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Artist Statement

My BFA is a collection of illustrations for the short story

The Yellow Wallpaper by Charlotte Perkins Gilman. Though
considered a horror story when first published, under a
modern lens The Yellow Wallpaper is also regarded as an

important early work of feminist literature that discusses the
attitudes and treatment of women's health in the late 19th
century. My objective with this project is to bring the story
back to life through my art style for more modern audiences
to enjoy, learn from, and relate to current issues in
discussions of women’s healthcare.
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Artist Inspiration

Star Bite
@star_Dbite

Ludovica Ceregatti
@cergludo
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Story Synopsis

The story of The Yellow Wallpaper is told through the secret writings of a woman
named Jane as she is subjected to a medical practice known as the resting cure. We
the reader follow Jane’s thoughts and retelling of her long endless days in which she
is not allowed any activity, locked away in a large room with only the visual
stimulation of gaudy yellow wallpaper. Any hope of convincing her physician
husband to end treatment or at least visit friends and family is denied and met with
infantilizing condescension. In time the wallpaper is the only thing occupying her
mind; its horrid color, endless design, pungent smell, and strange figures she sees
creeping behind the pattern at night.By the end of the story Jane’s narration
becomes one with that of the woman in the wallpaper as she succumbs to psychosis.
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Character Development
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Process

It was moonlight. The moon shines in all around, just as the
sun does.

I hate to see it sometimes, it creeps so slowly, and always
comes in by one window or another.
John was asleep and I hated to waken him, so I kept still and
watched the moonlight on that undulating wallpaper till I felt
creepy.

The faint figure behind seemed to shake the pattern, just as if
she wanted to get out.

I got up softly and went to feel and see if the paper did move,
and when I came back John was awake.

“What is it, little girl?” he said. “Don’t go walking about like
that—you’ll get Lold

I thought it was a good time to talk, so I told him that I really
was not gaining here, and that I wished he would take me away.

“Why darling!” said he, “our lease will be up in three weeks,
and I can't see how to leave before.

“The repairs are not done at home, and I cannot possibly
leave
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Fan Rock is an lllualrmw |
whose ant Teatures graphic
inework, queer aesthetics,
and huan expression. They
cujoy making narrative based
works with greater themes in-
horror; I'nnlis(, and feminism.

About The Yellow Wal]paper =

Published back in 1892, The Yellow Wullpapcr was lﬁ‘guukd asa [S)
=\ thrilling horror story about a woman Zoing e l.oollng at
thie short story througl the lens of time 11 ave mneh clorer
2| hemes of medical abuse and neglect prevalent in this tale. In
et the story was written from the authors persnml experiences
of being forced into a medical |)I'(K'I‘(|III'I"\M\\II artl
=| the “resting eure” and the horrible effects it hml g
well-being. Meant to teeat hysteria. ‘rﬁung cure” was i strict
regimen of isolation. bed rest, and removal of all intellectual and
2] creative stimulation for weeks at a time. With modern knowledge
=1 we are able 1o read this tale, see the tragic treatment of the
=1 varmtor and subsequently view the story now as & cautionary
’ | tale of the medical mistreatment of wowers.
2y e Yellow Wallpaper was an inlluential story in Rock’s high
schiool vears. so much so that for their BEA thesis they wanted 1o
bring aniew life to the story. Roek ereated this edition of the story
=1 including graphi I-csque ill ions following the
\XIR"'I'I'IN BY CHARI OTTE Pl".l(Kl\'S (;ll.MAN perspective of the namators diastic mental descent, Their goal
z was 1o cateli the exes of o young modern sudienee (o enjoy. learn
ILLusTRATED BY EM Rock fron d relate 1o in modern contexts regarding womens say in
healtheare.
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Full Series

So I will let alone and talk about the house.

The most beautiful place! It is quite alone, standing well
back from the road, quite three miles from the village. It
makes me think of En places that you read about, for
there are hedges and walls and gates that lock, and lots of
separate little houses for the gardeners and people.

There is a delicious garden! I never saw such a garden—
large and shady, full of box-boarded paths, and lines with
long grape-covered arbors with seats under them.

There were greenhouses, too, but they are all broken now.

There was some legal trouble, I believe, something about
the heirs and co-heirs; anyhow, the place has been empty for
years.

That spoils my ghostliness, I am afraid; but I don’t care—
there is something strange about the house—I can feel it.

I even said so to John one moonlight evening, but he said
what I felt was a draught, and shut the window.
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I think sometimes that if I were only well enough to
write a little it would relieve the press of ideas and rest
me.

But I find I get pretty tired when I try.

excited fancies, and that I ought to use my will and good
sense to check the tendency. So I try.

It is so discouraging not to have any advice and
companionship about my work. When I get really well
John says we will ask Cousin Henry and Julia down for a
long visit; but he says he would as soon put fire-works in
my pillow-case as to let me have those stimulating people
about now.

I wish I could get well faster.

But I must not think about that. This paper looks to me

if it knew what a vicious influence it had!

There is a recurrent spot where the pattern lolls like a
broken neck and two bulbous eyes stare at you upside-

with the impertinence of it and
p and down and sideways they
crawl, and those absurd, unblinking eyes are everywhere.

There is one place where two breadths didn’t match,
and the eyes go all up and down the line, one a little
higher than the other.

I never saw so much expression in an inanimate thing
before, and we all know how much expression they have! I
used to lie aw s a child and get more entertainment
and terror out of blank walls and plain furniture than
most children could find in a toy- store.

I remember what a kindly wink the knobs of our big old
bureau used to have, and there was one chair that always
seemed like a strong friend.

fierce I could always hop into that chair and be safe.

1 used to feel that if any of the other things looked too

The furniture in this room is no worse than inharmonious,
however, for we had to bring it all from downstairs. [ suppose
when this was used as a playroom they had to take the nursery
things out, and no wonder! I never saw such ravages as the
children have made here.

The wallpaper, as I said before, is torn off in spots, and it
sticketh closer than a brother—they must have had
perseverance as well as hatred.

Then the floor is scratched and gouged and splintered, the
plaster itself is dug out here and there, and this great heavy
bed, which is all we found in the room, looks as if it had been
through the wars.

But I don’t mind it a bit—only the paper.

There comes John's sister. Such a dear girl as she is, and so
careful of me! I must not let her find me writing,

She is a perfect, and enthusiastic housekeeper, and hopes for
no better profession. I verily believe she thinks it is the writing
which made me sick!

But I can write when she is out, and see her a long way off
from these windows.

But I don’t want to go there at all. I had a friend who was in
his hands on nd she says he is just like John and my
brother, only more so!

Besides, it is such an undertaking to go so far.

I don’t feel as if it was worth while to turn my hand over for
anything, and I'm getting dreadfully fretful and querulous.

1 cry at nothing, and cry most of the time.,

Of course I don’t when John is here, or anybody else, but
when I am alone.

And Iam alone a good deal just now. John is kept in town
very often by serious cases, and Jennie is good and lets me
alone when I want her to.

So I walk a little in the garden or down that lovely lane, sit
on the porch under the roses, and lie down up here a good
deal.

I'm getting re: fond of the room in spite of the
wallpaper. Perhaps because of the wallpaper.

It dwells in my mind so!
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Looked at in one way each breadth stands alone,the
bloated curves and flou i
Romanesque™ with delirium, tremens- go waddling up and
down in isolated columns of gratuity.

But, on the other hand, they connect diagon:
the sprawling outlines run off in gray slanting waves
optic horror, like a lot of wallowing seaweeds in full chase.

The whole thing goes horizontally, too, at least it seems
so, and I exhaust myself in trying to distinguish the order
of its going in that direction.

They have used a horizontal breadth for a frieze, and
that adds wonderfully to the confusion.

There is one end of the room where it is almost intact,
and there, when the cross-lights fade and the low sun
shines directly upon it, I can almost fancy radiation after
all,—the interminable grotesques seem to form around a
common centre and rush off in headlong plunges of equal
distraction.

It makes me tired to Iullu\\ it. l will hlkr anap, Igucw

I don’t know why I should write this.

I don’t want to.

I don't feel able.

And I know John would think it absurd. But I must say
what I feel and think in some way—it is such a.

relief!
But the effort is getting to be greater than.
the relief.
Half the time now I am awfully lazy, and lie
down ever so much.
John says I musn't lose my strength, and
]'I.I\ me take cod-liver oil and lots of tonics.
and things, to say nothing of ale and wine
and rare meat.

Dear John! He loves me very di , and hates to have me
sick. I tried to have a real earnest reasonable talk with him the
other da d tell him how I wish he would let me go and
make t to Cousin Henry and Julia.

aid I wasn't able to go, nor able to stand it after I
got there; and I did not make out a very good case for myself,
s crying before I had finished.
-Hm,., to be a great effort for me to think straight.
s, I suppos

And dear John xnlhcrcd me up in his arms, and just
carried me ups and laid me on the bed, and sat by me and

1to me till it tired my head.

He said I was his darling and his comfort and all he had,
and that I must take care of myself for his sake, and keep well.

He says no one but myself can help me out of it, that I must
use my will and self-control and let my silly fantasies run

It was moonlight. The moon shines in all around, just as the
sun does.

I hate to see it sometimes, it creeps so slowly, and always
comes in by one window or another.
John was asleep and I hated to waken him, so I kept still and
watched the moonlight on that undulating wallpaper till I felt
creepy.

The faint figure behind seemed to shake the pattern, just as if

she wanted to get out.

I got up softly and went to feel and see if the paper did move,
and when I came back John was awake.

“What is it, little girl?” he said. “Don't go walking about like
that—you'll get cold.”

I thought it was a good time to talk, so I told him that I really
was not gaining here, and that I wished he would take me aw

“Why darling!" said he, “our lease will be up in three weeks
and I can’t see how to leave before.

“The repairs are not done at home, and I cannot possibly
leave
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11 Series

“Bless her little heart id he with a big hug; “she
shall be as sick as she pleases! But now let’s improve
the shining hours by going to sleep, and talk about it in
the morning!”

“And you won't go away?" I asked gloomil,

“Why, how can I, dear? It is only three weeks more
and then we will take a nice little trip of a few days
while Jennie is getting the house ready. Really d
are bette

in body perhaps™—I began, and stopped
he sat up straight and looked at me with such
n, reproachful look that I could not say another

for our child’s s ) )
will never for one instant let that idea enter your mind!
There is nothing so dangerous, so fascinating, to a
temperament like yours. It is a false and foolish fan
Can you not trust me as a physician when I tell you s

So of course I said no more on that score, and we

went to sleep before long. He thought I was asleep first,

but I wasn't,—I lay there for hours trying to decide
whether that front pattern and the back pattern really
did move together or separately.

'\

It strikes me occasionally, just as a scientific hypothesis,

ched John when he did not know I was
looking, and come into the room suddenly on the most
innocent excuses, and I've caught him several times looking
at the paper! And Jennie too. I caught Jennie with her hand
on it once,

She didn’t know I was in the room, and when 1 asked her
in a quiet, a very quiet voice, with the most restrained
manner possible, what she was doing with the paper- she
turned around as if she had been caught stealing, and
looked quite angry- asked me why I should frighten her so!

Then she said that the paper stained everything it
touched, that she had found yellow smooches on all m
clothes and John's, and she wished we would be more
careful!

Did not that sound innocent? But I know she was
studying that pattern, and I am determined that nobody
shat find it out but myself!

It gets into my hair.

Even when I go to ride, if I turn my head suddenly and
surprise it—there is that smell!

Such a peculiar odor, too! I have spent hours in trying to

e it, to find what it smelled like.
not bad- at first, and very gentle, but quite the
, most enduring odor I ever met.
In this damp weather it is awful, I wake up in the night
and find it hanging over me.
It used to disturb me at first. I thought seriously of
burning the house—to reach the smell.

But now I am used to it. The only thing I can think of that
it is like is the color of the paper! A yellow smell.

There is a very funny mark on this wall, low down, near
the mopboard. A streak that runs round the room. It goes
behind every piece of furniture, except the bed, a long,
straight, even smooch, as if it had been rubbed over and
over.

I wonder how it was done and who did it, and what they
did it for. Round and round and round- round and round
and round- it makes me dizzy!

I really have discovered something at last?
Through watching so much at night, when it changes
s0, I have finally found out,
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I think that woman gets out in the daytime!

And I'll tell you why—privately—I've seen her!

I can see her out of every one of my window

It is the same woman, I know, for she is
always creeping, and most women do not creep
by daylight.

I see her on that long shaded lane, ¢
up and down. I see her in those dark g
arbors, creeping all around the garden.

I see her on that long road under the tree:
creeping along, and when a carriage comes she
hides under the blackberry vines.

I don’t blame her a bit. It must be very humiliating to
be caught creeping by daylight!

I always lock the door when I ¢ p by daylight. I
can't do it at night, for I know John would suspect
something at onc

And John is so queer now, that I don’t want to
irritate him. I wish he would take another room!
Besides, I don’t want anybody to get that woman out at
night but myself.

I often wonder if I could see her out of all the
windows at once.

But, turn as fast as I can, I can only see out of one at
one time.

And though I always see her, she may be able to
creep faster than I can turn!

Hurrah! This is the last day, but it is enough. John is to stay

in town over night, and won't be out until this evening.

Jennie wanted to sleep with me—the sly thing! but I told her

1 should undoubtedly rest better for a night all alone.

That was clever, for really [ wasn't alone a bit!
was moonlight, and that poor thing began to crawl and shake
the pattern, I got up and ran to help her.

I pulled and she shook, I shook and she pulled, and before
morning we had peeled off yards of that paper.

A strip about as high as m\ head and half around the room.

And then when the sun came and that awful pattern began
to laugh at me I declared I would finish it to-

We go away to-morrow, and they are moving all my
furniture down again to leave things as they were before.

Jennie looked at the wall in amazement, but I told her
merrily that I did it out of pure spite at the vicious thing.

She laughed and said she wouldn’t mind doing it herself, but

I must not get tired. How she betrayed herself that time!

We shall sleep downstairs to-night, and take the boat
home to-morrow, I quite enjoy the room, now it is bare
again.

How those children did tear about here!

This bedstead is fairly gnawed!

But I must get to work.

I have locked the door and thrown the key down into the
front path.

I don’t want to go out, and I don’t want to have anybody
come in, till John comes.

I want to astonish him.

I've got a rope up here that even Jennie did not find. If
that woman does get out, and tries to get away, I can tie
her!

But I forgot I could not reach far without anything to
stand on! This bed will not move!

I tried to lift and push it until I was lame, and then I got
so angry I bit off a little piece at one corner—but it hurt my
teeth.

Then I peeled off all the paper I could reach standing on
the floor. It sticks horribly and the pattern just enjoy:

All those strangled heads and bulbous eyes and waddling
fungus growths just shriek with derision!

I am getting angry enough to do something dvsprmu-
To jump out of the window would be admirable exercis
but the bars are too strong even to try.

Besides I wouldn't do it. Of course not. I know well
enough that a step like that is improper and might be §
misconstrued.

I don't like to look out of the windows even—there
are so many of those creeping women, and they
creep so fast.
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Artistic Statement

This thesis is a collection of pin-up illustrations to go on various products.
Through clever theming and cohesion of the illustrations I want to create a sense
of collectability leaving my target audiences wanting more than just one.

My objective is to market these products towards young adult queer folks, along
the idea of creating works that I myself would want to see more of and purchase.
With this series [ work towards cultivating a female-gaze /queer-coded brand as
opposed to a euro-centric male gaze as seen in the history of pin-ups.



Artistic Inspiration

Yoshi Yoshitani Sveta Shubina Bill Presing



Planning

As I began the lineup for the collection, I picked out a core color pallet to reference while
designing each costume.

Throughout my process I frequently reviewed the range of skin tones like a pallet to ensure I had
a broad selection. Iused this same method when developing the pin-ups body types and posing.
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