Ernest Hemingway,

The Old Man and the Sea, 1952

In the dark the old man could feel the morning
coming and as he rowed he heard the trembling sound
as flying fish left the water and the hissing that their
stiff set wings made as they soared away in the
darkness. He was very fond of flying fish as they were
his principal friends in the ocean. He was sorry for the
birds, especially the small delicate dark terns that were
always flying and looking and almost never finding, and
he thought, "The birds have a harder life than we do
except for the robber birds and the heavy strong ones.
Why did they make birds so delicate and fine as those
sea swallows when the ocean can be so cruel? She is
kind and very beautiful. But she can be so cruel and it
comes so suddenly and such birds that fly, dipping and
hunting, with their small sad voices are made to

delicately for the sea."

For Whom the Bell Tolls, 1940

Then, through the hammering of the gun, there
was the whistle of the air splitting apart and then in the
red black roar the earth rolled under his knees and then
waved up to hit him in the face and then dirt and bits of
rock were falling all over and Ignacio was lying on him
and the gun was lying on him. But he was not dead
because the whistle came again and the earth lurched
under his belly and one side of the hilltop rose into the

air and then fell slowly over them where they lay.



William Faulkner,
“Big Woods” Prelude, 1955

The rich deep black alluvial soil which would grow
cotton taller than the head of a man on a horse, already one
jungle one brake one impassable density of brier and cane
and vine interlocking the soar of gum and cypress and
hickory and pinoak and ash, printed now by the tracks of
unalien shapes--bear and deer and panthers and bison and
wolves and alligators and the myriad smaller beasts, and
unalien men to name them too perhaps-the (themselves)
nameless though recorded predecessors who built the
mounds to escape the spring floods and left their meagre
artifacts: the obsolete and the dispossessed, dispossessed by
those who were dispossessed in turn because they too were
obsolete: the wild Algonquian, Chickasaw and Choctaw and
Natchez and Pascagoula, peering in virgin astonishment
down from the tall bluffs at a Chippeway canoe bearing three
Frenchmen-and had barely time to whirl and look behind
him at ten and then a hundred and then a thousand Spaniards
come overland from the Atlantic Ocean: a tide, a wash, a
thrice flux-and-ebb of motion so rapid and quick across the
land's slow alluvial chronicle as to resemble the limber
flicking of the magician's one hand before the other holding

the deck of inconstant cards: the Frenchman for a moment,

then the Spaniard for perhaps two, then the Frenchman for
another two and then the Spaniard again for another and then
the Frenchman for that one last second, half-breath; because
then came the Anglo-Saxon, the pioneer, the tall man,
roaring with Protestant scripture and boiled whisky, Bible
and jug in one hand and (like as not) a native tomahawk in
the other, brawling, turbulent not through viciousness but
simply because of his over-revved glands; uxorious and
polygamous: a married invincible bachelor, dragging his
gravid wife and most of the rest of his mother-in-law's
family behind him into the trackless infested forest,
spawning that child as like as not behind the barricade of a
rifle-crotched log mapless leagues from nowhere and then
getting her with another one before reaching his final itch-
footed destination, and at the same time scattering his
ebullient seed in a hundred dusky bellies through a thousand
miles of wilderness; innocent and gullible, without bowels
for avarice or compassion or forethought either, changing the
face of tile earth: felling a tree which took two hundred
years to grow, in order to extract from it a bear or a capful of

wild honey.



Ernest Hemingway

The Old Man and the Sea, 1952

In the dark the old man could feel the morning coming
and as he rowed he heard the trembling sound as flying
fish left the water and the hissing that their stiff set
wings made as they soared away in the darkness. He
was very fond of flying fish as they were his principal
friends in the ocean. He was sorry for the birds,

especially the small delicate dark terns that were always

flying and looking and almost never finding, and he

thought, "The birds have a harder life than we do

except for the robber birds and the heavy strong ones.
Why did they make birds so delicate and fine as those

sea swallows when the ocean can be so cruel? She is
kind and very beautiful. But she can be so cruel and it
comes so suddenly and such birds that fly, dipping and

hunting, with their small sad voices are made too

delicately for the sea."

20 clauses: 6 sentences

Ernest Hemingway

For Whom the Bell Tolls" 1940

Then, through the hammering of the gun, there was the
whistle of the air splitting apart and then in the red black
roar the earth rolled under his knees and then waved up
to hit him in the face and then dirt and bits of rock were
falling all over and Ignacio was lying on him and the
gun was lying on him. But he was not dead because the
whistle came again and the earth lurched under his
belly and one side of the hilltop rose into the air and

then fell slowly over them where they lay.

12 clauses: 2 sentences



William Faulkner, “Big Woods” 1955 Prelude

The rich deep black alluvial soil which would grow

cotton taller than the head of a man on a horse, already

one jungle one brake one impassable density of brier

and cane and vine interlocking the soar of gum and

cypress and hickory and pinoak and ash, printed now

by the tracks of unalien shapes--bear and deer and
panthers and bison and wolves and alligators and the
myriad smaller beasts, and unalien men to name them

too perhaps-the (themselves) nameless though

recorded predecessors who built the mounds to escape the
spring floods and left their meagre artifacts: the obsolete
and the dispossessed, dispossessed by those who were
dispossessed in turn because they too were obsolete: the
wild Algonquian, Chickasaw and Choctaw and Natchez

and Pascagoula, peering in virgin astonishment down

from the tall bluffs at a Chippeway canoe bearing three
Frenchmen-and had barely time to whirl and look

behind him at ten and then a hundred and then a thousand
Spaniards come overland from the Atlantic Ocean:

a tide, a wash, a thrice flux-and-ebb of motion so rapid

and quick across the land's slow alluvial chronicle as to
resemble the limber flicking of the magician's one hand

9 clauses: 1/3 of a sentence

before the other holding the deck of inconstant cards: the
Frenchman for a moment, then the Spaniard for perhaps
two, then the Frenchman for another two and then

the Spaniard again for another and then the Frenchman
for that one last second, half-breath; because then came
the Anglo-Saxon, the pioneer, the tall man, roaring with
Protestant scripture and boiled whisky, Bible and jug

in one hand and (like as not) a native tomahawk in the

other, brawling, turbulent not through viciousness but

simply because of his over-revved glands; uxorious and

polygamous: a married invincible bachelor, dragging

his gravid wife and most of the rest of his mother-in-law's

family behind him into the trackless infested forest,

spawning that child as like as not behind the barricade

of a rifle-crotched log mapless leagues from nowhere

and then getting her with another one before reaching his
final itch-footed destination, and at the same time
scattering his ebullient seed in a hundred dusky bellies
through a thousand miles of wilderness; innocent and
gullible, without bowels for avarice or compassion or
forethought either, changing the face of the earth: felling
a tree which took two hundred years to grow, in order to

extract from it a bear or a capful of wild honey;





