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he first twenty years of
T anyone's life are more or less

spent in growing up, not that

a human being is developed or
even fully matured by then, but it is an
approximation. The next twenty years
in the life of a man or a woman are the
period which is dominated by the
sexual urge. Biologically speaking, at
forty, both men and women can be and
often are grandparents. Sex may
continue to manifest itself till an
advanced age but the fury has gone
out of it...This is the period of maturity.
Success has either been achieved or
not achieved by forty. The ladder
must, by this time, be at least partially
climbed. After sixty comes the last
period of life--the evening, where
thought and memory replace action.
Where a man not only puts his
material affairs in order but tries to
sort out his life, to evaluate his failures
and successes. Where, with sufficient
perspective, he can at last begin to see
the wood without being confused by
the trees.

Stuart Cloete, A Victorian Son (New
York: John Day Company, 1972),
p-15. H

he last time I saw my father

alive, I was seventeen. I had

gotten a National Defense

Student Loan and was about
to go to college in Atlanta. I went
looking for him one night and found
him, standing by the fire, on the corner
of Anderson and 31st streets. I had, by
this time, been working every possible
kind of job to help support the family I
thought he had abandoned. During all
my years in Savannah, I had never
had peace or comfort or any chance to
rely on anyone else. I blamed him for
it. I was very bitter toward him. That
night I lectured him, telling him to
straighten himself out, as I had, and be
aman. He said he was hungry and
wanted something to eat. I bought a
meal for him with money I had earned
on my own. After he had eaten it he
said to me, "And a little child shall lead
them.”

That was the last thing he
ever said to me.

James Alan McPherson (Black
American writer), “"Going Up to
Atlanta" in Alex Harris, editor, A World
Unsuspected: Portraits of Southern
Childhood (Chapel Hill: University of
Northern Carolina, 1987), pp. 87-88. B

hen I was still a student at
Columbia, he [John Dewey]
invited me to his home for
Sunday dinner. His
daughters, son, and daughter-in-law
were there, and it seemed to me a
rather formal affair. It was my first
visit, and I was naturally nervous.
When I rang the bell, he himself came
to the door. The first thing he did
when I had shed my hat and overcoat
was to point out the bathroom. I1had
no experience with dinners as
elaborate as this seemed to me and
don't remember whether I talked too
much or too little. I wasn't sure what
all the knives and forks were for, and
my lack of ease must have been quite
apparent. At the end of the meal, when
the nuts were passed around, I took
only one lest I be considered greedy.
“Sidney,” remarked Dewey, "you
remind me of the man who kept a bee."

Sidney Hook, Out of Step: An Unquiet

Life in the 20th Century (New York:
Harper and Row, 1987), p. 92. &
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oholy-Nagy had a wonderful
way of using words as if in
error or through not
understanding--sometimes, I
suspect, on purpose. On one occasion
John Betjeman had taken him toa
party. As Moholy left he said to the
hostess in his strange pronunciation,
“Thank you for your hostilities.” She
was a little taken aback, and when
Moholy told John Betjeman what had
happened, Betjeman said: "Oh don't
worry--she is hostile to everyone.”

Jack Pritchard, View From a Long
Chair (London: Routledge & Kegan
Paul, 1984), p. 124. W

Lin Spaeth (first grade teacher, in
Tom Parker, Rules of Thumb): When
first-graders get disruptive as a class,
there's going to be a major change in
weather.

Fran Lebowitz (Metropolitan Life):
Very few people possess true artistic
ability. It is therefore both unseemly
and unproductive to irritate the
situation by making an effort. If you
have a burning, restless urge to write
or paint, simply eat something sweet
and the feeling will pass.

he young William Carlos
[Williams], aged let us say
about seven, arose in the
morning, dressed and put on
his shoes. Both shoes buttoned on the
left side. He regarded this untoward
phenomenon for a few moments and
then carefully removed the shoes,
placed shoe A that had been on his left
foot, on his right foot, and shoe B, that
had been on his right foot, on his left
foot; both sets of buttons again
appeared on the left side of the shoes.
This stumped him. With the
shoes so buttoned he went to school,
but...and here is the significant part of
the story, he spent the day in careful
consideration of the matter.

Ezra Pound (recalling a story told to
him by the mother of the poet William
Carlos Williams), Polite Essays (New
York: Books for Libraries Press, 1966
reprint) p. 67. Suggested by Joseph
Podlesnik, a reader from Washington,
D.C., Chicago and Milwaukee. M

John Donne: No man is an island,
entire of itself. Every man is a piece of
the continent, a part of the main. Ifa
clod be washed away by the sea,
Europe is the less, as well asif a
promontory were, as well as if a
manor of thy friends or of thine own
were. Any man's death diminishes me,
because I am involved in mankind.
And therefore never send to know for
whom the bell tolls; it tolls for thee.

went to see Davies in his flat
I several times, and once he

apologized for a picture which

was hanging on his wall. As I
am very short-sighted I had not
noticed it, but he explained to me that it
was a picture which he himself
thought very improper. It had been
given him by the artist, Austin Spare,
and though Davies considered it quite
unsuitable, he felt he must hang it on
his wall in case the artist called and
asked, "Where's my picture?” So if
Davies was expecting a lady visitor or
a conventional friend, he would take
the picture down and stand it with its
face to the wall; poor Davies was in a
constant state of trepidation about the
picture, which was always going in or
out of grace.

Helen Thomas (speaking of W.H.
Davies) in Myfanwy Thomas, editor,
Helen Thomas: Time and Again
(Manchester, England: Carcanet New
Press, 1978), p. 90. H

hough I was unable to reach
T the wall from the cot, I

remember the pattern of

wallpaper on it--a scattering
of gaily colored flowers...For as long
back as I can recall, I have lived in
space, not in time...My childhood
memories are not co-ordinated
chronologically, as you might expect in
a biography, but visually.

Oskar Kokoschka, My Life (New
York: McMillan, 1974), pp. 7-8. B
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