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1. Don't die on me!
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As for Hoyt, she went on to adopt a son,
But she never forgot her
She kept their photos
throughout the house and laid flowers on
their graves every Memorial Day. “She’d
They all died on
me — you know, that crib disease,” recalls
Martha Nestle, a family friend. “Then she'd
cry. — Time, April 11, 1994, p.40
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say, T miss my children.
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He flipped her onto her back and straddled
her. She had a weak pulse but wasn't
breathing. Placing his hands in the center
of her chest, he began CPR.

“Come on, Britt,” he said as he rhythmically
pumped her chest. “Do not die on me.
You're not finished yet. Come on, come
on.” — Sandra Brown, Swmoke Screen, Pocket
Books 2008, p.243
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Stone pulled Willie out of the cab, set
him on the ground and started doing CPR.
He checked his pulse and then looked
desperately around while he continued to
push down on the man's chest. There was
nothing but woods here, not even the wink
of a house light in the distance.

“Come on, Willie. Come on! Don't die on
me. Breathe.

Stone checked his pulse.

Bob Coombs looked at him.
— David Baldacci, Divine Justice, Grand
Central Publishing 2009, p.152
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“Is he okay?”
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“Mrs. Williams? This is Mary Jo Smith,
the woman who called you a few days ago
about the car?”

“Why, I was expecting you here any
minute. You didn't change your mind, did
you? Because I've been telling other callers
that the car is sold.”

“No, no, I didn't change my mind. It's just
that... Remember, I told you that my car was
on its last legs? Well, it died on me and
won't restart. I'm stranded and can't get to
your house. Ive got my baby with me, and
— oh, I don't know what to do!” — Sandra
Brown, The Witness, Warner Books 2007,

pp.182-83
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3. She hung up on me.
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I hurried to the American Airlines counter
and cancelled my flight out of San Francisco.
I called Nana and told her I had to stay in
California for a few hours. I would be in
later tonight.

“Someone out here might be in trouble,” I
said.

“Yes, and that someone is you,” Nana said.
“Goodbye, Alex.” She hiing up on me again.
She was right to want me home, but I was
right in not wanting anybody else to be
hurt. — James Patterson, Violets Are Blue,
Warner Books 2002, p.321
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He meant the bank on-Broad Street but
didn't want to name it, obviously. It was a
Victoria Island location, so it was perfect for
me,

“Got it, T'll see you then.”

“And dress nice, Detective. Wear a tie or
something.”

“A tie?” 1 said.
about?”

But he’d already hung up on me. — James
Patterson, Cross Country, Grand Central
Publishing 2009, p.239
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4. You ran out / walked out / took off / gave
up on him.

MEH on P LBOFHRTHV SN L EBOBIF I,

die ®* hang up & ¥ DEEIIE O T, 1Ih
b 2pRbNET. ZNSidrun out(B &
%9127 %), walk out(RIECTTHTITL), take
of (R H#5), give up(RRZ) R LT, FX
TIAZRBCE] L) BRAEVE DOEFE &
o TWwWET,

It's a single mom with three kids —
her husband ran out on her years ago —
and if you met the family, you'd love them.
The kids all get good grades and sing in the
youth choir at church. And theyre just so
polite and gracious ... you can tell their mom
has worked hard to make sure they turn out
right, you know?” — Nicholas Sparks, Dear
John, Grand Central Publishing 2007, p.119
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“I think this is garbage. I came to
see you originally because I couldn't quit
smoking and was eating and drinking a
little bit too much,

because I got some stupid look on my face.

I didn't come see you

No one’s ever complained about some stupid
look on my face. Now my wife, Doris, she
complained about me being fat and smoking

and drinking a little bit too much. She

never complained about a look on my face.
She didn't walk out on me because of a

look. None of my women did.” — Patricia
Cornwell, Predator, Time Warner Books
2006, p.224
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“Maybe she isn't even dead. Maybe she just
took off on me, too.”

“You don't believe that,” Louis said. “And
you're making excuses.” — P.J. Parrish,
South of Hell, Pocket Star Books 2008, p.205
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That the tribesmen would turn to one
of Musharraf's rivals for help against
the Taliban is a telling indictment of his
leadership. And if Musharraf doesn't find a
way to re-establish control over Talibanistan,
he may find his backers in Washington
giving up on him too. — Time, April 2, 2007,
p.23
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thought, not tonight when I need you. —
Frederick Forsyth, The Fist of God, Bantam
Books 1995, p.286
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Duggan looked at him sharply. “Go
outside and get some air. I don't want you
to pass out on me."

Walsh nodded, gagging as he hurried out
the morgue. — Mary Higgins Clark, On The
Street Where You Live, Pocket Books 2002,
p.233
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Gabe sighed. “I was about to ask you the
same question. We've only been married half
a day and already she’s disappeared on me.”

“Try the study,” said Robbie. “She's
probably on the PC, checking Kruger-Brent's
stock price.”

It was a joke. But Gabe said: “You
know what? That's not such a bad idea.”
— Sidney Sheldon, Mistress of The Game,
Harper Paperback 2009, p.300
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Tess swam to her mother's arms. Dawn
glanced over at the group of teenagers.
Jake was seated among them on the
boulders now, loudly joining in the chatter.
The pretty blonde was seated right beside
him.

“Dad says he’s trying to make the girls
like him,” Tess informed her mother.

Dawn smiled a little wistfully, “He's growing
up on us.” — Patricia MacDonald, Stolen In
The Night, Pocket Books 2008, p.7
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