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Tormented by a spiritual thirst, a traveller who was a
Prophet wandered in a gloomy desert when an angel appeared
to him at the cross-road and cried, “Arise, Prophet, and go
over land and sea and emblazon the hearts of people with a
Word.” And as that ancient Greek Epitome of wisdom,
Heraclitus, said “Do not listen to me but to the Word.”
(Pushkin, the Russian poet)
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“A hammer is what the butcher used. And it was here that
the colleague had some reservations. After all, a man wasn’t a
cow. Who knows when the hammer might slip and break a
nose? Even knock out a mouthful of teeth? Then where would
they be, with the high cost of dental work? If they were going
to knock a man in the head, they needed to use something
surer and more accurate than a hammer; they finally settled
on electricity.”
(One Flew Over the Cuckoo's Nest: Ken Kesey)
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When we first started going out together, Mary showed
me the poem. In the poem, she recalled his fingers and the
way they had moved around over her face. In the poem, she
talked about what she had felt at the time, about what went
through her mind when the blind man touched her nose and
lips. I can remember I didn’t think much of the poem. Of
course, I didn’t tell her that. Maybe I just don’t understand
poetry. I admit it’s not the first thing I reach for when I pick
up something to read.

(Cathedral: Raymond Carver)
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Most of the guests at the Hotel Gloriana were past the age
of retirement. Along Broadway in the Seventies, Eighties, and
Nineties, a great part of New York's vast population of old
men and women lives. Unless the weather is too cold or wet
they fill the benches about the tiny railed parks and along the
subway gratings from Verdi Square to Columbia University,
they crowd the shops and cafeterias, the dime stores, the
tearooms, the bakeries, the beauty parlors, the reading rooms
and club rooms. Among these old people at the Gloriana,
Wilhelm felt out of place. He was comparatively young, in his
middle forties, large and blond, with big shoulders; his back
was heavy and strong, if already a little stooped or thickened.
(Seize the Day: Saul Bellow)
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My father's family name being Pirrip, and my Christian
name Philip, my infant tongue could make of both names
nothing longer or more explicit than Pip. So, I called myself
Pip, and came to be called Pip.

I give Pirrip as my father's family name, on the authority
of his tombstone and my sister - Mrs. Joe Gargery, who
married the blacksmith. As | never saw my father or my
mother, and never saw any likeness of either of them (for
their days were long before the days of photographs), my first
fancies regarding what they were like, were unreasonably
derived from their tombstones. The shape of the letters on my
father's, gave me an odd idea that he was a square, stout, dark
man, with curly black hair. From the character and turn of the
inscription, “Also Georgiana Wife of the Above,” I drew a
childish conclusion that my mother was freckled and sickly.
(Great Expectations: Charles Dickens)
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