
$16.99 U.S.

Discover three 
influential works by Charlotte 

Perkins Gilman (1860–1935) in their 
unabridged form. This collection includes the 

haunting short story The Yellow Wallpaper, the 
feminist utopian novel Herland, and the nonfiction 

triumph Women and Economics, which established 
Gilman as a sociologist, ethicist, philosopher, and social 

critic—and is considered by many to be  
her greatest work.



First Edition

23  22  21  20  19      5  4  3  2  1

Cover © 2019 Gibbs Smith

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced by any means whatsoever without 

written permission from the publisher, except brief portions quoted for purpose of review.

Published by

Gibbs Smith

P.O. Box 667

Layton, Utah 84041

1.800.835.4993 orders

www.gibbs-smith.com

Cover design by Kimberly Glyder

Printed and bound in the United States

Gibbs Smith books are printed on either recycled, 100% post-consumer waste, FSC-certified 

papers or on paper produced from sustainable PEFC-certified forest/controlled wood source. 

Learn more at www.pefc.org.

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data

Names: Gilman, Charlotte Perkins, 1860-1935, author. | Container of (work)

   Gilman, Charlotte Perkins, 1860-1935. Yellow wallpaper. | Container of

   (work) Gilman, Charlotte Perkins, 1860-1935. Herland. | Container of

   (work) Gilman, Charlotte Perkins, 1860-1935. Women and economics.

Title: The yellow wallpaper and other writings / Charlotte Perkins Gilman.

Description: First edition. | Layton, Utah : Gibbs Smith, [2019]

Identifiers: LCCN 2019000230 | ISBN 9781423652137 (jacketless hardcover)

Subjects: LCSH: Feminist fiction. | LCGFT: Novels. | Short stories.

Classification: LCC PS1744.G57 A6 2019 | DDC 813/.4--dc23

LC record available at https://lccn.loc.gov/2019000230

ISBN: 978-1-4236-5213-7

Contents
THE YELLOW WALLPAPER  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  1

HERLAND .  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   21

A Not Unnatural Enterprise  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .                            23
Rash Advances .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .                                    36
A Peculiar Imprisonment .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .                              48
Our Venture .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   . 62
A Unique History  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .                                  75
Comparisons Are Odious  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   . 89
Our Growing Modesty .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .                              101
The Girls of Herland .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   114
Our Relations and Theirs .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .                             127
Their Religions and Our Marriages .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .                        141
Our Difficulties .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   154
Expelled .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .                                      168

WOMEN AND ECONOMICS .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   183

PROEM .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .                                       185
Preface  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   187
I.	  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .                                          189
II.	  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .                                          202
III. .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .                                          212
IV.	 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .                                          222
V.	  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .                                          232
VI. .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .                                          245
VII.  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  259
VIII. .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .                                         272
IX. .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .                                          285
X.	  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .                                          303
XI. .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .                                           317
XII.  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   . 331
XIII. .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .                                         344
XIV  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  358
XV. .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .                                           371



1

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

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

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

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

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

He said we came here solely on my account, that I was to have perfect rest 
and all the air 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 playground 
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, uncer-
tain 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 smoldering, unclean yellow, 

same thing.
So I take phosphates or phosphites—whichever it is, and tonics, and jour-

neys, 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 

co-heirs; anyhow, the place has been empty for years.
That spoils my ghostliness, I am afraid; but I don’t care—there is some-

thing 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 draft, and shut the window.
I get unreasonably angry with John sometimes. I’m sure I never used to be 

so sensitive. I think it is due to this nervous condition.
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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 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 as airy and comfortable a 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 deep-shaded 

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 fire-works 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!

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 rea-

son 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 wallpaper!
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 wallpaper was changed it would be the heavy 



Also Available 

Continue your journey in the Women’s Voices series,  
from Gibbs Smith:

The Feminist Papers
By Mary Wollstonecraft
Hardcover, $16.99
ISBN: 978-1-4236-5097-3

Jane Eyre
By Charlotte Brontë
Hardcover, $16.99
ISBN: 978-1-4236-5099-7

Hope Is the Thing with Feathers
By Emily Dickinson 
Hardcover, $16.99
ISBN: 978-1-4236-5098-0

Little Women
By Louisa May Alcott 
Hardcover, $16.99
ISBN: 978-1-4236-5211-3




