
“I used to think it was my rememory. �You know. Some things you forget, other things you never do. �But it’s not. 


Places, places are still there. �If a house burns down, it’s gone, but the place – the picture of it – stays, and not just in my rememory, but out there, in the world” 


Chapter 3, “Beloved”� by Toni Morrison








