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How to Use This Book

The best way to use the content of this book is to read the expressions to stimulate your own mind. Then conceive descriptions to make your own writing or speaking create colorful mental images for your readers and listeners.

In this research report, I captured the descriptive language involving ACTION.

Here are various ways to create visual images, clear “writer’s block” and open your right brain to countless ideas to make your own writing efforts interesting, visual, memorable and highly profitable.

The following information should stimulate your mind to create even better content. Go for it! Make your own writing a descriptive and profitable journey.
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Accept

ACTION: ACCEPT: She held out her hand to him—when she gave it—now she stretched it tremblingly forth in acceptance of the decree cruel circumstances had laid upon them. Venters bowed over it – kissed it – pressed it hard—and half stifled a sound very like a sob. Certain it was that, when he raised his head, tears glistened in his eyes. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Ache

ACTION: ACHE: He felt only vaguely, as outsider things, the ache and burn and throb of the muscles of his body. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: ACT: Presently Jane began to act her little part, to laugh and play with Fay, to talk of horses and cattle to Lassiter. Then she made deliberate mention of a book in which she kept records of all pertaining to her stock, and she walked slowly toward the table, and when near the door she suddenly whirled and thrust it open. Her sharp action knocked down a woman who had undoubtedly been listening. “Hester,” said Jane sternly. “you may go home and you need not come back.” (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Act

ACTION: ACT: Presently Jane began to act her little part, to laugh and play with Fay, to talk of horses and cattle to Lassiter. Then she made deliberate mention of a book in which she kept records of all pertaining to her stock, and she walked slowly toward the table, and when near the door she suddenly whirled and thrust it open. Her sharp action knocked down a woman who had undoubtedly been listening. “Hester,” said Jane sternly. “you may go home and you need not come back.” (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Affirm

ACTION: AFFIRM: Venters made a lightening-swift movement. Lassiter smiled, nd then his bronzed eyelids narrowed till his eyes seemed mere gray slits. “You’ll kill Tull!” He did not question; he affirmed. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Allow

ACTION: ALLOW: Why did he permit her to own a rickety old gig that was on its last wheels and a sweet old mare who would have surely lost to the tortoise had there been a race?. (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 

Amaze

ACTION: AMAZE: Amazed, he threw up his head so that the ruddy firelight played upon his tanned face. (Source: WEST OF THE PECOS by Zane Grey)

Anger

ACTION: ANGER: His massive frame wrestled. Up he sprang, to lift clenched fists, and broke into an ungovernable rage that both astonished and mystified Rock. The rancher’s face turned a purple hue; his thick neck bulged almost to bursting. He stamped and cursed and swung his arms, as a man of strength and will baffled and defeated. (Source: SUNSET PASS by Zane Grey)

ACTION: ANGER: He fell into a rage and stamped up and down, cursing. He was a passionate and headstrong man, evidently determined upon a certain line of conduct, and he meant to stick to it. (Source: WEST OF THE PECOS by Zane Grey)

ACTION: ANGER: Her anger flamed deep and hot. (Source: WARRIOR’S SONG by Catherine Coulter) 

Announce

ACTION: ANNOUNCE: Pecos yelled, “pole out. The mawnin’s broke. We gotta hang today on a peg an’ all the days that come after...ridin’ the brakes, boy!”. (Source: WEST OF THE PECOS by Zane Grey)

Annoy

ACTION: ANNOY: “My hands ... are dirty ... my face feels ... so hot and sticky ... my boots hurt.” It was her longest speech as yet, and it trailed off in a whisper. It annoyed him that he had never thought of these things. But then awaiting her death and thinking of her comfort were vastly different matters. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Answer (3)

ACTION: ANSWER: “My red herd’s gone! My horses gone! The white herd will go next. I can stand that. But if I lost Black Star and Night, it would be like parting with my own flesh and blood. Am I in danger of losing my racers?” “A rustler ... or ... or anybody stealin’ hosses of yours would most of all want the blacks.” Said Lassiter. His evasive rely was affirmation enough. The other rider nodded gloomy acquiescence. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: ANSWER: “When I speak of your purpose, your hate, your guns, I don’t believe you’ve changed.” For answer, he unbuckled the heavy cartridge belt, and laid it with the heavy, swinging gun sheaths in her lap. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: ANSWER: Lassiter’s answer [to the child’s question] was a modest and sincere affirmation. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: ANSWER: “And you want her mother to work on [reconstructing] the skull? What if it is Bonnie Duncan? What the hell do you think that will do to her mother?” The only answer was the door closing behind Quinn. (Source: THE KILLING GAME by Iris Johansen) 

Appear (4)

ACTION: APPEAR: “Well now, I’m glad to hear some of your old self in your vice. Fer when you come up, you looked like the corpse of a dead rider with fire fer eyes.” (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: APPEAR: Oldring appeared, and Venters had one glimpse of his great breadth and bulk, his gold-buckled belt with hanging guns, his high-top boots with gold spurs. In that moment Venters had a strange, unintelligible curiosity at seeing Oldering alive. The rustler’s broad brow, his large black eyes, his sweeping beard, as dark as the wing of a raven, his enormous width of shoulder and depth of chest, his whole splendid presence so wonderfully charged with vitality and force and strength seemed to afford Venters with an unutterable, fiendish joy because for that magnificent manhood and life he meant cold and sudden death. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: APPEAR: The appearance of Bishop Dyer startled Jane. He dismounted with his rapid, jerky motion, flung the bridle, and, as he turned toward the inner court, stalked up on the stone flags, his boots rang. In his authoritative front and in the red anger unmistakably flaming in his face he reminded Jane of her father. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: APPEAR: Venters rode on and stopped before Tull’s cottage. Women stared at him with white faces, and then flew from the porch. Tull himself appeared at the door, but low, craning his neck. His dark face flashed out of sight; the door banged, a heavy bar dropped with hollow sound. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: APPEAR: “You look wonderful.” It was true. Her mother looked young, chic, and glowing with health and vitality. (Source: THE KILLING GAME by Iris Johansen) 

ACTION: APPEAR: Oldring appeared, and Venters had one glimpse of his great breadth and bulk, his gold-buckled belt with hanging guns, his high-top boots with gold spurs. In that moment Venters had a strange, unintelligible curiosity at seeing Oldering alive. The rustler’s broad brow, his large black eyes, his sweeping beard, as dark as the wing of a raven, his enormous width of shoulder and depth of chest, his whole splendid presence so wonderfully charged with vitality and force and strength seemed to afford Venters with an unutterable, fiendish joy because for that magnificent manhood and life he meant cold and sudden death. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: APPEAR: She looked cold as carved marble, mayhap eve miserable if one looked deeply enough into her eyes. (Source: WARRIOR’S SONG by Catherine Coulter) 

Approach (2)

ACTION: APPROACH: Jane walked down into the outer curt and approached the sorrel. Upstarting, [the horse[ laid back his ears, and eyed her. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: APPROACH: The stranger’s slow approach might have been a mere leisurely manner of gait or the cramped short steps of a rider unused to walking, yet, as well, it could have been the guarded advance of one who took no chances with men. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: APPROACH: He strode over to where she stood, staring at him, her head thrown back, her eyes hard. He couldn’t look away from her eyes. He’d heard about blue eyes, but he’d never seen them before. And her hair, like the fine gold thread on his slippers. (Source: WARRIOR’S SONG by Catherine Coulter) 

ACTION: APPROACH: Jerval dismounted and walked to her, tall, strong, the sun shining down on his gleaming hair. (Source: WARRIOR’S SONG by Catherine Coulter) 

Approve

ACTION: APPROVE: his gaze approving of her. (Source: WEST OF THE PECOS by Zane Grey)
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Argue (2)

ACTION: ARGUE: Lassiter’s cool argument made Venters waver, not in determination to go, but in hope of success. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Arouse

ACTION: AROUSE: It was the best in her, if the most irritating, that he always aroused. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Arrive

ACTION: ARRIVE: At sunset Lambeth rode in, covered with dust and lather. His horse was spent. His hands and face were begrimed. He yelled for water. (Source: WEST OF THE PECOS by Zane Grey)

ACTION: ARRIVE: “Aye, old Mr. Barhold arrived on the meanest little donkey I’ve ever seen, all ‘uffin and wheezin’ and complainiin’ louder than a stoat getting’ its throat chopped, not that he can even put one together properly—but those guineas you put in his shiny black pocket will keep his mouth saying the marriage lines.” (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 
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Ask (2)

ACTION: ASK: “Bess, what’s wrong with you?” he asked. “Nothing,” she answered with averted face. He took hold of her, and gently though masterfully forced her to meet his eye. “You can’t look at me and lie,” he said. “Now ... what’s wrong with you?” (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: ASK: Jane took one flashing woman’s glance at Bess’s scarlet face, at her slender shapely form. “Bern, is this ...?” she questioned in a voice that stung. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: ASK: “Governor Newsom, where exactly did $20 billion go?” Senator John Kennedy’s voice sliced through the Senate Hearing Room like  a blade through silk, his Louisiana drawl usually as warm as summer honey, had gone cold as January ice. The Senate Budget Committee was looking into fiscal policy and California was a case study. (Source: 30Nov2025 YouTube video comments by Senator John Kennedy [R-LA] st Senate Budget Committee mtg)

Assure

ACTION: ASSURE: Little Fay climbed Lassiter’s knee. ”Does oo love me?” she asked. Lassiter, who was as serious with Fay as he was gentle and loving, assured her in earnest and elaborate speech that he was her devoted subject. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Astound

ACTION: ASTOUND: “She was Oldring’s Masked Rider!” Venters expected to floor his friend with that statement, but he was not in any way prepared for the shock his words gave. For an instant he was astounded to see Lassiter stunned, then hi own passionate eagerness to unbosom himself, to tell the wonderful story, precluded any other thought. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Attract

ACTION: ATTRACT: The West called. Texans impoverished by the war, and the riff-raff left over from the army, were spreading far and wide to the north and west, lured on by something magnetic and compelling. (Source: WEST OF THE PECOS by Zane Grey)

Attack

ACTION: ATTACK: he saw the front line of savages spread to left and right. At least six of these, in their thirst for blood charged out of the thicket. Pecos discerned arrows flying like glints of light through the air, some to stick in the carcass of the horse, others in the tree. (Source: WEST OF THE PECOS by Zane Grey)

ACTION: ATTACK: In the next instant, he was on her, slamming the wet chloroform-soaked handkerchief against her face with one hand, his other hand clutching the nape of her neck, holding her still. She tried to stab him with her knife, but the fumes, strangely sweet, were filling her nostrils, her throat, her brain. She felt herself growing faint and weak, all her coordination falling away from her. She felt floppy, her muscles lax and useless. She raised the knife, only to feel her fingers release it. She heard it drop to the wooden floor. She tried to free herself, but she couldn’t. The last thing she saw was his face hard with satisfaction. She tried one last time to twist away from him, but she couldn’t. His face blurred above hers. She heard him laugh. Then she didn’t hear or see anything at all.  (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coultere)

ACTION: ATTACK: It happened so fast that she didn’t even see it. One of his men pulled a knife out of is tunic belt and hurled it at her. It struck her shoulder and she felt a blaze of fire slam into her. Her face [became] deathly pale, the knife stuck in her shoulder, blood pouring over her hand. [The attacker said], “The knife hurts? Ah, now I can see that it does.” He reached down and jerked it out. Chandra felt as if someone had pulled her heart from her chest. She felt his movement away from her. She felt the pain deep in her shoulder, but she also felt more determined than she ever had in her life. She felt for her sword, clutched her fingers around the grip, and lurched to her feet. She was on him in an instant, [driving] her sword through his side. He yelled and whirled about, his men staring, not believing that the girl was even alive. Jerval and Mark burst into the hall as Chandra was jerking her sword out of the attacker’s back even as he was turning, his knife raised. It was Mark who gave [the attacker] his death blow. (Source: WARRIOR’S SONG by Catherine Coulter) 

ACTION: ATTACK: She growled like a young animal, deep in her throat and leapt on her mother, her hands going around her neck. She’d nearly choked her to death before her old maid had pulled her off. (Source: WARRIOR’S SONG by Catherine Coulter) 
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Awaken (9)

ACTION: AWAKEN: A bell awakened him from late slumbers. The sun was up, and as he peeped out over his blanket covering he saw the grass shine gold under the cedars. He had overslept. (Source: SUNSET PASS by Zane Grey)

ACTION: AWAKEN: As he laid the girl down in the shallow hollow of the little ridge, with her white face upturned, she opened her eyes. Wide, staring, black, at once like both the night and the stars, they made her face seem still whiter.. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: AWAKEN: He awoke in the dark of the night to a terrified scream, and he thought or an instant he was back at the battle, surrounded with cannon belching death at them, and soldiers shooting madly, piercing flesh with he eadly bayonets, men who had nothing left to die for exploding out of [them] as [they] screamed away [their] life. (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 

ACTION: AWAKEN: He was awake now, the covers pulled nearly to his eyes, staring like a boy who has just been caught stealing his father’s money. (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 

ACTION: AWAKEN: He was awakened at dawn by the thump of hoofs. His white horse had come into camp, which was something horses seldom did. (Source: WEST OF THE PECOS by Zane Grey)

ACTION: AWAKEN: Sometime in the night she awoke, an unusual thing for her. A noise had disturbed her rest. But the camp was dark and silent. A low rustle of leaves and a tinkle of water could scarcely have been guilty. (Source: WEST OF THE PECOS by Zane Grey)

ACTION: AWAKEN: They were stirring long before the red burst of sun glorified the western wall of the canyon. Soon they rode down to the river, in the flush of dawn, and headed up the shore, where they had worn a trail. (Source: WEST OF THE PECOS by Zane Grey)

ACTION: AWAKEN: When he awoke, day had dawned and all about him was steel-gray. The air had a cold tang. Arising, he greeted the fawning dogs and stretched his cramped body, and then, gathering together bunches of dead sage sticks, he lighted a fire. Strips of dried beef held to the blaze for a moment served him and the dogs. He drank from a canteen. There was nothing else in his outfit; he had grown used to a scant fare. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: AWAKEN: When his eyes unclosed, day had come again, and he saw the rim of the opposite wall tipped with the gold of sunrise. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: AWAKEN: When she rose, she saw snow falling outside the window. Not a blustery snow like before, but soft and pretty. (Source: INHERITANCE by Nora Roberts)

ACTION: AWAKEN: When the gray dawn came, he rose a gloomy, almost heartbroken man, but victor over evil passions. He could not change the past, and even if he had not loved Bess with all his soul, he had grown into a man who would not change the future he had planned for her. Only, and once for all, he must know the truth, know the worst, stifle all these insistent doubts and subtle hopes and jealous fancies, and kill the past by knowing truly what Bess had been to Oldring. For that matter he knew—he had always known—but he must hear it spoken. Then, when they had safely gotten out of that wild country, to take up a new and an absorbing life, she would forget, she would be happy, and through that, in the years to come, he could not but find life worth living. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: AWAKEN: With the breaking of dawn his eyes opened. The valley lay drenched and bathed, a burnished oval of glittering green. The rain-washed walls glistened in the morning light. Waterfalls of many forms poured over the rims, One, a broad lacy sheet, thin as smoke, slid over the western notch and struck a ledge in its downward fall, to bound into broader leap, to burst far below—into white and gold and rosy mist. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Aware (2)

ACTION: AWARE: [She] slipped into utter blackness. When she recovered from faint, she became aware that she was lying on a couch near the window in her sitting room. Her brow felt damp and cold and wet; someone was chafing her hands; she recognized Judkins, and then saw that his lean, hard face wore the hue and look of excessive agitation. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: AWARE: Venters was conscious of an indefinite conflict of change with him. It seemed to be a vague passing of old moods, a dim coalescing of new forces, a moment of inexplicable transition. He was both cast down and uplifted. He wanted to think and think of the meaning, but he resolutely dispelled emotion. His imperative need at present was to find a safe retreat, and this called for action. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: AWARE: Her mind is as sharp as a razor’s edge. (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 
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Bade

ACTION: BADE: Once again, Bess bade Venters farewell under the shadow of Balancing Rock, and this time it was with whispered hope and tenderness and passionate trust. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Bake

ACTION: BAKE: Fingers mentally crossed, she slid the bread into the oven, set the timer. (Source: INHERITANCE by Nora Roberts)

Begin (2)

ACTION: BEGIN: He had postponed his journey to ... until after the passing of the summer rains. The rains were due soon. But until their arrival and the necessity for his trip to the village, he sequestered in a far corner of mind all thought of peril, of his past life, and almost that of the present. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: BEGIN: Jane’s passionate, unheeding zeal began to loom darkly. “Lassiter, whatever my intention in the beginning, Fay loves you dearly ... and I ... I’ve grown to ... to like you.” (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Believe

ACTION: BELIEVE: It there was not an instinct for all three of them in that meeting [with Lassiter], an unreasoning tendency toward a closer intimacy, then Jane believed she had been subject to a queer fancy. She imagined any child would have feared Lassiter, Fay had been a lonely, a solitary elf of the sage, not at all an ordinary child, and exquisitely shy with strangers. She watched Lassiter with great, round, grave eyes, but sowed no fear. As Lassiter took a seat to which Jane invited him, little Fay edged as much as half an inch nearer. The rider’s gray, earnest gaze troubled Jane. Then he turned to Fay and smiled in a way that made Jane doubt her sense of the true relation of things. Fay must have found that smile singularly winning for Fay edged closer and closer and then, by way of feminine capitulation, went to Jane from whose side she bent a beautiful, blue glance upon the rider. Lassiter only smiled at her. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Bend

ACTION: BEND: Trey crooked a finger and grinned. (Source: INHERITANCE by Nora Roberts)

Bite

ACTION: BITE: Jane bit her tongue to refrain from championing men who at the vry moment were proving to her that they were little and mean compared even with rustlers. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Bless

ACTION: BLESS: “The person who trusts in the LORD, whose confidence indeed is the LORD, is blessed. He will be like a tree planted by water: it sends its roots out toward a stream, it doesn’t fear when heat comes, and its foliage remains green.” (Source: HOLY BIBLE Jeremiah 17:5-8)

Blink

ACTION: BLINK: “I see,” she said, without blinking an eye. (Source: THE COURTSHIP by Catherine Coulter) 

ACTION: BLINK: Clifford blinked in surprise. (Source: WARRIOR’S SONG by Catherine Coulter) 

ACTION: BLINK: When [she] woke, sunlight streamed through the windows. Blinking against it, she sat up. (Source: INHERITANCE by Nora Roberts)

Blush

ACTION: BLUSH: Her host flushed, looking ready to wrap his hands around his housekeeper’s throat.. (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 

ACTION: BLUSH: His cheeks flushed red, but he managed to say calmly enough, .... (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 

ACTION: BLUSH: Owen turned pale. (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 

ACTION: BLUSH: She felt as if her face were on fire. (Source: THE KILLING GAME by Iris Johansen) 

ACTION: BLUSH: She went red to her earlobes. She pressed her palms to her cheeks. She took an extra moment to clear her throat. “I don’t wish to pursue it at this time.” (Source: THE COURTSHIP by Catherine Coulter) 

ACTION: BLUSH: The red leaped to Tull’s dark cheek. “If you don’t go, it means your ruin,” he said sharply. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Boomerange

ACTION: BOOMERANGE: Her nerves boomeranged back. (Source: INHERITANCE by Nora Roberts)

Bore

ACTION: BORE: She and Owen were like two bored dogs who would eye each other and yawn. (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 

Bow

ACTION: BOW: Lord Gracelam bowed slightly to her, never taking his eyes from her face. (Source: WARRIOR’S SONG by Catherine Coulter) 

Breathe

ACTION: BREATHE: ... he replied, with deep intake of breath. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: BREATHE: her chest was so tight, she couldn’t breathe. (Source: THE KILLING GAME by Iris Johansen) 

ACTION: BREATHE: She breathed in the warm scent of the heather and scurvy grass that grew in profusion amid all the barren rocks and down the cliffs, poking out in wild tufts through craggy boulders as old as the earth itself.. (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 

ACTION: BREATHE: She drew a deep breath and looked toward the very old suit of armor that resided in the far corner next to a mammoth fireplace whose inside was black from fires. (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 

ACTION: BREATHE: She managed to catch hwe breath and wheeze out. (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 

ACTION: BREATHE: When they neared the stark sweep of land that lay between the village and the high coast cliffs, she threw back her head and breathed in the salty air. (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 

Brood

ACTION: BROOD: Jane had no leisure to brood over the coils that were closing around her. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Build (2)

ACTION: BUILD: He cut spruce boughs and made a lean-to for the girl. Then, gently lifting her upon a blanket, he folded the sides over her. The other blanket he wrapped about his shoulders and found a comfortable seat against a spruce tree that upheld the little shack. [The dogs] Ring and Whitie lay near at hand, one asleep, the other watchful. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: BUILD: In the afternoon, he built a gate across a small ravine near camp and here corralled the calves, and he succeeded in completing his task without Bess’s being any the wiser. With eight calves in his corral, he concluded that he had enough. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Burn

ACTION: BURN: Sambo had put mesquite knots on the fire, as the bright ruddy light and sweet fragrance testified. (Source: WEST OF THE PECOS by Zane Grey)

Burn

ACTION: BURROW: She burrowed her face in the crook of his neck. (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 

Busy

ACTION: BUSY: She had more on her plate now than a vicar had on his collection plate in a church full of converts. (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 

Buy

ACTION: BUY: The savvy ranchers bought him out. They saw a chance and fell on it like a turkey on a grasshopper. (Source: SUNSET PASS by Zane Grey)

Call (3)

ACTION: CALL: “Ring ... Whitie ... come,” he called softly. Then followed scraping of claws and pattering of feet, and out of the gray gloom below him swiftly climbed the dogs to reach his side and pass beyond. Venters descended, holding to the lasso. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: CALL: her serenity had been disturbed, and now it was broken by open war between her and her ministers. That something within her—a whisper—which she had tried in vain to hush had become a ringing voice, and it called to her. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: CALL: Jane went to the door and softly called for the rider. A faint, musical jingle preceded his step—then his tall form crossed the threshold. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Camp (4)

ACTION: CAMP: Despite a downhill pull the wagons did not reach the Colorado [River] until late in the afternoon. The leader of the expedition chose a wooded bend in the river for a camp site, where a cleared spot with pole uprights showed that it had been used before. The leaves on the trees were half grown, the grass was green, flowers on long stems nodded gracefully, and under the bank the river murmured softly. (Source: WEST OF THE PECOS by Zane Grey)

ACTION: CAMP: he halted for camp near a rugged little creek, where clear water ran trickling over the stones. (Source: WEST OF THE PECOS by Zane Grey)

ACTION: CAMP: He unrolled his tarp under a low-branching cedar, and opened his pack, conscious of pleasurable sensations. It had been years since he had done this sort of thing. When the dead cedar branches burst into a crackling fire, he seemed magically to find his old dexterity at camp tasks. (Source: WEST OF THE PECOS by Zane Grey)

ACTION: CAMP: Sometimes when sunset overtook [the] little cavalcade on the march he would camp where they were, usually near grass and water. Otherwise, as days and leagues lengthened between her and the olf home she began keenly to live this adventure. (Source: WEST OF THE PECOS by Zane Grey)

Captivate

ACTION: CAPTIVATE: Like a magician’s grand illusion, some stories captivate audiences precisely because they conceal more tha they reveal. The stagehands work frantically behind the velvet curtain, the smoke machines billow on cue, and the audience gasps at what appears to be an impossible feat of compassion and justice. But what happens when someone pulls back that curtain? (Source: STAND FOR FREEDOM 26Aug2025)

Caress

ACTION: CARESS: His lips moved back and forth in a gossamer caress. (Source: THE KILLING GAME by Iris Johansen) 

ACTION: CARESS: The heavy money belt lay over her like a caressing arm. (Source: WEST OF THE PECOS by Zane Grey)

Carry (5)

ACTION: CARRY: He carried only his rifle, revolver, and a small quantity of bread and meat, and thus lightly burdened he made swift progress down the slope. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: CARRY: He lifted the girl again and pressed on. The valley afforded better traveling than the canyon. Itt was lighter, freer of sage, and there were no rocks. Soon, out of the pale gloom, shone a still paler thing, and that was the low swell of slope. Venters mounted it, and his dogs walked beside him. Once upon the stone he slowed to snail pace, straining his sight to avoid the pockets and holes. Foot by foot he went up. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: CARRY: If he were burdened, he did not feel it. From time to time, when he passed out of the black lines of shade into the wan starlight, he glanced at the white face of the girl, lying in his arms. She had not awakened from her sleep or stupor. He did not rest until he cleared the black gate of the canyon. Then he leaned against a stone breast high to him and gently released the girl from his hold. His brow and hair and the palms of his hands were wet, and there was a kind of nervous contraction of his muscles. They seemed to ripple and string tensely. He had a desire to hurry and no sense of fatigue. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: CARRY: Lifting the girl, he stepped upward, closely attending to the nature of the path under his feet. After a few steps he stopped to mark his line with the crack in the rim. The dogs clung closer to him. While chasing the rabbit, this slope had appeared interminable to him; now, burdened as he was, he did not think of length or height or toil. He remembered only to avoid a misstep and to keep his direction. He climbed on, with frequent stops to watch the rim, and before he dreamed o gaining the bench he bumped his knees into it and saw, in the dim gray light, his rifle and the rabbit. He had come straight up without mishap or swerving off course, and his shut teeth unlocked.. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: CARRY: Venters crossed the belt of cedars, skirted the upper border, and recognized the tree he had marked, even before he saw his waving scarf. Here he knelt and deposited the girl gently, feet first, and slowly laid her out full length. What he feared was to reopen one of her wounds, if he gave her a violent jar, or slipped and fell. But the supreme confidence so strangely felt that night admitted of no such blunders. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Catch

ACTION: CATCH: “Well then, just act natural an’ talk natural, an’ pretty soon ... give them time to hear us ... pretend to go over there to the table, an’ then quick-like make a move for the door an’ open it.” (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: CATCH: She turned and walked quickly toward the staircase, her boots not making a single sound. Suddenly an arm went around her, jerking her back. She opened her mouth to scream, but then a big palm was flattened against her teeth and she knew he’d outsmarted her.. (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 

Challenge

ACTION: CHALLENGE: Then Venter’s gaze passed to the tables, and swiftly it swept over the hard-featured gamesters, to alight upon the huge shaggy black head of the rustler chief. “Oldring!” he cried, and to him his voice seemed to split a bell in his ears. It stilled the din. That silence suddenly broke to the scrape and crack of Oldring’s chair as he rose, and then, while he paused, a great, gloomy figure—the thronged room stilled in silence yet deeper. “Oldring, a word with you!” continued Venters. “Ho! What have we here?” boomed Oldring in frowning scrutiny. “Come outside, alone. A word for you ... from your Masked Rider!” Oldring kicked a chair out of his way and lunged forward with a stamp of heavy boots that jarred the floor. He waved down his muttering, rising men. Venters backed out of the door and waited, hearing, as no sound had ever before struck into his soul, the rapid heavy steps of the rustler. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Change (5)

ACTION: CHANGE: A swift change in the nature of her agitation made him reproach himself for his abruptness. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: CHANGE: She had a trick of changing—and it was not altogether voluntary—from this gay, thoughtless, girlish coquettishness to the silence and the brooding, burning mystery of a woman’s mood. The strength and passion and fire of her were in her eyes, and she so used them that Lassiter had to see this depth in her, this flaunting guise of a willful girl. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: CHANGE: Something was changing in her, forming, waiting for decisions to make it a real and fixed thing. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: CHANGE: That night I the moonlit grove she summoned all her courage, and turning suddenly in the path, she faced Lassiter, and leaned close to him, so that she touched him, and her eyes looked up to his. “Lassiter, will you do anything for me? In the moonlight she saw his dark, worn face change, and by that change she seemed to feel him immovable as a wall of stone. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: CHANGE: Thereafter, he came oftener to see Jane and her little protégée. Daily he grew more gentle and kind, and gradually developed a quaintly merry mood. After the meal they [Lassiter, Jane and Fay] walked in the grove of cottonwoods or up by the lake, and little Fay held Lassiter’s hand as much as she held Jane’s. Thus a strange relationship was established, and Jane liked it. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Cheat

ACTION: CHEAT: “You can put lipstick on a pig, but it’s still a pig. You can put lipstick and a whole mess of mascara on this scandal and it’s still a pig. It still oinks.” (Source: 25Nov2025 YouTube video Senator John Kennedy [R-LA] at Senate intel briefing)

ACTION: CHEAT: Acting surprised when their testimonials ended up on your desk is like being surprised there is gambling in a casino. (Source: 25Nov2025 YouTube video Senator John Kennedy [R-LA] at Senate intel briefing)

ACTION: CHEAT: Good investigations went undone and real corruption went unpunished, all because you were playing Captain Ahab to your white whale of Russian collusion.  (Source: 25Nov2025 YouTube video Senator John Kennedy [R-LA] at Senate intel briefing): Senator John Kennedy [R-LA] st Senate intel briefing Nov25)

ACTION: CHEAT: If these deposits by China are coincidences then I’m the Emperor of China. The only coincidence there is every pro-China vote makes you richer. (Source: 25Nov2025 YouTube video Senator John Kennedy [R-LA] at Senate intel briefing)

ACTION: CHEAT: In Louisiana we have a saying, “When you lay down with dogs, you get up with fleas. You’ve been lying down with the Chinese Communist Party and, sir, you’re infested.” (Source: 25Nov2025 YouTube video Senator John Kennedy [R-LA] at Senate intel briefing)

ACTION: CHEAT: That’s like a fireman who starts fires just so he can put them out and play hero. (Source: 25Nov2025 YouTube video Senator John Kennedy [R-LA] at Senate intel briefing)

ACTION: CHEAT: You held secret meetings in the capitol’s basement like some sort of Batman villain, except Batman fights for justice. You were fighting due process. Republicans were denied entry. Witnesses were coached on their testimony. You edited what they would say in their testimonials. Selective leaks were made to friendly media. You turned the United States capitol into your personal Star Chamber. The founding fathers are spinning in their graves fast enough to power the eastern seaboard. (Source: 25Nov2025 YouTube video Senator John Kennedy [R-LA] at Senate intel briefing)

ACTION: CHEAT: You’re like a captain who abandoned his ship but kept collecting Captain’s pay, except the ship is on fire and taking on water and the passengers are drowning. (Source: 25Nov2025 YouTube video Senator John Kennedy [R-LA] at Senate intel briefing)

ACTION: CHEAT: You’re like a chameleon that changes color for survival, except you do it for profit. (Source: 25Nov2025 YouTube video Senator John Kennedy [R-LA] at Senate intel briefing)

ACTION: CHEAT: You’re like a doctor that took the Hippocratic Oath and then decided to poison patients. (Source: 25Nov2025 YouTube video Senator John Kennedy [R-LA] at Senate intel briefing)

ACTION: CHEAT: You’re more consistent than grits at a southern breakfast. (Source: 25Nov2025 YouTube video Senator John Kennedy [R-LA] at Senate intel briefing)

ACTION: CHEAT: You’re more reliable than a Swiss watch when you vote against sanctions on China, if the Swiss watch were owned by the Chinese Communist Party. (Source: 25Nov2025 YouTube video Senator John Kennedy [R-LA] at Senate intel briefing)

Check

ACTION: CHECK: The doctor sat down beside her, took her wrist between his fingers, and looked at his pocket watch. “Excellent [blood pressure],” he said. “Normal as can be. “(Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 

Cherish

ACTION: CHERISH: Although Jane gave with such liberality, she loved her possessions. She loved the rich, green stretches of alfalfa, and the farms, and the grove, and the old stone house, and the beautiful, ever-faithful amber spring, and every one of a myriad of horses and colts and burros and fowls down to the smallest rabbit that nipped her vegetables, but she loved best her noble Arabian steeds. In common with all riders of the upland sage Jane cherished two material thing—the cold, sweet, brown water that made life possible in the wilderness and the horses that were a part of that life. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Chew

ACTION: CHEW: John, who was on his haunches chewing on a blade of grass, raised his head. (Source: WARRIOR’S SONG by Catherine Coulter) 

Chill

ACTION: CHILL: Makes cold chills creep up [her] back. (Source: WEST OF THE PECOS by Zane Grey)

Chuckle

ACTION: CHUCKLE: Again, he chuckled, still a rusty sound, but it pleased her that she had made him chuckle. (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 

Claim

ACTION: CLAIM: So bitter certainty claimed her at last and trust fled forever. The women who owed much to Jane changed not in love for her, nor in devotion to their household work, but they poisoned both by a thousand acts of stealth and cunning and duplicity. Jane broke out once and caught them in strange, stone-faced, unhesitating falsehood. Thereafter, she broke out no more. What terrible thing bound them and locked their lips, when they showed neither consciousness of guilt toward their benefactress nor distress at the slow wearing apart f long-established and dear ties? (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Clench

ACTION: CLENCH: “Is Chandra all right?” Mark said. “She is herself,” Jerval said, his teeth clenched [in anger]. (Source: WARRIOR’S SONG by Catherine Coulter) 

Click

ACTION: CLICK: Chandra clicked her nimble-footed bay mare to the fore of the troop. (Source: WARRIOR’S SONG by Catherine Coulter) 

Climb (7)

ACTION: CLIMB: At the base of this rugged vent, it was dark, cool, and smelled of dry, musty dust. It zigzagged to that he could not see ahead more than a few yards at a time. He noticed tracks of wildcats and rabbits on the dusty floor. As every turn he expected to come upon a huge cavern, full of little square stone houses, each with a small aperture like a staring, dark eye. The passage lightened and widened, and opened at the foot of a narrow, steep, ascending chute. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: CLIMB: He concluded to make the climb and descend into Surprise Valley in one trip. To that end he tied his blanket upon [the dogs] Ring and gave Whitie the extra lasso and the rabbit to carry. Then, with the rifle and saddlebags slung upon his back, he took up the girl. She did not awaken from heavy slumber. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: CLIMB: He tested [the lasso’s] strength by throwing all his weight upon it. Then he gathered the girl up, and holding her securely in his left arm, he began to climb, at every few steps jerking his right hand upward along the lasso. It sagged at each forward movement he made, but he balanced himself lightly during the interval when he lacked the support of a taut rope. He climbed as if he had wings, the strength of a giant, and knew not the sense of fear. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: CLIMB: She began to climb, slowly, dragging herself upward, fighting the tug of the wind, the sting of the sea spray it hurled against her face. She looked up. It was more than a mile, it was farther away than it had been just a moment before. (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 

ACTION: CLIMB: She grasped [the rope] firmly and pulled herself out against the cliff face. She didn’t look down. The wind was strong, tearing at her cloak and her hair. She drew a deep breath and began to climb. (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 

ACTION: CLIMB: That climb under the rugged, menacing brows of the broken cliffs, in the face of a grim, leaning boulder that seemed to be weary of its age-long wavering, was a tax on strength and nerve that Venters felt equally with something sweet and strangely exulting in its accomplishment. He did not pause until he gained the narrow divide and there he rested. Balancing Rock loomed huge, cold in the gray light of dawn, a thing without life, yet it spoke silently to Venters. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: CLIMB: The next ascent took grip of fingers as well as toes, but he climbed steadily, swiftly, to reach the projecting corner, and slipped around it. Here he faced a notch in the cliff. At the apex he turned abruptly into a rugged vent that split the ponderous wall clear to the top, showing a narrow streak of blue sky. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: CLIMB: The sharp corner of a cliff seemed to be cut out of the darkness. He reached it, and the protruding shelf, and then, entering the black shade of the notch, he moved blindly but surely to the place where he had left the saddlebags. He heard the dogs although he could not see them. Once more he carefully placed the girl at his feet. Then, on hands and knees, he went over the little flat space, feeling for stones. He removed a number, and, scraping the deep dust into a heap, he unfolded the outer blanket from around the girl and laid her upon this bed. Then he went down the slope again for his boots, rifle, and the rabbit, and bringing also his lasso with him, he made short work of that trip. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: CLIMB: With teeth tightly shut he essayed the incline. As he climbed, he bent his eyes downward. This, however, after a little grew impossible; he had to look to obey his eager, curious mind. He raised his glance and saw light between row on row of shafts and pinnacled and crags that stood out from the main wall. Some leaned against the cliff, others against each other; many stood sheer and alone, all were crumbling, cracked rotten. It was a place of yellow, ragged ruin. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Close

ACTION: CLOSE: If that secret, intangible power closed its coils around her again, if that great, invisible hand moved here and there and everywhere, slowly paralyzing her with its mystery and its inconceivable sway over her affairs, then she would know beyond doubt that it was not chance, or jealousy, or intimidation, or ministerial wrath at her revolt, ut a cold and calculating policy thought out long before she was born, a dark, immutable will of whose empire she and all that was hers was but an atom. Then might come her ruin. Then might come her fall into black storm. Yet she would rise again, and to the light. God would be merciful to a driven woman who had lost her way. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: CLOSE: She closed her eyes a moment against the bright sunlight overhead and let the painful memory swell deep within and be recognized. (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 

Cluck

ACTION: CLUCK: “This is likely true,” Edward said, and smiled. “She has been like a clucking mother hen, just as Chandra was when you were wounded at Nazareth.” (Source: WARRIOR’S SONG by Catherine Coulter) 

Cock

ACTION: COCK: She cocked her head to one side. (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 

Comb

ACTION: COMB: He plowed his fingers through his hair to calm himself. (Source: WARRIOR’S SONG by Catherine Coulter) 

Come

ACTION: COME: Venters had come to meet Tull face to face—if not Tull, then Dyer—if not Dyer, then anyone in the secret of these master conspirators. Such was Venter’s passion. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Compare

ACTION: COMPARE: Perhaps he was comparing the roses to crimson velvet draperies or to red blood drops from a cut finger, though I don’t see how he could have done that since it was quite dark last night and drizzling most of the time. (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 

Compliment

ACTION: COMPLIMENT: “You are well and strong ... and growing very pretty.” Anything in the nature of compliment he had never before said to her, and just now he responded to a sudden curiosity to see its effect. Bess stared as if she had no heard aright, slowly blushed, and completely lost her poise in happy confusion. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Conclude (3)

ACTION: CONCLUDE: As far as the state of his mind was concerned, upon the second day after his return the valley with its golden hues and purple shades, the speaking west wind and the cool, silent night, and her watching eyes with their wonderful light so wrought upon Venters that he might never have left them at all. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: CONCLUDE: he concluded the cedars, few as they were, would afford some cover. Therefore he climbed swiftly. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: CONCLUDE: Once for all Venter’s quick mind formed a permanent conception of this poor girl. He based it, not upon what the chances of life had made her, but upon the revelation of dark eyes that pierced the infinite, upon a few pitiful, halting words tht betrayed failure and wrong and misery, yet breathed the truth of a tragic rate rather than a natural leaning to evil. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Confess

ACTION: CONFESS: a red-hot running iron couldn’t burn the name out of her. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Construct (2)

ACTION: CONSTRUCT: First, he fitted up the little cave adjoining the girl’s room for his own comfort and use. His next work was to build a fireplace of stones and to gather a store of wood.. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: CONSTRUCT: His good fortune in the matter of game [in the valley] brought to mind the necessity of keeping it in the valley. Therefore, he took the axe and cut bundles of aspens and willows, and packed them up under the bridge to the narrow outlet of the gorge. Here he began fashioning a fence, by driving aspens into the ground an lacing them fast with willows. Trip after trip he made down for more building material, and the afternoon had passed when he finished the work to his satisfaction. Wildcats might scale the fence, but no coy9te could come in to search for prey, and no rabbits or other small game could escape from the valley. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Coo

ACTION: COO: Cleo cooed over a floor lamp shaped like a mermaid holding a crystal ball. (Source: INHERITANCE by Nora Roberts)

ACTION: COO: Sonya cooed over the scrappy-looking black dog with an eye patch over his left eye. (Source: INHERITANCE by Nora Roberts)

Cool

ACTION: COOL: The day began with a heightening of the fever. Venters spent the time reducing her temperature, cooling her hot cheeks and temples. He kept close watch over her, and at the least indication of restlessness, that he knew led to tossing and rolling of the body, he held her tightly, so no violent move could reopen her wounds. Hour after hour she babbled and laughed and cried and moaned in delirium. Attended by something somber for Venters, the day passed. At night in the cool winds the fever abated, and she slept. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

––––––––
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Cover (2)

ACTION: COVER: Jane covered her ears and ran to her own room, and there like a caged lioness she paced to and fro till the coming of little Fay reversed her dark thoughts. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: COVER: Jane shut out the light, and he hands she held over her eyes trembled and quivered against her face. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Crash

ACTION: CRASH: ... suddenly, without a hint of warning, a female body slammed into him from out of nowhere and sent him crashing to the ground. (Source: THE COURTSHIP by Catherine Coulter) 

Create

ACTION: CREATE: News of the attack created anger and fear in the woods, both in equal measure. (Source: WARRIOR’S SONG by Catherine Coulter) 

Crush

ACTION: CRUSH: He saw white bursts of light. He couldn’t breathe. The weight [of a person] was crushing him. The lights dimmed. He swallowed. He slit open his eyes, all he could manage. His wits were still on the jagged side, his brain hovered in the ether. He couldn’t quite breathe yet. Finally he managed to blink a couple of times and focus.  (Source: THE COURTSHIP by Catherine Coulter) 

Cry (4)

ACTION: CRY: “Bern! You’re back! You’re back!” she cried in a joy that rang of her loneliness. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: CRY: “Spies! My own ...! Oh, miserable!” she cried, with flashing, tearful eyes. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: CRY: For several moments, she was rigid, her hands fisted against his chest. Then suddenly, she began to sob, deep rending sobs that shook her entire body. She seemed to collapse against him, all the fight, all the bravado swept away by her grief and her shock. (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 

ACTION: CRY: His eyes filmed up with tears. (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 

ACTION: CRY: Jane felt the hot tears well to her eyes and splash down upon her hands. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: CRY: Jane leaned against him, and with a pressing and breaking in her breast, as if some pent-up force had rent out its way, she fell into a paroxysm of weeping. . (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: CRY: She didn’t feel the tears slipping down her face until she tasted the salt and felt his gloved finger wiping her cheek. (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 

ACTION: CRY: She felt tears sting her eyes as she rocked him gently. (Source: THE KILLING GAME by Iris Johansen) 

ACTION: CRY: She lowered her head and let the tears roll down her cheeks and drip on the back of her hands clasped in her lap. (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 

ACTION: CRY: She shook her head, hating the tears tat always seemed so very close to trickling out of her eyes. (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 

ACTION: CRY: She wanted to weep with the relief of it, the hope of it. (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 

ACTION: CRY: Tears stung her eyes. (Source: THE KILLING GAME by Iris Johansen) 

ACTION: CRY: Tears were suddenly running down her cheeks. (Source: THE KILLING GAME by Iris Johansen) 

ACTION: CRY: The daughter was born in blood, her mewing cries like sorrow as her mother lay dying [in childbirth]. (Source: INHERITANCE by Nora Roberts)

ACTION: CRY: The floodgates broke and tears were again running down her cheeks. (Source: THE KILLING GAME by Iris Johansen) 

ACTION: CRY: Venters felt his eyes grow hot and wet. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Curl

ACTION: CURL: “I killed my only brother,” wailed [the skinny little man], who was curled up into the fetal position on the clean carpet. (Source: THE COURTSHIP by Catherine Coulter) 

Curse

ACTION: CURSE: She cursed, very colorfully and very loudly. (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 

Dance

ACTION: DANCE: After she closed the door, Sonya did a quick happy dance that inspired Yoda [the dog] to race in circles. (Source: INHERITANCE by Nora Roberts)

ACTION: DANCE: She danced a jig, sending up clouds of billowing dust decades ole from her filthy gown. (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 

Daze

ACTION: DAZE: “The longer I live, the stranger life becomes,” mused Lassiter with downcast eyes. “I’m reminded of somethin’ you once said to Jane Withersteen about hands in her game of life. There’s that unseen hand of power, an’ Tull’s black hand, an’ my red one, an’ your unfathomable one, an’ the girl’s little, brown, helpless one. An’ Venters, there’s another one that’s all-wise an’ all-wonderful. That’s the hand guidin’ Jane’s game of life! Your story’s one to daze a far clearer head than mine. I can’t offer no advice, even it you asked for it.” (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Decide

ACTION: DECIDE: These things required tremendous effort, but the last one, concerning Bess, seemed simply and naturally easy of accomplishment. He would marry her. Suddenly, as from roots of poisonous fire, flamed up the forgotten truth concerning her. It seemed to wither and shrivel up all his joy in its hot, tearing way to his heart. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Depart (4)

ACTION: DEPART: “Folks, let’s shake the dust of Eagle’s Nest,” suggested Pecos. (Source: WEST OF THE PECOS by Zane Grey)

ACTION: DEPART: He packed his saddlebags. The dogs were hungry. They whined about him and nosed his busy hands, but he took no time to feed them or to satisfy his own hunger. He slung the saddlebags over his shoulders and made them secure with his lasso. Then he wrapped the blankets closer about the girl and lifted her in his arms. . (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: DEPART: It was about sunset, and she and Fay had finished supper, and were sitting in the court, when Venters’s quick steps rang on the stones. As he came up the steps, she felt herself pointing to the pack, and herd herself speaking words that were meaningless to her. He said good bye. He folded her in his arms and kissed her, released her, and turned way. His tall figure blurred in her sight, grew dim through dark, streaked vision, and then he vanished. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: DEPART: The last sunset and twilight and night were the sweetest and saddest they had ever spent in the valley. Morning brought keen exhilaration and excitement. When Venters had saddled the two burros, strapped on the light packs and the two canteens, the sunlight was dispersing the lazy shadows from the valley. Taking a last look at the caves and the silver spruces, they made a reluctant start, leading the burros. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: DEPART: He rose to his feet, looked down at her for another moment, then turned on his heel and left without a backward glance. (Source: WARRIOR’S SONG by Catherine Coulter) 

ACTION: DEPART: He stopped, stared at her, an appalled look on his face, then without another word, he strode from the room, closing the door very quietly behind him. (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 

Descend (4)

ACTION: DESCEND: Down, down, down Venters strode, more and more feeling the weight of his burden as he descended, and still the valley lay below him. As all other canyons and coves and valleys had deceived him, so had this deep, nestling oval. At length he passed beyond the slope of weathered stone that spread fan-shape from the arch and encountered a grassy terrace running to the right and bout on a level with the tips of the oaks and cottonwoods below. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: DESCEND: He descended the gorge on the other side. The slope was gradual, the space narrow, the course straight for many rods. A gloom hung between the upsweeping walls. In a turn the passage narrowed to scarcely a dozen feet, and here was darkness of night. But light shone ahead, another abrupt turn brought day again, and then wide-open space. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: DESCEND: he put on his belt and boots and prepared to descend. Some consideration was necessary to decide whether or not to leave his rifle there. On the return, carrying the girl and a pack, it would be added encumbrance, and after debating the matter, he left the rifle leaning against the bench. As he went straight down the lope, he halted every few rods to look up at his mark on the rim. It changed, but he fixed each change in memory. When he reached the first cedar tree, he tied his scarf upon a dead branch, and then hurried toward camp, having o more concern about finding his trail upon the return trip. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

ACTION: DESCEND: Leading the burros down to the spur of rock, he halted at the steep incline. “Bess, here’s the bad place I told you about with the cut steps. You start down, leading your burro. Take your time and hold onto him if you slip. I’ve got a rope on him and a half-hitch on this point of rock, so I can let him down safely.” Both burros passed down the difficult stairs cut by the cliff-dwellers, and did it without misstep.. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Dim

ACTION: DIM: There was something about [the meeting] that dimmed her sight and softened her toward this foe of her people. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Disappear

ACTION: DISAPPEAR: Coincident with the disappearance of [Jane’s household helpers] Jane’s gardeners and workers in the alfalfa fields and stables quit her, not even asking for their wage.. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Disbelief

ACTION: DISBELIEF: [He] was shaking his head, violently now, his eyes darkening, his pallor more marked. “Dead, you say? No, you’re mistaken.” (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 

Disconnect

ACTION: DISCONNECT: Bree signed off with an emoji of a smiley face wearing a chef’s hat. (Source: INHERITANCE by Nora Roberts)

Discover

ACTION: DISCOVER: At the outset he discovered her to be both a considerable help in some ways, and a very great hindrance in others. Her excitement and joy were spurs, inspirations, but she was utterly impracticable in her ideas, and she flitted from one plan to another with bewildering vacillation. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Disgust

ACTION: DISGUST: “There is no glory in this hellhole. There is nothing in this miserable land save disease and death and treachery.” (Source: WARRIOR’S SONG by Catherine Coulter) 

Dislike

ACTION: DISLIKE: He didn’t like [facing her] at her desk with the sunlight behind her and thus in his eyes. (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 

Disperse

ACTION: DISPERSE: her rage dispersed like rain clouds, and there was nothing but bright sunshine. (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 

Distrust

ACTION: DISTRUST: “I don’t believe him,” Owen said, leaning forward, a glass of port between his hands. “My father is craftier than a moneylender in Bear Alley in London, and I’ve heard that they’d steal the gold from their grandmothers’ teeth without her realizing it, and if they did realize it, they’d just conk them on the head and steal the teeth anyway.” (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE LEGACY by Catherine Coulter) 

Divulge

ACTION: DIVULGE: Venters did not confide in Bess the alarming fact that he had seen horses and smoke less than a mile up one of the intersecting canyons. He did not talk at all. Long after he had passed this canyon and felt secure once more in the certainty that they had been unobserved, he never relaxed his watchfulness, but he did not walk anymore and kept the burros at a steady trot.. (Source: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE by Zane Grey)

Defy

ACTION: DEFY: The expression in her eyes drove him to pace under the pines, to throw back his head., to fill his lungs with the sage-laden air of the pass, and to cast exultant defiance up at the silent, passionless white stars (Source: SUNSET PASS by Zane Grey)

Depart (3)

ACTION: DEPART: “Good day, Mrs. ...,” he concluded, rather coldly, and replacing his sombrero he turned away, not, however, without catching a last angry blaze of her eyes. (Source: SUNSET PASS by Zane Grey)

ACTION: DEPART: And so they rode away from the gray, dim mansion, out under the huge live oaks with their long streamers of Spanish moss swaying in the breeze, and into the yellow road that stretched away along the green canal. (Source: WEST OF THE PECOS by Zane Grey)

ACTION: DEPART: When they reached the outskirts of the hamlet where [her] mother was buried, she looked back until her tear-blurred eyes could no longer distinguish objects. The day before she had taken her leave of her mother’s grave—[it was] a rending experience which she could not endure twice. (Source: WEST OF THE PECOS by Zane Grey)

––––––––
[image: ]


Descend

ACTION: DESCEND: He went downstairs to the lobby, where he encountered a heavy-set, ruddy-faced man, whom he well remembered. (Source: SUNSET PASS by Zane Grey)

––––––––
[image: ]


Determined

ACTION: DETERMINED: Trouble, menace, always brought out in him the reckless, dauntless spirit which he shared in common with his type [of cowboy]. Now he waxed stern and calculating, sure of his vision, while outwardly he appeared the old cool cowboy of the range.  (Source: SUNSET PASS by Zane Grey)

Disapprove

ACTION: DISAPPROVE: At the hotel where they stayed, Terrill regarded herself in the mirror with great disapproval. (Source: WEST OF THE PECOS by Zane Grey)

Dream

ACTION: DREAM: By morning, the dream faded from her mind and memory. She woke eager to work. (Source: INHERITANCE by Nora Roberts)

Drink

ACTION: DRINK: There were times when it was bad for him to yield to the bottle. This was one of them. The sudden cold in his very marrow, the blank gray shade stealing over his mind, the [forecast] of a spell of morbid sinking of spirit—these usually preceded his rather are drinking bouts. (Source: SUNSET PASS by Zane Grey)

ACTION: DRINK: “The doctor said to pour water down him as if he were a thirsty camel.” (Source: THE NIGHTINGALE
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