Sentence Fragments in a Short Story: "Walker Brothers Cowboy" (1968) ALICE MUNRO
Below is an excerpt (the second page) of Alice Munro's story. In it, the narrator is remembering her past, and so
the narration tends to be fragmented, tentative. Here Munro deliberately uses sentence fragments. She certainly
knows that some of the "sentences" are incorrectly punctuated, but she uses them for effect.
Assignment. Determine how many sentence fragments Munro wrote in this page by highlighting them in bold,
or, if you are to submit these to me online, then just enclose them in square brackets or in parentheses. Then
correct them as easily as possible. There is also a comma splice in the second paragraph. Identify it.
My mother keeps my brother and me in our own yard, saying he is too young to leave it and I have to mind
him. I am not so sad to watch their evening games because the games themselves are ragged, dissolving.
Children, of their own will, draw apart, separate into islands of two or one under the heavy trees, occupying
themselves in such solitary ways as I do all day, planting pebbles in the dirt or writing in it with a stick.
Presently we leave these yards and houses behind, we pass a factory with boarded-up windows, a lumberyard
whose high wooden gates are locked for the night. Then the town falls away in a defeated jumble of sheds and
small junkyards, the sidewalk gives up and we are walking on a sandy path with burdocks, plantains, humble
nameless weeds all around. We enter a vacant lot, a kind of park really, for it is kept clear of junk and there is
one bench with a slat missing on the back, a place to sit and look at the water. Which is generally grey in the
evening, under a lightly overcast sky, no sunsets, the horizon dim. A very quiet, washing noise on the stones of
the beach. Further along, towards the main part of town, there is a stretch of sand, a water slide, floats bobbing
around the safe swimming area, a life guard's rickety throne. Also a long dark green building, like a roofed
verandah, called the Pavilion, full of farmers and their wives, in stiff good clothes, on Sundays. That is the part
of the town we used to know when we lived at Dungannon and came here three or four times a summer, to the
Lake. That, and the docks where we would go and look at the grain boats, ancient, rusty, wallowing, making us
wonder how they got past the breakwater let alone to Fort William.
Tramps hang around the docks and occasionally on these evenings wander up the dwindling beach and climb
the shifting, precarious path boys have made, hanging onto dry bushes, and say something to my father which,
being frightened of tramps, I am too alarmed to catch. My father says he is a bit hard up himself. "I'll roll you a
cigarette if it's any use to you."

