
BASIC READINGS FROM NOVELS 
 
An Excerpt from Jazz by Toni Morrison 
It’s nice when grown people whisper to each other under the 
covers. Their ecstasy is more leaf-sigh than bray and the body is 
the vehicle, not the point. They reach grown people, for something 
beyond, way beyond and way, way down underneath tissue. They 
are remembering while they whisper the carnival dolls they won 
and the Baltimore boats they never sailed on. The pears they let 
hang on the limb because if they plucked them, they would be gone 
from there and who else would see that ripeness if they took it 
away for themselves? How could anybody passing by see them and 
imagine for themselves what the flavor would be like? Breathing 
and murmuring under covers both of them have washed and hung 
out on the line, in a bed they chose together and kept together 
never mind one leg was propped on a 1916 dictionary, and the 
mattress, curved like a preacher’s palm asking for witnesses in His 
name’s sake, enclosed them each and every night and muffled their 
whispering, old-time love. They are under the covers because they 
don’t have to look at themselves anymore; there is no stud’s eye, no 
chippie glance to undo them. They are inward toward the other, 
bound and joined by carnival dolls and the steamers that sailed 
from ports they never saw. That is what is beneath their 
undercover whispers. 
 
 
 
 
 
"The Velveteen Rabbit" by Margery Williams 
"What is REAL?" asked the Rabbit one day, when they were lying 
side by side near the nursery fender, before Nana came to tidy the 
room. "Does it mean having things that buzz inside you and a 
stick-out handle?" 
 
"Real isn't how you are made," said the Skin Horse. "It's a thing 
that happens to you. When a child loves you for a long, long time, 
not just to play with, but REALLY loves you, then you become 
Real." 
 
"Does it hurt?" asked the Rabbit. 
 



"Sometimes," said the Skin Horse, for he was always truthful. 
"When you are Real you don't mind being hurt." 
 
"Does it happen all at once, like being wound up," he asked, "or bit 
by bit?" 
 
"It doesn't happen all at once," said the Skin Horse. "You become. 
It takes a long time. That's why it doesn't happen often to people 
who break easily, or have sharp edges, or who have to be carefully 
kept. Generally, by the time you are Real, most of your hair has 
been loved off, and your eyes drop out and you get loose in the 
joints and very shabby. But these things don't matter at all, 
because once you are Real you can't be ugly, except to people who 
don't understand." 
 
 
"The Irrational Season" by Madeleine L'Engle 
"But ultimately there comes a moment when a decision must be 
made. Ultimately two people who love each other must ask 
themselves how much they hope for as their love grows and 
deepens, and how much risk they are willing to take…It is indeed a 
fearful gamble…Because it is the nature of love to create, a 
marriage itself is something which has to be created, so that, 
together we become a new creature. 
 
To marry is the biggest risk in human relations that a person can 
take…If we commit ourselves to one person for life this is not, as 
many people think, a rejection of freedom; rather it demands the 
courage to move into all the risks of freedom, and the risk of love 
which is permanent; into that love which is not possession, but 
participation…It takes a lifetime to learn another person…When 
love is not possession, but participation, then it is part of that co-
creation which is our human calling, and which implies such risk 
that it is often rejected." 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Gift From The Sea" by Anne Morrow Lindbergh 
"When you love someone, you do not love them all the time, in 
exactly the same way, from moment to moment. It is an 
impossibility. It is even a lie to pretend to. And yet this is exactly 
what most of us demand. We have so little faith in the ebb and flow 
of life, of love, of relationships. We leap at the flow of the tide and 
resist in terror its ebb. We are afraid it will never return. We insist 
on permanency, on duration, on continuity; when the only 
continuity possible, in life as in love, is in growth, in fluidity -- in 
freedom, in the sense that the dancers are free, barely touching as 
they pass, but partners in the same pattern. 
 
The only real security is not in owning or possessing, not in 
demanding or expecting, not in hoping, even. Security in a 
relationship lies neither in looking back to what was in nostalgia, 
nor forward to what it might be in dread or anticipation, but living 
in the present relationship and accepting it as it is now. 
Relationships must be like islands, one must accept them for what 
they are here and now, within their limits -- islands, surrounded 
and interrupted by the sea, and continually visited and abandoned 
by the tides." 
 
 
 
 
 
Excerpt from "A Farewell to Arms" by Ernest Hemingway 
"At night, there was the feeling that we had come home, feeling no 
longer alone, waking in the night to find the other one there, and 
not gone away; all other things were unreal. We slept when we 
were tired and if we woke the other one woke too so one was not 
alone. Often a man wishes to be alone and a woman wishes to be 
alone too and if they love each other they are jealous of that in each 
other, but I can truly say we never felt that. We could feel alone 
when we were together, alone against the others. We were never 
lonely and never afraid when we were together." 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Excerpt from Adam Bede, by George Eliot 
"It was Dinah who spoke first. 
'Adam,' she said, 'it is the Divine Will., My soul is so knit with 
yours that it is but a divided life I live without you. And this 
moment, now you are with me, and I feel that our hearts are filled 
with the same love, I have a fullness of strength to bear and do our 
heavenly Father's will, that I had lost before.' 
Adam paused and looked into her sincere loving eyes. 
'Then we'll never part anymore, Dinah, till death parts us.' 
And they kissed each other with a deep joy. 
What greater thing is there for two human souls, than to feel that 
they are joined for life -- to strengthen each other in all labour, to 
rest on each other in all sorrow, to minister to each other in all 
pain, to be one with each other in silent unspeakable memories at 
the moment of the last parting?" 


