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Compound and Complex Sentences Notes
A compound sentence is 































.

You can create a compound sentence by adding:

1.

2.

3.

Before you link two thoughts in a compound sentence, you need to make sure that the thoughts are 



 and equal in 




.

Examples:


Original Sentence:




The cat knocked over a lamp. The dog chewed up my shoe.


Revised Sentence:



1. (Comma and coordinating conjunction) The cat knocked over a lamp, and 


the dog chewed up my shoe.



2. (Semicolon) The cat knocked over a lamp; the dog chewed up my shoe.



3. (Semicolon and conjunctive adverb) The cat knocked over a lamp; 



meanwhile, the dog chewed up my shoe.

A complex sentence includes 






 ( a clause that can stand alone as a sentence). It also includes one or more subordinate clauses (clauses that cannot stand alone as sentences).

You can make a sentence into an adjective clause by inserting 


























.
The adjective clause can then be used to provide information about a preceding noun or pronoun.


Example:



Original:




Many people are afraid of bats. They are usually harmless creatures.



Revised:




Many people are afraid of bats, which are usually harmless creatures.

**Note: Remember that which is never used to refer to a person, only places or things. Who, whom, whose, and that are used to refer to people.

You can also turn one sentence into an adverb clause and combine it with another sentence. The adverb clause may 


















.
Adverb clauses begin with 



















.
These types of clauses are used to show the 



 between the ideas in the adverb clause and those in the 






.

When shows 











Where shows 











Although shows 










When you use an adverb clause at the beginning of a sentence, you must separate it from the independent clause with a 


.


Example:



Original:




Some people think bats are dangerous. They rarely attack humans.



Revised:




Although some people think bats are dangerous, they rarely attack 



humans.
You can make a sentence into a noun clause and 










 just as you would an ordinary noun.
Noun clauses are created by inserting a word like 









 at the beginning of the sentence.

When you place the noun clause in the other sentence, you may have to change or remove some words.


Example:



Original:




Dracula is such a frightening character. This does not help the bat’s 



reputation.



Revised #1:




That Dracula is such a frightening character does not help the bat’s 



reputation.



Revised #2: 




What does not help the bat’s reputation is that Dracula is such a 



frightening character.

Compound and Complex Sentences

Directions: Read each of the following passages from literature. While you are reading, highlight the complex and compound sentences. Choose different colors for each type of sentence. Once you are finished, read and answer the questions which follow the passages.
Excerpt #1

“Harry looked behind him, his heart pounding. Dumbledore was standing in front of the golden gates.


Voldemort raised his wand and sent another jet of green light at Dumbledore, who turned and was gone in a whirling of his cloak; next second he had reappeared behind Voldemort and waved his wand toward the remnants of the fountain; the other statues sprang to life too. The statue of the witch ran at Bellatrix, who screamed and sent spells streaming uselessly off its chest, before it dived at her, pinning her to the floor. Meanwhile, the goblin and the house-elf scuttled toward the fireplaces set along the wall, and the one-armed centaur galloped at Voldemort, who vanished and reappeared beside the pool. The headless statue thrust Harry backward, away from the fight, as Dumbledore advanced on Voldemort and the golden centaur cantered around them both.


‘It was foolish to come here tonight, Tom,’ said Dumbledore calmly. ‘The Aurors are on their way-’


‘By which time I shall be gone, and you dead!’ spat Voldemort. He sent another killing curse at Dumbledore but missed, instead hitting the security guard’s desk, which burst into flame.


Dumbledore flicked his own wand. The force of the spell that emanated from it was such that Harry, though shielded by his stone guard, felt his hair stand on end as it passed, and this time Voldemort was forced to conjure a shining silver shield out of thin air to deflect it. The spell, whatever it was, caused no visible damage to the shield, though a deep, gonglike note reverberated from it, an oddly chilling sound…

‘You do not seek to kill me, Dumbledore?’ called Voldemort, his scarlet eyes narrowed over the top of the shield. ‘Above such brutality, are you?’


‘We both know that there are other ways of destroying a man, Tom,’ Dumbledore said calmly, continuing to walk toward Voldemort as though he had not a fear in the world, as though nothing had happened to interrupt his stroll up the hall. ‘Merely taking your life would not satisfy me, I admit-’

‘There is nothing worse than death, Dumbledore!’ snarled Voldemort.


‘You are quite wrong,’ said Dumbledore, still closing in upon Voldemort and speaking as lightly as though they were discussing the matter over drinks. Harry felt scared to see him walking along, undefended, shieldless. He wanted to cry out a warning, but his headless guard kept shunting him backward toward the wall, blocking his every attempt to get our from behind it. ‘Indeed, your failure to understand that there are things much worse than death has always been your greatest weakness-’


Another jet of green light flew from behind the silver shield. This time it was the one-armed centaur, galloping in front of Dumbledore, that took the blast and shattered into a hundred pieces, but before the fragments had even hit the floor, Dumbledore had drawn back his wand and waved it as though brandishing a whip. A long thin flame flew from the tip; it wrapped itself around Voldemort, shield and all. For a moment, it seemed Dumbledore had won, but then the fiery rope became a serpent, which relinquished its hold upon Voldemort at once and turned, hissing furiously, to face Dumbledore.

Voldemort vanished. The snake reared from the floor, ready to strike-


There was a burst of flame in midair above Dumbledore just as Voldemort reappeared, standing on the plinth in the middle of the pool where so recently the five statues had stood.


‘Look out!’ Harry yelled.

But even as he shouted, one more jet of green light had flown at Dumbledore from Voldemort’s wand and the snake had struck-


Fawkes swooped down in front of Dumbledore, opened his beak wide, and swallowed the jet of green light whole. He burst into flame and fell to the floor, small, wrinkled, and flightless. At the same moment, Dumbledore brandished his wand in one, long, fluid movement- the snake, which had been an instant from sinking its fangs into him, flew high into the air and vanished in a wisp of dark smoke; the water in the pool rose up and covered Voldemort like a cocoon of molten glass-

For a few seconds, Voldemort was visible only as a dark, rippling, faceless figure, shimmering and indistinct upon the plinth, clearly struggling to throw off the suffocating mass-


Then he was gone, and the water fell with a crash back into its pool, slopping wildly over the sides, drenching the polished floor.”

Rowling, J.K. Harry Potter and the Order of the Phoenix. New York, New York: Scholastic Press, 2003. 
1. How does the use of compound and complex sentences affect the writing? 

2. Why do you think the author chooses to write using these types of sentences?

Excerpt #2

“I’d been so preoccupied by the size of the cliffs, by the obvious danger of their high, sheer faces, that I hadn’t worried at all about the dark water waiting. I never dreamed that the true menace was lurking far below me, under the heaving surf.


It felt like the waves were fighting over me, jerking me back and forth between them as if determined to share by pulling me into halves. I knew the right way to avoid a riptide: swim parallel to the beach rather than struggling for the shore. But the knowledge did me little good when I didn’t know which way the shore was.

I couldn’t even tell which way the surface was.


The angry water was black in every direction; there was no brightness to direct me upward. Gravity was all powerful when it competed with the air, but it had nothing on the waves- I couldn’t feel a downward pull, a sinking in any direction, Just the battering of the current that flung me round and round like a rag doll.


I fought to keep my breath in, to keep my lips locked around my last store of oxygen.


It didn’t surprise me that my delusion of Edward was there. He owed me that much, considering that I was dying. I was surprised by how sure that knowledge was. I was going to drown. I was drowning.


‘Keep swimming!’ Edward begged urgently in my head.


Where? There was nothing but the darkness. There was no place to swim to.


‘Stop that!’ he ordered. ‘Don’t you dare give up!’


The cold of the water was numbing my arms and legs. I didn’t feel the buffeting so much as before. It was more of just a dizziness now, a helpless spinning in the water. But I listened to him. I forced my arms to continue reaching, my legs to kick harder, though every second I was facing a new direction. It couldn’t be doing any good. What was the point?


‘Fight!’ he yelled. ‘Damn it, Bella, keep fighting.’


Why?

I didn’t want to fight anymore. And it wasn’t the lightheadedness, or the cold, or the failure of my arms as the muscles gave out in exhaustion, that made me content to stay where I was. I was almost happy that it was over. This was an easier death than others I’d faced. Oddly peaceful.


I thought briefly of the clichés, about how you were supposed to see your life flash before your eyes. I was so much luckier. Who wanted to see a rerun, anyway?


I saw him, and I had no will to fight. It was so clear, so much more defined than any memory. My subconscious had stored Edward away in flawless detail, saving him for this final moment. I could see his perfect face as if he were really there; the exact shade of his icy skin, the shape of his lips, the line of his jaw, the gold glinting in his furious eyes. He was angry, naturally, that I was giving up. His teeth were clenched and his nostrils flared with rage.

‘No! Bella, no!’


My ears were flooded with the freeing water, but his voice was clearer than ever. I ignored his words and concentrated on the sound of his voice. Why would I fight when I was so happy where I was? Even as my lungs burned for more air and my legs cramped in the icy cold, I was content. I’d forgotten what real happiness felt like.


Happiness. It made the whole dying thing pretty bearable.


The current won at that moment, shoving me abruptly against something hard, a rock invisible in the gloom. It hit me solidly across the chest, slamming into me like an iron bar, and the breath whooshed out of my lungs, escaping in a thick cloud of silver bubbles. Water flooded down my throat, choking and burning. The iron bar seemed to be dragging me, pulling me away from Edward, deeper into the dark, to the ocean floor.

Goodbye, I love you, was my last thought.


At that moment, my head broke the surface.


How disorienting. I’d been sure I was sinking.


The current wouldn’t let up. It was slamming me against more rocks; they beat against the center of my back sharply, rhythmically, pushing the water from my lungs. It gushed out in amazing volume, absolute torrents pouring from my mouth and nose. The salt burned and my lungs burned and my throat was too full of water to catch a breath and the rocks were hurting my back. Somehow I stayed in one place, though the waves still heaved around me. I couldn’t see anything but water everywhere, reaching for my face.

Meyer, Stephenie. New Moon.  New York, New York: Little, Brown and Company, 2006. 

1. How does the use of different types of sentences affect the writing? 

2. Why do you think the author chooses to write using these types of sentences?

3. What is the difference in sentence structure between the first and second excerpts?

Excerpt #3

“It was almost December, and Jonas was beginning to be frightened. No. Wrong word, Jonas thought. Frightened meant that deep, sickening feeling of something terrible about to happen. Frightened was the way he had felt a year ago when an unidentified aircraft had overflown the community twice. He had seen it both times. Squinting toward the sky, he had seen the sleek yet, almost a blur at its high speed, go past, and a second later heard the blast of sound that followed. Then one more time, a moment later, from the opposite direction, the same plane.

At first, he had been only fascinated. He had never seen aircraft so close, for it was against the rules for Pilots to fly over the community. Occasionally, when supplies were delivered by cargo planes to the landing field across the river, the children rode their bicycles to the riverbank and watched, intrigued, the unloading and then the takeoff directed to the west, always away from the community.


But the aircraft a year ago had been different. It was not a squat, fat-bellied cargo plane, but a needle-nosed single-pilot jet. Jonas, looking around anxiously, had seen others- adults as well as children- stop what they were doing and wait, confused, for an explanation of the frightening event. 


Then all of the citizens had been ordered to go into the nearest building and stay there. IMMEDIATELY, the rasping voice through the speakers had said. LEAVE YOUR BICYCLES WHERE THEY ARE.


Instantly, obediently, Jonas had dropped his bike on its side on the path behind his family’s dwelling. He had run indoors and stayed there, alone. His parents were both at work, and his little sister, Lily, was at the Childcare Center where she spent her after-school hours.

Looking through the front window, he had seen no people: none of the busy afternoon crew of Street Cleaners, Landscape Workers, and Food Delivery people who usually populated the community at that time of day. He saw only the abandoned bikes here and there on their sides; an upturned wheel on one was still revolving slowly.


He had been frightened then. The sense of his own community silent, waiting, had made his stomach churn. He had trembled.


But it had been nothing. Within minutes the speakers had cracked again, and the voice, reassuring now and less urgent, had explained that a Pilot-in-Training had misread his navigational instructions and made a wrong turn. Desperately the Pilot had been trying to make his way back before his error was noticed.

NEEDLESS TO SAY, HE WILL BE RELEASED, the voice had said, followed by silence. There was an ironic tone to that final message, as if the Speaker found it amusing; Jonas had smiled a little, though he knew what a grim statement it had been. For a contributing citizen to be released from the community was a final decision, a terrible punishment, an overwhelming statement of failure.”

Lowry, Lois. The Giver. New York, New York: Bantam Doubleday Dell Books, 1993.

1. How does the use of different types of sentences affect the writing? 

2. Why do you think the author chooses to write using these types of sentences?

3. What is the difference in sentence structure between this excerpt and the other two excerpts?

