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Introduction


LUCY MANGAN



I first read The Yellow Wallpaper in my early teens. I found it powerful – but irrelevant. Would that it remained so. Charlotte Perkins Gilman’s 1891 distillation of the essence of patriarchal control over women landed like a condemnatory bomb in late-nineteenth-century society, but its notoriety faded – along with the rest of her work and reputation – thereafter, until she, and The Yellow Wallpaper in particular, was rediscovered by second-wave feminism in the 1960s and 70s and made into a keystone text for the movement. Albeit on a slightly smaller scale, I followed the same rough trajectory. I rediscovered this strange, six-thousand-word Gothic confection ten years after my first reading. And every few years after that. And every time it made more sense, as another layer revealed itself. Real-life experience is an excellent wallpaper stripper.


Perkins Gilman’s tale is of a woman driven mad by her confinement in a yellow-papered room by her doctor husband John who, with the support of her brother, has prescribed a ‘rest cure’ for the ‘temporary nervous depression – a slight hysterical tendency’ she has suffered since the birth of their first baby. Deprived of all stimuli, the busy pattern on the walls begins to take on a life of its own for our unnamed protagonist. She begins to see a female figure creeping behind the design, shaking it to work herself free, and eventually coming to believe that she and the hallucinated figure are one and the same. On its own, it is a profoundly potent and moving allegory for the constraints placed by men on the lives of women, but it gains additional power when you know that the story is also a deeply autobiographical one.


Charlotte Perkins Gilman herself was prescribed such a rest cure by noted specialist of her day, Dr Silas Weir Mitchell. His strictures included living ‘to have but two hours’ intellectual life a day’ and ‘never to touch pen, brush or pencil again’ as long as she lived. She abided by his rules for three months. As a result, she wrote in her diary, ‘I came so near the borderline of utter mental ruin that I could see over.’ With the help of a friend, she pulled back from the brink and transformed her experience into an enduring piece of art. She sent a copy of The Yellow Wallpaper to ‘the physician who nearly drove me mad’. He never acknowledged it, but she understood from others later on that it had prompted him to change his ways. This has since been proved unlikely but, even if inaccurate, the knowledge was a great balm to the author.


It’s naturally this inciting incident of her masterpiece – I think we can call it that – that has drawn most commentary over the years. Both the real-life experience and the art she turned it into are perfect distillations of the constraints of a woman’s life as she creeps and picks her way as best she can through a patriarchal system riddled with traps, with the possibilities for self-expression barred at every turn. But Gilman’s was a life profoundly shaped by specifically female experiences from the beginning. Her father, Frederick Beecher Perkins, abandoned her mother, Mary, very early on, after the news that it would not be safe for his wife to have any more children, and they lived a precarious existence thereafter, without reliable financial or other help from him. Contributions from women in the wider family – especially a formidable set of her father’s aunts, which included the famous novelist and abolitionist Harriet Beecher Stowe – kept them afloat. Charlotte Perkins Gilman formed a passionate attachment to a woman named Martha Luther, but reluctantly surrendered to societal pressures to marry the artist Charles Walter Stetson in 1884. Domesticity and then motherhood either triggered or aggravated a latent depressive tendency. Her diaries record both the joy of depression lifting whenever she embarked on a journey away from home and the grief, not just of it descending again when it returned, but of the knowledge that the two were so inextricably and undeniably linked. She eventually ended up going wildly against cultural expectations and approval by separating from her husband and beginning a serious relationship with a woman, the writer and activist Adeline Knapp. A few years later she sent her nine-year-old daughter to live with Charles and his new wife. She carved out a successful career as a lecturer and reformist thinker before marrying for a second and much happier time. She was diagnosed with breast cancer in 1932 and, long a supporter of euthanasia for the terminally ill, died of a self-administered overdose of chloroform three years later.


The other work contained in this volume, Herland, the story of three male travellers arriving in an all-female utopia, was written during her lecturing and activist years. Where The Yellow Wallpaper induces anxiety and rage in the reader, Herland soothes the soul. In it, Perkins Gilman basically imagines a reality in which women live unencumbered by men (Herlanders reproduce parthenogenically) and entirely as they see fit. The plot is slight and there isn’t a lot of practical detail about the secluded society, especially by the standards of those of us who glory in the world-building that alternative-reality tales generally provide. The women live, farm, work and raise children semi-collectively, wear comfortable clothes and do not fight between themselves or with others. Perkins Gilman’s organizing idea for her story is one she held deeply and which informed her activism, lectures and non-fiction work, which is, in essence, that if women ran the world as they ran (or at the very least were expected to run) their homes, a much better one would result. The maternal instinct (‘their great Mother Spirit’ in the book) especially, she reasoned, would be an even mightier force for good if expanded beyond the merely domestic sphere. A society built around self-sacrifice, serving others, flexibility and a flat instead of hierarchical structure – a society, in short, of all givers, no takers . . . Well. I mean. You can see how it might work, can’t you? It’s a form of socialism, self-evidently, but one in which the female experience is central.


To modern sensibilities, perhaps, Perkins Gilman’s working presumption that all women have a maternal instinct (especially in view of her own dispatching of her daughter to live with Charles and his new wife – though the latter had been a great friend of the family) and that it would be an unmitigated force for good, might seem one worth mulling over a bit more. That said, as ever, we should beware condemning a work simply for not doing everything all at once and anticipating the path of a movement’s philosophy a century ahead. It is easy to forget that the criticisms that can be made of any past work can generally only be made because we have stepped via a stone it itself placed. For the time, a female-based utopia leveraging the ‘innate’ maternal instinct was a striking feat of imagination, and still has much to recommend it at least as a starting point. And, of course, it still prompts useful considerations as to why, 130 years on, motherhood is still so deeply, relentlessly, consistently and globally undervalued.


All that said, what abides after reading Herland is the deep, deep sense of peace it conveys, arising both from its depiction of a pacifist settlement but almost more so from the simple notion of living wholly amongst one’s own kind. The scales fall rapidly from the main male interloper’s eyes especially. His enforced adjustment to a world in which women make no effort beyond common politeness to please him is a delight for the ages. ‘Feminine charms’, he realizes, are not feminine at all but ‘mere reflected masculinity – devised to please us because they had to please us’. He got there fifteen years before Virginia Woolf, who made the same sentiment famous in A Room of One’s Own when she noted the centuries women had spent ‘as looking glasses possessing the magic and delicious power of reflecting the figure of man at twice its natural size.’


Imagine, Perkins Gilman invites the reader of Herland, not being the half of a population living according to the other half’s rules. Imagine not being a half at all. You are the whole. The alpha and omega. Whatever exists, tangible or intangible, is best designed to fit you, literally or metaphorically. Imagine. It is one of those books from which you raise your head and are able to see the world differently. Everything looks suddenly more mutable. There are no givens. Everything manmade can – theoretically, and that’s where everything starts – be unmade.


The Yellow Wallpaper and Herland are twin poles around which to sling a feminist consciousness. At one end we have a horror story that has only gained in resonance over the years. The ills it demonstrates, the inequalities of power, the denial of others’ selfhood and autonomy, the systemic failings around women’s mental and physical health, are all still with us in various forms now. The medical profession still fails too often to take and treat ‘female problems’ seriously. Our reproductive and other rights are always under attack somewhere, and often very close to home. Violence of all kinds against women remains endemic, especially within the home. At the other end, we have a demonstration that none of this need be so. Systemic abuses, after all, arise from a system. What we must realize is that no system is unalterable. They are literally manmade historical artefacts built, piece by piece, to serve certain people and certain ends, made fit for certain purposes, and they need not stand forever. All can be dismantled, once you realize the forces that are, and that have been, at work. Stories that show us those forces, that work, or what life might look like if they were ever disapplied are a powerful form of education and enlightenment. It is the purpose of art – to reveal truths, examine them and point the way to new and better ones. That is why it, and that is why these stories, endure.




THE YELLOW WALLPAPER




It is very seldom that mere ordinary people like John and myself secure ancestral halls for the summer.


A colonial mansion, a hereditary estate, I would say a haunted house, and reach the height of romantic felicity—but that would be asking too much of fate!


Still I will proudly declare that there is something queer about it.


Else, why should it be let so cheaply? And why have stood so long untenanted?


John laughs at me, of course, but one expects that in marriage.


John is practical in the extreme. He has no patience with faith, an intense horror of superstition, and he scoffs openly at any talk of things not to be felt and seen and put down in figures.


John is a physician, and perhaps—(I would not say it to a living soul, of course, but this is dead paper and a great relief to my mind)—perhaps that is one reason I do not get well faster.


You see he does not believe I am sick!


And what can one do?


If a physician of high standing, and one’s own husband, assures friends and relatives that there is really nothing the matter with one but temporary nervous depression—a slight hysterical tendency—what is one to do?


My brother is also a physician, and also of high standing, and he says the same thing.


So I take phosphates or phospites—whichever it is, and tonics, and journeys, and air, and exercise, and am absolutely forbidden to “work” until I am well again.


Personally, I disagree with their ideas.


Personally, I believe that congenial work, with excitement and change, would do me good.


But what is one to do?


I did write for a while in spite of them; but it does exhaust me a good deal—having to be so sly about it, or else meet with heavy opposition.


I sometimes fancy that in my condition if I had less opposition and more society and stimulus—but John says the very worst thing I can do is to think about my condition, and I confess it always makes me feel bad.


So I will let it alone and talk about the house.


The most beautiful place! It is quite alone, standing well back from the road, quite three miles from the village. It makes me think of English places that you read about, for there are hedges and walls and gates that lock, and lots of separate little houses for the gardeners and people.


There is a delicious garden! I never saw such a garden—large and shady, full of box-bordered paths, and lined with long grape-covered arbors with seats under them.


There were greenhouses, too, but they are all broken now.


There was some legal trouble, I believe, something about the heirs and coheirs; anyhow, the place has been empty for years.


That spoils my ghostliness, I am afraid, but I don’t care—there is something strange about the house—I can feel it.


I even said so to John one moonlight evening, but he said what I felt was a draught, and shut the window.


I get unreasonably angry with John sometimes. I’m sure I never used to be so sensitive. I think it is due to this nervous condition.


But John says if I feel so, I shall neglect proper self-control; so I take pains to control myself—before him, at least, and that makes me very tired.


I don’t like our room a bit. I wanted one downstairs that opened on the piazza and had roses all over the window, and such pretty old-fashioned chintz hangings! but John would not hear of it.


He said there was only one window and not room for two beds, and no near room for him if he took another.


He is very careful and loving, and hardly lets me stir without special direction.


I have a schedule prescription for each hour in the day; he takes all care from me, and so I feel basely ungrateful not to value it more.


He said we came here solely on my account, that I was to have perfect rest and all the air I could get. “Your exercise depends on your strength, my dear,” said he, “and your food somewhat on your appetite; but air you can absorb all the time.” So we took the nursery at the top of the house.


It is a big, airy room, the whole floor nearly, with windows that look all ways, and air and sunshine galore. It was nursery first and then playroom and gymnasium, I should judge; for the windows are barred for little children, and there are rings and things in the walls.


The paint and paper look as if a boys’ school had used it. It is stripped off—the paper—in great patches all around the head of my bed, about as far as I can reach, and in a great place on the other side of the room low down. I never saw a worse paper in my life.


One of those sprawling flamboyant patterns committing every artistic sin.


It is dull enough to confuse the eye in following, pronounced enough to constantly irritate and provoke study, and when you follow the lame uncertain curves for a little distance they suddenly commit suicide—plunge off at outrageous angles, destroy themselves in unheard of contradictions.


The color is repellent, almost revolting; a smouldering unclean yellow, strangely faded by the slow-turning sunlight.


It is a dull yet lurid orange in some places, a sickly sulphur tint in others.


No wonder the children hated it! I should hate it myself if I had to live in this room long.


There comes John, and I must put this away,—he hates to have me write a word.


We have been here two weeks, and I haven’t felt like writing before, since that first day.


I am sitting by the window now, up in this atrocious nursery, and there is nothing to hinder my writing as much as I please, save lack of strength.


John is away all day, and even some nights when his cases are serious.


I am glad my case is not serious!


But these nervous troubles are dreadfully depressing.


John does not know how much I really suffer. He knows there is no reason to suffer, and that satisfies him.


Of course it is only nervousness. It does weigh on me so not to do my duty in any way!


I meant to be such a help to John, such a real rest and comfort, and here I am a comparative burden already!


Nobody would believe what an effort it is to do what little I am able,—to dress and entertain, and order things.


It is fortunate Mary is so good with the baby. Such a dear baby!


And yet I cannot be with him, it makes me so nervous.


I suppose John never was nervous in his life. He laughs at me so about this wall-paper!


At first he meant to repaper the room, but afterwards he said that I was letting it get the better of me, and that nothing was worse for a nervous patient than to give way to such fancies.


He said that after the wall-paper was changed it would be the heavy bedstead, and then the barred windows, and then that gate at the head of the stairs, and so on.


“You know the place is doing you good,” he said, “and really, dear, I don’t care to renovate the house just for a three months’ rental.”


“Then do let us go downstairs,” I said, “there are such pretty rooms there.”


Then he took me in his arms and called me a blessed little goose, and said he would go down to the cellar, if I wished, and have it whitewashed into the bargain.


But he is right enough about the beds and windows and things.


It is an airy and comfortable room as any one need wish, and, of course, I would not be so silly as to make him uncomfortable just for a whim.


I’m really getting quite fond of the big room, all but that horrid paper.


Out of one window I can see the garden, those mysterious deepshaded arbors, the riotous old-fashioned flowers, and bushes and gnarly trees.


Out of another I get a lovely view of the bay and a little private wharf belonging to the estate. There is a beautiful shaded lane that runs down there from the house. I always fancy I see people walking in these numerous paths and arbors, but John has cautioned me not to give way to fancy in the least. He says that with my imaginative power and habit of story-making, a nervous weakness like mine is sure to lead to all manner of excited fancies, and that I ought to use my will and good sense to check the tendency. So I try.


I think sometimes that if I were only well enough to write a little it would relieve the press of ideas and rest me.


But I find I get pretty tired when I try.


It is so discouraging not to have any advice and companionship about my work. When I get really well, John says we will ask Cousin Henry and Julia down for a long visit; but he says he would as soon put fireworks in my pillow-case as to let me have those stimulating people about now.


I wish I could get well faster.


But I must not think about that. This paper looks to me as if it knew what a vicious influence it had!


There is a recurrent spot where the pattern lolls like a broken neck and two bulbous eyes stare at you upside down.


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


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


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


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


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


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


Then the floor is scratched and gouged and splintered, the plaster itself is dug out here and there, and this great heavy bed which is all we found in the room, looks as if it had been through the wars.


But I don’t mind it a bit—only the paper.


There comes John’s sister. Such a dear girl as she is, and so careful of me! I must not let her find me writing.


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


But I can write when she is out, and see her a long way off from these windows.


There is one that commands the road, a lovely shaded winding road, and one that just looks off over the country. A lovely country, too, full of great elms and velvet meadows.


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


But in the places where it isn’t faded and where the sun is just so—I can see a strange, provoking, formless sort of figure, that seems to skulk about behind that silly and conspicuous front design.


There’s sister on the stairs!


Well, the Fourth of July is over! The people are all gone and I am tired out. John thought it might do me good to see a little company, so we just had mother and Nellie and the children down for a week.


Of course I didn’t do a thing. Jennie sees to everything now.


But it tired me all the same.


John says if I don’t pick up faster he shall send me to Weir Mitchell in the fall.


But I don’t want to go there at all. I had a friend who was in his hands once, and she says he is just like John and my brother, only more so!


Besides, it is such an undertaking to go so far.


I don’t feel as if it was worth while to turn my hand over for anything, and I’m getting dreadfully fretful and querulous.


I cry at nothing, and cry most of the time.


Of course I don’t when John is here, or anybody else, but when I am alone.


And I am alone a good deal just now. John is kept in town very often by serious cases, and Jennie is good and lets me alone when I want her to.


So I walk a little in the garden or down that lovely lane, sit on the porch under the roses, and lie down up here a good deal.


I’m getting really fond of the room in spite of the wall-paper. Perhaps because of the wall-paper.


It dwells in my mind so!


I lie here on this great immovable bed—it is nailed down, I believe—and follow that pattern about by the hour. It is as good as gymnastics, I assure you. I start, we’ll say, at the bottom, down in the corner over there where it has not been touched, and I determine for the thousandth time that I will follow that pointless pattern to some sort of a conclusion.


I know a little of the principle of design, and I know this thing was not arranged on any laws of radiation, or alternation, or repetition, or symmetry, or anything else that I ever heard of.


It is repeated, of course, by the breadths, but not otherwise.


Looked at in one way each breadth stands alone, the bloated curves and flourishes—a kind of “debased Romanesque” with delirium tremens—go waddling up and down in isolated columns of fatuity.


But, on the other hand, they connect diagonally, and the sprawling outlines run off in great slanting waves of optic horror, like a lot of wallowing seaweeds in full chase.


The whole thing goes horizontally, too, at least it seems so, and I exhaust myself in trying to distinguish the order of its going in that direction.


They have used a horizontal breadth for a frieze, and that adds wonderfully to the confusion.


There is one end of the room where it is almost intact, and there, when the crosslights fade and the low sun shines directly upon it, I can almost fancy radiation after all,—the interminable grotesques seem to form around a common centre and rush off in headlong plunges of equal distraction.


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


I don’t know why I should write this.


I don’t want to.


I don’t feel able.


And I know John would think it absurd. But must say what I feel and think in some way—it is such a relief!


But the effort is getting to be greater than the relief.


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


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


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


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


It is getting to be a great effort for me to think straight. Just this nervous weakness I suppose.


And dear John gathered me up in his arms, and just carried me upstairs and laid me on the bed, and sat by me and read to me till it tired my head.


He said I was his darling and his comfort and all he had, and that I must take care of myself for his sake, and keep well.


He says no one but myself can help me out of it, that I must use my will and self-control and not let any silly fancies run away with me.


There’s one comfort, the baby is well and happy, and does not have to occupy this nursery with the horrid wall-paper.


If we had not used it, that blessed child would have! What a fortunate escape! Why, I wouldn’t have a child of mine, an impressionable little thing, live in such a room for worlds.


I never thought of it before, but it is lucky that John kept me here after all, I can stand it so much easier than a baby, you see.


Of course I never mention it to them any more—I am too wise,—but I keep watch of it all the same.


There are things in that paper that nobody knows but me, or ever will.


Behind that outside pattern the dim shapes get clearer every day.


It is always the same shape, only very numerous.


And it is like a woman stooping down and creeping about behind that pattern. I don’t like it a bit. I wonder—I begin to think—I wish John would take me away from here!


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


But I tried it last night.


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


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


John was asleep and I hated to waken him, so I kept still and watched the moonlight on that undulating wall-paper till I felt creepy.


The faint figure behind seemed to shake the pattern, just as if she wanted to get out.


I got up softly and went to feel and see if the paper did move, and when I came back John was awake.


“What is it, little girl?” he said. “Don’t go walking about like that—you’ll get cold.”


I thought it was a good time to talk, so I told him that I really was not gaining here, and that I wished he would take me away.


“Why darling!” said he, “our lease will be up in three weeks, and I can’t see how to leave before.


“The repairs are not done at home, and I cannot possibly leave town just now. Of course if you were in any danger, I could and would, but you really are better, dear, whether you can see it or not. I am a doctor, dear, and I know. You are gaining flesh and color, your appetite is better, I feel really much easier about you.”


“I don’t weigh a bit more,” said I, “nor as much; and my appetite may be better in the evening when you are here, but it is worse in the morning when you are away!”


“Bless her little heart!” said he with a big hug, “she shall be as sick as she pleases! But now let’s improve the shining hours by going to sleep, and talk about it in the morning!”


“And you won’t go away?” I asked gloomily.


“Why, how can I, dear? It is only three weeks more and then we will take a nice little trip of a few days while Jennie is getting the house ready. Really dear you are better!”


“Better in body perhaps—” I began, and stopped short, for he sat up straight and looked at me with such a stern, reproachful look that I could not say another word.


“My darling,” said he, “I beg of you, for my sake and for our child’s sake, as well as for your own, that you will never for one instant let that idea enter your mind! There is nothing so dangerous, so fascinating, to a temperament like yours. It is a false and foolish fancy. Can you not trust me as a physician when I tell you so?”


So of course I said no more on that score, and we went to sleep before long. He thought I was asleep first, but I wasn’t, and lay there for hours trying to decide whether that front pattern and the back pattern really did move together or separately.


On a pattern like this, by daylight, there is a lack of sequence, a defiance of law, that is a constant irritant to a normal mind.


The color is hideous enough, and unreliable enough, and infuriating enough, but the pattern is torturing.


You think you have mastered it, but just as you get well underway in following, it turns a back-somersault and there you are. It slaps you in the face, knocks you down, and tramples upon you. It is like a bad dream.


The outside pattern is a florid arabesque, reminding one of a fungus. If you can imagine a toadstool in joints, an interminable string of toadstools, budding and sprouting in endless convolutions—why, that is something like it.


That is, sometimes!


There is one marked peculiarity about this paper, a thing nobody seems to notice but myself, and that is that it changes as the light changes.


When the sun shoots in through the east window—I always watch for that first long, straight ray—it changes so quickly that I never can quite believe it.


That is why I watch it always.


By moonlight—the moon shines in all night when there is a moon—I wouldn’t know it was the same paper.


At night in any kind of light, in twilight, candlelight, lamplight, and worst of all by moonlight, it becomes bars! The outside pattern I mean, and the woman behind it is as plain as can be.


I didn’t realize for a long time what the thing was that showed behind, that dim sub-pattern, but now I am quite sure it is a woman.


By daylight she is subdued, quiet. I fancy it is the pattern that keeps her so still. It is so puzzling. It keeps me quiet by the hour.


I lie down ever so much now. John says it is good for me, and to sleep all I can.


Indeed he started the habit by making me lie down for an hour after each meal.


It is a very bad habit I am convinced, for you see I don’t sleep.


And that cultivates deceit, for I don’t tell them I’m awake—O no!


The fact is I am getting a little afraid of John.


He seems very queer sometimes, and even Jennie has an inexplicable look.


It strikes me occasionally, just as a scientific hypothesis,—that perhaps it is the paper!


I have watched John when he did not know I was looking, and come into the room suddenly on the most innocent excuses, and I’ve caught him several times looking at the paper! And Jennie too. I caught Jennie with her hand on it once.


She didn’t know I was in the room, and when I asked her in a quiet, a very quiet voice, with the most restrained manner possible, what she was doing with the paper—she turned around as if she had been caught stealing, and looked quite angry—asked me why I should frighten her so!


Then she said that the paper stained everything it touched, that she had found yellow smooches on all my clothes and John’s, and she wished we would be more careful!


Did not that sound innocent? But I know she was studying that pattern, and I am determined that nobody shall find it out but myself!


Life is very much more exciting now than it used to be. You see I have something more to expect, to look forward to, to watch. I really do eat better, and am more quiet than I was.


John is so pleased to see me improve! He laughed a little the other day, and said I seemed to be flourishing in spite of my wall-paper.


I turned it off with a laugh. I had no intention of telling him it was because of the wall-paper—he would make fun of me. He might even want to take me away.


I don’t want to leave now until I have found it out. There is a week more, and I think that will be enough.


I’m feeling ever so much better! I don’t sleep much at night, for it is so interesting to watch developments; but I sleep a good deal in the daytime.


In the daytime it is tiresome and perplexing.


There are always new shoots on the fungus, and new shades of yellow all over it. I cannot keep count of them, though I have tried conscientiously.
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