[ REWHLY - PXSTE+EXFR ]

Tle Fatetd Fhont s of Emest Hominguway— Ty Lty and the Tk
e W D s 7] B K
—— ] 55 EH v

(] GHER &
EM F mEF

RERF AR .



g BEBEEY - PYFIR+HEXFER
(Q

& 772

.?%é%%%é%w@%mmfgmwam%m@
«&%é@@@mﬁ%&%%

I e k7 SR

—— ik S5 1 e

(] B &
EH F mF

AERF AR

db =



nAEE N

A T XEE LR 8 IURSCE ARG H BRI « UK 15 REERAS, K
g (NP NE ) (RANZE) (B S5HE) (LA (RHREM) (—Mim.
WIZERH ) (— RIS F G SANMERMLER. LR, BN
AT, T — R AR AR .

T AEHvE &I MRA, R ABMEISCF A, KL 4 R A B A
W= AR . D T RS T MRS SO, T 4R R B S A R 1K, AER
R TFERE 4 N T R Rk

ABHEME FEXFZHMABNEE, THREETHHE.
LRALERS, AL, BEEIREIE: 010-62782989 13701121933

BREM&BE (CIP) i

T JER S /N RS E—— Wi 5538 7i=The Selected Short Stories of Ernest Hemingway—The
Butterfly and the Tank: % JUAEY) « F3CF L+ / (R) WIEGE: EM%FHMIE.

—JbE: EERFHRAE, 2015
ISBN 978-7-302-39054-1

. Qg 1. Q- @F- Il ONE B EYOME M/~ visk—£EH- AR
IV. @H319.4: 1

of [E A B CIP B (2015) 58 019604 5

HIEHE.: SE0R & B
HERV: W
wERX: PR
RS . FLE

HAR&Z 1T TR
B 4k http://www. tup. com. cn, http://www. wgbook. com
M HE. JEEEEKEERTRIE A R B %45 . 100084
#AHL: 010-62770175 BB . 010-62786544
WEB5IEZERSE. 010-62776969, c-service@ tup. tsinghua. edu. cn
B B K {&:010-62772015, zhiliang@ tup. tsinghua. edu. cn

BN 3% F. WAERSFORT

%2 § . 4 E BRI

FF Z . 170mm X 260mm Ep 9. 11.25 F  ¥. 230 FF

B R 2015 4F 8 A 1R El R 2015 4F 8 H 551 KERKI
En #. 1~3000

E #r: 25.00 Jo

PGS 060104-01



KK A T4 « #EB B (Ernest Hemingway, 1899—1961), %/ttt Cix
3 EBARE /AN “FrEaE” NRIIEIEAN, 1954 FBETE IURICE
KRG .

1899 4 7 A 21 H, @ EEXEPRERMN—TEEXKE.
R 0, ERERITH . e INES), XFERRERSEE
f /N T F AR E, X B H S B SCE A E = A
TEXMEW. E&PRE, et mERIR ERRBR /AU, KR
HTREREERR. h2EEl)E, i (B 47T 6 AL W,
FEMAR T RIFAINZR. B—RMFRRBRR G, H0H BRI E RS2 1
HYNEE, MAREA+FEEHREN, BFEEERFIES. KREHRE,
BB KR BUNR P+ FEDRE, REXENFHXE, A+
R AT, (EfERIX L3 (1 2 Ath & b BORE K4 IR RVEEAS AE 1 ol 45 A 19 A%
Fidiz. F—xkMFAREE, MKBEEERGDE, YLhdESHSmnE
TR FRERATEIEF A A SO AE MR R R ) D, — S
—MHE/Mi. 1926 FHMR T HE KR DE CRBEBEARY, 23T X
FRWVZRKE. 1929 F, AR THHRREZ— GRAlT, K,
XA R, PSRV BEZAR LR, FHBEE Tt
/MR TR . 1940 4F, WG ERR % T ATTHET iy ik 15 5L 0 RV TG 17
F KRN GERCHETNE ). 1952 45, AR T (EA5HE), &/
PAbERAS T AERERRR, BTSRRI T AL “RER N ST
PRSCHH Fep . R SR BT 3R 1954 4R TR, REER &
“HIAMEE TAFEZAR, RUMRIIAMGIEE (EA58) +F, FEN
th B TARAE ARG R BT RIERI . " ST FiX—3%, BUHRENZE
M. REERHEHEER SR, SMhrFO0ER T RKKREE, 2
JEAth B e P QI AR M A i, XA ARE PN, 72 T AR



n(lls

HifEs. 1961 4 7 A 2 H, ZAEHAORKEVIRABRS R T ACK
A dir o

20 et 20 SFARHEYHBESCHQIMER R, ik 7 (FERNTATRAR
B, (FED). (BAELXAMBA). CREERHEARY M GkalT, R
FfEdn . CKEEETHE) SRR G B — A& AR E 5 — BSR4
BN, R RIMR KRG, KR TAEERTT M, il T 4
EAGGE ERERYE, AR 2R, AR, TR B E R,
HEFEMMA TR FIREN, IREERVERIAE S SAEABATAE R 8, flAT] A REAE
POETP R, SEEMES T E R eI “RR R —R7. XEA R
U B E CAR T E B T A R SE S . B O At BT AR B — A 305
WIRFE TR ARA “ R —". B CRFHEHETHR) 24, GRAT,
KA #EHR “EMH—L” SRR 20 A 30~40 FR, fheE
CRILABL) FHKRDU GERIAHETING) PG TIEBRNE. EM, 4
N B 2 8 55 e SF A T R ) SR P iR TR B s AR AE U 34 DL P A
ENg, fefET (EMBF L. (Zh BT LNE), ERKRT (K=
P « 30 UL REAE R (M SEAE ). 20 tHAD 50 4EAR, YIS T AR A A AR K
“CRIBAEARIE K, (HELRAT AR DS, HACRIE SR it
gt (ZAN5H).

W B — AR QMEE LA E S BB T TORRER— T, AR SRAIR IR
WREORS . R — B AE. BRSNS, RARTS
. ME/ER, EF - MEARAEIIE, HEMES. fhil: “RIE
5, THR—HEE. BRPOIFMESR, EEReT—FEARRE, B
IR AT e fa) R R IA TR A AR 7 IR — LR A AT MK
W R TTRRTE TR T —F¥E 4 & BB HOC: EZAR L, hARRL
A AR ZFHIRIRTFER L EEM, ERECETEIEL 5
“EREmT, ZRAWSRERERAEDRAIEDESZE] TR .

BRI EPRKR M CREEETHE) EAERER, BPREADKR
(ZA5) R JURSCFER, BfEERERDROIE, —EaET
HEARZ . BMEREER AU, P EVFE 4R Okt FRR /55
FRIZ . BTXANRE, BITRERE. WFERYERER DK 15 &K,
HRA P FEFESCRATEA IR PR, BAVR NG R
TERORGHE, R REIRB R iR k. BAIAm E A o 4 E
EEERNE LR, EEEF IR SCHHEZAT, TR S




W, XEERRTTHRSCES R, Wi EEE. RAEG, %48
EVER T sk S b B, R FOEEENREREFAAE
FrAEH A HBI.

ARREP L FRELLERIINBPH—F, REERFIINBRIS—
AN EEHMBEAUEE S INTOE E R RN ARSI EM . X T
B2 %X, L& SSAT. SAT, &/ TOEFL. GRE, EEURUFHIRS,
SR TS . 0tb. AEE AR, iR
FEMR AR T X EMRAREENTFRZ —.

VER L TTANFSGERRETI . B E R B 22 g TR S M BE VLA,
WK S H B S X E S L FEERRZERVIE R, TR
fERFE MR RRZERRN, THEAEFERE. X, £%. MERE,
4 RS R L R L R EK P AT S 1ERE ), ATIZE TOEFL, HEE. SSAT,
SAT. GRE. GMAT 5P UG 4F 1) s, 31 H6 Bh it & e Th B 2158
UF i [ Ah 221

KPP FEARHEMGRE. SMAPEEEMEEEE KT
EEA L K. BE. X5, B4 E. Bk, REaE, fEEE. ik
NI #FE. EEE. (13 BBEFR. #HIN, FE, K2, kRA.
Tk ERE. fFETE. RTIRANGEIE. AXEFMIGEKE, BhfEhs
HAYMZA, RHOFEEE P KMIPRIE.

T




B g 5 38

The Butterfly and the Tank -« 1
Hr it By #A

Old Man at the Bridge: - «ssseserssrssesssssonsainssnmienisiissisininionees 14
{6 3¢ 1y 30 [F]

A STMPlE INQUITY -+ ++s+esesseessesserssesstmntmsssisis st 20
— TR

A Clean, Well-Lighted Place:: - wesesssusmssinsinsiissinsisscnnes 26
R AEH

INAIAN CAMIP-++ereessesseseessessmssnssss it s 34
%%

The Sea Change -+ +swsssssserserssismissiimisiiss e 42
£ LA

AfterThie QU s v mav s S ar TR e e o SRR AT SR e 555 49
B, Bacfol AL

The Gambler, the Nun, and the Radig:--+--=-ssssrsrerersrusaninins 58
Py /% 2 347 1L A R

AN AIPINE Tdyl] oeseeesesemssmnsssssssnsisisnisinisisisssinissisn s .79
9 A

Cat i1 thie TRAT 555555595 raoo s asnssn e sans sor e vans svosaw e eSS R N e ms s a3 88
F2HX

Tiie Batileg s et ey i g e T hysreio iy B 95
jugllal: b

The Light of the World: -« +ssseeessssrsemmiisnisinieiinisiiiiniians 108
— R EH

ADay’S Walt .............................................................................. 118
*F

N KAl - g T oy T R B Ty e saavsp AT I s vy e 125
"7 TG

Flfty Grand s-orrererrr e 1 3 8

SINALNOD




g e
The Buttonlly 4{1;:&5@?:;} andtho Tink

%\

Bk 5185

The Butterfly and the Tank

ELEREERAR. 2EHOE IR, —
VIV B AR R,  AMTH SRR S AL . X
R TEW, ENHFES2ZRIREKN MR £, &
JASE 457 32 3 A e W P Oy —

MHETE AR, BRI T B — A
RTEHFE EDAZE TERERAN, HINEE—XHE
JTHE S TR NMRT . WESAITR
M, ATHRRBITF . IXh, — A HAERFEER,
AERHT % (01 BRI 58 55 4% 30— o7 o 3 4 0 1 I AY
FERLME S5 AW . RST 62 A =0, (EmET
F0FE ORI A I L, SRS AW T LK, Pk ER RS
% =k

B, =AFHIRIASINZEES, FEME TTT. R AEm
FAMIYE LT T — B, X AREBRZES, 793 7115 X=P AR
JEAA, WigEWE TR, bk EidBEsE, BHMW, Z5E% 48]
5 B N8 H B TR, LA EETE, EBEWEE, 2
SRAGTFE RS, FRATHE [R] SR 4l 4R 4 s A T VR 5 Je T, T 25 {81 4E T
Fy wmE—AKERER, BATMS. BEEK T, BE AR
I RABNAITSME L, BHE =T ABMEADTHEE . MAIHET, &
TINRANAE T ommEr AV BT BERAEFEH AMNK LN, SRFR

© DR, FIEFE .

2 d,.'a-% i
B A D)

J_{':-‘aA

DRE Ty

o

&




B | H
= | ED S
H
bkt
T it
]
1_ vy
Gl eSs:
BNi\ ﬁ,mwy \\

o, s L L



@w%M@guﬁiyme%%

L]
g

st R B 2 B 2 O w5, BRI C2R5E T . BRI IR I 2
RARERSE, HFEEESHX, GRAEERARES, KX P
AR =/pitE, BANEFALUE T

BoRFF, FOOKRBITITEE, )RR EIUE T XF. SRR R
PO TR, WEEE A, I w552 BRI
K, MAERAE— DAL LIPS, ARAERZOT oM, HEMR T —
KAERIRE . B EMMZETRT, MR 7 RS5 10 — B R e
b7 UL, RTINS, XA S — R - T
—HET . SFENTIEER - E EIC XN E Rk, BH B (g S
VR

@n this evening I was walking home from the censorship office to the
Florida Hotel and it was raining. So about half way home I got sick of the rain
and stopped into Chicote’s for a quick one. It was the second winter of shelling
in the siege of Madrid and everything was short including tobacco and people’s
tempers and you were a little hungry all the time and would become suddenly
and unreasonably irritated at things you could do nothing about such as the
weather. I should have gone on home. It was only five blocks more, but when I
saw Chicote’s doorway I thought I would get a quick one and then do those six
blocks up the Gran via through the mud and rubble of the streets broken by the
bombardment.

The place was crowded. You couldn’t get near the bar and all the tables
were full. It was full of smoke, singing, men in uniform, and the smell of wet
leather coats, and they were handing drinks over a crowd that was three deep at
the bar.

A waiter | knew found a chair from another table and I sat down with a
thin, white-faced, Adam’s-appled German I knew who was working at the
censorship and two other people I did not know. The table was in the middle of
the room a little on your right as you go in.

You couldn’t hear yourself talk for the singing and I ordered a gin and

Angostura and put it down against the rain. The place was really packed and
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everybody was very jolly; maybe getting just a little bit too jolly from the
newly made Catalan liquor most of them were drinking. A couple of people I
did not know slapped me on the back and when the girl at our table said
something to me, I couldn’t hear it and said, “Sure.”

She was pretty terrible looking now I had stopped looking around and was
looking at our table; really pretty terrible. But it turned out, when the waiter
came, that what she had asked me was to have a drink. The fellow with her was
not very forceful looking but she was forceful enough for both of them. She
had one of those strong, semi-classical faces and was built like a lion tamer;
and the boy with her looked as though he ought to be wearing an old school tie.
He wasn’t though. He was wearing a leather coat just like all the rest of us.
Only it wasn’t wet because they had been there since before the rain started.
She had on a leather coat too and it was becoming to the sort of face she had.

By this time I was wishing I had not stopped into Chicote’s but had gone
strasight on home where you could change your clothes and be dry and have a
drink in comfort on the bed with your feet up, and I was tired of looking at both
of these young people. Life is very short and ugly women are very long and
sitting there at the table I decided that even though I was a writer and supposed
to have an insatiable curiosity about all sorts of people, I did not really care to
know whether these two were married, or what they saw in each other, or what
their politics were, or whether he had a little money, or she had a little money,
or anything about them. I decided they must be in the radio. Any time you saw
really strange looking civilians in Madrid they were always in the radio. So to
say something I raised my voice above the noise and asked, “You in the radio?”

“We are,” the girl said. So that was that. They were in the radio.

“How are you comrade?” I said to the German.

“Fine. And you?”

“Wet,” I said, and he laughed with his head on one side.

“You haven’t got a cigarette?” he asked. I handed him my next to the last
pack of cigarettes and he took two. The forceful girl took two and the young
man with the old school tie face took one.

“Take another,” I shouted.

No thanks,” he answered and the German took it instead.
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“Do you mind?” he smiled.

“Of course not,” I said. I really minded and he knew it. But he wanted the
cigarettes so badly that it did not matter. The singing had died down
momentarily, or there was a break in it as there is sometimes in a storm, and we
could all hear what we said.

“You been here long?” the forceful girl asked me. She pronounced it bean
as in bean soup.

“Off and on,” I said.

“We must have a serious talk,” the German said. “I want to have a talk
with you. When can we have it?”

“I’ll call you up,” I said. This German was a very strange German indeed
and none of the good Germans liked him. He lived under the delusion that he
could play the piano, but if you kept him away from pianos he was all right
unless he was exposed to liquor, or the opportunity to gossip, and nobody had
even been able to keep him away from those two things yet. Gossip was the
best thing he did and he always knew something new and highly discreditable
about anyone you could mention in Madrid, Valencia, Barcelona, and other
political centers.

Just then the singing really started in again, and you cannot gossip very
well shouting, so it looked like a dull afternoon at Chicote’s and I decided to
leave as soon as I should have bought a round myself.

Just then it started. A civilian in a brown suit, a white shirt, black tie, his
hair brushed straight back from a rather high forehead, who had been clowning
around from table to table, squirted one of the waiters with a flit gun.
Everybody laughed except the waiter who was carrying a tray full of drinks at
the time. He was indignant.

“No hay derecho,” the waiter said. This means, “You have no right to do
that,” and is the simplest and the strongest protest in Spain.

The flit gun man, delighted with his success, and not seeming to give any
importance to the fact that it was well into the second year of the war, that he
was in a city under siege where everyone was under a strains, and that he was
one of only four men in civilian clothes in the place, now squirted another
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[ looked around for a place to duck to. This waiter, also, was indignant and
the flit gun man squirted him twice more, lightheartedly. Some people still
thought it was funny, including the forceful girl. But the waiter stood, shaking
his head. His lips were trembling. He was an old man and he had worked in
Chicote’s for ten years that I knew of.

“No hay derecho,” he said with dignity.

People had laughed, however, and the flit gun man, not noticing how the
singing had fallen off, squirted his flit gun at the back of a waiter’s neck. The
waiter turned, holding his tray.

“No hay derecho,” he said. This time it was no protest. It was an
indictment and I saw three men in uniform start from a table for the flit gun
man and the next thing all four of them were going out the revolving door in a
rush and you heard a smack when someone hit the flit gun man on the mouth.
Somebody else picked up the flit gun and threw it out the door after him.

The three men came back in looking serious, tough and very righteous.
Then the door revolved and in came the flit gun man. His hair was down in his
eyes, there was blood on his face, his necktie was pulled to one side and his
shirt was torn open. He had the flit gun again and as he pushed, wild-eyed and
whitefaced, into the room he made one general, unaimed, challenging squirt
with it, holding it toward the whole company.

I saw one of the three men start for him and I saw this man’s face. There
were more men with him now and they forced the flit gun man back between
two tables on the left of the room as you go in, the flit gun man struggling
wildly now, and when the shot went off I grabbed the forceful girl by the arm
and dove for the kitchen door.

The kitchen door was shut and when I put my shoulder against it did not
give.

“Get down here behind the angle of the bar,” I said. She knelt there.

“Flat,” I said and pushed her down. She was furious.

Every man in the room except the German, who lay behind a table, and the
public-school-looking boy who stood in a corner drawn up against the wall,
had a gun up. On a bench along the wall three over-blonde girls, their hair dark

at the roots, were standing on tiptoe to see and screaming steadily.
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I’m not afraid,” the forceful one said. “This is ridiculous.

“You don’t want to get shot in a café brawl,” I said. “If that flit king has
any friends here this can be very bad.

But he had no friends, evidently, because people began putting their pistols
away and somebody lifted down the blonde screamers and everyone who had
started over there when the shot came drew back away from the flit man who
lay, quietly, on his back on the floor.

“No one is to leave until the police come,” someone shouted from the
door.

Two policemen with rifles, who had come in off the street patrol, were
standing by the door and at this announcement I saw six men form up just like
the line-up of a football team coming out of a huddle and head out through the
door. Three of them were the men who had first thrown the flit king out. One of
them was the man who shot him. They went right through the policemen with
the rifles like good interference taking out an end and a tackle. And as they
went out one of the policemen got his rifle across the door and shouted, “No
one can leave. Absolutely no one.”

“Why did those men go? Why hold us if anyone’s gone?”

“They were mechanics who had to return to their air field,” someone said.

“But if anyone’s gone it’s silly to hold the others.”

“Everyone must wait for the Seguridad. Things must be done legally and
in order.”

“But don’t you see that if any person has gone it is silly to hold the
others?”

“No one can leave. Everyone must wait.”

“It’s comic,” I said to the forceful girl.

“No it’s not. It’s simply horrible.”

We were standing up now and she was staring indignantly at where the flit
king was lying. His arms were spread wide and he had one leg drawn up.

“I’m going over to help that poor wounded man. Why has no one helped
him or done anything for him?”

“I’d leave him alone,” I said. “You want to keep out of this.”
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“But it’s simply inhuman. I’ve nurse’s training and I’'m going to give him
first aid.”

“I wouldn’t,” I said. “Don’t go near him.”

“Why not?” She was very upset and almost hysterical.

“Because he’s dead,” [ said.

When the police came they held everyone there for three hours. They
commenced by smelling of all the pistols. In this manner they would detec one
which had been fired recently. After about forty pistols they seemed to get
bored with this and anyway all you could smell was wet leather coats. Then
they sat at a table placed directly behind the late flit king, who lay on the floor
looking like a gray wax caricature of himself, with grey wax hands and a grey
wax face, and examined people’s papers.

With his shirt ripped open you could see the flit king had no undershirt and .
the soles of his shoes were worn through. He looked very small and pitiful
lying there on the floor. You had to step over him to get to the table where two
plain clothes policemen sat and examined everyone’s identification papers. The
husband lost and found his papers several times with nervousness. He had a
safe conduct pass somewhere but he had mislaid it in a pocket and he kept on
searching and perspiring until he found it. Then he would put it in a different
pocket and have to go searching again. He perspired heavily while doing this
and it made his hair very curly and his face red. He now looked as though he
should have not only an old school tie but one of those little caps boys in the
lower forms wear. You have heard how events age people. Well, this shooting
had made him look about ten years younger.

While we were waiting around I told the forceful girl I thought the whole
thing was a pretty good story and that I would write it sometime. The way the
six had lined up in single file and rushed that door was very impressive. She
was shocked and said that I could not write it because it would be prejudicial to
the cause of the Spanish Republic. I said that I had been in Spain for a long
time and that they used to have a phenomenal number of shootings in the old
days around Valencia under the monarchy. and that for hundreds of years

before the Republic people had been cutting each other with large knives called
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navajas in Andalucia, and that if I saw a comic shooting in Chicote’s during the
war I could write about it just as though it had been in New York, Chicago, Key
West or Marseilles. It did not have anything to do with politics. She said I
shouldn’t. Probably a lot of other people will say I shouldn’t too. The German
seemed to think it was a pretty good story, however, and I gave him the last of
the Camels. Well, anyway, finally, after about three hours the police said we
could go.

They were sort of worried about me in those days, with the shelling, if you
started for home on foot and didn’t get there after the bars were closed at
seven-thirty, people worried. I was glad to get home and I told the story while
we were cooking supper on an electric stove and it had quite a success.

Well, it stopped raining during the night, and the next morning it was a
fine, bright, cold early winter day and at twelve forty-five I pushed open the
revolving doors at Chicote’s to try a little gin and tonic before lunch. There
were very few people there at that hour and two waiters and the manager came
over to the table. They were all smiling.

“Did they catch the murderer?” I asked.

“Don’t make jokes so early in the day,” the manager said. “Did you see
him shot?”

“Yes,” I told him.

“Me too,” he said. “I was just here when it happened.”

He pointed to a corner table. “He placed the pistol right against the man’s
chest when he fired.”

“How late did they hold people?”

“Oh, until past two this morning.”

“They only came for the fiambre,” using the Spanish slang word for
corpse, the same used on menus for cold meat, “at eleven o’clock this
morning.”

“But you don’t know about it yet,” the manager said.

“No. He doesn’t know,” a waiter said.

“It is a very rare thing,” another waiter said. “Muy raro”

“And sad too,” the manager said. He shook his head.

“Yes. Sad and cunous,” the waiter said. “Very sad.”
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“Tell me.”

“It is a very rare thing,” the manager said.

“Tell me. Come on, tell me.”

The manager leaned over the table in great confidence.

“In the flit gun, you know,” he said. “He had eau de cologne. Poor fellow.”

“It was not a joke in such bad taste, you see?” the waiter said.

“It was really just gaiety. No one should have taken offense,” the manager
said. “Poor fellow.”

“I see,” | said. “He just wanted everyone to have a good time.”

“Yes,” said the manager. “It was really just an unfortunate misunderstanding.”

“And what about the flit gun?”

“The police took it. They have sent it around to his fannily.”

“I imagine they will be glad to have it,” I said.

“Yes,” said the manager. “Certainly. A flit gun is always useful.”

“Who was he?”

“A cabinet maker.”

“Married?”

“Yes, the wife was here with the police this morning.”

“What did she say?”

“She dropped down by him and said, ‘Pedro, what have they done to thee,
Pedro? Who has done this to thee? Oh, Pedro.”

“Then the police had to take her away because she could not control
herself,” the waiter said.

“It seems he was feeble of the chest,” the manager said. “He fought in the
first days of the movement. They said he fought in the Sierra but he was too
weak in the chest to continue.”

“And yesterday afternoon he just went out on the town to cheer things up,”
[ suggested.

No,” said the manager. “You see it is very rare. Everything is muy raro.
This I learn from the police who are very efficient if given time. They have
interrogated comrades from the shop where he worked. This they located from
the card of his syndicate which was in his pocket. Yesterday he bought the flit

gun and agua de colonia to use for a joke at a wedding. He had announced this



