
Long Walk to Freedom, Nelson Mandela (1995) 

 

I was not born with a hunger to be free. I was born free — free in every way that I could know. Free to run in the 

fields near my mother's hut, free to swim in the clear stream that ran through my village, free to roast mealies under 

the stars and ride the broad backs of slow-moving bulls. As long as I obeyed my father and abided by the customs of 

my tribe, I was not troubled by the laws of man or God.  

It was only when I began to learn that my boyhood freedom was an illusion, when I discovered as a young man that 

my freedom had already been taken from me, that I began to hunger for it. At first, as a student, I wanted freedom 

only for myself, the transitory freedoms of being able to stay out at night, read what I pleased, and go where I chose. 

Later, as a young man in Johannesburg, I yearned for the basic and honorable freedoms of achieving my potential, of 

earning my keep, of marrying and having a family — the freedom not to be obstructed in a lawful life.  

But then I slowly saw that not only was I not free, but my brothers and sisters were not free. I saw that it was not 

just my freedom that was curtailed, but the freedom of everyone who looked like I did. That is when I joined the 

African National Congress, and that is when the hunger for my own freedom became the greater hunger for the 

freedom of my people. It was this desire for the freedom of my people to live their lives with dignity and self-respect 

that animated my life, that transformed a frightened young man into a bold one, that drove a law-abiding attorney 

to become a criminal, that turned a family-loving husband into a man without a home, that forced a life-loving man 

to live like a monk. I am no more virtuous or self-sacrificing than the next man, but I found that I could not even 

enjoy the poor and limited freedoms I was allowed when I knew my people were not free. Freedom is indivisible; the 

chains on any one of my people were the chains on all of them, the chains on all of my people were the chains on 

me.  

It was during those long and lonely years that my hunger for the freedom of my own people became a hunger for 

the freedom of all people, white and black. I knew as well as I knew anything that the oppressor must be liberated 

just as surely as the oppressed. A man who takes away another man's freedom is a prisoner of hatred, he is locked 

behind the bars of prejudice and narrow-mindedness. I am not truly free if I am taking away someone else's 

freedom, just as surely as I am not free when my freedom is taken from me. The oppressed and the oppressor alike 

are robbed of their humanity.  

When I walked out of prison, that was my mission, to liberate the oppressed and the oppressor both. Some say that 

has now been achieved. But I know that that is not the case. The truth is that we are not yet free; we have merely 

achieved the freedom to be free, the right not to be oppressed. We have not taken the final step of our journey, but 

the first step on a longer and even more difficult road. For to be free is not merely to cast off one's chains, but to live 

in a way that respects and enhances the freedom of others. The true test of our devotion to freedom is just 

beginning.  

I have walked that long road to freedom. I have tried not to falter; I have made missteps along the way. But I have 

discovered the secret that after climbing a great hill, one only finds that there are many more hills to climb. I have 

taken a moment here to rest, to steal a view of the glorious vista that surrounds me, to look back on the distance I 

have come. But I can rest only for a moment, for with freedom come responsibilities, and I dare not linger, for my 

long walk is not yet ended.  



The Autobiography of Malcolm X, Malcolm X and Alex Haley (1965) 

 

My homemade education gave me, with every additional book that I read. A little bit more sensitivity to the 

deafness, dumbness, and blindness that was afflicting the black race in America. Not long ago, an English writer 

telephoned me from London, asking Questions. One was, "What's your alma mater?" I told him, "Books." You will 

never catch me with a free fifteen minutes in which I'm not studying something I feel might be able to help the black 

man. 

Yesterday I spoke in London, and both ways on the plane across the Atlantic I was studying a document about how 

the United Nations proposes to insure the human rights of the oppressed minorities of the world. The American 

black man is the world's most shameful case of minority oppression. What makes the black man think of himself as 

only an internal United States issue is just a catch-phrase, two words, "civil rights." How is the black man going to get 

"civil rights" before first he wins his human rights, and then start thinking of himself as part of one of the world's 

great peoples, he will see he has a case for the United Nations. 

I can't think of a better case! Four hundred years of black blood and sweat invested here in America, and the white 

man still has the black man begging for what every immigrant fresh off the ship can take for granted the minute he 

walks down the gangplank. 

But I'm digressing. I told the Englishman that my alma mater was books, a good library. Every time I catch a plane, I 

have with me a book I want to read- and that's a lot of books these days. If I weren't out here every day battling the 

white man, I could spend the rest of my life reading, just satisfying my curiosity-because you can't hardy mention 

anything I'm not curious about. I don't think anybody ever got so much out of going to prison than I did. In fact, 

prison enabled me to study far more intensively than I would have if my life had gone differently and I had attended 

some college. I imagine that one of the biggest troubles with colleges is there are too many distractions, too much 

panty-raiding, fraternities, and boola-boola and all of that. Where else but in prison could I have attacked my 

ignorance by being able to study intensely sometimes as much as fifteen hours a day? […] 

I'll tell you something. The whole stream of Western philosophy has now wound up in a cul-de-sac. The white man 

has perpetrated upon himself, as well as upon the black man, so gigantic a fraud that he has put himself into a crack. 

He did it through his elaborate, neurotic necessity to hide the black man's true role in history. 

And today the white man is faced head on with what is happening on the Black Continent, Africa. look at the artifacts 

being discovered there, that are proving over and over again, how the black man had great, fine, sensitive 

civilizations before the white man was out of the caves. Below the Sahara, in the places where most of America's 

Negroes' fore-parents were kidnapped, there is being unearthed some of the finest craftsmanship, sculpture and 

other objects, that has ever been seen by modern man. Some of these things now are on view in such places as New 

York City's Museum of Modern Art. Gold work such as fine tolerance and workmanship that it has no rival. Ancient 

objects produced by black hands. . . refined by those black hands with results that no human hand today can equal. 

 

  



Gulliver’s Travels, Jonathan Swift (1721) 

 

 
THE PUBLISHER TO THE READER. 
[As given in the original edition.] 

The author of these Travels, Mr. Lemuel Gulliver, is my ancient and intimate friend; there is likewise some relation 
between us on the mother’s side.  About three years ago, Mr. Gulliver growing weary of the concourse of curious 
people coming to him at his house in Redriff, made a small purchase of land, with a convenient house, near Newark, 
in Nottinghamshire, his native country; where he now lives retired, yet in good esteem among his neighbours. 

Although Mr. Gulliver was born in Nottinghamshire, where his father dwelt, yet I have heard him say his family came 
from Oxfordshire; to confirm which, I have observed in the churchyard at Banbury in that county, several tombs and 
monuments of the Gullivers. 

Before he quitted Redriff, he left the custody of the following papers in my hands, with the liberty to dispose of them 
as I should think fit.  I have carefully perused them three times.  The style is very plain and simple; and the only fault I 
find is, that the author, after the manner of travellers, is a little too circumstantial.  There is an air of truth apparent 
through the whole; and indeed the author was so distinguished for his veracity, that it became a sort of proverb 
among his neighbours at Redriff, when any one affirmed a thing, to say, it was as true as if Mr. Gulliver had spoken it. 

By the advice of several worthy persons, to whom, with the author’s permission, I communicated these papers, I 
now venture to send them into the world, hoping they may be, at least for some time, a better entertainment to our 
young noblemen, than the common scribbles of politics and party. 

This volume would have been at least twice as large, if I had not made bold to strike out innumerable passages 
relating to the winds and tides, as well as to the variations and bearings in the several voyages, together with the 
minute descriptions of the management of the ship in storms, in the style of sailors; likewise the account of 
longitudes and latitudes; wherein I have reason to apprehend, that Mr. Gulliver may be a little dissatisfied.  But I was 
resolved to fit the work as much as possible to the general capacity of readers.  However, if my own ignorance in sea 
affairs shall have led me to commit some mistakes, I alone am answerable for them.  And if any traveller hath a 
curiosity to see the whole work at large, as it came from the hands of the author, I will be ready to gratify him. 

As for any further particulars relating to the author, the reader will receive satisfaction from the first pages of the 
book. 

RICHARD SYMPSON. 

PART I.  A VOYAGE TO LILLIPUT. 

CHAPTER I. 

[The author gives some account of himself and family.  His first inducements to travel.  He is 
shipwrecked, and swims for his life.  Gets safe on shore in the country of Lilliput; is made a prisoner, 

and carried up the country.] 

My father had a small estate in Nottinghamshire: I was the third of five sons.  He sent me to Emanuel College in 
Cambridge at fourteen years old, where I resided three years, and applied myself close to my studies; but the charge 
of maintaining me, although I had a very scanty allowance, being too great for a narrow fortune, I was bound 
apprentice to Mr. James Bates, an eminent surgeon in London, with whom I continued four years.  My father now 
and then sending me small sums of money, I laid them out in learning navigation, and other parts of the 
mathematics, useful to those who intend to travel, as I always believed it would be, some time or other, my fortune 
to do.  When I left Mr. Bates, I went down to my father: where, by the assistance of him and my uncle John, and 
some other relations, I got forty pounds, and a promise of thirty pounds a year to maintain me at Leyden: there I 
studied physic two years and seven months, knowing it would be useful in long voyages. 

Soon after my return from Leyden, I was recommended by my good master, Mr. Bates, to be surgeon to the 
Swallow, Captain Abraham Pannel, commander; with whom I continued three years and a half, making a voyage or 



two into the Levant, and some other parts.  When I came back I resolved to settle in London; to which Mr. Bates, my 
master, encouraged me, and by him I was recommended to several patients.  I took part of a small house in the Old 
Jewry; and being advised to alter my condition, I married Mrs. Mary Burton, second daughter to Mr. Edmund Burton, 
hosier, in Newgate-street, with whom I received four hundred pounds for a portion. 

But my good master Bates dying in two years after, and I having few friends, my business began to fail; for my 
conscience would not suffer me to imitate the bad practice of too many among my brethren.  Having therefore 
consulted with my wife, and some of my acquaintance, I determined to go again to sea.  I was surgeon successively 
in two ships, and made several voyages, for six years, to the East and West Indies, by which I got some addition to 
my fortune.  My hours of leisure I spent in reading the best authors, ancient and modern, being always provided with 
a good number of books; and when I was ashore, in observing the manners and dispositions of the people, as well as 
learning their language; wherein I had a great facility, by the strength of my memory. 

 

  



“The Tell-Tale Heart”, Edgar Allan Poe (1843) 

“TRUE! --nervous --very, very dreadfully nervous I 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. I 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 his 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 see how cunningly I thrust it in! I moved it slowly --very, very slowly, so that I might not disturb 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) --I 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 I 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 I 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. 

I 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?" 

I kept quite still and said nothing. For a whole hour I did not move a muscle, and in the meantime I did not hear him 

lie down. He was still sitting up in the bed listening; --just as I have done, night after night, hearkening to the death 

watches in the wall. 

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. I knew the 

sound well. Many a 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 a 

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 a long time, very patiently, without hearing him lie down, I 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 

came to 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 instant. The old man's terror must have been extreme! It grew louder, I say, louder every 

moment! --do you mark me well I 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 uncontrollable terror. Yet, for 

some minutes longer I refrained and stood still. But the beating grew louder, louder! 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. I 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 trouble 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 human eye --not even his --could have detected anything 

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 --ha! ha! 

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 a neighbour during the night; suspicion of foul play had been aroused; information had been lodged 

at the police office, and they (the officers) had 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 victim. 



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 a 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 I had been sitting, and grated it upon the boards, but the noise arose over all 

and continually increased. It grew louder --louder --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 longer! I felt that I must scream or die! and now 

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

"Villains!" 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- 

  



The Catcher in the Rye, J.D. Salinger (1951) 

 

TO MY MOTHER 

 

1 

If you really want to hear about it, the first thing you'll probably want to know is where I was born, 

and what my lousy childhood was like, and how my parents were occupied and all before they had me, and 

all that David Copperfield kind of crap, but I don't feel like going into it, if you want to know the truth. In the 

first place, that stuff bores me, and in the second place, my parents would have about two haemorrhages 

apiece if I told anything pretty personal about them. They're quite touchy about anything like that, especially 

my father. They're nice and all--I'm not saying that--but they're also touchy as hell. Besides, I'm not going to 

tell you my whole goddam autobiography or anything. I'll just tell you about this madman stuff that 

happened to me around last Christmas just before I got pretty run-down and had to come out here and take 

it easy. I mean that's all I told D.B. about, and he's my brother and all. He's in Hollywood. That isn't too far 

from this crumby place, and he comes over and visits me practically every week end. He's going to drive 

me home when I go home next month maybe. He just got a Jaguar. One of those little English jobs that can 

do around two hundred miles an hour. It cost him damn near four thousand bucks. He's got a lot of dough, 

now. He didn't use to. He used to be just a regular writer, when he was home. He wrote this terrific book of 

short stories, The Secret Goldfish, in case you never heard of him. The best one in it was "The Secret 

Goldfish." It was about this little kid that wouldn't let anybody look at his goldfish because he'd bought it with 

his own money. It killed me. Now he's out in Hollywood, D.B., being a prostitute. If there's one thing I hate, 

it's the movies. Don't even mention them to me. 

Where I want to start telling is the day I left Pencey Prep. Pencey Prep is this school that's in 

Agerstown, Pennsylvania. You probably heard of it. You've probably seen the ads, anyway. They advertise 

in about a thousand magazines, always showing some hotshot guy on a horse jumping over a fence. Like 

as if all you ever did at Pencey was play polo all the time. I never even once saw a horse anywhere near 

the place. And underneath the guy on the horse's picture, it always says: "Since 1888 we have been 

molding boys into splendid, clear-thinking young men." Strictly for the birds. They don't do any damn more 

molding at Pencey than they do at any other school. And I didn't know anybody there that was splendid and 

clear-thinking and all. Maybe two guys. If that many. And they probably came to Pencey that way. 

Anyway, it was the Saturday of the football game with Saxon Hall. The game with Saxon Hall was 

supposed to be a very big deal around Pencey. It was the last game of the year, and you were supposed to 

commit suicide or something if old Pencey didn't win. I remember around three o'clock that afternoon I was 

standing way the hell up on top of Thomsen Hill, right next to this crazy cannon that was in the 

Revolutionary War and all. You could see the whole field from there, and you could see the two teams 

bashing each other all over the place. You couldn't see the grandstand too hot, but you could hear them all 

yelling, deep and terrific on the Pencey side, because practically the whole school except me was there, 

and scrawny and faggy on the Saxon Hall side, because the visiting team hardly ever brought many people 

with them.  

There were never many girls at all at the football games. Only seniors were allowed to bring girls 

with them. It was a terrible school, no matter how you looked at it. I like to be somewhere at least where 

you can see a few girls around once in a while, even if they're only scratching their arms or blowing their 

noses or even just giggling or something. Old Selma Thurmer--she was the headmaster's daughter--

showed up at the games quite often, but she wasn't exactly the type that drove you mad with desire. She 

was a pretty nice girl, though.  

 


