrates 
the destructive events that led to the death and enslavement of thousands of Nigerians when the British imposed their Imperial 
government. In turn, Achebe points out the negative effects (and shifting ideas of identity and culture) caused by the imposition 
of western religion and economics on Nigerians during colonial rule. 

Power, Hegemony, and Literature 

Post-colonial criticism also questions the role of the western literary canon and western history as dominant forms of knowledge 
making. The terms "first-world," "second world," "third world" and "fourth world" nations are critiqued by post-colonial critics 
because they reinforce the dominant positions of western cultures populating first world status. This critique includes the literary 
canon and histories written from the perspective of first-world cultures. So, for example, a post-colonial critic might question the 
works included in "the canon" because the canon does not contain works by authors outside western culture. 

Moreover, the authors included in the canon often reinforce colonial hegemonic ideology, such as Joseph Conrad's Heart of 
Darkness. Western critics might consider Heart of Darkness an effective critique of colonial behavior. But post-colonial theorists 
and authors might disagree with this perspective: "...as Chinua Achebe observes, the novel's condemnation of European is based 
on a definition of Africans as savages: beneath their veneer of civilization, the Europeans are, the novel tells us, as barbaric as 
the Africans. And indeed, Achebe notes, the novel portrays Africans as a pre-historic mass of frenzied, howling, incomprehensible 
barbarians..." (Tyson 374-375). 

Typical questions: 

• How does the literary text, explicitly or allegorically, represent various aspects of colonial oppression? 
• What does the text reveal about the problematics of post-colonial identity, including the relationship between personal and 

cultural identity and such issues as double consciousness and hybridity? 
• What person(s) or groups does the work identify as "other" or stranger? 
• How are such persons/groups described and treated? What does the text reveal about the politics and/or psychology of anti-

colonialist resistance? 
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• What does the text reveal about the operations of cultural difference - the ways in which race, religion, class, gender, sexual 
orientation, cultural beliefs, and customs combine to form individual identity - in shaping our perceptions of ourselves, others, 
and the world in which we live? 

• How does the text respond to or comment upon the characters, themes, or assumptions of a canonized (colonialist) work? 
• Are there meaningful similarities among the literatures of different post-colonial populations? How does a literary text 

in the Western canon reinforce or undermine colonialist ideology through its representation of colonialization and/or its 
inappropriate silence about colonized peoples? (Tyson 378-379) 
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4.8: Gender Studies/Queer Theory 

Gender Studies and Queer Theory (1970s-present) 

Gender(s), Power, and Marginalization 

Gender studies and queer theory explore issues of sexuality, power, and marginalized populations (woman as other) in literature 
and culture. Much of the work in gender studies and queer theory, while influenced by feminist criticism, emerges from post-
structural interest in fragmented, de-centered knowledge building (Nietzsche, Derrida, Foucault), language (the breakdown of 
sign-signifier), and psychoanalysis (Lacan). 

A primary concern in gender studies and queer theory is the manner in which gender and sexuality is discussed: "Effective as 
this work [feminism] was in changing what teachers taught and what the students read, there was a sense on the part of some 
feminist critics that...it was still the old game that was being played, when what it needed was a new game entirely. The argument 
posed was that in order to counter patriarchy, it was necessary not merely to think about new texts, but to think about them in 
radically new ways" (Richter 1432). 

Therefore, a critic working in gender studies and queer theory might even be uncomfortable with the binary established by 
many feminist scholars between masculine and feminine: "Cixous (following Derrida in Of Grammatology) sets up a series of 
binary oppositions (active/passive, sun/moon...father/mother, logos/pathos). Each pair can be analyzed as a hierarchy in which 
the former term represents the positive and masculine and the latter the negative and feminine principle" (Richter 1433-1434). 

In-Betweens 

Many critics working with gender and queer theory are interested in the breakdown of binaries such as male and female, the in-
betweens (also following Derrida's interstitial knowledge building). For example, gender studies and queer theory maintains that 
cultural definitions of sexuality and what it means to be male and female are in flux: "...the distinction between "masculine" and 
"feminine" activities and behavior is constantly changing, so that women who wear baseball caps and fatigues...can be perceived 
as more piquantly sexy by some heterosexual men than those women who wear white frocks and gloves and look down demurely" 
(Richter 1437). 

Moreover, Richter reminds us that as we learn more about our genetic structure, the biology of male/female becomes increasingly 
complex and murky: "even the physical dualism of sexual genetic structures and bodily parts breaks down when one considers 
those instances - XXY syndromes, natural sexual bimorphisms, as well as surgical transsexuals - that defy attempts at binary 
classification" (1437). 

Typical questions: 

• What elements of the text can be perceived as being masculine (active, powerful) and feminine (passive, marginalized) and 
how do the characters support these traditional roles? 

• What sort of support (if any) is given to elements or characters who question the masculine/feminine binary? What happens 
to those elements/characters? 

• What elements in the text exist in the middle, between the perceived masculine/feminine binary? In other words, what 
elements exhibit traits of both (bisexual)? 

• How does the author present the text? Is it a traditional narrative? Is it secure and forceful? Or is it more hesitant or even 
collaborative? 

• What are the politics (ideological agendas) of specific gay, lesbian, or queer works, and how are those politics revealed in...the 
work's thematic content or portrayals of its characters? What are the poetics (literary devices and strategies) of a specific 
lesbian, gay, or queer works? 

• What does the work contribute to our knowledge of queer, gay, or lesbian experience and history, including literary history? 
• How is queer, gay, or lesbian experience coded in texts that are by writers who are apparently homosexual? 
• What does the work reveal about the operations (socially, politically, psychologically) homophobic? 
• How does the literary text illustrate the problematics of sexuality and sexual "identity," that is the ways in which human 
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sexuality does not fall neatly into the separate categories defined by the words homosexual and heterosexual? 
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