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With a clamor of bells that set the swallows soaring, the Festival of Summer came to the city
Omelas, bright-towered by the sea. The rigging of the boats in harbor sparkled with flags. In the
streets between houses with red roofs and painted walls, between old moss-grown gardens and
under avenues of trees, past great parks and public buildings, processions moved. Some were
decorous: old people in long stiff robes of mauve and grey, grave master workmen, quiet, merry
women carrying their babies and chatting as they walked. In other streets the music beat faster,
a shimmering of gong and tambourine, and the people went dancing, the procession was a dance.
Children dodged in and out, their high calls rising like the swallows’ crossing flights, over the
music and the singing. All the processions wound towards the north side of the city, where on
the great water-meadow called the Green’ Fields boys and girls, naked in the bright air, with
mud-stained feet and ankles and long, lithe arms, exercised their restive horses before the race.
The horses wore no gear at all but a halter without bit. Their manes were braided with streamers
of silver, gold, and green. They flared their nostrils and pranced and boasted to one another; they
were vastly excited, the horse being the only animal who has adopted our ceremonies as his own.
Far off to the north and west the mountains stood up half encircling Omelas on her bay. The air
of morning was so clear that the snow still crowning the Eighteen Peaks burned with white-gold
fire across the miles of sunlit air, under the dark blue of the sky. There was just enough wind
to make the banners that marked the racecourse snap and flutter now and then. In the silence
of the broad green meadows one could hear the music winding through the city streets, farther
and nearer and ever approaching, a cheerful faint sweetness of the air that from time to time
trembled and gathered together and broke out into the great joyous clanging of the bells.

Joyous! How is one to tell about joy? How describe the citizens of Omelas?

They were not simple folk, you see, though they were happy. But we do not say the words
of cheer much any more. All smiles have become archaic. Given a description such as this one
tends to make certain assumptions. Given a description such as this one tends to look next for
the King, mounted on a splendid stallion and surrounded by his noble knights, or perhaps in a
golden litter borne by great-muscled slaves. But there was no king. They did not use swords, or
keep slaves. They were not barbarians. I do not know the rules and laws of their society, but I
suspect that they were singularly few. As they did without monarchy and slavery, so they also got
on without the stock exchange, the advertisement, the secret police, and the bomb. Yet I repeat
that these were not simple folk, not dulcet shepherds, noble savages, bland utopians. They were



not less complex than us. The trouble is that we have a bad habit, encouraged by pedants and
sophisticates, of considering happiness as something rather stupid. Only pain is intellectual, only
evil interesting. This is the treason of the artist: a refusal to admit the banality of evil and the
terrible boredom of pain. If you can’t lick ’em, join ’em. If it hurts, repeat it. But to praise despair
is to condemn delight, to embrace violence is to lose hold of everything else. We have almost
lost hold; we can no longer describe a happy man, nor make any celebration of joy. How can
I tell you about the people of Omelas? They were not naive and happy children — though their
children were, in fact, happy. They were mature, intelligent, passionate adults whose lives were
not wretched. O miracle! but I wish I could describe it better. I wish I could convince you. Omelas
sounds in my words like a city in a fairy tale, long ago and far away, once upon a time. Perhaps
it would be best if you imagined it as your own fancy bids, assuming it will rise to the occasion,
for certainly I cannot suit you all. For instance, how about technology? I think that there would
be no cars or helicopters in and above the streets; this follows from the fact that the people of
Omelas are happy people. Happiness is based on a just discrimination of what is necessary, what
is neither necessary nor destructive, and what is destructive. In the middle category, however —
that of the unnecessary but undestructive, that of comfort, luxury, exuberance, etc. — they could
perfectly well have central heating, subway trains,. washing machines, and all kinds of marvelous
devices not yet invented here, floating light-sources, fuelless power, a cure for the common cold.
Or they could have none of that: it doesn’t matter. As you like it. I incline to think that people
from towns up and down the coast have been coming in to Omelas during the last days before the
Festival on very fast little trains and double-decked trams, and that the train station of Omelas is
actually the handsomest building in town, though plainer than the magnificent Farmers’ Market.
But even granted trains, I fear that Omelas so far strikes some of you as goody-goody. Smiles,
bells, parades, horses, bleh. If so, please add an orgy. If an orgy would help, don’t hesitate. Let
us not, however, have temples from which issue beautiful nude priests and priestesses already
half in ecstasy and ready to copulate with any man or woman, lover or stranger who desires
union with the deep godhead of the blood, although that was my first idea. But really it would be
better not to have any temples in Omelas — at least, not manned temples. Religion yes, clergy no.
Surely the beautiful nudes can just wander about, offering themselves like divine souffles to the
hunger of the needy and the rapture of the flesh. Let them join the processions. Let tambourines
be struck above the copulations, and the glory of desire be proclaimed upon the gongs, and (a
not unimportant point) let the offspring of these delightful rituals be beloved and looked after
by all. One thing I know there is none of in Omelas is guilt. But what else should there be?
I thought at first there were no drugs, but that is puritanical. For those who like it, the faint
insistent sweetness of drooz may perfume the ways of the city, drooz which first brings a great
lightness and brilliance to the mind and limbs, and then after some hours a dreamy languor, and
wonderful visions at last of the very arcana and inmost secrets of the Universe, as well as exciting
the pleasure of sex beyond all belief; and it is not habit-forming. For more modest tastes I think
there ought to be beer. What else, what else belongs in the joyous city? The sense of victory,
surely, the celebration of courage. But as we did without clergy, let us do without soldiers. The
joy built upon successful slaughter is not the right kind of joy; it will not do; it is fearful and it
is trivial. A boundless and generous contentment, a magnanimous triumph felt not against some
outer enemy but in communion with the finest and fairest in the souls of all men everywhere
and the splendor of the world’s summer; this is what swells the hearts of the people of Omelas,
and the victory they celebrate is that of life. I really don’t think many of them need to take drooz.



Most of the processions have reached the Green Fields by now. A marvelous smell of cooking
goes forth from the red and blue tents of the provisioners. The faces of small children are amiably
sticky; in the benign grey beard of a man a couple of crumbs of rich pastry are entangled. The
youths and girls have mounted their horses and are beginning to group around the starting line
of the course. An old woman, small, fat, and laughing, is passing out flowers from a basket, and
tall young men, wear her flowers in their shining hair. A child of nine or ten sits at the edge of
the crowd, alone, playing on a wooden flute. People pause to listen, and they smile, but they do
not speak to him, for he never ceases playing and never sees them, his dark eyes wholly rapt in
the sweet, thin magic of the tune.

He finishes, and slowly lowers his hands holding the wooden flute.

As if that little private silence were the signal, all at once a trumpet sounds from the pavilion
near the starting line: imperious, melancholy, piercing. The horses rear on their slender legs, and
some of them neigh in answer. Sober-faced, the young riders stroke the horses’ necks and soothe
them, whispering, "Quiet, quiet, there my beauty, my hope. .. ” They begin to form in rank along
the starting line. The crowds along the racecourse are like a field of grass and flowers in the wind.
The Festival of Summer has begun.

Do you believe? Do you accept the festival, the city, the joy? No? Then let me describe one
more thing.

In a basement under one of the beautiful public buildings of Omelas, or perhaps in the cellar
of one of its spacious private homes, there is a room. It has one locked door, and no window. A
little light seeps in dustily between cracks in the boards, secondhand from a cobwebbed window
somewhere across the cellar. In one corner of the little room a couple of mops, with stiff, clotted,
foul-smelling heads, stand near a rusty bucket. The floor is dirt, a little damp to the touch, as cellar
dirt usually is. The room is about three paces long and two wide: a mere broom closet or disused
tool room. In the room a child is sitting. It could be a boy or a girl.It looks about six, but actually
is nearly ten. It is feeble-minded. Perhaps it was born defective or perhaps it has become imbecile
through fear, malnutrition, and neglect. It picks its nose and occasionally fumbles vaguely with
its toes or genitals, as it sits haunched in the corner farthest from the bucket and the two mops.
It is afraid of the mops. It finds them horrible. It shuts its eyes, but it knows the mops are still
standing there; and the door is locked; and nobody will come. The door is always locked; and
nobody ever comes, except that sometimes-the child has no understanding of time or interval -
sometimes the door rattles terribly and opens, and a person, or several people, are there. One of
them may come and kick the child to make it stand up. The others never come close, but peer in
at it with frightened, disgusted eyes. The food bowl and the water jug are hastily filled, the door
is locked, the eyes disappear. The people at the door never say anything, but the child, who has
not always lived in the tool room, and can remember sunlight and its mother’s voice, sometimes
speaks. "I will be good,” it says. "Please let me out. I will be good!” They never answer. The child
used to scream for help at night, and cry a good deal, but now it only makes a kind of whining,
’eh-haa, eh-haa,” and it speaks less and less often. It is so thin there are no calves to its legs; its
belly protrudes; it lives on a half-bowl of corn meal and grease a day. It is naked. Its buttocks and
thighs are a mass of festered sores, as it sits in its own excrement continually.

They all know it is there, all the people of Omelas. Some of them have come to see it, others are
content merely to know it is there. They all know that it has to be there. Some of them understand
why, and some do not, but they all understand that their happiness, the beauty of their city, the
tenderness of their friendships, the health of their children, the wisdom of their scholars, the
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skill of their makers, even the abundance of their harvest and the kindly weathers of their skies,
depend wholly on this child’s abominable misery.

This is usually explained to children when they are between eight and twelve, whenever they
seem capable of understanding; and most of those who come to see the child are young people,
though often enough an adult comes, or comes back, to see the child. No matter how well the
matter has been explained to them, these young spectators are always shocked and sickened
at the sight. They feel disgust, which they had thought themselves superior to. They feel anger,
outrage, impotence, despite all the explanations. They would like to do something for the child.
But there is nothing they can do. If the child were brought up into the sunlight out of that vile
place, if it were cleaned and fed and comforted, that would be a good thing, indeed; but if it were
done, in that day and hour all the prosperity and beauty and delight of Omelas would wither and
be destroyed. Those are the terms. To exchange all the goodness and grace of every life in Omelas
for that single, small improvement: to throw away the happiness of thousands for the chance of
the happiness of one: that would be to let guilt within the walls indeed.

The terms are strict and absolute; there may not even be a kind word spoken to the child.

Often the young people go home in tears, or in a tearless rage, when they have seen the child
and faced this terrible paradox. They may brood over it for weeks or years. But as time goes on
they begin to realize that even if the child could be released, it would not get much good of its
freedom: a little vague pleasure of warmth and food, no doubt, but little more. It is too degraded
and imbecile to know any real joy. It has been afraid too long ever to be free of fear. Its habits are
too uncouth for it to respond to humane treatment. Indeed, after so long it would probably be
wretched without walls about it to protect it, and darkness for its eyes, and its own excrement
to sit in. Their tears at the bitter injustice dry when they begin to perceive the terrible justice
of reality, and to accept it. Yet it is their tears and anger, the trying of their generosity and the
acceptance of their helplessness, which are perhaps the true source of the splendor of their lives.
Theirs is no vapid, irresponsible happiness. They know that they, like the child, are not free. They
know compassion. It is the existence of the child, and their knowledge of its existence, that makes
possible the nobility of their architecture, the poignancy of their music, the profundity of their
science. It is because of the child that they are so gentle with children. They know that if the
wretched one were not there snivelling in the dark, the other one, the flute-player, could make
no joyful music as the young riders line up in their beauty for the race in the sunlight of the first
morning of summer.

Now do you believe in them? Are they not more credible? But there is one more thing to tell,
and this is quite incredible.

At times one of the adolescent girls or boys who go to see the child does not go home to weep
or rage, does not, in fact, go home at all. Sometimes also a man or woman much older falls silent
for a day or two, and then leaves home. These people go out into the street, and walk down
the street alone. They keep walking, and walk straight out of the city of Omelas, through the
beautiful gates. They keep walking across the farmlands of Omelas. Each one goes alone, youth
or girl man or woman. Night falls; the traveler must pass down village streets, between the houses
with yellow-lit windows, and on out into the darkness of the fields. Each alone, they go west or
north, towards the mountains. They go on. They leave Omelas, they walk ahead into the darkness,
and they do not come back. The place they go towards is a place even less imaginable to most of
us than the city of happiness. I cannot describe it at all. It is possible that it does not exist. But
they seem to know where they are going, the ones who walk away from Omelas.
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#
ne day back there in the g"'ood old been memories of horses, and my first longings
) days when I was nine and the world  had been longings to ride.

" was full of every imaginable kind of This was the wonderful part.
magmﬁceﬂce and life was still a delightful and In the second place, we were poor.

mysterious dream, my cousin
Mourad, who was considered
crazy by everybody who knew
him except me, came to my
house at four in the morning
and woke me up by tapping on
the window of my room.

“Aram,” he said.

I jumped out of bed and
looked out the window.

I couldn’t believe what I saw.

It wasn’t morning yet, but it
~ was summer and with day-
break not many minutes around
the corner of the world it was
light enough for me to know I
wasn't dreaming.

My cousin Mourad was sitting
on a beautiful white horse.

I stuck my head out of the
window and rubbed my eyes.

“Yes,” he said in Armenian.
“I's a horse. You’re not
dreaming. Make it quick if you
Want to ride.”

I knew my cousin Mourad

This was the part
that wouldn’t
permit me to
believe what I saw.

We were poor.
We had no money.
Our whole tribe
was poverty-
stricken. Every
branch of the
Garoghlanian!
family was living in
the most amazing
and comical
poverty in the
world. Nobody
could understand
where we ever got
money enough-to
keep us with food
in our bellies, not
even the old men of
the family. Most
important of all,
though, we were
famous for our

thjoyed being alive more than anybody else honesty. We had been famous for our honesty
Who had ever fallen into the world by mistake, for something like eleven centuries, even when
but this was more than even I could belicve.

In the first place, my earliest memories had 1. Garoghlanian {gir'o-gla’né-om).
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magnificence {mag-nTfT-sens) n. greatness or richness; grand or impressive beauty
longing {l6ng"Tng) n. a strong desire




we had been the wealthiest family in what we
liked to think was the world. We were proud
first, honest next, and after that we believed in
right and wrong. None of us would take advan-
tage of anybody in the world, let alone steal.

Consequently, even though I could see the
hotse, so magnificent; even though I
could smell it, so lovely; even though
T could bear it breathing, so exciting;
I couldn’t believe the horse had
anything to do with my cousin
Mourad or with me or with any of
the other members of our family,
asleep or awake, because I knew my
cousin Mourad couldn’t have bought
the horse, aund if he couldn’t have
bought it he must have stolen it, and

I refused to believe he had stolen it.

No member of the Garoghlanian
family could be a thief.

I stared first at my cousin and then
at the horse. There was a pious stillness and
humor in each of them which on the one hand
delighted me and on the other frightened me.

“Mourad,” 1 said, “where did you steal
this horse?”

“Leap out of the window,” he said, “if you
want to ride.”

It was true, then. He had stolen the horse.
There was no question about it. He had come
to invite me to ride or not, as I chose.

Fell, it seemed to me stealing a horse
for a ride was not the same thing'as
/ ¥ stealing something else, such as
money. For all T knew, maybe it wasn’t stealing
at all. If you were crazy about horses the way
my cousin Mourad and I were, it wasn’t

stealing. It wouldn’t become stealing until we

KNOW.
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offered to sell the horse, which of course |
knew we would never do.

“Let me put on some clothes,” T said.

“All right,” he said, “but hurry.”

I leaped into my clothes.

1 jumped down to the yard from the windgy,
and leaped up
onto the horse
behind my cousig
Mourad.

That vear we -
lived at the edge of
town, on Walaut
Avenue. Behind
our house was the
country: vineyards,
orchards, irrigation
ditches, and
country roads. In

.~ less than three
minules we were

on Olive Avenue, and then the horse began to

trot. The air was new and lovely to breathe. The

' feel of the horse running was wonderfal. My

cousin Mourad, who was considered one of the
craziest members of our family, began to sing. [
mean, he began to roar.

Every family has a crazy streak in it
somewhere, and my cousin Mourad was
considered the natural descendant of the crazy
streak in our tribe. Before him was our uncle
Khosrove, an enormous man with a powesful
head of black hair and the largest mustache 1t
the San Joaquin Valley,* a man so furious in
tempet, so irritable, so impatient that he
stopped anyone from talking by roaring, Itis
no harm; pay no attention to it.

2. San Joaquin (sin wo-kén”) Valley: an agricultural area
in California.




That was all, no matter what anybody
happened to be talking about. Once it was his
own son Arak running eight blocks to the
harber shop where his father was having his
mustache trimmed to tell him their house was
on fire. This man Khosrove sat up in the chair
and roared, “It is no harm; pay no dttention to
it.” The barber said, “But the boy says your
house is on fire.” So Khosrove roared,
“Bnough, 1t is no harm, I say.”

K Ay cousin Mourad was considered
}[ %/ %%Lthe natural descendant of this man,
although Mourad’s father was
Zorab, who was practical and nothing
else. That’s how it was in our tribe. A
man could be the father of his son’s
flesh, but that did not mean that he
was also the father of his spirit. The
distribution of the various kinds of
spirit of our tribe had been from the
beginning capricious and vagrant.

We rode and my cousin Mourad
sang. For all anybody knew we were
still in the old country?® where, at least
according to some of our neighbors,
we belonged. We let the horse run as
long as it felt like running.

At last my cousin Mourad said,
“Get down. I want to ride alone.”

“Will you let me ride alone?”
I'said, ‘

“That is up to the. horse,”
Cousin said. “Get down.”

“The horse will let me ride,” I said.

“We shall see,” he said. “Don’t forget that
Thave 4 way with a horse.”

“Well,” T said, “any way you have with a

orse, T have also.”

¥
e

my
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“For the sake of your safety,” he said, “let
us hope so. Get down.”

“All right,” [ said, “but remember you’ve
got to let me try to ride alone.”

I got down and my cousin Mourad kicked
his heels into the horse and shouted, “Vazire,”
run. The horse stood on its hind legs, snorted,
and burst into a fury of speed that was the
loveliest thing I had ever seen. My cousin

" Mourad raced the horse across a field of dry

grass to an irrigation ditch, crossed the ditch
on the horse, and five minutes later returned,
dripping wet.

The sun was coming up.

“Now it’s my turn to ride,” T said.

My cousin
Mourad got off the
horse.

“Ride,” he sald

I leaped to the
back of the horse
and for a moment
knew the awfulest
fear imaginable.
The horse did
not move,

“Kick into his
muscles,” my
cousin Mourad
said. “What are
you waiting for?
We’ve got to take
him back before
everybody in the
world is up and
about.”

T kicked into the muscles of the horse. Once
again it reared and snorted. Then it began to

3. old country: Armenia.

TO vagrant (v3'grant) adj. wandering from place io place; moving in a random way
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sun. T didn’t know what to do. Instead of
running across the field to the irrigation ditch
the horse ran down the road to the vineyard of
Dikran Halabian, where it began to leap over
vines. The horse leaped over seven vines before
I fell. Then it continued running.

My cousin Mourad came running down
the road.

«Im not worried about you,” he shouted.
“We've got to get that horse. You go this
way and T'll go this way. if you come
upon him, be kindly. T'll be near.”

I continued down the road and my
cousin Mourad went across the field
toward the irrigation ditch.

It took him half an hour to find
the horse and bring him back.

“All right,” he said, “jump on.
The whole world is awake now.”

«“What will we do?” I said.

“Well,” he said, “we’ll either take
him back or hide him until tomorrow
morning.”

He didn’t sound worried and I
knew he’d hide him and not take him
back. Not for a while, at any rate.

«“Where will we hide him?” I said.

1 know a place,” he said.

“How long ago did you steal this
horse?” I said.

It suddenly dawned on me that he had been
taking these early morning rides for some time
and had come for me this morning only
because he knew how much I longed to ride.

“YWho said anything about stealing a horse?”
he said.

“ Anyhow,” 1 said, “how long ago did you
begin riding every morning?”

“Not until this morning,” he said.

“Are you telling the truth?” I said.

“Of course not,” he said, “but if we are
found out, that’s what you’re to say. 1 don’t
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want both of us to be liars. All you know i
that we started riding this morning.”
“All right,” 1 said.

e walked the horse quietly to the
barn of a deserted vineyard which 4,
one time had been the pride of 4
farmer named Fetvajian. There were some oy
and dry alfalfa in the barn. h

We began
walking home.
“It wasn’t
easy,” he said,
“to get the horse
to behave so
nicely. At first it
wanted to run
wild, but, as I've
told you, I have
a way with a
horse. I can get it
to do anything
I want it to do.
Horses under-
stand me.”
“How do
you do it?”
I said.
“I have an
understanding with a horse,” he said.
“Yes, but what sort of an understanding?”
I said.
«A simple and honest one,” he said.
“Well,” I said, “I wish I knew how to reach
an understanding like that with a horse.”
“You're still a small boy,” he said. “When you
get to be thirteen you'll know how 1o do1t.”
I went home and ate a hearty breakfast.
That afternoon my uncle Khosrove came
our house for coffee and cigarettes. He sat 17
the parlor, sipping and smoking and




The Ickmield Way (1912, Spencer Gore (England, 1878-1914). Oil on canvas, 63.4 cm x 76.2 ¢m,
Art Gallery of New South Wales, Australia.

fmembering the old country. Then another My uncle Khosrove became very irritated

Visitor arrived, a farmer named John Byro, an  and shouted, “It’s no harm. What is the loss of

Assyriant who, out of loneliness, had learned a horse? Haven’t we all lost the homeland?
'0 speak Armenian. My mother brought the What is this crying over a horse?”

lonely visitor coffee, and then at last, sighing
sadly, he said, “My white horse which was
“olen last month is still gone. T cannot
Understand it.”

lives in parts of Turkey and Iraq.

THE SUMMER OF THE BEAUTIFUL WHITE HORSE

4. Assyrian (2-sir'&-sn): a member of an ethnic group that
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The horse must go back to its true owner,”
“When?” T said.
“Jny six months at the latest,” he said.
He threw the bird into the air. The bird trigq
hard, almost fell twice, but at last flew away,

“That may be all right for you, a city dwellex,
to say,” John Byro said, “but what of my
surrey?S What good is a surrey without a horse?”

“Pay no attention to it,” Iy uncle
Khosrove roared.

«T walked ten miles to get here,” John high and straight.
Byro said.

“You have Jegs,” my uncle Khosrove shouted.

“My left leg pains me,” the farmer said.

“Pay no attention fo it,” my uncle
Khosrove roared.
“That horse cost me sixty dollars,” the

farmer said.

“] spit on money,” my uncle Khosrove said.

He got up and stalked out of the house,
slamming the screen door.

My mother explained.

“He has a gentle heart,” she said. “Itis simply
that he is homesick and such a large man.”

The farmer went away and I ran over to my
cousin Mourad’s house.

¢ was sitting under a peach tree,
trying to repair the hurt wing of a

L vyoung robin which could not fly. He
was talking to the bird.

“YWhat is it?” he said.

“The farmer, John Byro,” I said. “He visited
our house. He wants his horse. You've had it a
month. T want you to promise not to take it
back until I learn to ride.”

“It will take you a year to learn to ride,”
cousin Mourad said.

“We could keep the horse a year,” I said.

My cousin Mourad leaped to his feet.

«What?” he roared. “Are you inviting a
member of the Garoghlanian family to steal? 5. surrey: a four-wheeled, hotse-drawn carriage.

Early every morning for two weeks my
cousin Mourad and I took the horse out of the
barn of the deserted vineyard where we were
hiding it and rode it, and every morning the
my horse, when it was my tarn to ride alone,
leaped over grape vines and small trees and
threw me and ran away. Nevertheless, [ hoped
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in time to learn to ride the way my cousin
Mourad rode.

One morning on the way to Fetvajian’s
deserted vineyard we ran into the farmer John
Byro, who was on the way to town.

“TLet me do the talking,” my cousin Mourad
said. “I have a way with farmers.”

“Good morning, John Byro,” my cousin
Mourad said to the farmer.

The farmer studied the horse eagerly.

“Good morning, sons of my friends,” he
said. “What is the name of your horse?”

“My Heart,” my cousin Mourad said
iz Armenian.

“A lovely name,” John Byro said, “for a
lovely horse. I could swear it is the horse that
was stolen from me many weeks ago. May 1
look into its mouth?”

- “Of course,” Mourad said.

The farmer looked into the mouth of
. the horse.

“Tooth for tooth,” he said. “I would swear it
is my horse if I didn’t know your parents. The
fame of your family for honesty is well known
to me. Yet the horse is the twin of my horse. A

suspicious man would believe his eyes instead of
his heart. Good day, my young friends.”

“Good day, John Byro,” my cousin
Mourad said.

Early the following morning we took the

~horse to John Byro’s vineyard and put it in the

barn. The dogs followed us around without
making a sound.

“The dogs,” [ whispered to my cousin
Mourad. “I thought they would bark.”

“They would at somebody else,” he said. “I
have a way with dogs.”

My cousin Mourad put his arms around the
horse, pressed his nose into the horse’s nose,
patted it, and then we went away. ‘

That afternoon John Byro came to our
house in his surrey and showed my mother the
horse that had been stolen and returned.

“T do not know what to think,” he said.
“The horse is stronger than ever. Better-
tempered, too. I thank God.”

My uncle Khosrove, who was in the parlor,
became irritated and shouted, “Quiet man,
quiet. Your horse has been returned. Pay no
attention to it.” &

THE SUMMER OF THE BEAUTIFUL WHITE HORSE 847




All Summer in a Day
By Ray Bradbury

"Ready ?"

"Ready."

"Now ?"

"Soon."

"Do the scientists really know? Will it
happen today, will it ?"

"Look, look; see for yourself !"

The children pressed to each other like so
many roses, so many weeds, intermixed,
peering out for a look at the hidden sun. It
rained.

It had been raining for seven years;
thousands upon thousands of days
compounded and filled from one end to the
other with rain, with the drum and gush of
water, with the sweet crystal fall of showers
and the concussion of storms so heavy
they were tidal waves come over the
islands. A thousand forests had been
crushed under the rain and grown up a
thousand times to be crushed again. And
this was the way life was forever on the
planet Venus, and this was the schoolroom
of the children of the rocket men and
women who had come to a raining world to
set up civilization and live out their lives.

"It's stopping, it's stopping !"

"Yes, yes !I"

Margot stood apart from them, from these
children who could ever remember a time
when there wasn’t rain and rain and rain.
They were all nine years old, and if there
had been a day, seven years ago, when the

sun came out for an hour and showed its

face to the stunned world, they could not

recall. Sometimes, at night, she heard
them stir, in remembrance, and she knew
they were dreaming and remembering gold
or a yellow crayon or a coin large enough
to buy the world with. She knew they
thought they remembered a warmness, like
a blushing in the face, in the body, in the
arms and legs and trembling hands. But
then they always awoke to the tatting drum,
the endless shaking down of clear bead
necklaces upon the roof, the walk, the
gardens, the forests, and their dreams
were gone.

All day yesterday they had read in class
about the sun. About how like a lemon it
was, and how hot. And they had written
small stories or essays or poems about it:/
think the sun is a flower, That blooms for just
one hour. That was Margot’s poem, read in
a quiet voice in the still classroom while the
rain was falling outside.

"Aw, you didn’t write that!" protested one
of the boys.

"l did," said Margot. "l did."

"William!" said the teacher.

But that was yesterday. Now the rain was
slackening, and the children were crushed
in the great thick windows.

Where’s teacher ?"

"She’ll be back."

"She’d better hurry, we’ll miss it " They
turned on themselves, like a feverish
wheel, all tumbling spokes. Margot stood

alone. She was a very frail girl who looked



as if she had been lost in the rain for years

and the rain had washed out the blue from

her eyes and the red from her mouth
and the yellow from her hair. She was an
old photograph dusted from an album,
whitened away, and if she spoke at all her
voice would be a ghost. Now she stood,
separate,

staring at the rain and the loud wet
world beyond the huge glass.

"What're you looking at ?" said William.
Margot said nothing.

"Speak when you’re spoken to." He gave
her a shove. But she did not move; rather
she let herself be moved only by him and
nothing else. They edged away from her,
they would not look at her. She felt them go
away. And this was because she would play
no games with them in the echoing tunnels
of the underground city. If they tagged her
and ran, she stood blinking after them and
did not follow. When the class sang songs
about happiness and life and games her
lips barely moved. Only when they sang
about the sun and the summer did her lips
move as she watched the drenched
windows. And then, of course, the biggest
crime of all was that she had come here
only five years ago from Earth, and she
remembered the sun and the way the sun
was and the sky was when she was four in
Ohio. And they, they had been on Venus all
their lives, and they had been only two
years old when last the sun came out and
had long since forgotten the color and heat

of it and the way it really was. But Margot

remembered.

"It's like a penny," she said once, eyes
closed.

"No it’s not!" the children cried.

"It's like a fire," she said, "in the stove."

"You're lying, you don’t remember !" cried
the children.

But she remembered and stood quietly
apart from all of them and watched the
patterning windows. And once, a month
ago, she had refused to shower in the
school shower rooms, had clutched her
hands to her ears and over her head,
screaming the water mustn’t touch her
head. So after that, dimly, dimly, she sensed
it, she was different and they knew her
difference and kept away. There was talk
that her father and mother were taking her
back to Earth next year; it seemed vital to
her that they do so, though it would mean
the loss of thousands of dollars to her
family. And so, the children hated her for all
these reasons of big and little consequence.
They hated her pale snow face, her waiting
silence, her thinness, and her possible
future.

"Get away !" The boy gave her another
push. "What're you waiting for?"

Then, for the first time, she turned and
looked at him. And what she was waiting
for was in her eyes.

"Well, don’t wait around here !" cried the
boy savagely. "You won’t see nothing!"

Her lips moved.

"Nothing !" he cried. "It was all a joke,

wasn't it?" He turned to the other



children. "Nothing’s happening today. /s it

?" They all blinked at him and then,
understanding, laughed and shook their
heads.
"Nothing, nothing !"
"Oh, but," Margot whispered, her eyes
helpless. "But this is the day, the
scientists
predict, they say, they know, the sun..."
"All a joke !" said the boy, and seized her
roughly. "Hey, everyone, let’s put her in a
closet before the teacher comes I" "No,"
said Margot, falling back.

They surged about her, caught her up and
bore her, protesting, and then pleading, and
then crying, back into a tunnel, a room, a
closet, where they slammed and locked the
door. They stood looking at the door and
saw it tremble from her beating and
throwing herself against it. They heard her
muffled cries. Then, smiling, the turned and
went out and back down the tunnel, just as
the teacher arrived.

"Ready, children ?" She glanced at her
watch.

"Yes !" said everyone.

"Are we all here ?"

"Yes I"

The rain slacked still more.

They crowded to the huge door.

The rain stopped.

It was as if, in the midst of a film
concerning an avalanche, a tornado, a
hurricane, a volcanic eruption, something
had, first, gone wrong with the sound

apparatus, thus muffling and finally

cutting off all noise, all of the blasts and
repercussions and thunders, and then,
second, ripped the film from the projector
and inserted in its place a beautiful tropical
slide which did not move or tremor. The
world ground to a standstill. The silence
was so immense and unbelievable that you
felt your ears had been stuffed or you had
lost your hearing altogether. The children
put
their hands to their ears. They stood
apart. The door slid back and the smell of
the silent, waiting world came in to them.
The sun came out.

It was the color of flaming bronze and it
was very large. And the sky around it was a
blazing blue tile color. And the jungle
burned with sunlight as the children,
released from their spell, rushed out, yelling
into the springtime.

"Now, don’t go too far," called the teacher
after them. "You've only two hours, you
know. You wouldn’t want to get caught out !"
But they were running and turning their
faces up to the sky and feeling the sun on
their cheeks like a warm iron; they were
taking off their jackets and letting the sun
burn their arms.

"Oh, it's better than the sun lamps, isn’t it
o

"Much, much better !"

They stopped running and stood in the
great jungle that covered Venus, that grew
and never stopped growing, tumultuously,
even as you watched it. It was a nest of

octopi, clustering up great arms of fleshlike



weed, wavering, flowering in this brief
spring. It was the color of rubber and ash,
this jungle, from the many years without

sun. It was the color of stones and white

A few cold drops fell on their noses and
their cheeks and their mouths. The sun
faded behind a stir of mist. A wind blew

cold around them. They turned and started

cheeses and ink, and it was the color of the to walk back toward the underground

moon. The children lay out, laughing, on thehouse, their hands at their sides, their

jungle mattress, and heard it sigh and

smiles vanishing away.

ran among the trees, they slipped and fell,
they pushed each other, they played hide

and-seek and tag, but most of all they

squinted at the sun until the tears ran
down their faces; they put their hands up
to that yellowness and that amazing
blueness and they breathed of the fresh,
fresh air and listened and listened to the
silence which suspended them in a
blessed sea of no sound and no motion.
They looked at everything and savored
everything. Then, wildly, like animals
escaped from their caves, they ran and ran
in shouting circles. They ran for an hour
and did not stop running.

And then -

In the midst of their running one of the
girls wailed.

Everyone stopped.

The girl, standing in the open, held out
her hand.

"Oh, look, look," she said, trembling.
They came slowly to look at her opened
palm.

In the center of it, cupped and huge, was
a single raindrop. She began to cry,
looking at it. They glanced quietly at the
sun. "Oh. Oh."

leaves before a new hurricane, they
tumbled upon each other and ran. Lightning
struck ten miles away, five miles away, a
mile, a half mile. The sky darkened into

midnight in

a flash.

They stood in the doorway of the
underground for a moment until it was
raining hard. Then they closed the door and
heard the gigantic sound of the rain falling
in tons and avalanches, everywhere and
forever.

"Will it be seven more years ?"

"Yes. Seven."

Then one of them gave a little cry.
"Margot !"

"What ?"

"She’s still in the closet where we locked
her."

"Margot."

They stood as if someone had driven
them, like so many stakes, into the floor.
They looked at each other and then looked
away. They glanced out at the world that
was raining now and raining and raining
steadily. They could not meet each other’s
glances. Their faces were solemn and

pale. They looked at their hands and feet,



their faces down.

"Margot."

One of the girls said, "Well... ?"

No one moved.

"Go on," whispered the girl.

They walked slowly down the hall in the
sound of cold rain. They turned through
the doorway to the room in the sound of
the storm and thunder, lightning on their
faces, blue and terrible. They walked over
to the closet door slowly and stood by it.
Behind the closet door was only silence.
They unlocked the door, even more slowly,

and let Margot out.



Borges and I
Jorge Luis Borges

I he other one, the one called Borges, is the one things happen to. I walk

through the streets of Buenos Aires and stop for a moment, perhaps
mechanically now, to

look at the arch of an entrance hall and the grillwork on the gate; I know of
Borges from the mail and see his name on a list of professors orin a
biographical dictionary. I like hourglasses, maps, eighteenth-century
typography, the taste of coffee and the prose of Stevenson; he shares these
preferences, but in a vain way that turns them into the attributes of an actor.
It would be an exaggeration to say that ours is a hostile relationship; I live,
let myself go on living, so that Borges may contrive his literature, and this
literature justifies me. It is no effort for me to confess that he has achieved
some valid pages, but those pages cannot save me, perhaps because what is
good belongs to no one, not even to him, but rather to the language and to
tradition. Besides, I am destined to perish, definitively, and only some
instant of myself can survive in him. Little by little, I am giving over
everything to him, though I am quite aware of his perverse custom of
falsifying and mag- nifying things.

Spinoza knew that all things long to persist in their being; the stone
eternally wants to be a stone and the tiger a tiger. I shall remain in Borges,
not in myself (if it is true that I am someone), but I recognize myself less in
his books than in many others or in the laborious strumming of a guitar.
Years ago I tried to free myself from him and went from the mythologies of
the suburbs to the games with time and infinity, but those games belong to
Borges now and I shall have to imagine other things. Thus my life is a flight
and I lose everything and everything belongs to oblivion, or to him.

I do not know which of us has written this page.

“Borges and I” by Jorge Luis Borges, translated by James E. Irby, in Labyrinths, copyright ©
1962, 1964 by New Directions Publishing Corp. Used by permission of New Directions
Publishing Corp.



The Short Happy Life of Francis Macomber

by Ernest Hemingway

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“1l 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 t00.”

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
thinlipped, 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, 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
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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
7

“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. Its 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 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.

“Im 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 for 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 [ want so to see you
perform again. You were lovely this morning. That is if blowing things*
heads of 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.

“I suppose I could,” she said, “since you put it so prettily.”

“Tonight we*1l 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? Shes 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“1l have
no trouble.”

“Do you think we*Il 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?”

“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*Il 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. Id 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"Il 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
bigbored .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",
“Im 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 he 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 [ 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 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"I1l 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 1”1l 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"1l 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 [“m hired
for, you know. That™s why [“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 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 1sn“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®1l hear him
growl. If we see him we*ll both shoot. Don“t worry about anything. 1“1l

10

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 |
tell you.” Then he spoke in Swabhili to the two gun-bearers who looked
the picture of gloom.

“Lets 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
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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 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,
tendonmarked 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.

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 abut 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
bigsea, 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, abut 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
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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 [“'m concerned. But please let™s not talk, darling,
because [“m very sleepy.”

“You think that I1l 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?”

“You don“t wait long when you have an advantage, do you?”

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

“Im 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.
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“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 [ were you.”
“I‘m not talking rot. [“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 1“1l 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? Thats 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“1l 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.

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®Il 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.

“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, ragedriven
neck and shot. At the shot the head dropped forward.

“That does it,” said Wilson. “Got the spine. They“re a hell of a
finelooking 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.
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“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 Swabhili
and they all saw the change in the white hunters 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*1l 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.
“Il1l 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 Macomber felt a wild unreasonable happiness that he had never known
wide. before.
“He™s a very good head,” Wilson said. “That"s close to a fifty-inch “By God, that was a chase,” he said. “I*ve never felt any such feeling.
spread.” Wasn“t it marvelous, Margot?”
Macomber was looking at him with delight. “T hated it.”
“He*s hateful looking,” said Margot. “Can,,t we go into the shade?” “Why?”
“Of course,” Wilson said. “Look,” he said to Macomber, and pointed. “I hated it,” she said bitterly. “I loathed it.”
“See that patch of bush?”
“You know I don“t think I“d ever be afraid of anything again,”
“Yes.” 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
“That"s where the first bull went in. The gun-bearer said when he fell excitement.”
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 “Cleans out your liver,” said Wilson.” Damn funny things happen to
looking at him. Gun-bearer ran like hell and the bull went off slowly people.”

into the bush.”
Macomber“s face was shining. “You know something did happen to

“Can we go in after him now?”” asked Macomber eagerly. me,” he said. “I feel absolutely different.”

His wife said nothing and eyed him strangely. She was sitting far back
Wilson looked at him appraisingly. Damned if this isn“t a strange one, in the seat and Macomber was sitting forward talking to Wilson who
he thought. Yesterday he®s scared sick and today he*'s a ruddy fire eater. turned sideways talking over the back of the front seat.

“You know, [“d like to try another lion,” Macomber said. “I“m really

“No, we“ll give him a while.”
not afraid of them now. After all, what can they do to you?”

“Let"s please go into the shade,” Margot said. Her face was white and
she looked ill. “That"s it,” said Wilson. “Worst one can do is kill you. How does it

g0? Shakespeare. Damned good. See if | 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?”

They made their way to the car where it stood under a single,
widespreading tree and all climbed in.

“Chances are he*s dead in there,” Wilson remarked. “After a little we*1l
have a look.”
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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. Its 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?”
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“Yes,” said Wilson. “Theres 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.

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 Swabhili 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*Il leave the Mannlicher in the car with the Memsahib. Your
gunbearer can carry your heavy gun. [“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“1l 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
Swabhili, “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
middleaged gun-bearer was sweating heavily and Wilson had his hat
down over his eyes and his red neck showed just ahead of Macomber.
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Suddenly the gun-bearer said something in Swabhili 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
thinlyhaired 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.

“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.
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“Im 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 [“1l stop.”



