Transferred Epithets

. The words died away on his lips, and he hid a guilty grin in his gray beard.

For a moment the general did not reply; he was smiling his curious red-lipped

smile.

. A tight-lipped arrogance had long since replaced the warm reception given

to the visitors in the first few days after the shootings.
John’s countenance was rather formidable but he had humorous eyes.
He was, however, in the process of being totally degraded and humbled before

a small-town, red-neck judge with a quick tongue.

. He sat with Daisy in his arms for a long silent time.

. There was a waiting silence as the minutes of the previous hearing were read.
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He drank his orange-juice in long cold gulps.

She watched his tall quick step through the radiance of the corner streetlight.

10.1 pressed half-a-crown into his ready palm and left.

11.The only place left was the deck strewn with nervous cigarette butts.



