








Today, barbarism has taken over many city 
streets, or people fear it has, which comes to 
much the same thing in the end.  “I live in a 
quiet residential area,” says a friend of mine 
who is hunting another place to live.  “The only 
disturbing sound at night is the occasional 
scream of someone being mugged.”  It does not 
take many incidents of violence on a city street… 
to make people fear the streets. 

Jane Jacobs, The Death and Life of American Cities 





The soaring birthrate reinforced the notion that a 
woman’s place was in the home as tender of the 
hearth and guardian of the children.  “Of all the 
accomplishments of the American woman,” [a 
1950s-era] Life cover story proclaimed, “the one 
she brings off with the most spectacular success 
is having babies.” 

George Brown Tindall and David E. Shi, America: A 
Narrative History. 

Consider another example of striking
 language: 



















 Lockwood reveals that the fact that people, and 
especially women, exist for him only as texts to 
contemplate and, in this way, to appropriate for his 
private fantasy life: 

–  While enjoying a month of fine whether at the sea-coast, I was 
thrown into the company of a most fascinating creature, a real 
goddess in my eyes, as long as she took no notice of me… 

 …He gives us this single bit of background just as he is 
about to repeat the same scene several times over, first 
with Catherine Heathcliff and then with the ghost of her 
mother cast as the “fascinating creature.” 

 Nancy Armstrong, “Imperialist Nostalgia and Wuthering 
Heights.” 












