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FROM FIRST PAGES:

When it came to concealing his troubles, Tommy Wilhelm was not less capable than the next fellow.  So at least he thought, and there was a certain amount of evidence to back him up.  He had once been an actor -- no, not quite, an extra -- and he knew what acting should be.  Also, he was smoking a cigar, and when a man is smoking a cigar, wearing a hat, he has an advantage; it is harder to find out how he feels. He came from the twenty-third floor down to the lobby on the mezzanine to collect his mail before breakfast and he believed – he hoped – that he looked passably well: doing all right.  It was a matter of sheer hope, because there was not much that he could add to his present effort. -- Saul Bellow, Seize the Day (1956) 
The first time I saw Brenda she asked me to hold her glasses.  Then she stepped out to the edge of the diving board and looked foggily into the pool; it could have been drained, myopic Brenda would never have known it.  She dove beautifully, and a moment later she was swimming back to the side of the pool, her head of short-clipped auburn hair held up, straight ahead of her, as though it were a rose on a long stem. She glided to the edge and then was beside me.  “Thank you,” she said, her eyes watery though not from the water.  She extended a hand for her glasses but did not put them on until she turned and headed away.  I watched her move off.  Her hands suddenly appeared behind her. She caught the bottom of her suit between thumb and index finger and flicked what flesh had been showing back where it belonged.  My blood jumped. – Philip Roth, Goodbye, Columbus (1959)
Boys are playing basketball around a telephone pole with a backboard bolted to it.  Legs, shouts.  The scrape and snap of Keds on loose alley pebbles seems to catapult their voices high into the moist March air blue above the wires. Rabbit Angstrom, coming up the alley in a business suit, stops and watches, though he’s twenty-six and six three.  So tall, he seems an unlikely rabbit, but the breadth of white face, the pallor of his blue irises, and the nervous flutter under his brief nose as he stabs a cigarette into his mouth partially explain the nickname, which was given to him when he too was a boy.  He stands there thinking, the kids keep coming, they keep crowding you up. -- John Updike, Rabbit, Run (1960)

Her doctor had told Julian's mother that she must lose twenty pound on account of her blood pressure, so on Wednesday nights Julian had to take her downtown on the bus for a reducing class at the Y.  The reducing class was designed for working girls over fifty, who weighed from 165 to 200 pounds.  His mother was one of the slimmer ones, but she said ladies did not tell their age or weight.  She would not ride the buses by herself at night since they had been integrated, and because the reducing class was one of her few pleasures, necessary for her health and free, she said Julian could at least put himself out to take her, considering all she did for him, but every Wednesday night he braced himself and took her. -- Flannery O’Connor, "Everything that Rises Must Converge," Everything that Rises Must Converge (1965)

J.P. and I are on the front porch at Frank Martin's drying-out facility.  J.P. is first and foremost a drunk.  But he's also a chimney sweep.  It's his first time here, and he's scared.  I've been here once before.  What's to say?  I'm back. -- Raymond Carver, "Where I'm Calling From," Cathedral (1984)

124 was spiteful.  Full of baby’s venom.  The women in the house knew it and so did the children. – Toni Morrison, Beloved (1987)

This was the year he road the subway to the ends of the city, two hundred miles of track.  He liked to stand at the front of the first car, hands flat against the glass.  The train smashed through the dark.  People stood on local platforms staring nowhere, a look they’d been practicing for years.  He kind of wondered, speeding past, who they really were.  His body fluttered in the fastest stretches.  They went so fast sometimes he thought they were on the edge of no-control.  The noise was pitched to a level of pain he absorbed as a personal test.  Another crazy-ass curve.  There was so much iron in the sound of those curves he could almost taste it, like a toy you put in your mouth when you are little. – Don DeLillo, Libra (1988)

First Lieutenant Jimmy Cross carried letters from a girl named Martha, a junior at Mount Sebastian College in New Jersey. -- Tim O’Brien, "The things they Carried,"  The Things They Carried (1990)

At the tea stall Mr. and Mrs. Das bickered about who should take Tina to the toilet.  Eventually Mrs. Das relented when Mr. Das pointed out that he had given the girl her bath the night before.  In the rearview mirror Mr. Kapasi watched as Mrs. Das emerged slowly from his bulky white Ambassador, dragging her shaved, largely bare legs across the back seat.  She did not hold the little girl’s hand as they walked to the rest room. –  Jhumpa Lahari, “Interpreter of Maladies,” Interpreter of Maladies
From up here, a half mile above the Earth, everything looks perfect to me. – Chang-rae Lee, Aloft (2004)
