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Sometimes all niceness gone and glad to get out on the
street but always another day starting and then another
night. I tried to tell about the night and the
difference between the night and the day and how the
night was better unless the day was very clean and
cold and I could not tell it: as I cannot tell it now.
But if you have had it you know. He had not had
it but he understood that I had really wanted to go to
the Abruzzi but had not gone and we were still

iends, with many tastes alike, but with the difference
géi\-v_e:xtﬁs. “He }%md always known what I did not
know and what, when I learned it, I was always able
to forget. But I did not know that then, although I
learned it later. In the meantime we were all at the
mess, the meal was finished, and the argument went
on. We two stopped talking and the captain shouted,
“ Priest not happy. Priest not happy without girls.”

“I am happy,” said the priest.

* Priest not happy. Priest wants Austrians to win
the war,” the captain said. The others listened. The
priest shook his head.

“No,”” he said.

“ Priest wants us never to attack. Don’t you want
us never to attack ?

“No. If there is a war I suppose we must attack.”

“ Must attack. Shall attack !"”

The priest nodded.

“Leave him alone,” the major said. ‘‘He’s all
right.”

“He can’t do anything about it anyway,” the
captain said. We all got up and left the table.

CHAPTER 1V

THE battery in the next garden woke me in the

morning and I saw the sun coming through the

window and got out of the bed. I went to the

window and looked out. The gravel paths were

moist and the grass was wet with dew. The
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“ You love Italy?” Rinaldi asLed Miss Ferguson
in English.

“ Quite well.”

“No understand,” Rinaldi shook his head.

“ Bastante bene,” I translated. He shook his head.

“That is not good You love EnOIand 7

“Not too well. I'm Scottish, you see.’

Rinaldi looked at me blankly.

*“ She’s Scottish, so she loves Scotland better than
England,” T said in Italian.

““But Scotland is England.”

I translated this for Miss Ferguson.

“ Pas encore,” said Miss Ferguson.

“Not really ?

“Never. We do not like the English.”

“Not like the English ? Not like Miss Barkley ?

“Oh, that’s different. She’s partly Scottish too.
You mustn’t take everything so literally.”

After a while we said good night and left. Walk-
ing home Rinaldi said, *“ Miss Barkley prefers you to
me. That is very clear. But the little Scottish one
is very nice.”

“Very,” I said. I had not noticed her. “ You
like her ? "

““No,” said Rinaldi.

CHAPTER V

THE next afternoon I went to call on Miss Barkley
again. She was not in the garden and I went to the
side door of the villa where the ambulances drove up.
Inside I saw the head nurse, who said Miss Barkley
was on duty—" there’s a war on, you know.”

I said I knew.

“You're the American in the Italian army? ”’ she
asked.

“Yes, ma’am.’

“How did you happen to do that? Why didn't
you join up with us?”
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“1 don’t know.” o

“Oh, yes,” she said. “ That’s the end of it.

We looked at Rinaldi talking with the other nurse.

“ What was her name? " 3 ‘

“Ferguson. Helen Ferguson. Your friend is a
doctor, isn’t he? ”’

“Yes. He's very good.”

“That's splendid. You rarely find anyone any
good this close to the front. This is close to the
front, isn't it? "

“ Quite.”

“It's a silly front,” she said. “But it's very
beautiful. Are they going to have an offensive ? ”
“Yes.”

“Then we’ll have to work. There’s no work now.”
“ Have you done nursing long ? ”’

“Since the end of fifteen. I started when he did.
remember having a silly idea he might come to the
hospital, where I was. With a sabre cut, I suppose,
and a bandage around his head. Or shot through
the shoulder. Something picturesque.”

“ This is the picturesque front,” I said.

“Yes,” she said. ““People can't realize what
France is like. If they did it couldn’t all go on. He
didn’t have a sabre cut. They blew him all to bits.”

I didn’t say anything.

: go you suppose it will always go on?

o

—

“What’s to stop it ? "’

“It will crack somewhere.”

",We'll crack. We'll crack in France. They
ﬂ ltc 8o on doing things like’ the Somme and not

*“They won’t crack here,” I said.
“You think not ?
‘No. They did very well last summer.”

“They m; » iy e
crack."y ay crack,” she said. * Anybody may

: The Germans too.”
'+ “No,” she said. “I think not.”
¢ ’We went over towards Rinaldi and Miss Ferguson.
2
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a nurse’s uniform, was blonde and ‘had a tawny skin
and grey eyes. I thought she was very beautiful.
She was earrying a thin rattan stick like a toy riding-
crop, bound in leather.

“ It belonged to a boy who was killed last year.”

“I'm awfully sorry.”

“He was a very nice boy. He was going to
marry me and he was killed on the Somme,”

“ It was a ghastly show.” =

“ Were you there?

“No.”

“I've heard about it,”” she said. “ There’s not
really any war of that sort down here. They sent me
the little stick. His mother sent it to me. They
returned it with his things.”

““Had you been engaged long ? ”’

“ Eight years. We grew up together.”

‘“ And why didn’t you marry ?

“I don’t know,” she said. “I was a fool not to.
1 could have given him that anyway. But I thought
it would be bad for him.”

“I see.”

“ Have you ever loved anyone? ”

“No,” T said.

We sat down on a bench, and I looked at her.

“You have beautiful hair,” I said.

“Do you like it? "’

“ Very much.”

“ I was going to cut it all off when he died.”

“No.”

“1 wanted to do something for him. You see I
didn’t care about the other thing and he could have
had it all. He could have had anything he wanted if
I had known. I would have married him or anything.
I know all about it now. But then he wanted to go
to war and I didn’t know.”

I did not say anything.

“1 didn’t know about anything then. I thought
it would be worse for him. I thought perhaps he
couldn’t stand it and then of course he was killed and
that was the end of it.”
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battery fired twice and the air came each time like a
blow ‘and shook the window and made the front of
my pyjamas flap. I could not see the guns but they
were evidently firing directly over us. It was a
nuisance to have them there but it was a comfort that
they were no bigger. As I looked out at the garden
I heard a motor-truck starting on the road. I
dressed, went downstairs, had some coffee in the
kitchen and went out to the garage.

Ten cars were lined up side by side under the long
shed. They were top-heavy, blunt-nosed ambulances,
painted grey and built like moving vans. The
mechanics were working on one out in the yard.
Three others were up in the mountains at dressing-
stations.

“ Do they ever shell that battery ? ** I asked one of
the mechanics.

“No, Signor Tenente. It is protected by the
little hill.”

“ How’s everything ? "’

“Not so bad. This machine is no good but the
others march.” He stopped working and smiled.
& \‘)‘V%'e you on permission ? **

s’

” He wiped his hands on his jumper and grinned.
You. have a good time ? ”  The others all grinned too.
‘Fine,” I said. “ What’s the matter with this
machine ? *’

“It’s no good. One thing after another.”

‘“ What's the matter now ? *’

“ New rings.”

I left them working, the car looking disgraced and
empty with the engine open and parts spread on the
work-bench, and went in under the shed and looked
at each of the cars. They were moderately clean, a
few freshly washed, the others dusty. I looked at
'I:Ehe tyres carefully, looking for cuts or stone bruises.

verythmg._ seemed in good condition. It evidently
lt!}ls;ie no difference whether I was there to look after
s gs or not. I had imagined that the condition of

e cars, whether or not things were obtainable, the
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“A nurse is like a doctor. It takes a long time
to be. A V.AD. is a short cut.”

“I see.”

“The Italians didn’t want women so near the
front. So we’re all on very special behaviour. We
don’t go out.”

“I can come here though.”

“Oh, yes. We're not cloistered.”

“Let’s drop the war.”

“It’s very hard. There’s no place to drop it.”

“Let’s drop it anyway.”

“ All right.” ;

We looked at each other in the dark. I thought
she was very beautiful and I took her hand. S t
me take it and I held it and put my arm around er
her arm.

“No,” she said. I kept my arm where it was.

“Why not ?

 No.”

“Yes,”” I said. ‘“Please.”” I leaned forward in
the dark to kiss her and there was a sharp stinging
flash. She had slapped my face hard. Her hand
bad hit my nose and eyes, and tears came in my eyes
from the reflex.

“I'm so sorry,’
advantage.

“You were quite right.”

“I'm dreadfully sorry,” she said. “I just
couldn’t stand the nurse’s-evening-off aspect of it. I
didn’t mean to hurt you. I did hurt you, didn’t I?”

She was looking at me in the dark. I was angry
and yet certain, seeing it all ahead like the moves in
a chess game.

“You did exactly right,” I said. “I don’t mind
at all.”

*“ Poor man.”

“You see I've been leading a sort of a funny life.
And I never even talk English. And then you are
so very beautiful.”” I looked at her.

“You don’t need to say a lot of nonsense. I said
I was sorry. We do get along.”

28

' she said. I felt I had a certain





EPUB/image_0027_00.jpeg
A FAREWELL TO ARMS

fallen and while we waited three others fell up the
road. They were seventy-sevens and came with a
whishing rush of air, a hard bright burst and flash
and then grey smoke that blew across the road. The
carabinieri waved us to go on. Passing where the
shells had landed I avoided the small broken places
and smelled the high explosive and the smell of
blasted clay and stone and freshly-shattered flint. I
drove back to Gorizia and our villa and, as I said,
went to call on Miss Barkley, who was on duty.

At dinner I ate very quickly and left for the villa
where the British had their hospital. It was really
very large and beautiful and there were fine trees in
the grounds. Miss Barkley was sitting on a bench
in the garden. Miss Ferguson was with her. They
seemed glad to see me and in a little while Miss
Ferguson excused herself and went away.

“Tll leave you two,” she said. ““ You get along
very well without me.”

“Don’t go, Helen,” Miss Barkley said.

“I'd really rather. I must write some letters.”

“Good night,” I said.

“ Good night, Mr. Henry.”

“Don’t write anything that will bother the
censor.”’ '

“Den’t worry. I only write about what a
::a';‘,t‘f"l place we live in and how brave the Italians

e

: That way you’ll be decorated.”
. 'I:hat will be nice. Good night, Catherine.”
“T’ll see you in a little while,” Miss Barkley said.
Miss Ferguson walked away in the dark.
‘" She’s nice,” I said
- Oh, yes, she’s very nice. She’s a nurse.”
. Aren’t you a nurse? "
Oh, no. I'm something called a V.AD. We
Wo'l.'k very hard but no one trusts us.” *
“ Th y l:ft 2" i
ey don’t trust us when there’s nothi oin,
on. When there is really work they trust ul:'g' =
What is the difference ?
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I went along the narrow road down towards the
river, left the car at the dressing-station under the
hill, crossed the pontoon bridge, which was protected
by a shoulder of the mountain, and went through the
trenches in the smashed-down town and along the
edge of the slope. Everybody was in the dugouts.
There were racks of rockets standing to be touched
off to call for help from the artillery or to signal with
if the telephone wires were cut. It was quiet, hot
and dirty. I looked across the wire at the Austrian
lines. Nobody was in sight. I had a drink with a
captain that I knew in one of the dugouts and went
back across the bridge.

A new wide road was being finished that would
go over the mountain and zigzag down to the
bridge. When this road was finished the offensive
would start. It came down through the forest in
sharp turns. The system was to bring everything
down the new road and take the empty trucks, carts
and loaded ambulances and all returning traffic up the
old narrow road. The dressing-station was on the
“Austrian side of the river under the edge of the hill
and stretcher-bearers would bring the wounded back
across the pontoon bridge. It would be the same
when the offensive started. As far as I could make
out the last mile or so of the new road where it
started to level out would be able to be shelled
steadily by the Austrians. It looked as though it
might be a mess. But I found a place where the
cars would be sheltered after they had passed that last
bad-looking bit and could wait for the wounded to be
brought across the pontoon bridge. I would have
liked to drive over the new road but it was not yet
finished. It looked wide and well made with a good
grade and the turns looked very impressive where
you could see them through openings in the forest
on the mountain-side. The cars would be all right
with their good metal-to-metal brakes and anyway,
coming down, they would not be loaded. I drove
back up the narrow road.

Two carabinieri held the car up. A shell had
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“1 don’t know,” I said. “Could I join now?”
“Pm afraid not now. Tell me. Why did you
join up with the Italians? ™ g o

“I was in Italy,” I said, “and I spoke Italian.’

“Oh,” she said. “I'm learning it. It’s a beauti-
ful language.” o

““Somebody said you should be able to learn it in
two weeks.”’ .

“Oh, I'll not learn it in two weeks. I've studied
it for months now. You may come and see her after
seven o’clock if you wish. She’ll be off then. But
don’t bring a lot of Italians.”

“Not even for the beautiful language ? ”

“No. Nor for the beautiful uniforms.”

“ Good evening,” I said.

““ A rivederci, Tenente.”

“A rivederla.” I saluted and went out. It was
impossible to salute foreigners as an Italian, without
‘embarrassment. The Italian _salute = never _scemed
- made for export. T :
“'The day had been hot. I had been up the river
to the bridge-head at Plava. It was there that the
offensive was to begin. It had been impossible to
advance on the far side the year before because there
was only one road leading down from the pass to the
pontoon bridge and it was under machine-gun and
shell fire for nearly a mile. It was not wide enough
either to carry all the transport for an offensive and
the Austrians could make a shambles out of it. But
the Italians had crossed and spread out a little way
on the far side to hold about a mile and a half on
the Austrian side of the mver. It was a nasty place
and the Austrians should not have let them hold it. I
suppose it was mutual tolerance because the Austrians
still kept a bridge-head further down the river. The
Austrian trenches were above on the hillside only a
few 'yards from the Italian lines. There had been a
little town but it was all rubble. There was what
\lv’vqs left of a railway station and a smashed permanent
‘bridge that could not be repaired and used because it
Was in plain sight. N

P>
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“Yes, I said. “And we have gotten away from
the war.”

She laughed. It was the first time I had ever
heard her Jaugh. I watched her face.

“You are sweet,” she said.

“No, I'm not.”

“Yes. You are a dear. I'd be glad to kiss you
if you don’t mind.”

I looked in her eyes and put my arm around her
as I had before and kissed her. I kissed her hard
and held her tight and tried to open her lips; they
were closed tight. I was still angry and as I held
her suddenly she shivered. I held her close against
meggnd could feel her heart beating and her lips
opﬁ and her head went back against my hand and
then she was crying on my shoulder.

“Oh, darling,” she said. “You will be good to
me, won't you? "’

What the hell, I thought. T stroked her hair and
patted her shoulder. She was crying.

v “You will, won't you? " She looked up at me.

Because we're going to have a strange life.”

_After a while T walked with her to the door of the

and she went upstairs to the room. Rinaldi
was lying on his bed. He looked at me.

.-So you make progress with Miss Barkley ?

We are. friends.”

“You have that pleasant air of a dog in heat.”

I did not understand the word.

“Of a what?

'I'{e explained.

You,” I said, “h ' ai
wh ., il ave that pleasant air of a. dog

“Stop it,” he said. “In a little while we would
Say insulting things.” He laughed.

- Good night,” T said.

IGOOd night, little puppy.”

knocked i i i
into bed i: tl?:eé 3.:'1;(5 candle with the pillow and got

mlg:‘l:ldl picked up the candle, lit it and went on
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He looked at me, then stood up.

“I'm going on.”

“ What's the trouble?

“ —the war.”

“ What’s wrong with your leg? "’ .

“It’s not my leg. I got a rupture. 2

“Why don’t you ride with the trqnspon:’t ? i
asked. ‘““ Why don’t you go to the hospxtz}l? )

“They won't let me. The lieutenant said I slipped
the truss on purpose.”

“Let me feel it.”

“It’s way out.”

“ Which side is it on?

*“ Here.”

I felt it.

“Cough,” I said.

“I'm afraid it will make it bigger. It's twice as
big as it was this morning.”

“Sit down,” I said. ““As soon as I get the papers
on these wounded I'll take you along the road and
drop you with your medical officers.”

‘“He'll say I did it on purpose.”

“They can’t do anything,” I said. “It's not a
wound.  You've had it before, haven’t you? "’

“But I lost the truss.”

*“ They’ll send you to a hospital.”

“Can’t I stay here, Tenente ? ”’

“No. I haven't any papers for you.”

The driver came out of the door with the papers for
the wounded in the car.

“Four for 105. Two for 132,” he said. They
were hospitals beyond the river.

‘You drive,” T said. I helped the soldier with
the rupture up on the seat with us.

“You speak English? ”* he asked.

*“ Sure.”

: How you like this goddam war? ”’

Rotten.” :

“I- say it’s rotten. i it’
ey y Jesus Christ, I say it’s

“Were you in the States? ”
35
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was singing. I went on home. Rinaldi came in
while I was undressing.

“Ah, ha!” he said. “It does not go so well.
Baby is puzzled.”

“ Where have you been ? ”

“ At the Villa Rossa. It was very edifying, baby.
We all sang. Where have you been? ”’

“ Calling on the British.”

“Thank God I did not become involved with the
British.”

CHAPTER VII

I caME back the next afternoon from our first
.mountain post and stopped the car at the smistamento
where the wounded and sick were sorted by their
papers and the papers marked for the different
hospitals. I had been driving and I sat in the car
and the driver took the papers in. It was a hot day
and the sky was very bright and blue and the road
was white and dusty. I sat in the high seat of the
Fiat and thought about nothing. A regiment went
by in the road and I watched them pass. The men
were hot and sweating. Some wore their steel
helmets but most of them carried them slung from
their packs. Most of the helmets were too big and
came down almost over the ears of the
men who wore them. The officers all wore
helmets ; better-fitting helmets. It was half of the
Brigata Basilicata. I identified them by their red and
white striped collar mark. There were stragglers
going by long after the regiment had passed—men
who could not keep up with their platoons. They
were sweaty, dusty and tired. Some looked pretty
bad. A soldier came along after the last of the
stragglers. He was walking with a limp. He
stopped and sat down beside the road. I got down
and went over.
“ What’s the matter ? *’
34
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corridor and the boy would knock and I would say
leave it outside the door please. Because we would
not wear any clothes because it was so hot and the
window open and the swallows flying over the roofs
of the houses and when it was dark afterward and
you went to the window very small bats hunting over
the houses and close down over the trees and we
would drink the capri and the door locked and it hot
and only a sheet and the whole night and we would
both love each other all night in the hot night in
Milan. That was how it ought to be. I would eat
quickly and go and see Catherine Barkley.

They talked too much at the mess and I drank
wine because to-night we were not all brothers unless
I drank a little and talked with the priest about
Archbishop Ireland who was, it seemed, a noble man
and with whose injustice, the injustices he had received
and in which I participated as an American, and of
which I had never heard, I feigned acquaintance. It
would have been impolite not to have known some-
thing of them when I had listened to such a splendid
explanation of their causes which were, after all, it
seemed, misunderstandings. I thought he had
a fine name and he came from Minnesata which made
a ‘lovely name: Ireland of Minnesota, Ireland of
Wisconsin, Ireland of Michigan. What made it
pretty was that it sounded like Island. No, that
wasn't it. There was more to it than that. Yes,
father. That is true, father. Perhaps, father. No,
father._ Well, maybe yes, father. You know more
about it than I do, father. The priest was good but
dull. The officers were not good but dull. The King
was good but dull. The wine was bad but not dull. It ;

the enamel off your feeth and left it on the oo })
of your mouth. G i
d the priest was locked up,” Rocca said, “ be-
cause they found the three per cent. bonds on his
person. It was in France, of course. Here they
would never have arrested him. He denied all
knowledge of the five per cent. bonds. This took
Place at Bézires, I was t}/lgse and reading of it in the
o
N

(s
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I would probably have been killed. Not in this
ambulance business. Yes, even in the ambulance
business.  British ambulance drivers were killed
sometimes. Well, I knew I would not be killed. Not
in this war. It did not have anything to do with
me. It seemed no more dangerous to me muyself
than war in the movies. I wished to God it was over
though. Maybe it would finish this summer. Maybe
the Austrians would crack. They had always cracked
in other wars. What was the matter with this war?
Everybody said the French were through. Rinaldi
said that the French had mutinied and troops marched
on Paris. I asked him what happened and he said,
“Oh, they stopped them.” I wanted to go to
Austria without war. I wanted to go to the Black
Forest. I wanted to go to the Hartz Mountains.
Where were the Hartz Mountains anyway? They
were fighting in the Carpathians. I did not want to
go there anyway. It might be good though. I
could go to Spain if there was no war. The sun
was going down and the day was cooling off. After
supper I would go and see Catherine Barkley. I
wished she were here now. I wished I were in Milan
with her. I would like to eat at the Cova and then
walk down the Via Manzoni in the hot evening and
cross over and turn off along the canal and go to the
hotel with Catherine Barkley. Maybe she would.
Maybe she would pretend that I was her boy that
was killed and we would go in the front door and
the porter would take off his cap and I would stop
at the concierge’s desk and ask for the key and she
would stand by the elevator and then we would get
in the elevator and it would go up very slowly click-
ing at all the floors and then our floor and the boy
would open the door and stand there and she would
step out and I would step out and we would
walk down the hall and I would put the key in the
door and open it and go in and then take down the
telephone and ask them to send a bottle of capri
bianco in a silver bucket full of ice and you would
hear the ice against the pail coming down the
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to put him in. They had come back for him. He
shook his head at me. His helmet was off and his
forehead was bleeding below the hair line. His nose
was skinned and there was dust on the bloody patch
and dust in his hair.

“Look at the bump, lieutenant!’ he shouted.
“ Nothing to do. They come back for me.”

When I got back to the villa it was five o’clock and
I went out where we washed the cars, to take a
shower. Then I made out my report in my room,
sitting in my trousers and an undershirt in front of
the open window. In two days the offensive was to
start and I would go with the cars to Plava. It was
a long time since I had written to the States and I
knew I should write but I had let it go so long that
it was almost impossible to write now. There was
nothing to write about. I sent a couple of army
Zona di Guerra post-cards, crossing out everything
except I am well. That should handle them. Those
post-cards would be very fine in America; strange
and mysterious. This was a strange and mysterious
war zone but I supposed it was quite well run and
grim compared to other wars with the Austrians.
The Austrian army was created to give Napoleon
victories ; any Napoleon. I wish we had a Napoleon,
but instead we had Il Generale Cadorna, fat and
prosperous, and Vittorio Emmanuele, the tiny man
with the long thin neck and the goat beard. Over
on the right they had the Duke of Aosta. Maybe he
was too good-looking to be a great general but he
looked like a man. Lots of them would have liked
him to be king. He looked like a king. He was the
ngs. uncle and commanded the third army. We
were in the second army. There were some British
batteries up with the third army. I had met two
gunners from that lot, in Milan., They were very
nice and we had a big evening. They were big and
shy and embarrassed and very appreciative together
‘t)lfl anything that happened. I 'wished that I was with

e British. It would have been much simpler. Still

37

-,





EPUB/image_0036_00.jpeg
A FAREWELL TO ARMS

“Sure. In Pittsburg. I knew you was an
American.”

“Don’t I talk Italian good enough? ”

“I knew you was an American all right.”

‘“ Another American,” said the driver in Italian,
looking at the hernia man.

““ Listen, lootenant. Do you have to take me to
that regiment ? ”’

“Yess"

““Because the captain doctor knew I had this
rupture. I threw away the goddam truss so it
would get bad and I wouldn’t have to go to the line
again.”

“1 see.”

“Couldn’t you take me no place else? ”’

“1If it was closer to the front I could take you to a
first medical post. But back here you've got to have
papers.”’

“If I go back they’ll make me get operated on
and then they’ll put me in the line all the time.”

I thought it over.

“You wouldn’t want to go in the line all the
time, would you ? "’ he asked.

““ Jesus Christ, ain’t this a goddam war ? ”’

“Listen,” I said. ““You get out and fall down
by the road and get a bump on your head and I'll
pick you up on our way back and take you to a
hospital. We’ll stop by the road here, Aldo.” We
stopped at the side of the road. I helped him down.

“I’ll be right here, lieutenant,” he said.

“So long,” I said. We went on and passed the
regiment about a mile ahead, then crossed the river,
cloudy with snow water and running fast through the
spiles of the bridge, to ride along the road across
the plain and deliver the wounded at the two hospitals.
I drove coming back and went fast with the empty
car to find the man from Pittsburg. First we passed
the regiment, hotter and slower than ever: then the
stragglers. Then we saw a horse ambulance stopped
by the road. Two men were lifting the hernia man
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and what was his name anyway? He said was my
name Federico Enrico or Enrico Federico? I szgld
let the best man win, Bacchus barred, and the major
started us with red wine in mugs. Half-way through
the wine I did not want any more. I remembered
where I was going.

““Bassi wins,” I said. ‘““He's a better man than
I am. I have to go.”

‘““He does really,” said Rinaldi. ‘“He has a
rendezvous. I know all about it.”

““I have to go.”

~“Another night,” said Bassi. ‘‘ Another night
when you feel stronger.” He slapped me on the
shoulder. There were lighted candles on the table.
All the officers were very happy. ‘‘Good night,
gentlemen,” I said.

Rinaldi went out with me. We stood outside the
door on the path and he said, ““ You'd better not
go up there drunk.”

“I'm not drunk, Rinin. Really.”

“You'd better chew some coffee.”

‘“ Nonsense.”

“Tll get some, baby. You walk up and down.”
He came back with a handful of roasted coffee beans.

*“ Chew those, baby, and God be with you.”

* Bacchus,” T said.

“T’ll walk down with you.”

“I'm perfectly all right.”

We walked along together through the town and
I chewed the coffee. At the gate of the driveway that
led up to the British villa, Rinaldi said good night.

. ‘)’ Sood night,” I said. “Why don’t you come
in?

He shook his head. *“No,” he said. “1 like
the simpler pleasures.”

“Thank you for the coffee beans.”

« Nothing, baby. Nothing.”

I started down the driveway. The outlines of the
ggiessesdthat hnﬁciln 1;1 dvlvere sharp and clear. I looked

and saw i standi i
waved to him, fanding watching me and
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paper went to the jail and asked to see the priest.
It was quite evident, he had stolen the bonds.”

“1 don’t believe a word of this,” Rinaldi said.

“ Just as you like,” Rocca said. “But I am tell-
ing it for our priest here. It is very informative. He
is a priest; he will appreciate it.”

The priest smiled. “Go on,” he said. “I am
listening.”

“Of course some of the bonds were not accounted
for but the priest had all of the three per cent. bonds
and several local obligations, I forget exactly what
they were. So I went to the jail, now this is the
point of the story, and I stood outside his cell and
1 said as though I were going to confession, ‘Bless
me, father, for you have sinned.””

There was great laughter from everybody.

“ And what did he say ? *’ asked the priest. Rocca
ignored this and went on to explain the joke to me.
“You see the point, don’t you?” It seemed it was
a very funny joke if you understood it properly. They
poured me more wine and I told the story about the
English private soldier who was placed under the
shower-bath. Then the major told the story of the
eleven Czechoslovaks and the Hungarian corporal.
After some more wine I told the story of the jockey
who found the penny. The major said there was an
Italian story something like that about the duchess
who could not sleep at night. At this point the priest
left and I told the story about the travelling salesman
who arrived at five o'clock in the morning at
Marseilles when the mistral was blowing. The
major said he had heard a report that I could drink.
1 denied this. He said it was true and by the corpse
of Bacchus we would test whether it was true or not.
Not Bacchus, I said. Not Bacchus. Yes, Bacchus,
he said. I should drink cup for cup and glass for
glass with Bassi Fillipo Vincenza. Bassi said no that
was no test because he had already drunk twice as
much as I. I said that was a foul lie and, Bacchus
or no Bacchus, Fillipo Vincenza Bassi or Bassi
Fillipo Vincenza had never touched a drop all evening
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addresses of places in Naples. Beautiful young
girls—accompanied by their mothers. Ha! Ha! Ha!”

He looked at the priest and shouted, “ Every night
priest five against one!” They all laughed again.

“You must go on leave at once,” the major said.

“T would like to go with you and show you things,”
the lieutenant said.

“ When you come back bring a phonograph.”

“ Bring good opera disks.”

“ Bring Caruso.”

“Don’t bring Caruso. He bellows.”

“Don’t you wish you could bellow like him ?

“ He bellows. I say he bellows!”

“1 would like you to go to Abruzzi,” the priest
said. The others were shouting. “ There is good
hunting. You would like the people and though it is
cold it is clear and dry. You could stay with my
family. My father is a famous hunter.”

“Come on,” said the captain. “We go whore-
house before it shuts.”

“ Good night,” I said to the priest.

““ Good night,” he said.

CHAPTER III

WHEN I came back to the front we still lived in that
town. There were many more guns in the country
around and the spring had come. The fields were
green and there were small green shoots on the vines,
the trees along the road had small leaves and a breeze
came from the sea. I saw the town with the hill and
the old castle above it in a cup in the hills with the
mountains beyond, brown mountains with a little green
on their slopes. In the town there were more guns,
there were some new hospitals, you met British men
and sometimes women, on the street, and a few more
houses had been hit by shell-fire. It was warm and
like the spring and I walked down the alleyway of
trees, warmed from the sun on the wall, and found we
14
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“ Priest never with girls,” he explained to me. He
took my glass and filled it, looking at may eyes all the
time, but not losing sight of the prigst. .

“Priest every night five against one.”” Every
one at the table laughed. *‘ You understand ? Priest
every night five against one.” He made a gesture
and laughed loudly. fThe priest accepted it as a )okc';)

“The Pope wants the Austrians to win the war,’
the major said. “ He loves Franz Joseph. That’s
where the money comes from. I am an atheist.”

“Did you ever read the Black Pig?’ asked the
lieutenant, “I will get you a copy. It was that
which shook my faith.”

“It is a filthy and vile book,” said the priest.
“You do not really like it.”

“It is very valuable,” said the licutenant. “It
tells you about those priests. You will like it,”” he
said to me. I smiled at the priest and he smiled back
across the candlelight. *“ Don’t you read it,”” he said.

“I will get it for you,” said the lieutenant.

“All thinking men are atheists,” the major said.
“I do not believe in the Freemasons, however.”

“T believe in the Freemasons,”’ the lieutenant said.
“It is a noble organization.” Someone came in and
as the door opened I could see the snow falling.

*“ There will be no more offensive now that the snow
bas come,” 1 said.

“ Certainly not,” said the major. “ You should go
on leave. You should go to Rome, Naples, Sicily—"

“He should visit Amalfi,”” said the lieutenant. “1I
will write you cards to my family in Amalfi. They will
love you like a son.”

“He should go to Palermo.”

: He ought to go to Capri.”

.I would like you to see Abruzzi and visit my
family at Capracotta,” said the priest.
Listen to him talk about the Abruzzi. There’s

more snow.there than here. He doesn’t want to see

Peasants. Let him go t
Siviltzatin go to centres of culture and

“He should have fine girls. I will give you the
13
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There was fighting for that mountain too, but it was
not successful, and in the fall when the rains came the
leaves all fell from the chestnut trees and the branches
were bare and the trunks black with rain. The vine-
yards were thin and bare-branched too and all the
country wet and brown and dead with the autnmn,
There were mists over the river and clouds on the
mountain and the trucks splashed mud on the roads,
and the troops were muddy and wet in their capes;
their rifles were wet and under their capes the two
leather cartridge-boxes on the front of the belts, grey
leather boxes heavy with the packs of clips of thin,
long 6-5 mm, cartr bulged forward under the
capes so that the men, passing on the road, marched
as though they were six months gone with child.

There were small grey motor-cars that passed going
very fast ; usually there was an officer on the seat with
the driver and more officers in the back seat. They
splashed more mud than the camions even and if one
of the officers in the back was very small and sjtting
between two generals, he himself so small that you
could not see his face but only the top of his cap and
his narrow back, and if the car went especially fast it
was probably the King. He lived in Udine_and came
out in this way nearly every day to see how things
were going, and things went very badly.

At the start of the winter came the permanent rain
and with the rain came the cholera. But it was
checked and in the end only seven thousand-died of it
in the army.

CHAPTER 1II

THE next year there were many victories. The

mountain that was beyond the valley and the hillside

where the chestnut forest grew was captured and there

were victories beyond the plain on the plateau to the

south and we crossed the river in August and lived in

a house in Gorizia that had a fountain and many thick
S { 10





EPUB/image_0009_00.jpeg
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CHAPTER 1

IN the late summer of that year we lived in_a house in
a village that looked across the river and the plain to
the mountains. In the bed of the river there were
pebbles and boulders, dry and white in the sun, and the
water was clear and swiftly moving and blue in the
channels. Troops went by the house and down the
road and the dust they raised powdered the leayes of
the trees. The trunks of the trees too were dusty and
the leaves fell early that year and we saw the.troops
marching along the road and the dust rising and
leaves, stirred by the breeze, falling and the soldiers
marching and afterwards the road bare and white
except for the leaves.

The plain was rich with crops; there were many
orchards of frhit trees and beyond the plain the
mountains were brown and bare. There was fighting .
in the mountains and at night we could see the flashes
from the artillery. la the dark it was like summer
lightning, but the nights were cool and there was not
the feeling of a~sform coming. - =
. Sometimes in the dark we heard the troops march-
ing under the window and guns going past pulled by
motor-tractors. There was much traffic at night and
many mules on the roads with boxes of ammunition on
each side of their pack-saddles and grey motor-trucks

1at carried men, and other trucks with loads covered
Wwith canvas that moved slower in the traffic. There
were big guns too that passed in the day drawn by
tractors, the long barrels of the guns covered with
green branches and green leafy branches and vines
laid over the tractors. To the north we could look
“%We—imMurmmd
behind it another mountain on this side of the river,
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were paths in the snow going back to the latrines
behind trenches.

Later, below in the town, I watched the snow fall-
ing, looking out of the window of the bawdy-house,
the house for officers, where I sat with a friend and
two glasses drinking a bottle of Asti, and, looking out
at the snow falling slowly and heavily, we knew it
was all over for that year. Up the river the
mountains had not been taken ; none of the mountains
beyorrd the river had been taken. That was all left
for next year. My friend saw the priest from our
mess going by in the street, walking carefully in the
slush, and pounded on the window to attract his
attention, The priest looked up. He saw us and
smiled. (My friend motioned for him to come in;) The
priest shook his head and went on. That night in the
mess after the spaghetti course,-which every one ate
very quickly and seriously, lifting the spaghetti on the
fork until the loose strands hung clear then lowering
it into the mouth, or else using a continuous lift and
sucking into the mouth, helping ourselves to wine
from the grass-covered gallon flask; it swung in a
metal cradle and you pulled the neck of the flask down
with the forefinger and the wine, clear red, tannic and
lovely, poured out into the glass held with the same
hand ; after this course, the captain commenced picking
on the priest.

The priest was young and blushed easily and wore
a uniform like the rest of us but with a cross in dark
red velvet above the left breast-pocket of his grey
tunic. The captain spoke pidgin Italian for my
doubtful benefit, in order that I might understand
perfectly, that nothing should be lost.

“ Priest to-day with girls,”” the captain said looking
at the priest and at me. The priest smiled and blushed
and shook his head. This captain baited him often.

“Not true?” asked the captain. “To-day I see
priest with girls.”

““No,” said the priest. The other officers were
amused at the baiting.

“Priest not with girls,” went on the captain.

12
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shady trees in a walled Lga\rden and a wistaria vine
purple on the side of the house. Now the fighting was

in the next mountains beyond and was not a mile
away. The town was very nice and our house was
very fine. The river ran behind us and the town h;ld
been captured very handsomely but the mountains
beyond it could not be taken and I was very glad the
Austrians seemed to want to come back to the town
some time, if the war should end, because they did
not bombard it to destroy it but only a little in a
military way. People lived on in 4t and there were

# hospitals and cafés and artillery up side streets and two
bawdy-houses, one for troops and one for officers, and
with the end of the summer, the cool nights, the fight-
ing in the mountains beyond the town, the shell-
marked iron of the railway bridge, the smashed tunnel
by the river where the fighting had been, the trees
around the square and the long avenue of trees that
led to the square; these with there being girls in the
town, the King passing in his motor-car;, sometimes
now seeing his face and little long-necked body and
grey beard like a goat’s chin-tuft ; all these with the
sudden interiors of houses that had lost a wall through
shelling, with plaster and rubble in their gardens and
sometimes in the street, and the whole thing going
well on the Carso made the fall very different from
the last fall when we had been in the country. The
war was changed too.

The forest of oak trees on the mountain beyond the
town was gone. The forest had been green in the
summer when we had come into the town but now
there were the stumps and the broken trunks and the
ground torn up, and one day at the end of the fall
when I was out where the oak forest had been I saw a
cloud coming over the mountain. It came very fast
~and the sun went a dull yellow and then everything
was grey and the sky was covered and the cloud
came on down the mountain and suddenly we were in
it and it was snow. The snow slanted across the
wind, the bare ground was covered, the stumps of
trees projected, there was snow on the guns and there

1
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