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Foreword

My father, in his wonderful short stories, very much made use of his one and only well-examined life. Why Nick Adams? I don’t know about Nick, but I am certain about Adams. He wished to echo another distinguished American’s well-examined life from one generation before him.

When as a young person I had, through his generosity, the summer-vacation opportunity to visit France on my own, he gave me a copy of Mont-Saint-Michel and Chartres by Henry Adams and A Little Tour in France by Henry James. These set a high bar for what I should get out of my own little tour in France and opened my eyes to what Henry Adams meant to my father.

Here is an example of the four-corner billiards he could play, taken from the dust jacket of My Life and Hard Times by James Thurber (Harper, 1933):

Ernest Hemingway says: “I find it far superior to the autobiography of Henry Adams. Even in the earliest days when Thurber was writing under the name of Alice B. Toklas we knew he had it in him if he could get it out.”

As you read these stories, do take note of the four-corner billiards and the great little tour these stories provide of the hard-featured landscape of the twentieth century.

Patrick Hemingway

January 2017

Bozeman, Montana



Introduction

Ernest Hemingway is widely recognized as one of the greatest writers of the twentieth century. His writing, with its powerful, understated prose and economy of words, has influenced countless writers. More than any other writer of his time, Hemingway changed the course of literature and furthered the written expression of the human condition. His novels, such as The Sun Also Rises, A Farewell to Arms, and For Whom the Bell Tolls, have entered into the canon of world literature, but it is arguably his contributions to the art of the short story that are his greatest literary achievement. This volume features a selection of Ernest Hemingway’s short stories from 1916 to 1936, during which time he mastered the short story form. The stories are accompanied by early drafts and notes, taken primarily from the archives of the Ernest Hemingway Collection at the John F. Kennedy Presidential Library and Museum in Boston, where approximately 90 percent of my grandfather’s literary manuscripts are preserved. There were two guiding principles to the selection. First, the stories with the best manuscript material to illuminate Hemingway’s writing methods are included. Second, the selection focuses squarely on his finished body of work so that the reader may see how a consummate short story writer honed his craft from first draft to final publication. In the following pages are many of Ernest Hemingway’s finest short stories. His early drafts, notes, alternate titles, and false starts provide a unique window into the author’s creative process.

I

The first section of this book presents two of Ernest Hemingway’s earliest short stories, written when he was just sixteen and nineteen years old. The first story in this volume is Hemingway’s first published story, “Judgment of Manitou.” It appeared in the Oak Park High School literary magazine, Tabula, in the February issue of 1916, when he was in his junior year. It is a dark tale about two fur trappers in the wilderness who experience friendship, revenge, gruesome death, and poetic justice. The title, which refers to the great Native American spirit Manitou, sacred to the Ojibwe tribe of northern Michigan, where Hemingway spent his summers as a boy, adds an element of mysticism to the story.1

The second story, untitled and preserved in a single handwritten manuscript on American Red Cross Hospital stationery (fig. 1), was written sometime in the later part of 1918 while Hemingway was recuperating at the hospital in Milan (fig. 2) after the traumatic wound he received from a trench mortar shell at the front at Fossalta on July 8 of that year. The story draws heavily on Hemingway’s own wartime experiences. It’s set in a hospital in Italy on Armistice Day, November 11, 1918, when the Allies marked their victory over Germany and the end of World War I. The main character is a wounded soldier named Nick Grainger, who converses with a nurse about the celebrations that must be going on back home in the United States as they listen to the revels in the streets outside the hospital.2 The bottle of bichloride of mercury—a medicine used to heal wounds but which is also a deadly poison—that Nick steals is a telling detail. The secreting of the poison and his somber final words after looking at his medals for valor on the battlefield that resulted in his left arm and both legs being badly wounded foreshadow his suicide.

Collectively, my grandfather’s first stories reveal early literary influences such as O. Henry, Rudyard Kipling, Ring Lardner, and Jack London.3 Hemingway published two more stories in the high school magazine Tabula, and there are some twelve additional stories preserved in manuscript form that he wrote between 1918 and 1921 before he set off to Paris with his wife, Hadley. To my mind, the two stories included here are the best of the lot, and neither is a remarkable piece of writing. They effectively demonstrate how much Ernest Hemingway would develop his talent for writing and the short story genre.

Journalism was an important early influence on Hemingway’s short story writing. This also began at Oak Park High School, where Hemingway was an editor for the school newspaper, the Trapeze, and contributed articles, sometimes using the byline Ring Lardner Jr. After graduation, he went to work as a cub reporter for the Kansas City Star for seven months before leaving in May 1918, at age eighteen, to join the war effort as an ambulance driver for the Red Cross in Italy. Hemingway later acknowledged the value of his training at the Kansas City Star and how he learned there to write simple, declarative sentences.4 Its style guide (fig. 3) contained many useful dictums: use short sentences; use short first paragraphs; use vigorous English; be positive, not negative; be sparing of extravagant adjectives; avoid superfluous words.5 Hemingway continued to write journalism in Paris as a foreign correspondent for the Toronto Star until 1924. He would cable his dispatches to the paper and had to pay for the cable by the word—another trade discipline that reinforced his belief that every word needed to count. His assignments in Turkey, Greece, Italy, France, and Spain provided invaluable source material for his stories.

II

Paris was my grandfather’s true training ground, a place where he met and learned from so many luminaries, from Gertrude Stein and Ezra Pound to Ford Madox Ford and James Joyce. The second section of this volume presents short stories from Ernest Hemingway’s Paris years, in many ways the most productive time of his short-story-writing career. The first story in this section, “Up in Michigan,” was the leading work in his first collection, Three Stories and Ten Poems, published in Dijon by Robert McAlmon in August 1923. A preliminary mock-up of the cover by the author (fig. 4) is remarkably close to the final version and shows Hemingway’s detailed involvement in every aspect of the publication. Authors rarely have controlling influence on a book cover’s design. Hemingway would not have as much input into the covers of his books again, although he was never shy about voicing his opinions.

The manuscripts of Hemingway’s short stories show that his typical writing process was to compose a first draft of a story by hand, often writing in pencil. He then normally had one or more typed drafts that he continued to edit, frequently by hand, sometimes with lengthy additions or alternate drafts of passages. Most often, he tended to cut during his revision process, and he would continue to revise in the proof stage as well, using every opportunity to make a story as good as it could be.6 The manuscripts of “Up in Michigan” represent a special case and reflect the unusual literary history of this provocative early story.

The first preserved draft of “Up in Michigan” is a heavily edited typed draft (3a) that was likely written in Chicago in the early fall of 1921 or possibly soon after Hemingway arrived in Paris in December of that year, as he himself remembered years later. A poignant addendum to this manuscript are two alternate endings, one of which adds an anguished scene of the female protagonist the next morning worrying if she is now pregnant (3c, fig. 6). Although Hemingway ultimately cut this ending, it shows his sensitivity to the female character as he navigated the difficult terrain that he was trying to portray in the story.

In A Moveable Feast, Hemingway famously recalled showing the story in March 1922 to Gertrude Stein, who called it “inaccrochable.”7 It’s an interesting term that literally means a painting that cannot be hung; it is unsuitable for public viewing. In their early conversations at her home at 27 rue de Fleurus, Stein was also educating Hemingway about painters and painting, and the phrase clearly resonated all the more with Hemingway as he sat in her salon surrounded by masterpieces of early modern painting from Cézanne to Picasso. Stein did not understand why Hemingway would write a story that would not be published. It seemed obviously unsuitable to her because of its subject of date rape. The second typed manuscript (3b), which bears the title written by hand (fig. 5), is most likely the one Hemingway shared with Gertrude Stein, and it has been plausibly argued that some of the edits, which appear on its pages in another person’s hand, are by Gertrude Stein herself.8

Although only three hundred copies of Three Stories and Ten Poems were printed in 1923, “Up in Michigan” would not appear in print again because of its sensitive subject matter until Scribner’s collected edition of Hemingway’s short stories in 1938. Another manuscript (3d), hand-edited tear sheets of the story from Three Stories and Ten Poems, must date from after 1923—perhaps to 1926, when Hemingway considered revising “Up in Michigan” for inclusion in the short story collection Men Without Women. A quite clean handwritten manuscript (3e) probably dates to the summer of 1930, when Hemingway returned to the story to see if he could revise it to the satisfaction of his American publisher for inclusion in a new edition of In Our Time. In this late draft, he changes the names of the locale and the characters and also attempts to rework the final scene. Hemingway ultimately abandoned this repeated exercise in editing because he felt that to cut the material would ruin the story. When “Up in Michigan” finally reappeared in 1938, the text remained true to his first publication. The story still retains its edginess today, and the subject matter is as thought-provoking as when it was written.

Hemingway wrote to Sherwood Anderson that he and Gertrude Stein “were just like brothers,” and there is no denying that she was an important early mentor.9 Hemingway’s first European literary publication in March 1923 was a glowing review in the Paris Tribune of Gertrude Stein’s Geography and Plays.10 She inscribed his reviewer’s copy “To Hemingway, whom I like young and will like older, Always, Gertrude Stein,” and he kept it his entire life. Stein’s words were not prophetic—the two of them would have a falling-out after her publication of The Autobiography of Alice B. Toklas, with its overreaching claims of influencing Hemingway’s work.

In those early Paris days, Hemingway was developing his talent rapidly. His next book was in our time, a collection of eighteen vignettes published as part of Ezra Pound’s “Inquest into the state of contemporary English prose” in 1924 by Three Mountains Press in a limited edition of 170 copies. A truly bold, experimental work, in our time was a critical success. Edmund Wilson wrote that “in the dry compressed little vignettes of in our time [Hemingway] has almost invented a form of his own . . . and below its cool objective manner [it] really constitutes a harrowing record of barbarities: you have not only political executions, but criminal hangings, bullfights, assassinations by the police, and all the cruelties and enormities of the war. . . . He is showing you what life is, too proud an artist to simplify. And I am inclined to think that this little book has more artistic integrity than any other book that has been written by an American about the period of the war.”11 A good example of the manuscripts from this project is chapter 10 (here 4a–c), which Hemingway reworked slightly into “A Very Short Story” for an expanded version of the book. The new work, titled In Our Time, published in 1925 by Boni & Liveright, interspersed the vignettes with fifteen stories.12 “A Very Short Story” is a highly personal account of a failed love affair between a soldier and a nurse in Milan during World War I. It is based largely on Hemingway’s own first adult love affair with a nurse named Agnes von Kurowsky while he was convalescing at the American Red Cross hospital in Milan. The original title in a false start was “Personal,” which became “Love” (4a, fig. 7) to fit in with a series of titles for the vignettes that he later abandoned (4c).13

“Indian Camp” is Ernest Hemingway’s early masterpiece about the young Nick Adams, the youthful protagonist in many of Hemingway’s Michigan stories. Nick accompanies his father to assist a Native American woman who is having great difficulty giving birth to her child. The manuscripts show how carefully Hemingway revised the story, wisely cutting a lengthy beginning conceived in the first handwritten draft (5a, fig. 8), which was published posthumously as a separate short story entitled “Three Shots.”14 Hemingway continued to refine the story in two further edited typescripts (5b, 5c). Robert Paul Lamb’s recent thoughtful analysis explores the story in nearly exhaustive detail.15 How to understand the suicide of the baby’s father remains open to interpretation. Jeffrey Meyers’s suggestion that his suicide may have been rooted in his own tribal beliefs is a compelling idea that merits further inquiry.16 Perhaps the father’s apparently selfish act of suicide was actually meant as a way to save the mother and child by taking his life in their place.

Hemingway vividly recalled writing “The Three-Day Blow” in a café on Place Saint-Michel in his memoir A Moveable Feast:

It was a pleasant café, warm and clean and friendly, and I hung up my old waterproof on the coat rack to dry and put my worn and weathered felt hat on the rack above the bench and ordered a café au lait. The waiter brought it and I took out a notebook from the pocket of the coat and a pencil and started to write. I was writing about up in Michigan and since it was a wild, cold, blowing day it was that sort of day in the story. I had already seen the end of fall come through boyhood, youth and young manhood, and in one place you could write about it better than in another. That was called transplanting yourself, I thought, and it could be as necessary with people as with other sorts of growing things. But in the story the boys were drinking and this made me thirsty so I ordered a rum St. James. This tasted wonderful on the cold day and I kept on writing, feeling very well and feeling the good Martinique rum warm me all through my body and my spirit.17

A partial handwritten manuscript of the story (6a), likely the very draft Hemingway describes writing in the café on the Place Saint-Michel, is preserved, and it is powerful to see the actual pages of the story (fig. 9) that Hemingway describes writing so movingly. He mentions a notebook in his later recollection, and he often did write in notebooks, but these pages are individual sheets of paper bearing a Paris stationery watermark, and they are in ink rather than pencil.18 “The Three-Day Blow” is a poignant portrayal of the simple pleasures of outdoor life among young friends growing up in northern Michigan in the early twentieth century.

The earliest manuscript of “Soldier’s Home” (7a) is written in pencil on two sheets of telegram-form paper (fig. 10). One imagines the young Hemingway using whatever paper was at hand, perhaps when he was at the cable office sending a dispatch to the Toronto Star. On this paper he worked out his first thoughts about this indelible story of a World War I veteran returning home to the Midwest and having a hard time readjusting to civilian life. This tale of a young man deeply affected by post-traumatic stress disorder after serving his country remains harrowingly relevant, with the horrors of war ever present around the globe and American soldiers returning from combat in Afghanistan and the Middle East. In the first complete draft (7b) and two later manuscripts, the protagonist, Krebs, goes home to Kansas. In the second draft, Hemingway added the fact that Krebs went to a Methodist college in Kansas before he left for the war. In the final version, Hemingway changed Krebs’s home state from Kansas to Oklahoma. These revisions add layers of complexity to the character: Krebs chose to leave home for a college in a neighboring state, and a religious school at that. The addition of such details shows how Hemingway thoughtfully reshaped and enriched his story to give it the greatest impact.

Hemingway eloquently describes in the essay that follows this introduction how “Big Two-Hearted River” is also a story about the war but with no mention of it. It is for him an example of his iceberg principle of writing:

If a writer knows enough about what he is writing about he may omit things that he knows and the reader, if the writer is writing truly enough, will have a feeling of those things as strongly as though the writer had stated them. The dignity of an ice-berg is due to only one-eighth of it being above water.19

Hemingway’s iceberg principle is especially relevant to short story writing, in which the author must keep the narrative short due to the limited amount of space dictated by the medium. The manuscripts of “Big Two-Hearted River” (fig. 11) show that Hemingway had started the story with Nick and two friends on a fishing trip (8a) but quickly gave up on it.20 More significantly, Hemingway considered a very different ending that expounded on his philosophy of writing (8c) and that linked Nick Adams directly with Ernest Hemingway, through the writing of “My Old Man.” In the end, Hemingway wisely cut this long passage and reworked the ending (8d), preferring to leave the focus on Nick’s healing commune with nature and the splendid trout fishing.

In 1925, after In Our Time was published and Hemingway heard that his parents had returned the copies they had ordered, he wrote to his father, Clarence, from Paris to explain what he was trying to accomplish with his writing:

You see I’m trying in all my stories to get the feeling of actual life across—not to just depict life—or criticize it—but to actually make it alive. So that when you have read something by me you actually experience the thing. You can’t do this without putting in the bad and the ugly as well as what is beautiful. Because if it is all beautiful you can’t believe in it. Things aren’t that way. It is only by showing both sides—3 dimensions if possible 4 that you can write the way I want to.21

Short stories were the medium that Hemingway began with and favored early on in his career. The next month, Hemingway wrote to his future editor Maxwell Perkins:

Somehow I don’t care about writing a novel and I like to write short stories and I like to work at the bull fight book so I guess I’m a bad prospect for a publisher anyway. Somehow the novel seems to me to be an awfully artificial and worked out form but as some of the short stories are now stretching out to 8,000 and 10,000 words maybe I’ll get there yet.22

Hemingway knew that, in the publishing world, commercial success lay in writing novels, and that he would need to publish a novel in order to make it as a writer—which he did with The Sun Also Rises in 1926.23 Perkins suggested that Hemingway follow on the success of The Sun Also Rises with another book of short stories while he worked toward his next novel. It is no accident that this next project, Men Without Women, was largely formed while Hemingway was divorcing his first wife, Hadley, and at Hadley’s request went through a voluntary exile from his future wife, Pauline Pfeiffer. Published in October 1927, Men Without Women included fourteen stories.24

One of Hemingway’s early mentors was F. Scott Fitzgerald. Fitzgerald was among the first to champion Hemingway’s writing in America and was instrumental in connecting him with Scribner’s, who would become his lifelong publisher. Fitzgerald offered sage advice on the editing of The Sun Also Rises that Hemingway heeded, and Hemingway often shared his early work with Fitzgerald. On Fitzgerald’s advice, Hemingway cut the original beginning (fig. 12) of “Fifty Grand,” but always regretted this decision, as he explains in the essay following this introduction.

Prominently featured in Men Without Women, “The Killers” is the first great American gangster story and perhaps the best example of how Hemingway uses dialogue to shape and move a tale, one of his enduring contributions to the art of short story writing.25 The earliest preserved draft (9a) opens with a completely different setting, which Hemingway later rejected. He crafted the story during a marathon writing session in Madrid on May 16, 1926, as he noted on his second draft typescript, “written between 2:15 and 8 pm, Madrid—May 1926,” which is included in this edition (9b). A third manuscript, an uncorrected carbon typescript, is preserved in the Houghton Library of Harvard University and is very close to the final published text, which appeared in Scribner’s Magazine in the March issue of 1927.26

In my opinion, “In Another Country” has the best opening sentence of any war story ever written: “In the fall, the war was always there, but we did not go to it any more.”27 In simple, direct prose, Hemingway captures all of the complexity of the story that is to follow. The first sentence begins his second typewritten draft (included here as section 10a; see also fig. 13), just as it appears in the final version. The handwritten edits in this draft—for example, when Hemingway writes about the major and the loss of his wife—masterfully improved the text through subtle but important revisions. The story is among Hemingway’s finest war stories. The tragic effect of war on the combatants was a subject Hemingway explored throughout much of his writing.28

More than for any other Hemingway short story, the manuscripts for “Hills Like White Elephants” illuminate the painterly quality of Hemingway’s creative process. My grandfather liked to compare his writing to Cézanne’s painting.29 He said that he learned how to write landscapes from Cézanne (see 8c), whose work he saw in Paris as a young man. Hemingway’s earliest manuscript for “Hills Like White Elephants” (11a) appears to be a straightforward nonfiction account of himself traveling with Hadley by train through Spain and stopping at a station where they see hills in the distance that look like white elephants, an analogy that Hemingway makes, but not in conversation. There is none of the tense dialogue between the two protagonists that appears in the finished short story (11b). Hemingway uses his own experience to provide a realistic background for the scene, recognizing it as a perfect setting for the story he would invent and weaving in the symbolic and ghostly metaphor of the hills. In Pieter Bruegel the Elder’s masterpiece Landscape with the Fall of Icarus (ca. 1555), now in the collection of the Royal Museums of Fine Arts of Belgium in Brussels, the main scene is but a small feature of the canvas, which is dominated by a vast and amazingly detailed landscape. Hemingway’s story is like Bruegel’s painting in reverse. The dialogue between the two protagonists dominates the scene, which is set so carefully in its beautiful, impressionistic landscape.

III

In 1931, Ernest and Pauline Hemingway bought the residence at 907 Whitehead Street in Key West, Florida, and made it their primary home, the place where Patrick and my father, Gregory, grew up.30 It was a good place to write, and Hemingway continued to alternate longer writing projects with collections of short stories. His next book would be Death in the Afternoon, published in 1932, followed by another book of short stories, Winner Take Nothing, which appeared in 1933. The 1930s were an exciting period in Hemingway’s life. He commissioned the construction of his fishing boat, the Pilar, discovered Cuba, and explored the Gulf Stream; he continued to hunt and fish in the American West and went on his first big-game safari in East Africa; he returned to Spain to cover the Spanish Civil War; and by the end of the decade he had moved into his beloved home, the Finca Vigía, in the hills outside Havana with his future third wife, Martha Gellhorn. The final section of this book features short stories written by Ernest Hemingway during this period, which include some of his most famous works.

The epigraph for Winner Take Nothing reads: “Unlike all other forms of lutte or combat the conditions are that the winner shall take nothing; neither his ease, nor his pleasure, nor any notions of glory; nor, if he win far enough, shall there be any reward within himself.” Hemingway invented this “neomedieval” quote and the title for his fourth, and perhaps least well-known, collection of short stories.31 Yet the surprising and less-than-genteel subjects that he chose for the stories in this collection created new horizons for the American short story.

“The Sea Change” is a story about heterosexual, bisexual, and lesbian love. Two lovers, a man and a woman, talk in a bar about the woman’s infidelity with another woman, which is not over. The manuscripts include a heavily revised first draft in pencil (12a), a second draft in ink, and three additional related fragments, one of which contains an alternate ending (12b). The title comes from Ariel’s song to Ferdinand about his dead father in Shakespeare’s The Tempest:

Full fathom five thy father lies,

Of his bones are coral made,

Those are pearls that were his eyes,

Nothing of him that doth fade

But doth suffer a sea-change

Into something rich and strange.32

What is so remarkable to me about the story, aside from its bold subject matter for literature in the 1930s, is that one thinks at the outset that it is the woman who has had a sea change, but by the end of the story it becomes clear that it is the man who has undergone a significant transformation.

“A Way You’ll Never Be” is one of Hemingway’s less heralded short stories but one well worth close reading. It is particularly interesting for this collection because its first draft (13a) differs significantly from the final version that was published in Winner Take Nothing. The story draws heavily on Hemingway’s experiences in Italy during World War I. In the earliest preserved draft, published here in its entirety for the first time and probably written in the late 1920s, the focus is more on the troubled experiences of other soldiers badly affected by combat, just as Hemingway would have learned of them, since he was not a combatant.33 In the final version, Nick Adams becomes more fully the focal character, one who is clearly damaged both physically and psychologically from his combat experiences. Hemingway explained that he intended the title to cheer up his friend Jane Mason, who was in the midst of a mental breakdown when he completed the story in 1932, since Nick Adams was much crazier than she would ever be.34

In its spare prose and emphasis on dialogue, “A Clean, Well-Lighted Place” offers a poignant vignette of life in the form of two waiters talking in a café about an elderly patron who has recently attempted suicide. Hemingway presents the essence of the story without a lot of detail and with such clarity that it has a universal quality to which many of us can relate. Yet Hemingway’s distinctive practice of writing dialogue without identifying the speaker has led to a prolonged scholarly controversy over which waiter spoke the line “You said she cut him down” and whether it is the younger waiter who knows the details of the old man’s suicide or the older waiter. When it was first published in Scribner’s Magazine, the line was attributed to the older waiter. The present text, as changed in 1965 in response to scholarly criticism, attributes the line to the younger waiter. Scholars have looked to the original manuscripts for answers, but the first preserved handwritten draft (14a) adds this line in an edit whose precise placement is open to interpretation (fig. 14), and the typed manuscript that was presumably used for typesetting has the text as it was first published.35 In 1956, Hemingway stated in response to the scholarly questioning of a copyediting error that he thought the story made perfect sense as it was first published.36

“Fathers and Sons” is another highly personal Nick Adams story that draws on Hemingway’s own experiences with his father and with his oldest son, Jack. Originally entitled “The Tomb of My Grandfather” (15b) and first written in the first person, the preserved drafts contain extensive revisions that are characteristic of Hemingway’s writing when he approaches a highly personal subject about which he still has mixed emotions.37 The manuscripts (15a–e) show Hemingway’s difficulty in establishing the emotional distance from his subject that a writer needs to write clearly, which Hemingway finally overcame through editing and rewriting.

When asked once what his best short story was, Hemingway responded that “The Short Happy Life of Francis Macomber” was as good as any, and it was among those that he liked best.38 It is a masterpiece of short fiction, as perfect in every detail as Vermeer’s The Art of Painting or Bruegel’s The Harvesters. The manuscripts are incomplete, but what is preserved is most interesting. Two early false starts (16a–b) for the story show Hemingway working out the main characters and how to begin.39 In the essay following this introduction, my grandfather explains how he wrote the story, inventing from what he knew, including his own experiences on safari in East Africa in 1933–34. In notes written on his second African safari of 1953–54, he stated that he had given the professional hunter the appearance of Philip Percival but the habits of Bror von Blixen-Finecke, two professional hunters whom he befriended while in Africa.40 I believe my grandfather took the name of the central character from the first page of George Eastman’s Chronicles of an African Trip, in which a certain Frank Macomber sees the Kodak film millionaire off to the train station in Rochester, New York, at the beginning of his African safari and then is not mentioned again.41 The manuscripts also include a list of sixteen possible titles for the story (fig. 15, 16c), an exercise that Hemingway often did for his novels, typically after he had finished writing. Among them was one close to the final title, “The Short Life of Francis Macomber,” and the more humorous “In Darkest Marriage,” a play on the journalist explorer Henry M. Stanley’s famous two-volume work In Darkest Africa (New York: Charles Scribner’s Sons, 1890).

The last story included in this collection is “The Snows of Kilimanjaro,” Hemingway’s second African short story, and one of his most famous. As Hemingway recalls in the following essay, “The Snows of Kilimanjaro,” with its flashback and dream sequences taking place while the protagonist lies dying in bed, draws on many significant episodes from Hemingway’s life. The wait for the plane and the final dream sequence of the flight were inspired by Hemingway’s bout with amoebic dysentery on safari and his rescue flight, which are chronicled in the journal that his wife, Pauline, kept on that safari, published in the Hemingway Library Edition of Green Hills of Africa.42 Hemingway left this embarrassing but significant event out of his account in Green Hills of Africa but improved on it through invention to make it a central element in “The Snows of Kilimanjaro.” The masterful story reflects on a writer, how he lived, and what he accomplished and failed to accomplish in a life cut short. The earliest preserved manuscript (17a) shows that Hemingway added the celebrated epigraph only after he wrote the story. In fact, he considered including two epigraphs (fig. 16, 17c) contrasting a man’s challenge to attain the summit of Kilimanjaro with the leopard’s mysterious quest.43 The working title for the story was “The Happy Ending.” Hemingway changed the title to “The Snows of Kilimanjaro” in the final draft, which is preserved in the Harry Ransom Center of the University of Texas at Austin.44

Ernest Hemingway’s manuscripts tell us a great deal about his writing technique, especially how he worked to perfect the beginnings and endings of his stories and how he continued to refine them through multiple drafts. Of particular interest is the way Hemingway was able to draw from the well of his own experience to create powerful stories that were then perfected through his storytelling craft. The manuscripts reveal that Hemingway sometimes started stories in the first person but then invented a great deal to improve them and make them as good as they could be. Time and again, through careful editing, he purposefully cut a significant amount of material to make each story as tight and concise as possible. Even when Hemingway was working from a story that was told to him, the manuscripts elucidate how much he worked to revise the telling to make the stories works of art in their own right.

Luckily for us, Hemingway explains his technique in his essay “The Art of the Short Story.” Written in 1959, the essay was originally intended as an introduction for students to his short stories, and it reads like an informal lecture from a master. Mary Hemingway thought it was too condescending and smug, and perhaps too personal a presentation, like Lillian Ross’s interview for the New Yorker, which caused a sensation when it came out in 1950.45 She suggested major edits that Ernest rejected. The manuscript, which is preserved in three drafts with corrections, changes, and additions, shows that he was satisfied with it. He even sent it to Charles Scribner, although it was never published during my grandfather’s lifetime. The essay is pure Hemingway. It contains a great deal of fascinating information about his thoughts on the short story genre, how to write a short story, and even personal anecdotes about many of the stories featured in this book.46

Seán Hemingway

January 2017

Maplewood, New Jersey



The Art of the Short Story


Gertrude Stein who was sometimes very wise said to me on one of her wise days, “Remember, Hemingway, that remarks are not literature.” The following remarks are not intended to be nor do they pretend to be literature. They are meant to be instructive, irritating and informative. No writer should be asked to write solemnly about what he has written. Truthfully, yes. Solemnly, no. Should we begin in the form of a lecture designed to counteract the many lectures you will have heard on the art of the short story?

Many people have a compulsion to write. There is no law against it and doing it makes them happy while they do it and presumably relieves them. Given editors who will remove the worst of their emissions, supply them with spelling and syntax and help them shape their thoughts and their beliefs, some compulsive writers attain a temporary fame. But when shit, or merde—a word which teacher will explain—is cut out of a book, the odor of it always remains perceptible to anyone with sufficient olfactory sensibility.

The compulsive writer would be advised not to attempt the short story. Should he make the attempt, he might well suffer the fate of the compulsive architect, which is as lonely an end as that of the compulsive bassoon player. Let us not waste our time considering the sad and lonely ends of these unfortunate creatures, gentlemen. Let us continue the exercise.

Are there any questions? Have you mastered the art of the short story? Have I been helpful? Or have I not made myself clear? I hope so.

Gentlemen, I will be frank with you. The masters of the short story come to no good end. You query this? You cite me Maugham? Longevity, gentlemen, is not an end. It is a prolongation. I cannot say fie upon it, since I have never fied on anything yet. Shuck it off, Jack. Don’t fie on it.

Should we abandon rhetoric and realize at the same time that what is the most authentic hipster talk of today is the twenty-three skidoo of tomorrow? We should? What intelligent young people you are and what a privilege it is to be with you. Do I hear a request for authentic ballroom bananas? I do? Gentlemen, we have them for you in bunches.

Actually, as writers put it when they do not know how to begin a sentence, there is very little to say about writing short stories unless you are a professional explainer. If you can do it, you don’t have to explain it. If you can not do it, no explanation will ever help.

A few things I have found to be true. If you leave out impor-tant things or events that you know about, the story is strengthened. If you leave or skip something because you do not know it, the story will be worthless. The test of any story is how very good the stuff is that you, not your editors, omit. A story in this book called “Big Two-Hearted River” is about a boy coming home beat to the wide from a war. Beat to the wide was an earlier and possibly more severe form of beat, since those who had it were unable to comment on this condition and could not suffer that it be mentioned in their presence. So the war, all mention of the war, anything about the war, is omitted. The river was the Fox River, by Seney, Michigan, not the Big Two-Hearted. The change of name was made purposely, not from ignorance nor carelessness but because Big Two-Hearted River is poetry, and because there were many Indians in the story, just as the war was in the story, and none of the Indians nor the war appeared. As you see, it is very simple and easy to explain.

In a story called “The Sea Change,” everything is left out. I had seen the couple in the Bar Basque in St.-Jean-de-Luz and I knew the story too too well, which is the squared root of well, and use any well you like except mine. So I left the story out. But it is all there. It is not visible but it is there.

It is very hard to talk about your work since it implies arrogance or pride. I have tried to get rid of arrogance and replace it with humility and I do all right at that sometimes, but without pride I would not wish to continue to live nor to write and I publish nothing of which I am not proud. You can take that any way you like, Jack. I might not take it myself. But maybe we’re built different.

Another story is “Fifty Grand.” This story originally started like this:

“ ‘How did you handle Benny so easy, Jack?’ Soldier asked him.

“ ‘Benny’s an awful smart boxer,’ Jack said. ‘All the time he’s in there, he’s thinking. All the time he’s thinking, I was hitting him.’ ”

I told this story to Scott Fitzgerald in Paris before I wrote “Fifty Grand” trying to explain to him how a truly great boxer like Jack Britton functioned. I wrote the story opening with that incident and when it was finished I was happy about it and showed it to Scott. He said he liked the story very much and spoke about it in so fulsome a manner that I was embarrassed. Then he said, “There is only one thing wrong with it, Ernest, and I tell you this as your friend. You have to cut out that old chestnut about Britton and Leonard.”

At that time my humility was in such ascendance that I thought he must have heard the remark before or that Britton must have said it to someone else. It was not until I had published the story, from which I had removed that lovely revelation of the metaphysics of boxing that Fitzgerald in the way his mind was functioning that year so that he called an historic statement an “old chestnut” because he had heard it once and only once from a friend, that I realized how dangerous that attractive virtue, humility, can be. So do not be too humble, gentlemen. Be humble after but not during the action. They will all con you, gentlemen. But sometimes it is not intentional. Sometimes they simply do not know. This is the saddest state of writers and the one you will most frequently encounter. If there are no questions, let us press on.

My loyal and devoted friend Fitzgerald, who was truly more interested in my own career at this point than in his own, sent me to Scribner’s with the story. It had already been turned down by Ray Long of Cosmopolitan Magazine because it had no love interest. That was okay with me since I eliminated any love interest and there were, purposely, no women in it except for two broads. Enter two broads as in Shakespeare, and they go out of the story. This is unlike what you will hear from your instructors, that if a broad comes into a story in the first paragraph, she must reappear later to justify her original presence. This is untrue, gentlemen. You may dispense with her, just as in life. It is also untrue that if a gun hangs on the wall when you open up the story, it must be fired by page fourteen. The chances are, gentlemen, that if it hangs upon the wall, it will not even shoot. If there are no questions, shall we press on? Yes, the unfireable gun may be a symbol. That is true. But with a good enough writer, the chances are some jerk just hung it there to look at. Gentlemen, you can’t be sure. Maybe he is queer for guns, or maybe an interior decorator put it there. Or both.

So with pressure by Max Perkins on the editor, Scribner’s Magazine agreed to publish the story and pay me two hundred and fifty dollars, if I would cut it to a length where it would not have to be continued into the back of the book. They call magazines books. There is significance in this but we will not go into it. They are not books, even if they put them in stiff covers. You have to watch this, gentlemen. Anyway, I explained without heat or hope, seeing the built-in stupidity of the editor of the magazine and his intransigence, that I had already cut the story myself and that the only way it could be shortened by five hundred words and make sense was to amputate the first five hundred. I had often done that myself with stories and it improved them. It would not have improved this story but I thought that was their ass not mine. I would put it back together in a book. They read differently in a book anyway. You will learn about this.

No, gentlemen, they would not cut the first five hundred words. They gave it instead to a very intelligent young assistant editor who assured me he could cut it with no difficulty. That was just what he did on his first attempt, and any place he took words out, the story no longer made sense. It had been cut for keeps when I wrote it, and afterwards at Scott’s request I’d even cut out the metaphysics which, ordinarily, I leave in. So they quit on it finally and eventually, I understand, Edward Weeks got Ellery Sedgwick to publish it in the Atlantic Monthly. Then everyone wanted me to write fight stories and I did not write any more fight stories because I tried to write only one story on anything, if I got what I was after, because Life is very short if you like it and I knew that even then. There are other things to write about and other people who write very good fight stories. I recommend to you “The Professional” by W. C. Heinz.

Yes, the confidently cutting young editor became a big man on Reader’s Digest. Or didn’t he? I’ll have to check that. So you see, gentlemen, you never know and what you win in Boston you lose in Chicago. That’s symbolism, gentlemen, and you can run a saliva test on it. That is how we now detect symbolism in our group and so far it gives fairly satisfactory results. Not complete, mind you. But we are getting in to see our way through. Incidentally, within a short time Scribner’s Magazine was running a contest for long short stories that broke back into the back of the book, and paying many times two hundred and fifty dollars to the winners.

Now since I have answered your perceptive questions, let us take up another story.

This story is called “The Light of the World.” I could have called it “Behold I Stand at the Door and Knock” or some other stained-glass window title, but I did not think of it and actually “The Light of the World” is better. It is about many things and you would be ill-advised to think it is a simple tale. It is really, no matter what you hear, a love letter to a whore named Alice who at the time of the story would have dressed out at around two hundred and ten pounds. Maybe more. And the point of it is that nobody, and that goes for you, Jack, knows how we were then from how we are now. This is worse on women than on us, until you look into the mirror yourself some day instead of looking at women all the time, and in writing the story I was trying to do something about it. But there are very few basic things you can do anything about. So I do what the French call constater. Look that up. That is what you have to learn to do, and you ought to learn French anyway if you are going to understand short stories, and there is nothing rougher than to do it all the way. It is hardest to do about women and you must not worry when they say there are no such women as those you wrote about. That only means your women aren’t like their women. You ever see any of their women, Jack? I have a couple of times and you would be appalled and I know you don’t appall easy.

What I learned constructive about women, not just ethics like never blame them if they pox you because somebody poxed them and lots of times they don’t even know they have it—that’s in the first reader for squares—is, no matter how they get, always think of them the way they were on the best day they ever had in their lives. That’s about all you can do about it and that is what I was trying for in the story.

Now there is another story called “The Short Happy Life of Francis Macomber.” Jack, I get a bang even yet from just writing the titles. That’s why you write, no matter what they tell you. I’m glad to be with somebody I know now and those feecking students have gone. They haven’t? Okay. Glad to have them with us. It is in you that our hope is. That’s the stuff to feed the troops. Students, at ease.

This is a simple story in a way, because the woman, who I knew very well in real life but then invented out of, to make the woman for this story, is a bitch for the full course and doesn’t change. You’ll probably never meet the type because you haven’t got the money. I haven’t either but I get around. Now this woman doesn’t change. She has been better, but she will never be any better anymore. I invented her complete with handles from the worst bitch I knew (then) and when I first knew her she’d been lovely. Not my dish, not my pigeon, not my cup of tea, but lovely for what she was and I was her all of the above which is whatever you make of it. This is as close as I can put it and keep it clean. This information is what you call the background of a story. You throw it all away and invent from what you know. I should have said that sooner. That’s all there is to writing. That, a perfect ear—call it selective—absolute pitch, the devotion to your work and respect for it that a priest of God has for his, and then have the guts of a burglar, no conscience except to writing, and you’re in, gentlemen. It’s easy. Anybody can write if he is cut out for it and applies himself. Never give it a thought. Just have those few requisites. I mean the way you have to write now to handle the way now is now. There was a time when it was nicer, much nicer and all that has been well written by nicer people. They are all dead and so are their times, but they handled them very well. Those times are over and writing like that won’t help you now.

But to return to this story. The woman called Margot Macomber is no good to anybody now except for trouble. You can bang her but that’s about all. The man is a nice jerk. I knew him very well in real life, so invent him too from everything I know. So he is just how he really was, only he is invented. The White Hunter is my best friend and he does not care what I write as long as it is readable, so I don’t invent him at all. I just disguise him for family and business reasons, and to keep him out of trouble with the Game Department. He is the furthest thing from a square since they invented the circle, so I just have to take care of him with an adequate disguise and he is as proud as though we both wrote it, which actually you always do in anything if you go back far enough. So it is a secret between us. That’s all there is to that story except maybe the lion when he is hit and I am thinking inside of him really, not faked. I can think inside of a lion, really. It’s hard to believe and it is perfectly okay with me if you don’t believe it. Perfectly. Plenty of people have used it since, though, and one boy used it quite well, making only one mistake. Making any mistake kills you. This mistake killed him and quite soon everything he wrote was a mistake. You have to watch yourself, Jack, every minute, and the more talented you are the more you have to watch these mistakes because you will be in faster company. A writer who is not going all the way up can make all the mistakes he wants. None of it matters. He doesn’t matter. The people who like him don’t matter either. They could drop dead. It wouldn’t make any difference. It’s too bad. As soon as you read one page by anyone you can tell whether it matters or not. This is sad and you hate to do it. I don’t want to be the one that tells them. So don’t make any mistakes. You see how easy it is? Just go right in there and be a writer.

That about handles that story. Any questions? No, I don’t know whether she shot him on purpose any more than you do. I could find out if I asked myself because I invented it and I could go right on inventing. But you have to know where to stop. That is what makes a short story. Makes it short at least. The only hint I could give you is that it is my belief that the incidence of husbands shot accidentally by wives who are bitches and really work at it is very low. Should we continue?

If you are interested in how you get the idea for a story, this is how it was with “The Snows of Kilimanjaro.” They have you ticketed and always try to make it that you are someone who can only write about theirself. I am using in this lecture the spoken language, which varies. It is one of the ways to write, so you might as well follow it and maybe you will learn something. Anyone who can write can write spoken, pedantic, inexorably dull, or pure English prose, just as slot machines can be set for straight, percentage, give-away or stealing. No one who can write spoken ever starves except at the start. The others you can eat irregularly on. But any good writer can do them all. This is spoken, approved for over fourteen I hope. Thank you.

Anyway we came home from Africa, which is a place you stay until the money runs out or you get smacked, one year and at quarantine I said to the ship news reporters when somebody asked me what my projects were that I was going to work and when I had some more money go back to Africa. The different wars killed off that project and it took nineteen years to get back. Well it was in the papers and a really nice and really fine and really rich woman invited me to tea and we had a few drinks as well and she had read in the papers about this project, and why should I have to wait to go back for any lack of money? She and my wife and I could go to Africa any time and money was only something to be used intelligently for the best enjoyment of good people and so forth. It was a sincere and fine and good offer and I liked her very much and I turned down the offer.

So I get down to Key West and I start to think what would happen to a character like me whose defects I know, if I had accepted that offer. So I start to invent and I make myself a guy who would do what I invent. I know about the dying part because I had been through all that. Not just once. I got it early, in the middle and later. So I invent how someone I know who cannot sue me—that is me—would turn out, and put into one short story things you would use in, say, four novels if you were careful and not a spender. I throw everything I had been saving into the story and spend it all. I really throw it away, if you know what I mean. I am not gambling with it. Or maybe I am. Who knows? Real gamblers don’t gamble. At least you think they don’t gamble. They gamble, Jack, don’t worry. So I make up the man and the woman as well as I can and I put all the true stuff in and with all the load, the most load any short story ever carried, it still takes off and it flies. This makes me very happy. So I thought that and the Macomber story are as good short stories as I can write for a while, so I lose interest and take up other forms of writing.

Any questions? The leopard? He is part of the metaphysics. I did not hire out to explain that nor a lot of other things. I know, but I am under no obligation to tell you. Put it down to omertá. Look that word up. I dislike explainers, apologists, stoolies, pimps. No writer should be any one of those for his own work. This is just a little background, Jack, that won’t do either of us any harm. You see the point, don’t you? If not it is too bad.

That doesn’t mean you shouldn’t explain for, apologize for or pimp or tout for some other writer. I have done it and the best luck I had was doing it for Faulkner. When they didn’t know him in Europe, I told them all how he was the best we had and so forth and I over-humbled with him plenty and built him up about as high as he could go because he never had a break then and he was good then. So now whenever he has a few shots, he’ll tell students what’s wrong with me or tell the Japanese or anybody they send him to, to build up our local product. I get tired of this but I figure what the hell he’s had a few shots and maybe he even believes it. So you asked me just now what I think about him, as everybody does and I always stall, so I say you know how good he is. Right. You ought to. What is wrong is he cons himself sometimes pretty bad. That may just be the sauce. But for quite a while when he hits the sauce toward the end of a book, it shows bad. He gets tired and he goes on and on, and that sauce writing is really hard on who has to read it. I mean if they care about writing. I thought maybe it would help if I read it using the sauce myself, but it wasn’t any help. Maybe it would have helped if I was fourteen. But I was fourteen one year and then I would have been too busy. So that’s what I think about Faulkner. You ask that I sum it up from the standpoint of a professional. Very good writer. Cons himself now. Too much sauce. But he wrote a really fine story called “The Bear” and I would be glad to put it in this book for your pleasure and delight, if I had written it. But you can’t write them all, Jack.

It would be simpler and more fun to talk about other writers and what is good and what is wrong with them, as I saw when you asked me about Faulkner. He’s easy to handle because he talks so much for a supposed silent man. Never talk, Jack, if you are a writer, unless you have the guy write it down and have you go over it. Otherwise, they get it wrong. That’s what you think until they play a tape back at you. Then you know how silly it sounds. You’re a writer aren’t you? Okay, shut up and write. What was that question?

Did I really write three stories in one day in Madrid, the way it said in that interview in The Paris Review and Horizon? Yes sir. I was hotter than a—let’s skip it, gentlemen. I was laden with uninhibited energy. Or should we say this energy was canalized into my work. Such states are compounded by the brisk air of the Guadarramas (Jack, was it cold) the highly seasoned bacalao vizcaíno (dried cod fish, Jack) a certain vague loneliness. (I was in love and the girl was in Bologna and I couldn’t sleep anyway, so why not write.) So I wrote.

“The stories you mention I wrote in one day in Madrid on May 16 when it snowed out the San Isidro bullfights. First I wrote ‘The Killers’ which I’d tried to write before and failed. Then after lunch I got in bed to keep warm and wrote ‘Today is Friday.’ I had so much juice I thought maybe I was going crazy and I had about six other stories to write. So I got dressed and walked to Fornos, the old bull fighter’s cafe, and drank coffee and then came back and wrote ‘Ten Indians.’ This made me very sad and I drank some brandy and went to sleep. I’d forgotten to eat and one of the waiters brought me up some bacalao and a small steak and fried potatoes and a bottle of Valdepeñas.

“The woman who ran the Pension was always worried that I did not eat enough and she had sent the waiter. I remember sitting up in bed and eating, and drink the Valdepeñas. The waiter said he would bring up another bottle. He said the Señora wanted to know if I was going to write all night. I said no, I thought I would lay off for a while. Why don’t you try to write just one more, the waiter asked. I’m only supposed to write one, I said. Nonsense, he said. You could write six. I’ll try tomorrow, I said. Try it tonight, he said. What do you think the old woman sent the food up for?

“I’m tired, I told him. Nonsense, he said (the word was not nonsense). You tired after three miserable little stories. Translate me one.

“Leave me alone, I said. How am I going to write it if you don’t leave me alone. So I sat up in bed and drank the Valdepeñas and thought what a hell of a writer I was if the first story was as good as I’d hoped.”

I have used the same words in answering that the excellent Plimpton elicited from me in order to avoid error or repetition. If there are no more questions, should we continue?

It is very bad for writers to be hit on the head too much. Sometimes you lose months when you should have and perhaps would have worked well but sometimes a long time after the memory of the sensory distortions of these woundings will produce a story which, while not justifying the temporary cerebral damage, will palliate it. “A Way You’ll Never Be” was written at Key West, Florida, some fifteen years after the damage it depicts, both to a man, a village and a countryside, had occurred. No questions? I understand. I understand completely. However, do not be alarmed. We are not going to call for a moment of silence. Nor for the man in the white suit. Nor for the net. Now gentlemen, and I notice a sprinkling of ladies who have drifted in attracted I hope by the sprinkling of applause. Thank you. Just what stories do you yourselves care for? I must not impose on you exclusively those that find favor with their author. Do you too care for any of them?

You like “The Killers”? So good of you. And why? Because it had Burt Lancaster and Ava Gardner in it? Excellent. Now we are getting somewhere. It is always a pleasure to remember Miss Gardner as she was then. No, I never met Mr. Lancaster. I can’t tell you what he is really like but everyone says he is terrific. The background of that story is that I had a lawyer who had cancer and he wanted cash rather than any long term stuff. You can see his point I hope. So when he was offered a share in the picture for me and less cash, he took the more cash. It turned out badly for us both. He died eventually and I retained only an academic interest in the picture. But the company lets me run it off free when I want to see Miss Gardner and hear the shooting. It is a good picture and the only good picture ever made of a story of mine. One of the reasons for that is that John Huston wrote the script. Yes I know him. Is everything true about him that they say? No. But the best things are. Isn’t that interesting.

You mean background about the story not the picture? That’s not very sporting, young lady. Didn’t you see the class was enjoying itself finally? Besides it has a sordid background. I hesitate to bring it in, on account of there is no statute of limitations on what it deals with. Gene Tunney, who is a man of wide culture, once asked me, “Ernest, wasn’t that Andre Anderson in ‘The Killers’?” I told him it was and that the town was Summit, Illinois, not Summit, N.J. We left it at that. I thought about that story a long long time before I invented it, and I had to be as far away as Madrid before I invented it properly. That story probably had more left out of it than anything I ever wrote. More even than when I left the war out of “Big Two-Hearted River.” I left out all Chicago, which is hard to do in 2951 words.

Another time I was leaving out good was in “A Clean Well-Lighted Place.” There I really had luck. I left out everything. That is about as far as you can go, so I stood on that one and haven’t drawn to that since.

I trust you follow me, gentlemen. As I said at the start, there is nothing to writing short stories once you get the knack of it.

A story I can beat, and I promise you I will, is “The Undefeated.” But I leave it in to show you the difference between when you leave it all in and when you take it out. The stories where you leave it all in do not re-read like the ones where you leave it out. They understand easier, but when you have read them once or twice you can’t re-read them. I could give you examples in everybody who writes, but writers have enough enemies without doing it to each other. All really good writers know exactly what is wrong in all other good writers. There are no perfect writers unless they write just a very little bit and then stand on it. But writers have no business fingering another writer to outsiders while he is alive. After a writer is dead and doesn’t have to work any more, anything goes. A son of a bitch alive is a son of a bitch dead. I am not talking about rows between writers. They are okay and can be comic. If someone puts a thumb in your eye, you don’t protest. You thumb him back. He fouls you, you foul him back. That teaches people to keep it clean. What I mean is, you shouldn’t give it to another writer, I mean really give it to him. I know you shouldn’t do it because I did it once to Sherwood Anderson. I did it because I was righteous, which is the worst thing you can be, and I thought he was going to pot the way he was writing and that I could kid him out of it by showing him how awful it was. So I wrote The Torrents of Spring. It was cruel to do, and it didn’t do any good, and he just wrote worse and worse. What the hell business of mine was it if he wanted to write badly? None. But then I was righteous and more loyal to writing than to my friend. I would have shot anybody then, not kill them, just shoot them a little, if I thought it would straighten them up and make them write right. Now I know that there is nothing you can do about any writer ever. The seeds of their destruction are in them from the start, and the thing to do about writers is get along with them if you see them, and try not to see them. All except a very few, and all of them except a couple are dead. Like I said, once they’re dead anything goes as long as it’s true.

I’m sorry I threw at Anderson. It was cruel and I was a son of a bitch to do it. The only thing I can say is that I was as cruel to myself then. But that is no excuse. He was a friend of mine, but that was no excuse for doing it to him. Any questions? Ask me that some other time.

This brings us to another story, “My Old Man.” The background of this was all the time we spent at the races at San Siro when I used to be in hospital in Milan in 1918, and the time put in at the tracks in Paris when we really worked at it. Handicapping I mean. Some people say that this story is derived from a story about harness racing by Sherwood Anderson called “I’m a Fool.” I do not believe this. My theory is that it is derived from a jockey I knew very well and a number of horses I knew, one of which I was in love with. I invented the boy in my story and I think the boy in Sherwood’s story was himself. If you read both stories you can form your own opinion. Whatever it is, it is all right with me. The best things Sherwood wrote are in two books, Winesburg, Ohio and The Triumph of the Egg. You should read them both. Before you know too much about things, they are better. The best thing about Sherwood was he was the kind of guy at the start his name made you think of Sherwood Forest, while in Bob Sherwood the name only made you think of a playwright.

Any other stories you find in this book are in because I liked them. If you like them too I will be pleased. Thank you very much. It has been nice to be with you.

Ernest Hemingway

June 1959
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Judgment of Manitou

1916

Dick Haywood buttoned the collar of his mackinaw up about his ears, took down his rifle from the deer horns above the fireplace of the cabin and pulled on his heavy fur mittens. “I’ll go and run that line toward Loon River, Pierre,” he said. “Holy quill pigs, but it’s cold.” He glanced at the thermometer. “Forty-two below!” “Well, so long, Pierre.” Pierre merely grunted, as, twisting on his snow shoes, Dick started out over the crust with the swinging snowshoe stride of the traveler of the barren grounds.

In the doorway of the cabin Pierre stood looking after Dick as he swung along. He grinned evilly to himself, “De tief will tink it a blame sight cooler when he swingin’ by one leg in the air like Wah-boy, the rabbit; he would steal my money, would he!” Pierre slammed the heavy door shut, threw some wood on the fire and crawled into his bunk.

As Dick Haywood strode along he talked to himself as to the traveler’s of the “silent places.” “Wonder why Pierre is so grouchy just because he lost that money? Bet he just misplaced it somewhere. All he does now is to grunt like a surly pig and every once in a while I catch him leering at me behind my back. If he thinks I stole his money why don’t he say so and have it out with me! Why, he used to be so cheerful and jolly; when we agreed at Missainabal to be partners and trap up here in the Ungava district, I thought he’d be a jolly good companion, but now he hasn’t spoken to me for the last week, except to grunt or swear in that Cree lingo.”

It was a cold day, but it was the dry, invigorating cold of the northland and Dick enjoyed the crisp air. He was a good traveler on snowshoes and rapidly covered the first five miles of the trap line, but somehow he felt that something was following him and he glanced around several times only to be disappointed each time. “I guess it’s only the Koutzie-ootzie,” he muttered to himself, for in the North whenever men do not understand a thing they blame it on the “little bad god of the Crees.” Suddenly, as Dick entered a growth of spruce, he was jerked off his feet, high into the air. When his head had cleared from the bang it had received by striking the icy crust, he saw that he was suspended in the air by a rope that was attached to a spruce tree, which had been bent over to form the spring for a snare, such as is used to capture rabbits. His fingers barely touched the crust, and as he struggled and the cord grew tighter on his leg, he saw what he had sensed to be following him. Slowly out of the woods trotted a band of gaunt, white, hungry timber wolves, and squatted on their haunches in a circle round him.
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