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The Author’s 1948 Introduction to A Farewell to Arms


THIS BOOK WAS WRITTEN in Paris, France, Key West, Florida, Piggott, Arkansas, Kansas City, Missouri, Sheridan, Wyoming, and the first draft of it was finished near Big Horn in Wyoming. It was begun in the first winter months of 1928 and the first draft was finished in September of that year. It was rewritten in the fall and winter of 1928 in Key West and the final rewriting was finished in Paris in the spring of 1929.


During the time I was writing the first draft my second son Patrick was delivered in Kansas City by Caesarean section and while I was rewriting my father killed himself in Oak Park, Illinois. I was not quite thirty years old when I finished the book and the day it was published was the day the stock market crashed. I always thought my father might have waited for this event, but, perhaps, he was hurried then, too. I do not like to make judgments since I loved my father very much.


I remember all of these things happening and the places we lived in and the fine times and the bad times we had in that year. But much more vividly I remember living in the book and making up what happened in it every day. Making the country and the people and the things that happened I was happier than I had ever been. Each day I read the book through from the beginning to the point where I went on writing and each day I stopped when I was still going good and when I knew what would happen next.


The fact the book was a tragic one did not make me unhappy since I believed that life was a tragedy and knew it could have only one end. But finding you were able to make something up; to create truly enough so that it made you happy to read it; and to do this every day you worked was something that gave a greater pleasure than any I had ever known. Beside it nothing else mattered.


I had published a novel previously. But I knew nothing about writing a novel when I started it and so wrote too fast and each day to the point of complete exhaustion. So the first draft was very bad. I wrote it in six weeks and I had to rewrite it completely. But in rewriting I learned much.


My publisher, Charles Scribner, who knows a great deal about horses, as much as a man probably should be allowed to know about the publishing business, and, surprisingly, something about books, asked me to write how I felt about illustrations and having a book illustrated. That can be answered quite simply: unless the artist is as good or better a painter or draftsman than the writer is a writer, there can be no more disappointing thing than for the writer to see the things and the places and the people that he remembers making drawn and put on paper by someone else who was not there.


If I could write a book that took place in the Bahamas I would like it to be illustrated by Winslow Homer, provided he did no illustrating but simply painted the Bahamas and what he saw there. If I were Guy de Maupassant, a good job to have dead or alive, I would like my work to be illustrated by the drawings and paintings of Toulouse Lautrec, some outdoor scenes of the middle time of Renoir and have them leave my Norman landscapes alone, because no painter ever did them better.


You could go on with other writers and what you would like to have if you were them. But all those writers are dead and all of those painters are dead too, along with Max Perkins and the other people that died last year. That is one good thing about this year; no matter who dies this year it can’t be as bad as last year was or as 1944 or the early winter and spring of 1945. Those were vintage years for losing people.


When this year started in Sun Valley, Idaho, with champagne others paid for and people playing, seriously, some sort of game where they had to crawl under a stretched cord or a wooden stick without touching their over-inflated bellies, their noses, the straps on their Tyrolean jackets or other prominent features, I was sitting in a corner drinking our combined hosts’ champagne with Miss Ingrid Bergman and I said to her, Daughter, this is going to be the worst year that we have ever seen. (Have omitted the qualifying adjectives.)


Miss Bergman asked me why it was going to be such a bad year. She had enjoyed a number of good years herself and was loath to accept my view. I told her I would not explain in detail since I have only a limited command of the English language and my diction is faulty but that I knew it was a bad year from much uncorrelated, as yet, observation, and the sight of the wealthy and the gay crawling on their backs under this stretched cord or wooden stick did nothing to reassure me. We let it go at that.


So this book was first published the day the market broke in 1929. The illustrated edition comes out this fall. Scott FitzGerald is dead, Tom Wolfe is dead, Jim Joyce is dead (he the fine companion unlike the official Joyce of his biographers, who asked me one time, when drunk, if I did not think his work was too suburban), John Bishop is dead, Max Perkins is dead. Plenty of characters that should be dead are dead too; hung upside down outside of filling stations in Milano or hanged, well or badly, in over-bombed German towns. There are all the non-name men dead too; most of whom liked life very much.


The title of the book is A Farewell to Arms and except for three years there has been war of some kind almost ever since it has been written. Some people used to say, why is the man so preoccupied and obsessed with war, and now, since 1933 perhaps it is clear why a writer should be interested in the constant, bullying, murderous, slovenly crime of war. Having been to too many of them, I am sure that I am prejudiced, and I hope that I am very prejudiced. But it is the considered belief of the writer of this book that wars are fought by the finest people that there are, or just say people, although, the closer you are to where they are fighting, the finer people you meet; but they are made, provoked and initiated by straight economic rivalries and by swine that stand to profit from them. I believe that all the people who stand to profit by a war and who help provoke it should be shot on the first day it starts by accredited representatives of the loyal citizens of their country who will fight it.


The author of this book would be very glad to take charge of this shooting, if legally delegated by those who will fight, and see that it would be performed as humanely and correctly as possible (some of the shoot-ees would undoubtedly behave more correctly than others) and see that all the bodies were given decent burial. We might even arrange to have them buried in cellophane or any one of the newer plastic materials. If, at the end of the day, there was any evidence that I had in any way provoked the new war or had not performed my delegated duties correctly, I would be willing, if not pleased, to be shot by the same firing squad and be buried either with or without cellophane or be left naked on a hill.


So here is the book after nearly twenty years and this is the introduction.


Ernest Hemingway


Finca Vigia, San Francisco de Paula, Cuba


June 30, 1948




Foreword


THERE ARE MANY more aspects of this novel than are apparent at first glance. This edition of A Farewell to Arms for the first time makes available to the general reader all the unpublished manuscript material that literary scholars have used in their professional papers to define and explain some of the less obvious aspects.


For me, the most intriguing aspect is Erwin Schrödinger. Walter Moore, his biographer, quotes this passage from AFTA as giving a realistic picture of that section of the front between Austria and Italy where Schrödinger served as an officer in a gun battery during the years 1915–16, until his permanent transfer out of combat to Vienna in the spring of 1917:


 


We crossed the river in August and lived in a house in Gorizia that had a fountain and many thick shady trees in a walled garden and a wistaria vine purple on the side of the house. . . . The river ran behind us and the town had been captured very handsomely but the mountains beyond it could not be taken and I was very glad the Austrians seemed to want to come back to the town sometime, if the war should end, because they did not bombard it to destroy it but only a little in a military way.


 


Hemingway, of course, was making it all up just like Stephen Crane in The Red Badge of Courage. There is a photograph of Lieutenant Schrödinger at the front that looks more like Hemingway himself did in 1918 than Gary Cooper looked in the first motion picture version of Frederic Henry, that is to say, very young, although Schrödinger was, in fact, twelve years older than Hemingway! Both Hemingway and Schrödinger died in 1961. Both received the Nobel Prize, Hemingway in literature and Schrödinger in physics.


Bear all this in mind as well, as you at least try to follow all the ins and outs of beginnings, alternative endings, and the Dasein thoughts of Heidegger.


On a more personal note, it is true that the events of my mother’s first pregnancy and my birth did contribute considerably to the raw material that Hemingway used to fashion his novel. I was not stillborn nor did my mother die in childbirth, although because of difficulties I was delivered by Caesarean section. Once, sometime after my parents had divorced but had been drawn temporarily closer together again by my teenage illness, my father forgot my birthday and my mother wrote him reminding him of the fact. He wrote back that he always remembered the event as more to do with her than me.


Patrick Hemingway




Introduction


A Farewell to Arms is one of the great books of the twentieth century. Ernest Hemingway’s ability to write short stories in a fresh, new, direct prose style gained the attention of the literary world in the 1920s. His first novel, The Sun Also Rises, about the generation of disillusioned expatriates living in Paris after World War I, was an immediate success, but it was with the publication of A Farewell to Arms in 1929 that he cemented his reputation as one of the great writers of his time. For many readers it is his finest novel.


A Farewell to Arms offers readers today an extraordinary glimpse of World War I—the experience of war and of love during war in the first quarter of the twentieth century. Hemingway’s writing is clear and accessible, but generations of scholars attest to the novel’s many complexities. I remember first reading A Farewell to Arms when I was in college. My experience then was quite different from reading it today, twenty-five years later, though no less enjoyable. Hemingway’s novel repays close reading. The enormity of its significance slowly reveals itself when read again and again.


While preparing this new edition with Patrick Hemingway in Montana last November, he remarked to me how carefully the novel was constructed and on the patterns that occur within it. As we were talking we looked out the window of his home on the Missouri River, and Patrick commented that his father’s writing could be compared with nature—a starkly beautiful and complex world that is richly patterned. At that moment two young whitetail bucks ambled up to a willow tree not more than fifteen feet away—a bucolic scene. Patrick moved closer to the window and suggested we watch to see what the two bucks did next. He explained that the annual whitetail rut was just beginning—a time when young males like the two before us typically sparred, instinctual behavior that was a kind of training for when they would compete for a mate. No sooner had he finished his explanation when the two deer squared off and began locking their antlers in playful combat. A few minutes later three young does arrived to watch. Patrick later told me he had never observed this ritual before “in the flesh.”


In A Farewell to Arms, like in the world of nature, much of significance lies beneath the surface, and yet it is all there if you know what to look for. My grandfather said that he always tried to write on the principle of the iceberg. For the part that shows there are seven-eighths more underwater.1 A particularly important example of Hemingway’s iceberg principle in A Farewell to Arms, one which civilian readers may not immediately recognize, concerns the pistol that Lieutenant Frederic Henry carries. The primary function of an officer’s pistol is to ensure that the enlisted soldiers under his command perform their duties as instructed. General George S. Patton Jr., commander of a vast army during the Allied invasion of Europe in World War II, always carried two pistols—a Smith & Wesson .357 and a Colt .45 model 1873 with matching ivory handles. When Lieutenant Henry is wounded and loses his pistol, he goes out of his way to purchase another before returning to the front. In the course of the Italian retreat from Caporetto, he uses this pistol to stop two men from abandoning their duties. Ironically, Frederic Henry is later nearly shot for being taken as a deserter, which he then becomes in order to save his life. There are many resonances to Hemingway’s novel, some of which read like ancient Greek tragedy. In Euripides’s Medea, the heroine defiantly cries that she would rather go to war three times than go through the pain of childbirth once. In A Farewell to Arms Hemingway juxtaposes the experiences of war and childbirth with tragic consequences.


There have been many introductions to A Farewell to Arms.2 The most important one was written by Hemingway in 1948 to accompany an illustrated edition published that year by Scribner’s. The author’s 1948 introduction is published in its entirety in the present edition. The first introduction, however, was written by Ford Maddox Ford, Hemingway’s former employer at the Transatlantic Review, in 1932 for the Modern Library Edition. Despite Hemingway’s nearly pathological dislike for Ford made explicit in A Moveable Feast, Ford heaps praise on the novel, describing his excitement as he began reading the first sentence. What amazed Ford was the power of the writing:


 


Hemingway’s words strike you, each one, as if they were pebbles fetched fresh from a brook. They live and shine, each in its place. So one of his pages has the effect of a brook-bottom into which you look down through the flowing water. The words form a tessellation, each in order beside the other. It is a very great quality.


 


As Ford observed, the novel is a masterpiece of literary craftsmanship. It achieves what only great art can do—it brings the reader into the experience. Ernest Hemingway aimed to write so well that the story almost becomes a remembered experience for the reader. A study of the manuscripts makes it clear that the author worked incredibly hard at his craft. This new Hemingway Library Edition enables the reader to dig deeper into the author’s creative process, to understand how Hemingway achieved his art with the inclusion of early drafts and the lists of titles that Hemingway considered for his novel.


In his 1948 introduction, Hemingway explains how he wrote the book in many different places over the course of two years and that he paced himself differently from when he was writing The Sun Also Rises. Each day he reread the book from the beginning to the point where he went on writing, and each day he stopped when he still knew what would happen next. He also typically rewrote as he went along. The more than six-hundred-and-fifty-page original handwritten manuscript is remarkably clean, without many revisions. Certain key passages, however, such as the opening lines of the novel (Figure 1) or when Frederic Henry is wounded (Figures 2–3), were revised extensively. Other passages, the most significant of which are included in the first appendix of this edition, were judiciously cut by Hemingway. His revisions were mostly a reductive process. As he once wryly observed, half of what he wrote was what he left out.


Many readers, even people who had been at the retreat from Caporetto, assumed that Hemingway based his account on his own experience there since his description is so realistic. In fact, Hemingway did not come to Italy until long after the retreat in June 1918. Furthermore, he had never visited that particular part of Italy. He later wrote:


 


In Italy when I was at the war there, for one thing that I had seen or that had happened to me, I knew many hundreds of things that had happened to other people who had been in the war in all of its phases. My own small experiences gave me a touchstone by which I could tell whether stories were true or false and being wounded was a password.3


 


It is certainly true that some of the experiences related in the novel were drawn in part from Hemingway’s own experiences. Hemingway was wounded while he was an ambulance driver at the Italian front in 1918. He met and fell in love with an American nurse named Agnes von Kurowsky at the hospital in Milan.4 The earliest extant draft of the book, included here in the first appendix, begins with a version of chapters 13 and 14 suggesting that Hemingway originally may have thought to begin the novel with the scene when he arrives at the hospital in Milan.5 In the early draft, the protagonist’s name is Emmett Hancock (E.H.) and Catherine Barkley is not yet present. Originally, he began with a scene that draws heavily from his own experience. When I was growing up, my parents always told me that my grandfather said write about what you know.


During the time Hemingway was writing the book, his second wife, Pauline, my grandmother, had a difficult pregnancy and delivery. In fact, my uncle Patrick’s birth inspired the writing of the final chapter, although of course, the outcome of his birth was different from that of the baby in the novel. The author’s own experiences were only partial inspiration for the novel. Hemingway once wrote:


 


A writer’s job is to tell the truth. His standard of fidelity to the truth should be so high that his invention, out of his experience, should produce a truer account than anything factual can be. For facts can be observed badly; but when a good writer is creating something, he has time and scope to make an absolute truth.6


 


Michael Reynolds has shown that Hemingway did extensive research to make his accounts of the war in A Farewell to Arms historically accurate by including a range of precise topographical and meteorological descriptions.7 He also looked to literature for inspiration. To point out just one example, the passage where Frederic Henry jumps into the river was inspired in part by a similar scene in Ambrose Bierce’s “An Occurrence at Owl Creek Bridge,” as Linda Wagner-Martin has astutely observed.8 Hemingway was happier than he had ever been when he was writing A Farewell to Arms. In his own words, he was “living in the book and making up what happened in it every day. Making the country and the people and the things that happened.” Having just completed my own first novel, I understand something of that elation. There is no more satisfying feeling in the world than being able to create a story, living in it as you write it, and rereading it to see that you got it right.9


Nowhere, however, is Hemingway’s creative process more evident than in the ending of A Farewell to Arms. In an interview for the Paris Review in 1958 Hemingway told George Plimpton that he rewrote the ending thirty-nine times to get the words right.10 The numerous manuscript drafts preserved at the John F. Kennedy Library in Boston more or less support Hemingway’s statement. When the Hemingway Room opened in 1979, it made available to the public nearly all of my grandfather’s extant manuscripts as part of the National Archives. Since then, a favorite exercise of high school groups visiting the collection has been to see the many draft endings that Hemingway wrote for A Farewell to Arms. With the present volume, readers can have a similarly exhilarating experience since all of the alternative endings are published here for the first time.


Depending on your definition of ending, since some of the drafts are just fragments, there are as many as forty-seven different attempts at the ending. The original manuscript draft endings were not preserved in any meaningful order, but here they are organized by theme and in a general progression toward the final ending arrived at by the author.11 Hemingway considered many different possible endings, which have been grouped under nine headings in the second appendix.12 There is an existential ending titled here “The Nada Ending,” after the Spanish word for nothing (Figure 5). It can be summed up in the statement: “That is all there is to the story. Catherine died and you will die and I will die and that is all I can promise you.” There are also a few halfhearted fragments that look to God and religion for a meaningful ending and these are grouped under the heading “The Religious Ending.” Hemingway also considered an ending in which the baby lives (Figure 6), but eventually abandoned this idea. He felt that such an ending really ought to be the beginning of a story, since “birth,” in his words, “is the only beginning.”


In “The Funeral Ending,” by contrast, Hemingway writes about the dreary realities of dealing with a person’s physical remains after death, but in writing this he sees that it is not what matters. “The Morning-After Ending” focuses on Frederic Henry’s waking the next morning still in a state of shock, and then realizing that Catherine and the baby are dead. The drafts included in the appendix are fascinating documents that show how Hemingway developed this scene through a process of continuous revision. This poignant passage and the dismissal of the funeral ending are incorporated into “The Original Basis for the Scribner’s Magazine Ending,” whose final version was the first published ending that Hemingway wrote for the book (Figure 7). The decision to serialize the novel had been made long before Hemingway finished writing it. As he continued to work at achieving the right ending, he thought that having a different version in the magazine would increase interest in the book.13


Hemingway sent a copy of the manuscript with the Scribner’s Magazine ending to F. Scott Fitzgerald for his comments. He had looked to Fitzgerald for advice when he was writing The Sun Also Rises, but with A Farewell to Arms he did not want to consult his friend and early mentor until the book was nearly complete. Fitzgerald replied with numerous pages of handwritten comments, now preserved in the Hemingway Collection at the John F. Kennedy Library.14 He praised the novel but, at the same time, offered serious criticism, even fearing that their friendship might not survive his comments. Fitzgerald suggested many cuts. In particular, he believed Catherine to be too glib in comparison to Frederic. Most notably, he suggested a gentle ending for the book using the passage (Figure 4), “the world breaks everyone . . . ,” which he considered to be one of the finest ever written in the English language. Hemingway clearly took Fitzgerald’s suggestions seriously and attempted an ending based on this passage, which is here called “The Fitzgerald Ending.” However, he decided against it, trusting his own instincts instead. At the end of Fitzgerald’s notes, where he comments what a fine book he thinks it is, Hemingway scribbled: “Kiss my ass. EH.”


Numerous drafts of “The Ending” document how hard Hemingway worked at getting the words just right (Figure 8). Taken together with the many other versions, the last page of A Farewell to Arms is perhaps the finest example of his iceberg principle. He reduces the story to its essence but maintains all of the emotional effect that is spelled out in the many different previous versions. The reader feels Frederic Henry’s pain and utter sense of loss.


For Ernest Hemingway, giving a title to a book always came at the end after the writing was finished. He typically wrote out lists of possibilities, and he liked to say that the Bible was a great source for titles. The some forty titles that he considered for A Farewell to Arms are preserved in the Hemingway Collection and are included in the third appendix to this volume. It has been observed that many of them come from works in The Oxford Book of English Verse.15 The title that he settled on was taken from a sixteenth-century poem by George Peele of the same title about a knight’s transition from a warrior to a husband in peacetime.16 For young readers, a story about World War I might seem as antiquated as a story about a knight in the sixteenth century, but part of the wonder of reading A Farewell to Arms is being transported back to that time and place, and sharing in the experience of true love that knew both joy and utter despair.


Seán Hemingway




A FAREWELL TO ARMS
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BOOK ONE
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1


IN THE LATE SUMMER of that year we lived in a house in a village that looked across the river and the plain to the mountains. In the bed of the river there were pebbles and boulders, dry and white in the sun, and the water was clear and swiftly moving and blue in the channels. Troops went by the house and down the road and the dust they raised powdered the leaves of the trees. The trunks of the trees too were dusty and the leaves fell early that year and we saw the troops marching along the road and the dust rising and leaves, stirred by the breeze, falling and the soldiers marching and afterward the road bare and white except for the leaves.


The plain was rich with crops; there were many orchards of fruit trees and beyond the plain the mountains were brown and bare. There was fighting in the mountains and at night we could see the flashes from the artillery. In the dark it was like summer lightning, but the nights were cool and there was not the feeling of a storm coming.


Sometimes in the dark we heard the troops marching under the window and guns going past pulled by motor-tractors. There was much traffic at night and many mules on the roads with boxes of ammunition on each side of their pack-saddles and gray motor trucks that carried men, and other trucks with loads covered with canvas that moved slower in the traffic. There were big guns too that passed in the day drawn by tractors, the long barrels of the guns covered with green branches and green leafy branches and vines laid over the tractors. To the north we could look across a valley and see a forest of chestnut trees and behind it another mountain on this side of the river. There was fighting for that mountain too, but it was not successful, and in the fall when the rains came the leaves all fell from the chestnut trees and the branches were bare and the trunks black with rain. The vineyards were thin and bare-branched too and all the country wet and brown and dead with the autumn. There were mists over the river and clouds on the mountain and the trucks splashed mud on the road and the troops were muddy and wet in their capes; their rifles were wet and under their capes the two leather cartridge-boxes on the front of the belts, gray leather boxes heavy with the packs of clips of thin, long 6.5 mm. cartridges, bulged forward under the capes so that the men, passing on the road, marched as though they were six months gone with child.


There were small gray motor cars that passed going very fast; usually there was an officer on the seat with the driver and more officers in the back seat. They splashed more mud than the camions even and if one of the officers in the back was very small and sitting between two generals, he himself so small that you could not see his face but only the top of his cap and his narrow back, and if the car went especially fast it was probably the King. He lived in Udine and came out in this way nearly every day to see how things were going, and things went very badly.


At the start of the winter came the permanent rain and with the rain came the cholera. But it was checked and in the end only seven thousand died of it in the army.




2


THE NEXT YEAR there were many victories. The mountain that was beyond the valley and the hillside where the chestnut forest grew was captured and there were victories beyond the plain on the plateau to the south and we crossed the river in August and lived in a house in Gorizia that had a fountain and many thick shady trees in a walled garden and a wistaria vine purple on the side of the house. Now the fighting was in the next mountains beyond and was not a mile away. The town was very nice and our house was very fine. The river ran behind us and the town had been captured very handsomely but the mountains beyond it could not be taken and I was very glad the Austrians seemed to want to come back to the town some time, if the war should end, because they did not bombard it to destroy it but only a little in a military way. People lived on in it and there were hospitals and cafés and artillery up side streets and two bawdy houses, one for troops and one for officers, and with the end of the summer, the cool nights, the fighting in the mountains beyond the town, the shell-marked iron of the railway bridge, the smashed tunnel by the river where the fighting had been, the trees around the square and the long avenue of trees that led to the square; these with there being girls in the town, the King passing in his motor car, sometimes now seeing his face and little long necked body and gray beard like a goat’s chin tuft; all these with the sudden interiors of houses that had lost a wall through shelling, with plaster and rubble in their gardens and sometimes in the street, and the whole thing going well on the Carso made the fall very different from the last fall when we had been in the country. The war was changed too.


The forest of oak trees on the mountain beyond the town was gone. The forest had been green in the summer when we had come into the town but now there were the stumps and the broken trunks and the ground torn up, and one day at the end of the fall when I was out where the oak forest had been I saw a cloud coming over the mountain. It came very fast and the sun went a dull yellow and then everything was gray and the sky was covered and the cloud came on down the mountain and suddenly we were in it and it was snow. The snow slanted across the wind, the bare ground was covered, the stumps of trees projected, there was snow on the guns and there were paths in the snow going back to the latrines behind trenches.


Later, below in the town, I watched the snow falling, looking out of the window of the bawdy house, the house for officers, where I sat with a friend and two glasses drinking a bottle of Asti, and, looking out at the snow falling slowly and heavily, we knew it was all over for that year. Up the river the mountains had not been taken; none of the mountains beyond the river had been taken. That was all left for next year. My friend saw the priest from our mess going by in the street, walking carefully in the slush, and pounded on the window to attract his attention. The priest looked up. He saw us and smiled. My friend motioned for him to come in. The priest shook his head and went on. That night in the mess after the spaghetti course, which every one ate very quickly and seriously, lifting the spaghetti on the fork until the loose strands hung clear then lowering it into the mouth, or else using a continuous lift and sucking into the mouth, helping ourselves to wine from the grass-covered gallon flask; it swung in a metal cradle and you pulled the neck of the flask down with the forefinger and the wine, clear red, tannic and lovely, poured out into the glass held with the same hand; after this course, the captain commenced picking on the priest.


The priest was young and blushed easily and wore a uniform like the rest of us but with a cross in dark red velvet above the left breast pocket of his gray tunic. The captain spoke pidgin Italian for my doubtful benefit, in order that I might understand perfectly, that nothing should be lost.


“Priest to-day with girls,” the captain said looking at the priest and at me. The priest smiled and blushed and shook his head. This captain baited him often.


“Not true?” asked the captain. “To-day I see priest with girls.”


“No,” said the priest. The other officers were amused at the baiting.


“Priest not with girls,” went on the captain. “Priest never with girls,” he explained to me. He took my glass and filled it, looking at my eyes all the time, but not losing sight of the priest.


“Priest every night five against one.” Every one at the table laughed. “You understand? Priest every night five against one.” He made a gesture and laughed loudly. The priest accepted it as a joke.


“The Pope wants the Austrians to win the war,” the major said. “He loves Franz Joseph. That’s where the money comes from. I am an atheist.”


“Did you ever read the ‘Black Pig’?” asked the lieutenant. “I will get you a copy. It was that which shook my faith.”


“It is a filthy and vile book,” said the priest. “You do not really like it.”


“It is very valuable,” said the lieutenant. “It tells you about those priests. You will like it,” he said to me. I smiled at the priest and he smiled back across the candle-light. “Don’t you read it,” he said.


“I will get it for you,” said the lieutenant.


“All thinking men are atheists,” the major said. “I do not believe in the Free Masons however.”


“I believe in the Free Masons,” the lieutenant said. “It is a noble organization.” Some one came in and as the door opened I could see the snow falling.


“There will be no more offensive now that the snow has come,” I said.


“Certainly not,” said the major. “You should go on leave. You should go to Rome, Naples, Sicily——”


“He should visit Amalfi,” said the lieutenant. “I will write you cards to my family in Amalfi. They will love you like a son.”


“He should go to Palermo.”


“He ought to go to Capri.”


“I would like you to see Abruzzi and visit my family at Capracotta,” said the priest.


“Listen to him talk about the Abruzzi. There’s more snow there than here. He doesn’t want to see peasants. Let him go to centres of culture and civilization.”


“He should have fine girls. I will give you the addresses of places in Naples. Beautiful young girls—accompanied by their mothers. Ha! Ha! Ha!” The captain spread his hand open, the thumb up and fingers outspread as when you make shadow pictures. There was a shadow from his hand on the wall. He spoke again in pidgin Italian. “You go away like this,” he pointed to the thumb, “and come back like this,” he touched the little finger. Every one laughed.


“Look,” said the captain. He spread the hand again. Again the candle-light made its shadows on the wall. He started with the upright thumb and named in their order the thumb and four fingers, “soto-tenente (the thumb), tenente (first finger), capitano (next finger), maggiore (next to the little finger), and tenente-colonello (the little finger). You go away soto-tenente! You come back sotocolonello!” They all laughed. The captain was having a great success with finger games. He looked at the priest and shouted, “Every night priest five against one!” They all laughed again.


“You must go on leave at once,” the major said.


“I would like to go with you and show you things,” the lieutenant said.


“When you come back bring a phonograph.”


“Bring good opera disks.”


“Bring Caruso.”


“Don’t bring Caruso. He bellows.”


“Don’t you wish you could bellow like him?”


“He bellows. I say he bellows!”


“I would like you to go to Abruzzi,” the priest said. The others were shouting. “There is good hunting. You would like the people and though it is cold it is clear and dry. You could stay with my family. My father is a famous hunter.”


“Come on,” said the captain. “We go whorehouse before it shuts.”


“Good-night,” I said to the priest.


“Good-night,” he said.
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WHEN I CAME BACK to the front we still lived in that town. There were many more guns in the country around and the spring had come. The fields were green and there were small green shoots on the vines, the trees along the road had small leaves and a breeze came from the sea. I saw the town with the hill and the old castle above it in a cup in the hills with the mountains beyond, brown mountains with a little green on their slopes. In the town there were more guns, there were some new hospitals, you met British men and sometimes women, on the street, and a few more houses had been hit by shell fire. It was warm and like the spring and I walked down the alleyway of trees, warmed from the sun on the wall, and found we still lived in the same house and that it all looked the same as when I had left it. The door was open, there was a soldier sitting on a bench outside in the sun, an ambulance was waiting by the side door and inside the door, as I went in, there was the smell of marble floors and hospital. It was all as I had left it except that now it was spring. I looked in the door of the big room and saw the major sitting at his desk, the window open and the sunlight coming into the room. He did not see me and I did not know whether to go in and report or go upstairs first and clean up. I decided to go on upstairs.


The room I shared with the lieutenant Rinaldi looked out on the courtyard. The window was open, my bed was made up with blankets and my things hung on the wall, the gas mask in an oblong tin can, the steel helmet on the same peg. At the foot of the bed was my flat trunk, and my winter boots, the leather shiny with oil, were on the trunk. My Austrian sniper’s rifle with its blued octagon barrel and the lovely dark walnut, cheek-fitted, schutzen stock, hung over the two beds. The telescope that fitted it was, I remembered, locked in the trunk. The lieutenant, Rinaldi, lay asleep on the other bed. He woke when he heard me in the room and sat up.


“Ciaou!” he said. “What kind of time did you have?”


“Magnificent.”


We shook hands and he put his arm around my neck and kissed me.


“Oughf,” I said.


“You’re dirty,” he said. “You ought to wash. Where did you go and what did you do? Tell me everything at once.”


“I went everywhere. Milan, Florence, Rome, Naples, Villa San Giovanni, Messina, Taormina——”


“You talk like a time-table. Did you have any beautiful adventures?”


“Yes.”


“Where?”


“Milano, Firenze, Roma, Napoli——”


“That’s enough. Tell me really what was the best.”


“In Milano.”


“That was because it was first. Where did you meet her? In the Cova? Where did you go? How did you feel? Tell me everything at once. Did you stay all night?”


“Yes.”


“That’s nothing. Here now we have beautiful girls. New girls never been to the front before.”


“Wonderful.”


“You don’t believe me? We will go now this afternoon and see. And in the town we have beautiful English girls. I am now in love with Miss Barkley. I will take you to call. I will probably marry Miss Barkley.”


“I have to get washed and report. Doesn’t anybody work now?”


“Since you are gone we have nothing but frostbites, chilblains, jaundice, gonorrhea, self-inflicted wounds, pneumonia and hard and soft chancres. Every week some one gets wounded by rock fragments. There are a few real wounded. Next week the war starts again. Perhaps it start again. They say so. Do you think I would do right to marry Miss Barkley—after the war of course?”


“Absolutely,” I said and poured the basin full of water.


“To-night you will tell me everything,” said Rinaldi. “Now I must go back to sleep to be fresh and beautiful for Miss Barkley.”


I took off my tunic and shirt and washed in the cold water in the basin. While I rubbed myself with a towel I looked around the room and out the window and at Rinaldi lying with his eyes closed on the bed. He was good-looking, was my age, and he came from Amalfi. He loved being a surgeon and we were great friends. While I was looking at him he opened his eyes.


“Have you any money?”


“Yes.”


“Loan me fifty lire.”


I dried my hands and took out my pocket-book from the inside of my tunic hanging on the wall. Rinaldi took the note, folded it without rising from the bed and slid it in his breeches pocket. He smiled, “I must make on Miss Barkley the impression of a man of sufficient wealth. You are my great and good friend and financial protector.”


“Go to hell,” I said.


That night at the mess I sat next to the priest and he was disappointed and suddenly hurt that I had not gone to the Abruzzi. He had written to his father that I was coming and they had made preparations. I myself felt as badly as he did and could not understand why I had not gone. It was what I had wanted to do and I tried to explain how one thing had led to another and finally he saw it and understood that I had really wanted to go and it was almost all right. I had drunk much wine and afterward coffee and Strega and I explained, winefully, how we did not do the things we wanted to do; we never did such things.


We two were talking while the others argued. I had wanted to go to Abruzzi. I had gone to no place where the roads were frozen and hard as iron, where it was clear cold and dry and the snow was dry and powdery and hare-tracks in the snow and the peasants took off their hats and called you Lord and there was good hunting. I had gone to no such place but to the smoke of cafés and nights when the room whirled and you needed to look at the wall to make it stop, nights in bed, drunk, when you knew that that was all there was, and the strange excitement of waking and not knowing who it was with you, and the world all unreal in the dark and so exciting that you must resume again unknowing and not caring in the night, sure that this was all and all and all and not caring. Suddenly to care very much and to sleep to wake with it sometimes morning and all that had been there gone and everything sharp and hard and clear and sometimes a dispute about the cost. Sometimes still pleasant and fond and warm and breakfast and lunch. Sometimes all niceness gone and glad to get out on the street but always another day starting and then another night. I tried to tell about the night and the difference between the night and the day and how the night was better unless the day was very clean and cold and I could not tell it; as I cannot tell it now. But if you have had it you know. He had not had it but he understood that I had really wanted to go to the Abruzzi but had not gone and we were still friends, with many tastes alike, but with the difference between us. He had always known what I did not know and what, when I learned it, I was always able to forget. But I did not know that then, although I learned it later. In the meantime we were all at the mess, the meal was finished, and the argument went on. We two stopped talking and the captain shouted, “Priest not happy. Priest not happy without girls.”


“I am happy,” said the priest.


“Priest not happy. Priest wants Austrians to win the war,” the captain said. The others listened. The priest shook his head.


“No,” he said.


“Priest wants us never to attack. Don’t you want us never to attack?”


“No. If there is a war I suppose we must attack.”


“Must attack. Shall attack!”


The priest nodded.


“Leave him alone,” the major said. “He’s all right.”


“He can’t do anything about it anyway,” the captain said. We all got up and left the table.




4


THE BATTERY in the next garden woke me in the morning and I saw the sun coming through the window and got out of the bed. I went to the window and looked out. The gravel paths were moist and the grass was wet with dew. The battery fired twice and the air came each time like a blow and shook the window and made the front of my pajamas flap. I could not see the guns but they were evidently firing directly over us. It was a nuisance to have them there but it was a comfort that they were no bigger. As I looked out at the garden I heard a motor truck starting on the road. I dressed, went downstairs, had some coffee in the kitchen and went out to the garage.


Ten cars were lined up side by side under the long shed. They were top-heavy, blunt-nosed ambulances, painted gray and built like moving-vans. The mechanics were working on one out in the yard. Three others were up in the mountains at dressing stations.


“Do they ever shell that battery?” I asked one of the mechanics.


“No, Signor Tenente. It is protected by the little hill.”


“How’s everything?”


“Not so bad. This machine is no good but the others march.” He stopped working and smiled. “Were you on permission?”


“Yes.”


He wiped his hands on his jumper and grinned. “You have a good time?” The others all grinned too.


“Fine,” I said. “What’s the matter with this machine?”


“It’s no good. One thing after another.”


“What’s the matter now?”


“New rings.”


I left them working, the car looking disgraced and empty with the engine open and parts spread on the work bench, and went in under the shed and looked at each of the cars. They were moderately clean, a few freshly washed, the others dusty. I looked at the tires carefully, looking for cuts or stone bruises. Everything seemed in good condition. It evidently made no difference whether I was there to look after things or not. I had imagined that the condition of the cars, whether or not things were obtainable, the smooth functioning of the business of removing wounded and sick from the dressing stations, hauling them back from the mountains to the clearing station and then distributing them to the hospitals named on their papers, depended to a considerable extent on myself. Evidently it did not matter whether I was there or not.


“Has there been any trouble getting parts?” I asked the sergeant mechanic.


“No, Signor Tenente.”


“Where is the gasoline park now?”


“At the same place.”


“Good,” I said and went back to the house and drank another bowl of coffee at the mess table. The coffee was a pale gray and sweet with condensed milk. Outside the window it was a lovely spring morning. There was that beginning of a feeling of dryness in the nose that meant the day would be hot later on. That day I visited the posts in the mountains and was back in town late in the afternoon.


The whole thing seemed to run better while I was away. The offensive was going to start again I heard. The division for which we worked were to attack at a place up the river and the major told me that I would see about the posts for during the attack. The attack would cross the river up above the narrow gorge and spread up the hillside. The posts for the cars would have to be as near the river as they could get and keep covered. They would, of course, be selected by the infantry but we were supposed to work it out. It was one of those things that gave you a false feeling of soldiering.


I was very dusty and dirty and went up to my room to wash. Rinaldi was sitting on the bed with a copy of Hugo’s English grammar. He was dressed, wore his black boots, and his hair shone.


“Splendid,” he said when he saw me. “You will come with me to see Miss Barkley.”


“No.”


“Yes. You will please come and make me a good impression on her.”


“All right. Wait till I get cleaned up.”


“Wash up and come as you are.”


I washed, brushed my hair and we started.


“Wait a minute,” Rinaldi said. “Perhaps we should have a drink.” He opened his trunk and took out a bottle.


“Not Strega,” I said.


“No. Grappa.”


“All right.”


He poured two glasses and we touched them, first fingers extended. The grappa was very strong.


“Another?”


“All right,” I said. We drank the second grappa, Rinaldi put away the bottle and we went down the stairs. It was hot walking through the town but the sun was starting to go down and it was very pleasant. The British hospital was a big villa built by Germans before the war. Miss Barkley was in the garden. Another nurse was with her. We saw their white uniforms through the trees and walked toward them. Rinaldi saluted. I saluted too but more moderately.


“How do you do?” Miss Barkley said. “You’re not an Italian, are you?”


“Oh, no.”


Rinaldi was talking with the other nurse. They were laughing. “What an odd thing—to be in the Italian army.”


“It’s not really the army. It’s only the ambulance.”


“It’s very odd though. Why did you do it?”


“I don’t know,” I said. “There isn’t always an explanation for everything.”


“Oh, isn’t there? I was brought up to think there was.”


“That’s awfully nice.”


“Do we have to go on and talk this way?”


“No,” I said.


“That’s a relief. Isn’t it?”


“What is the stick?” I asked. Miss Barkley was quite tall. She wore what seemed to me to be a nurse’s uniform, was blonde and had a tawny skin and gray eyes. I thought she was very beautiful. She was carrying a thin rattan stick like a toy riding-crop, bound in leather.


“It belonged to a boy who was killed last year.”


“I’m awfully sorry.”


“He was a very nice boy. He was going to marry me and he was killed in the Somme.”


“It was a ghastly show.”


“Were you there?”


“No.”


“I’ve heard about it,” she said. “There’s not really any war of that sort down here. They sent me the little stick. His mother sent it to me. They returned it with his things.”


“Had you been engaged long?”


“Eight years. We grew up together.”


“And why didn’t you marry?”


“I don’t know,” she said. “I was a fool not to. I could have given him that anyway. But I thought it would be bad for him.”


“I see.”


“Have you ever loved any one?”


“No,” I said.


We sat down on a bench and I looked at her.


“You have beautiful hair,” I said.


“Do you like it?”


“Very much.”


“I was going to cut it all off when he died.”


“No.”


“I wanted to do something for him. You see I didn’t care about the other thing and he could have had it all. He could have had anything he wanted if I would have known. I would have married him or anything. I know all about it now. But then he wanted to go to war and I didn’t know.”


I did not say anything.


“I didn’t know about anything then. I thought it would be worse for him. I thought perhaps he couldn’t stand it and then of course he was killed and that was the end of it.”


“I don’t know.”


“Oh, yes,” she said. “That’s the end of it.”


We looked at Rinaldi talking with the other nurse.


“What is her name?”


“Ferguson. Helen Ferguson. Your friend is a doctor, isn’t he?”


“Yes. He’s very good.”


“That’s splendid. You rarely find any one any good this close to the front. This is close to the front, isn’t it?”


“Quite.”


“It’s a silly front,” she said. “But it’s very beautiful. Are they going to have an offensive?”


“Yes.”


“Then we’ll have to work. There’s no work now.”


“Have you done nursing long?”


“Since the end of ’fifteen. I started when he did. I remember having a silly idea he might come to the hospital where I was. With a sabre cut, I suppose, and a bandage around his head. Or shot through the shoulder. Something picturesque.”


“This is the picturesque front,” I said.


“Yes,” she said. “People can’t realize what France is like. If they did, it couldn’t all go on. He didn’t have a sabre cut. They blew him all to bits.”


I didn’t say anything.


“Do you suppose it will always go on?”


“No.”


“What’s to stop it?”


“It will crack somewhere.”


“We’ll crack. We’ll crack in France. They can’t go on doing things like the Somme and not crack.”


“They won’t crack here,” I said.


“You think not?”


“No. They did very well last summer.”


“They may crack,” she said. “Anybody may crack.”


“The Germans too.”


“No,” she said. “I think not.”


We went over toward Rinaldi and Miss Ferguson.


“You love Italy?” Rinaldi asked Miss Ferguson in English.


“Quite well.”


“No understand,” Rinaldi shook his head.


“Abbastanza bene,” I translated. He shook his head.


“That is not good. You love England?”


“Not too well. I’m Scotch, you see.”


Rinaldi looked at me blankly.


“She’s Scotch, so she loves Scotland better than England,” I said in Italian.


“But Scotland is England.”


I translated this for Miss Ferguson.


“Pas encore,” said Miss Ferguson.


“Not really?”


“Never. We do not like the English.”


“Not like the English? Not like Miss Barkley?”


“Oh, that’s different. You mustn’t take everything so literally.”


After a while we said good-night and left. Walking home Rinaldi said, “Miss Barkley prefers you to me. That is very clear. But the little Scotch one is very nice.”


“Very,” I said. I had not noticed her. “You like her?”


“No,” said Rinaldi.
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THE NEXT AFTERNOON I went to call on Miss Barkley again. She was not in the garden and I went to the side door of the villa where the ambulances drove up. Inside I saw the head nurse, who said Miss Barkley was on duty—“there’s a war on, you know.”


I said I knew.


“You’re the American in the Italian army?” she asked.


“Yes, ma’am.”


“How did you happen to do that? Why didn’t you join up with us?”


“I don’t know,” I said. “Could I join now?”


“I’m afraid not now. Tell me. Why did you join up with the Italians?”


“I was in Italy,” I said, “and I spoke Italian.”


“Oh,” she said. “I’m learning it. It’s beautiful language.”


“Somebody said you should be able to learn it in two weeks.”


“Oh, I’ll not learn it in two weeks. I’ve studied it for months now. You may come and see her after seven o’clock if you wish. She’ll be off then. But don’t bring a lot of Italians.”


“Not even for the beautiful language?”


“No. Nor for the beautiful uniforms.”


“Good evening,” I said.


“A rivederci, Tenente.”


“A rivederla.” I saluted and went out. It was impossible to salute foreigners as an Italian, without embarrassment. The Italian salute never seemed made for export.


The day had been hot. I had been up the river to the bridgehead at Plava. It was there that the offensive was to begin. It had been impossible to advance on the far side the year before because there was only one road leading down from the pass to the pontoon bridge and it was under machine-gun and shell fire for nearly a mile. It was not wide enough either to carry all the transport for an offensive and the Austrians could make a shambles out of it. But the Italians had crossed and spread out a little way on the far side to hold about a mile and a half on the Austrian side of the river. It was a nasty place and the Austrians should not have let them hold it. I suppose it was mutual tolerance because the Austrians still kept a bridgehead further down the river. The Austrian trenches were above on the hillside only a few yards from the Italian lines. There had been a little town but it was all rubble. There was what was left of a railway station and a smashed permanent bridge that could not be repaired and used because it was in plain sight.


I went along the narrow road down toward the river, left the car at the dressing station under the hill, crossed the pontoon bridge, which was protected by a shoulder of the mountain, and went through the trenches in the smashed-down town and along the edge of the slope. Everybody was in the dugouts. There were racks of rockets standing to be touched off to call for help from the artillery or to signal with if the telephone wires were cut. It was quiet, hot and dirty. I looked across the wire at the Austrian lines. Nobody was in sight. I had a drink with a captain that I knew in one of the dugouts and went back across the bridge.


A new wide road was being finished that would go over the mountain and zig-zag down to the bridge. When this road was finished the offensive would start. It came down through the forest in sharp turns. The system was to bring everything down the new road and take the empty trucks, carts and loaded ambulances and all returning traffic up the old narrow road. The dressing station was on the Austrian side of the river under the edge of the hill and stretcher-bearers would bring the wounded back across the pontoon bridge. It would be the same when the offensive started. As far as I could make out the last mile or so of the new road where it started to level out would be able to be shelled steadily by the Austrians. It looked as though it might be a mess. But I found a place where the cars would be sheltered after they passed that last bad-looking bit and could wait for the wounded to be brought across the pontoon bridge. I would have liked to drive over the new road but it was not yet finished. It looked wide and well made with a good grade and the turns looked very impressive where you could see them through openings in the forest on the mountain side. The cars would be all right with their good metal-to-metal brakes and anyway, coming down, they would not be loaded. I drove back up the narrow road.


Two carabinieri held the car up. A shell had fallen and while we waited three others fell up the road. They were seventy-sevens and came with a whishing rush of air, a hard bright burst and flash and then gray smoke that blew across the road. The carabinieri waved us to go on. Passing where the shells had landed I avoided the small broken places and smelled the high explosive and the smell of blasted clay and stone and freshly shattered flint. I drove back to Gorizia and our villa and, as I said, went to call on Miss Barkley, who was on duty.


At dinner I ate very quickly and left for the villa where the British had their hospital. It was really very large and beautiful and there were fine trees in the grounds. Miss Barkley was sitting on a bench in the garden. Miss Ferguson was with her. They seemed glad to see me and in a little while Miss Ferguson excused herself and went away.


“I’ll leave you two,” she said. “You get along very well without me.”


“Don’t go, Helen,” Miss Barkley said.


“I’d really rather. I must write some letters.”


“Good-night,” I said.


“Good-night, Mr. Henry.”


“Don’t write anything that will bother the censor.”


“Don’t worry. I only write about what a beautiful place we live in and how brave the Italians are.”


“That way you’ll be decorated.”


“That will be nice. Good-night, Catherine.”


“I’ll see you in a little while,” Miss Barkley said. Miss Ferguson walked away in the dark.
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Written when Ernest Hemingway was thirty years old and lauded as the best American novel to emerge from World War I, A Farewell to Arms is the unforgettable story of an American ambulance driver on the Italian front and his passion for a beautiful English nurse. Set against the looming horrors of the battlefield—weary, demoralized men marching in the rain during the German attack on Caporetto; the profound struggle between loyalty and desertion—this gripping, semiautobiographical work captures the harsh realities of war and the pain of lovers caught in its inexorable sweep.



Ernest Hemingway famously said that he rewrote the ending to A Farewell to Arms thirty-nine times to get the words right. This edition collects all of the alternative endings together for the first time, along with early drafts of other essential passages, offering new insight into Hemingway’s craft and creative process and the evolution of one of the greatest novels of the twentieth century. Featuring Hemingway’s own 1948 introduction to an illustrated reissue of the novel, a personal foreword by the author’s son Patrick Hemingway, and a new introduction by the author’s grandson Seán Hemingway, this edition of A Farewell to Arms is truly a celebration.
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Born in Oak Park, Illinois, in 1899, Ernest Hemingway served as an ambulance driver in the Red Cross during World War I and was severely wounded in Italy. He moved to Paris in 1921 to devote himself to writing and lived among the expatriate community that included Gertrude Stein, F. Scott Fitzgerald, and Ezra Pound. Defined by economy of language and understatement, Hemingway’s terse prose revolutionized American writing. He was awarded the Nobel Prize for Literature in 1954, and his classic novella The Old Man and the Sea won the Pulitzer Prize in 1953. Known for his larger-than-life personality and his passions for bullfighting, fishing, and big-game hunting, he died in Ketchum, Idaho, on July 2, 1961.
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“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 every one 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.”








