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Appendix A (Taken from English Teaching Forum, Vol.XXVIII,

Number 3, July 1990).

CAT IN THE RAIN
by Ernest Heminguway

There were only two Americans stopping at the .
hotel. They did ot know any of the people they
passed on the stairs on their way to0 and from their
room. Their rooo was on the second floor facing
the sea. It also faced the public garden and the war
monument. There were big palms and green
benches in the public garden. In the good weather
there was alwavs an artist with his cascl. Artists
liked the way the palms grew and the bright colors
of the hotels facing the gardens and the sca. Jtal-
ians came from a long way off 10 look up at the.
war monument. it was made of bronze and glis-
tened in the rain. it was raining. The rain dripped
from the palm trees. Water stood in pools on the
gravel paths. The sea broke in a long line in the
rain and slipped back down the beach to come up
and break again in a long line in the rain. The .
motor cars were gone from the square by the war
monument. Across the square in the doorway of
the café a waiter stood leoking out at the empty
square. .

The American wife stood at the window fooking
out. Qutside right under their window a cat was
crouched under one of the dripping green tables.

The cat was trying to make herself so compact that
she would not be dripped on. :

“I'm going down and get that kitty,” the Ameri-
can wife said.

“T'll do it,” her hushand offered from the bed.

“No, I'll get it. The poor kitly out trying to keep
dry under a table”

The husband went on reading, lying propped up
with the two pillows at the foot of the bed.

“Don’t et wet,” he said. .

The wife went downstairs and the hotel awner
stond up and bowed 4o her as she passed the office.
His desk was at the far ond of the office. He was an
old man and very tall. .

“il piove,” the wife said. She liked the hotel--

*Si, si, Signora, brutto tempo. It is very bad
weather.”

He stood behind his desk in the far end of the
dim room. The wife liked him. She liked the deadly
serious way he received any complaints. She liked

- his dignity. She liked the way he wanted to serve

her. She liked the way he felt about being a hotel-
keeper. She liked his old, heavy face and big hands.




Liking him she opened the door and locked out.

It was raining harder. A man in a rubber cape was

crassing the empty square 1o the café. The cat -

would be around to the right. Perhaps she could go

- along under the eaves. As she stood in the door-
way an umbrefla opened behind her. [t was the
maid who looked after their room.

“You must not get wet,” she smiled, speaking
Utalian. Of course, the hotel-keeper had sent her.

With the maid holding the umbrella over her,

- she walked along the gravel path until she was
under their window. The table was there, washed
bright green in the rain, but the cat was gone. She
was suddenly disappointed. The maid looked up
at her.

“Ha perduto qualque cosa, Signora?”

“There was a cat,” said the American girl.,

“A cat?

“Si. il gatto.”

“A cat?” the maid laughed. “A cat in the rain?”

“Yes,” she said, “under the table.” Then, “Oh, I
wanted it so much. | wanted a kitty.”

When she talked English the maid's face tight-
ened.

“Come, Signoea,” she said. “We must get back
inside. You will be wet.”

“] suppose s0,” said the American girl.

They went back along, the gravel path and
passed in the door. The maid stayed outside to
close the umbrella, As the American gird passed the
office, the padrone bowved from his desk. Some-
thing felt very small and tight inside the girl. The
padrone made her feel very small and at the same
time really important. She had a momentary fecl-
ing of being of supreme importance. She went on
up the stairs. She opened the door of the room.
George was on the bed, reading.

“Did you get the cat?” he asked, putting the
book down.

“It was gone.”

“Wonder where it went to,” he said, resting his
eyes from reading.

* She sat down on the bed.

“1 wanted it so much,” she said. "I don’t know
why [ wanted it so0 much. | wanted that poor kitty.
it isn’t any fun to be 2 poor kitty out in the rain.”

. George was reading again.

She went over and sat in front of the mirror of

the dressing table looking at herself with the hand

glass. She studicd her profile, first one side and
then the other. Then she studied the back of her
head and her neck. ‘

“Don’t you think it would be a good idea if 1 let
my hair grow out?” she asked, looking at her pro-
file again.

George uoked up and saw the back of her neck,
clipped close like a boy’s.

“THike it the way it is.”

“1 gt 50 tived of it,” she said. “1 get 0 tired of
looking like a boy.”

George shifted his position in the bed. He hadn't
looked away from her since she started to spesk.

“You look pretty darm nice,” he said.

She laid the mirror down on the dresser and
went over 0 the window and looked out. It was
getting dark.

‘lwamtopul!myhaubackhg!\landsmodh
and make a big knot at the back that | can feel,” she
said. "T want to have a kitty to siton my lap and
purr when I stroke her.”

“Yeah?" George said from the bed.

“And 1 want (o eat at a table with my own silver
and 1 want candles. And | want it to be spring and
1 want to brush my hair out in front of a mirror and
[ want a kitty and | want some new clothes.”

“Oh, shut up and get something to read,”
George said. He was reading again.

His wife was looking out of the window. It was
quite dark now and still raining in the palm trees.

~Anyway, | want a cat,” she said, "1 wantacat. |
want a cat now. If | can’t have long hair or any fun,
lcan haveacat.”

George was not listening. He was reading his
book. His wife looked out of the window where
the light had comie on in the square.

Someune knocked at the door.

“Avanti,” George said. He looked up from his
book.

In the doorway stood the maid. She held a big
toriotse-shell cat pressed tight against her and
swung down against her body.

“Excuse me,” she said, “the padrone asked me to
bring this for the Signora.”
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Appendix B (Taken from

The Range of Literature by Eliza-
beth W, SchEETHEF?ﬁxIBEFf_I_"W"TEEr, Herbert

E. Chllds, 1967)

IN ANOTHER COUNTRY - -

Ernest Hemingway
(1898-1961)
!
In the fall the war was always there, but
we did not-go to it any more. It was cold in
the fall in Milan and the dark came very i
early. Then the electric lights came on, and
I was pleasant along the streets looking in
the windows. There was much game hanging :

outside the shops. and the snow powderedin
the fur of the foxes and the wind blew their '

tails. The deer hung stiff and heavy and empty,
and small birds blew in the wind and the witvd:
turned their feathers. It was a cold fall: and
the wind came down from the mountains.
We were all at the hospital every after-
noon, and there were different ways of walk-
ing across the town through the dusk to the
hospital. Two of the ways were alongside ca-
nals, but they weré long. Always, though, you
crossed a bridge across a canal to enter the
hospital. There was a choice of three bridges.
On one of them a woman sold roasted chest-
nuts. It was warm, standing in front of her
charcoal fire, and the chestnuts were warm
_ afterward in your pocket. The hospital was
very old and very beautiful, and you entered

through a gate and walked across a2 court-

yard and out a gate on the other side. There
were usually funerals starting from the court-
yard. Beyond the old hospital were the new
brick pavilions, and there we met every after-
noon and were all very polite and interested
in what was the matter, and sat in the ma-
chines that were to make so much difference.

The doctor came up to the machine where
I was sitting and said: “What did you like
best to do before the war? Did you pracuce a
sport?’

1 said: “Yes, football.”

“Good,” he said. *You will be able to play
football again better than ever.”™

My knee did not bend and the leg dropped
straight from the knee to the ankle without a
calf, and the machine was to bend the kpee
and make it move as in riding a tricycle. But
it did not bend yet. and instead the machine '

"lurched when it came to the bending part, '

" The doctor said: “That will all pass. You are
‘a fortunate young man. You will play foot-
bal! again like a champion,”

In the next machine was a major who had
a little band like a baby's. He winked at me

; when the doctor examined his hand, which

was between two leather straps that bounced
up and down and flapped the siff fingers,
and said: “And will I 100 play football, cap-
tain-doctor”™ He had been a very great
fencer, and before the war the greatest fencer

1
Eﬁlaeydoctor' went to his office in a back
room and brought a photograph which showed
a hand that had been withered almost as small
as the major's, before it had taken a machine
course, and after was a little larger. The major
held the photograph with his good hand and

looked at it very carefully. “A wound?” he ;

asked.
“An industrial accident,” the doctor said.
“Very interesting, very interesting,” the
major said, and handed it back to the doctor.
“You have confidence?"
*“No,” said the major.
There were three boys who came each day

who were about the same age I was. They

were all three from Milan, and one of them
was to be a lawyer, and one was to be a
painter, and one had intended to be a soldier,
and after we were finished with the ma-
chines, sometimes we walked back together

to the Café Cova, which was next door to the |

Scala. We walked the short way through the
communist quarter because we were four (o-
gether. The people hated us because we were
officers, and from a wineshop someone called
out, “A basso gli ufficiali!™ as we passed.
Another boy who walked with us sometimes
and made us five wore a black silk handker-
chief across his face because he had no nose
then and his face was to be rebuilt. He had
gone out to the front from the military

academy and been wounded within an hour

after he had gone into the front line for the
first time. They rebuilt his face, but he came
from a very old family and they could never
gel the nose exactly right. He went to South

-



" America and worked in a bank. But this was @ | at night through the empty streets with the

Jong time ago, and then we did not any of us
know how it was going to be afterward. We
only knew then that there was always the war,
but that we were not going to it any more.

We all had the same medals, except the
boy with the black silk bandage across his

face, and he had not been at the front long :
enough to get any medals, The tall boy with |
a very pale face who was to be a lawyer had ,
been a lieutenant of Arditi and had three :
medals of the sort we each had only one of. |

He had lived a very long time with death and
was a little detached. We were all a little de-
tached, and there was nothing that held s
together except that we met every afternoon
- at the hospital. Although, as we walked to
the Cova through the tough part of town,
-walking in the dark, with light and singing

coming out of the wineshops, and sometimes

having to walk into the strect when the men
and women would crowd together on the side-
walk so that we would have had to jostle
them to get by, we felt held together by there
being something that had happened that they,

the people who disliked us, did not understand. '
We ourselves all understood the Cova,

where it was rich and warm and not too
brightly lighted, and noisy and smoky at cer-
tain hours, and there were always girls at the
tables and the illustrated papers on a rack on
the wall. The girls at the Cova were very pa-
triotic, and I found that the most patriotic
people in Italy were the café girls—and I be-
lievé they are still patriotic. .
The boys at first were very polite about my |
medals and asked me what 1 had done to get
them. 1 showed them the papers, which were
written in very beautiful language and full
of fratellanza and abnegazione, but which
really said, with the adjectives removed, that
I bad been given the medals because I was
an American. After that their manner changed
a little toward me, although I was their friend
against outsiders. 1 was a friend, but I was
never really one of them after they had read
the citations, because it had been different with
them and they had done very different things
to get their medals. 1 had been wounded, it
was true; but we all knew that being wounded,
after all, was really an accident. I was never
ashamed of the ribbons, though, and some-
times, after the cocktail hour, 1 would imagine “
mysell having done all the things they had
done to get their medals; but walking home’

cold wind and all the shops closed, trying %
keep near the street lights, 1 knew that !

would never have done such things, and I was

very much afraid to die, and often lay in bed

al night by myself, afraid 1o die and wondering

how I would be when I went back to the front

again. )

The three with the medals were like hunting-

hawks; and 1 was not a hawk, although 1]
might seem a hawk 1o those who had never

hunted; they, the three, knew better and so -

we drifted apart. But | staved good friends
with the boy who had been wounded his first
day at the front, because he would never know
now how he would have tumed out; so he
could never be accepted either, and I liked him
because I thought perhaps he would not have

* turned out to be a hawk either.

The major, who had been the great fencer,
did not believe in bravery, and spent much
time while we sat in the machines correcting
my grammar. He had complimented me on

how I spoke Italian, and we talked together

very easily. One day I had said that Italian
seemed such an easy language to me that I
could not take a great interest in it; every-
thing was so easy to say. “Ah, ves,” the major
said. “Why, then, do you not take up the use
of grammar?” So we took up the use of gram-
mar, and soon Italian was such a difficult lan-
guage that I was afraid to talk to him until
1 had the grammar straight in my mind.

The major came very regularly to the hos-
pital. T do not think he ever missed a day,
although I am sure he did not believe in the
machines, There was a time when none of
us believed in the machines, and one day the
major said it was all nonsense. The machines
were new then and it was we who were to
prove them. It was an idiofic idea, he said,
*“a theory, like another.” [ had not learned my
grammar, and he said I was a stupid impos-
sible disgrace, and he was a fool 10 have
bothered with me. He was a small man and
he sat straight up in his chair with his right
hand thrust into the machine and looked
straight ahead at the wall while the straps

thumped up and down with his fingers in them. |
“What will you do when the war is over if

it is over?” he asked me. “Speak grammati-

- cally!™

“I will go to the States.”
“Are you married?’
.“No, but I hope to be.”



“The more of a fool you are,” he said. He
seemed very angry. “A man must not marry.”
“Why, Signor Maggiore”™”
Don n't call me  “Signor Maggiore.” *
‘Why must not a man marry?”’ '

*“He cannot marry, He cannot marry,” he |

said angrily. “If he is to lose everything, he
should not place himiself in a position to lose
that. He should not place himself in a posi-
tion to lose. He should find things he cannot
lose.” '

He spoke very angrily and bitterly, and
looked straight ahead while he talked.

“But why shonld he pecessarily lose it?"

“He'll lose it,” the major said. He was look-
ing at the wall. Then he looked down at the
machine and jerked his little hand out from
between the straps and slapped it hard
against _his thigh. “He'l lose it,”- he almost
shouted. “Don't argue with me!” Then he
called to the attendant who ran the machines.
“Come and turn this damned thing off.”

He went back into the other room for the
light treatment and the massage. Then 1
heard him ask the doctor if he might use his
telephone and he shut the door. When he
came back into the room, I was sitting in an-
other machine, He was wearing his cape and
had his cap on, and he came directly toward
my machine and put his arm on my shoulder.

“I am so sorry,” he said, and patted me on
the shoulder with his good hand. I would
not be rude My wife has just died. You must
{orgive me.’ :

"Oh-—" I said, feelmg sick for him:*] am
so sorry.”

“He stood there biting his lower lip. “It is
S\Zrty difficult,” he said. “I cannot resign my-

He looked straight past me and out through
the window. Then he began to cry. “I am
_utterly unable to resign myself,” he said and
choked. And then crying, his head up looking
at nothing, carrying himself straight and
soldierly, with tears on both his cheeks and
biting his lips, he walked past the machines
and out the door.

The doctor told me that the major's wife, |
who was very young and whom he had not ";

married until he was definitely invalided out
of the war, had died of pneumonia. She had
been sick only a few days. No one expected
her 10 die. The major did not come to the

bospital for three days. Then he came at the
usual hour, wearing a black band on the

sleeve of his uniform. When he came back,
there were large framed photographs around
the wall, of all sorts of wounds before and
after they had been cured by the machines.
In front of the machine the major used were
three photographs of hands like his that were

completely restored. I do not know where

the doctor got them. I always understood we
were the first to use the machines. The pho-
tographs did not make much difference to
the major because he only looked out of the

window



Appendix C (Taken from Literature and the Writin
Process by EIizabeth Mc.Mahan, Suzan Day,

Robert Funk, 1986)

HILLS LIKE WHITE ELEPHANTS

The hills across the valley of the Ebro were long and white. On this side
there was no shade and no trecs and the station was between two lines
of rails in the sun. Close against the side of the station there was the
warm shadow of the building and a curtain, made of strings of bam-
boo beads, hung across the open door into the bar, to keep out flies. The
American and the girl with him sat a1 a table i the shade, outside the
building. It was very hot and the express from Barcelona would come in
forty minutes. It stopped at this junction for twe minutes and went on
1o Madrid. ' — ,
" .What should we drink?" the girl asked. She had taken off her hat and
ot it on the table. :
~Iv's preqty hot,” the man said.
~Let's drink beer.”
«Dos cervezas,” the man said into the curtain.
~Big ones?” a woman asked from the doorway.
“Yes. Two big ones.” ,
" The woman brought two glasses of beer and two felt pads. She pwt
¢he felt pads and the beer glasses on the table and looked at the man and
the girl. The girl was looking off at the line of hills. They were white in
the sun and the country was brown and dry.
~They look like white elephants,” she said.
«]'ve never seen one,” the man drank his beer.
“No, you wouldn’t have.” '
=] might have,” the man said. “Just because
doesn't prove anything.”
The girl looked at the bead curtain. “They've painted something on
it she said. “What does it say?” '
“Anis del Toro. It's a drink.”
»Could we try it?”
The man calied “Listen” through the curtain. The woman came out
from the bar.
“Four reales.”
" «We want two Anis del Toro.”

hid

“With water?

“Do you want it with water?’

“| don’t know,” the girl said. “Is it good with water:™”

“It's all right.” '

“You want them with water?" asked the woman.

“Yes, with water.” '

“It 1astes like licorice,” the girl said and put the glass down

“That's the way with everything.” o :

“Yes," said the girl. “Everything tastes of licorice. Especially all the
things you've waited so long for, like absinthe.”

“Oh, cut it out.”

“You started it,” the g
fine time.™ :

you say | wouldn't have

irl said. 'l was being amused. I was having a



“Well, let’s try and have a fine time."”
“All right. 1 was trying. | said the mountains looked like white cle
phants. Wasn't that brighe®” |
“That was bright.” ' !
“I wanted to try this new drink. That’s all we do, isn"t it—look at things
and 1y new drmks’" :
“l guess so.”
The girl looked across at the hills.
“They're lovely hills,” she said. “They don’t rcaHy look like “hltc ele-
phams I just meant the coloring of their skin through the trees.”
“Should we have another drink?”
“All right.” o R

The warm wind blew the bead curtain against the lablc
“The beer's nice and cool,” the man said. -
“It's lovely,” the girl said. o
“It’s really an awfully simple operation, Jig," the man said. lt‘s not
really an operation at all.”
The girl looked at the ground the table lcgs rested on.
1 know Yyou wauldn't mind it, jng It's rcall) not anything. It's just to

let the air in.’
‘The girl did not say any thmg
“I'll go with you and P'll stay with you all the time. They just let the
air in and then it's all perfectly natural™ -
“Then what will we do afterward:” '
“We'll be fine afterward. jJust like we were before.”
“What makes you think so?" '
“That's the only thing that bothers.us. It's the onl_w, thing that’s made |
us unhappy.”
The girl looked at the bead curtain, put her hand our and ook hold of
two of the strings of beads.
“And you think then we'll be all right and be happy.”
“I know we \nl! You don't have to be afraid. I've known lots of people
that have done it.’
“So have 1,” said the girl. “And afierward they were alt so happy.”
“Well,” the man said, “if you don’t want to you don’t have 0. | wouldn't |
have you. do nt if you didn't want to. But | know it's. p=rfectl) simple.” |
_“And you rezll\ want to?” l
] think it’s the best thmg to do. But I don’t want you to do it if you |
. don’t really want 10.” i
“And if I do it you'll be happy and things vull be like the) were and .
you'll love me?” )
"] love you now. You Lnou I love you.” . :
*1 know, But if 1 do it, then it will be nice again if | say things arc
like white elephants, and you'll like i?”
““I'll love it. I love it now but | just can’t think about it. You know
how 1 get when | worry.” :
“If 1 do it you won't ever worry?”
"l won't worry about that because it's pcrfcctly umph.
* *Then I't do it. Because I don’t care-about me.
*“What do you mean?®"
*1 don"t care about mc."
“Well, I care about you.”
“Oh, yes. But ] don’t care about me. And I'll do it and then everything .
will be fine." _
“1 don’t want you to do it if you feel that way "




The girl stood up and walked to the end of the station. Across, on the
other side, were fields of grain and trees along the banks of the Ebro.
Far away, beyond the river, were mountains. The shadow of a cloud moved
across the ficld of grain and she saw the river through the trees.

“And we could have all this,” she said. “And we could ha\'c everything
and every dav we make it more impossible.”

“\Yha! did you say?"
| said we could have everything.”
“We can have everything.”
“No, we can't.,”
“We can have the whole world.”
“No, we can'..”
“We can go everywhere.”
“No, we c;m't. It isn’t ours any more."”
“It’s ours.’
“No, it isn't. And once they tal«: n away, you ne\c.r get it back.”
*But they haven't laLc.n it away.’
“We'll wair and see”’
+Come on back in the shadc. he said. “You mustn’t feel that way.’
*} don’t feel any way,” the girl said. “I just know things.”
“I don't want you ro do anything that you don’t want to do—"
“Nor that isn't good for me," she said. *] know. Could we have another
beer?”
“All right. Bul you've [,m to realize—"
1 realize,” the girl said. “Can’t we maybe stop talkings”
They sat down at the table and the girl looked across at the hills on
the dry side of the \'nllcy and the man looked at her and at the able.
“You've got to realize,” he said, “that | don’t want you to do it if you
don't want tu. lm perfectly willing to go through with it if it means
.uuthg to 3ou
“Doesn't it mean anything to you; We could get along.”
*Of course it does. But | don’t want any body bur you. 1. don't want
anyone ¢lse. And I know it’s perfectly simple.”
"Yes, you know it's perfectly simple.”
“It’s all right for you to say that, but I do know ir.”
“Would you do sumelhing for me now:"
~1'd do anything for you.’
“Would you please please please please please please please stop tall.mg,-
He did not say anything but looked at the bags against the wall of the
station. There were labels on them from all the hotels where they had

spent nights.
“But 1 don™t want you to, " he said. “I don't care anything about it.’

“I'll scream,™ the girl said.
The woman came out through the curtains with two glasses of beer
and put them down on the damp felt pads. “The train comes in five min-

utes,” she said.
“What did she say?" asked the girl

*That the train is coming in five minutes.”

The girl smiled brightly at the woman, to thank her.

“I'd better take the bags over 10 the other side of the station,” the man
said. She smiled at him. ' _ _

“All right. Then come back and we'll finish the beei.”

He picked up the two heavy bags and carried them around the station
10 the other tracks. He looked up the tracks but coulc not sez the train.
Coming bacl. he walked through the barroom, where people waiting for



the train were drinking. He drank an Anis at the bar and looked at th,
‘people. They were all waiting reasonably for the train. He went out througy,
the bead curtain. She was sitting at the 1able and smiled at him.
" Do you feel bester?” he asked.

*1 feel fine,” she said. “There's nothing wrong w with me. 1 fecl ﬁnc



Appendlx D (Taken from Literature: Introduction to Short

Stories, Drama and Foetr by Walter vlair,
John Gerber, 1959) ’

THE KILLERS

The door of Henry's lunch-room opened and wo men came in. They sat
down at the counter.

“What's vours?” George asked them.

“I don’t know.”™ one of the men said. “What do you want to eat. A1?”

“I don’t know,” said Al. I don’t know what 1 want to eat.™

Outside it was getting dark. The streetlight came on outside the window,
The two men at the counter read the menu. From the other end of the

counter Nick Adams watched them. He had been talking to George when
4hey came in. :

“PIl have a roast pork tenderloin with apple sauce and mashed |mlatoes,
the first man said.

“It jsw’t ready vet.”

“What the hell do you put it on the card for?”

“That’s the dinner,” George explained. “You-can get that at six o'clock.’

George looked at the clock on the wall behind the ‘counter.

“It’s five o’clock.” )

“The clock savs twenty minutes past five,” the second man said.

“It’s twenty minutes fast.”

“QOh, to hell with the clock,” the first man said. “What have you got to eat?”

“I can give vou any kind of sandwiches,” George said. “You can have ham
and eggs. hacon and eggs, liver and bacon. or a steak.”

“Give me chicken croquettes with green peas and cream sauce and mashed
potatoes.” ' '

“That’s the dinner.”

“Everything we want's the dinner, eh? That's the way you work it.”

“I ean give you ham and eggs, bacon and eggs, liver *

“T'll take ham and eggs,” the man called Al said. He wore a derby hat|
and a hlack overcoat buttoned across the chest. His face was small and white]
and he had tight lips. He wore a silk muffler and gloves. !

“Give me bacon and eggs.” said the other man. He was al)out the same
size as Al. Their faces were different but they were dressed like twins. Both
wore overcoats too tight for them. They sat leaning forward, their elbows
or the counter,

“Got anything to drink?” Al asked. 7 1

“Silver beer, bevo, ginger-ale,” George said.

“I mean you got anything to drink?”

“Just those 1 said.”. .

“This is 2 hot town,” said the other. “What do they call it?”

“Summit.”

“Ever hear of it?” Al asked his friend.

“No,” said the friend. .

“What do you do here nights?” Al asked. ‘ i




“They eat the dinner,” his friend said. “They all come here and eat the
big dinner.”

“That’s right,” George said.
| “So you think that’s right?” Al asked George.

“Sure.”

“You're a pretty bright boy, aren’t ygu?”

“Sure,” said George.

“Well, you're not.” said the other little man. “Is he. AI?”

“He’s dumb,” said Al He turned to Nick. “What’s your name?”

. “Adams.” :
“Another bright bm * Al said. “Ain’t he a bright boy. Max?” ’
“The town's full of bright boys.” Max said.

George put the two platiers. one of ham and eges. the other of hacon and
¢zgs. on the counter. He set down two side-dishes of fried potatoes and:
closed the wicket into the kitchen.

“Which is yours?” he asked Al

“Don’t you remembcr ”m

“Ham and egps.”

“Just a bright boy,” Max szid. He ]eaned forward and took the ham and
cges. Both men ate with their gloves on. George watched them eat.

“What are you looking a1?” Max looked at George.

“Nothing.”

“The hell you were. You were looking at me.”

“Maybe the boy meant it for a joke, Max,” Al said.

George laughed. :

“You don’t have to laugh,” Max said to him. “You don’t have to laugh at
all, see?” ‘

“AN right,” said George.

“So he thinks it’s all right.” Max turned to AL *“He thinks it's all right.
That’s a good one.” ;

“Oh. he’s a thinker,” Al said. They went on eating. |

“What’s the bright boy’s name down the counter?” Al asked Max. E

“Hey. bright boy.” Max said to Nick. “You go around on the other cxde
of the counter with your hoy friend.”

“What's the idea?” Nick asked.

“There isn’t any idea.”

“You better go around, bright boy.” Al said. Nick went around bchind the
counter.

“What’s the idea?” Gcorge asked.

“None of vour damn business,” Al said. “Who's out in the kitchen?”

“The migger.” ‘

“Whalt do you mean the nigger?” L

“The nigger that cooks.”

“Tell him to come in.”

“What's the idea?”

“Tell him w0 come in.”
“Where do you think you are?”

“We know damn well where we are,” the man called Max said. “Do we
look silly ?”



“You talk silly,” Al said to him. “What the hell do you argue with this kid
for? Listen,” he said to George, “tell the nigger to come out here.”

“What are you going to do to him?”

“Nothing. Use your head. bright boy. What would we do to a nigger?”

Greorge opened the slit that opened back into the kitchen. “Sam.” he

called. “Come in here a minute.”

The door to the kitchen opened and the ni;{g&br came in. “What was it?"”
he asked. The two men at the counter took a look al him. '

“All right. nigger. You stand right there.” Al said.

Sam. the nigger, standing in his apron. looked at the two men sitting at
the counter. “Yes, sir,” lie said. Al got down frem his stool.

“I'm going back to the kitchen with the nigger and bright bov.” he said.!
“Go on back to the kitchen. nigger. You go with him. bright boy.”” The hittle!
man walked after Nick and Sam. the cook. back into the kitchen. The door
shut after them. The man called Max sat at the counter opposite George.
He didn’t look at George but looked in the mirror. that ran along back of the
counter. Henry's had been made over from a saloon into a lunch-counter.:

“Well. bright hoy,” Max said, looking inte the mirror, “why don’t you say
something ?” j

“What's it all about?”

“Hev. AL” Max called. “bright boy wants 1o know what it’s all about.”

“Why don’t you tell him?” AT's voice came from the kitchen, '

“What do vou think it’s all about?”

“1 don’t know.”

“What do vou think?”

Max looked into the mirror all the time he was talking.

“I wouldn't sav.” ,

“Hey, AL bright boy says he wouldnt say what he thinks it’s all about.”

“I can hear vou. all right.” Al said from the kitchen. He had propped open
the slit that dishes passed through into the kitchen with a catsup botile.
“Listen. bright bov,” he said {from the kitchen to George. “Stand a little Turther
along the bar. You move a little to the left. Max.” He was like a photographer
arranging for a group picture.

“Talk to me, bright boy,” Max said. “What do vou think’s going to
happen?” '

George did not say anything.

“I'll tell you,” Max said. “We're going 1o kill a Swede, Do vou know a big
- Swedc named Ole Andreson?”

“Yes.”

“He comes here to eat every night, don’t he?”

“Sometimes he comes here.”

“He comes here at six o'clock. don’t he?”
“If he comwes.” ;
“We know all that. Lright boy,” Max said. “Talk alout something elsc.|

Eyver go to the movies?”

“Once in a while.” 7

“You ought to go to the movies mure. The movies are fine for a bright
boy like you.”

“What are you going to kill Ole Andreson for? What did he ever do

to you?”
- "
“He never had a chanee 1o do anvthing 1o us. He pever cven seen us.



| “And he's only going 1o see us once.” Al said from the kitchen,
© “What are vou going 1o kill him for. then?” George asked. -

“We're killing him for a fricnd. Just 1o oblige a friend. bright bov.”

“Shut up.”™ said Al from the kitchen, “You takk too zoddam much.”

“Well. 1 got 1o keep bright hoy amused. Dont 1, bright hoy ?”

“You talk teo damn much,” Al said. “The nigger and my bright boy are
amused by themseles. T got them tied up like a couple of girl friends in
the convent.”

“I suppose you were in a convent?”

“You never know.” :

“You were in a kosher convent. That’s where you were.”

George looked up at the clock. i

“If anvhody comes in vou tcll them the cook is off, and il they keep after:
it. vou 1ell them you’ll go back and cook yourself. Do you get that, hright

“Yoy ?”

“All right.” George said. “What you going to do with us afterward?™

“That'll depend,” Max said. “That’s one of those things you never know
at the time.” ) ) .

George looked up at the clock. It was a quarter past six. The door from
the street opened. A street-car motorman came in.

“Hello, George.” he said. “Can 1 get supper?”

“Sam’s gone out.” George said. “He’ll be back in alout half an hour.”

“I'd better go up the strect.” the motorman said. George looked at the clock.
{

was twenly minutcs past six. )
“That was nice. bright hoy.” Max said. “You're a regular little gentleman”
“He knew I'd blow his head ofl.” Al zaid from the kitchen,

“No.” said Max. “It ain’t that. Bright bov is nice. Hes a nice hov. |
Fke him.”

At six-filty five George said: “He’s not coming.”

Two other people lad heen in the lunch-room. Once George had gone-
sut to the kitchen and made a ham-and-egg sandwich “10 go™ that a man
wanted to take with him. Inside the kitchen he saw AL his derby hat tipped:
back. sitting on a stool heside the wickel with the muzzle of a sawed off
gholgun resting on the ledge. Nick and the cook were back 10 back in the
corner, a towd tied in each of their mouths. George had cooked the sandwich.
wrapped it up in oiled paper, put it in a bag. brought it in. and the man had
paid for it and gone out. . ! ‘

“Bright boy can do everything.” Max said. “He can cook and evervthing.
You'd make some girl a nice wife. hright boy.”

“Yes?” George said. “Your friend. Ole Andreson. isnt going to come.”

“Well give him ten minutes.” Max said. '

Max watched the mirror and the clock. The hands of the clock marked
seven o’clock. and then five minutes past seven.

“Come on. AL” said Max. “We lelter go. He's not coming.”

_“Betier_give him five minutes.” Al raid from the Kitehen, T
In the five minutes a man came in. and George explained that the cook.

was sick. : : _ ‘
“Why the hell don’t you get another cook?” the man-asked. “Aren’t you

running a lunch-counter?” He went out. ’
“Come on, AL” Max said. - ;
“What about the two bright boys and the nigger?”



“Thevre alf right.™

“You think so?”

“Sure. We're through with it.”

“I don’t like it.” :ald Al. “It’s sloppy. You talk too much.”

“Oh, what the hell,” said Max. “We got to keep amused, haven't we?”

“You talk 100 much. all the same,” Al said. He came out from the kitchen.]
The cut-off barrels of the shotgun made a slight bulge under the waist of his!
too tight-ftting overcoat. He straightened his coat with his gloved hands.

“So fong. bright boy,” he said to George. “You got a lot of Tuck.”

“That’s the truth,” Max said. “You ought to play the races. bright boyv.”

The two of them went out the door. George watched them, through the
window, pass under the arc-light and cross the street. In their tight overcoats
and derby hats they looked like a vaudeville team. George went hack through
the swinging-door into the kitchen and untied Nick and the cook.

“I don’t want any more of that,” said Sam, the cook. “I don’t want any
more of that.” 7

Nick stood up. He had never had a towel in his mouth before.

“Say.” he said. “What the hell?” He was trying to swagger it ofl.

“They were going to kill Ole Andreson.” George said. “They were going
o shoot him when he came in to eat.”

“Ole Andreson?”

“Sure.”

The cook felt the corners of his mouth with his thumbs.

“They. all gone?” he asked.

“Yeah.” said George. “They’re gone now.”

“I don’t like 3.” said the cook. “1 don’t like any of it at all.”

“Listen.” George said to Nick. “You better go see Ole Andreson.”

“All right.”

“You better not have anything to do with it at all.” Sam. the cook. said.
“You better stay way out of it.”

“Deon’t go if you don’t want to,” George said.

“Mixing up in this ain’t going to get vou am“hen’.' the cook said. “You
stay out of it

“I'lt go see him.” Nick said to George. “Where does he live?”

The cook turned away.

“Little boys always know what they want to do. he said.

“He lives up at Hirsch’s rooming-house,” George said to Nick.

“T'll go up there.”
Outside the arc-light shone through the bare branches of a tice. Nick walked

up the street heside the cartracks and turned at the next arelight down
a side-street. Three houszes up the street was Hivsch’s rooming-house. Nick
walked up the two steps and pushed the bell. A woman came to the door.

“Is Ole Andreson here?”

“Do vou want lo see him?7

“Yes. il he’s in.’

-Nick followed the woman up a flight of stairs and back 10 Ilu end of a
corridor. She knocked on the door. ‘ :

“Who is it?”

“It's zomehody to see you. Mr. Andreson.” the woman said.

“I's Nick Adams.” ' '

“Come in.”



Nick opened the door and went into the room. Ole Andreson was lying
on the led with all his clothes on. He had been a heavyweight prizefighter
and he was 100 long for the bed. He lay with his head on two pillows. He
did not look at Nick.

“What was it?” he asked.

“l was up at Henrv's,” Nick said, “and two {ellows came in and tied up
we and the cook, and they said they were going to kill you.”

It sounded silly when he said it. Ole Andreson said nothing.

“They put us out in the I\ll(‘hf‘h. Nick went on. “They were going to
shoot you when you came to supper.”

Ole Andreson looked at the wall and did not sav anvthing.

“Georee thought T better come and tell vou about it.”

“There ien't anvthing I can do ahout it.” Ole Andreson said.

“T'll tell you what they were like.”

“1 don’t want to know what they were like™ Ole Andwmn said, He looked
at the wall. “Thanks for coming to 1ell me about it.”

“That’s all right.”

Nick locked at the big man lying on the hed.

“Don’t you want me to go and sce the police?”

“No.” Ole Andreson said. “That wouldnt do any good.”

“Tsn’t there something [ could do?™

“XNo. There st anything to do.”

“Mavbe it was just a blufl.”

“No. It ain’t just a Dlufl.”

Ole Andreson rolled over toward the wall.

“The only thing is.” he said, talking toward the wall, “l1 just can’t make
up my mind to go out. I been in here all dav.”

“Couldn’t yvou get out of town?”

“No,” Ole Andreson said. “I'm through with all that running around.”

He looked at the wall.

“There ain’t anything to do now.’

“Couldn’t vou fix it up some way?”

“No. I got in wrong.” He talked in the same flat voice, “There aint any
thing to do. After a while I'll make up my mind to go out.”

“I better go back and sce Georze.” Nick said.

“So long.” said Ole .-\ndr(‘snn. He did not look teward Nick. “Thanks
for coming around.”

Nick went out. As he shut the door he saw Ole Andreson with all his
clothes on, l}‘mg on the bed looking at the wall,

“He’s been in his room all day,” the landlady said down-stairs. | guess
he don’t feel well. 1 said to him: Mr. Andreson. vou ought to go out an'd
take a walk on a nice fall day like this” but he didn't feel like it

“He doesn’t want to go out.”

“I'm sorrv he don’t feel well.” the woman said. “He's an awlully nice man
He was in the ring. you know.”

“I know it.” ‘ |

“You'd never know ‘it except from the way his face is.” the woman said.
They stood talking just inside the street door. “He's just as gentle.”

“Well. good-night. Mrs. Hirsch.” Nick said.

“I'm not Mrs. Hirsch.” the woman said. “She owns the place. | just look
alter it for her. 'm Mrs. Bell™”



“Well. zood-night. Mrs. Bell.” Nick said.

“Good-night.” the woman said.

Nick walked up the dark street 1o the corner under the medight, and then
along the car-tracks to Henrv's cating-house. Ceorze was inside. hack ol the
counter.

“Did vou see Me?™

“Yex.” said Nick. “He's in hix room and he won't o out.”™

The cook opened the door from the kitchen when he heard Nick's voice.

“I don’t even Tisten to u.” he said and shut the door.

“Did you tell him about it?” George asked.

“Sure. T told him but he knows what it's zll ahout.”

“What's he goiie 1o do?”

“Nothing.”

“They’ll kill him.”

T guess they will.”

“He muxt have zol mixed up in something in Chicago.”

I guess 0. said Nick, '

“It’s a hell of a thing.”

“It’s an awful thing.™ Nick said.

They did not say anything. George reached down for a towel and wiped
the counter. ‘

“I wonder what he did?" Nick said.

“Double-crossed somebodv. That’s what they kill them for.”

“I'm going to get out of this town.” Nick said.

-“Yes.” said George. “That’s a good thing to de.”

T can’t stand 10 think ahout him waiting in the room and knowing he's
soing to get it 1s too damned awful”

“Well.™ said Ceorge. “you belter not think about it (1927




