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CHAPTER 1

;ybady was drunk. The whole battery was drunk going along the road in the
k. We were going to the Champagne. The lieutenant kept riding his horse out
:the fields and saying to him, ‘‘I'm drunk, I tell yon, mon vieux. Oh, I am
oused.”” We went along the road all night in the dark and the adjutant kept
ng up alongside my kitchen and saying, *'You must put it out. It is dangerous.
“be observed.”’ We were fifty kilometers. from the front but the adjutant
d.about the fire in my kitchen. It was funny going along that road. That
then 1 was a kitchen corporal.
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Indian Camp

: AT THE LAKE SHORE THERE WAS AN-

ér rowboat drawn up. The two Indians stood waiting.

¢k and his father got in the stern of the boat and the Indians shoved

off and one of them got in to row. Uncle George sat in the stern of the

p rowboat. The young Indian shoved the camp boat off and got in to

w Uncle George.

The two boats started off in the dark. Nick heard the oarlocks of the

&t boat quite a'way ahead of them in the mist. The Indians rowed with

k choppy strokes. Nick lay back with his father’s arm around him. It

Id ‘on the water. The Indian who was rowing them was working

hard, but the other boat moved further ahead in the mist all the time.

Where are we going, Dad?”* Nick asked.

ver to the Indian camp. There is an Indian lady very sick.”

h,” said Nick.

Across the bay they found the other boat beached. Uncle George was

okirig a cigar in the dark. The young Indian pulled the boat way up on
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

hey'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

ihber was cut away on both sides. The young Indian stopped and blew

t his lantern and they all walked on along the road.

ey came around a bend and a dog came out barking. Ahead were the

I ghts of the shanties where the Indian bark-peelers lived. More dogs rushed

t at them. The two Indians sent them back to the shanties. In the shanty

arest the road there was a light in the window. An old woman stood
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

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..

“You 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,

“’Oh, Daddy, can't you give her something to make her 5top screaming?””
asked Nick. R

“No. I haven't any anasthetic,” 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 motionied 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.

“You 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
along 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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1 the basin.
“There, That gets it,” said his father and put something into

ick didn’t look at 1t
“Now,” his father said, : ,
5 or not, Nick, justas you like. I

i tch
“ . stitches to put in. You can wa h
e srif ::i:ng to sew upthe inasmp 1 made.
josi e for a long time.

i h. His curiosity had been gon s
Nld; dﬂilirnf(i);i:‘tllaetg and stood up. Uncle George and the three Indidn
Hl; ; Nick put the-basin out in the km:hen.di s s reintscesily:
% lllp.George looked at his arm. The youggiln an e T
Unﬁ eut some peroxide on that, George, :ih; doc,torS we;e e bent oxer
i i and her eye : .

i ‘ as quiet now ‘
s w;())ert?eanéhssl fh:iv no(tl know what had become of the baby or
very . ohe did,

H 48 e
e ing,” the doctor said, standing up. Thg nurs
ey in the morning, ; I e
klI’ ﬁibliebﬁgl:euflrom St. Ignace by noon and she’ll bring everything
10U
ef{i‘was feeling exalted and talkative as

k et G * he said. “Doing a Casarian
(’)’?h;g:roiegforthe medical journal, George,”” he said. “Doing

1 S'II
ith a jack-knife and sewing it up with nine-foot, lgirll)er:td 15:; i;zl\der
"Unzlfe Ge'brge was standing agai;llst t‘;llz \:;?(lil, looking
‘ ! ) an, all right,” . ’ .
o hrt ria gereaa;orgk at the proud father. They're usuagy :Egk“i,?:l
uffough;x;hezz little affairs,” the doctor said. ““I must say he
afferers

i ‘ he Indian’s head. His hand came away
: k the blanket from the His I s away
el:eg‘eﬂlrfl((i)zzied on the edge of the lower bunk with the lamp

His
k i ith his face toward the wall.

! in. The Indian lay with I, His
- anddlgol(ﬁdcu{: from ear to ear. The blood had ﬂow}:id ikf)::lnmll 04
thmlat ill:re heis body sagged the bunk. His head rested on his le .

00l W \

pen razor lay, edge up, in the blankets.

" the doctor said.
4 : t of the shanty, George,” the ¢ e Kitchen,
T’ITIZI:: va;k1$1 need of that. Nick, standing in the door of the

i] jan’s head back. e logsin
: anI:eda?ji?tlgfinlrfmng to be daylight when they walked along the logging
wi

i o ickie,” said hi , all his
m?,d, back t%‘i;azgrtrhyel brought you along, Nickie,” said }lilts f:)a&h;;ough."
i I'm b exhilaration gone. “It was an awful mess tc:) P 7}{ u hrough
‘ pOSt]-)opﬁgtilevsealways have such a hard time having babies?

., ’°” 0

- “No, that was very, very exced%ti?ﬁal_"
. id he kill himself, Daddy? _ P
‘ "xl:)!ixglinow, Nick. He couldn’t stand E,hmgs, 1 guess
“Do many men kill themselves, Daddy?

“Not very many, Nle

“Do many women?

“Hardly ever.”

football players are in the dressing
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“Don‘t they ever?”’

“Qh, yes. They do sometimes.”

“Daddy?”

“Yes.”

“Where did Uncle George go?”

“He’ll turn 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 stern, his father rowmg 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 stern of the boat with his
father rowing, he felt quite sure that he would never die.
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fills Like White Elephants

: THE HILLS ACROSS THE VALLEY OF THE
vere long and white. On this side there was no shade and no trees
he station was between two lines of rails in the sun. Close against
ide of the station there was the warm shadow of the building and a
made of strings of bamboo beads, hung across the open door into
to keep out flies. The American and the girl with him sat at a table
e shade, outside the building. It was very hot and the express from
lona would come in forty minutes. It stopped at this junction for two
tes and went on. to Madrid.

at should we drink?” the girl asked. She had taken off her hat and

i’s drink beer.”
)os, cervezas, "’ the man said into the curtain.
’Blg ones?’’ a woman asked from the doorway.

Two big ones.”
woman brought two glasses of beer and two felt pads. She put the
pads and the beer glasses on the table and looked at the man and the
girl was looking off at the line of hills. They were white in the
nd the country was brown and dry.
¢y look like white elephants,” she said.
tever seen one,” the man drank his beer.
you wouldn’t have.”
ght have,” the man said. “Just because you say I wouldn’t have
rove anything.”
girl looked at the bead curtain. “They’ve painted something on it,”
aid..“What does it say?”
s‘del Toro. It's a drink.”
ould we try it?”
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The man called “Listen” through the curtain. The woman came out from '

the bar.

“Four reales.”

“We want two Anis del Toro.”

“With water?”

“Do you want it with water?”

“I 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 tastes like licorice,” the girl said and put the glass down.

“That’s the way with everything.” S

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

“0Oh, cut it out.”

““You started it,” the girl said. I was being amused. I was having a fine
time.”

“Well, let’s try and have a fine time.”

* All right. T was trying. I said the mountains looked like white elephants.
Wasn't that bright?”

“That was bright.”

*I wanted to try this new drink: That’s all we do, isn't it—look at things
and try new drinks?”

“I-guess so.”

The girl looked across at the hills.

“They’re lovely hills,” she said. “They don’t really look liké white ele-

phants. I just meant the coloring of their skin through the trees.”

»Should we have another drink?”

~All right.”

The warm wind blew the bead curtain against the table.

“The beer’s nice and cool,” the man said.

“It’s lovely,” the gixl said.

“It’s really an awfully simple operation, Jig,” the man said. “It’s not
really an operation at all.” ‘

The girl looked at the ground the table legs rested on.

“I know you wouldn’t mind it, Jig. It's really not anything. It's just to
let the air in.”

The girl did not say anything.

“I'll go with you and I'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. Just like we were before.”

““What makes you think so?”

“That’s the only thing that bothers us. It’s the only thing that’s made
us unhappy.”

2]2

HILLS LIKE WHITE ELEPHANTS

The girl looked at the bead curtain, put her hand out and took hold of
& of the strings of beads. :
+And you think then we’ll be all right and be happy.”
"1 know we will, You don't have to be afraid. I've known lots of people
hat have done it.”
“igp have 1,” said the girl. “And afterward they were all so happy.”
«well,” the man said, “if you don’t want to yout don‘t have to. I.wouldn’t
ave you do it if you didn’t want to. But I know it’s perfectly simple.”
«And you really want to?" .

«T think it's the best thing to do. But I don’t want you to do it if you
on't really want to.”
#And if I do it yowll be happy and things will be like they were and
ou’ll love me?”
] love you now. You know I love you.” . .
«I know. But if I do it, then it will be nice again if T say things are like
white elephants, and youll like it?” .
Wl’l’lI'll loxllse it. I love itY now but I just can’t think about it. You know how
get when I worry.”
£ T do it you won't ever worry?”
won't worry about that because it's perfectly simple.”
viThen I'll do it. Because I don’t care about me.”
“#What do you mean?”’
“I'don’t care about me.”
'Well, I care about you.” ' '
“QOh, yes. But I don't care about me. And 1'll do it and then everything
1 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
ther side, were fields of grain and trees along the banks of the Ebro. Far
way, beyond the river, were mountains. The shadow of a cloud moved
¢ross the field of grain and she saw the river through the trees. .
“#And we could have all this,” she said. ““And we could have everything
d every day we make it more impossible.”
‘What did you say?”
“T said we could have everything.”
“We can have everything.”
“No, we can’t.”
‘We can have the whole world.”
“No, we can’t.”’
‘We can go everywhere.”
“No, we can’t. It isn’t ours any more.”
“It’s ours.”
“No, it isn't. And once they take it away, you never get it back.
“But they haven't taken it away.”
“We'll wait and see.”

r”
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“Come on back in the shade,” he said. “You mustn’t feel that way.

“1 don’t feel any way,” the girl said. “I just know things.”

“I don’t want you to do anything that you don’t want to do-——"

“Nor that isn't good for me,” she said. “I know. Could we have another
beer?”

~All right. But you’ve got to realize——'"

1 realize,” the girl said. "Can’t we maybe stop talking?”

They sat down at the table and the girl looked across at the hills on the
dry side of the valley and the man looked at her and at the table.

"You've got to realize,” he said, “that I don’t want you to do it if you
don’t want to. I'm perfectly willing to go through with it if it means
anything to you.”

“Doesn't it mean anything to you? We could get along.”

“Of course it does. But I don’t want anybody but you. I don’t want any
one else. 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 it.”

“Would you do something for me now?”’

“I'd do anything for you.”

““Would you please please please please please please please stop talk-
ing?”

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 I don’t want you to,” he said, “I don’t care anything about it.”

“T'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 ¢omes in five minutes,”
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 to the other side of the station,”. the man
said. She smiled at him.

*All right. Then come back and we'll finish the beer.”

He picked up the two heavy bags and carried them around the station
to the other tracks. He looked up the tracks but could not see the train.
Coming back, he walked through the barroom, where people waiting for
the train were drinking. He drank an Anis at the bar and looked at the
people. They were all waiting reasonably for the train. He went out through
the bead curtain. She was sitting at the table and smiled at him.

“Do you feel better?”” he asked.

“I feel fine,” she said. ““There’s nothing wrong with me. I feel fine,”
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A Canary for One

THE TRAIN PASSED VERY QUICKLY A LONG,
red stone house with a garden and four thick palm-trees with tables under
them in the shade. Om the other side was the sea. Then there was a cutting
through red stone and clay, and the sea was only occasionally and far
below against rocks.

“I bought him in Palermo,” the American lady said. ““We only had an
hour ashore and it was Sunday morning. The man wanted to be paid in
dollars and I gave him a dollar and a half. He really sings very beautifully.”

It was very hot in the train and it was very hot in the /it salon com-
partment. There was no breeze came through the open window. The Amer-
ican lady pulled the window-blind down and there was no more sea, even
occasionally. On the other side there was glass, then the corridor, then an
open window, and outside the window were dusty trees and an oiled road
and flat fields of grapes, with gray-stone hills behind them.

There was smoke from many tall chimneys—coming into Marseilles,
and the train slowed down and followed one track through many others
into the station. The train stayed twenty-five minutes. in the station at
Marseilles and the American lady bought a copy of The Daily Mail and a
half-bottle of Evian water. She walked a little way along the station plat-
form, but she stayed near the steps of the car because at Cannes, where it
stopped for twelve minutes, the train had left with no-signal of departure
and she had gotten on only just in time. The American lady was a little
deaf and she was afraid that perhaps signals of departure were given and
that she did not hear them.

The train left the station in Marseilles and there was not only the switch-
yvards and the factory smoke but, looking back, the town of Marseilles and
the harbor with stone hills behind it and the last of the sun on the water.
As it was getting dark the train passed a farmhouse burning in a field.
Motor-cars were stopped along the road and bedding and things from
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ﬁe farmhouse were spread in the field. Mfiny people were watching
e burn. After it was dark the train was in Av1gnon: People got on
At the news-stand Frenchmen, returning to Paris, bqught that
ench papers. On the station platform were negro soldiers. They
wn uniforms and were tall and their faces shone, close under the
1ig1it. Their faces were very black and they Wer‘e too tall to stﬁre.
.sin left Avignon station with the negroes standing there. A short
t was with them.
grﬁf: ,rllit salon c5mpanment the porter had pul‘led down tl‘{e three
from inside the wall and prepared them for sleeplng. In the mght thg
an lady lay without sleeping because t‘he train was a rapide an
ery fast and she was afraid of the speed in the night. The American
bed was the one next to the window. Thé canary fr(?m Palermo, a
' ‘pread over his cage, was out of the draft in the co.rndor thi:}t Wf}r:t
’ u\thé‘cor‘npartment wash-room. There was a blue light ou.t51de1 de
sartment, and all night the train went very fast and the American lady
wal ited for a wreck. )
Yvake;xi)riiigga the train was near Paris, and after the American lgfiy
me out from the wash-room, looking very wholesome and nndl e}-1
,and American in spite of not having slept, and had taken the ¢ o}t1
the birdcage and hung the cage in the sun, she went.back to the
aurant-car for breakfast. When she came bac.k to the lit salog corg-
ent again, the beds had been pushed baclf into the v_vall and made
seats, the canary was shaking his feathers in the sunlight that came

window, and the train was much nearer Parls: _
;Ilf 111031:3 (t)lgsr;un,” the American lady said. “He’ll sing now in a little
hé canary shook his feathers and pecked into them. “I've alwa.ys1 lov'e;i
birds,” the American lady said. “I'm taking him home to my lltt e girl.

—he’s singing now.”

he;lee Cil;asr;l?l%ir;;ged and the feathers on his thrqats stood out, thendhe
pped his bill and pecked into his feathers again. The train Frosse 3
jver and passed through a very carefully tended forest. The _tr»allrll passe .
ough many outside of Paris towns. Thers were tram-cars In tdePtownd
and big advertisements for the Belle Jardini¢re and Dubonnet an ergo
the walls toward the train. All that the train passed through _looked as
 though it were before breakfast. For several rginutes I had not listened to
“the American lady, who was talking to my wife.
“Is ‘you‘r husband American t00?” askeq the lgdy.
“Yes,” said my wife. ““We're both Americans.
“T thought you were English.”
‘Y‘"'Sehri;gé that was because T wore braces,” I said. T had startedE‘i(l) 15}«3/1
suspenders and changed it to braces in the mouth, to keep ‘myd ,f.g e
character. The American lady did not hear. She was really quite deal;
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read Hps, and T'had not looked toward her. T had looked out of the win, dow.
She went on talking to my wife. NG

+T'm so glad you're Americans. American men make the best husbands;
the American lady was saying. “That was why we left the Continent, y¢,
know. My daughter fell in love with a man in Vevey.” She stopped. “They
were simply madly in love.” She stopped again. “I took her away, of
course.”

“Did she get over it?”’ asked my wife. .

“I don't think so,” said the American Jady. ‘“She wouldn’t eat anything
and she wouldn't sleep at all. I've tried so very hard, but she doesn't see
to take an interest in anything. She doesn’t care about things. I couldn’

have her marrying a foreigner.” She paused. ““Some one, a very good friend,
told me once, ‘No foreigner can make an American girl a good husband,’

“No,”" said my wife, “I suppose not.”

The American lady admired my wife’s travelling-coat, and it turned out
that the American lady had bought her own clothes for twenty years now
from the same maison de couture in the Rue Saint Honoré. They had her
measurements, and a vendeuse who knew her and her tastes picked the
dresses out for her and they were sent to America: They came to the post-
office near where she lived up-town in New York, and the duty was never
exorbitant because they opened the dresses there in the post-office to

appraise them and they were always very simple-looking and with no gold

lace nor ornaments that would make the dresses look expensive. Before
the present vendeuse, named Thérése, there had been another vendeuse,
named Amélie. Altogether there had only been these two in the twenty
years. It had always been the same couturier. Prices, however; had gone
up: The exchange, though, equalized that. They had her daughter’s meas-
urements now too. She was grown up and there was not much chance of
their changing now. ~ ' '

The train was now coming into Paris. The fortifications were levelled
but grass had not grown. There were many cars standing on tracks—brown
wooden restaurant-cars and brown wooden sleeping-cars that would go
to Italy at five o’clock that night, if that train still left at five; the ¢ars were
marked Paris-Rome, and cars, with seats on the roofs, that went back and
forth to the suburbs with, at certain hours, people in all the seats and on
the roofs, if that were the way it werestill done, and passing were the
white walls and many windows of houses. Nothing had eaten any break-
fast.

“Americans make the best husbands,” the American lady said to my
wife. I was getting down the bags. “American men are the only men in
the world to marry.”

“How long ago did you leave Vevey?’ asked my wife.

“Two years ago this fall. It’s her, you know, that I'm taking the canary
to.”

“Was the man your daughter was in love with a Swiss?”
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ican lady. “F d family in
<aid the American lady. “He was from a very goo
Savifas going to be an engineer. They met there in Vevey. They
long walks together.” .
bwg;::vey,g’ * said my wife. “We were there on our .honeymoon.
' ou really? That must have been lovely. I had no idea, of course,
d fall in love with him.”

v jovely place,” said my wife. )
asszi‘:iertfle American lady. “Isn’t it lovely? Where did you stop

{~

stayed at the Trois Couronnes,” said my wife.
such a fine old hotel,” said the American lady.
<. said my wife. “We had a very fine room and in the fall the country
velYA"‘ )
Vere you there in the fall?””
s, said my wife. . -
were passing three cars that had been in a wreck. They were splin
open and the roofs sagged in. o

k.1 said. ““There’s been a Wreck. . ‘
h‘ei&'me'rican lady looked and saw the last car. “I was afrald of just that
ht she said. “I have terrific presentiments about things sometimes.
ver travel on a rapide again at night. There must be other comfortable
tis that don’t go so fast.”
er the train was in the dark of the Gare de Lyons, and then §t0ppcd
nd porters came up to the windows. I handed bags through the wmd9ws,
‘we were out on the dim longness of the platform, zznd the A_m'elrllcan
dy put herself in charge of one of three men from Cook’s who said: ““Just
tnoment, madame, and I'll look for your name.’ ) '
he porter brought a truck and piled on the baggage, and my wife said
-by and I said good-by t0 the American lady, whqse name had been
d by the man from Cook’s on a typewritten page in a sheaf of type-
Hiten pages which he replaced in his pocket.
We foll)lo%/ved the porter with the truck down the long cement platform
beside the train. At the end was a gate and a man t.ook the tickets.
" We were returning to Paris to set up separate residences.
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