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1. Had goodman Brown fallen asleep in the forest, and only dreamed a wild dream of a witch-
meeting?

Be it so, if you will. But, alas! it was a dream of evil omen for young goodman Brown. A stern, a
sad, a darkly meditative, a distrustful, if not a desperate man, did he become, from the night of that fearful
dream. On the Sabbath-day, when the congregation were singing a holy psalm, he could not listen,
because an anthem of sin rushed loudly upon his ear, and drowned all the blessed strain. When the
minister spoke from the pulpit, with power and fervid eloquence, and, with his hand on the open bible, of
the sacred truths of our religion, and of saint-like lives and triumphant deaths, and of future bliss or misery
unutterable, then did goodman Brown turn pale, dreading, lest the roof should thunder down upon the gray
blasphemer and his hearers. Often, awakening suddenly at midnight, he shrank from the bosom of Faith,
and at morning or eventide, when the family knelt down in prayer, he scowled, and muttered to himself,
and gazed sternly at his wife, and turned away. And when he had lived long, and was borne to his grave,
a hoary corpse, followed by Faith, an aged woman, and children and grand-children, a goodly procession,
besides neighbors, not a few, they carved no hopeful verse upon his tomb-stone; for his dying hour was
gloom.

--Nathaniel Hawthorne, "Young Goodman Brown" (1835)

2. The normal, the typical American book of today is as fully a remouthing of old husks as the normal
book of Griswold's day. The whole atmosphere of our literature, in William James' phrase, is ‘'mawkish
and dishwatery." Books are still judged among us, not by their form and organization as works of art, their
accuracy and vividness as representations of life, their validity and perspicacity as interpretations of it, but
by their conformity to the national prejudices, their accordance with set standards of niceness and
propriety. The thing irrevocably demanded is a 'sane’ book; the ideal is a 'clean,' an 'inspiring,' a 'glad’
book.

All this may be called the Puritan impulse from within. It is, indeed, but a single manifestation of
one of the deepest prejudices of a religious and half-cultured people—the prejudice against beauty as form
of debauchery and corruption—the distrust of all ideas that do not fit readily into certain accepted
axioms—the belief in the eternal validity of moral concepts—in brief, the whole mental sluggishness of the
lower orders of men.

—H. L. Mencken, "Puritanism as a Literary Force" (1915)

3. Video clip (1970)

4. Undeniably there were times when Indians attacked European colonists, but such incidents give
signs of prior provocation, of bullying and tyrannizing by the invaders, so that the attacks bear the
character of reprisal and defense. The Indian Menace, in short, when there was substance to it, was a
boomerang effect of the European Menace to the Indians.
--Francis Jennings, The Invasion of America: Indians,
Colonialism, and the Cant of Conquest (1975)

5. So he that saileth in this world of pleasure,
Feeding on sweets, that never bit of th'sour,
That's full of friends, of honor, and of treasure,
Fond fool, he takes this earth ev'n for heav'n's bower.
But sad affliction comes and makes him see
Here's neither honor, wealth, nor safety;
Only above is found all with security.
--Anne Bradstreet, "Contemplations" (1678)



6. My head, my heart, mine eyes, my life, nay more,
My joy, my magazine of earthly store,
If two be one, as surely thou and I,
How stayest thou there, whilst | at Ipswich lie?
So many steps, head from the heart to sever,
If but a neck, soon should we be together.
I, like the Earth this season, mourn in black,
My Sun is gone so far in's zodiac,
Whom whilst | ‘joyed, nor storms, nor frost | felt,
His warmth such frigid colds did cause to melt.
--Anne Bradstreet, "A Letter to Her Husband, Absent Upon Public
Employment" (1678)

7. The God that holds you over the pit of hell, much as one holds a spider or some loathsome insect
over the fire, abhors you, and is dreadfully provoked: His wrath towards you burns like fire; He looks upon
you as worthy of nothing else but to be cast into the fire; He is of purer eyes than to bear to have you in
His sight; you are ten thousand times more abominable in His eyes than the most hateful venomous
serpent is in ours. You have offended him infinitely more than ever a stubborn rebel did his prince; and
yet it is nothing but His hand that holds you from falling into the fire every moment.

--Jonathan Edwards, "Sinners in the Hands of an Angry God"

(1741)

8. This knowledge is that which is above all others sweet and joyful. Men have a great deal of
pleasure in human knowledge, in studies of natural things; but this is nothing to that joy which arises from
this divine light shining into the soul. This light gives a view of those things that are immensely the most
exquisitely beautiful and capable of delighting the eye of the understanding. The spiritual light is the
dawning of the light of glory in the heart. There is nothing so powerful as this to support persons in
affliction, and to give the mind peace and brightness in this stormy and dark world.

--Jonathan Edwards, "A Divine and Supernatural Light" (delivered

1733, published 1734)

9. ‘Twas mercy brought me from my pagan land,
Taught my benighted soul to understand
That there's a God, that there's a Savior too:
Once | redemption neither sought nor knew.
Some view our sable race with scornful eye.
‘Their color is a diabolic dye.’
Remember, Christians, Negroes, black as Cain,
May be refined, and join the angelic train.
--Phillis Wheatley, "On Being Brought from Africa to America"
(1773)

10. "I have this Day received your obliging kind Epistle, and am greatly satisfied with your Reasons
respecting the Negroes, and think highly reasonable what you offer in Vindication of their natural Rights:
Those that invade them cannot be insensible that the divine Light is chasing away the thick Darkness
which broods over the Land of Africa; and the Chaos which has reign'd so long, is converting into beautiful
Order, and [r]leveals more and more clearly, the glorious Dispensation of civil and religious Liberty, which
are so inseparably united, that there is little or no Enjoyment of one without the other: Otherwise, perhaps,
the Israelites had been less solicitous for their Freedom from Egyptian slavery; | do not say they would
have been contented without it, by no means, for in every human Breast, God has implanted a Principle,
which we call Love of Freedom; it is impatient of Oppression, and pants for Deliverance; and by the Leave
of our modern Egyptians | will assert, that the same Principle lives in us. God grant Deliverance in his own
Way and Time, and get him honour upon all those whose Avarice impels them to countenance and help
forward the Calamities of their fellow Creatures. This | desire not for their Hurt, but convince them of the
strange Absurdity of their Conduct whose Words and Actions are so diametrically opposite. How well the
Cry for Liberty, and the reverse Disposition for the exercise of oppressive Power over others agree,--I
humbly think it does not require the Penetration of a philosopher to determine.

--Phillis Wheatley to Rev. Samson Occom, 11 February 1774



