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There was some legal trouble, | believe, something about the heirs and
coheirs; anyhow, the place has been empty for years. That spoils my
ghostliness, | am afraid, but | don't care — there is something strange
about the house — | can feel it. (...)

It is a big, airy room, the whole floor nearly, with windows that look all
ways, and air and sunshine galore. It was a nursery first and then
playroom and gymnasium, | should judge; for the windows are barred
for little children, and there are rings and things in the walls. The paint
and paper look as if a boys' school had used it. It is stripped off the
paper — in great patches all around the head of my bed, about as far as
| can reach, and in a great place on the other side of the room low down.
| never saw a worse paper in my life. One of those sprawling flamboyant
patterns committing every artistic sin. It is dull enough to confuse the
eye in following, pronounced enough to constantly irritate and provoke
study, and when you follow the lame uncertain curves for a little distance
they suddenly commit suicide — plunge off at outrageous angles, destroy
themselves in unheard of contradictions. The color is repellant, almost
revolting; a smouldering unclean yellow, strangely faded by the slow-
turning sunlight. It is a dull yet lurid orange in some places, a sickly
sulphur tint in others. No wonder the children hated it! | should hate it
myself if | had to live in this room long. (...)

I'm getting really fond of the room in spite of the wallpaper. Perhaps
because of the wallpaper. It dwells in my mind so! | lie here on this great
immovable bed — it is nailed down, | believe — and follow that pattern
about by the hour. It is as good as gymnastics, | assure you. | start, we'll
say, at the bottom, down in the corner over there where it has not been
touched, and | determine for the thousandth time that | will follow that
pointless pattern to some sort of a conclusion. | know a little of the
principle of design, and | know this thing was not arranged on any laws
of radiation, or alternation, or repetition, or symmetry, or anything else
that | ever heard of. (...) There is one end of the room where it is almost
intact, and there, when the crosslights fade and the low sun shines
directly upon it, | can almost fancy radiation after all, the interminable
grotesque seem to form around a common centre and rush off in headlong
plunges of equal distraction. It makes me tired to follow it. | will take a
nap | guess. (...)

There are things in that paper that nobody knows but me, or ever will.
Behind that outside pattern the dim shapes get clearer every day. It is
always the same shape, only very numerous. And it is like a woman

stooping down and creeping about behind that pattern. | don't like it a
bit. | wonder — | begin to think — | wish John would take me away from
here! (...)

By moonlight — the moon shines in all night when there is a moon — |
wouldn't know it was the same paper. At night in any kind of light, in
twilight, candlelight, lamplight, and worst of all by moonlight, it becomes
bars! The outside pattern | mean, and the woman behind it is as plain
as can be. | didn't realize for a long time what the thing was that showed
behind, that dim sub-pattern, but now | am quite sure it is a woman. By
daylight she is subdued, quiet. | fancy it is the pattern that keeps her so
still. It is so puzzling. It keeps me quiet by the hour. (...)

There are always new shoots on the fungus, and new shades of yellow
all over it. I cannot keep count of them, though | have tried conscientiously.
It is the strangest yellow, that wallpaper! It makes me think of all the
yellow things | ever saw — not beautiful ones like buttercups, but old foul,
bad yellow things. But there is something else about that paper — the
smell! | noticed it the moment we came into the room, but with so much
air and sun it was not bad. Now we have had a week of fog and rain,
and whether the windows are open or not, the smell is here. It creeps
all over the house. | find it hovering in the dining-room, skulking in the
parlor, hiding in the hall, lying in wait for me on the stairs. It gets into my
hair. (...)

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

[from: Charlotte Perkins Stetson: The Yellow Wallpaper, 1892.
https://www.nIm.nih.gov/exhibition/theliteratureofprescription/
exhibitionAssets/digitalDocs/The-Yellow-Wall-Paper.pdf]



