The Complete
Short Stories of

Ernest
Hemingway

@

o 5L P15 i







BBEW%E (CIP) &iE

R B/ 24 = The Complete short
stories of Ernest Hemingway . 3 3ZBHiEM . 22 /
(3£) BRAEHF - R (Ernest Hemingway) 2. — &
& KEARMMAL, 2017.8

ISBN 978—7—201—12069—0

N — /RS - £E B V. ©H319.4; 1

Hh [ Rl A 1 CIP 8 4% (201 7) 45 15526 72

R Rt/ e A B

THE COMPLETE SHORT STORIES OF ERNEST HEMINGWAY

(3€) BRI - R ¥

K
iR A
o ak
S B
S g L 5
R &
B EH

T ESa4H
Rl T

ifill kil ET1 kg
2B
* o &F
Bl 5K
S
AR 2 EN
E

Kt AR AR #E
w i

R AN X 78 fei 35 S HEE K
300051

(022) 23332469
http: //www . tjrmcbs.com
tirmcbs@126.com

(54855 .
XM T A s g

23.3
600 T

201748 A% 1Ll 2017 4E 8 A% 1 YcENRI
59.80 ¢

RS SfNeaR
ERMHMENERRCE, EHEBERFE (022-23332469 )



Hjjier

'W‘

Ilﬁllw!l'




Contents

01 + An African Story
02 « After the Storm

03 +

04
05

07

11

13

20

An Alpine Idyll

+ Banal Story
+ The Battler
06 -

Big Two-Hearted River ()

+ Big Two-Hearted River (l1)
08 «
09 =
10 %

Black Ass at the Cross Roads
The Butterfly and the Tank
A Canary for One

+ The Capital of the World
12 @

Cat in the Rain

« Che Ti Dice la Patria?
14 «
15 -
16
17 «
18 «
19 =

A Clean, Well-Lighted Place
Cross-Country Snow

A Day’s Wait

The Denunciation

The Doctor and the Doctor’s Wife
The End of Something

» The Faithful Bull
21 o
22 ©
23 »
24 »

Fathers and Sons

Fifty Grand

The Gambler, The Nun, and the Radio
Get a Seeing-Eyed Dog

AT N e

001
013
019
025
027
036
045
055
069
079
084
096
100
109
114
120
124
136
140
144
146
156
180
197



002 =

BHERER/NREE
25 © God Rest You Merry, Gentlemen
26 + The Good Lion
27 + Great News from the Mainland
28 + Hills Like White Elephants
29 Homage to Switzerland
30 | Guess Everything Reminds You of Something
31 Iin Another Country
32 Indian Camp
33 The Killers
34 Landscape with Figures
35 The Last Good Country
36 The Light of the World
37 A Man of the World
38 The Mother of a Queen
39 Mr. and Mrs. Elliot
40 My Old Man
41 - A Natural History of the Dead
42 Night Before Battle
43 Nobody Ever Dies
44 < Now | Lay Me
45 - 0Old Man at the Bridge
46 On the Quai at Smyrna
47 One Reader Writes'
48  One Trip Across
49 Out of Season
50 « The Porter
51 A Pursuit Race
52 The Revolutionist
53 The Sea Change
54  The Short Happy Life of Francis Macomber
55 A Simple Enquiry
56 The Snows of Kilimanjaro

203
208
211
215
220
232
238
244
249
259
268
319
326
331
335
339
352
361
390
405
413
416
418
420
457
463
473
478
479
483
514
517



57 <
58 «

59

65
66
67

Soldier’s Home
The Strange Country

- Summer People
61 *
62 -
63 #
64 «

Ten Indians

The Three-Day Blow
Today Is Friday

The Tradesman’s Return
A Train Trip

+ The Undefeated
< Under the Ridge
< Up in Michigan
68 =
69 «
70 -

A Very Short Story
A Way You'll Never Be
Wine of Wyoming

CONTENTS =003

540
548
606
616
622
632
636
649
666
695
707
712
714
726



An African Story
e

He was waiting for the moon to rise and he felt Kibo’s hair
rise under his hand as he stroked him to be quiet and they both
watched and listened as the moon came up and gave them
shadows. His arm was around the dog’s neck now and he could
feel him shivering. All of the night sounds had stopped. They
did not hear the elephant and David did not see him until the
dog turned his head and seemed to settle into David. Then the
elephant’s shadow covered them and he moved past making no
noise at all and they smelled him in the light wind that came
down from the mountain. He smelled strong but old and sour
and when he was past David saw that the left tusk was so long
it seemed to reach the ground.

They waited but no other elephants came by and then David
and the dog started off running in the moonlight. The dog kept
close behind him and when David stopped the dog pressed his
muzzle into the back of his knee.

David had to see the bull again and they came up on him at
the edge of the forest. He was traveling toward the mountain
and slowly moving into the steady night breeze. David came
close enough to see him cut off the moon again and to smell
the sour oldness but he could not see the right tusk. He was
afraid to work closer with the dog and he took him back with the
wind and pushed him down against the base of a tree and tried
-to make him understand. He thought the dog would stay and he
did but when David moved up toward the bulk of the elephant
again he felt the wet muzzle against the hollow of his knee.

The two of them followed the elephant until he came to an
opening in the trees. He stood there moving his huge ears. His
bulk was in the shadow but the moonlight would be on his
head. David reached behind him and closed the dog’s jaws
gently with his hand and then moved softly and unbreathing
to his right along the edge of the night breeze, feeling it on his
cheek, edging with it, never letting it get between him and the
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bulk until he could see the elephant’s head and the great ears
slowly moving. The right tusk was as thick as his own thigh
and it curved down almost to the ground.

He and Kibo moved back, the wind on his neck now, and
they backtracked out of the forest and into the open park
country. The dog was ahead of him now and he stopped where
David had left the two hunting spears by the trail when they
had followed the elephant. He swung them over his shoulder
in their thong and leather cup harness and, with his best spear
that he had kept with him all the time in his hand, they started
on the trail for the shamba. The moon was high now and he
wondered why there was no drumming from the shamba.
Something was strange if his father was there and there was no
drumming.

David had felt the tiredness as soon as they had picked up
the trail again.

For a long time he had been fresher and in better shape than
the two men and impatient with their slow trailing and the
regular halts his father made each hour on the hour. He could
have moved ahead much faster than Juma and his father but
when he started to tire they were the same as ever and at noon
they took only the usual five-minute rest and he had seen
that Juma was increasing the pace a little. Perhaps he wasn’t.
Perhaps it had only seemed faster but the elephant dung was
fresher now although it was not warm yet to the touch. Juma
gave him the rifle to carry after they came upon the last pile of
dung but after an hour he looked at him and took it back.They
had been climbing steadily across a slope of the mountain but
now the trail went down and from a gap in the forest he saw
broken country ahead. “Here’s where the tough part starts,
Davey,” his father said.

It was then he knew that he should have been sent back
to the shamba once he had put them on the trail. Juma had
known it for a long time. His father knew it now and there was
nothing to be done. It was another of his mistakes and there
was nothing to do now except gamble.

David looked down at the big flattened circle of the print
of the elephant’s foot and saw where the bracken had been
pressed down and where a broken stem of a weed was drying.
Juma picked it up and looked at the sun. Juma handed the
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broken weed to David’s father and his father rolled it in his
fingers. David noticed the white flowers that were drooped
and dying. But they still had not dried in the sun nor shed their
petals.

“It’s going to be a bitch,” his father said. “Let’s get going.”

Late in the afternoon they were still tracking through the
broken country. He had been sleepy now for a long time and as
he watched the two men he knew that sleepiness was his real
enemy and he followed their pace and tried to move through
and out of the sleep that deadened him. The two men relieved
each other tracking on the hour and the one who was in second
place looked back at him at regular intervals to check if he was
with them. When they made a dry camp at dark in the forest
he went to sleep as soon as he sat down and woke with Juma
holding his moccasins and feeling his bare feet for blisters.
His father had spread his coat over him and was sitting by him
with a piece of cold cooked meat and two biscuits. He offered
him a water bottle with cold tea.

“He’ll have to feed, Davey,” his father said. “Your feet are
in good shape. They’re as sound as Juma’s. Eat this slowly
and drink some tea and go to sleep again. We haven’t any
problems.”

“I'm sorry [ was so sleepy.”

“You and Kibo hunted and traveled all last night. Why
shouldn’t you be sleepy? You can have a little more meat if
you want it.”

“I’'m not hungry.”

“Good. We're good for three days. We’ll hit water again
tomorrow. Plenty of creeks come off the mountain.”

“Where’s he going?”

“Juma thinks he knows.”

“Isn’t it bad?”

“Not too bad, Davey.”

“I’m going back to sleep,” David had said. “I don’t need
your coat.”

“Juma and I are all right,” his father said. “I always sleep
warm you know.”

David was asleep even before his father said good night.
Then he woke once with the moonlight on his face and he
thought of the elephant with his great ears moving as he stood
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in the forest, his head hung down with the weight of the tusks.
David thought then in the night that the hollow way he felt as
he remembered him was from waking hungry. But it was not
and he found that out in the next three days.

The next day was very bad because long before noon he
knew that it was not just the need for sleep that made the
difference between a boy and men. For the first three hours he
was fresher than they were and he asked Juma for the .303 rifle
to carry but Juma shook his head. He did not smile and he had
always been David’s best friend and had taught him to hunt.
He offered it to me yesterday, David thought, and I’'m in better
shape today than I was then. He was, too, but by ten o’clock he
knew the day would be as bad or worse than the day before.

It was as silly for him to think that he could trail with his
father as to think he could fight with him. He knew too that
it was not just that they were men. They were professional
hunters and he knew now that was why Juma would not even:
waste a smile. They knew everything the elephant had done,
pointed out the signs of it to each other without speaking, and
when the tracking became difficult his father always yielded to
Juma. When they stopped to fill the water bottles at a stream
his father said, “Just last the day out, Davey.” Then when they
were past the broken country and climbing toward the forest
the tracks of the elephant turned off to the right onto an old
elephant trail. He saw his father and Juma talking and when he
got up to them Juma was looking back over the way they had
come and then at a far distant stony island of hills in the dry
country and seemed to be taking a bearing of this against the
peaks of three far blue hills on the horizon.

“Juma knows where he’s going now,” his father explained.
“He thought he knew before but then he dropped down into
this stuff.” He looked back at the country they had come
through all day. “Where he’s headed now is pretty good going
but we’ll have to climb.”

They climbed until it was dark and then made another dry
camp. David killed two spur fowl with his slingshot out of
a small flock that had walked across the trail just before the
sunset. The birds had come into the old elephant trail to dust,
walking neatly and plumply, and when the pebble broke the
back of one and the bird began to jerk and toss with its wings
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thumping, another bird ran forward to peck at it and David
pouched another pebble and pulled it back and sent it against
the ribs of the second bird. As he ran forward to put his hand
on it the other birds whirred off. Juma had looked back and
smiled this time and David picked up the two birds, warm
and plump and smoothly feathered, and knocked their heads
against the handle of his hunting knife.

Now where they were camped for the night his father said,
“I’ve never seen that type of francolin quite so high. You did
very well to get a double on them.”

Juma cooked the birds spitted on a stick over the coals of
a very small fire. His father drank a whiskey and water from
the cup top on his flask as they lay and watched Juma cook.
Afterward Juma gave them each a breast with the heart in it
and ate the two necks and backs and the legs himself.

“It makes a great difference, Davey,” his father said. “We're
very well off on rations now.”

“How far are we behind him?”” David asked.

“We're quite close,” his father said. “It depends on whether
he travels when the moon comes up. It’s an hour later tonight
and two hours later than when you found him.”

“Why does Juma think he knows where he’s going?”

“He wounded him and killed his askari not too far from
here.”

“When?”

“Five years ago, he says. That may mean anytime. When
you were still a toto he says.”

“Has he been alone since then?”

“He says so. He hasn’t seen him. Only heard of him.”

“How big does he say he is?”

“Close to two hundred. Bigger than anything I’ve ever seen.
He says there’s only been one greater elephant and he came
from near here t00.”

“I"d better get to sleep,” David said. “I hope I'll be better
tomorrow.”

“You were splendid today,” his father said. “I was very
proud of you. So was Juma.”

In the night when he woke after the moon was up he was
sure they were not proud of him except perhaps for his
dexterity in killing the two birds. He had found the elephant
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at night and followed him to see that he had both of his tusks
and then returned to find the two men and put them on the
trail. David knew they were proud of that. But once the deadly
following started he was useless to them and a danger to their
success just as Kibo had been to him when he had gone up
close to the elephant in the night, and he knew they must each
have hated themselves for not having sent him back when
there was time. The tusks of the elephant weighed two hundred
pounds apiece. Ever since these tusks had grown beyond their
normal size the elephant had been hunted for them and now
the three of them would kill him for them.

David was sure that they would kill him now because he,
David, had lasted through the day and kept up after the pace had
destroyed him by noon. So they probably were proud of him
doing that. But he had brought nothing useful to the hunt and they
would have been far better off without him. Many times during
the day he had wished that he had never betrayed the elephant and
in the afternoon he remembered wishing that he had never seen
him. Awake in the moonlight he knew that was not true.

The next morning they were following the spoor of the
elephant on an old elephant trail that was a hard-packed worn
road through the forest. It looked as though elephants had
traveled it ever since the lava had cooled from the mountain
and the trees had first grown tall and close.

Juma was very confident and they moved fast. Both his
father and Juma seemed very sure of themselves and the going
on the elephant road was so easy that Juma gave him the .303
to carry as they went on through the broken light of the forest.
Then they lost the trail in smoking piles of fresh dung and the
flat round prints of a herd of elephants that had come onto the
elephant road from the heavy forest on the left of the trail.
Juma had taken the .303 from David angrily. It was afternoon
before they worked up to the herd and around it, seeing the
gray bulks through the trees and the movement of the big ears
and the searching trunks coiling and uncoiling, hearing the
crash of branches broken, the crash of trees pushed over, the
rumbling in the bellies of the elephants and the slap and thud
of the dung falling.

They had found the trail of the old bull finally and when
it turned off onto a smaller elephant road Juma had looked
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at David’s father and grinned showing his filed teeth and his
father had nodded his head. They looked as though they had a
dirty secret, just as they had looked when he had found them
that night at the shamba.

It was not very long before they came on the secret. It was
off to the right in the forest and the tracks of the old bull led to
it. It was a skull as high as David’s chest and white from the
sun and the rain. There was a deep depression in the forehead
and a ridge ran from between the bare white eye sockets and
flared out in empty broken holes where the tusks had been
chopped away.

Juma pointed out where the great elephant they were trailing
had stood while he looked down at the skull and where his
trunk had moved it a little way from the place it had rested on
the ground and where the points of his tusks had touched the
ground beside it. He showed David the single hole in the big
depression in the white bone of the forehead and then the four
holes close together in the bone around the earhole. He grinned
at David and at his father and took a .303 solid from his pocket
and fitted the nose into the hole in the bone of the forehead.

“Here is where Juma wounded the big bull,” his father said.
“This was his askari. His friend, really, because he was a big
bull too. He charged and Juma knocked him down and finished
him in the ear.”

Juma was pointing out the scattered bones and how the big
bull had walked among them. Juma and David’s father were
both very pleased with what they had found.

“How long do you suppose he and his friend had been
together?” David asked his father.

“I haven’t the faintest idea,” his father said. “Ask Juma.”

“You ask him, please.”

His father and Juma spoke together and Juma had looked at
David and laughed.

“Probably four or five times your life, he says,” David’s
father told him. “He doesn’t know or care really.”

I care, David thought. I saw him in the moonlight and he
was alone but I had Kibo. Kibo has me too. The bull wasn’t
doing any harm and now we’ve tracked him to where he came
to see his dead friend and now we’re going to kill him. It’'s my
fault. I betrayed him.
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Now Juma had worked out the trail and motioned to his
father and they started on.

My father doesn’t need to kill elephants to live, David
thought. Juma would not have found him if I had not seen
him. He had his chance at him and all he did was wound him
and kill his friend. Kibo and I found him and I never should
have told them and I should have kept him secret and had him
always and let them stay drunk at the beer shamba. Juma was -
so drunk we could not wake him. I'm going to keep everything
a secret always. I'll never tell them anything again. If they kill
him Juma will drink his share of the ivory or just buy himself
another goddamn wife. Why didn’t you help the elephant
when you could? All you had to do was not go on the second
day. No, that wouldn’t have stopped them. Juma would have
gone on. You never should have told them. Never, never tell
them. Try and remember that. Never tell anyone anything ever.
Never tell anyone anything again.

His father waited for him to come up and said very gently,
“He rested here. He’s not traveling as he was. We'll be up on
him anytime now.”

“Fuck elephant hunting,” David had said very quietly.

“What'’s that?” his father asked.

“Fuck elephant hunting,” David said softly.

“Be careful you don’t fuck it up,” his father had said to him
and looked at him flatly.

That’s one thing, David had thought. He’s not stupid. He knows
all about it now and he will never trust me again. That’s good.
[ don’t want him to because I'll never ever tell him or anybody
anything again, never anything again. Never ever never.

In the morning he was on the far slope of the mountain
again. The elephant was no longer traveling as he had been but
was moving aimlessly now, feeding occasionally and David
had known they were getting close to him.

He tried to remember how he had felt. He had no love
for the elephant yet. He must remember that. He had only a
sorrow that had come from his own tiredness that had brought
an understanding of age. Through being too young, he had
learned how it must be to be too old.

He was lonesome for Kibo and thinking of how Juma killing
the elephant’s friend had turned him against Juma and made
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the elephant his brother. He knew then how much it meant to
him to have seen the elephant in the moonlight and to have
followed him and come close to him in the clearing so that
he had seen the great tusks. But he did not know that nothing
would ever be as good as that again. Now he knew they would
kill the elephant and there was nothing he could do about it.
He had betrayed the elephant when he had gone back to tell
them at the shamba. They would kill me and they would kill
Kibo if we had ivory, he had thought, and known it was untrue.

Probably the elephant is going to find where he was born and
they’ll kill him there. That’s all they’d need to make it perfect.
They’d like to have killed him where they killed his friend.
That would be a big joke. That would have pleased them. The
goddamned friend killers.

They had moved to the edge of thick cover now and the
elephant was close ahead. David could smell him and they could
all hear him pulling down branches and the snapping that they
made. His father put his hand on David’s shoulder to move him
back and have him wait outside and then he took a big pinch of
ashes from the pouch in his pocket and tossed it in the air. The
ash barely slanted toward them as it fell and his father nodded at
Juma and bent down to follow him into the thick cover. David
watched their backs and their asses go in and out of sight. He
could not hear them move.

David had stood still and listened to the elephant feeding.
He could smell him as strongly as he had the night in the
moonlight when he had worked up close to him and had seen
his wonderful tusks. Then as he stood there it was silent and
he could not smell the elephant. Then there had been a high
squealing and smashing and a shot by the .303, then the heavy
rocking double report of his father’s .450, then the smashing
and crashing had gone on going steadily away and he had gone
into the heavy growth and found Juma shaken and bleeding
from his forehead all down over his face and his father white
and angry.

“He went for Juma and knocked him over,” his father had
said. “Juma hit him in the head.”

“Where did you hit him?”

“Where | fucking well could,” his father had said. “Get on
the blood spoor.”
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There was plenty of blood. One stream as high as David’s
head that had squirted bright on trunks and leaves and vines
and another much lower that was dark and foul with stomach
content.

“Lung and gut shot,” his father said. “We’ll find him down
or anchored—1I hope the hell,” he added.

They found him anchored, in such suffering and despair that
he could no longer move. He had crashed through the heavy
cover where he had been feeding and crossed a path of open
forest and David and his father ran along the heavily splashed
blood trail. Then the elephant had gone on into thick forest
and David had seen him ahead standing gray and huge against
the trunk of a tree. David could only see his stern and then his
father moved ahead and he followed and they came alongside
the elephant as though he was a ship and David saw the blood
coming from his flanks and running down his sides and then
his father raised his rifle and fired and the elephant turned his
head with the great tusks moving heavy and slow and looked
at them and when his father fired the second barrel the elephant
seemed to sway like a felled tree and came smashing down
toward them. But he was not dead. He had been anchored and
now he was down with his shoulder broken. He did not move
but his eye was alive and looked at David. He had very long
eyelashes and his eye was the most alive thing David had ever
seen.

“Shoot him in the earhole with the three oh three,” his father
said. “Go on.”

“You shoot him,” David had said.

Juma had come up limping and bloody, the skin of his
forehead hanging down over his left eye, the bone of his nose
showing and one ear torn and had taken the rifle from David
without speaking and pushed the muzzle almost into the
earhole and fired twice, jerking the bolt and driving it forward
angrily. The eye of the elephant had opened wide on the first
shot and then started to glaze and blood came out of the ear
and ran in two bright streams down the wrinkled gray hide.
It was different colored blood and David had thought I must
remember that and he had but it had never been of any use to
him. Now all the dignity and majesty and all the beauty were
gone from the elephant and he was a huge wrinkled pile.



