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						In	its	beginnings	American	literature	differs	from	the	literatures	of	most	other	great	nations;	it	was	a	transplanted	thing.	It	sprang	in	a	way	like	Minerva,	full-armed	from	the	head	of	Jove—Jove	in	this	case	being	England,	and	the	armor	being	the	heritage	which	the	average	American	colonist	had	secured	in	England	before	he	crossed	the	Atlantic.
In	contrast,	Greek,	Roman,	French,	German,	English,	and	the	other	less	familiar	literatures	can	all	be	more	or	less	successfully	traced	back	to	primitive	conditions.	Their	early	life	was	interwoven	with	the	growth	of	the	language	and	the	progress	of	a	rude	civilization,	and	their	earliest	products	which	have	come	down	to	us	were	not	results	of
authorship	as	we	know	it	to-day.	They	were	either	folk	poetry,	composed	perhaps	and	certainly	enjoyed	by	the	people	in	groups	and	accompanied	by	group	singing	and	dancing—like	the	psalms	and	the	simpler	ballads—or	they	were	the	record	of	folk	tradition,	slowly	and	variously	developed	through	generations	and	finally	collected	into	a	continuous
story	like	the	Iliad,	the	Æneid,	the	“Song	of	Roland,”	the	“Nibelungenlied,”	and	“Beowulf.”	They	were	composed	by	word	of	mouth	and	not	reduced	to	writing	for	years	or	generations,	and	they	were	not	put	into	print	until	centuries	after	they	were	current	in	speech	or	transcribed	by	monks	and	scholars.17th	Century	American	Literature						The	one
great	story-poem	of	this	sort	in	American	literature	is	the	“Song	of	Hiawatha,”	but	this	is	the	story	of	a	conquered	and	vanishing	race;	it	has	nothing	basic	to	do	with	the	Americans	of	to-day;	it	is	far	less	related	to	them	than	the	earlier	epics	of	the	older	European	nations	to	whom	we	trace	our	ancestry.	Except	for	a	few	place-names	even	the	language
of	America	owes	nothing	to	that	of	the	Indians,	for	the	English	tongue	is	a	compound	of	Greek	and	Latin	and	French	and	German.	Our	literary	beginnings,	then,	go	back	to	two	groups	of	educated	English	colonists,	or	immigrants,	and	our	knowledge	of	them	to	conditions	in	the	divided	England	from	which	they	first	came	to	Jamestown,	Virginia,	in
1607	and	to	Plymouth,	Massachusetts,	in	1620.						The	English	of	the	early	seventeenth	century	were	an	eager,	restless,	driving	people.	The	splendid	reign	of	Queen	Elizabeth	was	just	past.	The	country	was	secure	from	foreign	enemies	and	confident	in	its	strength.	Great	naval	leaders	had	brought	new	honors	to	her	name;	great	explorers	had	planted
her	flag	on	mysterious	and	new-discovered	coasts;	a	group	of	dramatists	had	made	the	theater	as	popular	as	the	moving-picture	house	of	to-day;	a	great	architect	was	adorning	London	with	his	churches;	poets	and	novelists,	preachers	and	statesmen,	scientists	and	scholars,	were	all	working	vividly	and	keenly.	There	was	an	active	enthusiasm	for	the
day’s	doings,	a	kind	of	living	assent	to	Hamlet’s	commentary,	on	“this	goodly	frame,	the	earth,	…	this	most	excellent	canopy,	the	air,	…	this	brave	o’erhanging	firmament,	this	majestical	roof	fretted	with	golden	fire”;	and	to	the	exclamation	that	follows:	“What	a	piece	of	work	is	a	man!	how	noble	in	reason!	how	infinite	in	faculty!	in	form	and	moving,
how	express	and	admirable!	in	action,	how	like	an	angel!	in	apprehension,	how	like	a	god!	the	beauty	of	the	world!	the	paragon	of	animals!”	And	under	a	strong	and	tactful	monarch	the	nation	had	been	kept	at	peace	with	itself.						Yet	in	this	fallow	soil	the	seeds	of	controversy	had	been	steadily	taking	root;	and	when	Elizabeth	was	followed	on	the
throne	by	the	vain	and	unregal	James	I,	the	crop	turned	out	to	be	a	harvest	of	dragons’	teeth.	Puritan	democrats	and	cavalier	Royalists	fought	with	each	other	over	the	body	of	England	till	it	was	prostrate	and	helpless.	What	followed	was	the	rise	of	Puritan	power,	culminating	with	the	execution	of	Charles	II	and	the	establishment	of	the
Commonwealth	under	the	Cromwells	from	1649	to	1660,	and	the	peaceful	restoration	of	monarchy	at	the	latter	date.	It	was	during	the	mid-stages	of	these	developments	that	the	first	settlements	were	made	in	English	America.	Both	factions	included	large	numbers	of	vigorous	individuals	of	the	pioneer	type.	The	Puritans	were	technically	called
“dissenters”	and	“nonconformists”	because	of	their	attitude	toward	the	established	Church	of	England;	but	the	Royalists	who	came	over	to	America	were	simply	nonconformists	of	another	type	who	preferred	doing	things	out	on	the	frontier	to	living	conventional	lives	at	home.						The	Royalists,	who	settled	in	the	South,	came	away,	like	other	travelers
and	explorers	of	their	day,	to	settle	new	English	territory	as	a	landed	aristocracy.	They	were	a	mixed	lot,	but	on	the	whole	they	were	not	an	irreligious	lot.	They	believed	in	the	established	church	as	they	did	in	the	established	government,	and	they	persecuted	with	a	good	will	those	who	tried	to	follow	other	forms	of	worship	than	their	own.	They	were,
however,	chiefly	fortune	hunters,	just	as	were	the	men	who	surged	out	to	California	in	1849	or	those	who	went	to	Alaska	fifty	years	later;	they	hoped	to	make	their	money	in	the	west	and	to	spend	it	back	in	the	east,	and	they	had	little	thought	of	literature,	either	as	a	thing	to	enjoy	or	as	a	thing	to	create.	When	they	wrote	they	did	so	to	give
information	about	the	country,	the	Indians,	and	the	new	conditions	of	living,	or	to	keep	in	touch	with	relatives,	legal	authorities,	or	sources	of	money	supply;	and	always	they	had	in	mind	the	thought	of	attracting	new	settlers,	for	they	needed	labor	more	than	anything	else.	They	made	no	attempt	at	general	education,	adopting	the	now-abandoned
aristocratic	theory	that	too	much	knowledge	would	be	a	dangerous	source	of	discontent	among	the	working	people.	Some	few	individuals	wrote	accounts	and	descriptions	that	are	interesting	to	the	modern	reader,	but	these	were	not	representative	of	the	people	as	a	whole.	They	were	Englishmen	away	from	home,	living	temporarily	in	Virgin-ia	(the
province	of	the	virgin	queen,	Elizabeth),	in	James-town,	in	the	Carolinas	(from	the	Latin	for	Charles),	in	Mary-land,	and,	even	as	late	as	1722,	in	George-ia.						The	nonconformists	whom	adverse	winds	drove	to	the	North	in	1620	were	a	very	different	folk.	They	were	predominantly	Puritan	in	prejudice	and	in	upbringing.	Many	of	their	leaders	were
graduates	of	Cambridge	University	who	had	gone	into	the	Church	of	England,	only	to	be	driven	out	of	it	because	of	their	unorthodox	preaching—born	leaders	who	were	brave	enough	to	risk	comfort	and	safety	for	conscience’	sake.	They	came	over	to	America	in	order,	as	Mrs.	Hemans	put	it,	to	have	“freedom	to	worship	God,”	but	not	to	give	this
freedom	to	others.	They	had	endured	so	much	for	their	religious	faith	that	they	wanted	a	place	where	this,	and	this	only,	should	be	tolerated.	So	they	became,	not	illogically,	the	fiercest	kind	of	persecutors,	practicing	with	a	vengeance	the	lessons	in	oppression	that	they	had	learned	in	England	at	the	cost	of	blood	and	suffering.	They	settled	in	compact
towns	where	they	could	believe	and	worship	together;	they	put	up	“meetinghouses”	where	they	could	listen	to	the	preacher	on	the	Lord’s	Day	and	where	they	could	transact	public	business,	with	the	same	man	as	“moderator,”	on	week	days.	He	was	the	controlling	power—“pastor,”	or	shepherd,	and	“dominie,”	or	master,	of	the	community.	And	when
the	meetinghouses	were	finished,	the	settlers	erected	as	their	next	public	buildings	the	schoolhouses,	where	the	children	might	learn	to	read	the	Scriptures	so	that	they	could	“foil	the	ould	deluder,	Satan.”	Education	became	compulsory	as	well	as	public.	The	Puritans’	place-names	were	Indian—Massachusetts	and	Agawam;	derived	from	England	of
Puritan	associations,	like	Boston,	Plymouth,	and	Falmouth;	or	quaintly	Scriptural,	like	Marthas	Vineyard,	Providence,	and	Salem.	These	people,	unlike	the	settlers	in	the	South,	came	over	to	live	and	die	here.	They	wrote	for	the	same	social	and	business	reasons	that	the	Virginians	did,	but	they	also	wrote	much	about	their	religion,	compiled	the	“Bay
Psalm	Book,”	published	sermons,	and	recorded	their	struggles,	which	began	very	early	and	were	doomed	to	final	failure,	to	keep	their	New	England	free	from	“divers	religions.”	At	first	their	writings	were	sent	to	England	for	publication,	but	before	long,	in	1638,	they	had	their	own	printing	press,	and	the	things	that	were	printed	on	it	were	not	so
much	the	sayings	of	individual	men	as	the	opinions	of	the	community.						The	history	of	the	migrations	to	the	North	and	to	the	South	during	the	seventeenth	century	is	one	with	the	history	of	the	civil	struggle	in	England.	Up	to	1640	colonization	was	slow	and	consistent	at	both	points.	From	1640	to	1660	it	increased	rapidly	in	the	South	and	declined	in
the	North,	for	in	those	years	the	grip	of	the	Puritans	on	the	old	country	relieved	them	from	persecution	there	and	from	the	consequent	need	to	avoid	it	and,	at	the	same	time,	made	many	Royalists	glad	of	a	chance	to	escape	to	some	more	peaceful	spot.	From	1660	on,	with	the	return	of	the	Royalists	to	power	in	England,	Puritan	migration	was	once
more	started	to	the	North,	and	the	home	country	was	again	secure	for	the	followers	of	the	king.	But	the	real	characters	of	the	two	districts	were	unchanged.	They	were	firmly	established	in	the	earliest	years,	and	they	have	persisted	during	the	intervening	centuries	clear	up	to	the	present	time.	The	America	of	to-day	is	a	compound	whose	basic	native
qualities	are	inherited	from	the	oldest	traditions	of	aristocratic	Virginia	and	the	oldest	traits	of	democratic	and	Puritan	Massachusetts.						In	dealing	with	the	early	periods	of	any	literature	the	exercise	of	artistic	judgment	is	always	very	charitable.	Rough,	uncouth,	fragmentary	pieces	are	taken	into	account	because	they	serve	as	a	bridge	to	the
remoter	past.	Harsh	critics	of	colonial	American	literature	seem	to	forget	this	practice	when	they	rule	out	of	court	everything	produced	in	this	country	before	the	days	of	Irving	and	Cooper.	A	great	deal	of	the	earlier	writing	should,	of	course,	be	considered	only	as	source	material	for	the	historian;	but	some	of	it	has	the	same	claim	to	attention	as	the
old	chronicles,	plays,	and	ballads	in	English	literary	history.	It	deserves	study	if	it	portrays	or	criticizes	or	even	unconsciously	reflects	the	life	and	thought	of	the	times,	and	it	is	significant	as	an	American	product	if	in	form	or	content	or	point	of	view	it	clearly	belongs	to	this	side	of	the	Atlantic.						The	nature	of	settlement	and	the	neglect	of	popular
education	led	to	an	early	lapse	in	authorship	in	the	Southern	colonies,	so	that	in	a	survey	as	brief	as	this	chapter	their	writers	do	not	come	into	view	until	they	find	expression	in	the	oratory	and	statesmanship	of	the	Revolutionary	period.	Their	narratives	and	descriptions	of	colonial	life,	as	long	as	they	wrote	them	at	all,	were	quite	like	most	of	the
earliest	Northern	writings	of	the	sort.	The	one	outstanding	difference	is	that	in	whatever	they	wrote,	the	religious	motive	for	settlement	and	the	belief	in	a	personal	Providence	were	less	insistently	recorded	than	by	the	Puritans.	Thus	where	John	Smith	was	content	with	the	general	phrase	“it	pleased	God,”	Anthony	Thacher,	saved	from	shipwreck	in
Boston	Harbor,	wrote	devoutly,	“the	Lord	directed	my	toes	into	a	crevice	in	the	rock”;	and	where	Smith’s	companions	hoped	for	the	benevolent	favor	of	the	Most	High,	Thacher’s	fellow-worshipers	were	perfectly	certain	that	every	step	they	took	was	ordained	by	God,	so	that	even	their	apparent	misfortunes	were	His	punishments	for	misconduct.						In
all	the	great	mass	of	Puritan	writing	in	the	first	century	of	residence	in	America	one	definite	current	appears,	and	that	is	the	quiet	but	irresistible	current	of	change	in	human	thought.	The	Puritans	had	made	the	profound	but	constantly	repeated	mistake	of	assuming	that	after	thousands	of	years	of	groping	by	mankind,	they	had	at	last	discovered	the
“ultimate	truth”;	that	for	the	rest	of	time	men	need	do	nothing	but	follow	the	precepts	which	God	had	revealed	to	them	about	life	here	and	life	hereafter.	They	were,	in	their	own	serious	way,	happy	in	their	confident	possession	of	truth	and	sternly	resolved	to	bestow	it	or,	if	necessary,	impose	it	on	all	whom	they	could	control.	Their	failure	was
recorded	with	their	earliest	attempts,	and	it	came,	not	because	of	their	particular	weakness	or	the	strength	of	their	particular	adversaries,	but	because	they	were	trying	to	obstruct	the	progress	of	human	thought,	which	is	as	inexorable	as	any	other	force	of	nature.	They	might	as	well	have	entered	into	an	argument	with	gravitation	or	the	tides.	The
most	interesting	and	the	best-written	pieces	of	seventeenth-century	New	England	literature	all	give	evidence	of	this	rearguard	action	against	the	advancing	forces	of	truth.						The	Puritanism	against	which	this	rising	tide	of	dissent	developed	was	admirably	embodied	in	William	Bradford	(1590–1657),	the	Mayflower	Pilgrim	who	was	more	than	thirty
times	governor	of	his	colony	and	the	author	of	“A	History	of	Plimouth	Plantation.”	He	was	a	brave,	sober,	devout	leader	with	an	abiding	sense	of	the	holy	cause	in	which	he	was	enlisted.	His	journal	of	the	first	year	in	America	and	his	history	are	clearly	and	sometimes	finely	written,	and	give	ample	proof	of	his	stalwart	character—“fervent	in	spirit,
serving	the	Lord,”	and	free	from	the	personal	narrowness	which	is	often	mistakenly	ascribed	to	all	Puritans.	In	his	account,	for	example,	of	the	reasons	for	the	Pilgrims’	removal	from	Leyden	the	chronicle	tells	of	the	hardships	under	which	they	had	lived	there,	the	encroachments	of	old	age,	the	disturbing	effects	of	the	life	on	the	children,	and,	lastly,
the	great	hope	they	entertained	of	advancing	the	church	of	Christ	in	some	remote	part	of	the	world.	It	recounts	many	of	the	objections	advanced	against	attempting	settlement	in	America,	and	concludes:						It	was	answered,	that	all	great	and	honorable	actions	are	accompanied	with	great	difficulties,	and	must	be	both	enterprised	and	overcome	with
answerable	courages.	It	was	granted	the	dangers	were	great,	but	not	desperate;	the	difficulties	were	many,	but	not	invincible.	For	though	there	were	many	of	them	likely,	yet	they	were	not	certain;	it	might	be	sundry	of	the	things	feared	might	never	befall;	others,	by	provident	care	and	the	use	of	good	means,	might	in	a	great	measure	be	prevented;
and	all	of	them,	through	the	help	of	God,	by	fortitude	and	patience,	might	either	be	borne	or	overcome.	True	it	was,	that	such	attempts	were	not	to	be	made	and	undertaken	without	good	ground	and	reason;	not	rashly	or	lightly,	as	many	have	done	for	curiosity	or	hope	of	gain,	etc.	But	their	condition	was	not	ordinary;	their	ends	were	good	and
honorable;	their	calling	lawful	and	urgent;	and	therefore	they	might	expect	the	blessing	of	God	in	their	proceeding.	Yea,	though	they	should	lose	their	lives	in	this	action,	yet	might	they	have	comfort	in	the	same,	and	their	endeavors	would	be	honorable.						Unhappily	this	heroic	trait	of	Puritanism	was	coupled	with	a	desperate	religious	bigotry	which
the	world	is	even	yet	slow	to	forgive.						One	of	the	earliest	local	dissenters	was	Thomas	Morton	(1575?-1646),	author	of	the	“New	English	Canaan,”	published	in	London,	1637.	It	is	a	half-pathetic	fact	that	this	should	stand	out	to-day	beyond	anything	else	written	in	the	same	decade	in	America,	for	the	best	of	it—the	third	book—is	a	savage	satire	on
the	Puritans	in	Massachusetts.	Morton,	it	is	needless	to	say,	was	not	a	Puritan	himself.	He	was	a	restless,	dishonest,	unscrupulous	gentleman-adventurer	from	London	who	gave	the	best	part	of	his	life	to	fighting	the	Puritans	on	their	own	grounds.	He	started	a	fur-trading	post	at	“Merry	Mount,”	just	southeast	of	Boston,	sold	the	Indians	liquor	and
firearms,	consorted	with	their	women,	and	in	wanton	mockery	set	up	a	Maypole	there	and	taught	the	Indians	the	English	games	and	dances	which	were	particularly	offensive	to	the	grave	residents	of	Plymouth	and	Boston.	If	he	had	not	written	his	book,	he	would	be	remembered	now	only	as	one	of	the	chief	trouble-makers	whom	the	Puritans	had	to
fight	down;	but	he	did	them	more	damage	with	his	pen	than	with	all	his	active	misbehavior.	He	undermined	their	influence	by	not	treating	them	soberly.	He	made	fun	of	their	costume,	derided	their	speech,	ridiculed	their	religious	formalities,	and	held	the	valiant	Miles	Standish	up	to	scorn	by	nicknaming	him	Captain	Shrimp.	He	went	further,	and
questioned	their	motives	and	their	honesty,	their	integrity	in	business,	and	their	sincerity	in	religion.	A	great	deal	of	what	he	wrote	about	them	was	libelously	unfair;	he	should	never	be	taken	as	an	authority	for	facts	unless	supported	by	other	writers	of	his	day.	But	underneath	all	his	clever	abuse	of	them	and	their	ways,	there	is	an	evident	basis	of
truth	which	is	confirmed	by	the	sober	study	of	history.	Although	the	Puritans	were	brave,	strong,	self-denying	servants	of	the	stern	God	whom	they	worshiped,	they	were	sometimes	sanctimonious,	sometimes	cruelly	vengeful,	and	all	too	often	so	eager	to	achieve	His	ends	on	earth	that	they	were	regardless	of	the	means	they	took.	At	the	very	beginning
of	their	life	in	America,	Thomas	Morton	held	these	characteristics	up	to	public	scorn;	and	in	so	doing	he	made	his	book	an	omen	of	the	long,	losing	battle	they	were	destined	to	fight.	Morton’s	effectiveness	as	a	writer	lies	in	the	fact	that	however	ill-behaved	he	may	have	been,	he	was	attractively—maybe	dangerously—genial	in	character.	He	was	in
truth	“a	cheerful	liar”;	but	he	lied	like	the	writer	of	fiction	who	disregards	the	exact	facts	because	he	is	telling	a	good	story	as	well	as	he	can	and	because	that	good	story	is	based	on	real	life.	The	next	New	Englander	to	give	proof	that	the	Puritans	were	not	having	an	easy	time	in	their	“new	English	Canaan”	was	Nathaniel	Ward	(1578–1652?),	author
of	“The	Simple	Cobler	of	Aggawam.”	In	character	and	convictions	he	was	as	different	from	Morton	as	a	man	could	be.	When	he	wrote	this	book,	which	was	published	in	London	in	1647,	he	was	an	irascible	old	Puritan	who	had	suffered	much	for	his	faith,	and	was	still	fighting	for	it,	although	very	near	to	his	threescore	years	and	ten.	He	had	been
graduated	at	Cambridge,	gone	into	the	Church	of	England,	been	hounded	there	for	his	liberalism,	come	to	America,	and	served	a	pastorate	at	Agawam	(now	Ipswich),	Massachusetts.	He	had	withdrawn	on	account	of	ill	health,	but	later	had	served	the	state	so	well	that	he	was	granted	six	hundred	acres	as	a	reward,	and	had	lived	on	there	until	his
return	to	England	at	the	age	of	seventy.	He	believed	fiercely	in	the	righteousness	of	the	Puritan	doctrines	and	in	the	wickedness	of	any	departure	from	them;	and	his	book	was	a	valiant	protest	against	any	relaxation	on	the	part	of	the	faithful.	It	was	written	with	reference	to	conditions	in	England,	but	it	was	composed	after	fifteen	years’	residence	in
America,	and	showed	his	unrest	at	conditions	in	the	new	country	as	well	as	in	the	old.						The	book	is	a	strange	compound.	In	thought	it	is	a	piece	of	dyed-in-the-wool	old	fogyism,	but	in	form	and	literary	style	it	is	vigorous,	jaunty,	and	amusing.	The	full	title	is	“The	Simple	Cobler	of	Aggawam	in	America;	willing	to	help	Mend	his	Native	Country,
lamentably	tattered,	both	in	the	upper-Leather	and	sole,	with	all	the	honest	stitches	he	can	take.	And	as	willing	never	to	be	paid	for	his	work	by	Old	English	wonted	pay.	It	is	his	Trade	to	patch	all	the	year	long,	gratis.	Therefore	I	Pray	Gentlemen	keep	your	Purses.”	He	feared	all	innovations,	but	most	of	all	the	doctrine	that	men	should	enjoy	liberty	of
conscience.	“Let	all	the	wits	under	the	Heavens	lay	their	heads	together	and	find	an	Assertion	worse	than	this	[and]	I	will	Petition	to	be	chosen	the	universal	Ideot	of	the	World.”	“Since	I	knew	what	to	fear,	my	timorous	heart	hath	dreaded	three	things:	a	blazing	Star	appearing	in	the	Air;	a	State	Comet,	I	mean	a	favourite,	rising	in	a	kingdom;	a	new
Opinion	spreading	in	Religion.”	The	second	section	of	the	book	is	devoted	to	fashions	of	dress,	an	evergreen	subject	for	the	satirist.	Ward’s	attitude	toward	woman	as	an	inferior	creature	was	almost	as	primitive	as	that	of	the	cave	man,	and	apparently	he	would	have	liked	it	better	if	the	"bullymong	drossock”	had	dressed	with	the	simplicity	of	a	cave
woman.	As	it	was	he	felt	that	the	lady	of	fashion	was	“the	very	gizzard	of	a	trifle,	the	product	of	the	quarter	of	a	cypher,	the	epitome	of	Nothing”;	and	he	had	equal	contempt	for	tailors	who	“spend	their	lives	in	making	fidle-cases	for	futulous	Women’s	phansies;	which	are	the	very	pettitoes	of	Infirmity,	the	giblets	of	perquisquilian	toyes.”	The
remainder	of	the	work	is	given	to	a	discussion	of	affairs	of	English	state,	written	with	the	same	aggressive	positiveness.	The	most	interesting	bit	of	it	is	the	portion	which	proclaims	his	belief	in	savage	oppression	of	the	Irish,	summing	up	the	essence	of	the	wrong-headed	stupidity	which	has	made	the	history	of	Ireland	so	lamentable	a	story	even	to	the
present	time.	What	the	old	gentleman	wrote	is	striking	at	points,	because	it	seems	so	timely.	But	Ward	was	never	up	to	date,	in	the	sense	of	being	prophetic.	When	he	said	things	that	apply	to	the	twentieth	century,	they	apply	either	because,	like	the	question	of	extravagance	in	dress,	the	topic	is	a	persistent	trait	in	human	nature	or	because,	like	the
Irish	problem,	matters	which	should	long	ago	have	been	settled	have	been	allowed	for	centuries	to	confuse	and	complicate	life.	Yet	Ward	wrote	with	odd	and	striking	effectiveness;	and	his	book	is	far	more	than	the	“curiosity”	which	many	critics	have	agreed	to	call	it,	for	it	is	one	of	the	best	surviving	records	of	the	Puritan	attempt	to	maintain	a
strangle	hold	on	human	thought.						The	belief	in	the	righteousness	of	persecuting	dissenters	was	the	particular	ground	for	attack	by	a	younger	and	equally	vigorous	man,	Roger	Williams	(1604–1683).	Williams,	before	he	was	forty	years	old,	had	been	thrown	out	of	two	church	establishments—first	in	Protestant	England	and	then	in	Puritan
Massachusetts.	He	represented	what	Macaulay	termed	the	very	“dissidence	of	dissent.”	And	now,	in	a	long	and	laborious	argument	lasting	from	1644	to	1652,	he	fought	out	the	issue	with	the	Reverend	John	Cotton.	Only	by	the	most	generous	interpretation	can	the	lengthening	chain	of	this	printed	controversy	be	considered	as	literature,	yet	it	has	the
same	right	to	inclusion	as	the	English	disquisitions	of	Wyclif,	Jeremy	Taylor,	and	John	Wesley.	An	English	prisoner	in	Newgate,	assailing	persecution	for	cause	of	conscience,	had	been	answered	by	John	Cotton.	Then	followed	Williams’s	“The	Bloody	Tenent	of	Persecution	for	cause	of	Conscience,	discussed	in	a	Conference	between	Truth	and	Peace”
(1644);	Cotton’s	reply	“The	Bloody	Tenent	washed	and	made	white	in	the	Blood	of	the	Lamb”	(1647);	and	Williams’s	rejoinder,	“The	Bloody	Tenent	yet	More	Bloody:	by	Mr.	Cottons	endeavor	to	wash	it	white	in	the	Blood	of	the	Lambe”	(1652).	The	whole	process	of	argument	by	both	the	reverend	gentlemen	was	to	set	their	literal	English	minds	to	work
at	analyzing	and	expounding	Biblical	passages	which	were	full	of	oriental	richness	of	imagery.	It	was,	all	things	considered,	rather	less	reasonable	than	it	would	be	for	the	chancellors	of	the	British	and	German	empires	to	base	an	argument	about	the	freedom	of	the	seas	upon	definite	citations	from	the	“Rubaiyat”	of	Omar	Khayyam.						The	chief
grounds	of	offense	in	the	sinful	unorthodoxy	of	Roger	Williams	were	that	he	asserted	two	things	which	have	become	axioms	to-day,	and	two	more	which	will	be	admitted	by	every	thoughtful	and	honest	person.	The	first	two	were	that	religion	should	not	be	professed	by	those	who	did	not	believe	it	in	their	hearts,	and	that	the	power	of	the	magistrates
extended	only	to	the	bodies	and	the	property	of	the	subjects	and	not	to	their	religious	convictions.	The	second	two	were	that	America	belonged	to	the	Indians	and	not	to	the	king	of	England,	and	that	the	established	church	was	necessarily	corrupt.	By	this	last	he	meant	simply	that	any	human	organization	that	is	given	complete	authority,	and	need	not
fear	either	competition	or	overthrow	by	public	opinion,	is	certain	to	decay	from	within.	It	was	the	idea	beneath	Tennyson’s	lines	The	old	order	changeth,	yielding	place	to	new,	And	God	fulfils	himself	in	many	ways,	Lest	one	good	custom	should	corrupt	the	world.						Yet	these	opinions,	preached	and	practiced	by	Williams,	resulted	in	his	being	expelled
from	the	community.	The	attempt	was	made	to	send	him	back	to	England,	but	he	managed	to	get	a	permanent	foothold	in	Rhode	Island,	where	he	opposed	the	still	more	liberal	Quakers	almost	as	violently	as	the	churchmen	of	old	and	new	England	had	opposed	him.	To	his	credit	be	it	said,	however,	that	he	did	not	invoke	the	law	against	them.	In	action
as	well	as	in	belief	he	marked	the	progress	of	liberal	thought.	We	offer	thousands	of	titles	to	choose	from	in	The	Short	Story	LibraryIf	you	are	looking	for	a	particular	story,	you	can	page	through	the	titles	below	or	you	can	use	the	search	box	(which	says	"Title	or	Author")	in	the	navigation	bar	on	top	of	this	page.	Enter	the	full	title	or	a	single	word	(for
example,	you	can	find	The	Celebrated	Jumping	Frog	of	Calaveras	County	using	frog	or	celebrated).Our	titles	are	listed	below	in	alphabetical	order;	the	bold	titles	are	selections	from	the	editor.	"Thank	You,	M'am"	is	an	American	short	story	written	by	Langston	Hughes.The	story	was	published	in	1958	and	is	not	in	the	public	domain.	That's	particularly
unfortunate	because	not	only	is	it	a	great	example	of	the	short	story	form	in	general,	it's	also	one	of	those	important	short	stories	that	carries	great	social	value	and	has	the	ability	to	teach	and	instruct	its	readers.	While	we	cannot	publish	the	full	text,	fair	use	policy	allows	me	to	provide	a	summary	and	overview	of	the	story.The	story	features	two
characters;	Roger	and	Mrs.	Luella	Bates	Washington	Jones.They	meet	when	Roger	attempts	to	steal	her	purse	as	she	is	walking	home	late	at	night.	Roger	loses	his	balance,	and	Mrs.	Jones,	who	seems	to	be	a	substantial	woman,	first	kicks	him	in	the	behind	as	he	is	sprawled	on	the	sidewalk,	and	then	hauls	him	up	and	shakes	him.	She	has	the	boy	pick
up	her	purse,	and	begins	to	dress	him	down.	Then	the	story	takes	a	turn,"Um-hum!	And	your	face	is	dirty.	I	got	a	great	mind	to	wash	your	face	for	you.	Ain't	you	got	nobody	home	to	tell	you	to	wash	your	face?""No'm,"	said	the	boy."Then	it	will	get	washed	this	evening,"	said	the	large	woman	starting	up	the	street,	dragging	the	frightened	boy	behind
her.And	with	those	simple	lines,	Hughes	affects	a	magical	transformation	turning	a	tough	old	black	woman	into	everyone's	mother	and	a	young	hoodlum	into	everyone's	friend,	brother	or	son.	By	explaining	the	crime	--	it's	out	of	a	child's	impoverished	necessity	--	and	humanizing	the	characters,	he	makes	us	understand	that	Roger	is	not	a	bad	kid	as
much	as	he	is	a	kid	trapped	in	difficult	circumstances.After	a	bit	more	physical	and	verbal	trouncing,	Mrs.	Jones'	course	of	action	is	clear:"But	you	put	yourself	in	contact	with	me,"	said	the	woman.	"If	you	think	that	that	contact	is	not	going	to	last	awhile,	you	got	another	thought	coming.	When	I	get	through	with	you,	sir,	you	are	going	to	remember
Mrs.	Luella	Bates	Washington	Jones."Sweat	popped	out	on	the	boy's	face	and	he	began	to	struggle.Mrs.	Jones	puts	the	boy	in	a	half-nelson	and	drags	him	up	the	street	and	into	her	house	where	the	"tough	love"	lightens	up	on	the	toughness	and	starts	to	load	up	a	bit	on	the	love.	She	feeds	him,	lectures	him	gently,	and	gives	him	the	money	he	was
attempting	to	steal	so	that	he	may	buy	the	blue	suede	shoes	that	he	needs.Then	the	story	concludes:She	led	him	down	the	hall	to	the	front	door	and	opened	it.	"Goodnight!	Behave	yourself,	boy!"	she	said,	looking	out	into	the	street.The	boy	wanted	to	say	something	else	other	than,	"Thank	you,	m'am"	to	Mrs.	Luella	Bates	Washington	Jones,	but
although	his	lips	moved,	he	couldn't	even	say	that	as	he	turned	at	the	foot	of	the	barren	stoop	and	looked	back	at	the	large	woman	in	the	door.	Then	she	shut	the	door.Although	some	sources	cite	1933	as	the	date	of	publication,	I	believe	the	correct	date	is	1958.	To	put	things	in	historical	context,	Martin	Luther	King	Jr.	was	leading	the	burgeoning	Civil
Rights	Movement	following	the	Montgomery	Bus	Boycott	of	1955,	which	followed	on	the	1954	Brown	v.	Board	of	Education	ruling	making	segregation	illegal	(in	law	if	not	yet	in	practice).	While	it	was	not	universal,	the	fact	remains	that	there	was	a	racial	divide	in	the	country	and	some	white	folks	did	harbor	racial	animosity	towards	blacks.	Although
often	cast	as	a	regional	bias	of	the	southern	United	States,	it	was	a	problem	that	found	its	home	in	larger	cities	throughout	the	country	as	well.This	story	has	always	been	particularly	powerful	to	me	due	to	an	experience	I	had	at	a	weekend	market	in	an	eastern	city.	One	of	the	vendors	there	sold	old	black	and	white	photographs,	including	old	crime
scene	photos.	As	I	looked	through	them,	I	began	to	notice	the	callous	and	even	careless	attitude	displayed	by	the	white	detectives	captured	in	the	background	of	the	photos	with	black	victims.	They	were	often	captured	smiling,	enjoying	a	cigar	or	cigarette,	waiting	for	the	photographer	to	finish	his	business	and	their	attitudes	contrasted	sharply	with
the	seriousness	they	portrayed	when	white	victims	were	involved.	Those	images	stuck	in	my	head,	and	made	think	about	what	things	were	like	during	that	time	(the	photos	were	probably	from	the	1920s	and	1930s).I	believe	that	one	of	the	(several)	wonderful	thing	that	Langston	Hughes	did	with	"Thank	You,	M'am"	was	to	strike	a	perfect	balance	with
the	racial	and	moral	elements	of	the	story.	The	characters	are	unmistakably	African-American	but	it	is	not	a	story	about	African-Americans.	Skin	color	is	present	and	well	represented	in	vernacular,	but	that	is	not	the	story's	point.	He	draws	our	attention	to	poverty	--	why	is	an	older	woman	having	to	work	a	job	that	causes	her	to	walk	home	late	at
night,	why	can't	a	young	boy	be	properly	clothed,	fed,	and	cared	for	--	but	the	poverty	is	part	of	the	story	without	ever	becoming	an	excuse.	And	that	sets	the	stage	for	the	message	of	the	story,	that	respect,	decency	and	love	transcend	race	and	class,	that	they	are	wonderful	things	that	can	cure	all	sorts	of	difficulties	and	hardships.Departing	further
from	the	literary	analysis,	I	have	some	additional	thoughts	related	to	this	story.The	question	of	race	relations	in	America	is	still	decades	away	from	being	an	easy	one.	Even	today	the	complexity	and	contradictions	are	clear;	we	have	a	twice-elected	black	president	but	we	also	have	"the	knock-out	game"	raging	in	the	background	(Fall/Winter	of
2013/2014).	But	no	matter	how	difficult	and	complex	that	question	remains,	it	will	always	find	some	answers	in	this	simple	short	story	by	Langston	Hughes	that	helps	us	to	see	that	we	are	all	the	same	and	that	no	matter	how	difficult	any	one	personal	situation	may	be,	it's	probably	a	situation	that	can	changed	and	improved	with	acts	of	kindness.It's
noteworthy	to	point	out	that	the	story	may	have	some	autobiographical	elements	for	the	author.	This	is	not	to	suggest	Langston	Hughes	was	out	mugging	old	ladies,	but	that	he	himself	had	been	separated	from	his	parents	as	a	young	boy	and	was	forced	to	live	with	his	grandmother	who	raised	him.	I'd	like	to	imagine	that	some	of	his	Mrs.	Luella	Bates
Washington	Jones'	kindness	was	also	present	in	his	grandmother	and	that	the	hardships	of	his	youth	led	to	the	tremendous	empathy	he	put	into	this	story.	IN	THE	very	olden	time,	there	lived	a	semi-barbaric	king,	whose	ideas,	though	somewhat	polished	and	sharpened	by	the	progressiveness	of	distant	Latin	neighbors,	were	still	large,	florid,	and
untrammelled,	as	became	the	half	of	him	which	was	barbaric.	He	was	a	man	of	exuberant	fancy,	and,	withal,	of	an	authority	so	irresistible	that,	at	his	will,	he	turned	his	varied	fancies	into	facts.	He	was	greatly	given	to	self-communing;	and,	when	he	and	himself	agreed	upon	any	thing,	the	thing	was	done.	When	every	member	of	his	domestic	and
political	systems	moved	smoothly	in	its	appointed	course,	his	nature	was	bland	and	genial;	but	whenever	there	was	a	little	hitch,	and	some	of	his	orbs	got	out	of	their	orbits,	he	was	blander	and	more	genial	still,	for	nothing	pleased	him	so	much	as	to	make	the	crooked	straight,	and	crush	down	uneven	places.	Among	the	borrowed	notions	by	which	his
barbarism	had	become	semified	was	that	of	the	public	arena,	in	which,	by	exhibitions	of	manly	and	beastly	valor,	the	minds	of	his	subjects	were	refined	and	cultured.	But	even	here	the	exuberant	and	barbaric	fancy	asserted	itself.	The	arena	of	the	king	was	built,	not	to	give	the	people	an	opportunity	of	hearing	the	rhapsodies	of	dying	gladiators,	nor	to
enable	them	to	view	the	inevitable	conclusion	of	a	conflict	between	religious	opinions	and	hungry	jaws,	but	for	purposes	far	better	adapted	to	widen	and	develop	the	mental	energies	of	the	people.	This	vast	amphitheatre,	with	its	encircling	galleries,	its	mysterious	vaults,	and	its	unseen	passages,	was	an	agent	of	poetic	justice,	in	which	crime	was
punished.	Or	virtue	rewarded,	by	the	decrees	of	an	impartial	and	incorruptible	chance.	When	a	subject	was	accused	of	a	crime	of	sufficient	importance	to	interest	the	king,	public	notice	was	given	that	on	an	appointed	day	the	fate	of	tile	accused	person	would	be	decided	in	the	king's	arena,--a	structure	which	well	deserved	its	name;	for,	although	its
form	and	plan	were	borrowed	-from	afar,	its	purpose	emanated	solely	from	the	brain	of	this	man,	who,	every	barleycorn	a	king,	knew	no	tradition	to	which	he	owed	more	allegiance	than	pleased	his	fancy,	and	who	ingrafted	on	every	adopted	form	of	human	thought	and	action	the	rich	growth	of	his	barbaric	idealism.	When	all	the	people	had	assembled
in	the	galleries,	and	the	king,	surrounded	by	his	court,	sat	high	up	on	his	throne	of	royal	state	on	one	side	of	the	arena,	he	gave	a	signal,	a	door	beneath	him	opened,	and	the	accused	subject	stepped	out	into	the	amphitheatre.	Directly	opposite	him,	on	the	other	side	of	the	enclosed	space,	were	two	doors,	exactly	alike	and	side	by	side.	It	was	the	duty
and	the	privilege	of	the	person	on	trial,	to	walk	directly	to	these	doors	and	open	one	of	them.	He	could	open	either	door	he	pleased:	he	was	subject	to	no	guidance	or	influence	but	that	of	the	aforementioned	impartial	and	incorruptible	chance.	If	he	opened	the	one,	there	came	out	of	it	a	hungry	tiger,	the	fiercest	and	most	cruel	that	could	be	procured,
which	immediately	sprang	upon	him,	and	tore	him	to	pieces,	as	a	punishment	for	his	guilt.	The	moment	that	the	case	of	the	criminal	was	thus	decided,	doleful	iron	bells	were	clanged,	great	wails	went	up	from	the	hired	mourners	posted	on	the	outer	rim	of	the	arena,	and	the	vast	audience,	with	bowed	heads	and	downcast	hearts,	wended	slowly	their
homeward	way,	mourning	greatly	that	one	so	young	and	fair,	or	so	old	and	respected,	should	have	merited	so	dire	a	fate.	But,	if	the	accused	person	opened	the	other	door,	there	came	forth	from	it	a	lady,	the	most	suitable	to	his	years	and	station	that	his	majesty	could	select	among	his	fair	subjects;	and	to	this	lady	he	was	immediately	married,	as	a
reward	of	his	innocence.	It	mattered	not	that	he	might	already	possess	a	wife	and	family,	or	that	his	affections	might	be	engaged	upon	an	object	of	his	own	selection:	the	king	allowed	no	such	subordinate	arrangements	to	interfere	with	his	great	scheme	of	retribution	and	reward.	The	exercises,	as	in	the	other	instance,	took	place	immediately,	and	in
the	arena.	Another	door	opened	beneath	the	king,	and	a	priest,	followed	by	a	band	of	choristers'	and	dancing	maidens	blowing	joyous	airs	on	golden	horns	and	treading	an	measure,	advanced	to	where	the	pair	stood	side	by	side;	and	the	wedding	was	promptly	and	cheerily	solemnized.	Then	the	gay	brass	bells	rang	forth	their	merry	peals,	the	people
shouted	glad	hurrahs,	and	the	innocent	man,	preceded	by	children	strewing	flowers	on	his	path,	led	his	bride	to	his	home.	This	was	the	king's	semi-barbaric	method	of	administering	justice.	Its	perfect	fairness	is	obvious.	The	criminal	could	not	know	out	of	which	door	would	come	the	lady:	he	opened	either	he	pleased,	without	having	the	slightest	idea
whether,	in	the	next	instant,	he	was	to	be	devoured	or	married.	On	some	occasions	the	tiger	came	out	of	one	door,	and	on	some	out	of	the	other.	The	decisions	of	this	tribunal	were	not	only	fair,	they	were	positively	determinate:	the	accused	person	was	instantly	punished	if	he	found	himself	guilty;	and,	if	innocent,	he	was	rewarded	on	the	spot,
whether	he	liked	it	or	not.	There	was	no	escape	from	the	judgments	or	the	king's	arena.	The	institution	was	a	very	popular	one.	When	the	people	gathered	together	on	one	of	the	great	trial	days,	they	never	knew	whether	they	were	to	witness	a	bloody	slaughter	or	a	hilarious	wedding.	This	element	of	uncertainty	lent	an	interest	to	the	occasion	which	it
could	not	otherwise	have	attained.	Thus,	the	masses	were	entertained	and	pleased,	and	the	thinking	part	of	the	community	could	bring	no	charge	of	unfairness	against	this	plan;	for	did	not	the	accused	person	have	the	whole	matter	in	his	own	hands?	This	semi-barbaric	king	had	a	daughter	as	blooming	as	his	most	florid	fancies,	and	with	a	soul	as
fervent	and	imperious	as	his	own.	As	is	usual	in	such	cases,	she	was	the	apple	of	his	eye,	and	was	loved	by	him	above	all	humanity.	Among	his	courtiers	was	a	young	man	of	that	fineness	of	blood	and	lowness	of	station	common	to	the	conventional	heroes	of	romance	who	love	royal	maidens.	This	royal	maiden	was	well	satisfied	with	her	lover,	for	he
was	handsome	and	brave	to	a	degree	unsurpassed	in	all	this	kingdom;	and	she	loved	him	with	an	ardor	that	had	enough	of	barbarism	in	it	to	make	it	exceedingly	warm	and	strong.	This	love	affair	moved	on	happily	for	many	months,	until	one	day	the	king	happened	to	discover	its	existence.	He	did	not	hesitate	nor	waver	in	regard	to	his	duty	in	the
premises.	The	youth	was	immediately	cast	into	prison,	and	a	day	was	appointed	for	his	trial	in	the	king's	arena.	This,	of	course,	was	an	especially	important	occasion;	and	his	majesty,	as	well	as	all	the	people,	was	greatly	interested	in	the	workings	and	development	of	this	trial.	Never	before	had	such	a	case	occurred;	never	before	had	a	subject	dared
to	love	the	daughter	of	a	king.	In	after-years	such	things	became	commonplace	enough;	but	then	they	were,	in	no	slight	degree,	novel	and	startling.	The	tiger-cages	of	the	kingdom	were	searched	for	the	most	savage	and	relentless	beasts,	from	which	the	fiercest	monster	might	be	selected	for	the	arena;	and	the	ranks	of	maiden	youth	and	beauty
throughout	the	land	were	carefully	surveyed	by	competent	judges,	in	order	that	he,	young	man,	might	have	a	fitting	bride	in	case	fate	did	not	determine	for	him	a	different	destiny.	Of	course,	everybody	knew	that	the	deed	with	which	the	accused	was	charged	had	been	done.	He	had	loved	the	princess,	and	neither	he,	she,	nor	any	one	else	thought	of
denying	the	fact;	but	the	king	would	not	think	of	allowing	any	fact	of	this	kind	to	interfere	with	the	workings	of	the	tribunal,	in	which	he	took	such	great	delight	and	satisfaction.	No	matter	how	the	affair	turned	out,	the	youth	would	be	disposed	of;	and	the	king	would	take	an	aesthetic	pleasure	in	watching	the	course	of	events,	which	would	determine
whether	or	not	the	young	man	had	done	wrong	in	allowing	himself	to	love	the	princess.	The	appointed	day	arrived.	From	far	and	near	the	people	gathered,	and	thronged	the	great	galleries	of	the	arena;	and	crowds,	unable	to	gain	admittance,	massed	themselves	against	its	outside	walls.	The	king	and	his	court	were	in	their	places,	opposite	the	twin
doors,--those	fateful	portals,	so	terrible	in	their	similarity.	All	was	ready.	The	signal	was	given.	A	door	beneath	the	royal	party	opened,	and	the	lover	of	the	princess	walked	into	the	arena.	Tall,	beautiful,	fair,	his	appearance	was	greeted	with	a	low	hum	of	admiration	and	anxiety.	Half	the	audience	had	not	known	so	grand	a	youth	had	lived	among	them.
No	wonder	the	princess	loved	him!	What	a	terrible	thing	for	him	to	be	there!	As	the	youth	advanced	into	the	arena,	he	turned,	as	the	custom	was,	to	bow	to	the	king:	but	he	did	not	think	at	all	of	that	royal	personage;	his	eyes	were	fixed	upon	the	princess,	who	sat	to	the	right	of	her	father.	Had	it	not	been	for	the	moiety	of	barbarism	in	her	nature,	it	is
probable	that	lady	would	not	have	been	there;	but	her	intense	and	fervid	soul	would	not	allow	her	to	be	absent	on	an	occasion	in	which	she	was	so	terribly	interested.	From	the	moment	that	the	decree	had	gone	forth,	that	her	lover	should	decide	his	fate	in	the	king's	arena,	she	had	thought	of	nothing,	night	or	day,	but	this	great	event	and	the	various
subjects	connected	with	it.	Possessed	of	more	power,	influence,	and	force	of	character	than	any	one	who	had	ever	before	been	interested	in	such	a	case,	she	had	done	what	no	other	person	had	done,--she	had	possessed	herself	of	the	secret	of	the	doors.	She	knew	in	which	of	the	two	rooms,	that	lay	behind	those	doors,	stood	the	cage	of	the	tiger,	with
its	open	front,	and	in	which	waited	the	lady.	Through	these	thick	doors,	heavily	curtained	with	skins	on	the	inside,	it	was	impossible	that	any	noise	or	suggestion	should	come	from	within	to	the	person	who	should	approach	to	raise	the	latch	of	one	of	them;	but	gold,	and	the	power	of	a	woman's	will,	had	brought	the	secret	to	the	princess.	And	not	only
did	she	know	in	which	room	stood	the	lady	ready	to	emerge,	all	blushing	and	radiant,	should	her	door	be	opened,	but	she	knew	who	the	lady	was.	It	was	one	of	tile	fairest	and	loveliest	of	the	damsels	of	the	court	who	had	been	selected	as	the	reward	of	the	accused	youth,	should	he	be	proved	innocent	of	the	crime	of	aspiring	to	one	so	far	above	him;
and	the	princess	hated	her.	Often	had	she	seen,	or	imagined	that	she	had	seen,	this	fair	creature	throwing	glances	of	admiration	upon	the	person	of	her	lover,	and	sometimes	she	thought	these	glances	were	perceived	and	even	returned.	Now	and	then	she	had	seen	them	talking	together;	it	was	but	for	a	moment	or	two,	but	much	can	be	said	in	a	brief
space;	it	may	have	been	on	most	unimportant	topics,	but	how	could	she	know	that?	The	girl	was	lovely,	but	she	had	dared	to	raise	her	eyes	to	the	loved	one	of	the	princess;	and,	with	all	the	intensity	of	the	savage	blood	transmitted	to	her	through	long	lines	of	wholly	barbaric	ancestors,	she	hated	the	woman	who	blushed	and	trembled	behind	that	silent
door.	When	her	lover	turned	and	looked	at	her,	and	his	eye	met	hers	as	she	sat	there	paler	and	whiter	than	any	one	in	the	vast	ocean	of	anxious	faces	about	her,	he	saw,	by	that	power	of	quick	perception	which	is	given	to	those	whose	souls	are	one,	that	she	knew	behind	which	door	crouched	the	tiger,	and	behind	which	stood	the	lady.	He	had
expected	her	to	know	it.	He	understood	her	nature,	and	his	soul	was	assured	that	she	would	never	rest	until	she	had	made	plain	to	herself	this	thing,	hidden	to	all	other	lookers-on,	even	to	the	king.	The	only	hope	for	the	youth	in	which	there	was	any	element	of	certainty	was	based	upon	the	success	of	the	princess	in	discovering	this	mystery;	and	the
moment	he	looked	upon	her,	he	saw	she	had	succeeded,	as	in	his	soul	he	knew	she	would	succeed.	Then	it	was	that	his	quick	and	anxious	glance	asked	the	question:	"Which?"	It	was	as	plain	to	her	as	if	he	shouted	it	from	where	he	stood.	There	was	not	an	instant	to	be	lost.	The	question	was	asked	in	a	Rash;	it	must	be	answered	in	another.	Her	right
arm	lay	on	the	cushioned	parapet	before	her.	She	raised	her	hand,	and	made	a	slight,	quick	movement	toward	the	right.	No	one	but	her	lover	saw	her.	Every	eye	but	his	was	fixed	on	the	man	in	the	arena.	He	turned,	and,	with	a	firm	and	rapid	step	he	walked	across	the	empty	space.	Every	heart	stopped	beating,	every	breath	was	held,	every	eye	was
fixed	immovably	upon	that	man.	Without	the	slightest	hesitation,	he	went	to	the	door	on	the	right,	and	opened	it.	Now,	the	point	of	the	story	is	this:	Did	the	tiger	come	out	of	that	door,	or	did	the	lady?	The	more	we	reflect	upon	this	question,	the	harder	it	is	to	answer.	It	involves	a	study	of	the	human	heart	which	leads	us	through	devious	mazes	of
passion,	out	of	which	it	is	difficult	to	find	our	way.	Think	of	it,	fair	reader,	not	as	if	the	decision	of	the	question	depended	upon	yourself,	but	upon	that	hot-blooded,	semi-barbaric	princess,	her	soul	at	a	white	heat	beneath	the	combined	fires	of	despair	and	jealousy.	She	had	lost	him,	but	who	should	have	him?	How	often,	in	her	waking	hours	and	in	her
dreams,	had	she	started	in	wild	horror,	and	covered	her	face	with	her	hands,	as	she	thought	of	her	lover	opening	the	door	on	the	other	side	of	which	waited	the	cruel	fangs	of	the	tiger!	But	how	much	oftener	had	she	seen	him	at	the	other	door!	How	in	her	grievous	reveries	had	she	gnashed	her	teeth,	and	torn	her	hair,	when	she	saw	his	start	of
rapturous	delight	as	he	opened	the	door	of	the	lady!	How	her	soul	had	burned	in	agony	when	she	had	seen	him	rush	to	meet	that	woman,	with	her	flushing	cheek	and	sparkling	eve	of	triumph;	when	she	had	seen	him	lead	her	forth,	his	whole	frame	kindled	with	the	joy	of	recovered	life;	when	she	had	heard	the	glad	shouts	from	the	multitude,	and	the
wild	ringing	of	the	happy	bells;	when	she	had	seen	the	priest,	with	his	joyous	followers,	advance	to	the	couple,	and	make	them	man	and	wife	before	her	very	eyes;	and	when	she	had	seen	them	walk	away	together	upon	their	path	of	flowers,	followed	by	the	tremendous	shouts	of	the	hilarious	multitude,	in	which	her	one	despairing	shriek	was	lost	and
drowned!	Would	it	not	be	better	for	him	to	die	at	once,	and	go	to	wait	for	her	in	the	blessed	regions	of	semi-barbaric	futurity?	And	yet,	that	awful	tiger,	those	shrieks,	that	blood!	Her	decision	had	been	indicated	in	an	instant,	but	it	had	been	made	after	days	and	nights	of	anguished	deliberation.	She	had	known	she	would	be	asked,	she	had	decided
what	she	would	answer,	and,	without	the	slightest	hesitation,	she	had	moved	her	hand	to	the	right.	The	question	of	her	decision	is	one	not	to	be	lightly	considered,	and	it	is	not	for	me	to	presume	to	set	myself	up	as	the	one	person	able	to	answer	it.	And	so	I	leave	it	with	all	of	you:	Which	came	out	of	the	opened	door,--the	lady,	or	the	tiger?	Last	year,	I
put	together	this	list	of	the	most	iconic	poems	in	the	English	language;	it’s	high	time	to	do	the	same	for	short	stories.	But	before	we	go	any	further,	you	may	be	asking:	What	does	“iconic”	mean	in	this	context?	Can	a	short	story	really	be	iconic	in	the	way	of	a	poem,	or	a	painting,	or	Elvis?Article	continues	after	advertisement	Well,	who	knows,	but	for
our	purposes,	“iconic”	means	that	the	story	has	somehow	wormed	its	way	into	the	general	cultural	consciousness—a	list	of	the	best	short	stories	in	the	English	language	would	look	quite	different	than	the	one	below.	(Also	NB	that	in	this	case	we’re	necessarily	talking	about	the	American	cultural	consciousness,	weird	and	wiggly	as	it	is.)	When
something	is	iconic,	it	is	a	highly	recognizable	cultural	artifact	that	can	be	used	as	a	shorthand—which	often	means	it	has	been	referenced	in	other	forms	of	media.	You	know,	just	like	Elvis.	(So	for	those	of	you	heading	to	the	comments	to	complain	that	these	stories	are	“the	usual	suspects”—well,	exactly.)	An	iconic	short	story	may	be	frequently
anthologized,	which	usually	means	frequently	read	in	classrooms,	something	that	can	lead	to	cultural	ubiquity—but	interestingly,	the	correlation	isn’t	perfect.	For	instance,	Joyce’s	“Araby”	is	anthologized	more	often,	but	for	my	money	“The	Dead”	is	more	iconic.	Film	adaptations	and	catchy,	reworkable	titles	help.	But	in	the	end,	for	better	or	for
worse,	you	know	it	when	you	see	it.	Which	means	that,	like	anything	else,	it	all	depends	on	your	point	of	view—icon	status	is	(like	most	of	the	ways	we	evaluate	art)	highly	subjective.	So,	having	acknowledged	that	there’s	no	real	way	to	make	this	list,	but	because	this	is	what	we’re	all	here	to	do,	here	are	some	of	the	most	iconic	short	stories	for
American	readers	in	the	English	language—and	a	few	more	that	deserve	to	be	more	iconic	than	they	are.	Washington	Irving,	“Rip	Van	Winkle”	(1819)	and	“The	Legend	of	Sleepy	Hollow”	(1820)Article	continues	after	advertisement	I	agonized	over	whether	I	should	pick	“Rip	Van	Winkle”	or	“The	Legend	of	Sleepy	Hollow”	from	Irving’s	oeuvre.	Both
have	many,	many	adaptations	to	their	name	and	are	so	ubiquitous	as	to	have	drifted	into	the	folklore	realm.	The	latter	certainly	has	more	memorable	recent	adaptations,	but	the	former	is	the	only	one	with	a	bridge	named	after	it.	Ah,	screw	it,	we’ll	count	them	both.	Edgar	Allan	Poe,	“The	Tell-Tale	Heart”	(1843)	Poe’s	early	stream-of-consciousness
horror	story,	unreliable	narrator	and	heart	beating	under	the	floorboards	and	all,	is	certainly	one	of	the	most	adapted—and	even	more	often	referenced—short	stories	in	popular	culture,	and	which	may	or	may	not	be	the	source	for	all	of	the	hundreds	of	stories	in	which	a	character	is	tormented	by	a	sound	only	they	can	hear.	(Still	not	quite	as
ubiquitous	as	Poe	himself,	though	.	.	.)	Article	continues	after	advertisement	Herman	Melville,	“Bartleby,	the	Scrivener”	(1853)	Once,	while	I	was	walking	in	Brooklyn,	carrying	my	Bartleby	tote	bag,	a	woman	in	an	SUV	pulled	over	(on	Atlantic	Avenue,	folks)	to	excitedly	wave	at	me	and	yell	“Melville!	That’s	Melville!”	Which	is	all	you	really	need	to
know	about	that.	Ambrose	Bierce,	“An	Occurrence	at	Owl	Creek	Bridge”	(1890)	I	will	leave	it	to	Kurt	Vonnegut,	who	famously	wrote,	“I	consider	anybody	a	twerp	who	hasn’t	read	the	greatest	American	short	story,	which	is	“Occurrence	at	Owl	Creek	Bridge,”	by	Ambrose	Bierce.	It	isn’t	remotely	political.	It	is	a	flawless	example	of	American	genius,
like	“Sophisticated	Lady”	by	Duke	Ellington	or	the	Franklin	stove.”Article	continues	after	advertisement	Charlotte	Perkins	Gilman,	“The	Yellow	Wallpaper”	(1892)	Odds	are	this	was	the	first	overtly	Feminist	text	you	ever	read,	at	least	if	you’re	of	a	certain	age;	it’s	become	a	stand-in	for	the	idea	of	women	being	driven	insane	by	the	patriarchy—and
being	ignored	by	doctors,	who	deem	them	“hysterical.”	This	is	another	one	with	lots	of	adaptations	to	its	name,	including	a	memorable	episode	of	The	Twilight	Zone,	which	concludes:	“Next	time	you’re	alone,	look	quickly	at	the	wallpaper,	and	the	ceiling,	and	the	cracks	on	the	sidewalk.	Look	for	the	patterns	and	lines	and	faces	on	the	wall.	Look,	if	you
can,	for	Sharon	Miles,	visible	only	out	of	the	corner	of	your	eye	or…	in	the	Twilight	Zone.”	Henry	James,	“The	Turn	of	the	Screw”	(1898)Article	continues	after	advertisement	Technically	a	novella,	but	discussed	enough	as	a	story	that	I’ll	include	it	here	(same	goes	for	a	couple	of	others	on	this	list,	including	“The	Metamorphosis”).	It	has,	as	a	work	of
literature,	inspired	a	seemingly	endless	amount	of	speculation,	criticism,	unpacking,	and	stance-taking.	“In	comment	after	comment,	article	after	article,	the	evidence	has	been	sifted	through	and	judgments	delivered,”	Brad	Leithauser	wrote	in	The	New	Yorker.	Fine,	intelligent	readers	have	confirmed	the	validity	of	the	ghosts	(Truman	Capote);
equally	fine	and	intelligent	readers	have	thunderously	established	the	governess’s	madness	(Edmund	Wilson).”	And	nothing	that	inspires	so	much	interpretive	interest	could	escape	the	many	interpretations	into	other	media:	films,	episodes	of	television,	and	much	other	literature.	Anton	Chekhov,	“The	Lady	with	the	Toy	Dog”	(1899)	Widely
acknowledged	as	one	of	Chekhov’s	best	stories,	if	not	the	best,	and	therefore	almost	no	students	get	through	their	years	at	school	without	reading	it.	Has	been	adapted	as	a	film,	a	ballet,	a	play,	a	musical,	and	most	importantly,	a	Joyce	Carol	Oates	short	story.	W.	W.	Jacobs,	“The	Monkey’s	Paw”	(1902)	So	iconic—be	careful	what	you	wish	for,	is	the
gist—that	you	probably	didn’t	even	know	it	started	out	as	a	short	story.	My	favorite	version	is,	of	course,	the	Laurie	Anderson	song.	O.	Henry,	“The	Gift	of	the	Magi”	(1905)	According	to	Wikipedia,	there	have	been	17	different	film	adaptations	of	O.	Henry’s	classic	short	story	about	a	couple’s	thwarted	Christmas;	the	essential	format—Della	sells	her
hair	to	buy	Jim	a	watch	chain;	Jim	sells	his	watch	to	buy	Della	a	set	of	combs—has	been	referenced	and	replicated	countless	times	beyond	that.	I	even	heard	Dax	Shepard	refer	to	this	story	on	his	podcast	the	other	day,	and	so	I	rest	my	case.	James	Joyce,	“The	Dead”	(1914)	The	last	story	in	Joyce’s	collection	Dubliners	and	one	of	the	best	short	stories
ever	written;	just	ask	anyone	who	wanted	to	have	read	some	Joyce	but	couldn’t	crack	Ulysses.	(Or	anyone	who	could	crack	Ulysses	too.)	And	let’s	not	forget	the	John	Huston	movie	starring	Anjelica	Huston	as	Gretta.	Franz	Kafka,	“The	Metamorphosis”	(1915)	Everyone	has	to	read	this	in	school,	at	some	point—which	is	probably	the	reason	why	it’s
been	parodied,	referenced,	and	adapted	many	times	in	just	about	every	format.	And	why	not?	What	could	be	more	universal	than	the	story	of	the	man	who	wakes	up	to	find	himself	transformed	into	an	enormous	insect?	Richard	Connell,	“The	Most	Dangerous	Game”	aka	“The	Hounds	of	Zaroff”	(1924)	“The	most	popular	short	story	ever	written	in
English”	is	obviously	the	one	about	aristocrats	hunting	people.	Widely	adapted,	but	one	of	my	favorite	versions	is	the	episode	of	Dollhouse	in	which	a	Richard	Connell	(no	relation	except	the	obvious)	hunts	Echo	with	a	bow.	Ernest	Hemingway,	“The	Killers”	(1927)	I	was	tempted	to	include	“Hills	Like	White	Elephants”	because	of	the	number	of	people
forced	to	read	it	to	learn	about	dialogue	(happily,	there	are	other	options),	but	“The	Killers,”	while	less	often	anthologized,	is	more	influential	overall,	and	gave	us	not	only	two	full	length	film	adaptations	and	a	Tarkovsky	short	but	Tobias	Wolff’s	“Bullet	in	the	Brain,”	which	I	do	think	is	a	very	good	story	to	learn	from,	if	not	for	dialogue,	then	for	story-
making.	Zora	Neale	Hurston,	“The	Gilded	Six-Bits”	(1933)	Hurston	is	most	famous	for	Their	Eyes	Were	Watching	God,	but	those	who	know	will	tell	you	that	this	story	of	love,	marriage,	betrayal,	and	love	again—which	was	also	made	into	a	2001	film—is	a	classic,	too.	Shirley	Jackson,	“The	Lottery”	(1948)	The	short	story	that	launched	a	thousand
letters	to	The	New	Yorker—or	if	not	a	thousand,	then	at	least	“a	torrent	.	.	.	the	most	mail	the	magazine	had	ever	received	in	response	to	a	work	of	fiction.”	Still	taught	widely	in	schools,	and	still	chilling.	J.	D.	Salinger,	“A	Perfect	Day	for	Bananafish”	(1948)	The	very	first	story	to	destroy	many	a	young	mind.	In	a	good	way,	obviously.	Ray	Bradbury,
“There	Will	Come	Soft	Rains”	(1950)	Bradbury’s	work	has	thoroughly	permeated	pop	culture;	plenty	of	his	stories	are	widely	adapted	and	referenced,	so	I	could	have	chosen	a	few	others	here	(“The	Veldt”	is	my	personal	favorite).	But	every	year,	the	image	of	a	smart	house	going	on	long	after	the	death	of	its	occupants	becomes	more	chilling	and
relevant	an	image;	we	can’t	help	but	keep	going	back	to	it.	Daphne	du	Maurier,	“The	Birds”	(1952)	I	know	it’s	really	the	Hitchcock	film	adaptation	that’s	iconic,	but	you	wouldn’t	have	the	Hitchcock	without	the	du	Maurier.	Flannery	O’Connor,	“A	Good	Man	Is	Hard	to	Find”	(1953)	Another	oft-assigned	(and	oft-argued-over)	story,	this	one	with	so	many
title	rip-offs.	Elmore	Leonard,	“Three-Ten	to	Yuma”	(1953)	I	know,	I	know,	it’s	“Fire	in	the	Hole”	that	gave	us	Justified,	and	we’re	all	so	very	glad.	But	“Three-Ten	to	Yuma”	has	more	name	recognition—after	all,	it	was	adapted	into	two	separate	and	very	good	films,	the	former	of	which	(1957)	actually	created	contemporary	slang:	in	Cuba,	Americans
are	called	yumas	and	the	United	States	is	La	Yuma.	Philip	K.	Dick,	“The	Minority	Report”	(1956)	As	a	whole,	Philip	K.	Dick’s	work	has	had	massive	influence	on	literature,	film,	pop	culture,	and	our	cultural	attitudes	toward	technology.	Most	of	his	best-known	works	are	novels,	but	when	a	short	story	gets	made	into	a	Steven	Spielberg/Tom	Cruise	film,
you’re	basically	assuring	iconic	status	right	there.	(Or	at	least	that’s	how	it	used	to	work…)	James	Baldwin,	“Sonny’s	Blues”	(1957)	Baldwin’s	best	known	short	story	pops	up	in	plenty	of	anthologies,	and	can	be	thanked	for	being	the	gateway	drug	for	many	budding	Baldwin	acolytes.	Alan	Sillitoe,	“The	Loneliness	of	the	Long	Distance	Runner”	(1959)
Not	only	is	the	story	itself	widely	known	and	read—just	ask	Rod	Blagojevich	(remember	him?)—that	title	has	been	rewritten	and	reused	thousands	of	times	for	varying	ends—just	ask	the	reporter	who	wrote	that	piece	about	Blagojevich.	Or	Adrian	Tomine.	John	Cheever,	“The	Swimmer”	(1964)	Cheever’s	most	famous	story	nails	something	essential
about	the	mid-century	American	sensibility,	and	particularly	the	mid-century	American	suburbs,	which	is	probably	why	everyone	knows	it	(it’s	also	frequently	anthologized).	Or	maybe	it’s	more	about	Burt	Lancaster’s	little	shorts?	Either	way.	Joyce	Carol	Oates,	“Where	Are	You	Going,	Where	Have	You	Been?”	(1966)	Another	frequently	anthologized
and	unwaveringly	excellent	short	story;	and	look,	it’s	no	one’s	fault	that	Laura	Dern	turns	everything	she	touches	iconic.	Toni	Cade	Bambara,	“The	Lesson”	(1972)	Yet	another	story	often	assigned	in	schools	(the	good	ones,	anyway),	which	hopefully	means	one	day	we’ll	wake	up	and	find	out	that	everyone	has	read	it.	Ursula	K.	Le	Guin,	“The	Ones	Who
Walk	Away	from	Omelas”	(1973)	As	others	have	pointed	out	before	me,	Le	Guin’s	most	read	and	most	famous	short	story	is	almost	always	chillingly	relevant.	Donald	Barthelme,	“The	School”	(1974)	This	one	might	only	be	iconic	for	writers,	but	considering	it’s	one	of	the	best	short	stories	ever	written	(according	to	me),	I	simply	couldn’t	exclude	it.
Jamaica	Kincaid,	“Girl”	(1978)	Another	staple	of	a	writer’s	education,	and	a	reader’s;	“are	you	really	going	to	be	the	kind	of	woman	who	the	baker	won’t	let	near	the	bread?”	being	a	kind	of	bandied-about	shibboleth.	Raymond	Carver,	“What	We	Talk	About	When	We	Talk	About	Love”	(1981)	I	struggled	choosing	a	Carver	story	for	this	list—”Cathedral”
is	more	important,	and	probably	more	read,	but	“What	We	Talk	About	When	We	Talk	About	Love”	has	transcended	its	own	form	more	completely,	at	least	with	its	title,	which	has	spawned	a	host	of	echoes,	including	Haruki	Murakami’s	What	I	Talk	About	When	I	Talk	About	Running,	and	Nathan	Englander’s	What	We	Talk	About	When	We	Talk	About
Anne	Frank,	to	the	point	that	I	think	it’s	recognizable	to	just	about	everyone.	A	quick	Google	search	will	reveal	that	the	framing	has	been	used	for	almost	everything	you	can	think	of.	There’s—and	I	kid	you	not—a	What	We	Talk	About	When	We	Talk	About	Books/War/Sex/God/The	Tube/Games/Rape/Money/Creative	Writing/Nanoclusters/Hebrew/The
Weather/Defunding	the	Police/Free	Speech/Taxes/Holes/Climate/The	Moon/Waste/Cancel	Culture/Impeachment/Gender/Digital	Inclusions/Exacerbations	of	Chronic	Obstructive	Pulmonary	Disease/COVID-19.	You	see	what	I’m	getting	at	here.	Stephen	King,	“The	Body”	(1982)	Otherwise	known,	to	the	general	public,	as	Stand	By	Me.	Amy	Hempel,	“In
the	Cemetery	Where	Al	Jolson	is	Buried”	(1983)	Want	to	feel	bad	about	your	writing?	This	was	the	first	short	story	Amy	Hempel	ever	wrote.	Lorrie	Moore,	“How	to	Be	an	Other	Woman”	(1985)	A	very	very	good	short	story	that	has	given	rise	to	so	many	bad	ones.	Mary	Gaitskill,	“Secretary”	(1988)	Bad	Behavior	is	iconic	as	a	whole,	but	probably	the
story	to	have	most	acutely	permeated	the	wider	culture	is	“Secretary,”	on	account	of	the	film	adaptation	starring	Maggie	Gyllenhaal	and	James	Spader—despite	the	fact	that	it	totally	butchers	the	ending.	Amy	Tan,	“Rules	of	the	Game”	(1989)	This	story	originally	appeared	in	The	Joy	Luck	Club,	Tan’s	mega-bestseller,	so	probably	almost	everyone	you
know	has	read	it.	The	film	version	didn’t	hurt	either.	Tim	O’Brien,	“The	Things	They	Carried”	(1990)	Why,	it’s	only	the	most	anthologized	short	story	of	the	last	30(ish)	years.	That’s	why	even	the	people	you	know	who	haven’t	picked	up	a	book	in	their	adult	lives	have	read	it.	Denis	Johnson,	“Emergency”	(1992)	When	I	left	New	York	to	go	get	my	MFA,
a	friend	gave	me	a	copy	of	Jesus’	Son	with	the	inscription	“Because	everyone	in	your	MFA	will	talk	about	it	and	you	don’t	want	to	be	the	girl	who	hasn’t	read	it.	(It’s	also	really	good).”	He	was	not	wrong.	Annie	Proulx,	“Brokeback	Mountain”	(1997)	Everybody	knows	this	story—even	if	they	only	know	it	from	its	(massively	successful	and	influential,	not
to	mention	the	true	Best	Picture	Winner	of	2006)	film	adaptation—and	not	for	nothing,	coming	out	when	it	did,	it	went	a	long	way	towards	making	some	Americans	more	comfortable	with	homosexuality.	Open	the	floodgates,	baby.	Jhumpa	Lahiri,	“A	Temporary	Matter”	(1998)	The	story	that	made	Lahiri	a	household	name.	Ted	Chiang,	“Story	of	Your
Life”	(1998)	Otherwise	known	as	Arrival.	(Also	technically	a	novella.)	Alice	Munro,	“The	Bear	Came	Over	the	Mountain”	(2001)	At	this	point,	almost	everyone	has	read	at	least	some	Alice	Munro,	right?	This	story	is	one	of	the	best	from	one	of	the	greats,	and	was	also	adapted	into	a	fantastic	but	heartbreaking	film,	Away	From	Her.	Kristen	Roupenian,
“Cat	Person”	(2017)	Sure,	it’s	recent,	so	it’s	not	quite	as	ingrained	as	some	of	the	others	here,	but	it’s	also	the	story	that	broke	the	internet—and	quite	possibly	the	only	New	Yorker	story	that	thousands	of	people	have	ever	read.	*	Finally,	as	is	often	the	case	with	lists	that	summarize	the	mainstream	American	literary	canon	of	the	last	200	years,	it	is
impossible	not	to	recognize	that	the	list	above	is	much	too	white	and	male.	So	for	our	future	and	continuing	iconography,	your	friends	at	Literary	Hub	suggest	reading	the	following	stories,	both	new	and	old:	Eudora	Welty,	“Why	I	Live	at	the	P.O.”	(1941)	Clarice	Lispector,	“The	Imitation	of	the	Rose”	(1960)	Leslie	Marmon	Silko,	“The	Man	to	Send	Rain
Clouds”	(1969)	Ralph	Ellison,	“Cadillac	Flambé”	(1973)	Octavia	Butler,	“Bloodchild”	(1984)	Bharati	Mukherjee,	“The	Management	of	Grief”	(1988)	John	Edgar	Wideman,	“Fever”	(1990)	Sandra	Cisneros,	“Woman	Hollering	Creek”	(1991)	Christine	Schutt,	“To	Have	and	to	Hold”	(1996)	ZZ	Packer,	“Brownies”	(2003)	Edward	P.	Jones,	“Marie”	(2004)
Karen	Russell,	“Haunting	Olivia”	(2005)	Kelly	Link,	“Stone	Animals”	(2005)	Edwidge	Danticat,	“Ghosts”	(2008)	Yiyun	Li,	“A	Man	Like	Him”	(2008)	Claire	Vaye	Watkins,	“Ghosts,	Cowboys”	(2009)	Ottessa	Moshfegh,	“Bettering	Myself”	(2013)	Amelia	Gray,	“House	Heart”	(2013)	Zadie	Smith,	“Meet	the	President!”	(2013)	Carmen	Maria	Machado,	“The
Husband	Stitch”	(2014)	Diane	Cook,	“The	Way	the	End	of	Days	Should	Be”	(2014)	Kirstin	Valdez	Quade,	“Five	Wounds”	(2015)	NoViolet	Bulawayo,	“Shhhh”	(2015)	Mariana	Enriquez,	“Spiderweb”	(2016)	Ken	Liu,	“State	Change”	(2016)	Helen	Oyeyemi,	“Sorry	Doesn’t	Sweeten	Her	Tea”	(2016)	Lesley	Nneka	Arimah,	“What	Is	a	Volcano?”	(2017)	James
McBride,	“The	Christmas	Dance”	(2017)	Viet	Thanh	Nguyen,	“War	Years”	(2017)	Nana	Kwame	Adjei-Brenyah,	“Friday	Black”	(2018).	.	.	Honestly,	this	list	could	go	on	forever,	but	let’s	stop	and	say:	more	short	stories	of	all	kinds	in	the	hands	of	the	general	public,	please!	American	literature,	both	in	the	way	it	was	practiced	and	the	way	it	was
perceived,	came	of	age	in	the	period	between	1870	and	1920.	During	these	years	American	writing	distinguished	itself	stylistically	and	thematically	from	the	European	tradition	to	which	it	had	been	dismissively	compared	for	more	than	a	century.	American	authors	also	increasingly	gained	respect	as	serious	artists	in	the	decades	following	the	Civil
War	as	literary	critics	inside	and	outside	the	academy	began	to	appreciate	the	intrinsic	merits	of	American	poetry	and	prose.EARLY	CULTURAL	CONTEXTThe	cultural	trauma	of	the	Civil	War	produced	a	permanently	altered	sense	of	national	consciousness	among	Americans	who	lived	through	it	and	beyond	it.	But	the	war	between	the	states	was	only



one	of	many	phenomena	of	the	late	nineteenth	century	that	transformed	the	United	States	from	a	country	fundamentally	sectionalist	in	attitude	(e.g.,	New	England,	South,	Midwest,	Far	West)	into	a	unified	nation	of	the	world	that	would	come	to	consider	its	regional	diversity	a	vital	if	mostly	secondary	trait.The	technological	advances	that	followed	the
Civil	War,	particularly	in	the	areas	of	American	transportation	and	communication,	also	contributed	mightily	to	the	emergence	of	this	new,	more	unified	cultural	awareness.	In	1860,	for	example,	fewer	than	thirty	thousand	miles	of	railroad	existed	in	the	United	States,	and	major	sections	of	the	country	remained	essentially	unconnected	to	each	other.
By	May	1869,	however,	less	than	a	decade	later,	as	the	last	rail	spike	was	being	driven	into	the	line	linking	the	East	and	the	West	at	Promontory	Point,	Utah,	the	number	of	miles	of	railroad	crisscrossing	the	United	States	had	almost	tripled	to	nearly	ninety	thousand.	The	expansion	of	the	railroads	into	every	corner	of	the	Union	of	course	made	travel
throughout	the	country	much	easier	(thus	removing	a	major	impediment	to	personal	mobility	that	would	tend	to	promote	a	regional—as	opposed	to	a	national—sensibility),	but	it	also	had	the	equally	important	effect	of	opening	up	commerce	and	communication	between	different	geographical	regions	to	a	much	larger	degree.Advances	in	publishing
technology	after	the	Civil	War	also	worked	to	open	contact	between	sections	of	the	United	States.	Subscriptions	to	major	newspapers	and	magazines	skyrocketed	in	the	1870s	and	1880s	as	Americans	from	all	over	the	country	grew	hungrier	for	information	from	beyond	their	local	borders.	Already	existing	periodicals	such	as	the	Atlantic	Monthly	and
Harper's	Monthly	widened	their	circulations	dramatically	in	the	last	few	decades	of	the	nineteenth	century	as	telegraph	and	transportation	improvements	made	it	possible	for	them	to	reach	those	more	distant	readers	longing	for	access	to	these	now	more	broadly	focused	national	publications.	Hoping	to	capitalize	on	newly	opened	markets	and	the
increased	readership	among	the	American	public,	hundreds	of	new	magazines	appeared	for	the	first	time	in	the	1860s,	1870s,	and	1880s,	including	Galaxy,	Overland	Monthly,	Scribner's	Monthly,	and	Century	Magazine,	to	name	a	few	of	the	most	prominent.Though	late-nineteenth-century	improvements	in	transportation	and	communication	helped	to
foster	a	larger,	more	unified	conception	of	an	American	culture,	these	advancements	also	had	a	simultaneous	and	somewhat	paradoxical	effect	on	the	nation's	consciousness.	Ironically,	as	Americans	seemed	to	be	dismantling	sectional	boundaries	in	the	1870s	and	1880s	by	traveling	farther	from	home	and	by	reading	a	wider	variety	of	publications
from	across	the	United	States,	they	were	at	the	same	time	made	newly	aware	of	regional	differences	in	speech	and	manners	through	contact	with	those	people	and	places	beyond	their	immediate	milieus.	This	rediscovery	of	regional	diversity	in	the	context	of	a	budding	national	culture	would	prove	to	have	profound	implications	for	the	establishment
of	an	indigenous	American	voice	in	literature	in	the	decades	following	the	Civil	War.THE	RISE	OF	LITERARY	REALISMBy	1870	a	new	generation	of	American	authors,	committed	to	the	tenets	of	literary	realism,	had	begun	to	emerge.	The	realist	artistic	vision,	though	expressed	in	a	variety	of	ways	by	hundreds	of	writers	in	the	late	nineteenth	century,
was,	at	least	in	principle,	relatively	uncomplicated:	portray	people,	places,	and	things	as	they	actually	appear	in	everyday	life.	Realism	as	an	aesthetic	movement	was	in	large	part	a	reaction	against	the	idealizing	(if	universalizing)	tendencies	of	literary	romanticism,	which	had	dominated	literary	expression	in	the	United	States	since	the	early	decades
of	the	1800s.	The	major	novelists	of	the	post–Civil	War	period,	Mark	Twain	(1835–1910),	William	Dean	Howells	(1837–1920),	and	Henry	James	(1843–1916),	self-avowed	realists	all,	emphasized	in	their	writing	a	fidelity	to	actual	experience,	particularly	by	focusing	on	the	development	of	"common"	characters	confronting	complex	ethical
issues.Although	Twain,	Howells,	and	James	as	well	as	other	American	writers	produced	novels	of	the	highest	quality	in	the	final	decades	of	the	nineteenth	century,	none	of	these	works	could	be	said	to	have	truly	achieved	the	status	of	the	Great	American	Novel	insofar	as	any	of	them	alone	represented	the	fullness	of	the	American	cultural	experience.
In	fact,	Howells	himself	famously	argued	that	it	would	be	impossible	because	of	the	regional	diversity	of	the	country	for	any	one	book	to	capture	completely	the	American	experience.	American	realist	writers	generally	focused	on	the	particular	details	of	the	geographical	area	of	the	country	they	knew	best,	recording	the	distinctive	manners,	colloquial
speech	patterns,	and	distinguishing	traditions	of	its	inhabitants.	Of	course	the	ways	people	talk	and	behave	tend	to	be	sectional	in	nature.	And	so	the	particular	brand	of	realist	literature	produced	by	Americans	in	the	late	nineteenth	century	came	to	be	known	as	regionalism.Indeed,	in	many	ways	the	last	three	decades	of	the	nineteenth	century
constituted	an	age	of	regionalism	in	American	literature.	Coinciding	with	the	growing	interest	among	Americans	in	their	country's	sectional	differences,	regionalist	writing	flourished	between	1870	and	1900.	As	the	public	appetite	for	stories	with	regional	qualities	increased,	the	proliferation	of	magazines	following	the	Civil	War	provided	an	outlet
particularly	for	the	work	of	short-fiction	writers	whose	work	was	distinguished	by	this	quintessentially	American	brand	of	late-nineteenth-century	literature.	In	the	Far	West,	authors	like	Bret	Harte	and	Dan	De	Quille	as	well	as	writers	of	Nevada's	"Sagebrush	School,"	Joseph	Goodman	and	Rollin	Daggett,	to	name	just	two,	wrote	accounts	of	outlaws,
roughs,	and	prospectors.	Midwestern	writers	such	as	Alice	Cary,	Joseph	Kirkland,	and	Edward	Eggleston	chronicled	the	lives	of	prairie	farmers	and	small-village	folk.	George	Washington	Cable,	Joel	Chandler	Harris,	and	Grace	Elizabeth	King	depicted	the	unique	complexities	of	postwar	life	in	the	South.	In	New	England,	Harriet	Beecher	Stowe,	Sarah
Orne	Jewett,	and	Mary	Wilkins	Freeman	recorded	the	peculiar	experiences	of	Yankees	and	spinsters.	Taken	together,	these	and	other	writers	from	the	period	produced	a	representation	of	American	cultural	experience	that	in	both	form	and	content	matched	the	regional	diversity	of	the	United	States.AMERICAN	LITERATURE	AND	THE	EARLY
AMERICAN	ACADEMYAlthough	American	authors	enjoyed	popular	success	among	subscribers	to	national	publications	in	the	decades	following	the	Civil	War,	American	literature,	generally	speaking,	had	yet	to	achieve	the	status	of	serious	art	in	the	minds	of	those	readers.	Americans,	still	harboring	lingering	feelings	of	provincial	inferiority	a	century
after	the	signing	of	the	Declaration	of	Independence,	remained	wary	about	maintaining	that	their	own	literary	past	could	be	ranked	with	the	hallowed	traditions	of	England	and	Europe.	American	literature	was	very	young	by	comparison	of	course,	and	most	of	the	reading	public—including	all	but	a	handful	of	academic	scholars—simply	refused	to
believe	that	American	literature	could	be	as	aesthetically	elevated	as	the	literature	of	the	Old	World.	Universities	throughout	the	United	States	did	occasionally	offer	courses	in	designated	types	of	American	writers	in	the	final	decades	of	the	nineteenth	century,	but	for	a	student	to	announce	an	intention	to	study	literature	in	the	late	nineteenth	century
invariably	meant	that	the	student	would	study	English	literature.The	slow	growth	of	an	academic	curriculum	in	American	literature	seems	lethargic	indeed	when	contrasted	to	the	maturation	of	other	curricula	of	academic	study	in	American	universities	at	the	time,	such	as	American	history.	Less	than	10	percent	of	the	more	than	150	universities	in
the	United	States	had	developed	fledgling	graduate	programs	in	American	literature	by	1900,	and	only	four	Ph.D.s	had	emerged	in	the	field.	By	contrast,	scholars	of	American	historical	studies	could	report	that	nearly	nine	out	of	ten	history	dissertations	written	in	American	universities	in	the	1880s	and	1890s	dealt	with	native	subjects.	Moreover,	by
the	1890s	most	universities	were	offering	equal	selections	of	courses	in	ancient,	European,	and	American	history.	Even	within	the	relatively	few	colleges	that	were	teaching	American	poetry	and	prose,	English	and	other	European	literature	received	vastly	more	attention.The	civic	pride	generated	in	the	1870s	by	the	national	centennial	celebration,
along	with	the	emerging	post–Civil	War	conception	of	the	United	States	as	a	national	culture,	helped	to	begin	changing	minds,	both	inside	and	outside	the	academy,	about	the	stature	of	American	literature.	In	the	years	leading	up	to	the	centennial,	for	example,	publishers	looking	to	cash	in	on	enthusiasm	for	things	American	readily	promoted	the
work	of	American	writers,	prompting	many	readers	to	consider	for	the	first	time	their	own	authors,	past	and	present.	Furthermore,	that	the	nation	had	reached	such	a	significant	milestone	enabled	many	within	the	intellectual	class	to	entertain	seriously,	perhaps	for	the	first	time,	the	notion	that	the	United	States	might	possess	an	aesthetic	culture
worthy	of	some	consideration.	These	events	clearly	would	have	contributed	to	the	search	for	and	discovery	of	an	American	literary	tradition.Book-length	collections	of	American	literature	marketed	for	the	general	public	in	the	late	nineteenth	century	also	played	a	crucial	role	in	shifting	academic	critical	attitudes	toward	American	writers.	Although
these	large	collections	had	been	popular	with	American	readers	since	the	mid-1800s,	colleges	only	gradually	adopted	this	anthology	format	in	the	classroom.	But	once	they	did,	competition	among	literature	professors	to	produce	an	authoritative	anthology	specifically	for	use	in	the	college	classroom	fostered	an	upsurge	of	academic	interest	in
American	literature.	Scholars	trace	the	first	true	college	text	of	American	literature	back	to	John	Seely	Hart's	(1810–1877)	Manual	of	American	Literature,	published	in	1872.	Hart	is	likewise	credited	with	offering,	at	Princeton,	the	first	college	course	in	American	literature	at	an	American	university	that	same	year.	Hart's	collection,	like	its
contemporaries	that	were	intended	for	a	more	general	readership,	was	suggestive	of	a	biographical	dictionary	or	encyclopedia	supplemented	by	small	excerpts	of	poems	and	prose	and	representing	the	work	of	literally	hundreds	of	American	authors.	Detailed	attention	to	factual	data	and	biography	and	the	absence	of	historical	and	interpretive
information	characterized	these	first	literary	collections.	But	despite	such	limitations,	Hart's	anthology	became	a	model	for	subsequent	classroom	texts.Attempts	by	literary	scholars	to	organize	into	professional	associations	during	the	1880s	further	promoted	the	serious	treatment	of	American	literature	in	American	college	classrooms.	In	1883,
together	with	nearly	forty	language	and	literature	specialists	from	universities	around	the	country,	A.	Marshall	Elliott	founded	the	Modern	Language	Association	of	America,	and	one	year	later	in	1884	that	group	published	the	first	volume	of	the	Publications	of	the	Modern	Language	Association	of	America,	which	even	in	the	early	twenty-first	century
remains	the	flagship	journal	for	academic	literary	scholarship.	Also	instrumental	at	about	this	same	time	was	a	national	consciousness	of	the	deaths	of	Ralph	Waldo	Emerson	and	Henry	Wadsworth	Longfellow	in	the	1880s	and	then	of	James	Russell	Lowell	(1891),	John	Greenleaf	Whittier	(1892),	Oliver	Wendell	Holmes	(1894),	and	Harriet	Beecher
Stowe	(1896),	which	deepened	the	sense	that	an	era	of	American	literary	production	had	come	to	a	close	and	could	begin	to	be	appraised.Coinciding	with	the	rising	interest	in	American	letters	in	the	American	academy	during	the	1880s,	the	next	stage	in	the	development	of	academic	appreciation	of	American	literature	grew	out	of	attempts	by
scholars	to	apply	critical	methodology	to	the	study	of	literature.	In	November	1878	Moses	Coit	Tyler	(1835–1900)	published	his	renowned	two-volume	History	of	American	Literature,	1607–1765,	a	work	of	great	importance	for	having	pioneered	the	art	of	literary	historiography.	Tyler's	connective	critical	approach	revolutionized	American	literature
studies,	and	for	at	least	the	next	half-century	it	became	the	dominant	mode	in	academic	literary	scholarship.	Moving	the	study	of	literature	beyond	mere	biography	and	fact	gathering,	literary	historiographers	such	as	Tyler	essentially	approached	the	body	of	American	letters	as	a	portal	to	the	American	mind	and	spirit.	According	to	them,	American
literature	(which	in	concept	at	that	time	also	included	political	and	scientific	documents)	was	the	written	record	of	the	American	cultural	milieu	and	as	such	it	reflected	and	preserved	the	nation's	fundamental	characteristics	and	thought.	"There	is	but	one	thing	more	interesting	than	the	intellectual	history	of	a	man,"	declared	Tyler	in	his	literary
history	of	colonial	America,	"and	that	is	the	intellectual	history	of	a	nation"	(1:5).	As	an	archival	repository	of	the	American	spirit,	literature	was	at	best	considered	only	secondarily	as	a	formidable	artistic	expression.	For	literary	historiography	the	works	of	literature	themselves	became	a	means	for	study	rather	than	the	subject	of	study.	Literary
historians	did	make	small	gestures	toward	demonstrating	aesthetic	values	in	the	literature,	but	their	commentary	(by	modern	standards)	was	vague	and	impressionistic.	In	spite	of	these	shortcomings,	the	scholarship	of	Tyler	and	other	literary	historians	provided	a	long-deserved	sense	of	critical	legitimacy	to	American	literature.As	a	result	of	this
progress,	editors	of	classroom	anthologies	of	American	literature	started	adopting	literary	historiography	into	their	formats.	The	first	notable	classroom	anthology	combining	narrative	literary	history	with	selections	of	poetry	and	prose	was	Charles	F.	Richardson's	(1851–1913)	American	Literature,	1607–1885	(1887–1889).	Though	Richardson's	text
was	divided	into	two	volumes,	separating	the	historical	analysis	from	the	actual	literature	itself,	he	unified	the	John	Seely	Hart–like	collection	of	poetry	and	prose	with	the	Tyler-like	literary	history	handbook	and	treated	for	the	first	time	the	entire	period	of	American	literature	up	to	his	own	day.AMERICAN	LITERATURE	AT	THE	TURN	OF	THE
CENTURYDuring	the	1890s	a	profound	and	noticeable	shift	began	taking	place	in	American	literature.	A	hallmark	feature	of	post–Civil	War	American	literary	realism	had	been	plots	that	featured	characters	confronting	complex	ethical	dilemmas.	Thus	a	fundamental	assumption	that	lay	behind	many	realist	texts	was	that	the	individual	possesses	the
free	will	to	decide	between	that	which	is	right	and	wrong,	moral	and	immoral,	good	and	evil.	By	the	end	of	the	century	American	writers,	influenced	by	the	emerging	trend	in	European	literature	called	literary	naturalism,	were	starting	to	question	the	broader	notion	of	human	freedom	as	they	embraced	aspects	of	scientific	determinism,	a	system	of
thought	that	rejected	the	existence	of	free	will	as	a	way	of	accounting	for	everyday	human	behavior.Conceptions	of	"determinism"	were	not	completely	unknown	to	Americans	of	the	nineteenth	century.	For	hundreds	of	years	of	course	numerous	interpretations	of	Christian	theology	had	preached	doctrines	that	denied	human	agency	at	most	if	not	all
levels	of	existence.	But	certain	scientific	developments	in	the	early	and	mid-1800s	began	to	assert	arguments	for	more	secular	varieties	of	determinism.	In	1859	Charles	Darwin	(1809–1882)	published	his	ground-breaking	study	On	the	Origin	of	Species,	and	its	subsequent	effect	on	Western	thinking,	particularly	in	the	latter	decades	of	the	nineteenth
century,	is	nearly	impossible	to	overstate.	His	theories	of	"natural	selection"	fundamentally	undermined	an	ennobled	vision	of	human	life	by	intimating	that	human	beings	might	be	directly	related	to	lower	forms	of	animals.	In	addition	to	challenging	centuries	of	foundational	religious	thinking,	Darwin's	hypotheses	suggested	that	human	behavior	is
largely	governed	by	biologically	determined	forces	that	are	beyond	the	individual's	control.	Darwinian	evolutionary	theory	quickly	became	the	basis	for	any	number	of	pessimistic	late-century	scientific	hypotheses	concerning	human	conduct.	Most	famously,	perhaps,	the	Englishman	Herbert	Spencer	(1820–1903)	applied	Darwin's	observations	to	social
models	and	in	the	1870s	coined	the	phrase	"survival	of	the	fittest"	as	he	attempted	to	justify	the	social	and	economic	inequities	of	the	Gilded	Age.Darwin	and	Spencer	as	well	as	other	revolutionary	scientific	thinkers	of	the	nineteenth	century	incited	a	new	generation	of	American	writers	to	portray	life	as	a	battle	in	which	human	beings	struggle
against	forces	seemingly	bent	on	their	destruction.	Stephen	Crane,	Kate	Chopin,	Theodore	Dreiser,	Frank	Norris,	Edith	Wharton,	and	Jack	London,	to	name	a	few	of	the	most	prominent	figures,	all	produced	fiction	near	the	turn	of	the	century	that	emphasized	deterministic	forces—social,	biological,	and	environmental—exerting	control	over	the	lives	of
their	characters.	Crane's	(1871–1900)	Maggie,	A	Girl	of	the	Streets	(1893)	is	generally	considered	to	be	the	first	significant	naturalistic	novel	by	an	American,	and	it	showcases	many	of	what	would	become	the	movement's	hallmark	features:	a	hostile	setting,	oppressed	lower-class	characters,	images	of	despair,	metaphors	drawn	from	war	and
savagery,	and	profoundly	tragic	themes.	The	work	of	American	naturalists	that	followed	would	likewise	depict	unflinchingly	the	bleakness	of	urban	slums,	arctic	wildernesses,	and	impoverished	rural	environments;	portray	young	women	driven	to	prostitution,	young	men	to	brutality,	and	entire	families	to	total	annihilation;	and	explore	the	complex	of
overwhelming	forces,	external	and	interior,	that	compelled	their	characters	toward	seemingly	inevitable	fates.	In	the	end,	however,	the	despairing	tone	of	literary	naturalism	was	not	without	purpose.	American	naturalist	authors	generally	wrote	to	transform	the	world	around	them,	to	bring	to	the	attention	of	readers	the	effect	of	deterministic	forces
in	their	lives	and	to	propose	ways	of	coping	with	those	forces.	By	doing	so,	these	writers	saw	themselves	as	assisting	in	the	improvement	of	society	as	a	whole.As	turn-of-the-century	American	writers	embraced	literary	naturalism,	the	American	publishing	scene	proudly	began	to	promote	past	American	authors	in	ways	that	it	had	not	before.	Houghton,
Mifflin,	for	example,	introduced	its	Riverside	Literature	Series	in	the	early	1890s,	which	featured	the	poetry	and	prose	of	America's	most	revered	literary	artists.	Each	volume	in	the	series	featured	the	work	of	a	single	writer,	providing	the	public	with	affordable	collections	of	American	literature	and	providing	American	literary	art	with	its	long-
deserved	sense	of	cultural	legitimacy.	Sales	were	extraordinary	right	from	the	start,	and	second	editions	followed	almost	immediately.	Also	very	popular	among	turn-of-the-century	readers	were	illustrated	omnibus	collections	of	American	literature.	Donald	G.	Mitchell's	American	Lands	and	Letters	(1897)	is	typical	of	the	larger	compilations	of
American	writings	that	appealed	to	the	general	reader	by	providing	hundreds	of	selections	by	multiple	authors	and	large	numbers	of	portraits	and	other	images	in	a	single	volume.	Additionally,	the	Atlantic	Monthly	and	other	highly	respected	magazines	ran	articles	throughout	the	1890s	touting	the	merits	of	indigenous	writers	of	the	past	while	calling
for	a	body	of	work	from	writers	of	the	future	worthy	of	the	greatness	of	American	culture.	All	said,	as	the	country	moved	into	the	new	century	American	literary	art	seemed	finally	to	be	receiving	the	kind	of	backing	from	the	American	print	trade	that	had	been	so	conspicuously	absent	in	preceding	decades.The	following	is	a	passage	from	Stephen
Crane's	Maggie,	A	Girl	of	the	Streets	(1893),	generally	considered	to	be	the	first	significant	naturalistic	novel	by	an	American.Eventually	they	entered	into	a	dark	region	where,	from	a	careening	building,	a	dozen	gruesome	doorways	gave	up	loads	of	babies	to	the	street	and	the	gutter.	A	wind	of	early	autumn	raised	yellow	dust	from	cobbles	and
swirled	it	against	a	hundred	windows.	Long	streamers	of	garments	fluttered	from	fire-escapes.	In	all	unhandy	places	there	were	buckets,	brooms,	rags,	and	bottles.	In	the	street	infants	played	or	fought	with	other	infants	or	sat	stupidly	in	the	way	of	vehicles.	Formidable	women,	with	uncombed	hair	and	disordered	dress,	gossiped	while	leaning	on
railings,	or	screamed	in	frantic	quarrels.	Withered	persons,	in	curious	postures	of	submission	to	something,	sat	smoking	pipes	in	obscure	corners.	A	thousand	odors	of	cooking	food	came	forth	to	the	street.	The	building	quivered	and	creaked	from	the	weight	of	humanity	stamping	about	its	bowels.Crane,	Maggie,	A	Girl	of	the	Streets,	p.	6.Academic
interest	in	American	literary	studies	was	also	beginning	to	accelerate	rapidly	in	the	early	years	of	the	twentieth	century.	Forty-two	doctoral	dissertations,	for	example,	were	completed	on	American	literary	topics	between	1900	and	1920	despite	few	graduate	course	offerings	on	exclusively	American	topics.	To	meet	this	expanding	interest	in	American
literature	within	universities,	a	number	of	literary	histories	and	collections	of	poetry	and	prose	virtually	free	of	interpretive	explication	entered	the	market	after	1900.	Nevertheless,	the	earlier	textbooks	by	Tyler	and	Richardson,	along	with	Barrett	Wendell's	(1855–1921)	A	Literary	History	of	America	(1900),	continued	their	hegemony	as	the	trusted
authorities	until	about	1915.	Suggesting	a	more	scholarly	approach	to	American	letters,	Wendell's	textbook	was	fashioned	in	the	style	of	Tyler's	and	the	first	volume	of	Richardson's	set	but	added	to	their	format	an	extensive	annotated	bibliography	of	primary	and	secondary	works.	Neither	Wendell's	nor	subsequent	literary	histories	published	during
the	next	few	decades	advanced	literary	historiography	beyond	studies	of	language	patterns	and	social	science.	Historical	approaches	to	literature	maintained	their	supremacy	both	in	academic	studies	of	American	literature	and	in	American	literary	textbooks	long	into	the	1920s,	as	evidenced	by	the	success	of	a	second	generation	of	influential	and
widely	used	literary	histories,	which	included	W.	B.	Cairns's	A	History	of	American	Literature	(1912)	and	The	Cambridge	History	of	American	Literature	(1917–1921).AMERICAN	LITERATURE	AND	THE	MODERN	ACADEMY:	A	CULMINATIONThe	transition	of	American	literature	studies	into	an	age	of	modern	sophistication	began	just	after	the	end	of
World	War	I.	In	April	1921	the	final	two	volumes	of	The	Cambridge	History	of	American	Literature	appeared,	providing	American	literary	studies	with	its	long-sought	sense	of	critical	legitimacy.	Later	that	same	year	scholars	of	American	literature	organized	themselves	and	met	for	the	first	time	as	the	American	Literature	Group	at	the	Modern
Language	Association's	annual	meeting.	Then	in	1923	a	section	devoted	exclusively	to	American	literature	was	added	to	the	Publications	of	the	Modern	Language	Association	Bibliography	(previously	confined	to	English,	Germanic,	and	Romantic	languages	and	literatures),	with	Norman	Foerster	becoming	its	first	bibliographer.	Thereafter	activity	in
the	field	of	academic	American	literary	studies	soared.	The	proliferation	of	scholarly	attention	to	American	authors	consequently	demanded	that	college	English	departments	discuss	standards	and	requirements	pertaining	to	American	literature,	and	by	1927	the	American	Literature	Group	was	considering	the	possibility	of	setting	up	requirements	for
a	Ph.D.	degree	in	American	literature.	Finally	in	March	1929	the	first	scholarly	journal	entirely	dedicated	to	American	literary	studies,	American	Literature,	published	its	first	volume	under	the	editorship	of	Jay	B.	Hubbell.The	ferment	of	American	literary	scholarship	during	the	1920s	inevitably	began	to	exert	influence	on	the	production	of	American
literary	anthologies.	In	fact	a	clear	difference	between	high	school	and	college	literature	collections	emerges	only	in	the	years	following	the	end	of	World	War	I.	Before	then,	anthology	editors	had	intended	that	their	textbooks	be	used	as	general	guides	to	American	literature	for	students	of	all	levels,	but	by	1919	scholars	were	compiling	collections
specifically	for	yearlong	college	courses,	interspersing	historical	background	with	the	poetry	and	prose	together	in	the	now	familiar	same-volume	format.	Influenced	by	recent	critical	trends,	scholar-editors	began	moving	textbooks	away	from	almost	total	emphasis	on	the	historical	backgrounds	and	biography,	bringing	about	an	expanded	coverage	of
literature.	In	1919	Fred	Lewis	Pattee	published	his	first	anthology	of	American	literature	designed	for	a	yearlong	survey.	Norman	Foerster's	American	Poetry	and	Prose:	A	Book	of	Readings	1607–1916	(1925)	became	the	first	literary	anthology	designed	for	the	college	classroom	that	divided	American	literature	under	the	conventional	modern
headings	of	"Colonial/Puritan	Background,"	"Romanticism,"	and	"Realism."	Shortly	afterward	several	other	major	literary	textbooks	appeared,	one	after	another,	ushering	in	the	age	of	the	modern	anthology	of	American	literature	as	well	as	inaugurating	the	proliferation	of	academic	American	literary	studies	that	would	by	mid-century	lead	to	the
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