
Sentences that are works of art from  

The Goldfinch by Donna Tartt 

 

From page 603: 

"To understand the world at all, sometimes you could only focus on a tiny bit of it, look very hard 

at what was close to hand and make it stand in for the whole; but ever since the painting had 

vanished from under me I'd felt drowned and extinguished by vastness -- not just the predictable 

vastness of time, and space, but the impassible distances between people even when they 

were within arm's reach of each other, and with a swell of vertigo I thought of all the places I'd 

been and all the places I hadn't, a world lost and vast and unknowable, dingy maze of cities and 

alleyways, far-drifting ash and hostile immensities, connections missed, things lost and never 

found, and my painting swept away on that powerful current and drifting out there somewhere: a 

tiny fragment of spirit, faint spark bobbing on a dark sea." 

 

From page 770: 

"And just as music is the space between notes, just as the stars are beautiful because of the 

space between them, just as the sun strikes raindrops at a certain angle and throws a prism of 

color across the sky -- so the space where I exist, and want to keep existing, and to be quite 

frank I hope I die in, is exactly this middle distance where despair struck pure otherness and 

created something sublime." 

From page 771: 

"And I add my own love to the history of people who have loved beautiful things, and looked out 

for them, and pulled them from the fire, and sought them when they were lost, and tried to 

preserve them and save them while passing them along literally from hand to hand, singing out 

brilliantly from the wreck of time to the next generation of lovers, and the next." 

 

 

 


