
  
    
  


  Preface


  When an author struggles to write the hundreds of pages in his novel, he is often much aware that the readers first real impression of his carefully crafted book will be its very first line. This is the authors first communication with the reader, a clean slate where the reader has no clue what to expect - the story might throw him straight into the action, but it could just as well start of describing the environment or a characters state of mind - or both, as is the case in HER DARK INHERITANCE. The first line is also a kind of trial, where the skills of the the author are being harshly evaluated by the reader. A clever opening line will be remembered, and possibly quoted. Some opening lines merely functions as building blocks to construct a larger narrative, but others are designed especially to show of the cleverness of the author.


  I considered making this collection about the first paragraph rather than just the first line. Lots of novels has some really solid first paragraphs, for instance the explosive beginning of NOTES FROM UNDERGROUND by Fyodor Dostoyevsky:


  I am a sick man.... I am a spiteful man. I am an unattractive man. I believe my liver is diseased. However, I know nothing at all about my disease, and do not know for certain what ails me. I don't consult a doctor for it, and never have, though I have a respect for medicine and doctors. Besides, I am extremely superstitious, sufficiently so to respect medicine, anyway (I am well-educated enough not to be superstitious, but I am superstitious). No, I refuse to consult a doctor from spite. That you probably will not understand. Well, I understand it, though. Of course, I can't explain who it is precisely that I am mortifying in this case by my spite: I am perfectly well aware that I cannot "pay out" the doctors by not consulting them; I know better than anyone that by all this I am only injuring myself and no one else. But still, if I don't consult a doctor it is from spite. My liver is bad, well--let it get worse!


  Other examples of great opening paragraphs are the ones seen in PETER AND WENDY and WAR OF THE WORLDS. These could work as Flash Fiction, actually.


  Nevertheless, I decided to let this collection consist of the first line only. Admittedly I made one exception for THREE MEN IN A BOAT, of which I quoted the first two lines. I hope you can find it in your heart to forgive me.


  The First Line


  A Little Collection of

  Opening Lines from

  Various Novels


  All children, except one, grow up.


  PETER AND WENDY by James Matthew Barrie


  It is very seldom that mere ordinary people like John and myself secure ancestral halls for the summer.


  THE YELLOW WALLPAPER by Charlotte Perkins Gilman


  No one would have believed in the last years of the nineteenth century that this world was being watched keenly and closely by intelligences greater than man's and yet as mortal as his own; that as men busied themselves about their various concerns they were scrutinised and studied, perhaps almost as narrowly as a man with a microscope might scrutinise the transient creatures that swarm and multiply in a drop of water.


  THE WAR OF THE WORLDS by H. G. Wells


  The stranger came early in February, one wintry day, through a biting wind and a driving snow, the last snowfall of the year, over the down, walking from Bramblehurst railway station, and carrying a little black portmanteau in his thickly gloved hand.


  THE INVISIBLE MAN by H. G. Wells


  The story had held us, round the fire, sufficiently breathless, but except the obvious remark that it was gruesome, as, on Christmas Eve in an old house, a strange tale should essentially be, I remember no comment uttered till somebody happened to say that it was the only case he had met in which such a visitation had fallen on a child.


  THE TURN OF THE SCREW by Henry James


  Mr. Utterson the lawyer was a man of a rugged countenance, that was never lighted by a smile; cold, scanty and embarrassed in discourse; backward in sentiment; lean, long, dusty, dreary, and yet somehow lovable.


  DR. JEKYLL AND MR. HYDE by Robert Louis Stevenson


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


  PRIDE AND PREJUDICE by Jane Austen


  Alice was beginning to get very tired of sitting by her sister on the bank, and of having nothing to do: once or twice she had peeped into the book her sister was reading, but it had no pictures or conversations in it, 'and what is the use of a book,' thought Alice 'without pictures or conversations?'


  ALICE'S ADVENTURES IN WONDERLAND by Lewis Carroll


  Call me Ishmael.


  MOBY DICK by Herman Melville


  One morning, when Gregor Samsa woke from troubled dreams, he found himself transformed in his bed into a horrible vermin.


  METAMORPHOSIS by Franz Kafka


  There were four of us—George, and William Samuel Harris, and myself, and Montmorency. We were sitting in my room, smoking, and talking about how bad we were—bad from a medical point of view I mean, of course.


  THREE MEN IN A BOAT by Jerome K. Jerome


  Among other public buildings in a certain town, which for many reasons it will be prudent to refrain from mentioning, and to which I will assign no fictitious name, there is one anciently common to most towns, great or small: to wit, a workhouse; and in this workhouse was born; on a day and date which I need not trouble myself to repeat, inasmuch as it can be of no possible consequence to the reader, in this stage of the business at all events; the item of mortality whose name is prefixed to the head of this chapter.


  OLIVER TWIST by Charles Dickens


  A throng of bearded men, in sad-coloured garments and grey steeple-crowned hats, inter-mixed with women, 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 Scarlet Letter, by Nathaniel Hawthorne


  In the ancient city of London, on a certain autumn day in the second quarter of the sixteenth century, a boy was born to a poor family of the name of Canty, who did not want him.


  THE PRINCE AND THE PAUPER by Mark Twain


  The studio was filled with the rich odour of roses, and when the light summer wind stirred amidst the trees of the garden, there came through the open door the heavy scent of the lilac, or the more delicate perfume of the pink-flowering thorn.


  THE PICTURE OF DORIAN GRAY by Oscar Wilde


  Whether I shall turn out to be the hero of my own life, or whether that station will be held by anybody else, these pages must show.


  DAVID COPPERFIELD by Charles Dickens


  One thing was certain, that the WHITE kitten had had nothing to do with it:—it was the black kitten's fault entirely.


  THROUGH THE LOOKING-GLASS by Charles Dodgson AKA Lewis Carroll


  I am a very old man; how old I do not know.


  A PRINCESS OF MARS by Edgar Rice Burroughs


  Someone must have been telling lies about Josef K., he knew he had done nothing wrong but, one morning, he was arrested.


  THE TRIAL by Franz Kafka


  When Mary Lennox was sent to Misselthwaite Manor to live with her uncle everybody said she was the most disagreeable-looking child ever seen.


  THE SECRET GARDEN by Frances Hodgson Burnett


  During the whole of a dull, dark, and soundless day in the autumn of the year, when the clouds hung oppressively low in the heavens, I had been passing alone, on horseback, through a singularly dreary tract of country, and at length found myself, as the shades of the evening drew on, within view of the melancholy House of Usher.


  THE FALL OF THE HOUSE OF USHER by Edgar Allan Poe


  How it happened that Mastro Cherry, carpenter, found a piece of wood that wept and laughed like a child.


  THE ADVENTURES OF PINOCCHIO by C. Collodi


  I call our world Flatland, not because we call it so, but to make its nature clearer to you, my happy readers, who are privileged to live in Space.


  FLATLAND: A ROMANCE OF MANY DIMENSIONS by Edwin A. Abbot


  I had this story from one who had no business to tell it to me, or to any other.


  TARZAN OF THE APES by Edgar Rice Burroughs


  James Bond, with two double bourbons inside him, sat in the final departure lounge of Miami Airport and thought about life and death.


  GOLDFINGER by Ian Fleming


  Sherlock Holmes took his bottle from the corner of the mantel-piece and his hypodermic syringe from its neat morocco case.


  THE SIGN OF THE FOUR by Arthur Conan Doyle


  Life in this society being, at best, an utter bore and no aspect of society being at all relevant to women, there remains to civic-minded, responsible, thrill-seeking females only to overthrow the government, eliminate the money system, institute complete automation and destroy the male sex.


  S.C.U.M. MANIFESTO by Valerie Solanas


  A night of storm and tempest, the wind blowing a perfect gale; and above its mad shrieking the sullen roar of the ocean, as it beat against the shore in angry vehemence, recoiling with wrathful force, as though to gather strength for a fresh onslaught.


  HER DARK INHERITANCE by Mrs. E. Burke Collins


  From even the greatest of horrors irony is seldom absent.


  THE SHUNNED HOUSE by Howard Phillips Lovecraft


  It was in the spring of the year 1894 that all London was interested, and the fashionable world dismayed, by the murder of the Honourable Ronald Adair under most unusual and inexplicable circumstances.


  THE RETURN OF SHERLOCK HOLMES by Arthur Conan Doyle


  I returned from the City about three o'clock on that May afternoon pretty well disgusted with life.


  THE THIRTY-NINE STEPS by John Buchan


  A surging, seething, murmuring crowd of beings that are human only in name, for to the eye and ear they seem naught but savage creatures, animated by vile passions and by the lust of vengeance and of hate.


  THE SCARLET PIMPERNEL by Baroness Orczy


  "A gentleman to see you, Doctor."


  THE INSIDIOUS DR. FU-MANCHU by Sax Rohmer


  "When did you last hear from Nayland Smith?" asked my visitor.


  THE RETURN OF DR. FU-MANCHU by Sax Rohmer


  "Who's there?" I called sharply.


  THE HAND OF FU-MANCHU by Sax Rohmer


  Teeka, stretched at luxurious ease in the shade of the tropical forest, presented, unquestionably, a most alluring picture of young, feminine loveliness.


  JUNGLE TALES OF TARZAN by Edgar Rice Burroughs


  Silent as the shadows through which he moved, the great beast slunk through the midnight jungle, his yellow-green eyes round and staring, his sinewy tail undulating behind him, his head lowered and flattened, and every muscle vibrant to the thrill of the hunt.


  TARZAN THE TERRIBLE by Edgar Rice Burroughs


  Ours is essentially a tragic age, so we refuse to take it tragically.


  LADY CHATTERLEY'S LOVER by D H Lawrence


  I sit down to give you an undeniable proof of my considering your desires as indispensable orders.


  MEMOIRS OF FANNY HILL by John Cleland
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