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THE YELLOW
WALLPAPER



By Charlotte Perk�ns
G�lman

It �s very seldom that mere ord�nary people l�ke John and myself
secure ancestral halls for the summer.

A colon�al mans�on, a hered�tary estate, I would say a haunted
house, and reach the he�ght of romant�c fel�c�ty—but that would be
ask�ng too much of fate!

St�ll I w�ll proudly declare that there �s someth�ng queer about �t.
Else, why should �t be let so cheaply? And why have stood so

long untenanted?
John laughs at me, of course, but one expects that �n marr�age.
John �s pract�cal �n the extreme. He has no pat�ence w�th fa�th, an

�ntense horror of superst�t�on, and he scoffs openly at any talk of
th�ngs not to be felt and seen and put down �n f�gures.

John �s a phys�c�an, and perhaps—(I would not say �t to a l�v�ng
soul, of course, but th�s �s dead paper and a great rel�ef to my m�nd)
—perhaps that �s one reason I do not get well faster.

You see, he does not bel�eve I am s�ck!
And what can one do?
If a phys�c�an of h�gh stand�ng, and one’s own husband, assures

fr�ends and relat�ves that there �s really noth�ng the matter w�th one



but temporary nervous depress�on—a sl�ght hyster�cal tendency—
what �s one to do?

My brother �s also a phys�c�an, and also of h�gh stand�ng, and he
says the same th�ng.

So I take phosphates or phosph�tes—wh�chever �t �s, and ton�cs,
and journeys, and a�r, and exerc�se, and am absolutely forb�dden to
“work” unt�l I am well aga�n.

Personally, I d�sagree w�th the�r �deas.
Personally, I bel�eve that congen�al work, w�th exc�tement and

change, would do me good.
But what �s one to do?
I d�d wr�te for a wh�le �n sp�te of them; but �t does exhaust me a

good deal—hav�ng to be so sly about �t, or else meet w�th heavy
oppos�t�on.

I somet�mes fancy that �n my cond�t�on �f I had less oppos�t�on
and more soc�ety and st�mulus—but John says the very worst th�ng I
can do �s to th�nk about my cond�t�on, and I confess �t always makes
me feel bad.

So I w�ll let �t alone and talk about the house.
The most beaut�ful place! It �s qu�te alone, stand�ng well back

from the road, qu�te three m�les from the v�llage. It makes me th�nk of
Engl�sh places that you read about, for there are hedges and walls
and gates that lock, and lots of separate l�ttle houses for the
gardeners and people.

There �s a del�c�ous garden! I never saw such a garden—large
and shady, full of box-bordered paths, and l�ned w�th long grape-
covered arbors w�th seats under them.

There were greenhouses, too, but they are all broken now.
There was some legal trouble, I bel�eve, someth�ng about the

he�rs and co-he�rs; anyhow, the place has been empty for years.
That spo�ls my ghostl�ness, I am afra�d; but I don’t care—there �s

someth�ng strange about the house—I can feel �t.
I even sa�d so to John one moonl�ght even�ng, but he sa�d what I

felt was a draught, and shut the w�ndow.



I get unreasonably angry w�th John somet�mes. I’m sure I never
used to be so sens�t�ve. I th�nk �t �s due to th�s nervous cond�t�on.

But John says �f I feel so I shall neglect proper self-control; so I
take pa�ns to control myself,—before h�m, at least,—and that makes
me very t�red.

I don’t l�ke our room a b�t. I wanted one downsta�rs that opened
on the p�azza and had roses all over the w�ndow, and such pretty
old-fash�oned ch�ntz hang�ngs! but John would not hear of �t.

He sa�d there was only one w�ndow and not room for two beds,
and no near room for h�m �f he took another.

He �s very careful and lov�ng, and hardly lets me st�r w�thout
spec�al d�rect�on.

I have a schedule prescr�pt�on for each hour �n the day; he takes
all care from me, and so I feel basely ungrateful not to value �t more.

He sa�d we came here solely on my account, that I was to have
perfect rest and all the a�r I could get. “Your exerc�se depends on
your strength, my dear,” sa�d he, “and your food somewhat on your
appet�te; but a�r you can absorb all the t�me.” So we took the nursery,
at the top of the house.

It �s a b�g, a�ry room, the whole floor nearly, w�th w�ndows that
look all ways, and a�r and sunsh�ne galore. It was nursery f�rst and
then playground and gymnas�um, I should judge; for the w�ndows are
barred for l�ttle ch�ldren, and there are r�ngs and th�ngs �n the walls.

The pa�nt and paper look as �f a boys’ school had used �t. It �s
str�pped off—the paper—�n great patches all around the head of my
bed, about as far as I can reach, and �n a great place on the other
s�de of the room low down. I never saw a worse paper �n my l�fe.

One of those sprawl�ng flamboyant patterns comm�tt�ng every
art�st�c s�n.

It �s dull enough to confuse the eye �n follow�ng, pronounced
enough to constantly �rr�tate, and provoke study, and when you
follow the lame, uncerta�n curves for a l�ttle d�stance they suddenly
comm�t su�c�de—plunge off at outrageous angles, destroy
themselves �n unheard-of contrad�ct�ons.



The color �s repellant, almost revolt�ng; a smoulder�ng, unclean
yellow, strangely faded by the slow-turn�ng sunl�ght.

It �s a dull yet lur�d orange �n some places, a s�ckly sulphur t�nt �n
others.

No wonder the ch�ldren hated �t! I should hate �t myself �f I had to
l�ve �n th�s room long.

There comes John, and I must put th�s away,—he hates to have
me wr�te a word.

We have been here two weeks, and I haven’t felt l�ke wr�t�ng
before, s�nce that f�rst day.

I am s�tt�ng by the w�ndow now, up �n th�s atroc�ous nursery, and
there �s noth�ng to h�nder my wr�t�ng as much as I please, save lack
of strength.

John �s away all day, and even some n�ghts when h�s cases are
ser�ous.

I am glad my case �s not ser�ous!
But these nervous troubles are dreadfully depress�ng.
John does not know how much I really suffer. He knows there �s

no reason to suffer, and that sat�sf�es h�m.
Of course �t �s only nervousness. It does we�gh on me so not to

do my duty �n any way!
I meant to be such a help to John, such a real rest and comfort,

and here I am a comparat�ve burden already!
Nobody would bel�eve what an effort �t �s to do what l�ttle I am

able—to dress and enterta�n, and order th�ngs.
It �s fortunate Mary �s so good w�th the baby. Such a dear baby!
And yet I cannot be w�th h�m, �t makes me so nervous.
I suppose John never was nervous �n h�s l�fe. He laughs at me so

about th�s wallpaper!



At f�rst he meant to repaper the room, but afterwards he sa�d that
I was lett�ng �t get the better of me, and that noth�ng was worse for a
nervous pat�ent than to g�ve way to such fanc�es.

He sa�d that after the wallpaper was changed �t would be the
heavy bedstead, and then the barred w�ndows, and then that gate at
the head of the sta�rs, and so on.

“You know the place �s do�ng you good,” he sa�d, “and really,
dear, I don’t care to renovate the house just for a three months’
rental.”

“Then do let us go downsta�rs,” I sa�d, “there are such pretty
rooms there.”

Then he took me �n h�s arms and called me a blessed l�ttle goose,
and sa�d he would go down cellar �f I w�shed, and have �t
wh�tewashed �nto the barga�n.

But he �s r�ght enough about the beds and w�ndows and th�ngs.
It �s as a�ry and comfortable a room as any one need w�sh, and,

of course, I would not be so s�lly as to make h�m uncomfortable just
for a wh�m.

I’m really gett�ng qu�te fond of the b�g room, all but that horr�d
paper.

Out of one w�ndow I can see the garden, those myster�ous deep-
shaded arbors, the r�otous old-fash�oned flowers, and bushes and
gnarly trees.

Out of another I get a lovely v�ew of the bay and a l�ttle pr�vate
wharf belong�ng to the estate. There �s a beaut�ful shaded lane that
runs down there from the house. I always fancy I see people walk�ng
�n these numerous paths and arbors, but John has caut�oned me not
to g�ve way to fancy �n the least. He says that w�th my �mag�nat�ve
power and hab�t of story-mak�ng a nervous weakness l�ke m�ne �s
sure to lead to all manner of exc�ted fanc�es, and that I ought to use
my w�ll and good sense to check the tendency. So I try.

I th�nk somet�mes that �f I were only well enough to wr�te a l�ttle �t
would rel�eve the press of �deas and rest me.

But I f�nd I get pretty t�red when I try.



It �s so d�scourag�ng not to have any adv�ce and compan�onsh�p
about my work. When I get really well John says we w�ll ask Cous�n
Henry and Jul�a down for a long v�s�t; but he says he would as soon
put f�re-works �n my p�llow-case as to let me have those st�mulat�ng
people about now.

I w�sh I could get well faster.
But I must not th�nk about that. Th�s paper looks to me as �f �t

knew what a v�c�ous �nfluence �t had!
There �s a recurrent spot where the pattern lolls l�ke a broken

neck and two bulbous eyes stare at you ups�de-down.
I get pos�t�vely angry w�th the �mpert�nence of �t and the

everlast�ngness. Up and down and s�deways they crawl, and those
absurd, unbl�nk�ng eyes are everywhere. There �s one place where
two breadths d�dn’t match, and the eyes go all up and down the l�ne,
one a l�ttle h�gher than the other.

I never saw so much express�on �n an �nan�mate th�ng before,
and we all know how much express�on they have! I used to l�e awake
as a ch�ld and get more enterta�nment and terror out of blank walls
and pla�n furn�ture than most ch�ldren could f�nd �n a toy-store.

I remember what a k�ndly w�nk the knobs of our b�g old bureau
used to have, and there was one cha�r that always seemed l�ke a
strong fr�end.

I used to feel that �f any of the other th�ngs looked too f�erce I
could always hop �nto that cha�r and be safe.

The furn�ture �n th�s room �s no worse than �nharmon�ous,
however, for we had to br�ng �t all from downsta�rs. I suppose when
th�s was used as a playroom they had to take the nursery th�ngs out,
and no wonder! I never saw such ravages as the ch�ldren have made
here.

The wallpaper, as I sa�d before, �s torn off �n spots, and �t st�cketh
closer than a brother—they must have had perseverance as well as
hatred.

Then the floor �s scratched and gouged and spl�ntered, the
plaster �tself �s dug out here and there, and th�s great heavy bed,



wh�ch �s all we found �n the room, looks as �f �t had been through the
wars.

But I don’t m�nd �t a b�t—only the paper.
There comes John’s s�ster. Such a dear g�rl as she �s, and so

careful of me! I must not let her f�nd me wr�t�ng.
She �s a perfect, and enthus�ast�c housekeeper, and hopes for no

better profess�on. I ver�ly bel�eve she th�nks �t �s the wr�t�ng wh�ch
made me s�ck!

But I can wr�te when she �s out, and see her a long way off from
these w�ndows.

There �s one that commands the road, a lovely, shaded, w�nd�ng
road, and one that just looks off over the country. A lovely country,
too, full of great elms and velvet meadows.

Th�s wallpaper has a k�nd of sub-pattern �n a d�fferent shade, a
part�cularly �rr�tat�ng one, for you can only see �t �n certa�n l�ghts, and
not clearly then.

But �n the places where �t �sn’t faded, and where the sun �s just
so, I can see a strange, provok�ng, formless sort of f�gure, that
seems to sulk about beh�nd that s�lly and consp�cuous front des�gn.

There’s s�ster on the sta�rs!

Well, the Fourth of July �s over! The people are gone and I am
t�red out. John thought �t m�ght do me good to see a l�ttle company,
so we just had mother and Nell�e and the ch�ldren down for a week.

Of course I d�dn’t do a th�ng. Jenn�e sees to everyth�ng now.
But �t t�red me all the same.
John says �f I don’t p�ck up faster he shall send me to We�r

M�tchell �n the fall.
But I don’t want to go there at all. I had a fr�end who was �n h�s

hands once, and she says he �s just l�ke John and my brother, only
more so!



Bes�des, �t �s such an undertak�ng to go so far.
I don’t feel as �f �t was worth wh�le to turn my hand over for

anyth�ng, and I’m gett�ng dreadfully fretful and querulous.
I cry at noth�ng, and cry most of the t�me.
Of course I don’t when John �s here, or anybody else, but when I

am alone.
And I am alone a good deal just now. John �s kept �n town very

often by ser�ous cases, and Jenn�e �s good and lets me alone when I
want her to.

So I walk a l�ttle �n the garden or down that lovely lane, s�t on the
porch under the roses, and l�e down up here a good deal.

I’m gett�ng really fond of the room �n sp�te of the wallpaper.
Perhaps because of the wallpaper.

It dwells �n my m�nd so!
I l�e here on th�s great �mmovable bed—�t �s na�led down, I

bel�eve—and follow that pattern about by the hour. It �s as good as
gymnast�cs, I assure you. I start, we’ll say, at the bottom, down �n the
corner over there where �t has not been touched, and I determ�ne for
the thousandth t�me that I w�ll follow that po�ntless pattern to some
sort of a conclus�on.

I know a l�ttle of the pr�nc�ple of des�gn, and I know th�s th�ng was
not arranged on any laws of rad�at�on, or alternat�on, or repet�t�on, or
symmetry, or anyth�ng else that I ever heard of.

It �s repeated, of course, by the breadths, but not otherw�se.
Looked at �n one way each breadth stands alone, the bloated

curves and flour�shes—a k�nd of “debased Romanesque” w�th
del�r�um tremens—go waddl�ng up and down �n �solated columns of
fatu�ty.

But, on the other hand, they connect d�agonally, and the
sprawl�ng outl�nes run off �n great slant�ng waves of opt�c horror, l�ke
a lot of wallow�ng seaweeds �n full chase.

The whole th�ng goes hor�zontally, too, at least �t seems so, and I
exhaust myself �n try�ng to d�st�ngu�sh the order of �ts go�ng �n that
d�rect�on.



They have used a hor�zontal breadth for a fr�eze, and that adds
wonderfully to the confus�on.

There �s one end of the room where �t �s almost �ntact, and there,
when the cross-l�ghts fade and the low sun sh�nes d�rectly upon �t, I
can almost fancy rad�at�on after all,—the �nterm�nable grotesques
seem to form around a common centre and rush off �n headlong
plunges of equal d�stract�on.

It makes me t�red to follow �t. I w�ll take a nap, I guess.

I don’t know why I should wr�te th�s.
I don’t want to.
I don’t feel able.
And I know John would th�nk �t absurd. But I must say what I feel

and th�nk �n some way—�t �s such a rel�ef!
But the effort �s gett�ng to be greater than the rel�ef.
Half the t�me now I am awfully lazy, and l�e down ever so much.
John says I musn’t lose my strength, and has me take cod-l�ver

o�l and lots of ton�cs and th�ngs, to say noth�ng of ale and w�ne and
rare meat.

Dear John! He loves me very dearly, and hates to have me s�ck. I
tr�ed to have a real earnest reasonable talk w�th h�m the other day,
and tell h�m how I w�sh he would let me go and make a v�s�t to
Cous�n Henry and Jul�a.

But he sa�d I wasn’t able to go, nor able to stand �t after I got
there; and I d�d not make out a very good case for myself, for I was
cry�ng before I had f�n�shed.

It �s gett�ng to be a great effort for me to th�nk stra�ght. Just th�s
nervous weakness, I suppose.

And dear John gathered me up �n h�s arms, and just carr�ed me
upsta�rs and la�d me on the bed, and sat by me and read to me t�ll �t
t�red my head.



He sa�d I was h�s darl�ng and h�s comfort and all he had, and that
I must take care of myself for h�s sake, and keep well.

He says no one but myself can help me out of �t, that I must use
my w�ll and self-control and not let any s�lly fanc�es run away w�th
me.

There’s one comfort, the baby �s well and happy, and does not
have to occupy th�s nursery w�th the horr�d wallpaper.

If we had not used �t that blessed ch�ld would have! What a
fortunate escape! Why, I wouldn’t have a ch�ld of m�ne, an
�mpress�onable l�ttle th�ng, l�ve �n such a room for worlds.

I never thought of �t before, but �t �s lucky that John kept me here
after all. I can stand �t so much eas�er than a baby, you see.

Of course I never ment�on �t to them any more,—I am too w�se,—
but I keep watch of �t all the same.

There are th�ngs �n that paper that nobody knows but me, or ever
w�ll.

Beh�nd that outs�de pattern the d�m shapes get clearer every day.
It �s always the same shape, only very numerous.
And �t �s l�ke a woman stoop�ng down and creep�ng about beh�nd

that pattern. I don’t l�ke �t a b�t. I wonder—I beg�n to th�nk—I w�sh
John would take me away from here!

It �s so hard to talk w�th John about my case, because he �s so
w�se, and because he loves me so.

But I tr�ed �t last n�ght.
It was moonl�ght. The moon sh�nes �n all around, just as the sun

does.
I hate to see �t somet�mes, �t creeps so slowly, and always comes

�n by one w�ndow or another.
John was asleep and I hated to waken h�m, so I kept st�ll and

watched the moonl�ght on that undulat�ng wallpaper t�ll I felt creepy.



The fa�nt f�gure beh�nd seemed to shake the pattern, just as �f she
wanted to get out.

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

“What �s �t, l�ttle g�rl?” he sa�d. “Don’t go walk�ng about l�ke that—
you’ll get cold.”

I thought �t was a good t�me to talk, so I told h�m that I really was
not ga�n�ng here, and that I w�shed he would take me away.

“Why darl�ng!” sa�d he, “our lease w�ll be up �n three weeks, and I
can’t see how to leave before.

“The repa�rs are not done at home, and I cannot poss�bly leave
town just now. Of course �f you were �n any danger I could and
would, but you really are better, dear, whether you can see �t or not. I
am a doctor, dear, and I know. You are ga�n�ng flesh and color, your
appet�te �s better. I feel really much eas�er about you.”

“I don’t we�gh a b�t more,” sa�d I, “nor as much; and my appet�te
may be better �n the even�ng, when you are here, but �t �s worse �n
the morn�ng when you are away.”

“Bless her l�ttle heart!” sa�d he w�th a b�g hug; “she shall be as
s�ck as she pleases! But now let’s �mprove the sh�n�ng hours by
go�ng to sleep, and talk about �t �n the morn�ng!”

“And you won’t go away?” I asked gloom�ly.
“Why, how can I, dear? It �s only three weeks more and then we

w�ll take a n�ce l�ttle tr�p of a few days wh�le Jenn�e �s gett�ng the
house ready. Really, dear, you are better!”

“Better �n body perhaps”—I began, and stopped short, for he sat
up stra�ght and looked at me w�th such a stern, reproachful look that
I could not say another word.

“My darl�ng,” sa�d he, “I beg of you, for my sake and for our
ch�ld’s sake, as well as for your own, that you w�ll never for one
�nstant let that �dea enter your m�nd! There �s noth�ng so dangerous,
so fasc�nat�ng, to a temperament l�ke yours. It �s a false and fool�sh
fancy. Can you not trust me as a phys�c�an when I tell you so?”



So of course I sa�d no more on that score, and we went to sleep
before long. He thought I was asleep f�rst, but I wasn’t,—I lay there
for hours try�ng to dec�de whether that front pattern and the back
pattern really d�d move together or separately.

On a pattern l�ke th�s, by dayl�ght, there �s a lack of sequence, a
def�ance of law, that �s a constant �rr�tant to a normal m�nd.

The color �s h�deous enough, and unrel�able enough, and
�nfur�at�ng enough, but the pattern �s tortur�ng.

You th�nk you have mastered �t, but just as you get well under
way �n follow�ng, �t turns a back somersault and there you are. It
slaps you �n the face, knocks you down, and tramples upon you. It �s
l�ke a bad dream.

The outs�de pattern �s a flor�d arabesque, rem�nd�ng one of a
fungus. If you can �mag�ne a toadstool �n jo�nts, an �nterm�nable
str�ng of toadstools, budd�ng and sprout�ng �n endless convolut�ons,
—why, that �s someth�ng l�ke �t.

That �s, somet�mes!
There �s one marked pecul�ar�ty about th�s paper, a th�ng nobody

seems to not�ce but myself, and that �s that �t changes as the l�ght
changes.

When the sun shoots �n through the east w�ndow—I always
watch for that f�rst long, stra�ght ray—�t changes so qu�ckly that I
never can qu�te bel�eve �t.

That �s why I watch �t always.
By moonl�ght—the moon sh�nes �n all n�ght when there �s a moon

—I wouldn’t know �t was the same paper.
At n�ght �n any k�nd of l�ght, �n tw�l�ght, candlel�ght, lampl�ght, and

worst of all by moonl�ght, �t becomes bars! The outs�de pattern I
mean, and the woman beh�nd �t �s as pla�n as can be.

I d�dn’t real�ze for a long t�me what the th�ng was that showed
beh�nd,—that d�m sub-pattern,—but now I am qu�te sure �t �s a
woman.

By dayl�ght she �s subdued, qu�et. I fancy �t �s the pattern that
keeps her so st�ll. It �s so puzzl�ng. It keeps me qu�et by the hour.



I l�e down ever so much now. John says �t �s good for me, and to
sleep all I can.

Indeed, he started the hab�t by mak�ng me l�e down for an hour
after each meal.

It �s a very bad hab�t, I am conv�nced, for, you see, I don’t sleep.
And that cult�vates dece�t, for I don’t tell them I’m awake,—oh, no!
The fact �s, I am gett�ng a l�ttle afra�d of John.
He seems very queer somet�mes, and even Jenn�e has an

�nexpl�cable look.
It str�kes me occas�onally, just as a sc�ent�f�c hypothes�s, that

perhaps �t �s the paper!
I have watched John when he d�d not know I was look�ng, and

come �nto the room suddenly on the most �nnocent excuses, and I’ve
caught h�m several t�mes look�ng at the paper! And Jenn�e too. I
caught Jenn�e w�th her hand on �t once.

She d�dn’t know I was �n the room, and when I asked her �n a
qu�et, a very qu�et vo�ce, w�th the most restra�ned manner poss�ble,
what she was do�ng w�th the paper she turned around as �f she had
been caught steal�ng, and looked qu�te angry—asked me why I
should fr�ghten her so!

Then she sa�d that the paper sta�ned everyth�ng �t touched, that
she had found yellow smooches on all my clothes and John’s, and
she w�shed we would be more careful!

D�d not that sound �nnocent? But I know she was study�ng that
pattern, and I am determ�ned that nobody shall f�nd �t out but myself!

L�fe �s very much more exc�t�ng now than �t used to be. You see I
have someth�ng more to expect, to look forward to, to watch. I really
do eat better, and am more qu�et than I was.

John �s so pleased to see me �mprove! He laughed a l�ttle the
other day, and sa�d I seemed to be flour�sh�ng �n sp�te of my



wallpaper.
I turned �t off w�th a laugh. I had no �ntent�on of tell�ng h�m �t was

because of the wallpaper—he would make fun of me. He m�ght even
want to take me away.

I don’t want to leave now unt�l I have found �t out. There �s a week
more, and I th�nk that w�ll be enough.

I’m feel�ng ever so much better! I don’t sleep much at n�ght, for �t
�s so �nterest�ng to watch developments; but I sleep a good deal �n
the dayt�me.

In the dayt�me �t �s t�resome and perplex�ng.
There are always new shoots on the fungus, and new shades of

yellow all over �t. I cannot keep count of them, though I have tr�ed
consc�ent�ously.

It �s the strangest yellow, that wallpaper! It makes me th�nk of all
the yellow th�ngs I ever saw—not beaut�ful ones l�ke buttercups, but
old foul, bad yellow th�ngs.

But there �s someth�ng else about that paper—the smell! I not�ced
�t the moment we came �nto the room, but w�th so much a�r and sun �t
was not bad. Now we have had a week of fog and ra�n, and whether
the w�ndows are open or not, the smell �s here.

It creeps all over the house.
I f�nd �t hover�ng �n the d�n�ng-room, skulk�ng �n the parlor, h�d�ng

�n the hall, ly�ng �n wa�t for me on the sta�rs.
It gets �nto my ha�r.
Even when I go to r�de, �f I turn my head suddenly and surpr�se �t

—there �s that smell!
Such a pecul�ar odor, too! I have spent hours �n try�ng to analyze

�t, to f�nd what �t smelled l�ke.
It �s not bad—at f�rst, and very gentle, but qu�te the subtlest, most

endur�ng odor I ever met.



In th�s damp weather �t �s awful. I wake up �n the n�ght and f�nd �t
hang�ng over me.

It used to d�sturb me at f�rst. I thought ser�ously of burn�ng the
house—to reach the smell.

But now I am used to �t. The only th�ng I can th�nk of that �t �s l�ke
�s the color of the paper! A yellow smell.

There �s a very funny mark on th�s wall, low down, near the
mopboard. A streak that runs round the room. It goes beh�nd every
p�ece of furn�ture, except the bed, a long, stra�ght, even smooch, as
�f �t had been rubbed over and over.

I wonder how �t was done and who d�d �t, and what they d�d �t for.
Round and round and round—round and round and round—�t makes
me d�zzy!

I really have d�scovered someth�ng at last.
Through watch�ng so much at n�ght, when �t changes so, I have

f�nally found out.
The front pattern does move—and no wonder! The woman

beh�nd shakes �t!
Somet�mes I th�nk there are a great many women beh�nd, and

somet�mes only one, and she crawls around fast, and her crawl�ng
shakes �t all over.

Then �n the very br�ght spots she keeps st�ll, and �n the very
shady spots she just takes hold of the bars and shakes them hard.

And she �s all the t�me try�ng to cl�mb through. But nobody could
cl�mb through that pattern—�t strangles so; I th�nk that �s why �t has
so many heads.

They get through, and then the pattern strangles them off and
turns them ups�de-down, and makes the�r eyes wh�te!

If those heads were covered or taken off �t would not be half so
bad.



I th�nk that woman gets out �n the dayt�me!
And I’ll tell you why—pr�vately—I’ve seen her!
I can see her out of every one of my w�ndows!
It �s the same woman, I know, for she �s always creep�ng, and

most women do not creep by dayl�ght.
I see her on that long shaded lane, creep�ng up and down. I see

her �n those dark grape arbors, creep�ng all around the garden.
I see her on that long road under the trees, creep�ng along, and

when a carr�age comes she h�des under the blackberry v�nes.
I don’t blame her a b�t. It must be very hum�l�at�ng to be caught

creep�ng by dayl�ght!
I always lock the door when I creep by dayl�ght. I can’t do �t at

n�ght, for I know John would suspect someth�ng at once.
And John �s so queer now, that I don’t want to �rr�tate h�m. I w�sh

he would take another room! Bes�des, I don’t want anybody to get
that woman out at n�ght but myself.

I often wonder �f I could see her out of all the w�ndows at once.
But, turn as fast as I can, I can only see out of one at one t�me.
And though I always see her she may be able to creep faster

than I can turn!
I have watched her somet�mes away off �n the open country,

creep�ng as fast as a cloud shadow �n a h�gh w�nd.

If only that top pattern could be gotten off from the under one! I
mean to try �t, l�ttle by l�ttle.

I have found out another funny th�ng, but I shan’t tell �t th�s t�me! It
does not do to trust people too much.



There are only two more days to get th�s paper off, and I bel�eve
John �s beg�nn�ng to not�ce. I don’t l�ke the look �n h�s eyes.

And I heard h�m ask Jenn�e a lot of profess�onal quest�ons about
me. She had a very good report to g�ve.

She sa�d I slept a good deal �n the dayt�me.
John knows I don’t sleep very well at n�ght, for all I’m so qu�et!
He asked me all sorts of quest�ons, too, and pretended to be very

lov�ng and k�nd.
As �f I couldn’t see through h�m!
St�ll, I don’t wonder he acts so, sleep�ng under th�s paper for

three months.
It only �nterests me, but I feel sure John and Jenn�e are secretly

affected by �t.

Hurrah! Th�s �s the last day, but �t �s enough. John �s to stay �n
town over n�ght, and won’t be out unt�l th�s even�ng.

Jenn�e wanted to sleep w�th me—the sly th�ng! but I told her I
should undoubtedly rest better for a n�ght all alone.

That was clever, for really I wasn’t alone a b�t! As soon as �t was
moonl�ght, and that poor th�ng began to crawl and shake the pattern,
I got up and ran to help her.

I pulled and she shook, I shook and she pulled, and before
morn�ng we had peeled off yards of that paper.

A str�p about as h�gh as my head and half around the room.
And then when the sun came and that awful pattern began to

laugh at me I declared I would f�n�sh �t to-day!
We go away to-morrow, and they are mov�ng all my furn�ture

down aga�n to leave th�ngs as they were before.
Jenn�e looked at the wall �n amazement, but I told her merr�ly that

I d�d �t out of pure sp�te at the v�c�ous th�ng.



She laughed and sa�d she wouldn’t m�nd do�ng �t herself, but I
must not get t�red.

How she betrayed herself that t�me!
But I am here, and no person touches th�s paper but me—not

al�ve!
She tr�ed to get me out of the room—�t was too patent! But I sa�d

�t was so qu�et and empty and clean now that I bel�eved I would l�e
down aga�n and sleep all I could; and not to wake me even for d�nner
—I would call when I woke.

So now she �s gone, and the servants are gone, and the th�ngs
are gone, and there �s noth�ng left but that great bedstead na�led
down, w�th the canvas mattress we found on �t.

We shall sleep downsta�rs to-n�ght, and take the boat home to-
morrow.

I qu�te enjoy the room, now �t �s bare aga�n.
How those ch�ldren d�d tear about here!
Th�s bedstead �s fa�rly gnawed!
But I must get to work.
I have locked the door and thrown the key down �nto the front

path.
I don’t want to go out, and I don’t want to have anybody come �n,

t�ll John comes.
I want to aston�sh h�m.
I’ve got a rope up here that even Jenn�e d�d not f�nd. If that

woman does get out, and tr�es to get away, I can t�e her!
But I forgot I could not reach far w�thout anyth�ng to stand on!
Th�s bed w�ll not move!
I tr�ed to l�ft and push �t unt�l I was lame, and then I got so angry I

b�t off a l�ttle p�ece at one corner—but �t hurt my teeth.
Then I peeled off all the paper I could reach stand�ng on the floor.

It st�cks horr�bly and the pattern just enjoys �t! All those strangled
heads and bulbous eyes and waddl�ng fungus growths just shr�ek
w�th der�s�on!



I am gett�ng angry enough to do someth�ng desperate. To jump
out of the w�ndow would be adm�rable exerc�se, but the bars are too
strong even to try.

Bes�des I wouldn’t do �t. Of course not. I know well enough that a
step l�ke that �s �mproper and m�ght be m�sconstrued.

I don’t l�ke to look out of the w�ndows even—there are so many of
those creep�ng women, and they creep so fast.

I wonder �f they all come out of that wallpaper as I d�d?
But I am securely fastened now by my well-h�dden rope—you

don’t get me out �n the road there!
I suppose I shall have to get back beh�nd the pattern when �t

comes n�ght, and that �s hard!
It �s so pleasant to be out �n th�s great room and creep around as

I please!
I don’t want to go outs�de. I won’t, even �f Jenn�e asks me to.
For outs�de you have to creep on the ground, and everyth�ng �s

green �nstead of yellow.
But here I can creep smoothly on the floor, and my shoulder just

f�ts �n that long smooch around the wall, so I cannot lose my way.
Why, there’s John at the door!
It �s no use, young man, you can’t open �t!
How he does call and pound!
Now he’s cry�ng for an axe.
It would be a shame to break down that beaut�ful door!
“John dear!” sa�d I �n the gentlest vo�ce, “the key �s down by the

front steps, under a planta�n leaf!”
That s�lenced h�m for a few moments.
Then he sa�d—very qu�etly �ndeed, “Open the door, my darl�ng!”
“I can’t,” sa�d I. “The key �s down by the front door under a

planta�n leaf!”
And then I sa�d �t aga�n, several t�mes, very gently and slowly,

and sa�d �t so often that he had to go and see, and he got �t, of
course, and came �n. He stopped short by the door.



“What �s the matter?” he cr�ed. “For God’s sake, what are you
do�ng!”

I kept on creep�ng just the same, but I looked at h�m over my
shoulder.

“I’ve got out at last,” sa�d I, “�n sp�te of you and Jenn�e! And I’ve
pulled off most of the paper, so you can’t put me back!”

Now why should that man have fa�nted? But he d�d, and r�ght
across my path by the wall, so that I had to creep over h�m every
t�me!
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