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P IN PAMPLONA, a white-walled, sun-baked town high up in the hills of
~~~ Navarre, is held in the first two weeks of July each year the World's Se-
~<f ries of bull fighting.

Bull fight fans from all Spain jam into the little town. Hotels double
their prices and fill every room. The cafes under the wide arcades that
run around the Plaza de la Constitucion have every table crowded, the
tall Pilgrim Father sombreros of Andalusia sitting over the same table
with straw hats from Madrid and the flat blue Basque caps of Navarre
and the Basque country.

Really beautiful girls, gorgeous, bright shawls over their shoulders,
dark, dark-eyed, black-lace mantillas over their hair, walk with their es
corts in the crowds that pass from morning until night along the nar
row walk that runs between inner and outer belts of cafe tables under
the shade of the arcade out of the white glare of the Plaza de la Con
stitucion. All day and all night there is dancing in the streets. Bands of
blue-shirted peasants whirl and lift and swing behind a drum, fife and
reed instruments in the ancient Basque Riau-Riau dances. And at night
there is the throb of the big drums and the military band as the whole
town dances in the great open square of the Plaza.

We landed at Pamplona at night. The streets were solid with people
dancing. Music was pounding and throbbing. Fireworks were being set
off from the big public square. All the carnivals I had ever seen paled
down in comparison. A rocket exploded over our heads with a blinding

First published as "World's Series of Bull Fighting a Mad, Whirling Carnival" in the To
ronto Star Weekly, 1923; collected in *By-Line: Ernest Hemingway, edited by William
White, 1967.
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burst and the stick came swirling and whishing down. Dancers, snap
ping their fingers and whirling in perfect time through the crowd,
bumped into us before we could get our bags down from the top of the
station bus. Finally I got the bags through the crowd to the hotel.

We had wired and written for rooms two weeks ahead. Nothing had
been saved. We were offered a single room with a single bed opening on
to the kitchen ventilator shaft for seven dollars a day apiece. There was a
big row with the landlady, who stood in front of her desk with her
hands on her hips, and her broad Indian face perfectly placid, and told
us in a few words of French and much Basque Spanish that she had to
make all her money for the whole year in the next ten days. That people
would come and that people would have to pay what she asked. She
could show us a better room for ten dollars apiece. We said it would be
preferable to sleep in the streets with the pigs. The landlady agreed that
might be possible. We said we preferred it to such a hotel. All perfectly
amicable. The landlady considered. We stood our ground. Mrs. Hem
ingway sat down on our rucksacks.

"I can get you a room in a house in the town. You can eat here;' said
the landlady.

"How much?"
"Five dollars!'

We started off through the dark, narrow, carnival-mad streets with a
boy carrying our rucksacks. It was a lovely big room in an old Spanish
house with walls thick as a fortress. A cool, pleasant room, with a red
tile floor and two big, comfortable beds set back in an alcove. A window
'opened on to an iron grilled porch out over the street. We were very
comfortable.

or All night long the wild music kept up in the street below. Several
!,times in the night there was a wild roll of drumming, and I got out of
;bed and across the tiled floor to the balcony. But it was always the same.
tMen, blue-shirted, bareheaded, whirling and floating in a wild fantastic
~. dance down the street behind the rolling drums and shrill fifes..
C Just at daylight there was a crash of music in the street below. Real
~•. military music. Herself was up, dressed, at the window.

"Come on;' she said. "They're all going somewhere." Down below the
ffstreet was full of people. It was five o'clock in the morning. They were
,tan going in one direction. I dressed in a hurry and we started after
~. them.

The crowd was all going toward the great public square. People were
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It ~as really a double wooden fence, making a long entryway from the
mam street of the town into the bull ring itself. It made a runway about
two hundred and fifty yards long. People were jammed solid on each
side of it. Looking up it toward the main street.

Then far away there was a dull report.
"They're off:' everybody shouted.
"What is it?" I asked a man next to me who was'leaning far out over

the concrete rail.
"The bulls! They have released them from the corrals on the far side

of the city. They are racing through the city:'
"Whew:' said Herself. "What do they do that for?"
Then down the narrow fenced-in runway came a crowd of men and

boys running. Running as hard as they could go. The gate feeding into

pouring into it from every street and moving out of it toward the open
country we could see through the narrow gaps in the high walls.

"Let's get some coffee:' said Herself.
"Do you think we've got time? Hey, what's going to happen?" I asked

a newsboy.
"Encierro:' he said scornfully. "The encierro commences at six

o'clock:'
"What's the encierro?" I asked him.
"Oh, ask me to-morrow:' he said, and started to run. The entire

crowd was running now.
"I' h f£ve got to ave my co ee. No matter what it is:' Herself said.
T~e ~aiter poured two streams of coffee and milk into the glass out

of hIS bIg kettles. The crowd was still running, coming from all the
streets that fed into the Plaza.

"What is this encierro anyway?" Herself asked, gulping the coffee.
"All I know is that they let the bulls out into the streets:'
We started out after the crowd. Out of a narrow gate into a great yel

l~w open sp~ce of country with the new concrete bull ring standing
hIgh ~nd.white and black ';ith people. The yellow and red Spanish flag
blowmg m the early mornmg breeze. Across the open and once inside
the bull ring, we mounted to the top looking toward the town. It cost a
peseta to go up to the top. All the other levels were free. There were eas
ily twenty thousand people there. Everyone jammed on the outside of
the big concrete amphitheatre, looking toward the yellow town with the
bright red roofs, where a long wooden pen ran from the entrance of the
city gate across the open, bare ground to the bull ring.

100
ERNEST HEMINGWAY

Pamplona in July

the bull ring was opened an,
levels into the ring. Then t

harder. Straight up the long
"Where are the bulls?" as1
Then they came in sight.

set, black, glistening, sinistel
running with them three ste
solid mass, and ahead of th
guard of the men and boys c
be chased through the stree1

A boy in his blue shirt, r,
table leather wine bottle 1
sprinted down the straight
made a jerky, sideways toss.
lay there limp, the herd ru:
crowd roared.

Everybody made a dash j

box just in time to see the b
men ran in a panic to each s
ran straight with the traine<
that led to the pens.

That was the entry. Every
San Fermin at Pamplona tl
released from their corral
through the main street of
The men who run ahead 0

been going on each year sin
bus had his historic intervi
of Granada.

There are two things in
fighting bulls are not arow
ond, that the steers are reli4

Sometimes things go wro
as they pile through into t
and viciousness, his needle
again into the packed mass
place for the men to get 0

climb over the barrera or r·
in and take it. Eventually t]



RNEST HEMINGWAY
Pamplona in July 101

Jf it toward the open
:he high walls.

~ to happen?" I asked

commences at six

Lto run. The entire

;' Herself said.
ilk into the glass out
:oming from all the

ulping the coffee.
streets:'
gate into a great yel
e bull ring standing
and red Spanish flag
pen and once inside
rd the town. It cost a
free. There were eas
ed on the outside of
V-ellow town with the
n the entrance of the
lng.

g entryway from the
lade a runway about
nmed solid on each

leaning far out over

)rrals on the far side

?"
a crowd of men and
'he gate feeding into

the bull ring was opened and they all ran pell-mell under the entrance
levels into the ring. Then there came another crowd. Running even
harder. Straight up the long pen from the town.

"Where are the bulls?" asked Herself.
Then they came in sight. Eight bulls galloping along, full tilt, heavy

set, black, glistening, sinister, their horns bare, tossing their heads. And
running with them three steers with bells on their necks. They ran in a
solid mass, and ahead of them sprinted, tore, ran and bolted the rear
guard of the men and boys of Pamplona who had allowed themselves to
be chased through the streets for a morning's pleasure.

A boy in his blue shirt, red sash, white canvas shoes with the inevi
table leather wine bottle hung from his shoulders, stumbled as he
sprinted down the straightaway. The first bull lowered his head and t
made a jerky, sideways toss. The boy crashed up against the fence and ,
lay there limp, the herd running solidly together passed him up. The)
crowd roared.

Everybody made a dash for the inside of the ring, and we got into a
box just in time to see the bulls come into the ring filled with men. The
men ran in a panic to each side. The bulls, still bunched solidly together,
ran straight with the trained steers across the ring and into the entrance
that led to the pens.

That was the entry. Every morning during the bull fighting festival of
San Fermin at Pamplona the bulls that are to fight in the afternoon are
released from their corrals at six o'clock in the morning and race
through the main street of the town for a mile and a half to the pen.
The men who run ahead of them do it for the fun of the thing. It has
been going on each year since a couple of hundred years before Colum
bus had his historic interview with Queen Isabella in the camp outside
of Granada. /

There are two things in favor of there being no accidents. First, thatJ/
fighting bulls are not aroused and vicious when they are together. Sec-
ond, that the steers are relied upon to keep them moving.

Sometimes things go wrong, a bull will be detached from the herd
as they pile through into the pen and with his crest up, a ton of speed
and viciousness, his needle-sharp horns lowered, will charge again and
again into the packed mass ofmen and boys in the bull ring. There is no
place for the men to get out of the ring. It is too jammed for them to
climb over the barrera or red fence that rims the field. They have to stay
in and take it. Eventually the steers get the bull out of the ring and into
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the pen. He may wound or kill thirty men before they can get him out.
No armed men are allowed to oppose him. That is the chance the
Pamplona bull fight fans take every morning during the Feria. It is the

~
pam lona tradition of giving the bulls a final shot at everyone in town

//~. ore they enter the pens. They will not leave until they come out into
the glare of the arena to die in the afternoon.

-- ~

Consequently Pamplona is tIie toughest bull fight town in the world.
The amateur fight that comes immediately after the bulls have entered
the pens proves that. Every seat in the great amphitheatre is packed.
About three hundred men, with capes, odd pieces of cloth, old shirts,
anything that will imitate a bull fighter's cape, are singing and dancing
in the arena. There is a shout, and the bull pen opens. Out comes a
young bull just as fast as he can come. On his horns are leather knobs to
prevent his goring anyone. He charges and hits a man. Tosses him high
in the air, and the crowd roars. The man comes down on the ground,
and the bull goes for him, bumping him with his head. Worrying him
with his horns. Several amateur bull fighters are flopping their capes in
his face to make the bull charge and leave the man on the ground. Then
the bull charges and bags another man. The crowd roars with delight.

Then the bull will turn like a cat and get somebody who has been act
ing very brave about ten feet behind him. Then he will toss a man over
the fence. Then he picks out one man and follows him in a wild twisting
charge through the entire crowd until he bags him. The barrera is
packed with men and boys sitting along the top, and the bull decides to
clear them all off. He goes along, hooking carefully with his horn and
dropping them off with a toss of his horns like a man pitching hay.

Each time the bull bags someone the crowd roars with joy. Most of it

;:

.s home talent stuff. The braver the man has been or the more elegant
pass he has attempted with his cape before the bull gets him the more
the crowd roars. No one is armed. No one hurts or plagues the bull in

! any way. A man who grabbed the bull by the tail and tried to hang on
I. .. '1"s hissed and booed by the crowd and the next tim.e he. tried it was
\~ocked down by another man in the bull ring. NQ, one enjoys it all

/ more th~!1 the bull.
As soon as he shows signs of tiring from his charges, the two old

steers, one brown and the other looking like a big Holstein, come trot
ting in and alongside the young bull who falls in behind theml~
and follows them meekly on a tour of the arena and then out. J
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Another comes right in, and the charging and tossing, the ineffectual
cape waving, and wonderful music arerepeated right over again. But al
~Aj£fer~nt. Some of the animals in this morning amateuiligJitare
steers. Fighting bulls from the best strain who had some imperfection
or other in build so they could never command the high prices paid for
combat animals, $2,000 to $3,000 apiece. But there is nothing lacking in
their fighting spirit.

The show comes off every morning. Everybody in town turns out at
five-thirty when the military bands go through the streets. Many of
them stay up all night for it. We didn't miss one, and it is quelque sport
ing event that will get us both up at five-thirty o'clock in the morning
for six days running.

As far as I know we were the only English-speaking people in Pam
plona during the Feria of last year.

There were three minor earthquakes while we were there. Terrific
cloud bursts in the mountains and the Ebro River flooded out Zara
gossa. For two days the bull ring was under water and the Corrida had
to be suspended for the first time in over a hundred years. That was
during the middle of the fair. Everyone was desperate. On the third day
it looked gloomier than ever, poured rain all morning, and then at
noon the clouds rolled away up across the valley, the sun came out
bright and hot and baking and that afternoon there was the greatest
bull fight I will perhaps ever see.

There were rockets going up into the air and the arena was nearly full
when we got into our regular seats. The sun was hot and baking. Over
on the other side we could see the bull fighters standing ready to come
in. All wearing their oldest clothes because of the heavy, muddy going
in the arena. We picked out the three matadors of the afternoon with
our glasses. Only one of them was new. Olmos, a chubby faced, jolly
looking man, something like Tris Speaker. The others we had seen often
before. Maera, dark, spare and deadly looking, one of the very greatest
toreros of all time. The third, young Algabeno, the son of a famous bull
fighter, a slim young Andalusian with a charming Indian looking face.
All were wearing the suits they had probably started bull fighting with,
too tight, old fashioned, outmoded.

There was the procession of entrance, the wild bull fight music
played, the preliminaries were quickly over, the picadors retired along
the red fence with their horses, the heralds sounded their trumpets and
the door of the bull pen swung open. The bull came out in a rush, saw a

\
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man standing near the barrera and charged him. The man vaulted over
the fence and the bull charged the barrera. He crashed into the fence in
full charge and ripped a two by eight plank solidly out in a splintering
smash. He broke his horn doing it and the crowd called for a new bull.
The trained steers trotted in, the bull fell in meekly behind them, and
the three of them trotted out of the arena.

The next bull came in with the same rush. He was Maera's bull and
after perfect cape play Maera planted the banderillos. Maera is Herself's
favorite bull fighter. And if you want to keep any conception of yourself
as a brave, hard, perfectly balanced, thoroughly competent man in your
wife's mind never take her to a real bull fight. I used to go into the ama
teur fights in the morning to try and win back a small amount ofher es
teem but the more I discovered that bull fighting required a very great
quantity of a certain type of courage ofwhich I had an almost complete
lack the more it became apparent that any admiration she might ever
redevelop for me would have to be simply an antidote to the real admi
ration for Maera and Villalta. You cannot compete with bull fighters on

t
/their own ground. If anywhere. The only way most husbands are able to
keep any drag with their wives at all is that, first there are only a limited
number of bull fighters, second there are only a limited number of
wives who have ever seen bull fights.

Maera planted his first pair of banderillos sitting down on the edge of
the little step-up that runs around the barrera. He snarled at the bull
and as the animal charged leaned back tight against the fence and as the
horns struck on either side of him, swung forward over the brute's head
and planted the two darts in his hump. He planted the next pair the
same way, so near to us we could have leaned over and touched him.
Then he went out to kill the bull and after he had made absolutely un
believable passes with the little red cloth of the muleta drew up his
sword and as the bull charged Maera thrust. The sword shot out of his
hand and the bull caught him. He went up in the air on the horns of the
bull and then came down. Young Algabeno flopped his cape in the
bull's face. The bull charged him and Maera staggered to his feet. But
his wrist was sprained.

With his wrist sprained, so that every time he raised it to sight for a
thrust it brought beads of sweat out on his face, Maera tried again and
again to make his death thrust. He lost his sword again and again,
picked it up with his left hand from the mud floor of the arena and
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The bullturne~t and charged Algabeno and Algabeno met him
with the cape. Once, twice, three times he made the perfect, floating,
slow swing with the cape, perfectly, graceful, debonair, back on his
heels, baffling the bull. And he had command of the situation. There
never was such a scene at any world's series game.

There are no substitute matadors allowed. Maera was finished. His
wrist could not lift a sword for weeks. Olmos had been gored badly
through the body. It was Algabeno's bull. This one and the next five.

He handled them all. Did it all. Cape play easy, graceful, confident.
Beautiful work with the muleta. And serious, deadly killing. Five bulls
he killed, one after the other, and each one was a separate problem to be

transferred it to the right for the thrust. Finally he made it and the bull
went over. The bull nearly got him twenty times. As he came in to stand
up under us at the barrera side his wrist was swollen to twice normal
size. I thought of prize fighters I had seen quit because they had hurt
their hands.

There was almost no pause while the mules galloped in and hitched
on to the first bull and dragged him out and the second came in with a
rush. The picadors took the first shock of him with their bull lances.
There was the snort and charge, the shock and the mass against the sky,
the wonderful defense by the picador with his lance that held off the
bull, and then Rosario Olmos stepped out with his cape.

Once he flopped the cape at the bull and floated it around in an easy
graceful swing. Then he tried the same swing, the classic "Veronica:'
and the bull caught him at the end of it. Instead of stopping at the fin
ish the bull charged on in. He caught Olmos squarely with his horn,
hoisted him high in the air. He fell heavily and the bull was on top of
him, driving his horns again and again into him. Olmos lay on the sand,
his head on his arms. One of his teammates was flopping his cape
madly in the bull's face. The bull lifted his head for an instant and
charged and got his man. Just one terrific toss. Then he whirled and
chased a man just in back of him toward the barrera. The man was run
ning full tilt and as he put his hand on the fence to vault it the bull had
him and caught him with his horn, shooting him way up into the
crowd. He rushed toward the fallen man he had tossed who was getting
to his feet and all alone - Algabeno grabbed him by the tail. He hung
on until I thought he or the bull would break. The wounded man got to
his feet and started away.
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worked out with death. At the end there was nothing debonair about
him. It was only a question if he would last through or if the bulls
would get him. They were all very wonderful bulls.

"He is a very great kid:' said Herself. "He is only twenty:'

"I wish we knew him:' I said.
"Maybe we will some day:' she said. Then considered a moment. "He

will probably be spoiled by then:'
They make twenty thousand a year.

--That was just three months ago. It seems in a different century now,
( working in an office. It is a very long way from the sun baked town of
[ Pamplona, where the men race through the streets in the mornings

\r
ead of the bulls to the morning ride to work on a Bay-Caledonia car.

)}ut it is only fourteen days by water to Spain and there is no need for a
, C3S@;re is always that room at 5 Calle deEs1a~a sO!J;l ifhe is

, 0 edee the family reputation as a bull fighter, must start very early.
/,0
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Big Two-Hearted River
Part I

THE TRAIN WENT ON UP THE TRACK OUT

of sight, around one of the hills of burnt timber. Nick sat down on the
bundle of canvas and bedding the baggage man had pitched out of the
door of the baggage car. There was no town, nothing but the rails and the
burned-over country. The thirteen saloons that had lined the one street of
Seney had not left a trace. The foundations of the Mansion House hotel
stuck up above the ground. The stone was chipped and split by the fire.
It was all that was left of the town of Seney. Even the surface had been
burned off the ground.

Nick looked at the burned-over stretch of hillside, where he had expected
to find the scattered houses of the town and then walked down the railroad
track to the bridge over the river. The river was there. It swirled against
the log spiles of the bridge. Nick looked down into the clear, brown water,
colored from the pebbly bottom, and watched the trout keeping themselves
steady in the current with wavering fins. As he watched them they changed
their positions by quick angles, only to hold steady in the fast water again.
Nick watched them a long time.

He watched them holding themselves with their noses into the current,
'many trout in deep, fast moving water, slightly distorted as he watched
far down through the glassy convex surface of the pool, its surface pushing
and swelling smooth against the resistance of the log-driven piles of the
bridge. At the bottom of the pool were the big trout. Nick did not see them
'at' first. Then he saw them at the bottom of the pool, big trout looking to
hold themselves on the gravel bottom in a varying mist of gravel and sand,
raised in spurts by the current.

Nick looked down into the pool from the bridge. It was a hot day. A
kingfisher flew up the stream. It was a long time since Nick had looked
into a stream and seen trout. They were very satisfactory. As the shadow
of the kingfisher moved up the stream, a big trout shot upstream in a long
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angle, only his shadow marking the angle, then lost his shadow as he
came through the surface of the water, caught the sun, and then, as he
went back into the stream under the surface, his shadow seemed to float
down the stream with the current, unresisting, to his post under the bridge
where he tightened facing up into the current.

Nick's heart tightened as the trout moved. He felt all the old feeling.
He turned and looked down the stream. It stretched away, pebbly

bottomed with shallows and big boulders and a deep pool as it curved
away around the foot of a bluff.

Nick walked back up the ties to where his pack lay in the cinders beside
the railway track. He was happy. He adjusted the pack harness around the
bundle, pulling straps tight, slung the pack on his back, got his arms through
the shoulder straps and took some of the pull off his shoulders by leaning
his forehead against the wide band of the tump-line. Still, it was too heavy.
It was much too heavy. He had his leather rod-case in his hand and leaning
forward to keep the weight of the pack high on his shoulders he walked
along the road that paralleled the railway track, leaving the burned town
behind in the heat, and then turned off around a hill with a high, fire
scarred hill on either side onto a road that went back into the country. He
walked along the road feeling the ache from the pull of the heavy pack.
The road climbed steadily. It was hard work walking up-hill. His muscles
ached and the day was hot, but Nick felt happy. He felt he had left every
thing behind, the need for thinking, the need to write, other needs. It was
all back of him.

From the time he had gotten down off the train and the baggage man
had thrown his pack out of the open car door things had been different.
Seney was burned, the country was burned over and changed, but it did
not matter. It could not all be burned. He knew that. He hiked along the
road, sweating in the sun, climbing to cross the range of hills that separated
the railway from the pine plains.

The road ran on, dipping occasionally, but always climbing. Nick went
on up. Finally the road after going parallel to the burnt hillside reached
the top. Nick leaned back against a stump and slipped out of the pack
harness. Ahead of him, as far as he could see, was the pine plain. The
burned country stopped off at the left with the range of hills. On ahead
islands of dark pine trees rose out of the plain. Far off to the left was the
line of the river. Nick followed it with his eye and caught glints of the
water in the sun.

There was nothing but the pine plain ahead of him, until the far blue
hills that marked the Lake Superior height of land. He could hardly see
them, faint and far away in the heat-light over the plain. If he looked too
steadily they were gone. But if he only half-looked they were there, the
far-off hills of the height of land.

Nick sat down against the charred stump and smoked a cigarette. His
pack balanced on the top of the stump, harness holding ready, a hollow
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BIG TWO-HEARTED RIVER: PART I

Wlolded in it from his back. Nick sat smoking, looking out over the country.
He did not need' to get his map out. He knew where he was from the
:position of the river.

.As he smoked, his legs stretched out in front of him, he noticed a grass
,hopper walk along the ground and up onto his woolen sock. The grass
'.fl.opper was black. As he had walked along the road, climbing, he had
;~tarted many grasshoppers from the dust. They were all black. They were
tP0t the big grasshoppers with yellow and black or red and black wings
:,whirring out from their black wing sheathing as they fly up. These were
just ordinary hoppers, but all a sooty black in color. Nick had wondered
about them as he walked, without really thinking about them. Now, as
he watched the black hopper that was nibbling at the wool of his sock
with its fourway lip, he realized that they had all turned black from living
.in the burned-over land. He realized that the fire must have come the year
ibefore, but the grasshoppers were all black now. He wondered how long
lthey would stay that way.

Carefully he reached his hand down and took hold of the hopper by the
.wings. He turned him up, all his legs walking in the air, and looked at his
'jointed belly. Yes, it was black too, iridescent where the back and head
were dusty.

"Go on, hopper," Nick said, speaking out loud for the first time. "Fly
away somewhere."

He tossed the grasshopper up into the air and watched him sail away
,f,O a charcoal stump across the road.

Nick stood up. He leaned his back against the weight of his pack where
,itrested upright on the stump and got his arms through the shoulder straps.
;He stood with the pack on his back on the brow of the hill looking out
aO'oss the country toward the distant river and then struck down the

'.hillside away from the road. Underfoot the ground was good walking. Two
,hundred yards down the hillside the fire line stopped. Then it was sweet
,fern, growing ankle high, to walk through, and clumps of jack pines; a
'long undulating country with frequent rises and descents, sandy underfoot
,and the country alive again.

Nick kept his direction by the sun. He knew where he wanted to strike
the river and he kept on through the pine plain, mounting small rises to
~e other rises ahead of him and sometimes from the top of a rise a great
solid island of pines off to his right or his left. He broke off some sprigs of
the heathery sweet fern, and put them under his pack straps. The chafing
cushed it and he smelled it as he walked.

He was tired and very hot, walking across the uneven, shadeless pine
plain. At any time he knew he could strike the river by turning off to his
left. It could not be more than a mile away. But he kept on toward the
north to hit the river as far upstream as he could go in one day's walking.

For some time as he walked Nick had been in sight of one of the big
islands of pine standing out above the rolling high ground he was crossing.
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He dipped down and then as he came slowly up to the crest of the bridge
he turned and made toward the pine trees.

There was no underbrush in the island of pine trees. The trunks of the
trees went straight up or slanted toward each other. The trunks were
straight and brown without branches. The branches were high above. Some
interlocked to make a solid shadow on the brown forest floor. Aronnd the
grove of trees was a bare space. It was brown and soft underfoot as Nick
walked on it. This was the over-lapping of the pine needle floor, extending
out beyond the width of the high branches. The trees had grown tall and
the branches moved high, leaving in the sun this bare space they had once
covered with shadow. Sharp at the edge of this extension of the forest floor
commenced the sweet fern.

Nick slipped off his pack and lay down in the shade. He lay on his back
and looked up into the pine trees. His neck and back and the small of his
back rested as he stretched. The earth felt good against his back. He looked
up at the sky, through the branches, and then shut his eyes. He opened
them and looked up again. There was a wind high up in the branches. He
shut his eyes again and went to sleep.

Nick woke stiff and cramped. The sun was nearly down. His pack was
heavy and the straps painful as he lifted it on. He leaned over with the
pack on and picked up the leather rod-case and started out from the pine
trees across the sweet fern swale, toward the river. He knew it could
be more than a mile.

He came down a hillside covered with stumps into a meadow. At the
edge of the meadow flowed the river. Nick was glad to get to the river.
He walked upstream through the meadow. His trousers were soaked with
the dew as he walked. Mter the hot day, the dew had come quickly and ,
heavily. The river made no sound. It was too fast and smooth. At the edge;
of the meadow, before he mounted to a piece of high ground to make .•~
camp, Nick looked down the river at the trout rising. They were rising to '
insects come from the swamp on the other side of the stream when the (
sun went down. The trout jumped out of water to take them. While Nick (
walked through the little stretch of meadow alongside the stream, trout;
had jumped high out of water. Now as he looked down the river, the!
insects must be settling on the surface, for the trout were feeding steadily
all down the stream. As far down the long stretch as he could see, the
trout were rising, making circles all down the surface of the water, as
though it were starting to rain.

The ground rose, wooded and sandy, to overlook the meadow, the stretch·'
of river and the swamp. Nick dropped his pack and rod-case and looked
for a level piece of ground. He was very hungry and he wanted to make'
his camp before he cooked. Between two jack pines, the ground was quite).
level. He took the ax out of the pack and chopped out two projecting roots.)
That leveled a piece of ground large enough to sleep on. He smoothed out:
the sandy soil with his hand and pulled all the sweet fern bushes by their
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BIG TWO-HEARTED RIVER: PART I

roots. His hands smelled good from the sweet fern. He smoothed the up
rooted earth. He did not want anything making lumps under the blankets.
When he had the ground smooth, he spread his three blankets. One he
folded double, next to the ground. The other two he spread on top.

With the ax he slit off a bright slab of pine from one of the stumps and
split it into pegs for the tent. He wanted them long and solid to hold in
the ground. With the tent unpacked and spread on the ground, the pack,
leaning against a jackpine, looked much smaller. Nick tied the rope that
served the tent for a ridge-pole to the trunk of one of the pine trees and
pulled the tent up off the ground wit..;' the other end of the rope and tied
it to the other pine. The tent hung on the rope like a canvas blanket on a
clothesline. Nick poked a pole he had cut up under the back peak of the
canvas and then made it a tent by pegging out the sides. He pegged the
sides out taut and drove the pegs deep, hitting them down into the ground
with the flat of the ax until the rope loops were buried and the canvas
was drum tight.

Across the open mouth of the tent Nick fixed cheesecloth to keep out
mosquitoes. He crawled inside under the mosquito bar with various things
from the pack to put at the head of the bed under the slant of the canvas.
Inside the tent the light came through the brown canvas. It smelled pleas
antly of canvas. Already there was something mysterious and homelike.
Nick was happy as he crawled inside the tent. He had not been unhappy
all day. This was different though. Now things were done. There had been
this to do. Now it was done. It had been a hard trip. He was very tired.
That was done. He had made his camp. He was settled. Nothing could
touch him. It was a good place to camp. He was there, in the good place.
He was in his home where he had made it. Now he was hungry.

He came out, crawling under the cheesecloth. It was quite dark outside.
It was lighter in the tent.

Nick went over to the pack and found, with his fingers, a long nail in
a paper sack of nails, in the bottom of the pack. He drove it into the pine
tree, holding it close and hitting it gently with the flat of the ax. He hung
the pack up on the nail. All his supplies were in the pack. They were off
the ground and sheltered now.

Nick was hungry. He did not believe he had ever been hungrier. He
opened and emptied a can of pork and beans and a can of spaghetti into
the frying pan.

"I've got a right to eat this kind of stuff, if I'm willing to carry it," Nick
said. His voice sounded strange in the darkening woods. He did not speak
again.

He started a fire with some chunks of pine he got with the ax from a
stump. Over the fire he stuck a wire grill, pushing the four legs down into
the ground with his boot. Nick put the frying pan on the grill over the
flames. He was hungrier. The beans and spaghetti warmed. Nick stirred
them and mixed them together. They began to bubble, making little bubbles
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that rose with difficulty to the surface. There was a good smell. Nick got
out a bottle of tomato catchup and cut four slices ofbread. The little bubbles
were coming faster now. Nick sat down beside the fire and lifted the frying
pan off. He poured about half the contents out into the tin plate. It spread
slowly on the plate. Nick knew it was too hot. He poured on some tomato
catchup. He knew the beans and spaghetti were still too hot. He looked
at the fire, then at the tent, he was not going to spoil it all by burning his
tongue. For years he had never enjoyed fried bananas because he had
never been able to wait for them to cool. His tongue was very sensitive.
He was very hungry. Across the river in the swamp, in the almost dark,
he saw a mist rising. He looked at the tent once more. All right. He took
a full spoonful from the plate.

"Chrise," Nick said, "Geezus Chrise," he said happily.
He ate the whole plateful before he remembered the bread. Nick finished

the second plateful with the bread, mopping the plate shiny. He had not
eaten since a cup of coffee and a ham sandwich in the station restaurant
at St. Ignace. It had been a very fine experience. He had been that hungry
before, but had not been able to satisfy it. He could have made camp hours
before if he had wanted to. There were plenty of good places to camp on
the river. But this was good.

Nick tucked two big chips of pine under the grill. The fire flared up. He
had forgotten to get water for the coffee. Out of the pack he got a folding
canvas bucket and walked down the hilL across the edge of the meadow,
to the stream. The other bank was in the white mist. The grass was wet
and cold as he knelt on the bank and dipped the canvas bucket into the
stream. It bellied and pulled hard in the current. The water was ice cold.
Nick rinsed the bucket and carried it full up to the camp. Up away from
the stream it was not so cold.

Nick drove another big nail and hung up the bucket full of water. He
dipped the coffee pot half full, put some more chips under the grill onto
the fire and put the pot on. He could not remember which way he made
coffee. He could remember an argument about it with Hopkins, but not
which side he had taken. He decided to bring it to a boil. He remembered
now that was Hopkins's way. He had once argued about everything with
Hopkins. While he waited for the coffee to boil, he opened a small can of
apricots. He liked to open cans. He emptied the can of apricots out into a
tin cup. While he watched the coffee on the fire, he drank the juice syrup
of the apricots, carefully at first to keep from spilling, then meditatively,
sucking the apricots down. They were better than fresh apricots.

The coffee boiled as he watched. The lid came up and coffee and grounds
ran down the side of the pot. Nick took it off the grill. It was a triumph
for Hopkins. He put sugar in the empty apricot cup and poured some of
the coffee out to cool. It was too hot to pour and he used his hat to hold
the handle of the coffee pot. He would not let it steep in the pot at all. Not
the first cup. It should be straight Hopkins all the way. Hop deserved that.
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BIG TWO-HEARTED RIVER: PART I

He was a very serious coffee drinker. He was the most serious man Nick
had ever known. Not heavy, serious. That was a long time ago. Hopkins
spoke without moving his lips. He had played polo. He made millions of
dollars in Texas. He had borrowed carfare to go to Chicago, when the wire
came that his first big well had come in. He could have wired for money.
That would have been too slow. They called Hop's girl the Blonde Venus.
Hop did not mind because she was not his real girl. Hopkins said very
confidently that none of them would make fun of his real girl. He was
right. Hopkins went away when the telegram came. That was on the Black
River. It took eight days for the telegram to reach him. Hopkins gave away
his .22 caliber Colt automatic pistol to Nick. He gave his camera to Bill. It
was to remember him always by. They were all going fishing again next
summer. The Hop Head was rich. He would get a yacht and they would
all cruise along the north shore of Lake Superior. He was excited but
serious. They said good-bye and all felt bad. It broke up the trip. They
never saw Hopkins again. That was a long time ago on the Black River.

Nick drank the coffee, the coffee according to Hopkins. The coffee was
bitter. Nick laughed. It made a good ending to the story. His mind was
starting to work. He knew he could choke it because he was tired enough.
He spilled the coffee out of the pot and shook the grounds loose into the
fire. He lit a cigarette and went inside the tent. He took off his shoes and
trousers, sitting on the blankets, rolled the shoes up inside the trousers for
a pillow and got in between the blankets.

Out through the front of the tent he watched the glow of the fire, when
the night wind blew on it. It was a quiet night. The swamp was perfectly
quiet. Nick stretched under the blanket comfortably. A mosquito hummed
close to his ear. Nick sat up and lit a match. The mosquito was on the
canvas, over his head. Nick moved the match quickly up to it. The mosquito
made a satisfactory hiss in the flame. The match went out. Nick lay down
again under the blanket. He turned on his side and shut his eyes. He was
sleepy. He felt sleep coming. He curled up under the blanket and went to
sleep.
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IN THE MORNING THE SUN WAS UP AND

·.e tent was starting to get hot. Nick crawled out under the mosquito
!tting stretched across the mouth of the tent, to look at the morning. The
'ass was wet on his hands as he came out. He held his trousers and his
iOes in his hands. The sun was just up over the hill. There was the

dow, the river and the swamp. There were birch trees in the green of
e swamp on the other side of the river.

"The river was clear and smoothly fast in the early morning. Down about
two hundred yards were three logs all the way across the stream. They
made the water smooth and deep above them. As Nick watched, a mink
ib'ossed the river on the logs and went into the swamp. Nick was excited.
He was excited by the early morning and the river. He was really too
hUrried to eat breakfast. but he knew he must. He built a little fire and
pUt on the coffee pot.

While the water was heating in the pot he took an empty bottle and
went down over the edge of the high ground to the meadow. The meadow
was wet with dew and Nick wanted to catch grasshoppers for bait before
the sun dried the grass. He found plenty of good grasshoppers. They were
at the base of the grass stems. Sometimes they clung to a grass stem. They
were cold and wet with the dew, and could not jump until the sun warmed
them. Nick picked them up, taking only the medium-sized brown ones,
and put them into the bottle. He turned over a log and just under the
shelter of the edge were several hundred hoppers. It was a grasshopper
lodging house. Nick put about fifty of the medium browns into the bottle.
While he was picking up the hoppers the others warmed in the sun and
commenced to hop away. They flew when they hopped. At first they made
one flight and stayed stiff when they landed, as though they were dead.

Nick knew that by the time he was through with breakfast they would
be as lively as ever. Without dew in the grass it would take him all day
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to catch a bottle full of good grasshoppers and he would have to crush
many of them, slamming at them with his hat. He washed his hands at
the stream. He was excited to be near it. Then he walked up to the tent.
The hoppers were already jumping stiffly in the grass. In the bottle, warmed
by the sun, they were jumping in a mass. Nick put in a pine stick as a
cork. It plugged the mouth of the bottle enough, so the hoppers could not
get out and left plenty of air passage.

He had rolled the log back and knew he could get grasshoppers there
every morning.

Nick laid the bottle full of jumping grasshoppers against a pine trunk.
Rapidly he mixed some buckwheat flour with water and stirred it smooth,
one cup of flour, one cup of water. He put a handful of coffee in the pot
and dipped a lump of grease out of a can and slid it sputtering across the
hot skillet. On the smoking skillet he poured smoothly the buckwheat
batter. It spread like lava, the grease spitting sharply. Around the edges
the buckwheat cake began to firm, then brown, then crisp. The surface
was bubbling slowly to porousness. Nick pushed under the browned under
surface with a fresh pine chip. He shook the skillet sideways and the cake
was loose on the surface. I won't try and flop it, he thought. He slid the
chip of clean wood all the way under the cake, and flopped it over onto
its face. It sputtered in the pan.

When it was cooked Nick regreased the skillet. He used all the batter.
It made another big flapjack and one smaller one.

Nick ate a big flapjack and a smaller one, covered with apple butter. He
put apple butter on the third cake, folded it over twice, wrapped it in oiled
paper and put it in his shirt pocket. He put the apple butter jar back in the
pack and cut bread for two sandwiches.

In the pack he found a big onion. He sliced it in two and peeled the
silky outer skin. Then he cut one half into slices and made onion sand
wiches. He wrapped them in oiled paper and buttoned them in the other
pocket of his khaki shirt. He turned the skillet upside down on the grill,
drank the coffee, sweetened and yellow brown with the condensed milk
in it, and tidied up the camp. It was a good camp.

Nick took his fly rod out of the leather rod-case, jointed it, and shoved
the rod-case back into the tent. He put on the reel and threaded the line
through the guides. He had to hold it from hand to hand, as he threaded
it, or it would slip back through its own weight. It was a heavy, double
tapered fly line. Nick had paid eight dollars for it a long time ago. It was
made heavy to lift back in the air and come forward flat and heavy and
straight to make it possible to cast a fly which has no weight. Nick opened
the aluminum leader box. The leaders were coiled between the damp
flannel pads. Nick had wet the pads at the water cooler on the train up to
St. Ignace. In the damp pads the gut leaders had softened and Nick umolled
one and tied it by a loop at the end to the heavy fly line. He fastened a
hook on the end of the leader. It was a small hook; very thin and springy.
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BIG TWO-HEARTED RIVER: PART II

Nick took it from his hook book, sitting with the rod across his lap. He
tested the knot and the spring of the rod by pulling the line taut. It was a
good feeling. He was careful not to let the hook bite into his finger.

He started down to the stream, holding his rod, the bottle of grasshoppers
hung from his neck by a thong tied in half hitches around the neck of the
bottle. His landing net hung by a hook from his belt. Over his shoulder
was a long flour sack tied at each comer into an ear. The cord went over
his shoulder. The sack flapped against his legs.

Nick felt awkward and professionally happy with all his equipment
hanging from him. The grasshopper bottle swung against his chest. In his
shirt the breast pockets bulged against him with the lunch and his fly book.

He stepped into the stream. It was a shock. His trousers clung tight to
his legs. His shoes felt the gravel. The water was a rising cold shock.

Rushing, the current sucked against his legs. Where he stepped in, the
water was over his knees. He waded with the current. The gravel slid under
his shoes. He looked down at the swirl of water below each leg and tipped
up the bottle to get a grasshopper.

The first grasshopper gave a jump in the neck of the bottle and went
out into the water. He was sucked under in the whirl by Nick's right leg
and came to the surface a little way down stream. He floated rapidly,
kicking. In a quick circle, breaking the smooth surface of the water, he
disappeared. A trout had taken him.

Another hopper poked his face out of the bottle. His antennre wavered.
He was getting his front legs out of the bottle to jump. Nick took him by
the head and held him while he threaded the slim hook under his chin,
down through his thorax and into the last segments of his abdomen. The
grasshopper took hold of the hook with his front feet, spitting tobacco
juice on it. Nick dropped him into the water.

Holding the rod in his right hand he let out line against the pull of the
grasshopper,in the current. He stripped off line from the reel with his left
hand and let it run free. He could see the hopper in the little waves of the
current. It went out of sight.

There was a tug on the line. Nick pulled against the taut line. It was his
first strike. Holding the now living rod across the current, he brought in
the line with his left hand. The rod bent in jerks, the trout pumping against
the current. Nick knew it was a small one. He lifted the rod straight up in
the air. It bowed with the pull.

He saw the trout in the water jerking with his head and body against
the shifting tangent of the line in the stream.

Nick took the line in his left hand and pulled the trout, thumping tiredly
against the current, to the surface. His back was mottled the clear, water
over-gravel color, his side flashing in the sun. The rod under his right arm,
!"lick stooped, dipping his right hand into the current. He held the trout,
never still, with his moist right hand, while he unhooked the barb from
his mouth, then dropped him back into the stream.
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He hung unsteadily in the current, then settled to the bottom beside a
stone. Nick reached down his hand to touch him, his arm to the elbow
under water. The trout was steady in the moving stream, resting on the
graveL beside a stone. As Nick's fingers touched him, touched his smooth,
cooL underwater feeling he was gone, gone in a shadow across the bottom
of the stream.

He's all right, Nick thought. He was only tired.
He had wet his hand before he touched the trout, so he would not

disturb the delicate mucus that covered him. If a trout was touched with
a dry hand, a white fungus attacked the unprotected spot. Years before
when he had fished crowded streams, with fly fishermen ahead of him
and behind him, Nick had again and again come on dead trout, furry with
white fungus, drifted against a rock, or floating belly up in some pool. Nick
did not like to fish with other men on the river. Unless they were of your
party, they spoiled it.

He wallowed down the stream, above his knees in the current, through
the fifty yards of shallow water above the pile of logs that crossed the
stream. He did not rebait his hook and held it in his hand as he waded.
He was certain he could catch small trout in the shallows, but he did not
want them. There would be no big trout in the shallows this time of day.

Now the water deepened rp his thighs sharply and coldly. Ahead was
the smooth dammed-back flood of water above the logs. The water was
smooth and dark; on the left, the lower edge of the meadow; on the right
the swamp.

Nick leaned back against the current and took a hopper from the bottle.
He threaded the hopper on the hook and spat on him for good luck. Then
he pulled several yards of line from the reel and tossed the hopper out
ahead onto the fast, dark water. It floated down towards the logs, then
the weight of the line pulled the bait under the surface. Nick held the rod
in his right hand, letting the line run out through his fingers.

There was a long tug. Nick struck and the rod came alive and dangerous,
bent double, the line tightening, coming out of water, tightening, all in a
heavy, dangerous, steadypull. Nick felt the moment when the leader would
break if the strain increased and let the line go.

The reel ratcheted into a mechanical shriek as the line went out in a
rush. Too fast. Nick could not check it. the line rushing out,the reel note
rising as the line ran out.

With the core of the reel showing, his heart feeling stopped with the
excitement, leaning back against the current that mounted icily his thighs,
Nick thumbed the reel hard with his left hand. It was awkward getting his
thumb inside the fly reel frame.

As he put on pressure the line tightened into sudden hardness and
beyond the logs a huge trout went high out of water. As he jumped, Nick
lowered the tip of the rod. But he felt, as he dropped the tip to ease the
strain, the moment when the strain was too great; the hardness too tight.
Of course, the leader had broken. There was .no mistaking the feeling when
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BIG TWO-HEARTED RIVER: PART II

all spring left the line and it became dry and hard. Then it went slack.
His mouth dry, his heart down, Nick reeled in. He had never seen so

big a trout. There was a heaviness, a power not to be held, and then the
bulk of him, as he jumped. He looked as broad as a salmon.

Nick's hand was shaky. He reeled in slowly. The thrill had been too
much. He felt, vaguely, a little sick, as though it would be better to sit
down.

The leader had broken where the hook was tied to it. Nick took it in his
hand. He thought of the trout somewhere on the bottom, holding himself
steady over the gravel, far down below the light, under the logs, with the
hook in his jaw. Nick knew the trout's teeth would cut mrough the snell
of me hook. The hook would imbed itself in his jaw. He'd bet the trout
was angry. Anything mat size would be angry. That was a trout. He had
been solidly hooked. Solid as a rock. He felt like a rock, too, before he
started off. By God, he was a big one. By God, he was the biggest one I
ever heard of.

Nick climbed out onto the meadow and stood, water running down his
trousers and out of his shoes, his shoes squelchy. He went over and sat on
me logs. He did not want to rush his sensations any.

He wriggled his toes in the water, in his shoes, and got out a cigarette
from his breast pocket. He lit it and tossed the match into the fast water
below the logs. A tiny trout rose at the mitch, as it swung around in the
fast current. Nick laughed. He would finish the cigarette.

He sat on the logs, smoking, drying in the sun, the sun warm on his
back, the river shallow ahead entering me woods, curving into the woods,
shallows, light glittering, big water-smooth rocks, cedars along the bank
and white birches, the logs warm in the sun, smooth to sit on, without
bark, gray to the touch; slowly the feeling of disappointment left him. It
went away slowly, the feeling of disappointment that came sharply after
me thrill that made his shoulders ache. It was all right now. His rod lying
out on the logs, Nick tied a new hook on the leader, pulling the gut tight
until it grimped into itself in a hard knot.

He baited up, men picked up the rod and walked to the far end of the
logs to get into the water, where it was not too deep. Under and beyond
me logs was a deep pool. Nick walked around the shallow shelf near the
swamp shore until he came out on the shallow bed of the stream.

On the left, where the meadow ended and the woods began, a great
elm tree was uprooted. Gone over in a storm, it lay back into me woods,
its roots clotted with dirt, grass growing in them, rising a solid bank beside
the stream. The river cut to the edge of the uprooted tree. From where
Nick stood he could see deep channels, like ruts, cut in the shallow bed
of the stream by the flow of me current. Pebbly where he stood and pebbly
and full of boulders beyond; where it curved near the tree roots, the bed
of me stream was marly and between the ruts of deep water green weed
fronds swung in the current.

Nick swung the rod back over his shoulder and forward, and the line,
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curving forward, laid the grasshopper down on one of the deep channels
in the weeds. A trout struck and Nick hooked him.

Holding the rod far out toward the uprooted tree and sloshing backward
in the current, Nick worked the trout, plunging, the rod bending alive, out
of the danger of the weeds into the open river. Holding the rod, pumping
alive against the current, Nick brought the trout in. He rushed, but always
came, the spring of the rod yielding to the rushes, sometimes jerking under
water, but always bringing him in. Nick eased downstream with the rushes.
The rod above his head he led the trout over the net, then lifted.

The trout hung heavy in the net, mottled trout back and silver sides in
the meshes. Nick unhooked him; heavy sides, good to hold, big undershot
jaw, and slipped him, heaving and big sliding, into the long sack that hung
from his shoulders in the water.

Nick spread the mouth of the sack against the current and it filled, heavy
with water. He held it up, the bottom in the stream, and the water poured
out through the sides. Inside at the bottom was the big trout, alive in the
water.

Nick moved downstream. The sack out ahead of him sunk heavy in the
water, pulling from his shoulders.

It was getting hot, the sun hot on the back of his neck.
Nick had one good trout. He did not care about getting many trout. Now

the stream was shallow and wide. There were trees along both banks. The
trees of the left bank made short shadows on the current in the forenoon
sun. Nick knew there were trout in each shadow. In the afternoon, after
the sun had crossed toward the hills, the trout would be in the cool shadows
on the other side of the stream.

The very biggest ones would lie up close to the bank. You could always
pick them up there on the Black. When the sun was down they all moved
out into the current. Just when the sun made the water blinding in the
glare before it went down, you were liable to strike a big trout anywhere
in the current. It was almost impossible to fish then, the surface of the
water was blinding as a mirror in the sun. Of course, you could fish
upstream, but in a stream like the Black, or this, you had to wallow against.
the current and in a deep place, the water piled up on you. It was no fun
to fish upstream with this much current.

Nick moved along through the shallow stretch watching the banks for
deep holes. A beech tree grew close beside the river, so that the branches
hung down into the water. The stream went back in under the leaves.
There were always trout in a place like that.

Nick did not care about fishing that hole. He was sure he would get 1

hooked in the branches.
It looked deep though. He dropped the grasshopper so the current took ';

it under water, back in under the overhanging branch. The line pulled;
hard and Nick struck. The trout threshed heavily, half out of water in the"!
leaves and branches. The line was caught. Nick pulled hard and the troutn
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BIG TWO-HEARTED RIVER: PART II

,~ 9ft'. He reeled in and holding the hook in his hand, walked down the
~am.

ead, close to the left bank, was a big log. Nick saw it was hollow;
:ting up river the current entered it smoothly, only a little ripple spread

:,* side of the log. The water was deepening. The top of the hollow log
gray and dry. It was partly in the shadow.

.ick took the cork out of the grasshopper bottle and a hopper clung to
e picked him off, hooked him and tossed him out. He held the rod far
so that the hopper on the water moved into the current flowing into
hollow log. Nick lowered the rod and the hopper floated in. There was
avy strike. Nick swung the rod against the pull. It felt as though he

re hooked into the log itself, except for the live feeling.
e tried to force the fish out into the current. It came, heavily.

;he line went slack and Nick thought the trout was gone. Then he saw
; very near, in the current, shaking his head, trying to get the hook

t. His mouth was clamped shut. He was fighting the hook in the clear
lwing current.
,ooping in the line with his left hand, Nick swung the rod to make the

.e taut and tried to lead the trout toward the net, but he was gone, out
,sight, the line pumping. Nick fought him against the current, letting

thump in the water against the spring of the rod. He shifted the rod
his left hand, worked the trout upstream, holding his weight, fighting
the rod, and then let him down into the net. He lifted him clear of the

ater, a heavy half circle in the net, the net dripping, unhooked him and
.~ him into the sack.

L:tIe spread the mouth of the sack and looked down in at the two big
qput alive in the water.
,Through the deepening water, Nick waded over to the hollow log. He

tgok the sack off, over his head, the trout flopping as it came out of water,
and hung it so the trout were deep in the water. Then he pulled himself
~p on the log and sat, the water from his trouser and boots running down
mto the stream. He laid his rod down, moved along to the shady end of
ttl~ log and took the sandwiches out of his pocket. He dipped the sand
Y9ches in the cold water. The current carried away the crumbs. He ate the
sandwiches and dipped his hat full of water to drink, the water running
out through his hat just ahead of his drinking.

It was cool in the shade, sitting on the log. He took a cigarette out and
struck a match to light it. The match sunk into the gray wood, making a
tiny furrow. Nick leaned over the side of the log, found a hard place and
lit the match. He sat smoking and watching the river.

Ahead the river narrowed and went into a swamp. The river became
smooth and deep and the swamp looked solid with cedar trees, their trunks
dose together, their branches solid. It would not be possible to walk through
a swamp like that. The branches grew so low. You would have to keep
almost level with the ground to move at all. You could not crash through
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the branches. That must be why the animals that lived in swamps were
built the way they were, Nick thought.

He wished he had brought something to read. He felt like reading. He
did not feel like going on into the swamp. He looked down the river. A
big cedar slanted all the way across the stream. Beyond that the river went
into the swamp.

Nick did not want to go in there now. He felt a reaction against deep
wading with the water deepening up under his armpits, to hook big trout
in places impossible to land them. In the swamp the banks were bare, the
big cedars came together overhead, the sun did not come through, except
in patches; in the fast deep water, in the half light, the fishing would be
tragic. In the swamp fishing was a tragic adventure. Nick did not want it.
He did not want to go down the stream any further today.

He took out his knife, opened it and stuck it in the log. Then he pulled
up the sack, reached into it and brought out one of the trout. Holding him
near the tail, hard to hold, alive, in his hand, he whacked him against the
log. The trout quivered, rigid. Nick laid him on the log in the shade and
broke the neck of the other fish the same way. He laid them side by side
on the log. They were fine trout.

Nick cleaned them, slitting them from the vent to the tip of the jaw. All
the insides and the gills and tongue came out in one piece. They were both
males; long gray-white strips of milt, smooth and clean. All the insides
clean and compact, coming out all together. Nick tossed the offal ashore
for the minks to find.

He washed the trout in the stream. When he held them back up in the
water they looked like live fish. Their color was not gone yet. He washed
his hands and dried them on the log. Then he laid the trout on the sack
spread out on the log, rolled them up in it, tied the bundle and put it in
the landing net. His knife was still standing, blade stuck in the log. He
cleaned it on the wood and put it in his pocket.

Nick stood up on the log, holding his rod, the landing net hanging heavy,
then stepped into the water and splashed ashore. He climbed the bank and
cut up into the woods, toward the high ground. He was going back to
camp. He looked back. The river just showed through the trees. There were
plenty of days coming when he could fish the swamp.
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Indian Camp

AT THE LAKE SHORE THERE WAS AN

other rowboat drawn up. The two Indians stood waiting.
Nick and his father got in the stern of the boat and the Indians shoved

it off and one of them got in to row. Uncle George sat in the stern of the
camp rowboat. The young Indian shoved the camp boat off and got in to
row Uncle George.

The two boats started off in the dark. Nick heard the oarlocks of the
other boat quite a way ahead of them in the mist. The Indians rowed with
quick choppy strokes. Nick lay back with his father's arm around him. It
was cold on the water. The Indian who was rowing them was working
very hard, but the other boat moved further ahead in the mist all the time.

"Where are we going, Dad?" Nick asked.
"Over to the Indian camp. There is an Indian lady very sick."
"Oh," said Nick.
Across the bay they found the other boat beached. Uncle George was

smoking a cigar in the dark. The young Indian pulled the boat way up on
the beach. Uncle George gave both the Indians cigars.

They walked up from the beach through a meadow that was soaking
wet with dew, following the young Indian who carried a lantern. Then
they went into the woods and followed a trail that led to the logging road
that ran back into the hills. It was much lighter on the logging road as the
timber was cut away on both sides. The young Indian stopped and blew
out his lantern and they all walked on along the road.

They came around a bend and a dog came out barking. Ahead were the
lights of the shanties where the Indian bark-peelers lived. More dogs rushed
out at them. The two Indians sent them back to the shanties. In the shanty
nearest the road there was a light in the window. An old woman stood
in the doorway holding a lamp.

Inside on a wooden bunk lay a young Indian woman. She had been
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trying to have her baby for two days. All the old women in the camp had
been helping her. The men had moved off up the road to sit in the dark
and smoke out of range of the noise she made. She screamed just as Nick
and the two Indians followed his father and Uncle George into the shanty.
She lay in the lower bunk, very big under a quilt. Her head was turned
to one side. In the upper bunk was her husband. He had cut his foot very
badly with an ax three days before. He was smoking a pipe. The room
smelled very bad.

Nick's father ordered some water to be put on the stove, and while it
was heating he spoke to Nick.

"This lady is going to have a baby, Nick," he said.
"I know," said Nick.
"Vou don't know," said his father. "Listen to me. What she is going

through is called being in labor. The baby wants to be born and she wants
it to be born. All her muscles are trying to get the baby born. That is what
is happening when she screams."

"I see," Nick said.
Just then the woman cried out.
"Gh, Daddy, can't you give her something to make her stop screaming?"

asked Nick.
"No. I haven't any an~sthetic," his father said. "But her screams are

not important. I don't hear them because they are not important."
The husband in the upper bunk rolled over against the wall.
The woman in the kitchen motioned to the doctor that the water was

hot. Nick's father went into the kitchen and poured about half of the water
out of the big kettle into a basin. Into the water left in the kettle he put
several things he unwrapped from a handkerchief.

"Those must boil," he said, and began to scrub his hands in the basin
of hot water with a cake of soap he had brought from the camp. Nick
watched his father's hands scrubbing each other with the soap. While his
father washed his hands very carefully and thoroughly, he talked.

"Vou see, Nick, babies are supposed to be born head first but sometimes
they're not. When they're not they make a lot of trouble for everybody.
Maybe I'll have to operate on this lady. We'll know in a little while."

When he was satisfied with his hands he went in and went to work.
"Pull back that quilt, will you, George?" he said. ''I'd rather not touch

it."
Later when he started to operate Uncle George and three Indian men

held the woman still. She bit Uncle George on the arm and Uncle George
said, "Damn squaw bitch!" and the young Indian who had rowed Uncle
George over laughed at him. Nick held the basin for his father. It all took
a long time. His father picked the baby up and slapped it to make it breathe
and handed it to the old woman.

"See, it's a boy, Nick," he said. "How do you like being an interne?"
Nick said, "All right." He was looking away so as not to see what his

father was doing.
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"There. That gets it," said his father and put something into the basin.
Nick didn't look at it.
"Now," his father said, "there's some stitches to put in. vou can watch

this or not, Nick, just as you like. I'm going to sew up the incision I made."
Nick did not watch. His curiosity had been gone for a long time.
His father finished and stood up. Uncle George and the three Indian men

stood up. Nick put the basin out in the kitchen.
Uncle George looked at his arm. The young Indian smiled reminiscently.
''I'll put some peroxide on that. George," the doctor said. He bent over

the Indian woman. She was quiet now and her eyes were closed. She
looked very pale. She did not know what had become of the baby or
anything.

''I'll be back in the morning," the doctor said, standing up. "The nurse
should be here from St. Ignace by noon and she'll bring everything we
need."

He was feeling exalted and talkative as football players are in the dressing
room after a game.

"That's one for the medical journaL George," he said. "Doing a C~sarian

with a jack-knife and sewing it up with nine-foot, tapered gut leaders."
Uncle George was standing against the wall, looking at his arm.
"Oh, you're a great man, all right." he said.
"Ought to have a look at the proud father. They're usually the worst

sufferers in these little affairs," the doctor said. "I must say he took it all
pretty quietly."

He pulled back the blanket from the Indian's head. His hand came away
wet. He mounted on the edge of the lower bunk with the lamp in one
hand and looked in. The Indian lay with his face toward the wall. His
throat had been cut from ear to ear. The blood had flowed down into a
pool where his body sagged the bunk. His head rested on his left arm. The
open razor lay, edge up, in the blankets.

"Take Nick out of the shanty, George," the doctor said.
There was no need of that. Nick, standing in the door of the kitchen,

had a good view of the upper bunk when his father, the lamp in one hand,
tipped the Indian's head back.

It was just beginning to be daylight when they walked along the logging
road back toward the lake.

''I'm terribly sorry I brought you along, Nickie," said his father, all his
post-operative exhilaration gone. "It was an awful mess to put you through."

"Do ladies always have such a hard time having babies?" Nick asked.
"No, that was very, very exceptional."
"Why did he kill himself, Daddy?"
"1 don't know, Nick. He couldn't stand things, I guess."
"Do many men kill themselves, Daddy?"
"Not very many, Nick."
"Do many women?"
"Hardly ever."

69



THE COMPLETE SHORT STORIES OF ERNEST HEMINGWAY

"Don't they ever?"
"Oh, yes. They do sometimes."
"Daddy?"
"Yes."
"Where did Uncle George go?"
"He'll tum up all right."
"Is dying hard, Daddy?"
"No, I think it's pretty easy, Nick. It all depends."
They were seated in the boat, Nick in the stem, his father rowing. The

sun was coming up over the hills. A bass jumped, making a circle in the
water. Nick trailed his hand in the water. It felt warm in the sharp chill
of the morning.

In the early morning on the lake sitting in the stem of the boat with his
father rowing, he felt quite sure that he would never die.
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