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Foreword

It is very difficult for a poor swimmer in the cold water of an arctic sea to take even a partial measure of that large portion of the literary iceberg that lies beneath the surface in a masterpiece of world literature such as The Sun Also Rises!

In chapter 14 Jake Barnes, the first-person narrator, says this about himself:

I was reading a book by Turgenieff. Probably I read the same two pages over several times. It was one of the stories in “A Sportsman’s Sketches.” I had read it before, but it seemed quite new. The country became very clear and the feeling of pressure in my head seemed to loosen.

Then, after a page and a half of philosophizing, which he distrusts in the dark after he has turned off the light:

I turned on the light again and read. I read the Turgenieff. I knew that now, reading it in the oversensitized state of my mind after too much brandy, I would remember it somewhere, and afterward it would seem as though it had really happened to me. I would always have it.

With regard to the above two passages I refer the serious reader for enlightenment to the publications of an Iranian literary scholar, Shahla Sorkhabi Darzikola. From her I learned that it was Sherwood Anderson who first introduced Hemingway to Turgenieff, not Sylvia Beech. There are many more revelations from this Persian expert, but you must read them yourself. Please don’t be put off by the sometimes awkward English of Darzikola. More and more as the whole world comes online, excellent insights expressed in awkward English will be the norm, and there is a profound need for a mechanism in the scientific review process to deal with this. Hemingway put it this way: “English, or what it is we all speak.”

And what are we to say regarding Jake’s lack of enthusiasm in chapter 2 about Robert Cohn’s suggestion they take a trip to Uruguay, inspired by W. H. Hudson’s The Purple Land? Ford Madox Ford, after he had moved to America, wrote a preface to A Farewell to Arms in the 1930s that contains the following:

The three impeccable writers of English prose that I have come across in fifty years or so of reading in search of English prose have been Joseph Conrad, W. H. Hudson . . . and Ernest Hemingway. . . . Impeccable each after his kind! I remember with equal clarity and equal indefinableness my sensation on first reading a sentence of each. With the Conrad it was like being overwhelmed by a great, unhastening wave. With the Hudson it was like lying on one’s back and looking up into a clear, still sky. With the Hemingway it was just excitement. Like waiting at the side of a coppice, when foxhunting, for the hounds to break cover. One was going on a long chase in dry clear weather, one did not know in what direction or over what country.

When they worked together in the 1920s, it was Ford who recommended Hudson to Hemingway as writing the best English prose, and I do know something about the relationship between my father and Hudson. In his library in Key West he had the 1922 hardcover edition of Hudson’s complete works, which he must have purchased when he was still living in Paris and which he took with him to Cuba when he moved there in 1939, the year Ford died. For some reason, he left behind his copy of Lord Grey’s The Charm of Birds in Key West. Viscount Grey of Fallodon, besides being an aristocratic patron of Hudson (who spent many happy days with his beloved birds at Grey’s fishing hut in the valley of the Test, a classic trout chalk stream of which it was said that even God could not buy a day’s fishing on the Test), made what was perhaps the most important decision in modern history. As Foreign Minister of what was still then the United Kingdom of Great Britain and Ireland, he decided in the autumn of 1914 that his country should declare war on Germany because of a treaty obligation to defend the territorial integrity of Belgium. Joseph Conrad, in his story “An Outpost of Progress,” mocks a Belgian serving in King Leopold’s private fiefdom (with the ironic name of Congo Free State) for being an officer in an army whose safety was guaranteed by all the great powers of Europe. This was the very treaty that Lord Grey felt obliged to honor.

One must not think that Hemingway, because Jake Barnes shows no enthusiasm for a trip to Uruguay, did not pay a great deal of attention to everything Hudson wrote. Hudson’s generation was the first to have to deal with Darwinism, and what Hudson finally put together again for himself—a transcendental acceptance of a one-and-only life in the natural world as far away as possible from the stone, steel, glass, and asphalt of the megacity—was much appreciated by my father. He might write eloquently of Paris, the City of Electric Light and the Eiffel Tower, but his heart was with the Basques at Roncesvalles. Hudson himself, a very masculine man, under the stress of economic necessity as a penniless immigrant to London from the pampas of Argentina, wrote an eloquent and very convincing pamphlet entitled The Value of Breast Feeding, by a Mother Who Knows!

Patrick Hemingway



Introduction

Literature is writing that engages and endures. It is meaningful, not simply remarks, as Gertrude Stein once told my grandfather when he was a young man. Ernest Hemingway came to define literature in his own way. He believed that a writer should create an absolute truth out of fiction that feels so real it actually becomes a shared experience with the reader. The Sun Also Rises, a tale of expatriates living in Paris after World War I, achieves this standard of excellence and remains one of the great novels of the twentieth century. Hemingway’s lean, modern prose style makes the story as accessible today as when it was first published in 1926.

From the moment The Sun Also Rises was published, it was a success. The exotic locales of Paris and the Festival of San Fermín at Pamplona as settings for a complex love triangle involving a beautiful woman captured the imaginations of readers. For me, what is remarkable about the book is that it continues to resonate so strongly with readers. In his book After the Lost Generation, John Aldridge wrote that “for members of my generation, the young men born between 1918, roughly, and 1924, there was a special charm about Hemingway. . . . The words he put down seemed to us to have been carved from the living stone of life.”1 Many people, often complete strangers, have told me what a powerful influence the book had on them when they first read it in their youth. It left them with a desire to see the Paris of Jake Barnes and Brett Ashley and watch the bullfights at Pamplona described so vividly in the novel. This was my own experience, too. I first read The Sun Also Rises as a freshman at Dartmouth College in a seminar on the Great American Novel, along with books by Hawthorne, Melville, and Fitzgerald. I loved the book when I read it. I was completely taken with the unrequited love between Jake and Brett, and the camaraderie and importance of friends, despite their faults. Most of all, I was fascinated by the bullfights and the energy surrounding the Festival of San Fermín and Jake’s fishing for trout on the Irati River and communing with nature. A year later, I went to Pamplona to run with the bulls. It was as moving as Hemingway wrote it—especially the bullfights, which played as a powerful ritual, a dangerous and even beautiful form of art.

As a young man, I was impressed by the repeated emphasis in the novel on the need to pay the bill—to take care of one’s own affairs—and by Jake Barnes’s ability to make his way in the world. At eighteen, I myself did not have any practical plan for how to do that. When I read the book today, nearly thirty years later, I am more taken with Count Mippipopolous’s statement to Jake Barnes about the importance of getting value for your money and knowing how to live well. Just weeks before his untimely death, my uncle Jack, to whom The Sun Also Rises is dedicated, and I had lunch at La Goulue in Manhattan. He told me with an ironic grin how he finally could afford to live the way he had lived his entire life. Living well is not just about having money.

The Sun Also Rises has inspired many books and countless articles.2 There is even an entire book about these books and articles.3 Scholars continue to analyze the novel and its complexities. The Sun Also Rises, like the Muse herself, moves people differently. For example, Woody Allen, who portrays Ernest Hemingway as a caricature of himself—an irony I dare say my grandfather would have appreciated—in his movie Midnight in Paris, clearly was inspired by The Sun Also Rises. One of the main premises of the film appears to take its cue directly from Jake Barnes’s advice to Robert Cohn: “Walk the city at night, see what happens . . .”

The Sun Also Rises shows us that we don’t always choose the ones we love. Among the passages that Hemingway ultimately cut from the book (included in the second and third appendices to this edition) are poignant descriptions of Brett’s alluring qualities and how they utterly captivate Jake, especially when he is in her presence. Sometimes love just happens, and it does not always end happily. Brett’s affairs with Jake, Cohn, Mike Campbell, and even Pedro Romero are hopelessly entwined and tragically sad. Love triumphs over all but leaves carnage in its wake. For Jake Barnes, wisdom is gained at the expense of heartbreak.

This new edition of The Sun Also Rises, which includes early drafts and deleted chapters, allows the reader to understand how Ernest Hemingway conceived his remarkable first novel. First novels are different from those written later in one’s career. There is a heightened sense of expectation, an aura of unrealized promise, and a pressure on the writer to get right something he has not done before. Hemingway was twenty-six years old when he began to write The Sun Also Rises (see image on back cover), and he was not entirely sure how to go about writing his novel. He had been writing fine short stories and journalism for years, but had not completed a novel. During the spring and summer of 1921, while living in Chicago, he had started to write a novel based on his own experiences, one that would include “real people talking and saying what they think.”4 He brought it with him to Paris and in the spring of 1922 showed it to Gertrude Stein, together with his other work. Stein later recalled that she found it wanting and contained too much description, and she recommended that he start over.5 This novel was lost on December 2, 1922, at the Gare de Lyon in Paris, along with most of the other unpublished stories and poems Hemingway had written until that time. With the best intentions, Hadley had gathered the manuscripts—both the originals and the carbon copies—to bring to him in a suitcase that was tragically stolen from her train compartment even before the train left the station for Lausanne.6 While we will never know exactly how that early novel read, it was not a masterpiece, as Stein and Hemingway himself later recognized. Hemingway was still maturing as a writer, and Paris in the 1920s would prove to be an extraordinary training ground for him. The expatriate community in Paris included an amazing assortment of artists: the painters Joan Miró and André Masson, the photographer Man Ray, and writers like Ezra Pound, James Joyce, T. S. Eliot, Ford Madox Ford, and many others whom Ernest Hemingway got to know.7 At the same time, the bohemian lifestyle did not always rest well with Hemingway. Some of the material that he cut from the beginning of The Sun Also Rises disparages Montparnasse and many of the people with whom my grandfather spent time in the local cafés (see Figure 2).

It was Gertrude Stein who encouraged Hemingway to experience the bullfights at Pamplona, which he first visited in 1923 (see Figure 3). The supplementary material in this volume begins with Hemingway’s description of that first visit, which Joyce Carol Oates considers one of the best American essays of the twentieth century.8 When he returned to Pamplona the following year, he ran with the bulls and mock-fought young ones in the ring (see Figure 5). He was even “gored” while attempting to assist his friend Donald Ogden Stewart, a story that made its way into the Chicago Tribune (see Figure 6).9 Of course, he also went to many bullfights (Figures 4 and 7). That same year Hemingway had outstanding trout fishing on the Irati River. His fishing license is one of the few tangible items still preserved from his trip into the high country (see Figures 8 and 9). Little did my grandfather know that the stream would be ruined by loggers the following year and that the fishing would never be the same again. It was primarily the 1924 trip with Hadley and Donald Ogden Stewart that inspired Hemingway to write about fishing the Irati in The Sun Also Rises.

The critical success of In Our Time, his first book of short stories to be published in America, and the need to establish himself as a writer added pressure, which he later described:

I knew I must write a novel. But it seemed an impossible thing to do when I had been trying with great difficulty to write paragraphs that would be the distillation of what made a novel. It was necessary to write longer stories now as you would train for a longer race. When I had written a novel before, the one that had been lost in the bag stolen at the Gare de Lyon, I still had the lyric facility of boyhood that was as perishable and as deceptive as youth was. I knew it was probably a good thing that it was lost, but I knew too that I must write a novel. I would put it off though until I could not help doing it. I was damned if I would write one if it was what I should do if we were going to eat regularly. When I had to write it, then it would be the only thing to do and there would be no choice. Let the pressure build.10

That pressure was already mounting by the middle of June 1925 when my grandfather again started to write a novel, entitled Along with Youth: A Novel.11 Perhaps it was an attempt at recalling his first lost novel. However, after making a brief start and reading F. Scott Fitzgerald’s fine new novel The Great Gatsby, he decided that it was no good.12 It was only after the events of the Festival of San Fermín at Pamplona the next month that my grandfather knew he had a new and exciting subject for a novel. Hemingway said that he finally began The Sun Also Rises in Valencia on his birthday, July 21, 1925, shortly after the Festival of San Fermín had come to a close. He started off writing on loose sheets of paper (see Figure 13). After two days he had already written thirty-one pages and switched to filling notebooks with his narrative (see Figure 14). He wrote furiously, filling up seven notebooks and completing the first draft in two months.13 He wrote in Valencia, Madrid, San Sebastian, and then Hendaye (see Figure 10) on the southwestern coast of France. Finally, on September 21, 1925, in Paris, he completed the last page of the first draft (see Figure 16). He later remembered that he thought he wrote too quickly.14 The manuscript shows that he made many revisions, a task he called the most difficult of his life. He poured himself and his experiences into the novel, and improved the story the best way he knew how—by inventing it.

It is well known that The Sun Also Rises is a roman à clef based on actual events and people from the summer of 1925 when Ernest, Hadley, and several friends, including Duff Twysden, Harold Loeb, and Donald Ogden Stewart, went to Pamplona for the Festival of San Fermín (see Figure 1).15 Remarkably the first draft of the manuscript begins by using real names for the characters: Duff Twysden as Brett, Hemingway as Jake Barnes, and Harold Loeb as Robert Cohn.16 The real-life protagonists were none too happy with their portrayals, and one remarked that the novel should have been entitled “Six Characters in Search of an Author—With a Gun Apiece.”17 By the next summer, his book nearly complete, Hemingway was back in Pamplona with a new cuadrilla (see Figure 12). While much has been made of the real-life basis for the characters and plot, I do not think that the comparison is as important to readers today. Besides, most of the key elements of the book are invented: Harold Loeb was not the middleweight boxing champion of Princeton, Hemingway was not emasculated during World War I, and Duff Twysden did not sleep with a bullfighter that summer of 1925. The drafts included in the supplementary material of this edition show how quickly Hemingway transformed the plot and its characters into fiction.

It is fascinating to see that the novel started out as a story about the corruption of a bullfighter (see Figure 13). It began not in Paris but in Pamplona, at a hotel where two Americans are watching a bullfighter prepare for the afternoon’s corrida. Hemingway revised several times the powerful opening scene of the bullfighter surrounded by his handlers yet utterly alone. In one draft he emphasizes the tremendous sums that the bullfighter would make and how his life would change quickly if he were successful. Finances figure in the corruption of his youth. But as the story came into focus for Hemingway, the bullfighter becomes the character most true to himself and a perfectionist in his art.

Hemingway realized that in order for the reader to understand what happened in Pamplona, it was necessary to know what happened in Paris. He changed the emphasis of the story. He thought first of the bullfighter as the hero, then Harold Loeb, Jake Barnes, and even Brett Ashley, until finally there was no hero at all. For the most part it appears that Hemingway composed the story as he wrote. It is only well into the story, at the end of the third notebook, that he wrote a chapter outline (see Figure 15). By this time he had a clear understanding of the general progression of the book, and, except for a few minor deviations, he then followed the rough outline.

In the early stages of the novel Hemingway wrote to Gertrude Stein:

Never worked so hard. Sometimes till 4 o’clock in the morning from after dinner and sometimes like now—it’s about 4:30 am and I couldn’t sleep so got up and writing now and then start. It certainly is funny how your head, I mean my head, can go most of the time like a frozen cabbage and then it can give you hell when it starts going. Have been so pleased to find it still functions.18

Shortly after completing the first draft of his novel, Hemingway took a trip to Chartres in late September, where he wrote a poignant foreword (see Figure 17 and Appendix II) and reflected on possible titles in an eighth notebook (see Figure 18 and Appendix IV). The foreword, which he never published, shows the profound impact of World War I on the protagonists, as well as on the writer himself:

There is only this then to say that this generation that is lost has nothing to do with any other younger generation about whose outcome much literary speculation occurred in times past. This is not a question of what kind of mothers flappers make or where is bobbed hair leading us. For whatever is going to happen to this generation of which I am a part has already happened.

Gertude Stein’s remark “You are all a lost generation” became a renowned statement characterizing the generation of people who came of age during World War I. The effects of wars on the people who fight in them would be a major theme in Hemingway’s literary work. In a famous passage from A Farewell to Arms, Hemingway wrote:

If people bring so much courage to this world the world has to kill them to break them, so of course it kills them. The world breaks everyone and afterward many are strong at the broken places. But those that will not break it kills. It kills the very good and the very gentle and the very brave impartially. If you are none of these you can be sure it will kill you too but there will be no special hurry.19

Characters from The Sun Also Rises who were in the war—Jake Barnes, Brett Ashley, and Mike Campbell—are broken physically and mentally. Brett loses her first true love to the war, and no number of liaisons fills the void.20 Mike Campbell is an alcoholic and Jake is physically wounded, though the specific nature of his wound is never described in the book. In an interview with George Plimpton, Hemingway said that Jake Barnes was not emasculated; his testicles were intact and not damaged, so he was capable of all normal feelings of a man but incapable of consummating them.21 It was a very particular type of wound of which Hemingway had learned while he was at the Italian front.22

My grandfather’s statement that everything that was going to happen to his generation had already happened would be profoundly sad if it were not proven by his own life to be utterly untrue. Obviously Hemingway did not know at twenty-six years of age the amazing things he would later accomplish and write about. He reflects again on Gertrude Stein’s statement about the Lost Generation in his last book, A Moveable Feast, when he looks back on this time in his life. He criticizes Stein for too easily labeling his generation and changes his opinion from the one he expressed in the unpublished foreword.23

Hemingway wisely cut the foreword, never developing it beyond the first draft. In fact he added the quote from Gertrude Stein as an epigraph in a late draft only in order to contrast it with the quote from Ecclesiastes (see Figure 20). The inclusion of Stein’s quote is important for its underlying conviction that the people who served in World War I were acutely affected by what we now call post-traumatic stress disorder. The post-traumatic stress of war remains a worldwide phenomenon and is a sadly relevant point of reference for readers today.24 The war is hardly mentioned in The Sun Also Rises, though its presence and effects simmer beneath the surface.

From about Christmas 1925 through much of January 1926, Hemingway typed out and revised the manuscript in Schruns, Austria. He tried switching the novel to third-person narration (see Figure 19 and Appendix II) but found that it fell flat, lacking the liveliness of Jake Barnes’s first-person narration.25 He tightened the manuscript by rewriting passages and occasionally adding sections. There was also a great deal of offhand commentary that he cut, examples of which appear in Appendix II. A particularly interesting part that Hemingway revised several times is the waiter’s commentary to Jake about the man who was gored during the running of the bulls. The passage echoes the actual goring and death of a young man at the Festival of San Fermín in 1924, one of the first known deaths resulting from the running of the bulls at Pamplona.26

By January 28, 1926, Hemingway was back in Paris, en route to New York.27 After a six-night journey across the Atlantic on the Mauretania, he arrived in the city on February 9 and met with Horace Liveright the next day to break his contract with Boni & Liveright. Soon afterward he met with Maxwell Perkins and signed a contract with Scribner, his lifelong publisher. Perkins was so keen to take Hemingway on as a writer that he did not even read the manuscript for The Sun Also Rises before drawing up the contract, which included publishing his satirical parody The Torrents of Spring. Hemingway continued to revise the novel when he returned to Paris and Schruns (see Figure 11), finally sending off the completed revisions to Perkins from Paris on April 21, 1926.

As Patrick Hemingway observes in his foreword, Ernest Hemingway was inspired by literature as well as personal experience. There are many, often humorous, literary allusions in the book. Jake remarks on Cohn’s perception of W. H. Hudson’s The Purple Land, with its madcap amorous and macho escapades in the Banda Oriental (and underbelly of gritty reality that was apparently lost on Cohn), as a guidebook to what life holds. It is a very funny insight into the depths of Robert Cohn’s romanticism and foreshadows his outrageous behavior later in the book.

Another literary influence was F. Scott Fitzgerald’s The Great Gatsby, which Hemingway had read not long before he began to write The Sun Also Rises. Hemingway and Fitzgerald first met in a bar in Paris in 1925 and they continued to see each other in Paris and to correspond. Fitzgerald was very taken with Hemingway’s short stories and actively promoted him to his own publisher, Charles Scribner’s Sons. In April 1926 in Paris, Hemingway wrote to Fitzgerald about his new novel, joking about its relation to The Great Gatsby:

I have tried to follow the outline and spirit of The Great Gatsby, but feel I have failed somewhat because of never having been to Long Island. The hero, like Gatsby, is a Lake Superior Salmon Fisherman. (There are no salmon in Lake Superior.) The action all takes place in Newport, R.I. and the heroine is a girl named Sophie Irene Loeb who kills her mother. The scene in which Sophie gives birth to twins in the death house at Sing Sing where she is waiting to be electrocuted for the murder of the father and sister of her, as then, unborn children I got from Dreiser but practically everything else in the book is either my own or yours. I know you will be glad to see it. The Sun Also Rises comes from Sophie’s statement as she is strapped into the chair as the current mounts.28

After all of Fitzgerald’s help securing Hemingway’s new contract with Scribner, Hemingway sent a copy of the galleys to him. Fitzgerald, in turn, wrote Hemingway a long letter with significant criticisms.29 He admonished Hemingway for lazy writing and the inclusion of snide remarks in the opening chapters, warning him that an author cannot play with a reader’s attention. Fitzgerald urged him to critically edit the beginning of the book before it went to press.30 Aside from the opening chapters, however, Fitzgerald was deeply impressed with Hemingway’s book. He particularly loved the part where Frances Clyne eviscerates Robert Cohn—high-society subject matter that was the focus of much of his own writing. It is the kind of smart lecture you might expect Dick Diver to get in Tender Is the Night or one that could have come out of the mouth of Zelda Fitzgerald. Fitzgerald knew this terrain, and he was impressed that Hemingway got it spot-on. While he thought that Hemingway’s treatment of Jake Barnes’s war injury was somehow slightly flawed—more like a man in a moral chastity belt—on the whole he found the book to be superb. Hemingway took the advice of his friend and colleague and cut nearly the entire first two chapters. These chapters are included in their entirety in Appendix III. Publicly, however, Hemingway always downplayed Fitzgerald’s influence and constructive criticism, even claiming falsely in A Moveable Feast that Fitzgerald’s advice came after the book was finished. When The Sun Also Rises was published to much acclaim, Hemingway wrote to Fitzgerald joking that it could be titled A Greater Gatsby.31

Maxwell Perkins, on the other hand, had reservations about deleting the opening chapters and suggested working some of the material into an author’s introduction.32 After cutting the first sections, Hemingway also questioned starting the book with Robert Cohn and wrote a false start about this decision (see Appendix II). It was during the rewrite that Hemingway added the remark “Do not think that I am very much impressed” after Robert Cohn’s boxing title, setting the strong personal tone of the book that is part of its power.33 This addition is a small but characteristic example of the careful revisions made to tighten and improve the first draft.34 Once Hemingway finalized his revisions in the galleys, he had no doubts about cutting the beginning and was certain it was the right decision.35 The original first chapters of The Sun Also Rises contain valuable information about Brett Ashley, Jake Barnes, and Robert Cohn, but I think most readers will agree that leaving them out was the best editorial choice.

The title of the opening chapter—and perhaps the novel, at first—was “Cayetano Ordonez, ‘Niño de la Palma,’ ” the original name of the bullfighter. However, once Hemingway switched to the notebooks, the working title penned on the cover of each was Fiesta: A Novel. In the unpublished foreword he considers The Lost Generation: A Novel, in reference to Gertrude Stein’s comment to the garage owner, but decided against it because he did not want to use a foreign-language word or its translation for the title, stating that perdu loses part of its meaning in translation to “lost.” Hemingway said that he usually chose the title of his books at the end, and that the Bible was an especially good source for titles. This was true of The Sun Also Rises, whose title is taken from the Old Testament; the passage in Ecclesiastes is quoted at the beginning of the novel. It was one of five biblical titles that he considered (see Figure 18 and Appendix IV).36

The Sun Also Rises is a special book in the Hemingway canon, as there is not another novel quite like it in his oeuvre. The story that comes closest is “The Butterfly and the Tank,” which John Steinbeck called “one of the very few finest stories of all time.”37 Despite its hollowed-out and emotionally exhausted characters, the way that The Sun Also Rises is written feels fresh and engaging. It remains a great work of literature that will continue to delight and inspire readers for generations to come. With this new Hemingway Library Edition, the reader is better able to understand how Ernest Hemingway conceived and wrote his first novel, how he turned imperfect reality into a near-perfect work of fiction.

Seán Hemingway


This book is for Hadley and for John Hadley Nicanor


“You are all a lost generation.”

—GERTRUDE STEIN IN CONVERSATION

“One generation passeth away, and another generation cometh; but the earth abideth forever. . . . The sun also ariseth, and the sun goeth down, and hasteth to the place where he arose. . . . The wind goeth toward the south, and turneth about unto the north; it whirleth about continually, and the wind returneth again according to his circuits. . . . All the rivers run into the sea; yet the sea is not full; unto the place from whence the rivers come, thither they return again.”

—ECCLESIASTES
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BOOK ONE
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Robert Cohn was once middleweight boxing champion of Princeton. Do not think that I am very much impressed by that as a boxing title, but it meant a lot to Cohn. He cared nothing for boxing, in fact he disliked it, but he learned it painfully and thoroughly to counteract the feeling of inferiority and shyness he had felt on being treated as a Jew at Princeton. There was a certain inner comfort in knowing he could knock down anybody who was snooty to him, although, being very shy and a thoroughly nice boy, he never fought except in the gym. He was Spider Kelly’s star pupil. Spider Kelly taught all his young gentlemen to box like featherweights, no matter whether they weighed one hundred and five or two hundred and five pounds. But it seemed to fit Cohn. He was really very fast. He was so good that Spider promptly overmatched him and got his nose permanently flattened. This increased Cohn’s distaste for boxing, but it gave him a certain satisfaction of some strange sort, and it certainly improved his nose. In his last year at Princeton he read too much and took to wearing spectacles. I never met any one of his class who remembered him. They did not even remember that he was middleweight boxing champion.

I mistrust all frank and simple people, especially when their stories hold together, and I always had a suspicion that perhaps Robert Cohn had never been middleweight boxing champion, and that perhaps a horse had stepped on his face, or that maybe his mother had been frightened or seen something, or that he had, maybe, bumped into something as a young child, but I finally had somebody verify the story from Spider Kelly. Spider Kelly not only remembered Cohn. He had often wondered what had become of him.

Robert Cohn was a member, through his father, of one of the richest Jewish families in New York, and through his mother of one of the oldest. At the military school where he prepped for Princeton, and played a very good end on the football team, no one had made him race-conscious. No one had ever made him feel he was a Jew, and hence any different from anybody else, until he went to Princeton. He was a nice boy, a friendly boy, and very shy, and it made him bitter. He took it out in boxing, and he came out of Princeton with painful self-consciousness and the flattened nose, and was married by the first girl who was nice to him. He was married five years, had three children, lost most of the fifty thousand dollars his father left him, the balance of the estate having gone to his mother, hardened into a rather unattractive mould under domestic unhappiness with a rich wife; and just when he had made up his mind to leave his wife she left him and went off with a miniature-painter. As he had been thinking for months about leaving his wife and had not done it because it would be too cruel to deprive her of himself, her departure was a very healthful shock.

The divorce was arranged and Robert Cohn went out to the Coast. In California he fell among literary people and, as he still had a little of the fifty thousand left, in a short time he was backing a review of the Arts. The review commenced publication in Carmel, California, and finished in Provincetown, Massachusetts. By that time Cohn, who had been regarded purely as an angel, and whose name had appeared on the editorial page merely as a member of the advisory board, had become the sole editor. It was his money and he discovered he liked the authority of editing. He was sorry when the magazine became too expensive and he had to give it up.

By that time, though, he had other things to worry about. He had been taken in hand by a lady who hoped to rise with the magazine. She was very forceful, and Cohn never had a chance of not being taken in hand. Also he was sure that he loved her. When this lady saw that the magazine was not going to rise, she became a little disgusted with Cohn and decided that she might as well get what there was to get while there was still something available, so she urged that they go to Europe, where Cohn could write. They came to Europe, where the lady had been educated, and stayed three years. During these three years, the first spent in travel, the last two in Paris, Robert Cohn had two friends, Braddocks and myself. Braddocks was his literary friend. I was his tennis friend.

The lady who had him, her name was Frances, found toward the end of the second year that her looks were going, and her attitude toward Robert changed from one of careless possession and exploitation to the absolute determination that he should marry her. During this time Robert’s mother had settled an allowance on him, about three hundred dollars a month. During two years and a half I do not believe that Robert Cohn looked at another woman. He was fairly happy, except that, like many people living in Europe, he would rather have been in America, and he had discovered writing. He wrote a novel, and it was not really such a bad novel as the critics later called it, although it was a very poor novel. He read many books, played bridge, played tennis, and boxed at a local gymnasium.

I first became aware of his lady’s attitude toward him one night after the three of us had dined together. We had dined at l’Avenue’s and afterward went to the Café de Versailles for coffee. We had several fines after the coffee, and I said I must be going. Cohn had been talking about the two of us going off somewhere on a weekend trip. He wanted to get out of town and get in a good walk. I suggested we fly to Strasbourg and walk up to Saint Odile, or somewhere or other in Alsace. “I know a girl in Strasbourg who can show us the town,” I said.

Somebody kicked me under the table. I thought it was accidental and went on: “She’s been there two years and knows everything there is to know about the town. She’s a swell girl.”

I was kicked again under the table and, looking, saw Frances, Robert’s lady, her chin lifting and her face hardening.

“Hell,” I said, “why go to Strasbourg? We could go up to Bruges, or to the Ardennes.”

Cohn looked relieved. I was not kicked again. I said good-night and went out. Cohn said he wanted to buy a paper and would walk to the corner with me. “For God’s sake,” he said, “why did you say that about that girl in Strasbourg for? Didn’t you see Frances?”

“No, why should I? If I know an American girl that lives in Strasbourg what the hell is it to Frances?”

“It doesn’t make any difference. Any girl. I couldn’t go, that would be all.”

“Don’t be silly.”

“You don’t know Frances. Any girl at all. Didn’t you see the way she looked?”

“Oh, well,” I said, “let’s go to Senlis.”

“Don’t get sore.”

“I’m not sore. Senlis is a good place and we can stay at the Grand Cerf and take a hike in the woods and come home.”

“Good, that will be fine.”

“Well, I’ll see you to-morrow at the courts,” I said.

“Good-night, Jake,” he said, and started back to the café.

“You forgot to get your paper,” I said.

“That’s so.” He walked with me up to the kiosque at the corner. “You are not sore, are you, Jake?” He turned with the paper in his hand.

“No, why should I be?”

“See you at tennis,” he said. I watched him walk back to the café holding his paper. I rather liked him and evidently she led him quite a life.
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That winter Robert Cohn went over to America with his novel, and it was accepted by a fairly good publisher. His going made an awful row I heard, and I think that was where Frances lost him, because several women were nice to him in New York, and when he came back he was quite changed. He was more enthusiastic about America than ever, and he was not so simple, and he was not so nice. The publishers had praised his novel pretty highly and it rather went to his head. Then several women had put themselves out to be nice to him, and his horizons had all shifted. For four years his horizon had been absolutely limited to his wife. For three years, or almost three years, he had never seen beyond Frances. I am sure he had never been in love in his life.

He had married on the rebound from the rotten time he had in college, and Frances took him on the rebound from his discovery that he had not been everything to his first wife. He was not in love yet but he realized that he was an attractive quantity to women, and that the fact of a woman caring for him and wanting to live with him was not simply a divine miracle. This changed him so that he was not so pleasant to have around. Also, playing for higher stakes than he could afford in some rather steep bridge games with his New York connections, he had held cards and won several hundred dollars. It made him rather vain of his bridge game, and he talked several times of how a man could always make a living at bridge if he were ever forced to.

Then there was another thing. He had been reading W. H. Hudson. That sounds like an innocent occupation, but Cohn had read and reread “The Purple Land.” “The Purple Land” is a very sinister book if read too late in life. It recounts splendid imaginary amorous adventures of a perfect English gentleman in an intensely romantic land, the scenery of which is very well described. For a man to take it at thirty-four as a guide-book to what life holds is about as safe as it would be for a man of the same age to enter Wall Street direct from a French convent, equipped with a complete set of the more practical Alger books. Cohn, I believe, took every word of “The Purple Land” as literally as though it had been an R. G. Dun report. You understand me, he made some reservations, but on the whole the book to him was sound. It was all that was needed to set him off. I did not realize the extent to which it had set him off until one day he came into my office.

“Hello, Robert,” I said. “Did you come in to cheer me up?”

“Would you like to go to South America, Jake?” he asked.

“No.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t know. I never wanted to go. Too expensive. You can see all the South Americans you want in Paris anyway.”

“They’re not the real South Americans.”

“They look awfully real to me.”

I had a boat train to catch with a week’s mail stories, and only half of them written.

“Do you know any dirt?” I asked.

“No.”

“None of your exalted connections getting divorces?”

“No; listen, Jake. If I handled both our expenses, would you go to South America with me?”

“Why me?”

“You can talk Spanish. And it would be more fun with two of us.”

“No,” I said, “I like this town and I go to Spain in the summertime.”

“All my life I’ve wanted to go on a trip like that,” Cohn said. He sat down. “I’ll be too old before I can ever do it.”

“Don’t be a fool,” I said. “You can go anywhere you want. You’ve got plenty of money.”

“I know. But I can’t get started.”

“Cheer up,” I said. “All countries look just like the moving pictures.”

But I felt sorry for him. He had it badly.

“I can’t stand it to think my life is going so fast and I’m not really living it.”

“Nobody ever lives their life all the way up except bull-fighters.”

“I’m not interested in bull-fighters. That’s an abnormal life. I want to go back in the country in South America. We could have a great trip.”

“Did you ever think about going to British East Africa to shoot?”

“No, I wouldn’t like that.”

“I’d go there with you.”

“No; that doesn’t interest me.”

“That’s because you never read a book about it. Go on and read a book all full of love affairs with the beautiful shiny black princesses.”

“I want to go to South America.”

He had a hard, Jewish, stubborn streak.

“Come on down-stairs and have a drink.”

“Aren’t you working?”

“No,” I said. We went down the stairs to the café on the ground floor. I had discovered that was the best way to get rid of friends. Once you had a drink all you had to say was: “Well, I’ve got to get back and get off some cables,” and it was done. It is very important to discover graceful exits like that in the newspaper business, where it is such an important part of the ethics that you should never seem to be working. Anyway, we went down-stairs to the bar and had a whiskey and soda. Cohn looked at the bottles in bins around the wall. “This is a good place,” he said.

“There’s a lot of liquor,” I agreed.

“Listen, Jake,” he leaned forward on the bar. “Don’t you ever get the feeling that all your life is going by and you’re not taking advantage of it? Do you realize you’ve lived nearly half the time you have to live already?”

“Yes, every once in a while.”

“Do you know that in about thirty-five years more we’ll be dead?”

“What the hell, Robert,” I said. “What the hell.”

“I’m serious.”

“It’s one thing I don’t worry about,” I said.

“You ought to.”

“I’ve had plenty to worry about one time or other. I’m through worrying.”

“Well, I want to go to South America.”

“Listen, Robert, going to another country doesn’t make any difference. I’ve tried all that. You can’t get away from yourself by moving from one place to another. There’s nothing to that.”

“But you’ve never been to South America.”

“South America hell! If you went there the way you feel now it would be exactly the same. This is a good town. Why don’t you start living your life in Paris?”

“I’m sick of Paris, and I’m sick of the Quarter.”

“Stay away from the Quarter. Cruise around by yourself and see what happens to you.”

“Nothing happens to me. I walked alone all one night and nothing happened except a bicycle cop stopped me and asked to see my papers.”

“Wasn’t the town nice at night?”

“I don’t care for Paris.”

So there you were. I was sorry for him, but it was not a thing you could do anything about, because right away you ran up against the two stubbornnesses: South America could fix it and he did not like Paris. He got the first idea out of a book, and I suppose the second came out of a book too.

“Well,” I said, “I’ve got to go up-stairs and get off some cables.”

“Do you really have to go?”

“Yes, I’ve got to get these cables off.”

“Do you mind if I come up and sit around the office?”

“No, come on up.”

He sat in the outer room and read the papers, and the Editor and Publisher and I worked hard for two hours. Then I sorted out the carbons, stamped on a by-line, put the stuff in a couple of big manila envelopes and rang for a boy to take them to the Gare St. Lazare. I went out into the other room and there was Robert Cohn asleep in the big chair. He was asleep with his head on his arms. I did not like to wake him up, but I wanted to lock the office and shove off. I put my hand on his shoulder. He shook his head. “I can’t do it,” he said, and put his head deeper into his arms. “I can’t do it. Nothing will make me do it.”

“Robert,” I said, and shook him by the shoulder. He looked up. He smiled and blinked.

“Did I talk out loud just then?”

“Something. But it wasn’t clear.”

“God, what a rotten dream!”

“Did the typewriter put you to sleep?”

“Guess so. I didn’t sleep all last night.”

“What was the matter?”

“Talking,” he said.

I could picture it. I have a rotten habit of picturing the bedroom scenes of my friends. We went out to the Café Napolitain to have an apéritif and watch the evening crowd on the Boulevard.
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It was a warm spring night and I sat at a table on the terrace of the Napolitain after Robert had gone, watching it get dark and the electric signs come on, and the red and green stop-and-go traffic-signal, and the crowd going by, and the horse-cabs clippety-clopping along at the edge of the solid taxi traffic, and the poules going by, singly and in pairs, looking for the evening meal. I watched a good-looking girl walk past the table and watched her go up the street and lost sight of her, and watched another, and then saw the first one coming back again. She went by once more and I caught her eye, and she came over and sat down at the table. The waiter came up.

“Well, what will you drink?” I asked.

“Pernod.”

“That’s not good for little girls.”

“Little girl yourself. Dites garçon, un pernod.”

“A pernod for me, too.”

“What’s the matter?” she asked. “Going on a party?”

“Sure. Aren’t you?”

“I don’t know. You never know in this town.”

“Don’t you like Paris?”

“No.”

“Why don’t you go somewhere else?”

“Isn’t anywhere else.”

“You’re happy, all right.”

“Happy, hell!”

Pernod is greenish imitation absinthe. When you add water it turns milky. It tastes like licorice and it has a good uplift, but it drops you just as far. We sat and drank it, and the girl looked sullen.

“Well,” I said, “are you going to buy me a dinner?”

She grinned and I saw why she made a point of not laughing. With her mouth closed she was a rather pretty girl. I paid for the saucers and we walked out to the street. I hailed a horse-cab and the driver pulled up at the curb. Settled back in the slow, smoothly rolling fiacre we moved up the Avenue de l’Opéra, passed the locked doors of the shops, their windows lighted, the Avenue broad and shiny and almost deserted. The cab passed the New York Herald bureau with the window full of clocks.

“What are all the clocks for?” she asked.

“They show the hour all over America.”

“Don’t kid me.”

We turned off the Avenue up the Rue des Pyramides, through the traffic of the Rue de Rivoli, and through a dark gate into the Tuileries. She cuddled against me and I put my arm around her. She looked up to be kissed. She touched me with one hand and I put her hand away.

“Never mind.”

“What’s the matter? You sick?”

“Yes.”

“Everybody’s sick. I’m sick, too.”

We came out of the Tuileries into the light and crossed the Seine and then turned up the Rue des Saints Pères.

“You oughtn’t to drink pernod if you’re sick.”

“You neither.”

“It doesn’t make any difference with me. It doesn’t make any difference with a woman.”

“What are you called?”

“Georgette. How are you called?”

“Jacob.”

“That’s a Flemish name.”

“American too.”

“You’re not Flamand?”

“No, American.”

“Good, I detest Flamands.”

By this time we were at the restaurant. I called to the cocher to stop. We got out and Georgette did not like the looks of the place. “This is no great thing of a restaurant.”

“No,” I said. “Maybe you would rather go to Foyot’s. Why don’t you keep the cab and go on?”

I had picked her up because of a vague sentimental idea that it would be nice to eat with some one. It was a long time since I had dined with a poule, and I had forgotten how dull it could be. We went into the restaurant, passed Madame Lavigne at the desk and into a little room. Georgette cheered up a little under the food.

“It isn’t bad here,” she said. “It isn’t chic, but the food is all right.”

“Better than you eat in Liège.”

“Brussels, you mean.”

We had another bottle of wine and Georgette made a joke. She smiled and showed all her bad teeth, and we touched glasses.

“You’re not a bad type,” she said. “It’s a shame you’re sick. We get on well. What’s the matter with you, anyway?”

“I got hurt in the war,” I said.

“Oh, that dirty war.”

We would probably have gone on and discussed the war and agreed that it was in reality a calamity for civilization, and perhaps would have been better avoided. I was bored enough. Just then from the other room some one called: “Barnes! I say, Barnes! Jacob Barnes!”

“It’s a friend calling me,” I explained, and went out.

There was Braddocks at a big table with a party: Cohn, Frances Clyne, Mrs. Braddocks, several people I did not know.

“You’re coming to the dance, aren’t you?” Braddocks asked.

“What dance?”

“Why, the dancings. Don’t you know we’ve revived them?” Mrs. Braddocks put in.

“You must come, Jake. We’re all going,” Frances said from the end of the table. She was tall and had a smile.

“Of course, he’s coming,” Braddocks said. “Come in and have coffee with us, Barnes.”

“Right.”

“And bring your friend,” said Mrs. Braddocks laughing. She was a Canadian and had all their easy social graces.

“Thanks, we’ll be in,” I said. I went back to the small room.

“Who are your friends?” Georgette asked.

“Writers and artists.”

“There are lots of those on this side of the river.”

“Too many.”

“I think so. Still, some of them make money.”

“Oh, yes.”

We finished the meal and the wine. “Come on,” I said. “We’re going to have coffee with the others.”

Georgette opened her bag, made a few passes at her face as she looked in the little mirror, re-defined her lips with the lip-stick, and straightened her hat.

“Good,” she said.

We went into the room full of people and Braddocks and the men at his table stood up.

“I wish to present my fiancée, Mademoiselle Georgette Leblanc,” I said. Georgette smiled that wonderful smile, and we shook hands all round.

“Are you related to Georgette Leblanc, the singer?” Mrs. Braddocks asked.

“Connais pas,” Georgette answered.

“But you have the same name,” Mrs. Braddocks insisted cordially.

“No,” said Georgette. “Not at all. My name is Hobin.”

“But Mr. Barnes introduced you as Mademoiselle Georgette Le-blanc. Surely he did,” insisted Mrs. Braddocks, who in the excitement of talking French was liable to have no idea what she was saying.

“He’s a fool,” Georgette said.

“Oh, it was a joke, then,” Mrs. Braddocks said.

“Yes,” said Georgette. “To laugh at.”

“Did you hear that, Henry?” Mrs. Braddocks called down the table to Braddocks. “Mr. Barnes introduced his fiancée as Mademoiselle Le-blanc, and her name is actually Hobin.”

“Of course, darling. Mademoiselle Hobin, I’ve known her for a very long time.”

“Oh, Mademoiselle Hobin,” Frances Clyne called, speaking French very rapidly and not seeming so proud and astonished as Mrs. Braddocks at its coming out really French. “Have you been in Paris long? Do you like it here? You love Paris, do you not?”

“Who’s she?” Georgette turned to me. “Do I have to talk to her?”

She turned to Frances, sitting smiling, her hands folded, her head poised on her long neck, her lips pursed ready to start talking again.

“No, I don’t like Paris. It’s expensive and dirty.”

“Really? I find it so extraordinarily clean. One of the cleanest cities in all Europe.”

“I find it dirty.”

“How strange! But perhaps you have not been here very long.”

“I’ve been here long enough.”

“But it does have nice people in it. One must grant that.”

Georgette turned to me. “You have nice friends.”

Frances was a little drunk and would have liked to have kept it up but the coffee came, and Lavigne with the liqueurs, and after that we all went out and started for Braddocks’s dancing-club.

The dancing-club was a bal musette in the Rue de la Montagne Sainte Geneviève. Five nights a week the working people of the Pantheon quarter danced there. One night a week it was the dancing-club. On Monday nights it was closed. When we arrived it was quite empty, except for a policeman sitting near the door, the wife of the proprietor back of the zinc bar, and the proprietor himself. The daughter of the house came down-stairs as we went in. There were long benches, and tables ran across the room, and at the far end a dancing-floor.

“I wish people would come earlier,” Braddocks said. The daughter came up and wanted to know what we would drink. The proprietor got up on a high stool beside the dancing-floor and began to play the accordion. He had a string of bells around one of his ankles and beat time with his foot as he played. Every one danced. It was hot and we came off the floor perspiring.

“My God,” Georgette said. “What a box to sweat in!”

“It’s hot.”

“Hot, my God!”

“Take off your hat.”

“That’s a good idea.”

Some one asked Georgette to dance, and I went over to the bar. It was really very hot and the accordion music was pleasant in the hot night. I drank a beer, standing in the doorway and getting the cool breath of wind from the street. Two taxis were coming down the steep street. They both stopped in front of the Bal. A crowd of young men, some in jerseys and some in their shirt-sleeves, got out. I could see their hands and newly washed, wavy hair in the light from the door. The policeman standing by the door looked at me and smiled. They came in. As they went in, under the light I saw white hands, wavy hair, white faces, grimacing, gesturing, talking. With them was Brett. She looked very lovely and she was very much with them.

One of them saw Georgette and said: “I do declare. There is an actual harlot. I’m going to dance with her, Lett. You watch me.”

The tall dark one, called Lett, said: “Don’t you be rash.”

The wavy blond one answered: “Don’t you worry, dear.” And with them was Brett.

I was very angry. Somehow they always made me angry. I know they are supposed to be amusing, and you should be tolerant, but I wanted to swing on one, any one, anything to shatter that superior, simpering composure. Instead, I walked down the street and had a beer at the bar at the next Bal. The beer was not good and I had a worse cognac to take the taste out of my mouth. When I came back to the Bal there was a crowd on the floor and Georgette was dancing with the tall blond youth, who danced big-hippily, carrying his head on one side, his eyes lifted as he danced. As soon as the music stopped another one of them asked her to dance. She had been taken up by them. I knew then that they would all dance with her. They are like that.

I sat down at a table. Cohn was sitting there. Frances was dancing. Mrs. Braddocks brought up somebody and introduced him as Robert Prentiss. He was from New York by way of Chicago, and was a rising new novelist. He had some sort of an English accent. I asked him to have a drink.

“Thanks so much,” he said, “I’ve just had one.”

“Have another.”

“Thanks, I will then.”

We got the daughter of the house over and each had a fine à l’eau.

“You’re from Kansas City, they tell me,” he said.

“Yes.”

“Do you find Paris amusing?”

“Yes.”

“Really?”

I was a little drunk. Not drunk in any positive sense but just enough to be careless.

“For God’s sake,” I said, “yes. Don’t you?”

“Oh, how charmingly you get angry,” he said. “I wish I had that faculty.”

I got up and walked over toward the dancing-floor. Mrs. Braddocks followed me. “Don’t be cross with Robert,” she said. “He’s still only a child, you know.”

“I wasn’t cross,” I said. “I just thought perhaps I was going to throw up.”

“Your fiancée is having a great success,” Mrs. Braddocks looked out on the floor where Georgette was dancing in the arms of the tall, dark one, called Lett.

“Isn’t she?” I said.

“Rather,” said Mrs. Braddocks.

Cohn came up. “Come on, Jake,” he said, “have a drink.” We walked over to the bar. “What’s the matter with you? You seem all worked up over something?”

“Nothing. This whole show makes me sick is all.”

Brett came up to the bar.

“Hello, you chaps.”

“Hello, Brett,” I said. “Why aren’t you tight?”

“Never going to get tight any more. I say, give a chap a brandy and soda.”

She stood holding the glass and I saw Robert Cohn looking at her. He looked a great deal as his compatriot must have looked when he saw the promised land. Cohn, of course, was much younger. But he had that look of eager, deserving expectation.

Brett was damned good-looking. She wore a slipover jersey sweater and a tweed skirt, and her hair was brushed back like a boy’s. She started all that. She was built with curves like the hull of a racing yacht, and you missed none of it with that wool jersey.

“It’s a fine crowd you’re with, Brett,” I said.

“Aren’t they lovely? And you, my dear. Where did you get it?”

“At the Napolitain.”

“And have you had a lovely evening?”

“Oh, priceless,” I said.

Brett laughed. “It’s wrong of you, Jake. It’s an insult to all of us. Look at Frances there, and Jo.”

This for Cohn’s benefit.

“It’s in restraint of trade,” Brett said. She laughed again.

“You’re wonderfully sober,” I said.

“Yes. Aren’t I? And when one’s with the crowd I’m with, one can drink in such safety, too.”

The music started and Robert Cohn said: “Will you dance this with me, Lady Brett?”

Brett smiled at him. “I’ve promised to dance this with Jacob,” she laughed. “You’ve a hell of a biblical name, Jake.”

“How about the next?” asked Cohn.

“We’re going,” Brett said. “We’ve a date up at Montmartre.”

Dancing, I looked over Brett’s shoulder and saw Cohn, standing at the bar, still watching her.

“You’ve made a new one there,” I said to her.

OEBPS/images/common1.jpg





OEBPS/images/common2.jpg







OEBPS/images/title.jpg
Ernest Hemingway

THE SUN
ALSO RISES

THE HEMINGWAY LIBRARY EDITION

Foreword by PATRICK HEMINGWAY

Edited with an Introduction by SEAN HEMINGWAY

SCRIBNER
New York London Toronto Sydney New Delhi





OEBPS/images/common.jpg






OEBPS/images/9781476739960.jpg
“Some of the finest and most restrained writing that this generation has produced.”

—The New York World

THE SUN
ALSO RISES

THE HEMiINGwAY Li1BRARY EDITION

SUPPLEMENTED WITH EARLY DRAFTS AND DELETED CHAPTERS

FERNEST HEMINGWAY

WITH A PERSONAL FOREWORD BY PaATRICK HEMINGWAY
AND A NEW INTRODUCTION BY SEAN HEMINGWAY







