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			Ernest Hemingway (1899–1961) was born in Illinois and began his career as a reporter before enlisting as an ambulance driver at the Italian front in World War I. Hemingway and his first (of four) wives lived in Paris in the 1920s, as part of the “Lost Generation” expatriate community, before moving to Key West, Florida, and later to Cuba. Known first for short stories, he gained further acclaim for his novels, including A Farewell to Arms, For Whom the Bell Tolls, The Sun Also Rises, and The Old Man and the Sea.
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			INTRODUCTION

			 

			This novel was the occasion, some said, of a cult. In 1926, when The Sun Also Rises, a gossipy tale of disaffected Americans drinking in Paris, fishing in the Spanish countryside, and running with the bulls in Pamplona, was published, it was held responsible for some strange behavior: American college women, some of whom had abruptly dropped out, were spotted in Paris cafés wearing berets in imitation of the novel’s principal female character, Lady Brett Ashley. Young men walked through the streets of Paris and in college towns across the United States waving imaginary capes in imitation of bullfighters performing veronicas and other torero moves, or else shadowboxed as they walked in imitation of the novel’s author. They talked as they heard he talked: “in tough understatements from the sides of their mouths,” observed critic Malcolm Cowley in his memoir of Paris in the 1920s. Word of Ernest Hemingway’s exploits had spread in the wake of his book’s sales, contributing to the mystique around the novel; chatter about the author had spread so quickly and indelibly that the cult of The Sun Also Rises threatened to become a cult of its author, the “real” Jake Barnes. He was held to be the very avatar of all things masculine: boxing, fishing, two-fisted drinking, bullfighting, and womanizing. Even the way he wrote—in terse, short sentences, unemotional, but evocative of time and place—was understood as masculine, as was the way he was said to talk (entirely untrue—though he swore a lot).

			Who exactly was the “real” Ernest Hemingway in 1925, when he began writing The Sun Also Rises? An expatriate from the American Midwest—and very much a product of the region—he was a devastatingly handsome charmer who was said to suck the oxygen out of every room he entered. He’d arrived in Paris in 1922 as a working newspaperman with his wife Hadley Richardson; after a stint in Toronto they returned to Paris, baby in tow. Gradually freeing himself from journalism, Hemingway published his first book, In Our Time, in 1925 (friends had previously published versions of it on their small presses in Paris). It was a volume of sketches and stories, tersely related but with clear currents of emotion running beneath the surface. It seemed part of the modernist project, joining work by Ezra Pound and Gertrude Stein, his mentors in those early days in Paris, and it attracted praise from leading critics if not enormous sales.

			A novel was expected of the young writer, and with The Sun Also Rises Hemingway intended to deliver. Impatience and resentment characterized his approach to his career as he set out. He had great plans: he told his friend Bill Smith, the partial model for his novel’s Bill Gorton, “This book is going to crash right through.” He promised a literary friend that there would be “no autobiographical first novel stuff”; instead, “I think it will be a knockout,” delivering its punch “without faking preciosity, or horseshit.” Hemingway did not want to be pigeonholed: not even by the extraordinary stories in his first collection. In the first, capacious draft of The Sun Also Rises he wrote, emphatically, “I am sick of the ones with their clear restrained writing,” referring to critical comment on his work. With his first novel[*] Hemingway discovered plot, characterization, and the rhythms of long narrative. Though he scorned the idea of autobiographical fiction, his hero, Jake Barnes, shared his bleak emotional landscape; traumatized by World War I, Jake, like his creator, slept with the light on for a long time after his return. Just as his famous closing remark, “Isn’t it pretty to think so?” broadcasts cynicism but masks vulnerability and great hurt, so too does the novel reveal a complex web of relationships and the cruelty, and sometimes the compassion, of those alliances. Great joy also figured in Hemingway’s emotional landscape as well, as he was falling in love with Pauline Pfeiffer (the woman who would become his second wife), coming into his creative powers, and welcoming literary celebrity.

			The brimming confidence that Hemingway brought to his work at this time was earned, for it was an enormously fertile period. He had recently produced a passel of his best stories—“The Undefeated,” “The Doctor and the Doctor’s Wife,” “Cross-Country Snow,” “Soldier’s Home,” “The Three-Day Blow,” “The End of Something,” and “Mr. and Mrs. Elliot”—in a three-month period. The writing of the first draft of The Sun Also Rises took him just over six weeks; assembling the story and characters was easy for him.

			Hemingway found his story among a cluster of his friends, a group of mostly American expatriates whiling their time away in Paris cafés, preoccupied with sexual stratagems, some of them trying to write. Jake, a newspaper reporter, is part of this scene, yet he doesn’t entirely belong to it; because of a war wound, he cannot have sexual intercourse, and the novel is in part about his failed love affair with the mannish Lady Brett, whose “hair was brushed back like a boy’s.” Brett is modeled on a down-at-heel British aristocrat, Lady Duff Twysden, just as the other characters, even the most minor, have real-life counterparts.

			Midway through the novel, Hemingway moves his characters to Spain, where, at the suggestion of Gertrude Stein, he had in 1923 attended his first bullfight and quickly developed a lifelong passion for the sport. He found in the Festival of San Fermin, the running of the bulls in Pamplona and the heady carnival atmosphere surrounding the bullfights—fundamentally “about” death—a critical backdrop for the sexual and other betrayals that occupy his dissolute group. Little happens in the novel in the traditional sense; the group’s increasingly bad treatment of Robert Cohn (based on Hemingway’s rich friend Harold Loeb), who as a Jew is an outlier in this anti-Semitic group, provides the clearest impetus of the plot. Cohn is in love with Brett, whose failed romance with Jake provides the other major strand.

			Like many a Hemingway hero, Jake finds bulwarks against the emotional chaos he so fears. He clings to his aficion, his intimate knowledge of the bullfight. Those with aficion are the ultimate insiders, and “[i]t would not do,” cautions Jake, “to expose [aficion] to people who would not understand.” Montoya, who runs the hotel where Jake and his friends (and the best bullfighters) stay, is a kind of gatekeeper who shows Jake the ropes; even Bill, with whom Jake is in total sympathy, cannot be a true aficionado, according to Montoya, perhaps because it was “taken for granted” that an American could not have it: “He might simulate it or confuse it with excitement, but he could not really have it.” Aficion is so elusive that even some bullfighters do not have it! But for the aficionado, the initiate into the mysteries, for example, Montoya will find vacant rooms even when the hotel is full. Whoever does not have aficion is suspiciously softhearted, sometimes cowardly, overly aestheticized, mentally soft, above all someone who doesn’t know how to live with death as the Spanish do; whoever has it is mysteriously cool in a way that the most sophisticated expatriate could never hope to be. Except for Jake.

			Another bulwark and stay against Jake’s fears is the insider’s camaraderie, the vulnerability of those with physical or emotional wounds from the war, shared by Jake and Brett and one or two others on sufferance. Describing the storied Count Mippipopolous (veteran of seven wars and four revolutions), Brett more than once assures Jake that “he’s one of us.” This inscrutable quality sounds like aficion: “He’s one of us, though. Oh, quite. No doubt. One can always tell.” Later, after running off for a tryst with the young bullfighter Pedro Romero and summoning Jake to help her remain resolute in her refusal to stay with and even marry him (after growing her hair long so that she is more “womanly,” at Romero’s request), Brett tells Jake that at thirty-four to Romero’s nineteen, she refuses to become what she calls “one of those bitches that ruins children.” She is rather happy with her decision. “[D]eciding not to be a bitch,” she tells Jake, “[i]t’s sort of what we have instead of God.” A pitiful excuse for a moral code, perhaps, but it’s what they’ve got.

			Perhaps Hemingway intended his anti-Semitic remarks and his casual belittling of African Americans as yet another comment on moral codes, or the lack of them: another example of the self-involvement and insensitivity of his characters. Or perhaps not. Today, they are deeply offensive. But a hundred years ago, such talk, and the prejudices that underlie it, were commonplace even in ostensibly well-bred circles, which were still widely assumed to not include Jews and Blacks. While the attitudes Hemingway’s characters—and his narrator—express are far from generally acceptable today, it’s well to bear in mind that they have by no means disappeared.

			Other questions remain. Why did Hemingway make the hero of his novelistic debut a man—an autobiographical stand-in—who has suffered a war wound that has rendered him impotent? On one level, this separates Jake from the other, more frivolous characters: he has a deeper, more personal understanding of life’s finitude. But now we know, from Hemingway’s posthumously published novel The Garden of Eden, as well as close and not-so-close readings of other novels, manuscripts, letters, and recorded comments, that Hemingway was what we might call today “gender-fluid,” very interested in the exchange of sexual roles that gender ambiguity allows. This in a time that was not welcoming to homosexuality, never mind such transgender preoccupations.

			In two separate remarks to interviewers, Hemingway was confusingly coy about just what parts of his genitalia Jake has lost, as if the writer was puzzling out exactly what makes a man, if a man is defined as a sexual creature. Perhaps, in writing Jake, Hemingway was tentatively exploring life as a quasi-man, one who cannot have sexual intercourse with a woman but has no interest in making love to men. In this light, the affair between Jake and Brett, who is mannish but not a lesbian, has a lot to do with their mutual recognition of each other as a person living outside conventional sex roles and expectations. In 1925, Hemingway was prepared to carry this notion only so far; it would not be until he wrote The Garden of Eden some twenty years later that he could more thoroughly investigate gender ambiguity and the exciting switching of gender roles it allows.

			The setting and atmosphere of The Sun Also Rises look forward to other developments in twentieth-century literature as well. Once Hemingway’s characters find themselves in Spain, stripped of the trappings of their lives in Paris, they enter a hot, dusty, sun-drenched landscape where their lack of any firmly rooted values and beliefs becomes starkly apparent. Hemingway’s deeply understood rendering of the creeping moral chaos in which they find themselves would earn him the admiration of writers who would later be tagged as “existentialist.” The novel itself anticipates the landscape and themes of two later novels with North African settings, The Sheltering Sky, by Paul Bowles, and Camus’s The Stranger. Each evokes a hot, piercingly bright, inscrutable landscape where there appear to be no rules for living that a European or American could comprehend. In Camus’s 1942 novel, the protagonist claims he pleads guilty of the murder of a man on the beach “because of the sun”; in The Sheltering Sky, published in 1949, the main characters experience a psychological terror triggered by the alien and hostile desert. Evoking a landscape similar to that of The Sun Also Rises, these novels share as well that novel’s bleak worldview.

			What excited those students wearing berets and doing imaginary veronicas in the street was the frighteningly clean slate Hemingway posited, with its suggestion that any value system came up empty, and perhaps the challenge of finding something to put in its place. Jake’s “Isn’t it pretty to think so?” and Brett’s “It’s sort of what we have instead of God” have a wistful quality that softens the edge a bit. (You would not find similar statements in Bowles or Camus.) And perhaps it’s important that Jake counters Brett’s statement with the remark that “some people have God.” The quote from Gertrude Stein that Hemingway used as an epigraph, characterizing theirs as a lost generation, had infinite appeal to its contemporary readers: they were the first young people, they believed, who took the world as it was and were detached and “lost” as a result. It is perhaps the first great novel of disaffected youth.

			Many of the undergraduates and young adults who admired it would follow Hemingway as his art developed in succeeding years: from A Farewell to Arms, which rewrote both the classic war story and the classic love story, through Death in the Afternoon, which explored his passion for bullfights in detail, through short stories whose heroes find in the rituals of hunting and fishing a defense against the meaninglessness that loomed in his first novel, and through For Whom the Bell Tolls, in which he at last found meaning through political engagement. Other readers followed Hemingway the man, as he became one of the great American literary celebrities, whose exploits fishing the Gulf Stream, hunting big game in Africa, betting on everything from cockfights to jai alai, and marrying four attractive women provided a kind of blueprint for masculinity in the twentieth century. But while readers savored the exploits of the Hemingway hero—shoring up fragments against his ruin—they too often overlooked his emotional complexity, clinging instead to the myth of the manly and brave writer who lived exceedingly large. Hemingway’s reputation was as damaged by this myth as was Hemingway himself.

			This is not to say that early admirers of The Sun Also Rises were not discerning; most readers saw its brilliance not only as a novel but as a kind of mood piece, evoking the chaos of dusty Pamplona and the struggle of some expatriates not to make sense of it but rather to accept it as how the world is. Generations long after the generation that was lost have found in The Sun Also Rises a troubling worldview that is nonetheless romantic, even in its flirtation with nihilism; they have also found indelible the damaged relationship between Jake and Brett, which has, somehow, become a love story for the ages.

			—Mary V. Dearborn

		

		
			Skip Notes

			
				* Technically speaking, The Sun Also Rises was not Hemingway’s first novel. To extricate himself from a contract with Boni & Liveright, the publisher of In Our Time, he produced a satiric novella called The Torrents of Spring; rejected by Boni & Liveright as he expected, it was brought out by his new publisher, Scribner’s, in 1926.
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				You are all a lost generation.

				—Gertrude Stein in conversation

				One generation passeth away, and another generation cometh; but the earth abideth forever…The sun also ariseth, and the sun goeth down, and hasteth to the place where he arose…The wind goeth toward the south, and turneth about unto the north; it whirleth about continually, and the wind returneth again according to his circuits…. All the rivers run into the sea; yet the sea is not full; unto the place from whence the rivers come, thither they return again.

				—Ecclesiastes

			

		

	
		
		
			BOOK I

			 

		

	
		
		
			CHAPTER I

			 

			Robert Cohn was once middleweight boxing champion of Princeton. Do not think that I am very much impressed by that as a boxing title, but it meant a lot to Cohn. He cared nothing for boxing, in fact he disliked it, but he learned it painfully and thoroughly to counteract the feeling of inferiority and shyness he had felt on being treated as a Jew at Princeton. There was a certain inner comfort in knowing he could knock down anybody who was snooty to him, although, being very shy and a thoroughly nice boy, he never fought except in the gym. He was Spider Kelly’s star pupil. Spider Kelly taught all his young gentlemen to box like featherweights, no matter whether they weighed one hundred and five or two hundred and five pounds. But it seemed to fit Cohn. He was really very fast. He was so good that Spider promptly overmatched him and got his nose permanently flattened. This increased Cohn’s distaste for boxing, but it gave him a certain satisfaction of some strange sort, and it certainly improved his nose. In his last year at Princeton he read too much and took to wearing spectacles. I never met any one of his class who remembered him. They did not even remember that he was middleweight boxing champion.

			I mistrust all frank and simple people, especially when their stories hold together, and I always had a suspicion that perhaps Robert Cohn had never been middleweight boxing champion, and that perhaps a horse had stepped on his face, or that maybe his mother had been frightened or seen something, or that he had, maybe, bumped into something as a young child, but I finally had somebody verify the story from Spider Kelly. Spider Kelly not only remembered Cohn. He had often wondered what had become of him.

			Robert Cohn was a member, through his father, of one of the richest Jewish families in New York, and through his mother of one of the oldest. At the military school where he prepped for Princeton, and played a very good end on the football team, no one had made him race-conscious. No one had ever made him feel he was a Jew, and hence any different from anybody else, until he went to Princeton. He was a nice boy, a friendly boy, and very shy, and it made him bitter. He took it out in boxing, and he came out of Princeton with painful self-consciousness and the flattened nose, and was married by the first girl who was nice to him. He was married five years, had three children, lost most of the fifty thousand dollars his father left him, the balance of the estate having gone to his mother, hardened into a rather unattractive mould under domestic unhappiness with a rich wife; and just when he had made up his mind to leave his wife she left him and went off with a miniature-painter. As he had been thinking for months about leaving his wife and had not done it because it would be too cruel to deprive her of himself, her departure was a very healthful shock.

			The divorce was arranged and Robert Cohn went out to the Coast. In California he fell among literary people and, as he still had a little of the fifty thousand left, in a short time he was backing a review of the Arts. The review commenced publication in Carmel, California, and finished in Provincetown, Massachusetts. By that time Cohn, who had been regarded purely as an angel, and whose name had appeared on the editorial page merely as a member of the advisory board, had become the sole editor. It was his money and he discovered he liked the authority of editing. He was sorry when the magazine became too expensive and he had to give it up.

			By that time, though, he had other things to worry about. He had been taken in hand by a lady who hoped to rise with the magazine. She was very forceful, and Cohn never had a chance of not being taken in hand. Also he was sure that he loved her. When this lady saw that the magazine was not going to rise, she became a little disgusted with Cohn and decided that she might as well get what there was to get while there was still something available, so she urged that they go to Europe, where Cohn could write. They came to Europe, where the lady had been educated, and stayed three years. During these three years, the first spent in travel, the last two in Paris, Robert Cohn had two friends, Braddocks and myself. Braddocks was his literary friend. I was his tennis friend.

			The lady who had him, her name was Frances, found toward the end of the second year that her looks were going, and her attitude toward Robert changed from one of careless possession and exploitation to the absolute determination that he should marry her. During this time Robert’s mother had settled an allowance on him, about three hundred dollars a month. During two years and a half I do not believe that Robert Cohn looked at another woman. He was fairly happy, except that, like many people living in Europe, he would rather have been in America, and he had discovered writing. He wrote a novel, and it was not really such a bad novel as the critics later called it, although it was a very poor novel. He read many books, played bridge, played tennis, and boxed at a local gymnasium.

			I first became aware of his lady’s attitude toward him one night after the three of us had dined together. We had dined at l’Avenue’s and afterward went to the Café de Versailles for coffee. We had several fines after the coffee, and I said I must be going. Cohn had been talking about the two of us going off somewhere on a weekend trip. He wanted to get out of town and get in a good walk. I suggested we fly to Strasbourg and walk up to Saint Odile, or somewhere or other in Alsace. “I know a girl in Strasbourg who can show us the town,” I said.

			Somebody kicked me under the table. I thought it was accidental and went on: “She’s been there two years and knows everything there is to know about the town. She’s a swell girl.”

			I was kicked again under the table and, looking, saw Frances, Robert’s lady, her chin lifting and her face hardening.

			“Hell,” I said, “why go to Strasbourg? We could go up to Bruges, or to the Ardennes.”

			Cohn looked relieved. I was not kicked again. I said good-night and went out. Cohn said he wanted to buy a paper and would walk to the corner with me. “For God’s sake,” he said, “why did you say that about that girl in Strasbourg for? Didn’t you see Frances?”

			“No, why should I? If I know an American girl that lives in Strasbourg what the hell is it to Frances?”

			“It doesn’t make any difference. Any girl. I couldn’t go, that would be all.”

			“Don’t be silly.”

			“You don’t know Frances. Any girl at all. Didn’t you see the way she looked?”

			“Oh, well,” I said, “let’s go to Senlis.”

			“Don’t get sore.”

			“I’m not sore. Senlis is a good place and we can stay at the Grand Cerf and take a hike in the woods and come home.”

			“Good, that will be fine.”

			“Well, I’ll see you to-morrow at the courts,” I said.

			“Good-night, Jake,” he said, and started back to the café.

			“You forgot to get your paper,” I said.

			“That’s so.” He walked with me up to the kiosque at the corner. “You are not sore, are you, Jake?” He turned with the paper in his hand.

			“No, why should I be?”

			“See you at tennis,” he said. I watched him walk back to the café holding his paper. I rather liked him and evidently she led him quite a life.

		

	
		
		
			CHAPTER II

			 

			That winter Robert Cohn went over to America with his novel, and it was accepted by a fairly good publisher. His going made an awful row I heard, and I think that was where Frances lost him, because several women were nice to him in New York, and when he came back he was quite changed. He was more enthusiastic about America than ever, and he was not so simple, and he was not so nice. The publishers had praised his novel pretty highly and it rather went to his head. Then several women had put themselves out to be nice to him, and his horizons had all shifted. For four years his horizon had been absolutely limited to his wife. For three years, or almost three years, he had never seen beyond Frances. I am sure he had never been in love in his life.

			He had married on the rebound from the rotten time he had in college, and Frances took him on the rebound from his discovery that he had not been everything to his first wife. He was not in love yet but he realized that he was an attractive quantity to women, and that the fact of a woman caring for him and wanting to live with him was not simply a divine miracle. This changed him so that he was not so pleasant to have around. Also, playing for higher stakes than he could afford in some rather steep bridge games with his New York connections, he had held cards and won several hundred dollars. It made him rather vain of his bridge game, and he talked several times of how a man could always make a living at bridge if he were ever forced to.

			Then there was another thing. He had been reading W. H. Hudson. That sounds like an innocent occupation, but Cohn had read and reread “The Purple Land.” “The Purple Land” is a very sinister book if read too late in life. It recounts splendid imaginary amorous adventures of a perfect English gentleman in an intensely romantic land, the scenery of which is very well described. For a man to take it at thirty-four as a guide-book to what life holds is about as safe as it would be for a man of the same age to enter Wall Street direct from a French convent, equipped with a complete set of the more practical Alger books. Cohn, I believe, took every word of “The Purple Land” as literally as though it had been an R. G. Dun report. You understand me, he made some reservations, but on the whole the book to him was sound. It was all that was needed to set him off. I did not realize the extent to which it had set him off until one day he came into my office.

			“Hello, Robert,” I said. “Did you come in to cheer me up?”

			“Would you like to go to South America, Jake?” he asked.

			“No.”

			“Why not?”

			“I don’t know. I never wanted to go. Too expensive. You can see all the South Americans you want in Paris anyway.”

			“They’re not the real South Americans.”

			“They look awfully real to me.”

			I had a boat train to catch with a week’s mail stories, and only half of them written.

			“Do you know any dirt?” I asked.

			“No.”

			“None of your exalted connections getting divorces?”

			“No; listen, Jake. If I handled both our expenses, would you go to South America with me?”

			“Why me?”

			“You can talk Spanish. And it would be more fun with two of us.”

			“No,” I said, “I like this town and I go to Spain in the summertime.”

			“All my life I’ve wanted to go on a trip like that,” Cohn said. He sat down. “I’ll be too old before I can ever do it.”

			“Don’t be a fool,” I said. “You can go anywhere you want. You’ve got plenty of money.”

			“I know. But I can’t get started.”

			“Cheer up,” I said. “All countries look just like the moving pictures.”

			But I felt sorry for him. He had it badly.

			“I can’t stand it to think my life is going so fast and I’m not really living it.”

			“Nobody ever lives their life all the way up except bull-fighters.”

			“I’m not interested in bull-fighters. That’s an abnormal life. I want to go back in the country in South America. We could have a great trip.”

			“Did you ever think about going to British East Africa to shoot?”

			“No, I wouldn’t like that.”

			“I’d go there with you.”

			“No; that doesn’t interest me.”

			“That’s because you never read a book about it. Go on and read a book all full of love affairs with the beautiful shiny black princesses.”

			“I want to go to South America.”

			He had a hard, Jewish, stubborn streak.

			“Come on down-stairs and have a drink.”

			“Aren’t you working?”

			“No,” I said. We went down the stairs to the café on the ground floor. I had discovered that was the best way to get rid of friends. Once you had a drink all you had to say was: “Well, I’ve got to get back and get off some cables,” and it was done. It is very important to discover graceful exits like that in the newspaper business, where it is such an important part of the ethics that you should never seem to be working. Anyway, we went downstairs to the bar and had a whiskey and soda. Cohn looked at the bottles in bins around the wall. “This is a good place,” he said.

			“There’s a lot of liquor,” I agreed.

			“Listen, Jake,” he leaned forward on the bar. “Don’t you ever get the feeling that all your life is going by and you’re not taking advantage of it? Do you realize you’ve lived nearly half the time you have to live already?”

			“Yes, every once in a while.”

			“Do you know that in about thirty-five years more we’ll be dead?”

			“What the hell, Robert,” I said. “What the hell.”

			“I’m serious.”

			“It’s one thing I don’t worry about,” I said.

			“You ought to.”

			“I’ve had plenty to worry about one time or other. I’m through worrying.”

			“Well, I want to go to South America.”

			“Listen, Robert, going to another country doesn’t make any difference. I’ve tried all that. You can’t get away from yourself by moving from one place to another. There’s nothing to that.”

			“But you’ve never been to South America.”

			“South America hell! If you went there the way you feel now it would be exactly the same. This is a good town. Why don’t you start living your life in Paris?”

			“I’m sick of Paris, and I’m sick of the Quarter.”

			“Stay away from the Quarter. Cruise around by yourself and see what happens to you.”

			“Nothing happens to me. I walked alone all one night and nothing happened except a bicycle cop stopped me and asked to see my papers.”

			“Wasn’t the town nice at night?”

			“I don’t care for Paris.”

			So there you were. I was sorry for him, but it was not a thing you could do anything about, because right away you ran up against the two stubbornnesses: South America could fix it and he did not like Paris. He got the first idea out of a book, and I suppose the second came out of a book too.

			“Well,” I said, “I’ve got to go up-stairs and get off some cables.”

			“Do you really have to go?”

			“Yes, I’ve got to get these cables off.”

			“Do you mind if I come up and sit around the office?”

			“No, come on up.”

			He sat in the outer room and read the papers, and the Editor and Publisher and I worked hard for two hours. Then I sorted out the carbons, stamped on a by-line, put the stuff in a couple of big manila envelopes and rang for a boy to take them to the Gare St. Lazare. I went out into the other room and there was Robert Cohn asleep in the big chair. He was asleep with his head on his arms. I did not like to wake him up, but I wanted to lock the office and shove off. I put my hand on his shoulder. He shook his head. “I can’t do it,” he said, and put his head deeper into his arms. “I can’t do it. Nothing will make me do it.”

			“Robert,” I said, and shook him by the shoulder. He looked up. He smiled and blinked.

			“Did I talk out loud just then?”

			“Something. But it wasn’t clear.”

			“God, what a rotten dream!”

			“Did the typewriter put you to sleep?”

			“Guess so. I didn’t sleep all last night.”

			“What was the matter?”

			“Talking,” he said.

			I could picture it. I have a rotten habit of picturing the bedroom scenes of my friends. We went out to the Café Napolitain to have an apéritif and watch the evening crowd on the Boulevard.

		

	
		
		
			CHAPTER III

			 

			It was a warm spring night and I sat at a table on the terrace of the Napolitain after Robert had gone, watching it get dark and the electric signs come on, and the red and green stop-and-go traffic-signal, and the crowd going by, and the horse-cabs clippety-clopping along at the edge of the solid taxi traffic, and the poules going by, singly and in pairs, looking for the evening meal. I watched a good-looking girl walk past the table and watched her go up the street and lost sight of her, and watched another, and then saw the first one coming back again. She went by once more and I caught her eye, and she came over and sat down at the table. The waiter came up.

			“Well, what will you drink?” I asked.

			“Pernod.”

			“That’s not good for little girls.”

			“Little girl yourself. Dites garçon, un pernod.”

			“A pernod for me, too.”

			“What’s the matter?” she asked. “Going on a party?”

			“Sure. Aren’t you?”

			“I don’t know. You never know in this town.”

			“Don’t you like Paris?”

			“No.”

			“Why don’t you go somewhere else?”

			“Isn’t anywhere else.”

			“You’re happy, all right.”

			“Happy, hell!”

			Pernod is greenish imitation absinthe. When you add water it turns milky. It tastes like licorice and it has a good uplift, but it drops you just as far. We sat and drank it, and the girl looked sullen.

			“Well,” I said, “are you going to
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