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Facing Troubled Times – Hemingway Tentative Schedule 

English II 
 

 (November) 
19 
 
Speeches/View 
Hemingway A&E 
Biography  
 
 
 

20 
 
 
Speeches/View 
Hemingway A&E 
Biography  
 
 

21 
 
 

No School 

22 
 
 

No School 

23 
 

 
No School 

26 
 
Mechanic Monday 
 
Intro to Unit 3 and 
Socratic Seminar  
 
 
 
HW: Socratic Seminar 
typed notes 

27 
 
Socratic Seminar – 
Facing Troubled 
Times – mandatory 
discussion 
 
 

28  
 
Introduction to 
Hemingway (writing 
style, grace under 
pressure, loss, and code 
of conduct) 
 
Hint fiction 

29    
 
Intro to “The End of 
Something” with 
boy/girl overhead.  
HW: Read/annotate 
“The End of 
Something” and 
complete the two 
questions at the end of 
the story 
 

30 
 
Discuss “The End of 
Something” with 
overhead – go through 
questions and connect to 
unit themes 
 
 

3 (December) 
Mechanic Monday 
 
Introduction to “Indian 
Camp” and grace 
under pressure 
 
HW: Read/annotate 
“Indian Camp” and 
answer question at end 

4 
 
Discuss “Indian 
Camp” 
 
Discuss Hemingway 
Iceberg Technique 
and the Hemingway 
Hero 
 

5 
 
Non-fiction practice – 
connections to 
Hemingway’s writing 

6 
 
Writing techniques 
and reminders 

7 
 
In-class writing 
assessment  

10 
 
Introduction to “The 
Short Happy Life of 
Francis Macomber”  
 
Text impression 
 
HW: Read first ½ of the 
story 
 

11 
 
Discuss “The Short 
Happy Life of Francis 
Macomber” 
 
HW: Finish reading  

12 
 
 Discuss “The Short 
Happy Life of Francis 
Macomber” – Draw 
conclusions about 
characters and plot 
 

13 

 

Prepare for final exam 

essay 

14 

 
Final Exam Essay 

17 

 

Prep for the final exam 

 

 

 

18 

 

 Final Exams 

19 

 

Final Exams  

 

 

20 

 

Final Exams 

21 

 

Final Exams 
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Ernest Hemingway on Writing 
 

 

 "What is the best early training for a writer?"  

"An unhappy childhood." 

 

 "I have to write to be happy whether I get paid for it or not.  

But it is a hell of a disease to be born with.  I like to do it.  

Which is even worse.  That makes it from a disease into a vice.  

Then I want to do it better than anybody has ever done it which 

makes it into an obsession.  An obsession is terrible." 

 

 "You especially have to be hurt like hell before you can write 

seriously." 
 

 

 

 

 

 

The Star Copy Style 

Below are excerpts from The Kansas City Star stylebook that Ernest Hemingway once credited with 

containing "the best rules I ever learned for the business of writing."  

  Use short sentences. Use short first paragraphs. Use vigorous English. Be positive, not negative.  

 

  Never use old slang.  

 

  Eliminate every superfluous word.  

 

  Be careful of the word also. It usually modifies the word it follows closest. "He, also, went" 

means "He, too, went." "He went also" means he went in addition to taking some other action. 

  

  Be careful of the word "only." "He only had $10" means he alone was the possessor of such 

wealth; "He had only $10," means the ten was all the cash he possessed.  

 

  In writing of animals, use the neuter gender except when you are writing of a pet that has a name.  

 

  Try to preserve the atmosphere of the speech in your quotation. For instance, in quoting a child, 

do not let him say "Inadvertently, I picked up the stone and threw it."  
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 In your own words, how do you define courage?  What are some examples? 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Loss is Inevitable and Grace under Pressure 
"For Hemingway, loss was inevitable: fate, circumstance, something always saw to it that what one 

wanted, one could not keep.  We might find love, but the love expired or the person we loved died.  

Later he expressed this pessimistic belief in (his novel) Death in the Afternoon: 

 

All stories, if continued far enough, end in death, and he is no true-story teller who would 

keep that from you.  Especially do all stories of monogamy end in death, and your man who 

is monogamous while he often lives most happily, dies in the most lonely fashion…If two 

people love each other there can be no happy 

end to it. (p. 122) 

 

Similarly, one might find fame, but it would be 

evanescent (temporary). And since one cannot 

control fate, since one is bound to lose, one should 

maintain one's dignity and control one's own 

response to losing.  This personal philosophy is 

sometimes referred to as 'the Hemingway code'."
1
 

  

 

 

 

The End of Something 
Before reading the short story "The End of Something", list below as many things you can think of about how people 

deal with loss in their life. 
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The End of Something 

           In the old days Horton’s Bay was a lumbering town. No one 

who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill by the 

lake. Then one year there were no more logs to make lumber. The 

lumber schooners came into the bay and were loaded with the cut of 

the mill that stood stacked in the yard. All the piles of lumber were 

carried away. The big mill building had all its machinery that was 

removable taken out and hoisted on board one of the schooners by 

the men who had worked in the mill. The schooner moved out of the 

bay toward the open lake, carrying the two great saws, the traveling 

carriage that hurled the logs against the revolving, circular saws and 

all the rollers, wheels, belts and iron piled on a hull-deep load of 

lumber. Its open hold covered with canvas and lashed tight, the sails 

of the schooner filled and it moved out into the open lake, carrying 

with it everything that had made the mill a mill and Horton’s Bay a 

town. 

           The one-story bunk houses, the eating-house, the company 

store, the mill offices, and the big mill itself stood deserted in the acres of sawdust that covered the swampy 

meadow by the shore of the bay. 

           Ten years later there was nothing of the mill left except the broken white limestone of its foundations 

showing through the swampy second growth as Nick and Marjorie rowed along the shore. They were trolling 

along the edge of the channel-bank where the bottom dropped off suddenly from sandy shallows to twelve 

feet of dark water. They were trolling on their way to set night lines for rainbow trout. 

           "There's our old ruin, Nick," Marjorie said. 

           Nick, rowing, looked at the white stone in the green trees. 

           "There it is," he said. 

           "Can you remember when it was a mill?" Marjorie asked. 

           "I can just remember," Nick said. 

           "It seems more like a castle," Marjorie said. 

           Nick said nothing. They rowed on out of sight of the mill, following the shore line. Then Nick cut 

across the bay. 

           "They aren't striking," he said. 

           "No," Marjorie said. She was intent on the rod all the time they trolled, even when she talked. She 

loved to fish. She loved to fish with Nick. 

           Close beside the boat a big trout broke the surface of the water. Nick pulled hard on one oar so the boat 

would turn and the bait, spinning far behind, would pass where the trout was feeding. As the trout's back 

came up out of the water the minnows jumped wildly. They sprinkled the surface like a handful of shot 

thrown into the water. Another trout broke water, feeding on the other side of the boat. 

           "They're feeding," Marjorie said. 

           "But they won't strike," Nick said. 

           He rowed the boat around to troll past both the feeding fish, then headed it for the point. Marjorie did 

not reel in until the boat touched the shore. 

           They pulled the boat up the beach and Nick lifted out a pail of live perch. The perch swam in the water 

pail. Nick caught three of them with his hands and cut heir heads off and skinned them while Marjorie 

chased with her hands in the bucket, finally caught a perch, cut its head off and skinned it. Nick looked at her 

fish. 

           "You don't want to take the ventral fin out," he said. "It'll be all right for bait but it's better with the 

ventral fin in." 

            He hooked each of the skinned perch through the tail. There were two hooks attached to a leader on 

each rod. Then Marjorie rowed the boat out over the channel-bank, holding the line in her teeth, and looking 

toward Nick, who stood on the shore holding the rod and letting the line run out from the reel. 

           "That's about right," he called. 

Prediction - Theme 
Consider the opening passage and 

the title and make a prediction 

about a theme in this story.  Why 

does that theme fit? 
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           "Should I let it drop?" Marjorie called back, holding the line in her hand. 

           "Sure. Let it go." Marjorie dropped the line overboard and watched the baits go down through the 

water. 

            She came in with the boat and ran the second line out the same way. Each time Nick set a heavy slab 

of driftwood across the butt of the rod to hold it solid and propped it up at an angle with a small slab. He 

reeled in the slack line so the line ran taut out to where the bait rested on the sandy floor of the channel and 

set the click on the reel. When a trout, feeding on the bottom, took the bait it would run with it, taking line 

out of the reel in a rush and making the reel sing with the click on. 

           Marjorie rowed up the point a little way so she would not disturb the line. She pulled hard on the oars 

and the boat went up the beach. Little waves came in with it. Marjorie stepped out of the boat and Nick 

pulled the boat high up the beach. 

          "What's the matter, Nick?" Marjorie asked. 

          "I don't know," Nick said, getting wood for a fire. 

          They made a fire with driftwood. Marjorie went to the boat and brought a blanket. The evening breeze 

blew the smoke toward the point, so Marjorie spread the blanket out between the fire and the lake. 

          Marjorie sat on the blanket with her back to the fire and waited for Nick. He came over and sat down 

beside her on the blanket. In back of them was the close second-growth timber of the point and in front was 

the bay with the mouth of Horton’s Creek. It was not quite dark. The fire-light went as far as the water. They 

could both see the two steel rods at an angle over the dark water. The fire glinted on the reels. 

          Marjorie unpacked the basket of supper. 

          "I don't feel like eating," said Nick. 

          "Come on and eat, Nick." 

          "All right." 

          They ate without talking, and watched the two rods and the 

fire-light in the water. 

          "There's going to be a moon tonight," said Nick. He looked 

across the bay to the hills that were beginning to sharpen against 

the sky. Beyond the hills he knew the moon was coming up. 

          "I know it," Marjorie said happily. 

          "You know everything," Nick said. 

          "Oh, Nick, please cut it out! Please, please don't be that 

way!" 

           "I can't help it," Nick said. "You do. You know everything. 

That's the trouble. You know you do." 

           Marjorie did not say anything. 

           "I've taught you everything. You know you do. What don't 

you know, anyway?" 

           "Oh, shut up," Marjorie said. "There comes the moon." 

           They sat on the blanket without touching each other and 

watched the moon rise. 

           "You don't have to talk silly," Marjorie said. "What's really the matter?" 

           "I don't know." 

           "Of course you know." 

           "No I don't." 

           "Go on and say it." 

           Nick looked on at the moon, coming up over the hills. 

           "It isn't fun any more." 

           He was afraid to look at Marjorie. Then he looked at her. She sat there with her back toward him. He 

looked at her back. "It isn't fun any more. Not any of it." 

           She didn't say anything. He went on. "I feel as though everything was gone to hell inside of me. I don't 

know, Marge. I don't know what to say." 

           He looked on at her back. 

           "Isn't love any fun?" Marjorie said. 

Analysis -Dialogue/Characterization 
Hemingway makes use of both 

direct speech and reported speech 

in this story. How does his use of 

direct speech help the reader? What 

does this dialogue reveal about 

Nick’s and Marjorie’s situation? 
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           "No," Nick said. Marjorie stood up. Nick sat there, his head 

in his hands. 

           "I'm going to take the boat," Marjorie called to him. "You 

can walk back around the point." 

           "All right," Nick said. "I'll push the boat off for you." 

           "You don't need to," she said. She was afloat in the boat on 

the water with the moonlight on it. Nick went back and lay down 

with his face in the blanket by the fire. He could hear Marjorie 

rowing on the water. 

            He lay there for a long time. He lay there while he heard 

Bill come into the clearing walking around through the woods. He 

felt Bill coming up to the fire. Bill didn't touch him, either. 

           "Did she go all right?" Bill said. 

           "Yes," Nick said, lying, his face on the blanket. 

           "Have a scene?" 

           "No, there wasn't any scene." 

           "How do you feel?" 

           "Oh, go away, Bill! Go away for a while."  

           Bill selected a sandwich from the lunch basket and walked over to have a look at the rods. 

Explain the Hemingway code of conduct.  How does Nick abide by that code?  Does Marjorie follow the 

Hemingway code in this short story?   Use specific examples from the text to support your answer. Your response 

should be 4-5 complete sentences.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Is Marjorie a stronger or weaker character in the story?  Why or why not?  Use specific examples from the text 

to support your answer. Your response should be 4-5 complete sentences. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Analysis – Fate as Theme 
How does this passage illustrate the 

theme of fate and Hemingway's 

perspective on it? 
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Preoccupation with Death and Grace Under Pressure 
 

Dorothy Parker: "Exactly what do you mean by 'guts'?" 

Hemingway: "I mean, grace under pressure." 

--Ernest Hemingway, an interview with Dorothy Parker, New Yorker, 30 November 1929
2
 

 

Hemingway defined courage as "grace under pressure".  By this he meant that true courage is 

performing gracefully when faced with pressure, stress, and loss.  A true hero will perform this way.  

He will shut out all distractions to focus on the task that lies before him.  Even if death is staring 

him in the face, he will perform gracefully.  What matters to the hero is how well he performs, even 

if in the end he will die.  He is strong, dedicated, and focused.  In many of his stories you will find 

characters that show grace under pressure.   
 

Below, list some people who exhibit grace under pressure.  These could be people you know, or certain 

professions that require one to perform calmly under stress. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

“Indian Camp” Story Impression 
DIRECTIONS: Please use the following story impression to write a brief summary 

prediction (4-6 sentences) of the short story “Indian Camp.”  Please underline 

or circle each of the terms below in your response. 
 

Two Indians 

 

Rowboats 

 

Two days 

 

Labor 

 

Nick’s father 

 

Open razor 

 

Uncle George 

 

Sun coming up 

Summary:  
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Indian Camp 
 

 At the lake shore there was another 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 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. 

 “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 stop 

screaming?” asked Nick. 

 “No.  I haven’t any anesthetic,” 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. 

 “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.” 

Analysis - Grace Under Pressure 
How does this segment of text show 

Nick's father acting with grace under 

pressure? 
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 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. 

 “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.  You 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 Caesarian 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 terrible 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?” 

 “I 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.” 

 “Don’t they ever?” 

 “Oh, 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.” 

Analysis - Hemingway's use of 

dialogue 
What characteristics of Hemingway's 

use of dialogue are present in this 

excerpt? 
Analysis - Grace Under 

Pressure 
How is this dialogue a 

statement about grace under 

pressure? 
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 They were seated in the boat, Nick in the stern, 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 stern of the boat with his father rowing, he felt quite sure that he 

would never die. 

 

 

Explain the phrase "grace under pressure".  How does Nick's father exhibit grace under pressure in this short 

story?  Use specific examples from the text to support your answer. You should answer this question in 5-7 

complete sentences.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Hemingway's Iceberg Technique  
"If a writer of prose knows enough about what he is writing about he may omit things that 

he knows and the reader, if the writer is writing truly enough, will have a feeling of those 

things as strongly as though the writer had stated them. The dignity of movement of an 

iceberg is due to only one-eighth of it being above water." 
3
 

- Death In the Afternoon, Scribner's, 1932, Chap. 16, 192.  

 

"I always try to write on the principal of the iceberg.  There is seven-eights of it 

under water for every part that shows.  Anything you know you can eliminate and 

it only strengthens your iceberg.  It is the part that doesn't show."
4
 

 

In other words, less is more. 
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Facing Troubled Times – Non-Fiction Study 

“’Dangerous Families’ and ‘Intimate Harm’ in Hemingway's ‘Indian Camp’”  

by Lisa Tyler 
In Our Time is a work about men's responses to violence and their capacity for empathy (and I use the masculine 

term advisedly). It documents the ways in which what Hemingway later called "dangerous families" can "do terrible 

things and make intimate harm" (A Moveable Feast, 108). "Indian Camp," the first short story in Hemingway's best 

collection of short stories, is a story of the "intimate harm" a father can cause a son… 

"Indian Camp," which Hemingway himself rightly rated as one of the best in the collection, dramatizes what is 

apparently the young Nick Adams's first confrontation with profound personal suffering. He witnesses his physician 

father successfully perform a makeshift Caesarean section, with neither anesthesia nor proper equipment, on a Native 

American woman whose labor is no longer progressing because her unborn child is in a breech position. Nick then 

accidentally witnesses the discovery of her husband's abrupt and unexpected suicide when the doctor belatedly checks 

on the father.  

The story thus presents Nick with two alternatives for responding to women's suffering-and the suffering in this 

story is once again clearly gendered suffering. The first alternative is to empathize with the woman specifically, with the 

(literal) mother-as the Indian's husband chooses to do. He empathizes with her so thoroughly that he can no longer bear 

her pain and ends his life. Hemingway makes it quite clear that it is her suffering that troubles the man. Nick asks 

whether the doctor could give her something to make her stop screaming, and the husband's last movement in the story 

occurs immediately after the doctor's response:  

"No. I haven't any anaesthetic," 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. (IOT, 16)  

Like Nick himself, who later in In Our Time tends to say nothing when he disagrees with what he is being told, the 

Indian makes his disagreement with the white doctor subtly clear. As her husband and (arguably) the father of the 

unborn child, he, at least, believes her screams are important; so, too, do the other men of his community, who find 

them significant enough to avoid: "The men had moved off up the road to sit in the dark and smoke out of range of the 

noise she made" (IOT, 16).  

Nick's second choice, of course, is to identify with his father and deem her screams unimportant. While the former 

choice damns him to a death of the self in endless empathy, the second choice damns him to a cold isolation and 

instrumental rationality in which other human beings are regarded as objects rather than subjects in their own right: 

"You can't be mister-cool 'her screams are not important' deliverer of babies except at the cost of your own humanity" 

(Mansell, 148).  

Nick makes his choice, of course: He will not choose to empathize with women and die, as the Indian husband did; 

he will reject empathy and triumph, as his father did: "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" (/OT, 19). In making this choice, he makes the choice 

that most men of his generation have made: "The story of Nick's education, so far as we have it, differs in no essential 

way from that of almost any middle-class American male who started life at the beginning of the present century or 

even with the generation of 1920" (Baker, Hemingway: The Writer as Artist, 131). After all, as Sara Ruddick points out, 

"The ticket to staying with men on the right side of power was objectivity, self-control, and detachment" (6).5 But Nick 

pays a terrible psychological price for his decision-a price that is perhaps suggested by the fact that "in no Nick story 

does Hemingway show us Nick in the presence of his mother" (Flora, Hemingway's, 43)… 

There is, of course, a third option: to hear the woman's screams, to recognize their importance, and at the same time 

to respond to them by trying to help. Robin Morgan characterizes this third option as "connectivity" and calls it "the 

genius of feminist thought, culture and action" (53); she suggests that it insists on noticing: "Such a noticing involves 

both attentiveness and recognition, and is in fact a philosophical and activist technique for being in the world, as well as 

for changing the world. Noticing, in this sense, requires that survival become a consciously sensitizing process instead 

of a coarsening one" (53).  

Nick's father could, for example, at least have attempted to explain to the Indian woman what he was about to do to 

her rather than treating her like an animal. There is in the story no reason to think that she has any idea what he is doing 

to her or is even aware that he is trying to help her rather than kill her; he doesn't even know her name (Wainwright, 

184). He could conceivably have been sympathetic to her pain without allowing it to distract him from the medical 

necessity of operating to try to save both her and her child. Part of his callousness is arguably racist; J. Andrew 

Wainwright makes the case that the doctor "would not be caught in a white society without his medicine bag and with 

only a jackknife and 'nine-foot, tapered gut leaders' as operational tools for a real lady" (182). Would he dismiss a white 

woman's screams as "not important"?  

Alternatively, Alice E. Adams suggests that it is sexism, not racism, which drives the doctor's behavior:  
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The narrator provides information selectively, so that certain questions are unanswerable. Did the doctor know the 

woman had already been in labor for two days? Did he suspect he would have to do a cesarean section? Could he have 

brought the necessary supplies? The lack of information, combined with the doctor's dismissal of the woman's pain, 

suggests that the male focus of the text excludes precisely those questions that address the woman's experience. (45)  

In this story, she goes on to point out "the (white) male doctor is cast as a rational thinker whose privilege is augmented 

by comparison to a mother identified as an incoherent alien or animal" (46).  

On the "Literature, Arts, & Medicine" online database sponsored by the New York University School of Medicine, 

Janice Willms aptly cites the story as one "laden with ethical problems" and addresses several of them in her brief 

commentary on it:  

What justification is there for forcing a child to become part of a brutal sequence of medical events? When, if ever, 

is it morally acceptable to treat patients as though they were animals? The medical treatment of the laboring woman is 

unquestionably life-saving, but the cruel insensitivity of the two white men contributes to the unnecessary death of the 

infant's father. Duties to children and to patients, as well as simple inhumanity, racism, and sexism in the professional 

relationship are all aired in these five pages.  

Regardless of its cause, I am not the only critic to find the doctor's behavior inappropriate. Arthur Waldhorn refers 

to "Dr. Adams's callous indifference to the squaw's agony" (55). Charles G. Hoffman and A. C. Hoffman criticize the 

doctor's "insensitivity to suffering" (110); Thomas Strychacz criticizes his "distanced superiority" (62) and "cold-

blooded technical expertise" (64). Judith Fetterley characterizes the Caesarean as "contemptuous and grotesque" (46); 

Wendolyn E. Tetlow calls it a "butchery-style birth" and notes, "This scene prepares for later stories in the sequence that 

focus on the inability of men and women to connect with one another physically or emotionally" (54). Jürgen C. Wolter 

describes the doctor as "inadequately equipped (psychologically and literally)" and criticizes his "superficial self-

importance" (92). Ann Edwards Boutelle is critical of the doctor's "cocky indifference to human suffering" (136).  

"The doctor's inattention to the woman's emotional distress, to the husband, to anything but the technical problem of 

performing the operation under such conditions frequently provokes strong negative reactions, especially among women 

students," writes Marilyn Chandler McEntyre, who teaches a course in literature and medicine to undergraduates and 

has taught workshops for physicians and other health care professionals (190). As she further observes, "The story is 

refracted through the child's point of view, foregrounding the problematic way the doctor models manhood for his son 

and emphasizing how the doctor's professional behavior manifests narrowly patriarchal ideas of virility, heroism, and 

empowerment" (190).  

Of course, the chief defense of the doctor's choice is that it is necessary for him to block out his patient's screams in 

order to provide proper care. As one physician sarcastically explains,  

Physicians must be objective, devoid of any feeling. Care for their patients, yes, but in a paternalistic way, as one cares 

for children or, ha, barnyard animals.... Patients are talked of not as people, but as cases ... Death becomes an 

unfortunate result, a negative response. Delightful! It is so hard to feel empathy for data, for an item of research. 

(LaCombe, 59)  

As the sarcasm of the above remarks suggests, not all physicians would agree that such detachment is necessary or 

even appropriate. Another doctor, Jodi Halpern, reasons, "If we take the psychological lives of human beings to be real, 

then it is irrational to exclude emotions as a source of information about reality" (Halpern, 168)-yet that is precisely 

what Dr. Adams chooses to do by deeming his patient's screams "not important." Halpern notes that even the physician's 

own behavior may often be directed by emotion, "perhaps a self-related emotion like pride" (168)-and we are reminded 

of the exhilaration Dr. Adams initially expresses: "That's one for the medical journal, George" to which George 

sardonically responds, "Oh, you're a great man all right" (/OT, 18). Yet another twenty-first century physician 

concludes, "Many problems arise when listening is not a priority of the physician understanding does not occur, 

empathy is compromised, the therapeutic alliance may not develop, healing is minimized, and suffering may result" 

(Connelly, 181). That is an accurate diagnosis of what occurs when Dr. Adams chooses not to listen to his patient: 

understanding does not occur, his empathy for his patient is clearly compromised, the therapeutic alliance never 

develops, and not just suffering, but death, ultimately results when Dr. Adams chooses not to hear. Despite the defenses 

offered by Howard L. Hannum and William Brasch Watson, then, Dr. Adams is wrong: By choosing to operate without 

respecting the emotions and human dignity of his patient and her husband, he has violated the Hippocratic Oath, to first 

do no harm. Even Hannum himself admits that "Dr. Adams has shown ... a failure to consider effects or the rights of 

others" and concedes, "at its worst, [this quality] looks like egotism or sadism" (42)… 

 

Texas Studies in Literature and Language48. 1 (Spring 2006): 37-53. 
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Facing Troubled Times – Non-Fiction Study 

“’Dangerous Families’ and ‘Intimate Harm’ in Hemingway's ‘Indian Camp’”  

by Lisa Tyler 
 

Final Question: How does the article by Lisa Tyler enhance your understanding of the story? Explain 

in 5-7 complete sentences.  

What is the thesis of the article? 

 

 

 

 

 

What are the author’s reasons for his her claim? 

What specific support does the author? 

 

Is this a sound argument?  Why or why not? 

 

 

 

 

Is one or more expert authorities cited? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Do you agree or disagree with the author’s point?   

Why or why not? 
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“Cheating Death in Bluejohn Canyon “       Written By: Shane Burrows 

 

The following is one of the most astonishing stories of survival that I have ever encountered. Instead of dying 

in Bluejohn Canyon a Colorado canyoneer accomplishes one of the most daring self-rescues in mountaineering history. 

           

The ensuing story was compiled from various interview's, Aron Ralston's news conference, Associated Press 

news releases, local news releases, Aron Ralston's website, personal experience in Bluejohn Canyon and other sources.          

The Story: 
          April 26, 2003, started as a routine Saturday of climbing for Aron Ralston, an avid outdoorsman and mountain 

climber. He planned to spend the day riding his mountain bike and climbing the red rocks and sandstone just outside the 

Canyonlands National Park in southeastern Utah. The area is some of the most desolate and intriguing wilderness in the 

lower 48 states with areas of buttes, mesas and convoluted canyons.  

          Ralston had climbed alone before plenty of times. He had scaled all 59 of Colorado's 14,000-foot peaks, 45 of 

them solo in winter, and this outing was a warm-up for an ascent of North America's highest mountain, 20,320-foot tall 

Mount McKinley.  

          Ralston, 27, of Aspen, Colorado, parked his pickup truck at the Horseshoe Canyon Trailhead and took off on his 

mountain bike for the 15-mile ride to the Bluejohn Canyon Trailhead where he locked his mountain bike to a juniper 

tree.  

          Dressed in a T-shirt and shorts and carrying a backpack he planned to canyoneer down remote Bluejohn Canyon 

and hike out adjacent Horseshoe Canyon to where he parked his truck and then go back for the mountain bike. His 

backpack contained two burritos, less than a liter of water, a cheap imitation of a Leatherman brand multi-tool, a small 

first aid kit, a video camera, a digital camera and rock climbing gear. The backpack did not contain a jacket or extra 

clothing. Canyoneering is where a climber uses rock-climbing skills, ropes and gear to negotiate narrow slot canyons. 

          Ralston was 150-yards above the final rappel in Bluejohn Canyon. He was maneuvering in a 3-foot wide slot 

trying to get over the top of a large boulder wedged between the narrow canyon walls. He climbed up the boulder face 

and it seemed very stable as he stood on top. As he began to climb down the opposite side the perfectly balanced 800-

pound rock shifted several feet, pinning his right arm - he was trapped. 

          Within the first hour after becoming trapped Ralston had calculated his options and came up with four possible 

solutions.  

 Someone would happen along and rescue him.  

 He would be able to chip away at the rock and free his hand.  

 He would be able to rig up something with the ropes and equipment he had to move the rock.  

 If all else failed, he would need to sever the arm.  

Death was a 5th possibility that Ralston didn't want to consider. 

          Ralston tried ropes, anchors, anything to move the boulder, but it wouldn't budge. Next he tried to chip away at 

the rock with a cheap imitation of a Leatherman brand multi-tool, with no positive results. Ten hours of chipping at the 

rock managed to produce only a small handful of rock dust. 

          Temperatures dipped into the 30's at night, and still Ralston worked to free himself. Sunday and Monday passed 

but he was still trapped. Sunlight reached the narrow canyon floor for only a very short period of time each day. He ran 

out of food and water on Tuesday. 

          On Wednesday, Ralston began sipping the urine he had started saving a day earlier. He pulled out his video 

camera and recorded a message to his parents. He next etched his name, birth date, and what he was certain was his last 

day on earth into the canyon wall. He topped it off with RIP. 

          On Thursday morning, Ralston had a vision of a 3-year-old boy running across a sunlit floor to be scooped up by 

a one-armed man. He understood this vision to be of his future son and decided that his survival required drastic action. 

If he did not rescue himself now, he would not have the physical strength remaining to do it later. 

http://climb-utah.com/Roost/bluejohn1.htm
http://climb-utah.com/Roost/horseshoe.htm
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          Ralston prepared to amputate his right arm below the elbow using the knife blade on his multi-tool. Realizing that 

the blade was not sharp enough to cut through the bone he forced his arm against the boulder and broke the bones so he 

would be able to cut through the tissue. First he broke the radius bone, which connects the elbow to the thumb. Within a 

few minutes he cracked the ulna, the bone on the outside of the forearm. Next he applied a tourniquet to his arm. He 

than used his knife blade to amputate his right arm below the elbow. The entire procedure required approximately one 

hour. 

          Ralston administered first aid to himself from the small kit in his backpack. He rigged anchors and fixed a rope to 

rappel nearly 70-feet to the bottom of Bluejohn Canyon. Leaving his rope hanging he hiked 5-miles downstream into 

adjacent Horseshoe Canyon, where he encountered a Dutch family on vacation. 

          The Dutch couple Eric and Monique Meijer and their son, Andy, had just finished photographing the famous 

Grand Gallery. As they packed up their gear and began to hike out of the canyon they heard a voice behind them cry 

"Help, I need help". The couple immediately realized that this must be the lost hiker whom they had been briefed about 

by a ranger earlier in the day. 

          Ralston walked quickly toward the couple. His arm, or what was left, hung in a self-made sling and he spoke 

clearly: "Hello, my name is Aron, I fell off a cliff on Saturday and I was stuck under a boulder. I just cut off my hand 

four hours ago and I need medical attention. I need a helicopter". 

 

          It was decided that the wife and son would try to get out of the canyon as quickly as possible to get help. Eric 

remained with the injured man to guide him in the correct direction and provide him with food, water and mental 

support. Despite all of the blood loss, Ralston maintained a strong walking pace until sand in his shoes started to irritate 

him. He stopped in a shady part of the canyon to cure the annoyance so he could continue. 

          In the meantime Ralston’s friends at the Ute Mountaineer store in Aspen began to worry when he failed to appear 

for work and called authorities. The dilemma was that Ralston had neglected to notify anyone of his itinerary. His 

mother found out her son was missing Wednesday when his boss called her. A friend helped her break into her son's e-

mail for clues on his whereabouts to no avail. Authorities in Aspen discovered he had used a credit card to buy groceries 

in Moab, Utah and notified authorities there to start searching for him. 

          Mitch Vetere, a patrol sergeant with the Emery County Sheriff's Office in Green River, got the call Thursday 

morning. A climber was several days overdue. His truck had been found at the Horseshoe Canyon Trailhead, but no one 

had seen Ralston.  

          Terry Mercer, a helicopter pilot with the Utah Highway Patrol in Salt Lake City, met Vetere and another deputy 

about 1:00 p.m. Thursday at Horseshoe Canyon, where Ralston's truck was parked. After reading notes and looking at 

Ralston's equipment in his truck, Mercer and Vetere knew Ralston was an experienced climber. The search helicopter 

was soon airborne and Mercer flew for about two hours - Nothing.  

          Suddenly the flight crew noticed two people deep in Horseshoe Canyon waving. It was the Dutch wife and son 

and they were franticly signaling the helicopter and pointing in the direction of the victim. The flight crew quickly 

perceived the signals and landed in a wide spot in the canyon near Ralston. The flight crew was shocked at the sight - 

dry and fresh blood coating his body - and the missing arm. The rescue crew could not believe it; Ralston was within a 

mile of his pickup truck. He almost didn't even need to be rescued. 

          After Ralston was helped into the helicopter, Mercer peeked back at him. Ralston's right arm was in a makeshift 

sling made from a Camelback used to carry water. Ralston leaned his head back in the helicopter and sipped on some 

water. Vetere kept him talking, so he wouldn't lose consciousness. Twelve minutes later, the helicopter arrived at Allen 

Memorial Hospital in Moab, Utah. Ralston walked into the emergency room without help, then pointed out on a map 

where he had been stuck. 

          The rescuers were amazed at Ralston's will to live. A helicopter likely would not have found him because of his 

position in the deep and narrow slot canyon. 

          Mercer and two other deputies went back into the canyon hoping they could retrieve Ralston's arm and that it 

could be reattached but the trip was futile. The deputies could not move the boulder. It would take thirteen men with 

equipment to later remove the severed arm. 

          Aron Ralston had an amazing will to live, he never gave up and he saved himself. 
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“Cheating Death in Bluejohn Canyon” 

Problem—Solution Graphic Structure 
 

 

Main Question: How does Aaron Ralston demonstrate grace under pressure? 

 

Who 

 

 

What 

 

 

Why 

 

Main Question: How does Aaron Ralston demonstrate grace under pressure?  

Use details from the text to support your conclusion. 
 

PROBLEM 

STEPS TO 

SOLUTION 

END RESULT 

Attempts for Survival Consequences of Attempts 

1. 

2. 

3. 

4. 

5. 

6. 

 

1.  

2.  

3. 

4. 

5. 

6. 
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Introduction to “The Short Happy Life of Francis Macomber” 

Text Impression Activity 
Directions: The following words are pulled directly from “The Short Happy Life of Francis 

Macomber”. Based on the words below, it is your job to predict what will happen in the story. 
Draw lines between the words and explain how you think they will connect in the story. 

  

Lion 

Hunt 

Francis 
Macomber 

Africa 

Margaret (Wife) 

Coward 

Water Buffalo 
Rifle 

Fear 

Motor Car 

Death 

Wilson (Hunter) 

Jealousy 

Manly 

Panic 

B**ch 

Shoot 

Whiskey  

Confidence 

Bull 

Trembling 

Control 

Safari 

Embarrassed 

Professional 
Hunter 

Killing 
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Develop a Conclusion 

Now that you have created connections by linking terms from the story together, write a 
3-4 sentence summary that predicts what the story is going to be about. Use some of the 
words from the front page when writing your summary.  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

______________________________________________________________________ 

 

The Short Happy Life of Francis Macomber 
 

It was now lunch time and they were all sitting under the 

double green fly of the dining tent pretending that nothing 

had happened. 

 

“Will you have lime juice or lemon squash?” Macomber 

asked. 

 

“I’ll have a gimlet,” Robert Wilson told him. 

 

“I’ll have a gimlet too. I need something,” Macomber’s wife 

said. 

 

“I suppose it’s the thing to do,” Macomber agreed. “Tell him 

to make three gimlets.” 

 

The mess boy had started them already, lifting the bottles out 

of the canvas cooling bags that sweated wet in the wind that 

blew through the trees that shaded the tents. 

 

“What had I ought to give them?” Macomber asked. 

 

“A quid would be plenty,” Wilson told him. “You don’t want 

to spoil them.” 

 

“Will the headman distribute it?” 

 

“Absolutely.” 

 

Francis Macomber had, half an hour before, been carried to 

his tent from the edge of the camp in triumph on the arms and 

shoulders of the cook, the personal boys, the skinner and the 

porters. The gun-bearers had taken no part in the 

demonstration. When the native boys put  him down at the 

door of his tent, he had shaken all their hands, received their 

congratulations, and then gone into the tent and sat on the bed 

until his wife came in. She did not speak to him when she 

came in and he left the tent at once to wash his face and 

hands in the portable wash basin outside and go over to the 

dining tent to sit in a comfortable canvas chair in the breeze 

and the shade. 

 

“You’ve got your lion,” Robert Wilson said to him, “and a 

damned fine one too.”  

 

Mrs. Macomber looked at Wilson quickly. She was an 

extremely handsome and well kept woman of the beauty and 

social position which had, five years before, commanded five 

thousand dollars as the price of endorsing, with photographs, 

a beauty product which she had never used. She had been 

married to Francis Macomber for eleven years. 

 

“He is a good lion, isn’t he?” Macomber said. His wife 

looked at him now. She looked at both these men as though 

she had never seen them before. 

 

One, Wilson, the white hunter, she knew she had never truly 

seen before. He was about middle height with sandy hair, a 

stubby mustache, a very red face and extremely cold blue 

eyes with faint white wrinkles at the corners that grooved 

merrily when he smiled. He smiled at her now and she looked 

away from his face at the way his shoulders sloped in the 

loose tunic he wore with the four big cartridges held in loops 

where the left breast pocket should have been, at his big 

brown hands, his old slacks, his very dirty boots and back to 

his red face again. She noticed where the baked red of his 

face stopped in a white line that marked the circle left by his 

Stetson hat that hung now from one of the pegs of the tent 

pole. 

 

“Well, here’s to the lion,” Robert Wilson said. He smiled at 

her again and, not smiling, she looked curiously at her 

husband. 

 

Francis Macomber was very tall, very well built if you did 

not mind that length of bone, dark, his hair cropped like an 

oarsman, rather thin-lipped, and was considered handsome. 

He was dressed in the same sort of safari clothes that Wilson 

wore except that his were new, he was thirty-five years old, 
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kept himself very fit, was good at court games, had a number 

of big-game fishing records, and had just shown himself, 

very publicly, to be a coward. 

 

“Here’s to the lion,” he said. “I can’t ever thank you for what 

you did.” 

 

Margaret, his wife, looked away from him and back to 

Wilson. 

 

“Let’s not talk about the lion,” she said. 

 

Wilson looked over at her without smiling and now she 

smiled at him. 

 

“It’s been a very strange day,” she said. “Hadn’t you ought to 

put your hat on even under the canvas at noon? You told me 

that, you know.” 

 

“Might put it on,” said Wilson. 

 

“You know you have a very red face, Mr. Wilson,” she told 

him and smiled again. 

 

“Drink,” said Wilson. 

 

“I don’t think so,” she said. “Francis drinks a great deal, but 

his face is never red.” 

 

“It’s red today,” Macomber tried a joke. 

 

“No,” said Margaret. “It’s mine that’s red today. But Mr. 

Wilson’s is always red. 

 

“Must be racial,” said Wilson. “I say, you wouldn’t like to 

drop my beauty as a topic, would you?” 

 

“I’ve just started on it.” 

 

“Let’s chuck it,” said Wilson. 

 

“Conversation is going to be so difficult,” Margaret said. 

 

“Don’t be silly, Margot,” her husband said. 

 

“No difficulty,” Wilson said. “Got a damn fine lion.” 

 

Margot looked at them both and they both saw that she was 

going to cry. Wilson had seen it coming for a long time and 

he dreaded it. Macomber was past dreading it. 

 

“I wish it hadn’t happened. Oh, I wish it hadn’t happened,” 

she said and started for her tent. She made no noise of crying 

but they could see that her shoulders were shaking under the 

rose-colored, sun-proofed shirt she wore. 

 

“Women upset,” said Wilson to the tall man. “Amounts to 

nothing. Strain on the nerves and one thing’n another.” 

 

“No,” said Macomber. “I suppose that I rate that for the rest 

of my life now.” 

 

“Nonsense. Let’s have a spot of the giant killer,” said Wilson. 

“Forget the whole thing. Nothing to it anyway.” 

 

“We might try,” said Macomber. “I won’t forget what you 

did for me though.”  

 

“Nothing,” said Wilson. All nonsense.” 

 

So they sat there in the shade where the camp was pitched 

under some wide-topped acacia trees with a boulder-strewn 

cliff behind them, and a stretch of grass that ran to the bank 

of a boulder-filled stream in front with forest beyond it, and 

drank their just-cool lime drinks and avoided one another’s 

eyes while the boys all knew about it now and when he saw 

Macomber’s personal boy looking curiously at his master 

while he was putting dishes on the table he snapped at him in 

Swahili. The boy turned away with his face blank. 

 

“What were you telling him?” Macomber asked. 

 

“Nothing. Told him to look alive or I’d see he got about 

fifteen of the best.” 

 

“What’s that? Lashes?” 

 

“It’s quite illegal,” Wilson said. “You’re supposed to fine 

them.” 

 

“Do you still have them whipped?” 

 

“Oh, yes. They could raise a row if they chose to complain. 

But they don’t. They prefer it to the fines.” 

 

“How strange!” said Macomber. 

 

“Not strange, really,” Wilson said. “Which would you rather 

do? Take a good birching or lose your pay?” 

 

Then he felt embarrassed at asking it and before Macomber 

could answer he went on, “We all take a beating every day, 

you know, one way or another.” 

 

This was no better. “Good God,” he thought. “I am a 

diplomat, aren’t I?” 

 

“Yes, we take a beating,” said Macomber, still not looking at 

him. “I’m awfully sorry about that lion business. It doesn’t 

have to go any further, does it? I mean no one will hear about 

it, will they?” 

 

“You mean will I tell it at the Mathaiga Club?” Wilson 

looked at him now coldly. He had not expected this. So he’s a 

bloody four-letter man as well as a bloody coward, he 

thought. I rather liked him too until today. But how is one to 

know abut an American? 

 

“No,” said Wilson. “I’m a professional hunter. We never talk 

about our clients. You can be quite easy on that. It’s supposed 

to be bad form to ask us not to talk though.” 

 

He had decided now that to break would be much easier. He 

would eat, then, by himself and could read a book with his 

meals. They would eat by themselves. He would see them 

through the safari on a very formal basis—what was it the 

French called it? Distinguished consideration—and it would 

be a damn sight easier than having to go through this 

emotional trash. He’d insult him and make a good clean 

break. Then he could read a book with his meals and he’d 
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still be drinking their whisky.  That was the phrase for it 

when a safari went bad. You ran into another while hunter 

and you asked, “How is everything going?” and he answered, 

“Oh, I’m still drinking their whisky,” and you knew 

everything had gone to pot. 

 

“I’m sorry,” Macomber said and looked at him with his 

American face that would stay adolescent until it became 

middle-aged, and Wilson noted his crew-cropped hair, fine 

eyes only faintly shifty, good nose, thin lips and handsome 

jaw. “I’m sorry I didn’t realize that. There are lots of things I 

don’t know.” 

 

So what could he do, Wilson thought. He was all ready to 

break it off quickly and neatly and here the beggar was 

apologizing after he had just insulted him. He made one more 

attempt. “Don’t worry about me talking,” he said. “I have a 

living to make. You know in Africa no woman ever misses 

her lion and no white man ever bolts. 

 

“I bolted like a rabbit,” Macomber said. 

 

Now what in hell were you going to do about a man who 

talked like that, Wilson wondered. 

 

Wilson looked at Macomber with his flat, blue, 

machinegunner’s eyes and the other smiled back at him. He 

had a pleasant smile if you did not notice how his eyes 

showed when he was hurt. 

 

“Maybe I can fix it up on buffalo,” he said. “We’re after them 

next, aren’t we? 

 

“In the morning if you like,” Wilson told him. Perhaps he had 

been wrong. This was certainly the way to take it. You most 

certainly could not tell a damned thing about an American. 

He was all for Macomber again. If you could forget the 

morning. But, of course, you couldn’t. The morning had been 

about as bad as they come. 

 

“Here comes the Memsahib,” he said. She was walking over 

from her tent looking refreshed and cheerful and quite lovely. 

She had a very perfect oval face, so perfect that you expected 

her to be stupid. But she wasn’t stupid, Wilson thought, no, 

not stupid. 

 

“How is the beautiful red-faced Mr. Wilson?  Are you feeling 

better, Francis, my pearl?” 

 

“Oh, much,” said Macomber. 

 

“I’ve dropped the whole thing,” she said, sitting down at the 

table. “What importance is there to whether Francis is any 

good at killing lions? That’s not his trade. That’s Mr. 

Wilson’s trade. Mr. Wilson is really very impressive killing 

anything. You do kill anything, don’t you?” 

 

“Oh, anything,” said Wilson. “Simply anything.” They are, 

he thought, the hardest in the world; the hardest, the cruelest, 

the most predatory and the most attractive and their men have 

softened or gone to pieces nervously as they have hardened. 

Or is it that they pick men they can handle? They can’t know 

that much at the age they marry, he thought. He was grateful 

that he had gone through his education on American women 

before  now because this was a very attractive one. 

 

“We’re going after buff in the morning,” he told her. 

 

“I”m coming,” she said. 

 

“No, you’re not.” 

 

“Oh, yes, I am. Mayn’t I, Francis?” 

 

“Why not stay in camp” 

 

“Not for anything,” she said. “I wouldn’t miss something like 

today for anything. 

 

When she left, Wilson was thinking, when she went off to 

cry, she seemed a hell of a fine woman. She seemed to 

understand, to realize, to be hurt to him and for herself and to 

know how things really stood. She is away for twenty 

minutes and now she is back, simply enameled in that 

American female cruelty. They are the damnedest women. 

Really the damnedest. 

 

“We’ll put on another show for you tomorrow,” Francis 

Macomber said. 

 

“You’re not coming,” Wilson said. 

 

“You’re very mistaken,” she told him. “And I want so to see 

you perform again. You were lovely this morning. That is if 

blowing things’ heads off is lovely.” 

 

“Here’s the lunch,” said Wilson. “You’re very merry, aren’t 

you?” 

 

“Why not? I didn’t come out here to be dull.” 

 

“Well, it hasn’t been dull,” Wilson said. He could see the 

boulders in the river and the high bank beyond with the trees 

and he remembered the morning. 

 

“Oh, no,” she said. “It’s been charming. And tomorrow. You 

don’t know how I look forward to tomorrow.” 

 

“That’s eland he’s offering you,” Wilson said. 

 

“They’re the big cowy things that jump like hares, aren’t 

they?” 

 

“I suppose that describes them,” Wilson said. 

 

“It’s very good meat,” Macomber said. 

 

“Yes.” 

 

They’re not dangerous, are they?” 

 

“Only if they fall on you,” Wilson told her. 

 

“I’m so glad.” 

 

“Why not let up on the bitchery just a little, Margot,” 

Macomber said, cutting the eland steak and putting some 

mashed potato, gravy and carrot on the down-turned fork that 

tined through the piece of meat. 
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“I suppose I could,” she said, “since you put it so prettily.” 

 

“Tonight we’ll have champagne for the lion,” Wilson said. 

“It’s a bit too hot at noon.” 

 

“Oh, the lion,” Margot said. “I’d forgotten the lion!” 

 

So, Robert Wilson thought to himself, she is giving him a 

ride, isn’t she? Or do you suppose that’s her idea of putting 

up a good show? How should a woman act when she 

discovers her husband is a bloody coward? She’s damn cruel 

but they’re all cruel. They govern, of course, and to govern 

one has to be cruel sometimes. Still, I’ve seen enough of their 

damn terrorism. 

 

“Have some more eland,” he said to her politely. 

 

That afternoon, late, Wilson and Macomber went out in the 

motor car with the native driver and the two gun-bearers. 

Mrs. Macomber stayed in the camp. It was too hot to go out, 

she said, and she was going with them in the early morning. 

As they drove off Wilson saw her standing under the big tree, 

looking pretty rather than beautiful in her faintly rosy khaki, 

her dark hair drawn back off her forehead and gathered in a 

knot low on her neck, her face as fresh, he thought, as though 

she were in England. She waved to them as the car went off 

through the swale of high grass and curved around through 

the trees into the small hills of orchard bush. 

 

In the orchard bush they found a herd of impala, and leaving 

the car they stalked one old ram with long, wide-spread horns 

and Macomber killed it with a very creditable shot that 

knocked the buck down at a good two hundred yards and sent 

the herd off bounding wildly and leaping over one another’s 

backs in long, leg-drawn-up leaps as unbelievable and as 

floating as those one makes sometimes in dreams. 

 

“That was a good shot,” Wilson said. “They’re a small 

target.” 

 

“Is it a worth-while head?” Macomber asked. 

 

“It’s excellent,” Wilson told him. “You shoot like that and 

you’ll have no trouble.” 

 

“Do you think we’ll find buffalo tomorrow?” 

 

“There’s good chance of it. They feed out early in the 

morning and with luck we may catch them in the open.” 

 

I’d like to clear away that lion business,” Macomber said. 

 

“It’s not very pleasant to have your wife see you do 

something like that.” 

 

I should think it would be even more unpleasant to do it, 

Wilson thought, wife or no wife, or the talk about it having 

done it. But he said, “I wouldn’t think about that any more. 

Any one could be upset by his first lion. That’s all over.” 

 

But that night after dinner and a whisky and soda by the fire 

before going to bed, as Francis Macomber lay on his cot with 

the mosquito bar over him and listened to the night noises it 

was not all over. It was neither all over nor was it beginning. 

It was there exactly as it happened with some parts of it 

indelibly emphasized and he was miserably ashamed at it. 

But more than shame he felt cold, hollow fear in him. The 

fear was still there like a cold slimy hollow in all the 

emptiness where once his confidence had been and it made 

him feel sick. It was still there with him now. 

 

It had started the night before when he had wakened and 

heard the lion roaring somewhere up along the river. It was a 

deep sound and at the and there were sort of coughing grunts 

that made him seem just outside the tent, and when Francis 

Macomber woke in the night to hear it he was afraid. He 

could hear his wife breathing quietly, asleep. There was no 

one to tell he was afraid, nor to be afraid with him, and, lying 

alone, he did not know the Somali proverb that says a brave 

man is always frightened three times by a lion; when he first 

sees his track, when he first hears him roar and when he first 

confronts him. Then while they were eating breakfast by 

lantern light out in the dining tent, before the sun was up, the 

lion roared again and Francis thought he was just at the edge 

of camp. 

 

“Sounds like an old-timer,” Robert Wilson said, looking up 

from his kippers and coffee. “Listen to him cough.” 

 

“Is he very close?” 

 

“A mile or so up the stream.” 

 

“Will we see him?” 

 

“We’ll have a look.” 

 

“Does his roaring carry that far? It sounds as though he were 

right in camp.” 

 

“Carries a hell of a long way,” said Robert Wilson. “It’s 

strange the way it carries. Hope he’s a shootable cat. The 

boys said there was a very big one about here.” 

 

“If I get a shot, where should I hit him,” Macomber asked. 

“to stop him?” 

 

“In the shoulders,” Wilson said. “In the neck if you can make 

it. Shoot for bone. Break him down.” 

 

“I hope I can place it properly,” Macomber said. 

 

“You shoot very well, “Wilson told him. “Take your time. 

Make sure of him. The first one in is the one that counts.” 

 

“What range will it be?” 

 

“Can’t tell. Lion has something to say about that. Won’t 

shoot unless it’s close enough so you can make sure.” 

 

“At under a hundred yards?” Macomber asked. 

 

Wilson looked at him quickly. 

 

“Hundred’s about right. Might have to take him a bit under. 

Shouldn’t chance a shot at much over that. A hundred’s a 

decent range. You can hit him wherever you want at that. 

Here comes the Memsahib.” 

 

“Good morning,” she said. “Are we going after that lion?” 
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“As soon as you deal with your breakfast,” Wilson said. 

 

“How are you feeling?” 

 

“Marvelous,” she said. “I’m very excited.” 

 

“I’ll just go and see that everything is ready,” Wilson went 

off. As he left the lion roared again.    

 

“Noisy beggar,” Wilson said. “We’ll put a stop to that.” 

 

“What’s the matter, Francis?” his wife asked him. 

 

“Nothing,” Macomber said. 

 

“Yes, there is,” she said. “What are you upset about?” 

 

“Nothing,” he said. 

 

“Tell me,” she looked at him. “Don’t you feel well?” 

 

“It’s that damned roaring,” she said. “It’s been going on all 

night, you know.” 

 

“Why didn’t you wake me, she said. I’d love to heard it. 

 

“I’ve got to kill the damned thing,” Macomber said, 

miserably. 

 

“Well, that’s what you’re out here for, isn’t it?” 

 

“Yes. But I’m nervous. Hearing the thing roar gets on my 

nerves.” 

 

“Well then, as Wilson said, kill him and stop his roaring.” 

 

“Yes, darling,” said Francis Macomber. “It sounds easy, 

doesn’t it?” 

 

“You’re not afraid, are you?” 

 

“Of course not. But I’m nervous from hearing him roar all 

night.” 

 

“You’ll kill him marvelously,” she said. “I know you will. 

I’m awfully anxious to see it.” 

 

“Finish your breakfast and we’ll be starting.” 

 

It’s not light yet,” she said. “This is a ridiculous hour.” 

 

Just then as the lion roared in a deep-chested moaning, 

suddenly guttural, ascending vibration that seemed to shake 

the air and ended in a sigh and a heavy, deep-chested grunt. 

 

“He sounds almost here,” Macomber’s wife said. 

 

“My God,” said Macomber. “I hate that damned noise.” 

 

“It’s very impressive.” 

 

“Impressive. It’s frightful.” 

 

Robert Wilson came up then carrying his short, ugly, 

shockingly big-bored .505 Gibbs and grinning. 

 

“Come on,” he said. “Your gun-bearer has your Springfield 

and the big gun. Everything’s in the car. Have you solids?” 

 

“Yes.” 

 

“I’m ready,” Mrs. Macomber said. 

 

“Must make him stop that racket,” Wilson said. “You got in 

front. The Memsahib can sit back here with me.” 

 

They climbed into the motor car and, in the gray first day-

light, moved off up the river through the trees. Macomber 

opened the breech of his rifle and saw had metal-cased 

bullets, shut the bolt and put the rifle on safety. He saw his 

hand was trembling. He felt in his pocket for more cartridges 

and moved his fingers over the cartridges in the loops of his 

tunic front. He turned back to where Wilson sat in the rear 

seat of the doorless, box-bodied motor car beside his wife, 

them both grinning  with  excitement, and Wilson leaned 

forward and whispered, “See the birds dropping. Means the 

old boy has left his kill.” 

 

On the far bank of the stream Macomber  could see, above 

the trees, vultures circling and plummeting down. 

 

“Chances are he’ll come to drink along here,” Wilson 

whispered. Before he goes to lay up. Keep an eye out.” 

 

They were driving slowly along the high bank of the stream 

which here cut deeply to its boulder-filled bed, and they 

wound in and out through big trees as they drove. Macomber 

was watching the opposite bank when he felt Wilson take 

hold of his arm. The car stopped. 

 

“There he is,” he heard the whisper. “Ahead and to the right. 

Get out and take him. He’s marvelous lion.” 

 

Macomber saw the lion now. He was standing almost 

broadside, his great head up and turned toward them. The 

early morning breeze that blew toward them was just stirring 

his dark mane, and the lion looked huge, silhouetted on the 

rise of bank in the gray morning light, his shoulders heavy, 

his barrel of a body bulking smoothly. 

 

“How far is he?” asked Macomber, raising his rifle. 

 

“About seventy-five. Get out and take him.” 

 

“Why not shoot from where I am?” 

 

“You don’t shoot them from cars,” he heard Wilson saying in 

his car. “Get out. He’s not going to stay there all day.” 

 

Macomber stepped out of the curved opening at the side of 

the front seat, onto the step and down onto the ground. The 

lion still stood looking majestically and coolly toward this 

object that his eyes only showed in silhouette, bulking like 

some superrhino. There was no man smell carried toward his 

and he watched the object, moving his great head a little from 

side to side. Then watching the object, not afraid, but 

hesitating before going down the bank to drink with such a 

thing opposite him, he saw a man figure detach itself from it 

and he turned his heavy head and swung away toward the 
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cover for the trees as he heard a cracking crash and felt the 

slam of a .30-06 220-grain solid bullet that bit his flank and 

ripped in sudden hot scalding nausea through his stomach. He 

trotted, heavy, big-footed, swinging wounded lull-bellied, the 

trees toward the tall grass and cover, and the crash came 

again to go past him ripping the air apart. Then it crashed 

again and he felt the blow as it hit his lower ribs and ripped 

on through, blood sudden hot and frothy in his mouth, and he 

galloped toward the high grass where he could crouch and 

not be seen and make them bring the crashing thing close 

enough so he could make a rush and get the man that held it. 

 

Macomber had not thought how the lion felt as he got out of 

the car. He only knew his hands were shaking and as he 

walked away from the car it was almost impossible for him to 

make his legs move. They were stiff in the thighs, but he 

could feel the muscles fluttering. He raised the rifle, sighted 

on the junction of the lion’s head and shoulders and pulled 

the trigger. Nothing happened though he pulled until he 

thought his finger would break. Then he knew he had the 

safety on and as he lowered the rifle to move the safety over 

he moved another frozen pace forward, and the lion seeing 

his silhouette now clear of the silhouette of the car, turned an 

started off at a trot, and, as Macomber fired, he heard a 

whunk that meant that the bullet was home;  but the lion kept 

on going. Macomber shot again and every one saw the bullet 

throw a spout of dirt beyond the trotting lion. He shot again, 

remembering to lower his aim, and they all heard the bullet 

hit, and the lion went into a gallop and was in the tall grass 

before he had the bolt pushed forward. 

 

Macomber stood there feeling sick at his stomach, his hands 

that held the springfield still cocked, shaking, and his wife 

and Robert Wilson were standing by him. Beside him too 

were the two gun-bearers chattering in Wakamba. 

 

“I hit him,” Macomber said. “I hit him twice.” 

 

“You gut-shot him and you hit him somewhere forward,” 

Wilson said without enthusiasm. The gun-bearers looked 

very grave. They were silent now. 

 

“You may have killed him” Wilson went on. “We’ll have to 

wait a while before we go in to find out.” 

 

“What do you mean?” 

 

“Let him get sick before we follow him up.” 

 

“Oh,” said Macomber. 

 

“He’s a hell of a fine lion,” Wilson said cheerfully. “He’s 

gotten into a bad place though.” 

 

“Why is it bad?” 

 

“Can’t see him until you’re on him.” 

 

“Oh,” said Macomber. 

 

“Come on,” said Wilson. “The Memsahib can stay here in the 

car. We’ll go to have a look at the blood spoor.” 

 

“Stay here, Margot,” Macomber said to his wife. His mouth 

was very dry and it was hard for him to talk. 

 

“Why?” she asked. 

 

“Wilson says to.” 

 

“We’re going to have a look,” Wilson said. “You stay her. 

You can see even better from here.” 

 

“All right.” 

 

Wilson spoke in Swahili to the driver. He nodded and said, 

“Yes, Bwana.” 

 

Then they went down the steep bank and across the stream, 

climbing over and around the boulders and up the other bank, 

pulling up by some projecting roots, and along it until they 

found where the lion had been trotting when Macomber first 

shot. There was dark blood on the short grass that the gun-

bearers pointed out with grass stems, and that ran away 

behind the river bank trees. 

 

“What do we do?” asked Macomber. 

 

“Not much choice,” said Wilson. “We can’t bring the car 

over. Bank’s too steep. We’ll let him stiffen up a bit and then 

you and I’ll go in and have a look for him.” 

 

“Can’t we set the grass on fire?” Macomber asked. 

 

“Too green.” 

 

“Can’t we send beaters?” 

 

Wilson looked at him appraisingly. “Of course we can,” he 

said. “But it’s just a touch murderous. You see we know the 

lion’s wounded. You can drive an unwounded lion—he’ll 

move on ahead of a noise—but a wounded lion’s going to 

charge. You can’t see him until you’re right on him. He’ll 

make himself perfectly flat in cover you wouldn’t think 

would hide a hare. You can’t very well send boys in there to 

that sort of a show. Somebody bound to get mauled.”   

 

“What about the gun-bearers?” 

 

“Oh, they’ll go with us. It’s their shauri. You see, they signed 

on for it. They don’t look too happy though, do they?” 

 

“I don’t want to go in there,” said Macomber. It was out 

before he knew he’d said it. 

 

“Neither do I,” said Wilson very cheerily. “Really no choice 

though.” Then, as an afterthought, he glanced at Macomber 

and saw suddenly how he was trembling and the pitiful look 

on his face. 

 

“You don’t have to go in, of course,” he said. “that’s what 

I’m hired for, you know. That’s why I’m so expensive.” 

 

“You mean you’d go in by yourself? Why not leave him 

there?” 

 

Robert Wilson, whose entire occupation had been with the 

lion ands the problem he presented, and who had not been 

thinking about Macomber except to note that he was rather 

windy, suddenly felt as though he had opened the wrong door 
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in a hotel and seen something shameful. 

 

“What do you mean?” 

 

“Why not just leave him?” 

 

“You mean pretend to ourselves he hasn’t been hit?” 

 

“No. Just drop it. 

 

“It isn’t done.” 

 

“Why not?” 

 

“For one thing, he’s certain to be suffering. For another, some 

one else might run on to him.” 

 

“I see.” 

 

“But you don’t have to have anything to do with it.” 

 

“I’d like to,” Macomber said. “I’m just scared, you know.” 

 

“I’ll go ahead when we go in,” Wilson said, “with Kongoni 

tracking. You keep behind me and a little to one side. 

Chances are we’ll hear him growl. If we see him we’ll both 

shoot. Don’t worry about anything. I’ll keep you backed up. 

As a matter of fact, you know, perhaps you’d better not go. It 

might be much better. Why don’t you go over and join the 

Memsahib while I just get it over with?” 

 

“No, I want to go.” 

 

“All right,” said Wilson. “But don’t go in if you don’t want 

to. This is my shauri now, you know.” 

 

“I want to go,” said Macomber. 

 

They sat under a tree and smoked. 

 

“What to go back and speak to the Memsahib while we’re 

waiting?” Wilson asked. 

 

“No.” 

 

“I’ll just step back and tell her to be patient.” 

 

“Good,” said Macomber. He sat there, sweating under his 

arms, his mouth dry, his stomach hollow feeling, wanting to 

find courage to tell Wilson to go on and finish off the lion 

without him. He could not know that Wilson was furious 

because he had not noticed the state he was in earlier and sent 

him back to his wife. While he sat there Wilson came up. “I 

have your big gun,” he said. “Take it. We’ve given him time, 

I think. Come on.” 

 

Macomber took the big gun and Wilson said” 

 

“Keep behind me and about five yards to the right and do 

exactly as I tell you.” Then he spoke in Swahili to the two 

gun-bearers who looked the picture of gloom. 

 

“Let’s go,” he said. 

 

“Could I have a drink of water?” Macomber asked. Wilson 

spoke to the older gun-bearer, who wore a canteen on his 

belt, and the man unbuckled it, unscrewed the top and handed 

it to Macomber, who took it noticing how heavy it seemed 

and how hairy and shoddy the felt covering was in his hand. 

He raised it to drink and looked ahead at the high grass with 

the flat-topped trees behind it. A breeze was blowing toward 

them and the grass rippled gently in the wind. He looked at 

the gun-bearer and he could see the gun-bearer was suffering 

too with fear. 

 

Thirty-five yards into the grass the big lion lay flattened out 

along the ground. His ears where back and his only 

movement was a slight twitching up and down of his long, 

black-tufted tail. He had turned at bay as soon as he had 

reached this cover and he was sick with the wound through 

his full belly, and weakening with the wound through his 

lungs that brought a thin foamy red to his mouth each time he 

breathed. His flanks were wet and hot and flies were on the 

little openings the solid bullets had made in his tawny hide, 

and his big yellow eyes, narrowed with hate, looked straight 

ahead, only blinking when the pain came as he breathed, and 

his claws dug in the soft baked earth. All of him, pain, 

sickness, hatred and all of his remaining strength, was 

tightening into an absolute concentration for a rush. He could 

hear the men talking and he waited, gathering all of himself 

into this preparation for a charge as soon as the men would 

come into the grass. As he heard their voices his tail stiffened 

to twitch up and down, and, as they came into the edge of the 

grass, he made a coughing grunt and charged. 

 

Kongoni, the old gun-bearer, in the lead watching the blood 

spoor, Wilson watching the grass for any movement, his big 

gun ready, the second gun-bearer looking ahead and 

listening, Macomber close to Wilson, his rifle cocked, they 

had just moved into the grass when Macomber hear the 

blood-choked coughing grunt, and saw the swishing rush in 

the grass. The next thing he knew he was running; running 

wildly, in panic in the open, running toward the stream. 

 

He heard the ca-ra-wong! of Wilson’s big rifle, and again in a 

second crashing carawong! and turning saw the lion, horrible-

looking now, with half his head seeming to be gone, crawling 

toward Wilson in the edge of the tall grass while the red-

faced man worked the belt on the short ugly rifle and aimed 

carefully as another blasting carawong! came from the 

muzzle, and the crawling, heavy, yellow bulk of the lion 

stiffened and the huge, mutilated head slid forward and 

Macomber, standing by himself in the clearing where he had 

run, holding a loaded rifle, while two black men and a white 

man looked back at him in contempt, knew the lion was dead. 

He came toward Wilson, his tallness all seeming a naked 

reproach, and Wilson looked at him and said: 

 

“What to take pictures?” 

 

“No,” he said. 

 

That was all any one had said until they reached the motor 

car. Then Wilson had said: 

 

“Hell of a fine lion. Boys will skin him out. We might as well 

stay here in the shade.” 

 

Macomber’s wife had not looked at him nor he at her and he 

had sat by her in the back seat with Wilson sitting in the front 
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seat. Once he had reached over and taken his wife’s hand 

without looking at her and she had removed her hand from 

his. Looking across the stream to where the gun-bearers were 

skinning out the lion he could see that she had been able to 

see the whole thing. While they sat there his wife had reached 

forward and put her hand on Wilson’s shoulder. He turned 

and she had leaned forward over the low seat and kissed him 

on the mouth. 

 

“Oh, I say,” said Wilson, going redder than his natural baked 

color. 

 

“Mr. Robert Wilson,” she said. “The beautiful red-faced Mr. 

Robert Wilson.” 

 

Then she sat down beside Macomber again and looked away 

across the stream to where the lion lay, with uplifted, white-

muscled, tendon-marked naked forearms, and white bloating 

belly, as the black men fleshed away the skin. Finally the 

gun-bearer brought the skin over, wet and heavy, and climbed 

in behind with it, rolling it up before they got in, and the 

motor car started. No one had said anything more until they 

were back in camp. 

 

STOP HERE ON DAY 1 OF READING 
________________________________________________ 

 

That was the story of the lion. Macomber did not know how 

the lion had felt before he started his rush, nor during it when 

the unbelievable smash of the .505 with a muzzle velocity of 

two tons had hit him in the mouth, nor what kept him coming 

after that, when the second ripping crash had smashed his 

hind quarters and he had come crawling on toward the 

crashing, blasting thing that had destroyed him. Wilson knew 

something about it and only expressed it by saying, “Damned 

fine lion,” but Macomber did not know how Wilson felt 

about things either. He did not know how his wife felt except 

that she was through with him. 

 

His wife had been through with him before but it never 

lasted. He was very wealthy, and would be much wealthier, 

and he knew she would not leave him ever now. That was 

one of the few things that he really knew. He knew about 

that, about motorcycles—that was earliest—about motor cars, 

about duck-shooting, about fishing, trout, salmon and big-

sea, about sex in books, many books, too many books, about 

all court games, about dogs, not much about horses, about 

hanging on to his money, about most of the other things his 

world dealt in, and about his wife not leaving him. His wife 

had been a great beauty and she was still a great beauty in 

Africa, but she was not a great enough beauty any more at 

home to be able to leave him and better herself and she knew 

it and he knew it. She had missed the chance to leave him and 

he knew it. If he had been better with women she would 

probably have started to worry about him getting another 

new, beautiful wife; but she knew too much about him to 

worry about him either. Also he had always had a great 

tolerance which seemed the nicest thing about him if it were 

not the most sinister. 

 

All in all they were known as a comparatively happily 

married couple, one of those whose disruption is often 

rumored but never occurs, and as the society columnist put it, 

they were adding more than a spice of adventure to their 

much envied and ever enduring romance by a Safari in what 

was known as Darkest Africa until the Martin Johnsons 

lighted it on so many silver screens where they were pursuing 

Old Simba the lion, the buffalo, Tembo the elephant and as 

well collecting specimens for the Museum of Natural History. 

This same columnist had reported them on the verge as least 

three times in the past and they had been. But they always 

made it up. They had a sound basis of union. Margot was too 

beautiful for Macomber to divorce her and Macomber had 

too much money for Margot ever to leave him. 

 

It was now about three o’clock in the morning and Francis 

Macomber, who had been asleep a little while after he had 

stopped thinking about the lion, wakened and then slept 

again, woke suddenly, frightened in a dream of the bloody-

headed lion standing over him, and listening while his heart 

pounded, he realized that his wife was not in the other cot in 

the tent. He lay awake with the knowledge of two hours. 

 

At the end of that time his wife came into the tent, lifted her 

mosquito bar and crawled cozily into bed. 

 

“Where have you been?” Macomber asked in the darkness. 

 

“Hello,” she said. “Are you awake?” 

 

“Where have you been?” 

 

“I just went out to get a breath of air.” 

 

“You did, like hell.” 

 

“What do you want me to say, darling?” 

 

“Where have you been?” 

 

“Out to get a breath of air.” 

 

“That’s a new name for it. You are a bitch.” 

 

“Well, you’re coward.” 

 

“All right,” he said. “What of it?” 

 

“Nothing as far as I’m concerned. But please let’s not talk, 

darling, because I’m very sleepy.” 

 

“You think that I’ll take anything.” 

 

“I know you will, sweet.” 

 

“Well, I won’t.” 

 

“Please, darling, let’s not talk. I’m so very sleepy.” 

 

“There wasn’t going to be any of that. You promised there 

wouldn’t be.” 

 

“Well, there is now,” she said sweetly. 

 

“You said if we made this trip that there would be none of 

that. You promised.” 

 

“Yes, darling. That’s the way I meant it to be. But the trip 

was spoiled yesterday. We don’t have to talk about it, do 

we?” 
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“You don’t wait long when you have an advantage, do you?” 

 

“Please let’s not talk. I’m so sleepy, darling.” 

 

“I’m going to talk.” 

 

“Don’t mind me then, because I’m going to sleep.” And she 

did. 

 

At breakfast they were all three at the table before daylight 

and Francis Macomber found that, of all the many men that 

he had hated, he hated Robert Wilson the most. 

 

“Sleep well?” Wilson asked in his throaty voice, filling a 

pipe. 

 

“Did you?” 

 

“Topping,” the white hunter told him. 

 

You bastard, thought Macomber, you insolent bastard. 

 

So she woke him when she came in, Wilson thought, looking 

at them both with his flat, cold eyes. Well, why doesn’t he 

keep his wife where she belongs?” What does he think I am, 

a bloody plaster saint? Let him keep her where she belongs. 

It’s his own fault. 

 

“Do you think we’ll find buffalo?” Margot asked, pushing 

away a dish of apricots.” 

 

“Chance of it,” Wilson said and smiled at her. “Why don’t 

you stay in camp?” 

 

“Not for anything,” she told him. 

 

“Why not order her to stay in camp?” Wilson said to 

Macomber. 

 

“Your order her,” said Macomber coldly. 

 

“Let’s not have any ordering, nor,” turning to Macomber, 

“any silliness, Francis,” Margot said quite pleasantly. 

 

“Are you ready to start?” Macomber asked. 

 

“Any time,” Wilson told him. “Do you want the Memsahib to 

go?” 

 

“Does it make any difference whether I do or not?” 

 

The hell with it, thought Robert Wilson. The utter complete 

hell with it. So this is what it’s going to be like. Well, this is 

what it’s going to be like, then. 

 

“Makes no difference,” he said. 

 

“You’re sure you wouldn’t like to stay in camp with her 

yourself and let me go out and hunt the buffalo? Macomber 

asked. 

 

“Can’t do that,” said Wilson. “Wouldn’t talk rot if I were 

you.” 

 

“I’m not talking rot. I’m disgusted.” 

 

“Bad word, disgusted.” 

 

“Francis, will you please try to speak sensibly!” his wife said. 

 

“I speak too damned sensibly,” Macomber said. “Did you 

ever eat such filthy food?” 

 

“Something wrong with the food?” asked Wilson quietly. 

 

“No more than with everything else.” 

 

“I’d pull yourself together, laddybuck,” Wilson said very 

quietly. “There’s a boy waits at table that understands a little 

English.” 

 

“The hell with him.” 

 

Wilson stood up and puffing on his pipe strolled away, 

speaking a few words in Swahili to one of the gun-bearers 

who was standing waiting for him. Macomber and his wife 

sat on at the table. He was staring at his coffee cup. 

 

“If you make a scene I’ll leave you, darling,” Margot said 

quietly. 

 

“No, you won’t.” 

 

“You can try it and see.” 

 

“You won’t leave me.” 

 

“No,” she said. “I won’t leave you and you’ll behave 

yourself.” 

 

“Behave myself? That’s a way to talk. Behave myself.” 

 

“Yes. Behave yourself.” 

 

“Why don’t you try behaving?” 

 

“I’ve tried it so long. So very long.” 

 

“I hate that red-faced swine,” Macomber said. “I loathe the 

sight of him.” 

 

“He’s really very nice.” 

 

“Oh, shut up,” Macomber almost shouted. Just then the car 

came up and stopped in front of the dining tent and the driver 

and the two gun-bearers got out. Wilson walked over and 

looked at the husband and wife sitting there at the table. 

 

“Going, shooting?” he asked. 

 

“Yes,” said Macomber, standing up. “Yes.” 

 

“Better bring a woolly. It will be cool in the car,” Wilson 

said. 

 

“I’ll get my leather jacket,” Margot said. 

 

“The boy has it,” Wilson told her. He climbed into the front 

with the driver and Francis Macomber and his wife sat, not 

speaking, in the back seat. 
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Hope the silly beggar doesn’t take a notion to blow the back 

of my head off, Wilson thought to himself. Women are a 

nuisance on safari. 

 

The car was grinding down to cross the river at a pebbly ford 

in the gray daylight and then climbed, angling up the steep 

bank, where Wilson had ordered a way shoveled out the day 

before so they could reach the parklike wooded rolling 

country on the far side. 

 

It was a good morning, Wilson thought. There was a heavy 

dew and as the wheels went through the grass and low bushes 

he could smell the odor of the crushed fronds. It was an odor 

like verbena and he liked this early morning smell of the dew, 

the crushed bracken and the look of the tree trunks showing 

black through the early morning mist, as the car made its way 

through the untracked, parklike country. He had put the two 

in the back seat out of his mind now and was thinking about 

buffalo. The buffalo that he was after stayed in the daytime in 

a thick swamp where it was impossible to get a shot, but in 

the night they fed out into an open stretch of country and if he 

could come between them and their swamp with the car, 

Macomber would have a good chance at them in the open. He 

did not want to hunt buff or anything else with Macomber at 

all, but he was a professional hunter and he had hunted with 

some rare ones in his time. If they got buff today there would 

only be rhino to come and the poor man would have gone 

through his dangerous game and things might pick up. He’d 

have nothing more to do with the woman and Macomber 

would get over that too. He must have gone through plenty of 

that before by the look of things. Poor beggar. He must have 

a way of getting over it. Well, it was the poor sod’s own 

bloody fault. 

 

He, Robert Wilson, carried a double size cot on safari to 

accommodate any windfalls he might receive. He had hunted 

for a certain clientele, the international, fast, sporting set, 

where the women did not feel they were getting their 

money’s worth unless they had shared that cot with the white 

hunter. He despised them when he was away from them 

although he liked some of them well enough at the time, but 

he made his living by them; and their standards were his 

standards as long as they were hiring him. 

 

They were his standards in all except the shooting. He had his 

own standards about the killing and they could live up to 

them or get some one else to hunt them. He knew, too, that 

they all respected him for this. This Macomber was an odd 

one though. Damned if he wasn’t. Now the wife. Well, the 

wife. Yes, the wife. Hm, the wife. Well he’s dropped all that. 

He looked around at them. Macomber sat grim and furious. 

Margot smiled at him. She looked younger today, more 

innocent and fresher and not so professionally beautiful. 

What’s in her heart God knows, Wilson thought. She hadn’t 

talked much last night. At that it was a pleasure to see her. 

 

The motor car climbed up a slight rise and went on through 

the trees and then out into a grassy prairie-like opening and 

kept in the shelter of the trees along the edge, the driver going 

slowly and Wilson looking carefully out across the prairie 

and all along its far side. He stopped the car and studied the 

opening with his field glasses. Then he motioned to the driver 

to go on and the car moved slowly along, the driver avoiding 

wart-hog holes and driving around the mud castles ants had 

built. Then, looking across the opening, Wilson suddenly 

turned and said, 

 

“By God, there they are!” 

 

And looking where he pointed, while the car jumped forward 

and Wilson spoke in rapid Swahili to the driver, Macomber 

saw three huge, black animals looking almost cylindrical in 

their long heaviness, like big black tank cars, moving at a 

gallop across the far edge of the open prairie. They moved at 

a stiff-necked, stiff bodied gallop and he could see the 

upswept wide black horns on their heads as they galloped 

heads out; the heads not moving. 

 

“They’re three old bulls,” Wilson said. “We’ll cut them off 

before they get to the swamp.” 

 

The car was going a wild forty-five miles an hour across the 

open and as Macomber watched, the buffalo got bigger and 

bigger until he could see the gray, hairless, scabby look of 

one huge bull and how his neck was a part of his shoulders 

and the shiny black of his horns as he galloped a little behind 

the others that were strung out in that steady plunging gait; 

and then, the car swaying as though it had just jumped a road, 

they drew up close ands he could see the plunging hugeness 

of the bull, and the dust in his sparsely haired hide, the wide 

boss of horn and his outstretched, wide-nostrilled muzzle, 

and he was raising his rifle when Wilson shouted, “Not from 

the car, you fool!” and he had no fear, only hatred of Wilson, 

while the brakes clamped on and the car skidded, plowing 

sideways to an almost stop and Wilson was out on one side 

and he on the other, stumbling as his feet hit the still 

speeding-by of the earth, and then he was shooting at the bull 

as he moved away, hearing the bullets whunk into him, 

emptying his riffle at him as he moved steadily away, finally 

remembering to get his shots forward into the shoulder, and 

as he fumbled to reload, he saw the bull was down. Down on 

his knees, his big head tossing, and seeing the other two still 

galloping he shot at the leader and hit him. He shot again and 

missed and he heard the carawonging roar as Wilson shot and 

saw the leading bull slide forward onto his nose. 

 

“Get that other,” Wilson said. “Now you’re shooting!” 

 

But the other bull was moving steadily at the same gallop and 

he missed, throwing a spout of dirt, and Wilson missed and 

the dust rose in a cloud and Wilson shouted, “Come on.” 

He’s too far!” and grabbed his arm and they were in the car 

again, Macomber and Wilson hanging on the sides and 

rocketing swayingly over the uneven ground, drawing up on 

the steady, plunging, heavy-necked, straight-moving gallop 

of the bull. 

 

They were behind him and Macomber was filling his rifle, 

dropping shells onto the ground, jamming it, clearing the jam, 

then they were almost up with the bull when Wilson yelled 

“Stop,” and the car skidded so that it almost swung over and 

Macomber fell forward as he aimed into the galloping, 

rounded black back, aimed and shot again, then again, then 

again, and the bullets, all of them hitting, had no effect on the 

buffalo that he could see. Then Wilson shot, the roar 

deafening him, and he could see the bull stagger. Macomber 

shot again, aiming carefully, and down he came, onto his 

knees. 
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“All right,” Wilson said. “Nice work. That’s the three.” 

 

Macomber felt a drunken elation. 

 

“How many times did you shoot?” he asked. 

 

“Just three,” Wilson said. “You killed the first bull. The 

biggest one. I helped you finish the other two. Afraid they 

might have got into cover. You had them killed. I was just 

mopping up a little. You shot damn well. 

 

“Let’s go to the car,” said Macomber. “I want a drink.” 

 

“Got to finish off that buff first,” Wilson told him. The 

buffalo was on his knees and he jerked his head furiously and 

bellowed in pig-eyed, roaring rage as they came toward him. 

 

“Watch he doesn’t get up,” Wilson said. Then, “Get a little 

broadside and take him in the neck just behind the ear.” 

 

Macomber aimed carefully at the center of the huge, jerking, 

rage-driven neck and shot. At the shot the head dropped 

forward. 

 

“That does it,” said Wilson. “Got the spine. They’re a hell of 

a fine-looking thing, aren’t they?” 

 

“Let’s get the drink,” said Macomber. In his life he had never 

felt so good. 

 

“In the car Macomber’s wife sat very white-faced. “You were 

marvelous, darling,” she said to Macomber. “What a ride.” 

 

“Was it rough?” Wilson asked. 

 

“It was frightful. I’ve never been more frightened in my life.” 

 

“Let’s all have a drink,” Macomber said. 

 

“By all means,” said Wilson. “Give it to the Memsahib.” She 

drank the neat whisky from the flask and shuddered a little 

when she swallowed. She handed the flask to Macomber who 

handed it to Wilson. 

 

“It was frightfully exciting,” she said. “It’s given me a 

dreadful headache. I didn’t know you were allowed to shoot 

them from cars though.” 

 

“No one shot from cars,” said Wilson coldly. 

 

“I mean chase them from cars.” 

 

“Wouldn’t ordinarily,” Wilson said. “Seemed sporting 

enough to me though while we were doing it. Taking more 

chance driving that way across the plain full of holes and one 

thing and another than hunting on foot. Buffalo could have 

charged us each time we shot if he liked.  Gave him every 

chance. Wouldn’t mention it to anyone though. It’s illegal if 

that’s what you mean.” 

 

“It seemed very unfair to me,” Margot said, “chasing those 

big helpless things in a motor car.” 

 

“Did it?” said Wilson. 

 

“What would happen if they heard about it in Nairobi?” 

 

“I’d lose my license for one thing. Other unpleasantnesses,” 

Wilson said, taking a drink from the flask. “I’d be out of 

business.” 

 

“Really?” 

 

“Well,” said Macomber, and he smiled for the first time all 

day.      “Now she has something on you.” 

 

“You have such a pretty way of putting things, Francis,” 

Margot Macomber said. Wilson looked at them both. If a 

four-letter man marries a five-letter woman, he was thinking, 

what number of letters would their children be? What he said 

was, “We lost a gun-bearer. Did you notice it?” 

 

“My God, no,” Macomber said. 

 

“Here he comes,” Wilson said. “He’s all right. He must have 

fallen off when we left the first bull.” 

 

Approaching them was the middle-aged gun-bearer, limping 

along in his knitted cap, khaki tunic, shorts and rubber 

sandals, gloomy-faced and disgusted looking. As he came up 

he called out to Wilson in Swahili and they all saw the 

change in the white hunter’s face. 

 

“What does he say?” asked Margot. 

 

“He says the first bull got up and went into the bush,” Wilson 

said with no expression in his voice. 

 

“Oh,” said Macomber blankly. 

 

“Then it’s going to be just like the lion,” said Margot, full of 

anticipation. 

 

“It’s not going to be a dammed bit like the lion,” Wilson told 

her. “Did you want another drink Macomber?” 

 

“Thanks, yes, Macomber said. He expected the feeling he had 

had about the lion to come back but it did not. For the first 

time in his life he rally felt wholly without fear. Instead of 

fear he had a feeling of definite elation. 

 

“We’ll go and have a look at the second bull,” Wilson said. 

“I’ll tell the driver to put the car in the shade.” 

 

“What are you going to do?” asked Margaret Macomber. 

 

“Take a look at the buff,” Wilson said. 

 

“I’ll come.” 

 

“Come along.” 

 

The three of them walked over to where the second buffalo 

bulked blackly in the open, head forward on the grass, the 

massive horns swung wide. 

 

“He’s a very good head,” Wilson said. “That’s close to a 

fifty-inch spread.” 

 

Macomber was looking at him with delight. 
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“He’s hateful looking,” said Margot. “Can‘t we go into the 

shade?” 

 

“Of course,” Wilson said. “Look,” he said to Macomber, and 

pointed. “See that patch of bush?” 

 

“Yes.” 

 

“That’s where the first bull went in. The gun-bearer said 

when he fell off the bull was down. He was watching us 

helling along and the other two buff galloping. When he 

looked up there was the bull up and looking at him. Gun-

bearer ran like hell and the bull went off slowly into the 

bush.” 

 

“Can we go in after him now?” asked Macomber eagerly. 

 

Wilson looked at him appraisingly. Damned if this isn’t a 

strange one, he thought. Yesterday he’s scared sick and today 

he’s a ruddy fire eater. 

 

“No, we’ll give him a while.” 

 

“Let’s please go into the shade,” Margot said. Her face was 

white and she looked ill. 

 

They made their way to the car where it stood under a single, 

wide-spreading tree and all climbed in. 

 

“Chances are he’s dead in there,” Wilson remarked. “After a 

little we’ll have a look.” 

 

Macomber felt a wild unreasonable happiness that he had 

never known before. 

 

“By God, that was a chase,”  he said. “I’ve never felt any 

such feeling. Wasn’t it marvelous, Margot?” 

 

“I hated it.” 

 

“Why?” 

 

“I hated it,” she said bitterly. “I loathed it.” 

 

“You know I don’t think I’d ever be afraid of anything 

again,” Macomber said to Wilson. “Something happened in 

me after we first saw the buff and started after him. Like a 

dam bursting. It was pure excitement.” 

 

“Cleans out your liver,” said Wilson.” Damn funny things 

happen to people.” 

 

Macomber’s face was shining. “You know something did 

happen to me,” he said. “I feel absolutely different.” 

 

His wife said nothing and eyed him strangely. She was sitting 

far back in the seat and Macomber was sitting forward 

talking to Wilson who turned sideways talking over the back 

of the front seat. 

 

“You know, I’d like to try another lion,” Macomber said. 

“I’m really not afraid of them now. After all, what can they 

do to you?” 

 

“That’s it,” said Wilson. “Worst one can do is kill you. How 

does it go? Shakespeare. Damned good. See if I can 

remember. Oh, damned good. Used to quote it to myself at 

one time. Let’s see. ‘By my troth, I care not; a man can die 

but once; we owe God a death and let it go which way it will 

he that dies this year is quit for the next.’ Damned fine, oh?”    

 

He was very embarrassed, having brought out this thing he 

had lived by, but he had seen men come of age before and it 

always moved him. It was not a matter of their twenty-first 

birthday. 

 

It had taken a strange chance of hunting, a sudden 

precipitation into action without opportunity for worrying 

beforehand, to bring this about with Macomber, but 

regardless of how it had happened it had most certainly 

happened. Look at the beggar now, Wilson thought. It’s that 

some of them stay little boys so long, Wilson thought. 

Sometimes all their lives. Their figures stay boyish when 

they’re fifty. The great American boy-men. Damned strange 

people. But he like this Macomber now. Damned strange 

fellow. Probably meant the end of cuckoldry too. Well, that 

would be a damned good thing. Damned good thing. Beggar 

had probably been afraid all his life. Don’t know what started 

it. But over now. Hadn’t had time to be afraid with the buff. 

That and being angry too. Motor car too. Motor cars made it 

familiar. Be a damn fire eater now. He’d seen it in the war 

work the same way. More of a change than any loss of 

virginity. Fear gone like an operation. Something else grew in 

its place. Main thing a man had. Made him into a man. 

Women knew it too. No bloody fear. 

 

From the far corner of the seat Margaret Macomber looked at 

the two of them. There was no change in Wilson. She saw 

Wilson as she had seen him the day before when she had first 

realized what his great talent was. But she saw the change in 

Francis Macomber now. 

 

“Do you have that feeling of happiness about what’s going to 

happen?” Macomber asked, still exploring his new wealth. 

 

“You’re not supposed to mention it,” Wilson said, looking in 

the other’s face. “Much more fashionable to say you’re 

scared. Mind you, you’ll be scared too, plenty of times.” 

 

But you have a feeling of happiness about action to come?” 

 

“Yes,” said Wilson. “There’s that. Doesn’t do to talk too 

much about all this. Talk the whole thing away. No pleasure 

in anything if you mouth it up too much. 

 

“You’re both talking rot,” said Margot. “Just because you’ve 

chased some helpless animals in a motor car you talk like 

heroes. 

 

“Sorry,” said Wilson. “I have been gassing too much.” She’s 

worried about it already, he thought. 

 

“If you don’t know what we’re talking about why not keep 

out of it?” Macomber asked his wife. 

 

“You’ve gotten awfully brave, awfully suddenly,” his wife 

said contemptuously, but her contempt was not secure. She 

was very afraid of something. 
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Macomber laughed, a very natural hearty laugh. “You know I 

have,” he said. “I really have.” 

 

“Isn’t it sort of late?” Margot said bitterly. Because she had 

done the best she could for many years back and the way they 

were together now was no one person’s fault. 

 

“Not for me,” said Macomber. 

 

Margot said nothing but sat back in the corner of the seat. 

 

“Do you think we’ve given him time enough?” Macomber 

asked Wilson cheerfully. 

 

“We might have a look,” Wilson said. “Have you any solids 

left?” 

 

“The gun-bearer has some.” 

 

Wilson called in Swahili and the older gun-bearer, who was 

skinning out one of the heads, straightened up, pulled a box 

of solids out of his pocket end brought them over to 

Macomber, who filled his magazine and put the remaining 

shells in his pocket. 

 

“You might as well shoot the Springfield,” Wilson said. 

“You’re used to it. We’ll leave the Mannlicher in the car with 

the Memsahib.  Your gun-bearer can carry your heavy gun. 

I’ve this damned cannon. Now let me tell you about them.” 

He had saved this until the last because he did not want to 

worry Macomber. “When a buff comes he comes with his 

head high and thrust straight out. The boss of the horns 

covers any sort of a brain shot. The only shot is straight into 

the nose. The only other shot is into his chest or, if you’re to 

one side, into the neck or the shoulders. After they’ve been 

hit once they take a hell of a lot of killing. Don’t try anything 

fancy. Take the easiest shot there is. They’ve finished 

skinning out that head now. Should we get started?” 

 

He called to the gun-bearers, who came up wiping their 

hands, and the older one got into the back. 

 

“I’ll only take Kongoni,” Wilson said. “The other can watch 

to keep the birds away.” 

 

As the car moved slowly across the open space toward the 

island of brushy trees that ran in a tongue of foliage along a 

dry water course that cut the open swale, Macomber felt his 

heart pounding and his mouth was dry again, but it was 

excitement, not fear. 

 

“Here’s where he went in,” Wilson said. Then to the gun-

bearer in Swahili, “Take the blood spoor.” 

 

The car was parallel to the patch of bush. Macomber, Wilson 

and the gun-bearer got down. Macomber, looking back, saw 

his wife, with the rifle by her side, looking at him. He waved 

to her and she did not wave back. 

 

The brush was very thick ahead and the ground was dry. The 

middle-aged gun-bearer was sweating heavily and Wilson 

had his hat down over his eyes and his red neck showed just 

ahead of Macomber. Suddenly the gun-bearer said something 

in Swahili to Wilson and ran forward. 

 

“He’s dead in there,” Wilson said. “Good work,” and he 

turned to grip. Macomber’s hand and as they shook hands, 

grinning at each other, the gun-bearer shouted wildly and 

they saw him coming out of the bush sideways, fast as a crab, 

and the bull coming, nose out, mouth tight closed, blood 

dripping, missive head straight out, coming in a charge, his 

little pig eyes bloodshot as he looked at them. Wilson who 

was ahead was kneeling shooting, and Macomber, as he fired, 

unhearing his shot in the roaring of Wilson’s gun, saw 

fragments like slate burst from the huge boss of the horns, 

and the head jerked, he shot again at the wide nostrils and 

saw the horns jolt again and fragment fly, and he did not see 

Wilson now and, aiming carefully, shot again with the 

buffalo’s huge bulk almost on him and his rifle almost level 

with the on-coming head, nose out, and he could see the little 

wicked eyes and the head started to lower and he felt a 

sudden white-hot, blinding flash explode inside his head and 

that was all he ever felt. 

 

Wilson had ducked to one side to get in a shoulder shot. 

Macomber had stood solid and shot for the nose, shooting a 

touch high each time and hitting the heavy horns, splintering 

and chipping them like hitting a slate roof, and Mrs. 

Macomber, in the car, had shot at the buffalo with the 6.5 

Mannlicher as it seemed about to gore Macomber and had hit 

her husband about two inches up and a little to one side of the 

base of his skull. 

 

Francis Macomber lay now, face down, not two yards from 

where the buffalo lay on his side and his wife knelt over him 

with Wilson beside her. 

 

“I wouldn’t turn him over,” Wilson said. 

 

The woman was crying hysterically. 

 

“I’d get back in the car,” Wilson said. “Where’s the rifle?” 

 

She shook her head, her face contorted. The gun-bearer 

picked up the rifle. 

 

Leave it as it is,” said Wilson. Then, “Go get Abdulla so that 

he may witness the manner of the accident.” 

 

He knelt down, took a handkerchief from his pocket, and 

spread it over Francis Macomber’s crew-cropped head where 

it lay. The blood sank into the dry, loose earth. 

 

Wilson stood up and saw the buffalo on his side, his legs out, 

his thinly-haired belly crawling with ticks. “Hell of a good 

bull,” his brain registered automatically. “A good fifty inches, 

or better. Better.” He called to the driver and told him to 

spread a blanket over the body and stay by it. Then he walked 

over to the motor car where the woman sat crying in the 

corner. 

 

“That was a pretty thing to do,” he said in a toneless voice. 

“He would have left you too.” 

 

“Stop it,” she said. 

 

“Of course it’s an accident,” he said. “I know that.” 

 

“Stop it,” she said. 
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“Don’t worry,” he said. “There will be a certain amount of 

unpleasantness but I will have some photographs taken that 

will be very useful at the inquest. There’s the testimony of 

the gun-bearer and the driver too. You’re perfectly all right.” 

 

“Stop it,” she said. 

 

“There’s a hell of a lot to be done,” he said. “And I’ll have to 

send a truck off to the lake to wireless for a plane to take the 

three of us into Nairobi. Why didn’t you poison him? That’s 

what they do in England.” 

 

“Stop it. Stop it. Stop it,” the woman cried. 

 

Wilson looked at her with his flat blue eyes. 

 

“I’m through now,” he said. “I was a little angry. I’d begun to 

like your husband.” 

 

“Oh, please stop it,” she said. “Please, please stop it.” 

 

“That’s better,” Wilson said. “Please is much better. Now I’ll 

stop.” 
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Soldier’s Home 
 

“Soldier’s Home” is from Hemingway’s first collection, In Our Time (1925).  It displays Hemingway’s powerful style 

and also the usual near-plotless narratives of his early stories.  Hemingway believed that in his best stories he left out a 

crucial detail or idea, but that the audience implicitly understood it anyway.  Hemingway’s modern style and plotting 

were among the most influential literary innovations of the twentieth century. 

 

 
Krebs went to the war from a Methodist1 college in Kansas.  

There is a picture which shows him among his fraternity 

brothers, all of them wearing exactly the same height and 

style collar.  He enlisted in the Marines in 1917 and did not 

return to the United States until the second division returned 

from the Rhine in the summer of 1919. 

 There is a picture which shows him on the Rhine2 with 

two German girls and another corporal.  Krebs and the 

corporal look too big for their uniforms.  The German girls 

are not beautiful.  The Rhine does not show in the picture. 

 By the time Krebs returned to his home town in 

Oklahoma the greeting of heroes was over.  He came back 

much too late.  The men from the town who had been drafted 

had all been welcomed elaborately on their return.  There had 

been a great deal of hysteria.  Now the reaction had set in.  

People seemed to think it was rather ridiculous for Krebs to 

be getting back so late, years after the war was over. 

 At first Krebs, who had been at Belleau Wood, Soissons, 

the Champagne, St. Mihiel, and in the Argonne3 did not want 

to talk about the war at all.  Later he felt the need to talk but 

no one wanted to hear about it.  His town had heard too many 

atrocity4 stories to be thrilled by actualities.  Krebs found that 

to be listened to at all he had to lie, and after he had done this 

twice he, too, had a reaction against the war and against 

talking about it.  A distaste for everything that had happened 

to him in the war set in because of the lies he had told.  All of 

the times that had been able to make him feel cool and clear 

inside himself when he thought of them; the times so long 

back when he had done the one thing, the only thing for a 

man to do, easily and naturally, when he might have done 

something else, now lost their cool, valuable quality and then 

were lost themselves. 

 His lies were quite unimportant lies and consisted in 

attributing to himself things other men had seen, done, or 

heard of, and stating as facts certain apocryphal5 incidents 

familiar to all solider.  Even his lies were not sensational at 

the pool room.  His acquaintances, who had heard detailed 

accounts of German women found chained to machine guns 

in the Argonne forest and who could not comprehend, or 

were barred by their patriotism from interest in, any German 

                                                           
1
 Methodist—member of the Protestant denomination 

founded in the 1700s upon the teachings of John 

Wesley, which protested against the dominance over 

worship in the Anglican Church. 
2
 Rhine—river flowing from central Switzerland 

through Germany to the North Sea. 
3
 Belleau Wood…Argonne—places in northern France 

where the U.S. Army had fought bloody battles during 

the war. 
4
 atrocity—relating to an act of violence by an enemy 

armed force on civilians or prisoners. 
5
 apocryphal—fictitious. 

machine gunners who were not chained, were not thrilled by 

his stories. 

 Krebs acquired the nausea in regard to experience that is 

the result of untruth or exaggeration, and when he 

occasionally met another man who had really been a soldier 

and they talked a few minutes in the dressing room at a dance 

he fell into the easy pose of the old soldier among other 

soldiers: that he had been badly, sickeningly frightened all 

the time.  In this way he lost everything. 

 During this time, it was late summer, he was sleeping 

late in bed, getting up to walk down town to the library to get 

a book, eating lunch at home, reading on the front porch until 

he became bored, and then walking down through the town to 

spend the hottest hours of the day in the cool dark of the pool 

room.  He loved to play pool. 

 In the evening he practiced on his clarinet, strolled down 

town, read, and went to bed.  He was still a hero to his town 

young sisters.  His mother would have given him breakfast in 

bed if he had wanted it.  She often came in when he was in 

bed and asked him to tell her about the war, but her attention 

always wandered.  His father was noncommittal.6 

 Before Krebs went away to the war he had never been 

allowed to drive the family motor car.  His father was in the 

real estate business and always wanted the car to be at his 

command when he required it to take clients out into the 

country  to show them a piece of farm property.  The car 

always stood outside the First National Bank building where 

his father had an office on the second floor.  Now, after the 

war, it was still the same car. 

 Nothing was changed in the town except that the young 

girls had grown up.  But they lived in such a complicated 

world of already defined alliances and shifting feuds that 

Krebs did not feel the energy or the courage to break into it.  

He liked to look at them, though.  There were so many good-

looking young girls.  Most of them had their hair cut short.  

When he went away only little girls wore their hair like that 

or girls that were fast.  They all wore sweaters and shirt 

waists with round Dutch collars.  It was a pattern.  He liked to 

look at them from the front porch as they walked on the other 

side of the street.  He liked to watch them walking under the 

shade of the trees.  He liked the round Dutch collars above 

their sweaters.  He liked their silk stockings and flat shoes.  

He liked their bobbed7 hair and the way they walked. 

 When he was in town their appeal to him was not very 

strong.  He did not like them when he saw them in the 

Greek’s ice cream parlor.  He did not want them themselves 

really.  They were too complicated.  There was something 

else.  Vaguely he wanted a girl but he did not want to have to 

work to get her.  He would have liked to have a girl but he 

did not want to have to spend a long time getting her.  He did 

not want to get into the intrigue and the politics.  He did not 
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want to have to do any courting.  He did not want to tell any 

more lies.  It wasn’t worth it. 

 He did not want any consequences.  He did not want any 

consequences ever again.  He wanted to live along without 

consequences.  Besides he did not really need a girl.  The 

army had taught him that.  It was all right to pose as though 

you had to have a girl.  Nearly everybody did that.  But it 

wasn’t true.  You did not need a girl.  That was the funny 

thing.  First a fellow boasted how girls mean nothing to him, 

that he never thought of them that they could not touch him.  

Then a fellow boasted that he could not get along without 

girls, that he had to have them all the time, that he could not 

go to sleep without them. 

 That was all a lie.  It was all a lie both ways.  You did 

not need a girl unless you thought about them.  He learned 

that in the army.  Then sooner or later you always got one.  

When you were really ripe for a girl you always got one.  

You did not have to think about it.  Sooner or later it would 

come.  He had learned that in the army. 

 Now he would have liked a girl if she had come to him 

and not wanted to talk.  But here at home it was all too 

complicated.  He knew he could never get through it all 

again.  It was not worth the trouble.  That was the thing about 

French girls and German girls.  There was not all this talking.  

You couldn’t talk much and you did not need to talk.  It was 

simple and you were friends.  He thought about France and 

then he began to think about Germany.  On the whole he had 

liked Germany better.  He did not want to come home.  Still, 

he had come home.  He sat on the front porch. 

He liked the girls that were walking along the other 

side of the street. He liked the look of them much better than 

the French girls or the German girls. But the world they were 

in was not the world he was in. He would like to have one of 

them. But it was not worth it. They were such a nice pattern. 

He liked the pattern. It was exciting. But he would not go 

through all the talking. He did not want one badly enough. 

He liked to look at them all, though. It was not worth it. Not 

now when things were getting good again.  

He sat there on the porch reading a book on the 

war. It was a history and he was reading about all the 

engagements he had been in. It was the most interesting 

reading he had ever done. He wished there were more maps. 

He looked forward with a good feeling to reading all the 

really good histories when they would come out with good 

detail maps. Now he was really learning about the war. He 

had been a good soldier. That made a difference.  

One morning after he had been home about a 

month his mother came into his bedroom and sat on the bed. 

She smoothed her apron. 

"I had a talk with your father last night, Harold," 

she said, "and he is willing for you to take the car out in the 

evenings." 

"Yeah?" said Krebs, who was not fully awake. 

"Take the car out? Yeah?" 

"Yes. Your father has felt for some time that you 

should be able to take the car out in the evenings whenever 

you wished but we only talked it over last night." 

"I'll bet you made him," Krebs said. 

"No. It was your father's suggestion that we talk the 

matter over." 

"Yeah. I'll bet you made him," Krebs sat up in bed. 

"Will you come down to breakfast, Harold?" his 

mother said. 

"As soon as I get my clothes on," Krebs said. 

His mother went out of the room and he could hear 

her frying something downstairs while he washed, shaved 

and dressed to go down into the dining-room for breakfast. 

While he was eating breakfast, his sister brought in the mail. 

"Well, Hare," she said. "You old sleepy-head. What 

do you ever get up for?" 

Krebs looked at her. He liked her. She was his best sister. 

"Have you got the paper?" he asked. 

She handed him The Kansas City Star and he 

shucked off its brown wrapper and opened it to the sporting 

page. He folded The Star open and propped it against the 

water pitcher with his cereal dish to steady it, so he could 

read while he ate. 

"Harold," his mother stood in the kitchen doorway, 

"Harold, please don't muss up the paper. Your father can't 

read his Star if it’s been mussed." 

"I won't muss it," Krebs said. 

His sister sat down at the table and watched him 

while he read.  

"We're playing indoor over at school this 

afternoon," she said. "I'm going to pitch." 

"Good," said Krebs. "How's the old wing8?"  

"I can pitch better than lots of the boys. I tell them 

all you taught me. The other girls aren't much good."  

"Yeah?" said Krebs. 

"I tell them all you're my beau9. Aren't you my 

beau, Hare?" 

"You bet." 

"Couldn't your brother really be your beau just 

because he's your brother?"  

"I don't know." 

"Sure you know. Couldn't you be my beau, Hare, if 

I was old enough and if you wanted to?" 

"Sure. You're my girl now." 

"Am I really your girl?"  

"Sure."  

"Do you love me?" 

"Uh, huh."  

"Do you love me always?" 

"Sure." 

"Will you come over and watch me play indoor?" 

"Maybe." 

"Aw, Hare, you don't love me. If you loved me, 

you'd want to come over and watch me play indoor." 

Krebs's mother came into the dining-room from the 

kitchen. She carried a plate with two fried eggs and some 

crisp bacon on it and a plate of buckwheat cakes. 

"You run along, Helen," she said. "I want to talk to 

Harold." 

She put the eggs and bacon down in front of him 

and brought in a jug of maple syrup for the buckwheat cakes. 

Then she sat down across the table from Krebs. 

"I wish you'd put down the paper a minute, 

Harold," she said. 

Krebs took down the paper and folded it. 

"Have you decided what you are going to do yet, 

Harold?" his mother said, taking off her glasses. 

"No," said Krebs. 

"Don't you think it's about time?" His mother did 

not say this in a mean way. She seemed worried. 

"I hadn't thought about it," Krebs said. 
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"God has some work for every one to do," his 

mother said. "There can be no idle hands in His Kingdom." 

"I'm not in His Kingdom," Krebs said. 

"We are all of us in His Kingdom." 

Krebs felt embarrassed and resentful as always. 

"I've worried about you too much, Harold," his 

mother went on. "I know the temptations you must have been 

exposed to. I know how weak men are. I know what your 

own dear grandfather, my own father, told us about the Civil 

War and I have prayed for you. I pray for you all day long, 

Harold." 

Krebs looked at the bacon fat hardening on his 

plate.  

"Your father is worried, too," his mother went on. 

"He thinks you have lost your ambition, that you haven't got 

a definite aim in life. Charley Simmons, who is just your age, 

has a good job and is going to be married. The boys are all 

settling down; they're all determined to get somewhere; you 

can see that boys like Charley Simmons are on their way to 

being really a credit to the community." 

Krebs said nothing. 

"Don't look that way, Harold," his mother said. 

"You know we love you and I want to tell you for your own 

good how matters stand. Your father does not want to hamper 

your freedom. He thinks you should be allowed to drive the 

car. If you want to take some of the nice girls out riding with 

you, we are only too pleased. We want you to enjoy yourself. 

But you are going to have to settle down to work, Harold. 

Your father doesn't care what you start in at. All work is 

honorable as he says. But you've got to make a start at 

something. He asked me to speak to you this morning and 

then you can stop in and see him at his office." 

"Is that all?" Krebs said. 

"Yes. Don't you love your mother dear boy?" 

"No," Krebs said. 

His mother looked at him across the table. Her eyes 

were shiny. She started crying. 

"I don't love anybody," Krebs said.  

It wasn't any good. He couldn't tell her, he couldn't 

make her see it. It was silly to have said it. He had only hurt 

her. He went over and took hold of her arm. She was crying 

with her head in her hands.  

"I didn't mean it," he said. "I was just angry at 

something. I didn't mean I didn't love you."  

His mother went on crying. Krebs put his arm on 

her shoulder.  

"Can't you believe me, mother?"  

His mother shook her head.  

"Please, please, mother. Please believe me."  

"All right," his mother said chokily. She looked up 

at him. "I believe you, Harold." 

Krebs kissed her hair. She put her face up to him.  

"I'm your mother," she said. "I held you next to my 

heart when you were a tiny baby."  

Krebs felt sick and vaguely nauseated.  

"I know, Mummy," he said. "I'll try and be a good 

boy for you."  

"Would you kneel and pray with me, Harold?" his 

mother asked.  

They knelt down beside the dining-room table and 

Krebs's mother prayed.  

"Now, you pray, Harold," she said.  

"I can't," Krebs said.  

"Try, Harold." 

"I can't."  

"Do you want me to pray for you?"  

"Yes."  

So his mother prayed for him and then they stood 

up and Krebs kissed his mother and went out of the house. 

He had tried so to keep his life from being complicated. Still, 

none of it had touched him. He had felt sorry for his mother 

and she had made him lie. He would go to Kansas City and 

get a job and she would feel all right about it. There would be 

one more scene maybe before he got away. He would not go 

down to his father's office. He would miss that one. He 

wanted his life to go smoothly. It had just gotten going that 

way. Well, that was all over now, anyway. He would go over 

to the schoolyard and watch Helen play indoor baseball.  

 

 

Questions  

 

1. Why does Hemingway begin the story by describing the picture of Krebs and his fraternity brothers? 

 

 

 

2. Why does Krebs not like to talk about the war? 

 

 

 

3. How has the war changed him and his view of his town, family, and women? 

 

 

 

4. Does his mother understand Krebs?  Does she sympathize with what he did during the war?  Explain your answers. 

 

 

 

 

5. From reading the story, how would you describe the typical member of the “Lost Generation” that returned from World 

War I? 
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