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OPENINGS:



I celebrate myself, and sing myself,



And what I assume you shall assume,



For every atom belonging to me as good as belongs to you.

-- Walt Whitman, from Song of Myself


A throng of bearded men, in sad-colored garments and gray, steeple-crowned hats, intermixed with woman, some wearing hoods, and others bareheaded, was assembled in front of a wooden edifice, the door of which was heavily timbered with oak, and studded with iron spikes.


The founders of a new colony, whatever Utopia of human virtue and happiness they might originally project, have invariably recognized it among their earliest practical necessities to allot a portion of the virgin soil as a cemetery, and another portion as the site of a prison....

-- Nathaniel Hawthorne, from The Scarlet Letter
“I was born a slave, but I never knew it till six years of happy childhood had passed.”  
-- Harriet A. Jacobs, from Incidents in the Life of A Slave Girl: Written by Herself 


He saw her from the bottom of the stairs 



Before she saw him.  She was starting down, 



Looking back over her shoulder at some fear,



She took a doubtful step and then undid it



To raise herself and look again.

-- Robert Frost, from Home Burial

Robert Cohn was once middleweight boxing champion of Princeton.  Do not think that I am very much impressed by that as a boxing title, but it meant a lot to Cohn.  

-- Ernest Hemingway, from The Sun Also Rises


In my younger and more vulnerable years my father gave me some advice that I have been turning over in my mind ever since.


"Whenever you feel like criticizing any one," he told me, "just remember that all the people in this world haven't had the advantages that you've had."


He didn't say any more, but we've always been unusually communicative in a reserved way, and I understood that he meant a great deal more than that.  In consequence, I'm inclined to reserve all judgments.

-- F. Scott Fitzgerald, from The Great Gatsby  


Ships at a distance have every man's wish on board.  For some they come in with the tide.  For others they sail forever on the horizon, never out of sight, never landing until the Watcher turns his eyes away in resignation, his dreams mocked by death and Time.  That is the life of men.  


Now, women forget all those things they don't want to remember, and remember everything they don't want to forget.  The dream is the truth.  Then they act and do things accordingly.


So the beginning of this was a woman and she had come back from burying the dead.

--Zora Neale Hurston, from Their Eyes Were Watching God
