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1. Anger 'O O

A Rage and Desperation The Gadfly was hardly recogniz-
able; he was beside himself with rage and desperation, panting
and quivering, his eyes glittering with green reflections like the
eyes of an angry cat.
—E. L. Voynich: The Gadfly, Part Three, Chap. 6.
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A An Angry Face Lines of anger were forming around his

eyes and along his forehead. Two sharp furrows appeared above

the bridge of his nose between his eyes. His lips became rigid.
When he finally spoke, it was in a voice of cold rage.
— Chaim Potok: My Name Is Asher Lev, Book One,

One.
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A Livid with Indignation Milo turned livid with indigna-
tion, his slim long nose flickering spasmodically between his
black eyebrows and his unbalanced orange-brown mustache like
the pale, thin flame of a single candle.

Joseph Heller: Catch-22, Twenty-two.
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A Indignation at Being Fired “You are discharged,” said
the Chimta Sahib.

“But, Sahib! What is my fault?”

“Jao! You are discharged.”

Ratan looked at the foreman, at first calmly, then he
swayed like one struck to the heart. His full face concentrated
into a knot of anguish, pride and power. Then his chin lifted a
little, his teeth ground the bad taste in his mouth and the cor-
ners of his eyes were shot with gleams of fire. He stood up-
right, aching to express himself, to express the demon in him,
the monster of pain which the actual knowledge of poverty, of
the weakness of the people around him, and of their suffering,
had given him. It was as if this sudden blow to his dignity had
gone like a shock of electricity through him ,and had illuminat-
ed his frame with the most intense sense of his own status.

—Mulk Raj Anand: Coolie, Chap. Four.
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2. Annoyance O 0O

A Showing Annoyance He looked up in surprise, his dark
eyes peering through rimless glasses, his ascetic face showing
annoyance at the unannounced intrusion.
—Arthur Hailey: Strong Medicine , Part Two, 7.
O0000moo0oDmDobo0o0o0ooooooooo
o0dob0ob0ob0obOOooobDbobobOobOoboOobDOoo
ooobODoOoooogo

3. Anxiety 0O 0O

A From Smile to Anxiety Her manner presented a curious
combination of shyness and audacity. Every pretty smile was
succeeded swiftly by a look of silent, repressed anxiety, as if
put to flight by the recollection of some abiding danger.
Joseph Conrad: Lord Jim . Chap. 29.
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A A Look of Anxiety and Grief The groundwork of the
face was hopefulness; but over it now lay like a foreign sub-
stance a film of anxiety and grief. The grief had been there so
shortly as to have abstracted nothing of the bloom, and had as
yet but given a dignity to what it might eventually undermine.

——Thomas Hardy: The Return of the Native, Book

First, 4.
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A Anxious, Rapt Expression His china-blue eyes under
white eyebrows that jutted out in little horns, never stirred;
the long upper lip of his wide mouth, between the fine white
whiskers, twitched once or twice; it was easy to see from that
anxious, rapt expression, whence Soames derived the handi-
capped look which sometimes came upon his face.

—John Galsworthy: The Forsyte Saga, Book One,

The Man of Proberty. Part Two. Chan. 4.
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4. Astonishment 0O O

A A Look of Mild Astonishment Mors. Stubbs sat in an
arm-chair, leaning very much to one side. There was a look of
mild astonishment on her large face, and well there might be.
For though the arm-chair stood on a carpet, to the left of it,
miraculously skirting the carpet border, there was a dashing
waterfall. On her right stood a Grecian pillar with a giant fern
tree on either side of it, and in the back-ground towered a
gaunt mountain, pale with snow.
Katherine Mansfield: Undiscovered Country, Part
One, Spring: the Burnells, At the Bay, 8.
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A Alarmed Exterior of a Young Man His was the gift of
sympathy, understanding; and beneath his alarmed exterior
that sympathetic process went on. He mopped his forehead dry
and glanced about him with a controlled face, though in the
eyes there was an expression such as wild animals betray when
they fear the trap.

Jack London: Martin Eden, Chap. 1.
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A Expressions of Surprise He turned to me with a puzzled
look, and then, recognizing me, seized my hand. After expres-
sions of surprise on either side, hearing that I meant to spend
the night in Alexandria, he asked me to dine with him at the
English Club.
—W. Somerset Maugham: The Moon and Sizpence,
50.
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5. Blankness 0O 0O

A A Blank Expression The Jew looked blank at this infor-
mation. After ruminating for some minutes with his chin sunk
on his breast, he raised his head and said, with a deep sigh,
that if flash Toby Crackit reported aright, he feared the game
was up.
—Charles Dickens: Oliver Twist, 19.
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A Nothing Expressed [ look up at the face. It is pale be-
hind glass and the mouth is thin; the eyes are deep under the
forehead and they show nothing, like the eyes of the owl that
was the Tauilopepe Family god in the ancient times. The head
is with a wig. The rest is black like wet river stone. It is a face
you can see everywhere, but you do not take much notice of it
because it is the face of everybody you do not really remember.
It is not important whether the face is white or black or brown
or yellow.

——Albert Wendt: The Banyan . Book Two, Trial of

the Native Son .
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6. Blush and Flush 0 g

A  Blush of Maidenhood Ruth was blushing, but it was the
blush of maidenhood called upon for the first time to discuss the
sacred things of life with a mother held equally sacred.



Jack London o Martin Eden , Chap. 19.
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A Flush of His Disturbing Thoughts Soames flushed ¢ his
flushes passed rapidly over his flat cheeks and centred between
his eyes, where they remained, the stamp of disturbing
thoughts.

——John Galsworthy: The Forsyte Saga . Book One,

The Man of Property, Part One, Chap. 1.
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A A Blush of Embarrassment He felt a shock himself, and
a blush of embarrassment shone faintly on his sunburned
cheeks, though to him it burned as hotly as when his cheeks
had been exposed to the open furnace door in the fire-room.
Jack London: Martin Eden , Chap. 1.
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A A Girl’s Blush As Madame Nilsson’ s “M’ ama!”
thrilled out above the silent house (the boxes always stopped
talking during the Daisy Song) a warm pink mounted to the
girl’s cheek, mantled her brow to the roots of her fair braids,



and suffused the young slope of her breast to the line where it
met a modest tulle tucker fastened with a single gardenia.
——7Fdith Wharton: The Age of Innocence . Book One,

1.
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A A Guilty Flush He caught himself imagining the wonder

of a caress from such a hand, and flushed guiltily. It was too

gross a thought for her. In ways it seemed to impugn her high

spirituality.

Jack London: Martin Eden ., Chap. 4.
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A Because of His Humiliation The red of his fair sunburnt
complexion deepened suddenly under the down of his cheeks,
invaded his forehead, spread to the roots of his curly hair. His
ears became intensely crimson, and even the clear blue of his
eyes was darkened many shades by the rush of blood to his
head. His lips pouted a little, trembling as though he had been
on the point of bursting into tears. I perceived he was incapable
of pronouncing a word from the excess of his humiliation.

Joseph Conrad: Lord Jim , Chap. Six.
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7. Calmness 0O U

A A Composed and Thoughtful Countenance His counte-
nance was composed, though thoughtful, while his dark gleam-
ing eyes were gradually losing the fierceness of the combat in an
expression better suited to the change he expected momentarily
to undergo.

—James Fenimore Cooper: The Last of the Mohicans .

Chap. 8.
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A A Surprising Calmness Martin talked for fifteen minutes
with him, nor could Ruth have wished better behavior on her
lover’s part. Not once did his eyes flash nor his cheeks flush,
while the calmness and poise with which he talked surprised
her.

Jack London: Martin Eden . Chap. 27.
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A A Controlled Calmness His face darkened with some
powerful emotion, which, nevertheless, he so instantaneously
controlled by an effort of his will, that, save at a single mo-
ment, its expression might have passed for calmness. After a
brief space, the convulsion grew almost imperceptible, and fi-
nally subsided into the depths of his nature.
Nathaniel Hawthorne: The Scarlet Letter . 3.
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A A Girly Serene Look Across the warm brown of her
cheek her blown hair glittered like silver wire; and her eyes too
looked lighter, almost pale in their youthful limpidity. As she
walked beside Archer with her long swinging gait her face wore
the vacant serenity of a young marble athlete.

——Edith Wharton: The Age of Innocence . Book One,

16.
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8. Coldness 0O 0O

A Terribly Sterile Expression His air remained calm and
cold, his small compressed mouth indexing his powers of self-
control; his face wearing still that terribly sterile expression
which had spread thereon since her disclosure. It was the face
of a man who was no longer passion’s slave, yet who found no
advantage in his enfranchisement. He was simply regarding the
harrowing contingencies of human experience, the unexpected-
ness of things.

——Thomas Hardy: Tess of the d’Urbervilles . Thirty-

five.
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9. Cryand Sob 0O O

A Sobbing Suddenly She suddenly began to sob. The
coarse, broken sounds she made seemed to come from her stom-
ach. She buried her face in her hands and pounded the floor
with her feet.

Nathanael West: The Day of the Locust . 8.
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A Sobbing and Screaming She was sobbing and choking—
it was as if there were too many sounds for one throat, they
came chasing each other, like waves upon the sea. Then her
voice would begin to rise into screams, louder and louder until
it broke in wild, horrible peals of laughter.
Upton Sinclair: The Jungle . 15.
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A Silent Weeping Kowalczyk began to cry. It was dry and
soundless, the kind of weeping a man might have learned in the
nightmare reaches of the European darkness—a slave laborer’s
weeping, kept silent because silence was a locked door insuring
the dignity of grief.

—Ellery Queen o The Glass Village. Three.
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A Noiseless Weeping He had to see her tears come, tall

over her scarcely moving face, that only puckered sometimes,



down on to her breast, that was so still, scarcely moving. And
there was no noise, save now and again, when, with a
strange, somnambulant movement, she took her handkerchief
and wiped her face and blew her nose, and went on with the
noiseless weeping. He knew that any offer of comfort from
himself would be worse than useless, hateful to her, jangling
her. She must cry.

—D. H. Lawrence: The Rainbow, Chap. 2.
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A Passionate Crying Some women wept as softly as a wa-
tering can in the garden. Demmie cried passionately, as only a
woman who believes in sin can cry. When she cried you not on-
ly pitied her , you respected her strength of soul.

~——Saul Bellow: Humboldt’s Gift.
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A Sobbing Silently She bent down her face upon her hands
as they lay upon the cloth, and silently sobbed in little jerks
that made the fragile three-legged table quiver.



——Thomas Hardy: Jude the Obscure ., Part Fourth, 2.
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A Remembering Bitterness As he descended the hill, mem-
ories of the unpleasantnesses he had suffered in that house, the
humiliations he had endured, assailed him.

He made a brave effort to check his tears, but something
inside his belly seemed to send up quivers of self-pity to his
face, where they gathered into a cloud of heat which suddenly
burst through his eyes.

—Mulk Raj Anand: Coolie. Chap. Two.
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A  Weeping Griselda was already beginning to cry a little.
Her shoulders shook in jerks and she had to hold the handker-
chief tight against her eyes so the tears would not fall on her
lap.

Erskine Caldwell: God’s Little Acre. Chap. 12.
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