
Opening Paragraphs   10th Honors/ gifted English  

 

Anthem by Ayn Rand  

 

It is a sin to write this. It is a sin to think words no others think and to put them down upon a 

paper no others are to see. It is base and evil. It is as if we were speaking alone to no ears but our 

own. And we know well that there is no transgression blacker than to do or think alone. We have 

broken the laws. The laws say that men may not write unless the Council of Vocations bid them 

so. May we be forgiven! 

 

 

 

1984 by George Orwell 

It was a bright cold day in April, and the clocks were striking thirteen. Winston Smith, his chin 

nuzzled into his breast in an effort to escape the vile wind, slipped quickly through the glass 

doors of Victory Mansions, though not quickly enough to prevent a swirl of gritty dust from 

entering along with him. 

 

The Haunting Of Hill House (Shirley Jackson) 

No live organism can continue for long to exist sanely under conditions of absolute reality; even 

larks and katydids are supposed, by some, to dream. Hill House, not sane, stood by itself against 

its hills, holding darkness within; it had stood so for eighty years and might stand for eighty 

more. Within, walls continued upright, bricks met neatly, floors were firm, and doors were 

sensibly shut; silence lay steadily against the wood and stone of Hill House, and whatever 

walked there, walked alone… 

 

 

The Watson’s Go to Birmingham by Christopher Paul Curtis  

 

It was one of those super-duper-cold Saturdays. One of those days that when you breathed out 

your breath kind of hung frozen in the air like a hunk of smoke and you could walk along and 

look exactly like a train blowing out big, fat, white puffs of smoke. 

  



 

 

Pride and Prejudice by Jane Austin 

It is a truth universally acknowledged, that a single man in possession of a good fortune, must be 

in want of a wife.  

However little known the feelings or views of such a man may be on his first entering a 

neighbourhood, this truth is so well fixed in the minds of the surrounding families, that he is 

considered the rightful property of someone or other of their daughters.  

 

American Psycho (Bret Easton Ellis) 

ABANDON ALL HOPE YE WHO ENTER HERE is scrawled in blood red lettering on the side 

of the Chemical Bank near the corner of Eleventh and First and is in print large enough to be 

seen from the backseat of the cab as it lurches forward in the traffic leaving Wall Street and just 

as Timothy Price notices the words a bus pulls up, the advertisement for Les Miserables on its 

side blocking his view, but Price who is with Pierce & Pierce and twenty-six doesn't seem to care 

because he tells the driver he will give him five dollars to turn up the radio, "Be My Baby" on 

WYNN, and the driver, black, not American, does so. 

 

Invisible Man (Ralph Ellison) 

I am an invisible man. No, I am not a spook like those who haunted Edgar Allan Poe; nor am I 

one of your Hollywood-movie ectoplasms. I am a man of substance, of flesh and bone, fiber and 

liquids—and I might even be said to possess a mind. I am invisible, understand, simply because 

people refuse to see me. Like the bodiless heads you see sometimes in circus sideshows, it is as 

though I have been surrounded by mirrors of hard, distorting glass. When they approach me they 

see only my surroundings, themselves, or figments of their imagination—indeed, everything and 

anything except me. 

 

 

 

 


