Thomas Hardy: Tess of the D'Urbervilles (1891)

On an evening in the latter part of May a middle-aged man was walking homeward from Shaston to
the village of Marlott, in the adjoining Vale of Blakemore, or Blackmoor. The pair of legs that carried
him were rickety, and there was a bias in his gait which inclined him somewhat to the left of a straight
line. He occasionally gave a smart nod, as if in confirmation of some opinion, though he was not
thinking of anything in particular. An empty egg-basket was slung upon his arm, the nap of his hat was
ruffled, a patch being quite worn away at its brim where his thumb came in taking it off.

Presently he was met by an elderly parson astride on a gray mare, who, as he rode, hummed a
wandering tune.

Salman Rushdie: Midnight's Children (1981)

My voices, far from being sacred, turned out to be as profane, and as multitudinous, as dust.
Telepathy, then; the kind of thing you're always reading about in the sensational magazines. But | ask
for patience — wait. Only wait. It was telepathy; but also more than telepathy. Don't write me off too
easily. Telepathy, then: the inner monologues of all the so-called teeming millions, of masses and
classes alike, jostled for space within my head. [...]

James Joyce: Ulysses (1922)

-- | have put the matter into a nutshell, Mr Deasy said. It's about the foot and mouth disease. Just look
through it. There can be no two opinions on the matter.

May | trespass on your valuable space. That doctrine of laissez faire which so often in our history. Our
cattle trade. The way of all our old industries. Liverpool ring which jockeyed the Galway harbour
scheme. European conflagration. Grain supplies through the narrow waters of the channel. The
pluterperfect imperturbability of the department of agriculture. Pardoned a classical allusion.
Cassandra. By a woman who was no better than she should be. To come to the point at issue.

-- | don't mince words, do 1? Mr Deasy asked as Stephen read on.

Foot and mouth disease. Known as Koch's preparation. Serum and virus. Percentage of salted
horses. Rinderpest. Emperor's horses at Mirzsteg, lower Austria. Veterinary surgeons. Mr Henry
Blackwood Price. Courteous offer a fair trial, Dictates of common sense. Allimportant question. In
every sense of the word take the bull by the horns. Thanking you for the hospitality of your columns.
-- | want that to be printed and read, Mr Deasy said. [...]

Samuel Beckett: Malone Dies (1951)

| shall soon be quite dead at last in spite of all. Perhaps next month. Then it will be the month of April
or of May. For the year is still young, a thousand little signs tell me so. Perhaps | am wrong, perhaps |
shall survive Saint John the Baptist's Day and even the Fourteenth of July, festival of freedom. Indeed
| would not put it past me to pant on to the Transfiguration, not to speak of the Assumption. But | do
not think so, | do not think | am wrong in saying that these rejoicings will take place in my absence, this
year. | have that feeling, | have had it now for some days, and | credit it. But in what does it differ from
those that have abused me ever since | was born? No, that is the kind of bait | do not rise to any more,
my need for prettiness is gone. | could die to-day, if | wished, merely by making a little effort, if | could
wish, if | could make an effort. But it is just as well to let myself die, quietly, without rushing things.
Something must have changed. | will not weigh upon the balance any more, one way or the other. |
shall be neutral and inert. [...]

Ernest Hemingway: "The Killers" (1938)

The door of Henry's lunchroom opened and two men came in. They sat down at the counter.

"What's yours?" George asked them.

"I don't know," one of the men said. "What do you want to eat, Al?"

“I don't know," said Al. "I don't know what | want to eat."

Outside it was getting dark. The street-light came on outside the window. The two men at the counter
read the menu. From the other end of the counter Nick Adams watched them. He had been talking to
George when they came in. [...]

Albert Camus: L'Etranger (1957)

Il m'a semblé que le ciel s'ouvrait sur toute son étendue pour laisser pleuvoir du feu. Tout mon étre
s'est tendu et j'ai crispé ma mains sur le revolver. La gachette a cédé, j'ai touché le ventre poli de la
crosse et c'est |a, dans le bruit & la fois sec et assourdissant que tout a commencé. J'ai secoué la
sueur et le soleil. J'ai compris que j'avais détruit I'équilibre du jour, le silence exceptionnel d'une plage
ou j'avais été heureux. Alors, j'ai tiré encore quatre fois sur un corps inerte ou les balles s'enfoncaient
sans qu'il y parQt. Et c'était comme quatre coups brefs que je frappais sur la porte du malheur. [...]



