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THE OLD MAN AND THE SEA THE SNOWS OF KILIMANJARO A CLEAN, WELL-LIGHTED PLACE BIG
TWO-HEARTED RIVER: PART O BIG TWO-HEARTED RIVER: PART OO IN ANOTHER COUNTRY
THE THREE-DAY BLOW INDIAN CAMP THE CAPITAL OF THE WORLD A DAY'S WAIT OLD MAN
AT THE BRIDGE THE SHORT HAPPY LIFE OF FRANCIS MACOMBER THE END OF SOMETHING MY

OLD MAN BANAL STORY THE LIGHT OF THE WORLD
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0000 Youcould dictate that, but you could not dictate the Place Contrescarpewhere the flower sellers dyed
their flowers in the street and the dye ran overthe paving where the autobus started and the old men and the
women,always drunk on wine and bad marc2; and the children with their nosesrunning in the cold; the smell of
dirty sweat and poverty and drunkenness atthe Cafe des Amateurs and the whores at the Bal Musette they lived
above.The concierge3 who entertained the trooper of the Garde Republicaine inher loge, his horse-hair-plumed
helmet on a chair. The locataire across thehall whose husband was a bicycle racer and her joy that morning at
thecremerie when she had opened L'Auto and seen where he placed third inParis Tours, his first big race. She had
blushed and laughed and then goneupstairs crying with the yellow sporting paper in her hand. The husband ofthe
woman who ran the Bal Musette drove a taxi and when he, Harry, had totake an early plane the husband knocked
upon the door to wake him andthey each drank a glass of white wine at the zinc of the bar before theystarted. He
knew his neighbours in that quarter then because they all werepoor. Around that place there were two kinds: the
drunkards and the sportifs. The drunkards killed their poverty that way; the sportifs took it out inexercise. They
were the descendants of the Communards and it was nostruggle for them to know their politics. They knew who
had shot theirfathers, their relatives, their brothers, and their friends when the Versaillesltroops came in and took
the town after the Commune and executed anyonethey could catch with calloused hands, or who wore a cap, or
carried anyother sign he was a working man. And in that poverty, and in that quarteracross the street from a
Boucherie Chevaline and a wine co-operative he hadwritten the start of all he was to do. There never was another
part of Paristhat he loved like that, the sprawling trees, the old white plastered housespainted brown below, the long
green of the autobus in that round square, thepurple flower dye upon the paving, the sudden drop down the hill of
the rueCardinal Lemoine to the River.
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