Sentences
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1. During the slow journey from Winton, seated opposite me in the third-class compartment,
wearing a shabby gray dress pinned with a large cairngorm brooch, a thin necklet of fur,
and a black-winged hat which drooped over her ear, she had gazed out of the window,
her head to one side, her lips moving as she maintained a scient yet emotional
conversation with herself, from time to time touching the corner of her eye with her
handkerchief as though removing a fly. A.J. Cronin, The Green Years

2. Of course it was a hell of a nerve for an instructor with so little experience in a college,
an Easterner not long in the West, until recently a stranger to most of his colleagues,
to ask them to elect him head of a department. Bernard Malamud, A New Life

3. He wore his purple quilted jacket, and his thermal khakis with an inch of tartan turnup,
and his blue ankle boots with the zip, and the blue sweater with the white boat, and—I
knew this because | had dressed him—his train-infested underpants, and the red T-shirt
he liked to imagine was a Spiderman shirt, and Old Navy green socks with rubbery
lettering on the soles. We gardened together. Joseph O’Neill, Netherland

4. The streets were empty, the slates shone purple. Sean O’Faolain, “I Remember! I
Remember”

5. He watched their flight: bird after bird: a dark flash, a swerve, a flash again, a dart aside,
a curve, a flutter of wings. Joyce, A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man

6. Itis more difficult to fix on the map the routes of the swallows, who cut the air over the
roofs, dropping long invisible parabolas with their still wings, darting to gulp a
mosquito, spiraling upward, grazing a pinnacle, dominating from every point of their
airy paths all the points of the city. Italo Calvino, Invisible Cities

7. The air was thin and clear, stringent with wood smoke and the tang of fallen apples,
sharp with the hint of early frost. A.J. Cronin, The Keys of the Kingdom
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She was savage and superb, wild-eyed and magnificent; there was something ominous
and stately in her deliberate progress. Joseph Conrad, Heart of Darkness

For the first time he has a taste of what it will be like to be an old man, tired to the bone,
without hopes, without desires, indifferent to the future. J.M. Coetzee, Disgrace

“Borges is a fine poet, too, but he revolutionized our conception of both the story and the
essay by blending and bewildering them. He will not be forgiven or forgotten for that.”
William Gass

The lake is crystal clear, dead calm, and freezing cold. Carl Klaus

Assume nothing, appropriate nothing assign, ascribe, associate nothing, repeat not a word
until you ascertain the truth of it for yourself. Carl Klaus

And, with that sound, my frozen blood abruptly thawed, I returned from wherever | had
been, | saw, for the first time, the restaurant, the people with their mouths open, already,
as it seemed to me, rising as one man, and I realized what | had done, and where | was,
and | was frightened. James Baldwin, Notes of a Native Son

The TRUCKS THUMPED HEAVily PAST, ONE by ONE, with SLOW inEVitable
MOVEment, as she STOOD INsigNIficantly TRAPPED between the JOLTing BLACK
WAGons and the HEDGE.

Over the scorched throat of the reactor, above but not-so-far beyond the sarcophagus
hiding the hot heart of Chernobyl, home into the primeval oaks of the Forbidden Zone,
black storks glide, white bellies exposed, red beaks flashing. Melanie Rae Thon, Song &
Silence

My heart whapped in my throat and all I could think was how to keep them, how to keep
them. Euphoria, by Lily King
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| trust the sanity of my vessel; and if it sinks, it may well be in answer to the reasoning of
eternal voices, the waves which have kept me from reaching you. Frank O’Hara, “To the
Harbormaster”

But I knew. I knew. | knew because he had been far away from me long before he went.
He’s gone away and he won’t come back. He’s gone away and he won’t come back, he’s
gone away and he’ll never come back. Listen to the wheels saying it, on and on and on.
Dorothy Parker

The silver of cleaned knives and metal tables, the silver of slabs of fish, of fish heads,
eyes still with shock, mouths cocked open. Melinda Moustakis, “River So Close”

At any time, without expecting it, she might round a bend and come onto the view of a
pair of pointed mountains, the Pitons, plunging straight down like suicides into the
aquamarine bay. “Jump-Up Day,” by Barbara Kingsolver



