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FLOWERS FOR ALGERNON Daniel Keyes

progris riport 1-martch 5, 1965

Dr. Strauss says [ shud rite down what | think and evrey thing that happins to me from now on, | dont know why
but he says its importint so they will see if thay wili use me. | hope they use me. Miss Kininian says maybe they
can make me smart. [ want to be smart, My name is Charlie Gordon. [ am 37 years old. | have nuthing more to

rite now so | will close for today.

progris riport 2-martch &

| had a test today. | think | faled it. And | think maybe now they wont use me. What happind is a nice young man
was in the room and he had some white cards and ink spililed all over them. He sed Charlie what do vo see on
this card. | was very skared even tho | had my rabits foot in my pockit because when [ was a kid | always faled

tasts in school and | spillled ink to.

[ told him | saw a inkblot. He said yes and it made me feel good. |thot that was all hut when | got up to go he
said Charlie we are not thrn yet. Then [ dont remember so good but he wantid me to say what was in the ink, |
dint see nuthing in the ink but he said there was picturs there other pepul saw some picturs. | couldnt see any

picturs. | reely tryed. | held the card close up and then far away.

Then | said if | had my glases | coud see better [ usally only ware my glases in the maovies or TV but | said they are
in the closit in the hall. 1 got them. Then | said let me see that card agen | bet Il find it now.

I tryed hard but | only saw the ink. | told him maybe | need new glases. He rote something down on a paper and |
got skared of faling the test. | told him it was a very nice inkblot with littel points all around the edges. He looked
very sad so that wasnt it. | said please et me try agen. il get it In a few minits becaus Im not so fast sometimes.
Irn a slow reeder too in Miss Kinnians class for slow aditilts but I'm trying very hard.

He gave me a chance with another card that had 2 kinds of ink spilled on it red and blue.

He was very nice and talked slow like Miss Kinnian does and he explaned it to me that it was a raw shok. He said
pepul see things in the ink. I said show me where. He said think. | told him [ think a inkblot but that wasn't rite
eather. He said what does it remind you-pretend something. | closed mv eves for a jong time to pretend. | told

him | pretend a fowutan pen with ink leeking all over a table cloth,
I don't think | passed the raw shok test

progris ripart 3-martch 7

Dr Strauss and Dr Nemur say it dont matter about the inkblats. They said that maybe they will still use me. | said
Miss Kinnian never gave me tests like that one only spelling and reading. They said Miss Kinnian told that | was
her bestist pupil in the adult nite school becaus | tryed the hardist and | reely wantid to lern. They said how
come you went to the adult nite scool all by yourself Charlie. How did you find it. | said | asked pepul and sum
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body told me where | shud go to lern to read and'Spe!I good. They said why did you want to. | told them becaus
all my life | wantid to be smart and not dumb. But its very hard to be smart. They said you know it
will probly be tempirery. i said yes. Miss Kinnian told me. | dont care if it herts.

Later | had more crazy tests today. The nice lady who gave it to me told me the name and | asked her how do
you spell it so | can rite it my progris riport. THEMATIC APPERCEPTION TEST. | dont know the frist 2 words but |
know what test means. You got to pass it or you get bad marks. This test lookd easy becaus | could see the
picturs. Only this time she dint want me to tell her the picturs. That mixd me up. She said make up storys about

the pepul in the picturs.

I told her how can you tell storys about pepul you never met. | said why shud | make up lies. | never tell lies any
more becaus | always get caut,

She told me this test and the other one the raw-shok was for getting personality. | laffed so hard. { said how can
you get that thing from inkblots and fotos. She got sore and put her picturs away. | don't care. lt was sily, | gess |

faled that test too.

Later some men in white coats took me to a difernt part of the hospitil and gave me a game to play. ft was like a
race with a white mouse. They called the mouse Algernon, Algernon was in a box with a lot of twists and turns
like ali kinds of walls and they gave me a pencil and a paper with lines and lots of boxes. On one side it said
START and on the other end it said FINISH. They said It was amazed and that Algernon and me had the same
amazed to do. | dint see how we could have the same amazed if Aigernon had a box and | had a paper but | dint

say' nothing. Anyway there wasnt time because the race started.

One of the men had a watch he was trying to hide so | wouldnt see it so | tryed not to look and that made me

nervus,

Anyway that test made me feel worser than all the others because they® did it over 10 times with different
amazeds and Algernon won every time. [ dint know that mice were so smart, Maybe thats because Algernon is a

white mouse. Maybe white mice are smarter than other mice.

progris riport 4-Mar 8

Their going to use me! Im so excited | can hardly write. Dr Nemur and Dr Strauss had a argament about it first.
Dr Nemur was in the office when Dr Strauss brot me in. Dr Nemur was worried about using me but Dr Strauss
told him Miss Kinnian rekemmended me the best from all the people who she was teaching. | like Miss
Kinnian becaus shes a very smart teacher. And she said Charlie your going to have a second chance. If you
voluntaer for this experiment you mite get smart. They dont know if it will be perminint but theirs a chance.
Thats why | said ok even when | was scared because sha said it was an operashun. She said dont be scared
Charlie you done so much with so {ittle 1 think you deserv it most of all.

So | got scaird when Dr. Nemur and Dr. Strauss argud about it.

Dr. Strauss said F had something that was very good. He said | had a good motorvation. | never even knew | had
that. | felt proud when he said that not every hody with an eye-g of 68 had that thing. | dant know what it is or

where | got it but he said Algernon had it too.

Algernans motor-vation is the cheese they put in his box. But it cant be that because | didn't eat any cheese this

week.



Then he toid Dr Nemur something | dint understand so while they were talking | wrote down some of the words.
He sald Dr. Nemur | know Charlie is not what you had in mind as the first of your new brede of intelek** couldnt
get the word) superman. But most peaple of his low ment** are host** and uncoap** they are usually duli
apath** and hard to reach. He has a good natcher hes intristed and eager to please.

Dr Nemur said remember he will be the first human beeng ever to have his intelijence tripled by surgicle meens.

Dr. Strauss said exakly. Look at how well hes lerned to read and write for his low mantel age its as grate an
acheve** as you and | lerning einstines therey of **yity without help. That shows the inteness motor-vation. Its

comparat** a tremen** achev** | say we use Charlie.
t dint get all the words but it sounded like Dr Strauss was on my side and like the other one wasnt.,

Theh Or Nemur nodded he said all right maybe your right, We will use Charlie. When he said that | got so exited |
ook his hand for being so good to me. | told him thank you doc you wont be sorry for giving

jumped up and sh
e. And | mean it like [ told him. After the operashun Im gonna try to be smart. Im gonna

me a second chanc
try awful hard.

progris riport 5-Mar 10

Im skarad. Lots of the nurses and the people who gave me the tests came to bring me candy and wish me Juck. |

hope [ have fuck. [ got my rabits foot and my lucky penny. Only a black cat crossed me when | was corming to
the hospitil. Dr Strauss says dont be supersitis Charlie this is science. Anyway im keeping my rabits foot

with me,

| asked Dr Strauss if {ll beat Algernon in the race after the operashun and he said maybe. If the oparashun works

1li show that mouse | can be as smart as he is. Maybe smarter. Then Ill be abe] to read better and spell the words

good and know lots of things and be like other people. | want to be smart like other pecple. If it works perminint
they will make everybody smart all over the wurld.

They dint give me anything to eat this morning. | dont know what that eating has to do with getting smart. Im
very hungry and Dr. Nemur took away my box of candy. That Dr Nemuris a grouch. Dr Strauss says | can have it

back after the operashun. You cant eat befor a operashun....

progress report 6-Mar 15

The operashun dint hurt. He did it while | was sleeping. They took off the bandijis from my head today so [ can
make a PROGRESS REPORT. Dr. Nemur who looked at some of my other ones says | spell PROGRESS weong and
told me how to spell it and REPORT too. | got to try and remember that, 1 have a very bad memary for spelling.
Dr Strauss says its ok to tell about all the things that happin to me but he says | should tell more about what |
feel and what | think. When | told him 1 dont know how to think he said try. Ali the time when the bandijis were
on my eyes | tryed to think. Nothing happened. | dont know what to think about. Maybe if | ask him he wilt tell
me how | can think now that | am supposed fo get smart. What do smart people think about. Fancy things |

suppose. | wish | knew some fancy things already.

progress report 7-mar 19



Nothing is happining. | had lots of tests and different kinds of races with Algernon. | hate that mouse, He always
beats me. Dr. Strauss said | got to play those games. And he said some time | got to take those tests over again.
Those inkblots are stupid. And those pictures are stupid too. | like to draw a picture of a man and a woman but |

wont make up lies about people.

k so much. | thot Dr Strauss was my frend but he dont help me. He dont tell

I got a headache from trying to thin
Miss Kinnian dint come to see me. | think writing these progress reports

rme what to think or when Ill get smart.
are stupid too.

progress report 8-Mar 23

im going back to work at the factory. They said it was better | shud go back to work but | cant tell anyone what the
operashun was for and | have to come to the hospitil for an hour evry night after work. They are gonna pay me mony

every month for learning to be smart.
im glad tm going back to wark because | miss my job and alt my frends and all the fun we have there,

{ dont have to do it every day just when | think of something or
dged because it takes time and it happins slow. He say's it took a
long time with Algernon before he got 3 times smarter than he was before, Thats why Algernon beats me all the time
because he had that operashun too. That makes me feel better. | coud probly do that amazed faster than a reglar
mouse. Maybe some day Il beat him. That would be something. So far Algernon looks smart perminent.

Dr Strauss say's | shud keep writing things down but
something speshul happins. He says dont get discori

Mar 25 (! dont have to write PROGRESS REPORT on tap any more just when ! hand it in once a week for Dr Nemur. |
Just have to put the date on. That saves time}

We had a lot of fun at the factory today. Joe Carp said hey look where Charlie had his operashun what did they do
Charlie put some brains in. [ was going to tell him but | remembered Dr Strauss said no, Then Frank Reilly said what
did you do Charle forget your key and open your door the hard way. That made me [aff. Their really my friends and

they like me.

sometimes somebody wilt say hey lock at Joe or Frank or George he really pulled a Charlie Gordon. | dont know why
they say that but they always laff. This morning Amos Borg who is the 4 man at Donnegans used my name when he
shouted at Ernie the office boy. Ernie lost & packige. He said Ernie for godsake what are you trying to bea Charlie

Gordon. | dont understand why he said that.

Mar 28 Dr Strauss came to my room tonight to see why | dint come in like | was suppose to. | told him { dont like to
race with Algernon any more. He said 1 dont have to for a while but | shud come in, He had a present for me. [ thot it
was 2 little television but it wasnt. He said | got to turn it on when | go to sleep. [ said your kidding why

shud | turn It on when Im going to sleep. Who ever herd of a thing fike that. But he said if | want to get smart | got to
do what he says. | teld him | dint think i was going to get smart and he puts his hand on my sholder and said Chartie
you dont know it yet but your getting smarter all the time. You wont notice for a while. | think he

was just being nice to make me fee| good because [ dont look any smarter.

Oh yes | almaost forgot. | asked him when [ can go back to the class at Miss Kinnians school. He said | wont go their. He

said that soon Miss Kinnian will come to the hospitil to start and teach me speshul.

Mar 29 That crazy TV kept up all night. How can | sleep with something yelling crazy things all night in my ears. And
the nutty pictures. Wow. [ don't know what It says when Im up so how am | going to know when m teeping.



Dr Strauss says its ok. He says my brains are lerning when | sleep and that will help rie when Miss Kinnjan starts my
lessons in the hospit! (only | found out itisn't a hospitit its a labatory.) I think its all crazy. If you can get smart when
your sleeping why do people go to schoal. That thing  don't think will work. | use to watch the late show and the late
late show on TV all the time and it never made me smart. Maybe you have to sleep while you watch it.

progress report 9-April 2
Dr Strauss showed me how to keep the TV turned low so niow | can sieep. | don't hear a thing. And i still dont
understand what it says. A few times | play it over in the morning to find out what I lerned when | was sleeping and |

don't think so. Miss Kinnian says. Maybe its another langwidge. But most times it sound american. It
talks faster then-even Miss Gald who was my teacher in 6 grade. | told Dr, Strauss what good is it to get smart in my-
sleep. | want to be smart when tm awake, He says its the same thing and | have two minds. Theres the uhconscious

and the conscious {thats how you spell it}. And ane dont tell the other one what its doing. They
dont even talk to each other. Thats why | dream. And boy have | been having crazy dreams. Wow. Ever since that

night TV. The late late late show.
| forgot to ask him if it was only me or if everybody had those two minds.

(1 just looked up the word In the dictionary Dr Strauss gave me. The word is subconscious. adj. Of the nature of
mental operations yet not present in consciousness; as, subconscious conflict of desires.} There's more but | still dont

know what it means. This isnt a very good dictionary for dumb people like me.

Anyway the headache is from the party. My friends from the factery Joe Carp and Frank Reilly invited me to go to
Muggsys Saloon for some drinks. [ don't like to drink but they said we will have lots of fun. | had a good time.

Joe Carp said | shoud show the girls how | mop out the toilet in the factory and he got me a mop. | showed them and
everyone laffed when [ told that Mr: Donnegan said | was the best janiter he ever had because | like my job and do it

good and never miss a day except for my operashun.
1 said Miss Kinnian always said Charlie be proud of your job because you do it good.

Everybody laffed and we had a good time and they gave me lots of drinks and Joe said Charlieisa card when hes
potted. | dont know what that means but everybody likes me and we have fun. | cant wait to be smart like my best

friends Joe Carp and Frank Reilly.

| dont remember how thé party was over but | think | went out to buy a newspaper and coffe for Joe and Frank and
when | came back there was no one their. | looked for them alf over till late. Then | dont Temember so good but [ think

| got sleepy or sick, A nice cop brot me back home Thats what my landlady Mrs Flynn says.

But | got a headache and & big lump on my head. [ think maybe | fell but Joe Carp says it was the cop they beat up
drunks some times. 1 don't think so. Miss Kinnian says cops are to help peaple. Anyway | got a bad headache and Im
sick and hurt all over. | don’t think IIl drink anymore.

April 6 | beat Algernont | dint even know | beat him until Burt the tester toid me. Then the second time | lost because |
got so exited | fell off the chair before | finished. But after that | beat him 8 more times. | must be getting smart to

beat a smart mouse like Algernon.

8ut | dont feel smarter.

| wanted to race Algernon same more but Burt said that's enough for one day. They let me hold him for a minit. Hes
not so bad. Hes soft like a ball of cotton. He blinks and when he opens his eyes thelr black and pink on the eges.



| said can | feed him because | felt bad to beat him and | wantedto be nice and make friends. Burt said no Algernon-is
a very specshul mause with an operashun like mine, and he was the first of all the animals to stay smart so long. He
totd me Algernon is so smart that every day he has to solve a test to get his food. [ts a thing like a lock on a door that
changes every time Algernon goes in to eat so he has to lern something new to get his food. That made me sad

because if he couldnt lern he woud be hungry.

| dan't think its right to make you pass a test to eat, How woud Dr Nemur like it to have to pass a test every time he
wants to eat. 1think lll be friends with Algernon.

Aprll 9 Tonlght after work Miss Kinnian was at the laboratory. She looked like she was glad to see me but scared. | told
her dont worry Miss Kinnian Im not smart yet and she laffed. She said | have confidence in you Charlie the way you
struggled so hard to read and right better than all the others. At werst you will have It for a little wile and your doing

something for science.

We are reading a very hard book. Its called Robinson Crusce about 2 man who gets merooned on a dessert Iland. Hes
smart and figers out all kinds of things so he can have 2 house and food and hes a good swimmer. Only [ feel sorry
because hes all alone and has no frends. But | think their must be somebody alse on the iland because theres a
picture with his funny umbrella looking at footprints. | hope he gets a frand and not be lonly. '

April 10 Miss Kinnian teaches me to spell better. She says look at a word and close your eyes and say it over and over
ruble with through that you say threw and enough and tough that you dont say

until you remember. | have lots of t
enew and tew. You got to say enuff and tuff. Thats how | use to write it before | started to get smart. Im confused but

Miss Kinnian says theres no reason in speliing.

Apr 14 Finished Robinson Crusoe, | want to find out more ahout what happens to him but Miss Kinnian says thats all

there is. Why.

Apr 15 Miss Kinnian says Im ferning fast. She read some of the Progress Reports and she {ooked at me kind of funny.
She says Im a fine person and Il show them all. | asked her why. She said never mind but [ shouldnt feel bad if | find
out everybody isnt nice like [ think. She said for a person wha god gave so little to you done more

then a lot of people with brains they never even used. I said all my friends are smart pecple but there good. They like
me and they never did anything that wasnt nice. Then she got something in her eye and she had to run outto the

ladys roam.

Apr 16 Today, | lerned, the comma, this is a comma {,) 2 period, with a tall, Miss Kinnian, says its importent, because,
it makes writing, better, she said, somebody, coud lose, a lot of money, if 3 comma, [snt, in the, right place, 1 dont
have, any maney, and | don't see, how a comtna, keeps you, from losing it. '

id me to look up long words in the dictionary to lern
y. She said its part of your education so now on it
hat way but | only have to look up once

Apr 17 1 used the comma wrong. Its punctuation. Miss Kinnian to
to spell them. | sald whats the difference if you can read it anywa
took up all the words [m notsure how to spell. It takes a long time to write t

and after that | get it right.

" how to mix! Them {and now; | can! mix up all kinds" of punctuation, inl my
writing? There, are lots! of rules? to lern; but Im gettin'g them in my head. One thing | like about, Dear Miss Kinnian:
(thats the way it goes in a business letter if | ever go into business} is she, always gives me'a reason" when-| ask.
She's a gen'lus! { wish t cou'd be smart" iike, her; (Punctuation, is; fun!)

You got to mix them up, she showed? me

Apr 18 What a dope | ami | didn't even understand what she was talking about. | read the grammar book [ast night
and it explanes the whole thing. Then | saw It was the same way as Miss Kinnian was trying to tell me, but | didn't get

it
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Miss Kinnian sald that the TV working in my sleep helped out. She and | reached a plateau. Thats a flat hill.

. After | flgured out how punctuatioh worked, | read over all my old Progress Reports from the beginning. Boy, did |

have crazy spelling and punctuation! | told Miss Kinnian  ought to go over the pages and fix all the mistakes but she
said, "No, Charlie, Dr. Nemur wants them just as they are. That's why he let you keep them after they were
photostated, to see your own progress. You're coming along fast, Charlie,”

That made me feel goad. After the lesson | went down and played with Algernon. We don't race any more,

April 20 1 feel sick inslde. Not sick like for a doctor, but inside my chest it feels empty like getting punched and a
heartburn at the same time, | wasn't going to write about it, but | guess | got to, hecause its important. Today was the

first time | ever stayed home from work.

Last night Joe Carp and Frank Reilly invited me to a party. There were lots of girls and some men from the factory. |
remembered how sick | got last time | drank too much, so | told Joe | didn't want anything te drink. He gave me 2 plain

coke instead.

We had a lot of fun for a while. Joe said | should dance with Ellen and she would teach me the steps. | fell a few times
and I couldn't understand why because no one else was dancing besides Ellen and me. And all the time [ was tripping

because somebody's foot was always sticking out.

Then when | got up | saw the look on Joe's face and it gave me a funny feeling in my stomack. "He's a scream,” one of
the glrls said. Everybody was laughing.

"Look at him. He's blushing. Chartie is blushing."

N Hey, Ellen, what'd you do to Charlie? | never saw him act like that before."

1 didn't know what to do or where to furn, Everyone was looking at me and laughing and | felt naked. | wanted fo
hide. | ran outside and ( threw up, Then [ walked home, it’s a funny thing | never knew that Joe and Frank and the
others liked to have me around all the time to make fun of me.

Now | know what it means when they say "to pull a Charlie Gerdon.”

I'm ashamed,

progress report 11
April 24 5till didn't go into the factory. | told Mrs. Flynn my landlady to call and tell Mr. Donnegan | was sick. Mrs.

Flynn looks at me very funny lately like she's scared,

| think it's a good thing about finding out how everybody faughs at me. | thought about it a ot. It's because I'm so
dumb and | don't even know when I'm doing something dumb, People think it's funny when a dumb person can't do
things the same way they can, Anyway, now ! know 'm getting smarter every day. | know punctuation and | can spell
good. 11ike to look up all the hard wards in the dictionary and | remember them:. I'm reading a lot now, and Miss
Kinnian says | read very fast. Sometimes | even understand what I'm reading about, and it stays in my mind, There are
times when [ can close my eyes and think of a page and it all comes back iike a picture.

Besides history, geography and arithmetic, Miss Kinnian said | should start to learn foreign languages. Dr. Strauss gave
me sorme more tapes to play while | sleep. [ still don't understand how that conscious and unconscious mind works,
but Dr. Strauss says not to worry yet. He asked me to promise that when ! start fearning college



subjects next week | wouldn't read any books on psychology-that is, until he gives me permission.

I feel a lot better today, but | guess I'm still a little angry that all the time people were [aughing and making fun of me
because ] wasn't so smart. When | become intelligent like Dr. Strauss says, with three times my 1.Q. of 68, then maybe

Il be like everyone else and peaple will like me.

I'm not sure what an 1.Q. is, br. Nemur said it was something that measured how intelligent you were-—like a scale in
the drugstore weighs pounds, But Dr, Strauss had a big argument with him and said an L.Q, didn't weigh Intelligence at
all. He said an 1.Q. showed how much intelligence you could get, like the numbers on the outside of a measuring cup.

You still had to fill the cup up with stuff.

Then when | asked Burt, who gives me my intelligence tests and works with Algernon, he said that both of them were
wrong (only | had to promise ot to tell them he said so), Burt says that the .Q. measures a lot of different things
including some of the things you learned already, and it really Isn't any good at all.

S0 | still don't know what LQ. is except that mine is going to be over 200 soon. | didn't want to say anything, but
don't see how If they don't know what it Is, or where it is—{ don't see how they know how much of it you've got.

Dr. Nemur says | have to take a Rorshach Test tomarrow. 1 wonder what that is.

April 22 ( found out what a Rorshach s. It's the test | taok before the operation--the one with the inkblots on the
pieces of cardboard. :

[ was scared to death of those inkblots. | knew the man was going to ask me to find the pictures and | knew | couldn't.
[ was thinking to myself, If only there was some way of knowing what kind of pictures were hidden there. Maybe
there weren't any pictures at all. Maybe it was just 2 trick to see # | was dumb enough to loak for something that

wasn't there. Just thinking about that made me sore at him.
nAll right, Charlie,” he said, "you've seen these cards before. remember?"
10¢ course | rermember.” The way [ said It, he knew [ was angry, and he [ooked surprised.

*Yes, of course. Now | want you to look at this. What might this be?

What do you see on this card? People see all sorts of things in these inkblots. Tell me what it might be for you-what it

rakes you think of."

| was shocked. That wasn't what | had expected him to say.
1you mean there are no pictures hidden in those Inkblots?"

He frowned and took off his glasses. "What?"

“pjctures. Hidden in the inkblots. Last time you told me everyone could see them and you wanted me to find them

#

too

He explained to me that the last time he had used almost the exact same words he was using now. | didn't believe it,
and | still have the suspicion that he misled me at the time just for the fun of it. Unless-~[ don't know any more--could

i have been that feeble-minded?

We went through the cards slowly. One locked like a pair of bats tugging at something. Ancther one locked like two
men fencing with swords. | imagined all sorts of things. t guess | got carried away. But | didn't trust him any more, and



| kept turning them around, even locking on the back to see if there was anything there | was supposed to catch,
While he was making his notes, | peeked out of the corner of my eye to read it. But it was alf in code that locked like

this:

WF+A DdF-Ad orig. WF-A
SF + obj

The test still doesn't make sense to me. It seems to me that anyone could make up lies about things that they didn't

really imagine? Maybe 1"l understand it when Dr. Strauss lets me read up on psychology.

April 25 | figured out a new way to line up the machines In the factory, and Mr. Donnegan says it will save him ten
thousand dollars a year in labor and increased production. He gave me a 525 bonus,

| wanted to take joe Carp and Frank Reilly out to lunch to celebrate, but Joe said he had to buy some things for his
wife, and Frank said he was meeting his cousin for lunch. | guess it'll take a little time for them to get used to the
changes in me. Everybody seems to be frightened of me. When | went over to Amos Borg and tapped him, he jumped

up in the air.

People don't talk to me much any more orkid around the way they used to. It makes the job kind of lonely.

April 27 | got up the nerve today to ask Miss Kinnian to have dinner with me tomoirow night to celebrate my bonus.
At first she wasn't sure it was right, but | asked Dr. Strauss and he said it was okay. Dr. Strauss and Dr. Nemur don't
seem to be getting along so well. They're arguing all the time. This evening ! heard them shouting. Dr. Nemur was
saying that It was his experiment and his research, and Dr. Strauss shouted back that he contributed just as much,
because he found me through Miss Kinnlan and he performed the operation. Dr. Strauss said that someday thousands

of neuro-surgeons might be using his technique all over the world.

Or. Nemur wanted to publish the results of the experiment at the end of the month. Dr. Strauss wanted to waita
while to be sure. Dr. Strauss said Dr. Nemur was more interested in the Chair of Psychology at Princeton than he was
in the experiment, Dr. Nemur said Dr. Strauss was nothing but an opportunist trying to ride to glory an his coattails.
When | left afterwards, | found myself trembling. | don't know why for sure, but it was as if |'d seen both men clearly
for the first tima. | remember hearing Burt say Dr, Nemur had a shrew of a wife who was pushing him all the time fo
get things published so he could become famous. Burt said that the dream of her life was to have a big shot husband.

" understand why | never noticed how beautiful Miss Kinnian reaily is. She has brown eyes and feathery
her neck. She's only thirty-fourt [ think from the beginning ! had the feeling that
avery time | see her she grows younger and more lovely.

April 28  don
brown hair that comes to the tap of
she was an unreachable genius—and very, very old. Now,

We had dinner and a long talk. When she said [ was coming along so fast {'d be leaving her behind, | laughed.

"It's true, Charlie. You're already a better reader than | am. You can read a whole page at a glance while { can take in
only a few lines at a time. And you rernember every single thing you read. U'm fucky if { can recall the main thoughts

and the general meaning.”
u don't feel intelligent. There are so many things | don't understa nd."

She took out a cigarette and | fit it for her, "You've got tobe a little patient. You're accomplishing in days and weeks
what it takes normal people to do in a lifetime. That's what makes it so amazing. You're like a giant sponge now,
soaking things in. Facts, figures, general knowledge. And soon you'll begin to connect them, too.
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You'll see how diffarent branches of learning are related. There are many levels, Charlie, like steps on a giant {adder
that ake you tip higher and higher to see more and more of the world around you. "l can see only a little bit of that,

Charlie, and ] won't go much higher than | am now, but you'll keep climbing up and up, and see
more and more, and each step will apen new worlds that you never even knew existed.” She frowned. "t hope ... |

just hope to God--"

"What?"

"Never mind, Charles. | just hope | wasn't wrang to advise you 10 g0 Into this in the first place.”

| laughed. "How could that be? it worked, didn't it? Even Algernon Is still smart,”

We sat there silently for a while and | knew what she was thinking about as she watched me toying with the chain of

my rabbit's foot and my keys. ! didn't want to think of that possibility any more than elderly people want to think of
death. [ knew that this was only the beginning. | knew what she meant about levels because |'d seen some of them

already. The thought of leaving her behind made me sad.

I'm in love with Miss Kinnian.
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progress report 12 April 30 I've quit my Job with Donnegan's Plastic Box Company. Mr, Donnegan insisted it
would be better for all concerned if | left. What did ] do to make them hate me so? The first | knew of it was
when Mr. Donnegan showed me the petition. Eight hundred names, everyone in the factory, except Fanny
Girden. Scanning the list guickly, ! saw at once that hers was the only missing name. All the rest demanded that |
be fired. Joe Carp and Frank Reilly wouldn't talk to me about It. No one else would either, except Fanny. She
was one of the few people I'd known who set her mind to something and believed it no matter what the rest of
the world proved, sald or did-and Fanny did not believe that | should have been fired. She had been against the
petition on principle and despite the pressure and threats she'd held out.

"Which don't mean to say," she remarked, “that [ don't think there's something mighty strange about you,
Charlie. Them changes. | don't know. You used tobe a good, dependable, ardinary man--not too bright maybe,
but honest. Wha knows what you done to yourself to get so smart all of a sudden. Like everybody around

here's been saying, Charlie, it's not tight."

"Byt how can you say that, Fanny? What's wrong with a man becoming intelligent and wanting to acquire
knowledge and understanding of the world around him?"

She stared down at her work and | turned to leave. Without looking at me, she said: "It was evil when Eve
listened to the snake and ate from the tree of knowledge. it was evil when she saw that she was naked. If not for

that none of us would ever have to grow old and sick, and die.”

Once again, now, | have the feeling of shame burning inside me. This intelligence has driven a wedge between
me and all the people | once knew and ioved. Before, they laughed at me and despised me for my ignorance and
dullness; now, they hate me for my knowledge and understanding. What in God's name do they want of me?
They've driven me out of the factory. Now I'm more alone than ever before.

May* 15 Dr. Strauss is very angry at me for not having written any progress reports in two weeks. He's justified
because the lab is now paying me a regular salary. | told him | was too busy thinking and reading. When |
pointed out that writing was such a slow process that it makes me impatient with my poor handwriting, he
suggested | learn to type. it's much easier to write now because | can type seventy-five words a minute. Dr.
Strauss continually reminds me of the need to speak and write simply so people will be able to understand me.
Il try to review alf the things that ha ppened to me during the last two weeks. Algernon and | were presented to
the American Psychological Association sitting in convention with the World Psychological Association. We
created quite a sensation. Dr. Nemur and Dr. Strauss were proud of us.

| suspect that Dr, Nemur, who is sixty-ien years older than Dr. Strauss—finds it necessary to see tangible results
of his work. Undoubtedly the result of pressure by Mrs. Nemur, Contrary to my earlier impressions of him, |
realize that Dr. Nemur is not at alt a genius. He has a very good mind, but it struggles under the spectre of self-
doubt. He wants people to take him for a genius. Therefore, it is important for him to feel that his work is
accepted by the world. | believe that Dr. Nemur was afraid of further delay because he worried that someone

else might make a discovery along these lines and take the credit from him.

Dr. Strauss on the other hand might be called a genius, although | feel that his areas of knowledge are too
limited. He was educated in the tradition of narrow specialization; the broader aspects of ba ckground were

negliected far more than necessary-even for a neurosurgeon.
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| was shocked to learn that the only ancient languages he could read were Latin, Greek, and Hebrew, and that he
knows almast nothing of mathematics beyond the elementary levels of the calculus of variations. When he
admitted this to me, | found myself almost annoyed. It was as if he'd hidden this part of himself in order

to deceive me, pretending--as do many peaple ['ve discovered—to be what he is not. No one I've ever known is

what he appears to be on the surface.

Dr. Nemur appears to be uncomfortable around me. Sometimes when [ try to tatk to him, he just looks at me
strangely and turns away. | was angry at first when Dr. Strauss told me [ was giving Dr. Nemur an inferfority
complex. [ thought he was mocking me and I'm oversensitive at being made fun of. How was I to know that a
highly respected psychoexperimentalist like Nemur was unacquainted with Hindustani and Chinese?

It's absurd when you consider the work that is being done in india and China today in the very fleld of his study.
| asked Dr. Strauss how Nemur could refute Rahajamati's attack on his method and results if Nemur couldn't
aven read them in the first place. That strange look on Dr. Strauss' face can mean only one of two things. Either
he doesn't want to tell Nemur what they're saying in India, or eise--and this worries me~Dr, Strauss doesn't
know either. ] must be careful to speak and write clearly and simply so that people won't faugh.

May 18 I'am very disturbed. | saw Miss Kinnian last night for the first time in over a week. [ tried to avoid all
discussions of Intellectual concepts and to keep the conversation on a simple, everyday level, but she just stared
at me blankly and asked me what { meant about the mathematical variance equivalent in Dorbermann’ s Fifth

Concerto.

When | tried to explain she stopped me and laughed. | guess | got angry, but | suspect I'm approaching her on
the wrong level. No matter what | try to discuss with her, | am unable to communicate. [ must review Vrostadt's
equations on Levels of Semantic Progression. | find that | don't communicate with people much anymore,

Thank God for books and music and things [ can think about. | am alone in my apartment at Mrs. Flynn's
boardinghouse most of the time and seldom speak to anyane.

May 20 | would not have noticed the new dishwasher, a boy. Of ahout sixteen, at the corner diner where | take
my evening meals if not for the incident of the broken dishes. They crashed to the floor, shattering and sending
bits of white china under the tables. The boy stood there, dazed and frightened, holding the empty tray in his
hand. The whistles and catcalls from the customers (the cries of "hey, there go the profitst" ..."Mazeltovl". ..
and "well, he didn't work here very long which invariably seem to follow the breaking of glass or dishware In

a public restaurant) all seemed to confuse him,

When the owner came to see what the excitement was about, the boy cowered as if he expected to be struck
and threw up his arms as if to ward off the blow.

“All rightt All right, you dope,” shouted the owner, "don't just stand there! Get the broom and sweep that mess
up. A broom .. . a breom, you idiot! It's in the kitchen. Sweep up all the pieces." .

The boy saw that he was not going to be punished. His frightened expression disappeared and he smiled and
hummed as he came back with the broom to sweep the floor. A few of the rowdier customers kept up the

remarks, amusing themselves at his expense.

"Here, sonny, over here there’s a nice piece behind you...."

*C'mon, do it again."
"He's not so dumb. It's easier to break'em than to wash'em. .."
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As his vacant eyes moved across the crowd of amused onlookers, he slowly mirrored their smiles and finally
broke into an uncertain grin at the joke which he abviously did not understand.

| felt sick inside as | looked at his dull, vacuous smile, the wide, bright eyes of a child, uncertain but eager to
please. They were laughing at him because he was mentally retarded. And | had been {aughing at him too.’
Suddenly, | was furious at myself and all those who were smirking at him. | jumped up and shouted, “Shut up!
Leave him alone! It's not his fault he can't understand. He can't help what lie isl But for God's sake. ., he'sstili a

human being!"

The room grew silent. [ cursed myself for losing control and creating a scene. | tried not to look at the boy as |
paid my check and walked out without touching my food. | felt ashamed for both of us.

How strange it is that people of honest feelings and sensibility, who would not take advantage of a man born
without arms or legs or eyes--how such people think nothing of abusing a man born with low intelligence. It
infuriated me to think that not too long ago, | ike this boy, had foolishly played the clown.

And | had almost forgotten. I'd hidden the picture of the old Charlie Gordon from myself because now that | was
intelligent it was samething that had to be pushed out of my mind. But today in looking at that boy, for the first

time I saw what | had been. | was just like him!

Only a short time ago, | Jearned that people faughed at me. Now | can see that unknowingly | joined with them in

laughing at myself.

That hurts most of all.

[ have often reread my progress reports and seen the llliteracy, the childish naivete, the mind of low intelligence
peering from a dark room, through the keyhole, at the dazzling light outside. | see that even in my dullness |
knew that | was inferfor, and that other people had something lacked-something denied me. In my mental
hiindness, | thought that it was somehow connected with the ability to read and write, and | was sure that if |

could get those skills 1 would automatically have intelligence too,
Even a feeble-minded man wants to be fike other men.
A child may not know how to feed itself, or what to eat, yet it knows of hunger.

This then is what | was like, | never knew. Even with my gift of intellectual awareness, 1 never really knew.
This day was good for me, Seeing the past more clearly, | have decided to use my knowledge and skills to work in
the field of increasing human intelligence jevels. Who is better equipped for this work? Who else has lived in

both worlds? These are my people.
Let me use my gift to do something for them.

Tomorrow, | wilt discuss with Dr, Strauss the manner in which | can work in this area. | may be able to help him
work out the problems of widespread use of the technique which was used on me. [ have several good ideas of

my own.
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There is so much that might be done with this technigue. If | could be made into a genius, what about thousands
of others like myself? What fantastic levels might be achieved by using this technique on normal people? Or

geniuses?

There are so many doors to open. | am impatient to begin.

progress report 13

May 23 It happened today. Algernon bit me. | visited the lab to see him as | do occasionally, and when | took him
out of his cage, he snapped at my hand. | put him back and watched him for a while. He was unusually disturbed

and vicious.

May 24 Burt, who is in charge of the experimental animals, tells me that Algernon is changing. He Is less co-
operative; he refuses to run the maze any mare; general motivation has decreased. And he hasn't been eating.

Everyone is upset about what this may mean.

May 25 They've been feeding Algernon, who now refuses to work the shifting-lock problem. Everyone identifies
me with Algernon. In a way we're both the first of our kind. They're all preteriding that Algernon's hehavior is
not necessarily significant for me. But it's hard to hide the fact that some of the other animals who were used

in this experiment are showing strange behavior.

Dr. Strauss and Dr. Nemur have asked me not to come to the lab any more. | know what they're thinking but |
can't accept it. | am going ahead with my plans to carry their research forward. With all due respect to both of
these fine scientists, § am well aware of their limitations. If there is an answer, Il have to find it out for myself.

Suddenly, time has become very important to me.

May 29 | have been given a lab of my own and permission to go ahead with the research. I'm on t0 something.
Working day and night. I've had a cot moved into the lab. Most of my writing time is spent on the notes which |
keep in a separate folder, but from time to time | feel it necessary to put down my moods and my thoughts out

of sheer habit.

| find the calculus of intelligence to be a fascinating study. Here Is the place for the application of all the
knowledge | have acquired. In a sense it's the problem ['ve been concerned with all my life.

May 31 Dr. Strauss thinks I'm working tco hard. Dr. Nemur says I'm trying to cram a lifetime of research and
thought into a few weeks. 1 know [ should rest, but I'm driven on by something inside that won't let me stop. 've
got to find the reason for the sharp regression in Algernon. ['ve got to know if and when it will happen to me.

June 4
LETTER TO DR. STRAUSS (copy)

Dear Dr. Strauss:

Under separate cover | am sending you a copy of my repert entitled, "The Algernon-Gordon Effect: A Study of
structure and Function of Increased Inteliigence," which i would like to have you read and have published.

As you see, my experiments are completed. | have included in my report all of my formulae, as well as
mathematical analysis in the appendix. Of course, these should be verified. Because of its importance to both
you and Dr. Nemur (and need [ say to myself, too?) | have checked and rechecked my results a dozen times in
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‘the hope of finding an error. | am sorry to say the results must stand. Yet for the sake of stience, 1 am grateful
for the little bit that | here add to the knowledge of the function of the human mind and of the laws governing

the artificial increase of human intelligence.

I recall your once saying to me that an experimental failure or the disproving of a theary was as important to the
advancement of learning as a success would be. | know now that this is true. | am sorry, however, that my own
contribution to the field must rest upon the ashes of the work of two men | regard so highly.

Yours truly,
Charfes Gordon

encl.:rept.

June 5 | must not become emotional. The facts and the resulits of my experiments are clear, and the more
sensational aspects of my own rapid climb cannot obscure the fact that the tripling of intelligence by the surgical
technique developed by Drs. Strauss and Nemur must be viewed as having littte or no practical applicability (at

the present time) to the increase of human intelligence.

As | review the records and data on Algernon, | see that although he is still in his physical infancy, he has
regressed mentally. Motor activity is impaired; there is general reduction of glandular activity; there is an

acecelerated loss of co-ordination.

There are also strong indications of progressive amnesia. As will be seen by my report, these and other physical
and mental deterioration syndromes can be predicted with statistically significant results by the application of

my formula.

The surgical stimulus to which we were hoth subjected has resulted in an intensification and acceleration of all
mental processes. The unforeseen development, which [ have taken the liberty of calling the Algernon-Gordan
Effect, is the logical extension of the entire intelligence speed-up. The hypothesis here proven may be described
simply in the following terms: Artificially increased intelligence deteriorates at a rate of time directly reportional

to the quantity of the increase,
| feel that this, in itself, is an important discovery.

As long as | am able to write, | will continue to record my thoughts in these progress reports. it is one of my few
pleasures. However, by all indications, my own mental deterioration will be very rapid. | have already begun to
notice signs of emotional instability and forgetfulness, the first symptams of the burnout.

June 10 Deterioration progressing. | have become absentminded. Algernan died two days ago. Dissection shows
my predictions were right. His brain had decreased in weight and there was a general smoothing out of cerebral
convolutions as well as a deepening and broadening of brain fissures.

| guess the same thing is or will soon be happening to me. Now that it's definite, | don't want it to happen.
| put Algernon's bady in a cheese box and buried him in the back yard. | cried.
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June 15 Dr, Strauss came to see me again. [ wouldn't open the door and | told him to go away. | want to be left
to myself, | have become touchy and irritable. | feel the darkness closing in. It's hard to throw off thoughts of
suicide. | keep telling myself how important this introspective journal will be. It's a strange sensation to pick up
a book that you've read and enjoyed just a few months ago and discover that you don't remember it. |
remembered how great | thought John Milton was, but when | picked up Paradise Lost | couldn’t understand it
at all, | got so angry | threw the book across the room. I've got to try to hold on to some of it. Some of the things

I've learned. Oh, God, please don't take it all away.

June 18 Sometimes, at night, | go out for a walk. tast night | couldn't remember where | tived. A peliceman took
me home. | have the strange feeling that this has all happened to me before—a long time ago. | keep telling
myself I'm the only person in the world who can describe what's happening to me.

June 21 Why can't | remember? I've got to fight. | lie in bed for days and | don't know who or where | am. Then it
all comes back to me in a flash. Fugues of amnesia. Symptoms of senility—second childhood. | can watch them
coming on. It's so cruelly logical. | learned so much and so fast. Now my mind is deteriorating rapidly. | won't let
it happen. Pl fight it. | can't help thinking of the boy in the restaurant, the biank expression, the silly smile, the

people laughing at him. No—please—not that again. ..

June 22 I'm forgetting things that | learned recently. It seems to be following the classic pattern~the last things
learned are the first things forgotten. Or is that the pattern? I'd better ook it up again.... | raread my paper on
the Algemon-Gordon Effect and ! get the strange feeling that it was written by someone else. There are parts |
don't even understand. Motor activity impaired. | keep tripping over things, and it becomes increasingly difficult

to type.

June 23 've given up using the typewriter completely. My coordination is bad. [ feel that I'm moving slower and
slower. Had a terrible shock today. | picked up a copy of an article | used in my research, Krueger's Uber
Psychische Ganzhett, to see if it would help me understand what | had done. First | thought there was something
wrong with my eyes. Then | realized | could no longer read German, | tested myself in other languages. All gone.

june 30 A week since | dared to write again. It's slipping away like sand through my fingers. Mast of the books |
have are too hard for me now, | get angry with them because | know that [ read and understood them just a few
weeks ago. | keep telling myself | must keep writing these reports so that somebody will know what is
happening to me. But it gets harder to form the words and remember spellings. | have to look up even simple
words in the dictionary now and it makes me impatient with myself,

Dr. Strauss comes around almost every day, but1 told him | wouldn't see or speak to anybody. He feels guilty.
They all do. But t don’t blame anyone. | knew what might happen. But how it hurts.

July 7 1 don't kno w where the week went, Todays Sunday | know because | can see through my window people
going to church. [ think [ stayed in bed all week but | remember Mrs. Eiynn bringing foad to me a few times. |
keep saying over and over lve gotto do something but then | forget or maybe its Just easier not to do what |

say Im going to do.

| think of my mother and father a lot these days. | found a picture of them with me taken at a beach. My father
has a big ball under his arm and my mother is holding me by the hand, | don’t remember them the way they are
in the picture. All | remember is my father drunk most of the time and arguing with mom about money.

He never shaved much and he used to scratch my face when he hugged me. My mother said he died but Cousin
Miltie said he heard his mom and dad say that my father ran away with another woman.
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When | asked my mother she slapped my face and said my father was dead. | don't think | ever found out which
was true but | don't care much. (He said he was goingto take me to see cows on a farm once but he never did.

He never kept his promises. . .}

July 10 My landiady Mrs Flynn is very worried about me. She says the way | lay around all day and dont do
anything | remind her of her son before she threw him out of the house. She said she doesnt like loafers. If Im
sick its one thing, but if im a loafer thats another thing and she wont have It. | told her | think Im sick. itryto
raad a little bit every day, mostly stories, but sometimes t have to read the same thing over and over again
because | dont know what it means. And its hard to write. | know | should lock up all the words in the dictionary

but its so hard and Im so tired all the time.

Then | got the idea that | would only use the easy words instead of the long hard ones. That saves time. | put
flowers on Algernons grave about once a week. Mrs Flynn thinks I'm crazy to put flowers on a mauses grave but

j told her that Algernon was special.

July 14 Its sunday again. | dont have anything to do to keep me busy now because my television set is broke and
| dont have any money to get it fixed, (I think ! lost this months check from the lab. | dont remember)
| get awful headaches and asperin doesnt help me much. Mrs Flynn knows Im really sick and she feels very sorry

for me. Shes a wonderful woman whenever someone is sick.

July22 Mrs Flynn called a strange doctor to see me. She was afraid | was going to die. [ told the doctor [ wasnt
too sick and that | only forget sometimes. He asked me did | have any friends or relatives and [ said no | dont
have any. | toid him | had a friend called Algernon once but he was a mouse and we used to run races together.
He looked at me kind of fupny like he thought | was crazy. He smiled when 1 told him [ used to be a genius. He
talked to me like | was a baby and he winked at Mrs Fiynn. | got mad and chased him out because he was making

fun of me the way they all used to.

July 24 i have no more money and Mrs. Flynn says | got to go to work somewhere and pay the rent becausa |
havent paid for over two months. | dont know any work but the job [ used to have at Donnegans Plastic Box
Company. | dont want to go back there because they all knew me when | was smart and maybe theyll taugh

at me. But | dont know what else to do to get money.

July 25 [ was looking at some of my old progress reports and its very funny but  cant read what | wrote. | can
make out some of the words but they dont make sense. Miss Kinnian came to the door but L.said go away | dont
want to see you. She cried and | cried too but ! wouldn't let her in because | didn't want her to [augh at me. [ told
her [ didn't like her any more. | told her | didn't want to be smart any more. Thats not true. | still love her and |
still want to be smart but | had to say that sa shed go away. She gave Mrs Flynn money to pay the rent,  dont

want that. | got to get a job.
Please . .. please let me not forget how to read and write. .

July 27 Mr Donnegan was very nice when | carne back and asked him for my old job of Janitor. First he was very
suspicious but | told him what happened ta me then he looked very sad and put his hand on my shoulder and
said Charlie Gordon you got guts. Everybody looked at me when | came downstairs and started working in the
toilet sweeping it out like [used to. | told myself Charlie if they make fun of you dont get sore because you
remember their not so smart as you once thot they were. And besides they were ance your friends and if they

laughed at you that doesnt mean anything because they liked you too.
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One of the new men who came to work there after | went away made a nasty crack he said hey Charlie | hear
your a very smart fella a real quiz kid. Say something intelligent. | felt bad but Jog Carp came over and grabbed
him by the shirt and said leave him alone you lousy cracker or il break your neck. | didnt expect Joe to take

my part so | guess hes really my friend.

Later Frank Reilly came over and said Charlie if anybody bothers you or trys to take advantage you call me or Joe
and we will set em straight. | said thanks Frank and [ got choked up so [ had to turn around and go into the

supply room so he wouldnt see me cry.

its good to have friends.

July 281did a dumk: thing today | forgot | wasnt in Miss Kinnians class at the aduit center any more like | used to
be. | went in and sat down in my old seat in the back of the room and she looked at me funny and she said
Charles. | dint remember she ever called me that before only Charlie so 1 said hello Miss Kinnian Im redy for my
lesin today only | lost my reader that we was using. She startid to cry and run out of the room and everybody

lcoked at me and | saw they wasnt the same pepul who used to be In my class.

Then all of a sudden [ remembered some things about the operashun and me getting smart and | said holy
smoke t reely pulled a Charlie Gordon that time. | went away hefore she come back to the room.

Thats why Im going away from New York for good. | dont want to do nothing like that agen. | dont want Miss
Kinnian to feel sorry for me. Evry body feels sorry at the factery and | dont want that eather so Im going
someplace where nobody knows that Charlie Gordon was once a genus and now he cant even reed a book or

rite good.

Im taking a cuple of books along and even if | cant reed them lil practise hard and maybe [ wont forget every
thing | lerned. If | try reel hard maybe [ll be a littel bit smarter than | was before the operashun, | got my rabits

foot and my luky penny and may'be they will help me.

If you ever reed this Miss Kinnian dont be sorry for me Im glad l got a second chanse to be smart becaus | lerned
a lot of things that [ never even new were in this world and Im grateful that | saw it all for a little bit. | dont know
why Im dumb agen or what| did wrong mayhe its becaus | dint try hard enuff. But if | try and practis very

hard maybe Il get a little smarter and know what all the words are, | remember a littel bit how nice | had a
feeling with the blue book that has the torn cover when  red it. Thats why Im ganna keep trying to get smart so j
can have that feeling agen. [ts a good feeling to know things and be smart. { wish [ had it rite now if  did | woutd
sit down and reed all the time. Anyway | betim the first dumb person in the world who ever found out
something importent for sience. t remem ber | did something but | dont remermber what. So | gess its like | did it
for all the dumb pepul like me. Good-by Miss Kinnian and Dr Strauss and evreybody.

And P.S. please tell Dr Nemur not to be such a grouch when pepul laff at him and he would have more frends. lts
easy to make frends if you let pepul laff at you. Im going to have lots of frends where | go.

p.P.S. Please if you get a chanse put some flowrs on Algarnons grave
in the bak yard.... .
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Background Daniel Cohen hias created aver one hundred books for young
readers:on topics like sports, nature, history, and scienze.fiction. Inthis essay,
Cohen examines the-Frankenstein monstei, Mary Wollstonecraft Shelley, the

monster’s creator, begar writing Frankenstein: Of, The Modern Prometheus,

in 1818'when she was only 18 years ofd. Frarikenstein’s monsterh asigorie an
to beeome.arricon.of popilar culture. His image ¢can-be seen In movies,
cartoons, and aven ceredl boxes.
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Essay by Daniel Cohen

 GERED As you read 1ines 1-19, begin-to colléct:and cite text-
evidence. .

. = Underline adjectives:uised to describe the scientistand the sorcerer:
“» Cifcle-what the scientistand the 's',circ-'erer*are--seekirig to acguire.

Fith the publication of Mary W, Shelley's navel, Frankenstein:
ﬁ€%/%fr()r, The Modern Promeffeus, in 1818, the mad scientist
replaced the evil sorcerer-as the master of monsters. In many respects
the mad scientist and the evil sorcerer were very similar. They were
not necessarily either mad or evil, at least not at first. Often they were
brilliant, selfless, and dedicated to the task of acquiring knowledge—
for the sorcerer magical knowledge, for the scientist scientific
knowledge—that might benefit the human race.

But the knowledge they sought was forbidden to mankind. Often
for the best of motives, both sorcerer and scientist released great evil
upon the world, and their knowledge ultimately destroyed them. That
is why Mrs, Shelley chose the subtitle, Or, the Modern Prometheus, for
her book. Prometheus was one of the Titans of Greek mythology. He
was supposed to have given the human race the knowledge of fire, but
this gift angered the gods and they punished him savagely.

sorcerer;
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; hc.brass man WaS o pIOtEct rha Island ~of Orete..He _____
- strangersby throwingrocksat, theny, or by heafing hlms'e’if -r.ed~hot'
i, c'laspmg theintrudersii a lethal bear hug: Talus was animated’
a sitigle veirof bloodmnmng friom s head to his foot, whereit was;
ap -~ cloged witha nail. The: powerful sorceress ‘Medea put Talus-to sleep
 and then zut fhe veim, a]low:mg the vital fluid to peur out—thus

Id]]irggthe brass ma'

Wi"‘! ‘M’“ﬂﬁwwnwm -"“‘l'n"N“?r (23

'.? é\ 3 b i .‘. _" . - CEI
;452 i J. Rereattiines 9= vhatwi ‘sDnFrankenstem

1 ;. @ Asyou tead Ties 20-49; cantinue to.cite textual eviderice.

« CIFcI& i narnes of the mythical ¢éréatures mentioned in lines'33-49;

« Undetlitie 2 des_cr!ptlon ofeach-creature.

« Inthe margin, describe the duty each mythical creature was supposed
to perform. '

.
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Somewhat closer fo the Fi'f‘_rr,il'_cens;teih,.mon'sj:"térfwafs:ffhe golem, a.
creature of medieval Jewish legénd. Tt wasa clay figare-said to bg
given life'by some sort of magical charm; According to-the legerids,

golems had been created by several famoys‘medieval European rabbis..

The golem was supposed to be a servant and protector-of the Jews bt
it was untrustworthy. Rabbi Low, of sixteenth -celj,itqu _'Prs‘gue,l had to.
destroy-the golern hé-ereated when-iﬁ-went berserk. '

Frankenstein’s castle was focated in the hills above the picturesque
Bavarian city of Ingolstadt. Soifie have speculated that the inspiration
for the Frankens(ein story may havé ¢ome from:a German legend.
There is-a ruined castle outside of Frankfurt am.Main, Geérmany, that
contains the tomb of 2 medieval knight, This kiight was supposed to
have been killed by a ferocious man-eating; man-made monster: that
resembled a wild bear. But fhe legend:itselfis not at all clear and there
i no way of knowing i’f»this‘stmjy'or anything lile it was ever
encountered by Mary .Shelley,»although.she was known to have
traveled extensively in Europe. '

More likely Mrs. Shelley drew her.inspiration for the story of
Prankenstein from events pf her own time. Science was becoming.

© ever more important and it inicreasingly clashed with established

beliefs and values. Frankenstein put life bacl into a creature that had
been assembled from the limbs and organs of cadavers.?

* Prague: the capital and largest city of the Czech Republic.
? cadaver; a dead human body.

thieinfériniation on the Talus and the golem?

CLOSE READ
MNetees
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speculate:

5. GHINNS As you read lines 50-84, continue to cite textual evidence,

« Circle what the author believes inspired Mary Shelley to write her
story.

« Underline reasons why body snatching was a flourishing trade in the
eighteenth and nineteenth centuries,




| eviddnes . S
. {:Lréle phraise!s used: to deycrlbe Frankenstems monst:er in Mary.
S!'ielley s book.
» Uinderlite phrases used to'describe; Frankensteln‘s monster I the
1931 film Frankenstein,
» In the margin, wiite one simnilarity between the monsterin Shelléy’s
boakand the-monsterin the film Frankenstein.

.




Dr. Prankenstein hirnself was forced to steal bodies for his
experiments, and this was the fifst step in his crime, He had sot
intended to-create:a monster, rather he:had hoped to create a perfect
human 'Bei'ng But from the momesit the creatire-opened its “dull
yellow eye,” the young scientist was overtome with disgust and
horrot. He reahzed that he had made an abomination, nota
superman.

‘Thie monster in Mary Shelley’s ook is described as being
exceptiondlly tall, yellow-eyed, and having skin like parchment. But-
few pictiire the Frankenstein monster as logking lile that, Otr image
was fixed in 1931 with the appearance of the movie Frankenstein,
starring a then unknown.actor named Boris Karloff as the monster,
Karloff’s monster was a.masterpiece of horrific makenp, It had a flat
head and the overhanging brows of a Neanderthal man. Its face was
Criss_crOSse'd with crude stitching, and two electrodes? stuck out ofits
neck. Like Mary Shelley’s- monster, the movie monster was
unnaturally tall, but it also wore enormous leaden shoes and walked
in a §tiff, almost mechanical way.

*electrode: 4 conductot nsed to establish electrical coritact with a non-metallic surface,

e Underhne phrases that-describe the temperament of the monster in
‘Mary Shelley's baok,
» Circle phrases that describe the temperament of Frankenstein's
monster in movies,
» In the margin, explain what would need to.happen for the monster in
Mary Shelley's ook to stop being miserable.
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The Tell-Tale Heart by Edgar Allan Fo#

THE TELL-TALE HEART

7I24/2017

: by Edgar Allan Poe
O 1843

TRU'E! —nervous ~-very, very dreadfully nervous [ had been and am; but why will you say that I
am mad? The disease had sharpened my senses --not destroyed --not dulled them. Above all was
the sense of hearing acute. I heard all things in the heaven and in the earth. ] heard many things in
hell. How, then, am I mad? Hearken! and observe how healthily --how calmly I can tell you the

whole story.

It is impossible to say how first the idea entered my brain; but once conceived, it haunted me day
and night. Object there was none. Passion there was none. I loved the old man. He had never
wronged me. He had never given me insult. For bis gold I had no desire. I think it was his eye! yes,
it was this! He had the eye of a vulture —a pale blue eye, with a film over it, Whenever it fell upon
me, my blood ran cold; and so by degrees --very gradually --I made up my mind to take the life of
the old man, and thus rid myself of the eye forever.

Now this is the point. You fancy me mad. Madmen know nothing. But you should have seen me.
You should have seen how wisely I proceeded --with what caution --with what foresight --with
what dissimulation I went to work! I was never kinder to the old man than during the whole week
before I killed him., And every night, about midnight, I turned the latch of his door and opened it -
oh so gently! And then, when I had made an opening sufficient for my head, I put in a dark lantern,
all closed, closed, that no light shone out, and then I thrust in my head. Oh, you would have laughed
to ses how cunningly I thrust it in! I moved it slowly —very, very slowly, so that I might not disturb
O the old man's sleep. It took me an hour to place my whole head within the opening so far that I
could see him as he lay upon his bed. Ha! would a madman have been so wise as this, And then,
when my head was well in the room, I undid the lantern cautiously-oh, so cautiously --cautiously
(for the hinges creaked) -- undid it just so much that a single thin ray fell upon the vulture eye. And
this I did for seven long nights —every night just at midnight ~but found the eye always closed;
and so it was impossible to do the work; for it was not the old man who vexed me, but his Evil Eye.
And every morning, when the day broke, I went boldly into the chamber, and spoke courageously to
him, calling him by name in a hearty tone, and inquiring how he has passed the night. So you see he
would have been a very profound old man, indeed, to suspect that every night, just at twelve, I

looked in upon him while he slept.

Upon the eighth night I was more than usually cautious in opening the door. A watch's minute hand
moves more quickly than did mine. Never before that night had I felt the extent of my own: powers -
-of my sagacity. I could scarcely contain my feelings of triumph. To think that there I was, opening
the door, little by little, and he not even to dream of my secret deeds or thoughts. I fairly chuckled at
the idea; and perhaps he heard me; for he moved on the bed suddenly, as if startled. Now you may
think that T drew back --but no. His room was as black as pitch with the thick darkness, (for the
shutters were close fastened, through fear of robbers,) and so I knew that he could not see the

opening of the door, and I kept pushing it on steadily, steadily.

1 had my head in, and was about to open the lantern, when my thumb slipped upon the tin fastening,
and the old man sprang up in bed, crying out --"Who's there?"

K/ I kept quite still and said nothing. For a whole hour I did not move a muscle, and in the meantime I
Jid not hear him lie down. He was still sitting up in the bed listening; --just as T have done, night
after night, hearkening to the death watches in the wall.
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Presently I heard a slight groan, and I knew it was the groan of mortal terror, It was not a groan of
pain or of grief --oh, no! --it was the low stifled sound that arises from the bottom of the soul when
overcharged with awe. ] knew the sound well. Many 2 night, just at midnight, when all the world
slept, it has welled up from my own bosom, deepening, with its dreadful echo, the terrors that
distracted me. I say I knew it well. I knew what the old man felt, and pitied him, although I
chuckled at heart. I knew that he had been lying awake ever since the first slight noise, when he had
turned in the bed. His fears had been ever since growing upon him. He had been trying to fancy
them causeless, but could not. He had been saying to himself --"It is nothing but the wind in the
chimney ~it is only 2 mouse crossing the floor," or "It is merely a cricket which has made a single
chirp." Yes, he had been trying to comfort himself with these suppositions: but he had found all in
vain. All in vain; because Death, in approaching him had stalked with his black shadow before him,
and enveloped the victim. And it was the mournful influence of the unperceived shadow that caused
him to feel —although he neither saw nor heard --to feel the presence of my head within the room.

When I had waited 2 long time, very patiently, without hearing him lie down, 1 resolved to open a
little ~-a very, very little crevice in the lantern. So I opened it —you cannot imagine how stealthily,
stealthily --until, at length a simple dim ray, like the thread of the spider, shot from out the crevice

and fell full upon the vulture eye.

It was open ~wide, wide open —-and I grew furious as I gazed upon it. I saw it with perfect
distinctness --all a dull blue, with a hideous veil over it that chilled the very marrow in my bones;
but I could see nothing else of the old man's face or person: for I had directed the ray as if by

instinct, precisely upon the damned spot.

* And have I not told you that what you mistake for madness is but over-acuteness of the sense? —

now, I say, there cameto my ears a low, dull, quick sound, such as a watch makes when enveloped
in cotton. I knew that sound well, too. It was the beating of the old man's heart. It increased my
fury, as the beating of a drum stimulates the soldier into courage.

But even yet I refrained and kept still. I scarcely breathed. I held the lantern motionless. I tried how
steadily I could maintain the ray upon the eve. Meantime the hellish tattoo of the heart increased. It
grew quicker and quicker, and louder and louder every instaxt. The old man's terror must have been
extreme! It grew louder, I say, louder every moment! --do you mark me well [ have told you that I
am nervous: so I am. And now at the dead hour of the night, amid the dreadful silence of that old
house, so strange a noise as this excited me to uncontrellable terror. Yet, for some minutes longer I
refrained and stood still. But the beating grew louder, Jouder! I thought the heart must burst. And
now a new anxiety seized me --the sound would be heard by a neighbour! The old man's hour had
come! With a loud yell, I threw open the lantern and leaped into the room. He shrieked once —once
only. In an instant I dragged him to the floor, and pulled the heavy bed over him. I then smiled
gaily, to find the deed so far done. But, for many minutes, the heart beat on with a muffled sound.
This, however, did not vex me; it would not be heard through the wall. At length it ceased. The old
man was dead. ] removed the bed and examined the corpse. Yes, he was stone, stone dead. I placed
my hand upon the heart and held it there many minutes. There was no pulsation. He was stone dead.

His eve would frouble me no more.

If still you think me mad, you will think so no longer when I describe the wise precautions I took
for the concealment of the body. The night waned, and I worked hastily, but in silence. First of all I
dismembered the corpse. I cut off the head and the arms and the legs.

I then took up three planks from the flooring of the chamber, and deposited all between the
scantlings. I then replaced the boards so cleverly, so cunningly, that no buman eye --not even his -
could have detected any thing wrong. There was nothing to wash out --no stain of any kind --no
blood-spot whatever. I had been too wary for that. A tub had caught all --hal ha!
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When I had made an end of these labors, it was four o'clock --still dark as midnight. As the bell
sounded the hour, there came a knocking at the street door. I went down to open it with a light heart,
—for what had I now to fear? There entered three men, who introduced themselves, with perfect
suavity, as officers of the police. A shriek had been heard by 2 neighbour during the night; suspicion
of foul play had been aroused; information had been lodged at the police office, and they (the
officers) hiad been deputed to search the premises.

I smiled, --for what had I to fear? I bade the gentlemen welcome. The shriek, I said, was my own in
a dream. The old man, I mentioned, was absent in the country. I took my visitors all over the house.
I bade them search --search well, I led them, at length, to his chamber. I showed them his treasures,
secure, undisturbed. In the enthusiasm of my confidence, I brought chairs into the room, and
desired them here to rest from their fatigues, while I myself, in the wild audacity of my perfect
triumph, placed my own seat upon the very spot beneath which reposed the corpse of the vietim.

The officers were satisfied. My manner had convinced them. I was singularly at ease. They sat, and
while I answered cheerily, they chatted of familiar things. But, ere long, I felt myself getting pale
and wished them gone. My head ached, and I fancied 2 ringing in my ears: but still they sat and still
chatted. The ringing became more distinct: ~-It continued and became more distinct: I talked more
freely to get rid of the feeling: but it continued and gained definiteness --until, at length, I found that

the noise was not within my ears.

No doubt I now grew very pale; ~-but I talked more fluently, and with a heightened voice. Yet the
sound increased —and what could I do? It was a low, dull, quick sound --much such a sound as a
watch makes when enveloped in cotton. I gasped for breath --and yet the officers heard it not. I
talked more quickly ~more vehemently; but the noise steadily increased. I arose and argued about
trifles, in a high key and with violent gesticulations; but the noise steadily increased. Why would
they not be gone? I paced the floor to and fro with heavy strides, as if excited to fury by the
observations of the men --but the noise steadily increased. Oh God! what could I do? I foamed --I
raved --I swore! I swung the chair upon which [ had been sitting, and grated it upon the boards, but
the noise arose over all and continually increased. It grew louder --fouder --louder! And still the
men chatted pleasantly, and smiled. Was it possible they heard not? Almighty God! —no, no! They
heard! --they suspected! ~they knew! —~they were making a mockery of my horror!-this I thought,
and this I think. But anything was better than this agony! Anything was more tolerable than this
derision! I could bear those hypocritical smiles no Jonger! I felt that I must scream or die! and now -

.again! --hark! louder! louder! louder! louder!

willains!" I shrieked, "dissemble no more! I admit the deed! --tear up the planks! here, here! It is
the beating of his hideous heart!"

-THE END-
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BY EDGAR ALLAN POE

Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and weary,
Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore—
While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping,

" As of someone gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door.

«*Tis some visitor,” I muttered, “tapping at my chamber door—
Only this and nothing more.”

Ah, distinctly I remember it was in the bleak December;

And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the floor.
Eagerly I wished the morrow;—vainly I had sought to borrow
From my books surcease of sorrow—sorrow for the lost Lenore—

For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore—

Nameless here for evermore.

And the silken, sad, uncertain rustling of each purple curtain
Thrilled me—filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before;
So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood repeating
«“>Tis some visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door—
Some late visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door;—
This it is and nothing more.”

Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then no longer,
“Qir,” said I, “or Madam, truly your forgiveness I implore;
But the fact is [ was napping, and so gently you came rapping,
And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber door,
That I scarce was sure I heard you”—here I opened wide the door;—
Darkness there and nothing more.

Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there wondering, fearing,
Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to dream before;
But the silence was unbroken, and the stillness gave no token,
And the only word there spoken was the whispered word, “Lenore?”
This I whispered, and an echo murmured back the word, “Lenoret”™—
Merely this and nothing more.
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Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me burning,
Soon again I heard a tapping somewhat louder than before.
“Surely,” said I, “surely that is something at my window lattice;
Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this mystery explore—
Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore;—
“Tis the wind and nothing more!”

Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and flutter,
In there stepped a stately Raven of the saintly days of yore;
Not the least obeisance made he; not a minute stopped or stayed he;
But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door—
Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my chamber door—
Perched, and sat, and nothing more.

Then this ebony bird beguiling nuy sad fancy into smiling,
By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it wore,
“Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou,” I said, “art sure no craven,
Ghastly grim and ancient Raven wandering from the Nightly shore—
Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night’s Plutonian shore!”

Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.”

Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl o hear discourse so plainly,
Though its answer little meaning—Ilittle relevancy bore;
For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being
Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber door—
Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber door,
With such name as “Nevermore.”

But the Raven, sitting lonely on the placid bust, spoke only
That one word, as if his soul in that one word he did outpour.
Nothing farther then he uttered—not a feather then he fluttered—
Till I scarcely more than muttered “Other friends have flown before—
On the morrow he will leave me, as my Hopes have flown before.”
Then the bird said “Nevermore.”

Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken,
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“Doubtless,” said I, “what it utters is its only stock and store
Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful Disaster
Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden bore—
Till the dirges of his Hope that melancholy burden bore

»»

Of ‘Never—nevermore’.

But the Raven still beguiling all my fancy into smiling,
Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird, and bust and door;
Then, upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to linking
Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of yore—
What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and ominous bird of yore
Meant in croaking “Nevermore.”

This I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing
To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burned into my bosom’s core;
This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease reclining
On the cushion’s velvet lining that the lamp-light gloated o’er,
But whose velvet-violet lining with the larnip-light gloating o’er,
She shall press, ah, nevermore!

Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen censer
Swung by Seraphim whose foot-falls tinkled on the tufted floor.
“Wretch,” I cried, “thy God hath lent thee—by these angels he hath sent thee
Respite—respite and nepenthe from thy memories of Lenore;
Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe and forget this lost Lenore!”
Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.”

“Prophet!” said I, “thing of evill-—prophet still, if bird or devill—
Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee here ashore,
Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted—
On this home by Horror haunted—tell me truly, I implore—
Is there—is there balm in Gilead?—tell me—tell me, I implore
Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.”

'”

“Prophet!” said I, “thing of evill—prophet still, if bird or devil!
By that Heaven that bends above us—by that God we both adore—
Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the distant Aidenn,



O Tt shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore—
Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore.”
Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.”

“Be that word our sign of parting, bird or fiend!” I shrieked, upstarting—
“Get thee back into the tempest and the Night’s Plutonian shore!
Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul hath spoken!
Leave my loneliness unbroken!—quit the bust above my door!
Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off my door!”
Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.” '

And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, s#l is sitting
On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door;

And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon’s that is dreaming,

And the lamp-light o’er him streaming throws his shadow on the floor;
And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor

Shall be lifted—nevermore!

O



() The Road Not Taken

Launch Audio in 2 New Window
BY ROBERT FROST

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,
And sorry I could not travel both

And be one traveler, long I stood

And looked down one as far as I could
To where it bent in the undergrowth;

Then took the other, as just as fair,

And having perhaps the better claim,
Because it was grassy and wanted wear;
Though as for that the passing there
Had worn them really about the same,

And both that morning equally lay

In leaves no step had trodden black.
Oh, I kept the first for another day!

Yet knowing how way leads on to way,
I doubted if I should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence:

Two roads diverged in a wood, and I—
I took the one less fraveled by,

And that has made all the difference.



Q Mother to Son

BY LANGSTON HUGHES

Well, son, I’ll tell you:
Life for me ain’t been no crystal stair.
Tt’s had tacks in it,
And splinters,
And boards torn up,
And places with no carpet on the floor—
Bare.
But all the time
I’se been a-climbin’ omn,
And reachin’ landin’s,
. And turnin’ corners,
And sometimes goin’ in the dark
Where there ain’t been no light.
So boy, don’t you turn back.
Don’t you set down on the steps
O *Cause you finds it’s kinder hard.
Don’t you fall now-—
For I’se still goin’, honey,
I’se still climbin’,
And life for me ain’t been no crystal stair.
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"Success" by Ralph Waldo Emerson

What is Success?
To laugh often and much;

TO Win the respect of intelligent péople
and the affection of children;

To earn the appreciation of honest critics
and endure the betrayal of false friends;

To appreciate beauty;
To find the best in others;

To leave the world a bit better, whether by .

a healthy child, a garden patch
or a redeemed social condition;

To know even one life has breathed
easier because you have lived;

This is to have succeeded.
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Elegy for Anne Frank
by Jesslca Smith

You blossomed and grew
hetween the quiet gray walls
of your attic home.

A sidewalk-surrounded flower
pushed up through the cracks,
petals straining for

the light, but your

roots held you down.

In the dim light of your room
you made family trees,

the continuing lives
comforting you in ways

your mother could not.

While concentration camps

built bonfires with the

bones of your neighbotrs,

you dreamed of the sun and

the love you'd find when the doors
of your prison were uniocked.

When | took your short life from your diary,
| could feel your heartbeat

pulse with my own,

and every breath you took

went into my own lungs,

every desire you felt,

| felt, too.

Your life was held by four silent years,
surrounding you as the four walis did.
And before the last bomb felt,
destroying the last of your [ove and light,

you died.

And { am thankful..






Martin Luther Klng

Letter from Birmingham Jail (1963)
[Abridged]

April 16,1963

My Dear Fellow Clergymen,

While confined here in the Birmingham City Jail, I came across your recent statement calling our
present activities “unwise and untimely,” Seldom, if ever, do I pause to answer criticism of my work
and ideas ... But since I feel that you are men of genuine good will and your criticisms are sincerely
set forth, I would like to answer your statement in what I hope will be patient and reasonable

terms.

I think I should give the reason for my being in Birmingham, since you have been influenced by the
argument of “outsiders coming in.” I have the honor of serving as president of the Southern
Christian Leadership Conference, an organization operating in every Southern state with
headquarters in Atlanta, Georgia. We have some 85 affiliate organizations all across the South ...
Several months ago our local affiliate here in Birmingham invited us to be on call to engageina
nonviolent direct action program if such were deemed necessary. We readily consented...

But more basically, | am in Birmingham because injustice is here. Just as the prophets of the eighth
century B.C. left their villages and carried their “thus saith the Lord” far beyond the boundaries of
their home towns, and just as the Apostle Paul left his village of Tarsus and carried the gospel of
Jesus Christ to the far corners of the Greco-Roman world, so am I, compelled to carry the gospel of
freedom beyond my own home town. Like Paul, | must constantly respond to the Macedonian call

for aid.

Moreover, | am cognizant of the interrelatedness of all communities and states. I cannot sit idly by in
Atlanta and not be concerned about what happens in Birmingham. [njustice anywhere is a threat to
justice everywhere, We are caught in an inescapable network of mutuality, tied in a single garment
of destiny, Whatever affects one directly, affects all indirectly. Never again can we afford to live with
the narrow, provincial “outside agitator” idea. Anyone who lives inside the United States can never

be considered an outsider anywhere within its bounds...

In any nonviolent campaign there are four basic steps: 1) collection of the facts to determine
whether injustices are alive; 2) negotiation; 3) self-purification; and 4) directaction, We have gone
through all of these steps in Birmingham ... Birmingham is probably the most thoroughly
segregated city in the United States. Its ugly record of police brutality is known in every section of
the country. Its unjust treatment of Negroes in the courts is a notorious reality. There have been
more unsolved bombings of Negro homes and churches in Birmingham than in any city in this
nation. These are the hard, brutal, and unbelievable facts. On the basis of these conditions Negro
leaders sought to negotiate with the city fathers. But the political leaders consistently refused to

engage in good faith negotiation.



Then came the opportunity fast September to talk with some of the leaders of the economic
community, In these negotiating sessions certain promises were made by the merchants—such as
the promise te remove the humiliating racial signs from the stores. On the basis of these promises
Reverend Shuttlesworth and the leaders of the Alabama Christian Movement for Human Rights
agreed to call 2 moratorium on any type of demonstrations. As the weeks and months unfolded we
realized that we were the victims of a broken pramise, The signs remained. As in so many
experiences in the past, we were confronted with blasted hopes, and the dark shadow of a deep
disappointment settled upon us. So we had no alternative except that of preparing for direct action,
whereby we would present our very bodies as a means of laying our case before the conscience of
the local and national community. We were not unmindful of the difficulties involved, So we
decided to go through the process of self-purification. We started having workshops on nonviolence
and repeatedly asked ourselves the questions, “are you able to accept the blows without
retaliating?” “Are you able to endure the ordeals ofjail?” ...

You may well ask, “Why direct action? Why sit-ins, marches, etc.? [sn’t negotiation a better path?”
You are exactly right in your call for negotiation. Indeed, this s the purpose of direct action,
Nonviolent direct action seeks to create such a crisis and establish such creative tension thata
community that has constantly refused to negotiate is forced to confront the issue, ... Justas
Socrates felt that it was necessary 1o create a tension in the mind so that individuals could rise from
the bondage of myths and half-truths to the unfettered realm of creative analysis and objective
appraisal, we must we see the need for nonviolent gadflies to create the kind of tension in society
that will help men rise from the dark depths of prejudice and racism to the majestic heights of

understanding and brotherhood. ...

My friends, I must say to you that we have not made a single gain in civl rights without Jegal and
nonviolent pressure. History is the long and tragic story of the fact that privileged groups seldom
give up their privileges voluntarily. Individuals may see the moral light and give up their unjust

posture; but as Reinhold Niebuhr has reminded us, groups are more immoral than individuals. '

We know through painful experience that freedom is never voluntarily given by the oppressor; it
must be demanded by the oppressed, Frankly | have never yet engaged in a direct action movement
that was “well timed,” according to the timetable of those who have not suffered unduly from the
disease of segregation. For years now [ have heard the word “Wait!” [t rings in the ear of every
Negro with a piercing familiarity. This “wait” has almost always meant "never.” It has been a
tranquilizing Thalidomide, relieving the emotional stress for a moment, only to give birth to an ill-
formed infant of frustration. We must come to see with the distinguished jurist of yesterday that
“justice too long delayed is justice denied.” We have waited for more than 340 years for our
constitutional and God-given rights. The nations of Asia and Africa are moving with jetlike speed
toward the goal of political independence, and we still creep at horse and buggy pace toward the

gaining of a cup of coffee at a lunch counter.

Perhaps it is easy for those who have never felt the stinging darts of segregation to say wait. But
when you have seen vicious mobs lynch your mothers and fathers at will and drown your sisters and
brothers at whim; when you have seen hate-filled policemen curse, kick, brutalize, and even kill your
black brothers and sisters with impunity; when you see the vast majority of your 20 million



Negro brothers smothering in an airtight cage of poverty in the midst of an affluent society; when
you suddenly find your tongue twisted and your speech stammering as you seek to explain to your
six-year-old daughter why she can'’t go to the public amusement park that has just been advertised
on television, and see the tears welling up in her little eyes when she is told that Funtown is closed
+o colored children, and see the depressing clouds of inferiority begin to form in her little mental
sky, and see her begin to distort her little personality by unconsciously developing a bitterness
toward white people; when you have to concoct an answer for a five-year-old son who is asking in
agonizing pathos: “Daddy, why do white people treat colored people so mean?” when you take a
cross country drive and find it necessaryto sleep night after nightin the uncomfortable corners of
your automobile because no motel will accept you; when you are humiliated day in and day out by
nagging signs reading “white” men and “colored” when your first name becomes "nigger” and your
middle name becomes “boy” (however old you are) and your last name becomes “John,” and when
your wife and mother are never given the respected title of “Mrs.” when you are harried by day and
haunted by night by the fact that you are a Negro, living constantly at tip-toe stance, never quite
knowing what to expect next, and plagued with inner fears and outer resentiments; when you are
forever fighting a degenerating sense of “nobodiness”~—then you will understand why we find it
difficult to wait. There comes a time when the cup of endurance runs over, and men are no longer
willing to be plunged into an abyss of injustice where they experience the bleakness of corroding
despair. ] hope, sirs, you can understand our legitimate and unavoidable impatience.

. You expressa great dealof anxiety over our willingness to break laws. This is certainly a legitimate
concern. Since we so diligently urge people to obey the Supreme Court’s decision of 1954 outlawing
segregation in the public schools, at first glance it may seem rather paradoxical for us consciously to
break laws, One may won ask: “How can you advocate breaking some laws and obeying others?’
The answer lies in the fact that there fire two types of laws: just and unjust. I would be the Brat to
advocate obeying just laws, One has not only a legal but a moral responsibility to obey justlaws,
Conversely, one has a moral responsibility to disobey unjust Jaws. I would agree with St. Augustine

that “an unjust law is no law atall.”

Now, what is the difference between the two? How does one determine whether a law is just or
unjust? A just law is a man-made code that squares with the moral law or the law of God. An unjust
law is a code that is out of harmony with the moral law. To put it in the terms of St, Thomas
Aquinas: An unjust law is a human law thatis not rooted in eternal law and natural law. Any law
that uplifts human personality is just. Any law that degrades human personality is unjust. All
segregation statutes are unjust because segregation distort the soul and damages the personality. It
gives the segreg ator a false sense of superiority and the segregated a false sense of inferiority,
Segregation, to use the terminology of the Jewish philosopher Martin Buber, substitutes an *I-it”
relationship for an “I-thou” relationship and ends up relegating persons to the status of things.
Hence segregation is not only politically, economically and sociologically unsound, it is morally

wrong and awful...

I hope you are able to ace the distinction I am trying to point cut. In no sense do I advocate evading
or defying the law, as would the rabid segregationist. That would lead to anarchy. One who breaks
an unjust law must do so openly, lovingly, and with a willingness to accept the penalty. I submitthat

3



an individual who breaks a law that conscience tells him is unjust and who willingly accepts the
penalty of imprisonment in order to arouse the conscience of the community over its injustice, is in

reality expressing the highest respect for law.

Of course, there is nothing new about this kind of civil disobedience. It was evidenced sublimely in
the refusal of Shadrach, Meshach and Abednego to obey the laws of Nebuchadnezzar, on the ground
that a higher moral law was at stake. It was practiced superbly by the early Christians, who were
willing to face hungry lions and the excruciating pain of chopping blocks rather than submit to
certain unjust laws of the Roman Empire. To a degree, academic freedom is a reality today because
Socrates practiced civil disobedience. In our own nation, the Boston Tea Party representeda

massive act of civil disobedience,

We should never forget that everything Adolf Hitler did in Germany was “legal” and everything the
Hungarian freedom fighters did in Hungary was "illegal.” It was “illegal” to aid and comfort a few in
Hitler's Germany. Even so, I am sure that, had I lived in German at the time, I would have aided and
comforted my Jewish brothers, If today [ lived in a Communist country where certain principles
dear to the Christian faith are suppressed, I would openly advocate disobeying that country’s

antireligious laws.

I must make two honest confessions to you, my Christian and Jewish brothers. First, [ must confess
that over the last few years | have been gravely disappointed with the white moderate. [ have
almost reached the regrettable conclusion that the Negro’s great stumbling block in the stride
toward freedom is not the White citizens' “Councilor” or the Ku Klux Klanner, but the white
moderate who is more devoted to “order” than to justice; who prefers a negative peace which is the
absence of tension to a positive peace which is the presence of justice; who constantly says “1 agree
with you in the goal you seek, but I can't agree with your methods of direst action” who
paternistically feels that he can set the timetable for another man's freedom; who lives by the myth
of time and who constantly advises the Negro to wait until a “more convenient season.” Shallow
understanding from people of good will is more frustrating than absolute misunderstanding from
people of il will, Lukewarm acceptance is much more bewildering than outright rejection. ...

You spoke of our activity in Birmingham as extreme, At first I was rather disappointed that fellow
clergymen would see my nonviolent efforts as those of an extremist. I started thinking about the
fact that stand in the middle of two oppasing forces in the Negro community. One is a force of
complacency made up of Negroes who, as a result of long years of oppression, have been so
completely drained of self-respect and a sense of “somebodiness” that they have adjusted to
segregation, and a few Negroes in the middle class who, because of 2 degree of academic and
economic security, and at points they profit from segregation, have unconsciously become
insensitive to the problems of the masses. The other force is one of bitterness and hatred and comes
perilously close ta advecating violence. It is expressed in the various black nationalist groups that
are springing up over the nation, the largest and best known being Elijah Muhammad's Muslim
movement. This mavement is nourished by the contemporary frustration over the continued '
existence of racial discrimination. It is made up of people who have lost faith in America, who have
absolutely repudiated Christianity, and who have concluded that the white man in an incurable

“devil.” ...



The Negro has many pent-up resentments and latent frustrations. He has to get them out. So let him
march sometime; let him have his prayer pilgrimages to the city hall; understand why he must have
sit-ins and freedom rides. If his repressed emotions do not come out in these nonviolent ways, they
will come out in ominous expressions of violence, This is not a threat; itis a fact of history. Sol have
not said to my people, “Get rid of your discontent.” But I have tried to say that this normal and
healthy discontent can be channeled through the creative outlet of nonviolent direct action. ...

In spite of my shattered dreams of the past, I came to Birmingham with the hope that the white
religious leadership in the community would see the justice of our cause and, with deep moral
concern, serve as the channel through which our just grievances could get to the power structure. 1
had hoped that each of you would understand. But again I have been disappointed.

I have heard numerous religious leaders of the South call upon their worshippers to comply with a
desegregation decision because it is the law, but I have longed to hear white ministers declare:
"Follow this decree because integration is morally right and the Negro is your brother,” In the midst
of blatant injustices inflicted upon the Negro, I have watched white churchmen stand on the
sideline and merely mouth pious irrelevancies and sanctimonious trivialities. In the midst ofa
mighty struggle to rid our nation of racial and economic injustice, I have heard so many ministers
say, “Those are social issues with which the Gospel has no real concern,” and I have watched so
many churches commit themselves to a completely other-worldly religion which made a strange
distinction between body and soul, the sacred and the secular. ...

1 hope this letter finds you strong in the faith. I also hope that circumstances will soon make it
possible for me to meet each of you, not as an integrationist or a civil rights leader, but as a fellow
clergyman and a Christian brother. Let us all hope that the dark clouds of racial prejudice will scon
pass away and the deep fog of misunderstanding will be lifted from our fear-drenched communities
and in some not too distant tomorrow the radiant stars of love and brotherhood will shine over our

great nation with all of their scintillating beauty.

Yours for the cause of Peace and Brotherhood,

M. L. King, Jr.

Source: TeachingAmericanHistory.org a project of the Ashbrook Center at Ashland University
http: achingamericanhi rg/fii irmi i i
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A Brother’s Lesson

by Christopher de Vinck

| grew up in the house where my brother was on his back in

his bed for almost 33 years, in the same corner of his room,

under the same window, beside the same yellow walls. Oliver

was blind, mute. His legs were twisted. He didn’t have the

strength o lift his head nor the infelligence to learn anything.

Today I am an English teacher, and each
time [ introduce my class to the play about
ijden Keller, “The Miracle Worker,” I tell my

ents about Oliver. One day, during my
first year teaching, a boy in the last row raised
his hand and said, “Oh, Mr. de Vinck. You

Imean he was a vegetable.”
I stammered for a few secaonds. My family

and I fed Oliver. We changed his diapers, hung

ais clothes and bed linen on the basement line
N winter, and spread them out white and
lean on the lawn in the summer. I always

<ed to watch the grasshoppers jump on the
lowecases.
We barhed Oliver. Tickled his chest to make
m laugh. Sometimes we left the radio on in
s room. We pulled the shade down over his
:d in the morning to keep the sun from burn-
g his tender skin. We listened to him laugh
we watched television downstairs. We
tened to him rock his arms up and down
ake rthe bed squeak. We listened to him
_¢h in the middle of the night.
“Well, I guess you could call him a

N

vegetable. I called him Oliver, my brother. You
would have liked him.”

One October day in 1946, when my mother
was pregnant with Oliver, her second son, she
was overcome by fumes from g leaking coal-
burning stove. My oldest brother was sleeping
in his crib, which was quite high off the ground,
so the gas didn’t affect him. My father pulled
them outside, where my mother revived quickly.

On April 20, 1947, Oliver was born. A
healthy looking, plump, beautify] boy.

One afternoon, a few months fater, my
mother broughr Oliver to 2 window, She held
him there in the sun, the bright good sun, and

there Oliver looked and looked directly into
the sunlight, which was the first moment my
mather realized that Oliver was blind. My
parents, the true heroes of this story, learned,
with the passing months, thar blindness was
only part of the problem. So they brought
Oliver to Mt. Sinai Hospital in New York for
tests to determine the exrent of hig condition,
The docror said that he wanted to make it
very clear to both my mother and father that
there was a bsolutely nothing thar eould be
done for Oliver. He didn’t wang my parents to

g ot falen feme Voo o1 f



zeplied, “he is our son. We will take Oliver
shome of course.” The good doctor answered,
,;“Then take him home and love him.”

» Oliver grew to the size of a 10-year-old. He.
giaad a big chest, a
slarge head. His hands
vand feet were those of
2 five-year-old, small
and soft. Wed wrap a
‘box of baby cereal for
thim at Christmas and
fplace it under the
itree; pat his head with
% damp cloth in the
middle of a July heat
1%’;v"srawe. ‘His baptismal
feertificate hung on the wall above his head. A
shishop came to the house and confirmed him.!
¢ Even now, five years after his death from
Bneumonia on March 12, 1980, Oliver still
femains the weakest, most helpless human
Yeing I ever met, and yet he was one of the
Most powerful human beings I ever mer. He
fould do absolutely nothing except breathe,
gleép, eat, and yet he was responsible for
jgction, love, courage, insight. When I was
Bhall my mother would say, “Isn’t it wonder-
7ul that you can see?” And once she said,
&When you go to heaven, Oliver will run to
u, embrace you, and the first thing he will
’Y is “Thank you.” * I remember, too, my
Iother explaining o me that we were blessed
¥ith Oliver in ways that were nor clear to her
& first.

B So often parents are faced with a child who
Biseverely retarded, but who is also hyper-
28tive,? demanding or wild, who needs
g¥ustant care. So many people have little

[ remember, too,
explaining to me that we were
blessed with Oliver in ways that
were not clear to her ot first.

[

O

choice but to place their child in an institution,
We were fortunate that Oliver didn’ need ug
to be in his room all day. He never knew what
his condition was. We were blessed with his

‘ presence, a true pre-
sence of peace.

When I was in my
early 20s I met a gir]
and fell in love. After 2
few months I brought
her home to meet my
family. When my
mother went to the
kitchen to prepare
dinner, I asked the
girl, “Would you like
to see Oliver?” for I had told her about my
brother. “No,” she answered.

Soon after, I met Roe, 2 lovely girl. She asked
me the names of my brothers and sisters. She
loved children. I thought she was wonderful. |
brought her home after a few months to meet
my family. Soon it was time for me to feed
Oliver. I remember sheepishly asking Roe if
she’d like to see him. “Sure,” she said.

I'sat at Oliver’s bedside as Roe watched
over my shoulder. I gave him his first spoonful,
his second. “Can I do that?” Roe asked with
ease, with freedom, with compassion, so I gave
her the bowl and she fed Oliver one spoonful
ata time. '

The power of the powerless. Which girl
would you marry? Today Roe and | have
three children, «

my mother

>

1. confirmed him: performed the Christian ceremany
admitting him inca full membership in che church,

2. hyperactive; excessively active.








