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第一章 前 言

本书旨在简短扼要地阐明形成简明英语写作风格所必须遵循的基本要求，通过强调一些写作要点，并着重指出在英语写作过程中最常犯的用法规范和原则方面的错误（见第二三章），使得教师轻松教、学生轻松学。 有鉴于此，本书并没有长篇大论，而是仅列出了逗号使用的三条规则和分号使用的一条规则，相信这四条规则已涵盖了大部分句内标点符号的用法规范。同样地，在第三章中，本书仅给出了一些最适用的句子和段落的写作原则。因此，本书仅涵盖了英语写作风格方面的一小部分内容。作者的经验是，在掌握了这些基本要素之后，再针对个体写作过程中出现的问题进行一对一指导，才能使学生受益最多。另外，每位教师都有一套自己的写作理论，比起任一教科书上推荐的，更推崇自己的。



为方便校正书稿，书中的章节进行了排序。



在撰写本书时，作者在康奈尔大学英语系的同事们给予了他很多帮助。乔治·麦克莱恩·伍德（George McLane Wood）先生慷慨地将其所著的《给作者们的建议》（Suggestions to Authors
 ）一书中的部分内容收录进本书的规则 10中。

下面推荐一些书籍作为参考或进一步学习之用：

关于第二章和第四章的内容，请参考：

F. Howard Collins, Author and Printer
 (Henry Frowde);

Chicago University Press, Manual of Style
 ;

T. L. De Vinne, Correct Composition
 (The Century Company);

Horace Hart, Rules for Compositors and Printers
 (Oxford University Press);

George McLane Wood, Extracts from the Style-Book of the Government Printing Office
 (United States Geological Survey);



关于第三章和第五章的内容，请参考：


The King's English
 (Oxford University Press);

Sir Arthur Quiller-Couch, The Art of Writing
 (Putnam), especially the chapter, Interlude on Jargon；

George McLane Wood, Suggestions to Authors
 (United States Geological Survey);

John Lesslie Hall, English Usage
 (Scott, Foresman and Co.);

James P. Kelley, Workmanship in Words
 (Little, Brown and Co.)

这些书充分探讨了本书中简要提及的一些要点，还提供了丰富的例证，可作为本书的补充内容。



长久以来，人们认为最优秀的作家有时会无视修辞规则。然而，当作家这样做时，读者往往会发现因其笔下的句子不合规范反而有了某些精彩之处。但除非作家对此信心十足，否则还是遵守规则为好。在学好这些规则并在其指导下能进行日常中的简明英语写作之后，再通过阅读文学大师们的作品来进一步探索英语写作风格的奥秘。





第二章 英语用法的基本规则

规则 1. 单数名词词尾加's构成名词所有格

单数名词词尾是辅音字母时，遵守本规则。例如：



Charles's friend

查尔斯的朋友

Burns's poems

彭斯的诗歌

the witch's malice

巫婆的邪恶计谋



美国政府印刷局和牛津大学出版社均使用本规则。



但也有例外，以-es或-is结尾的古代专有名词的所有格是只在其词尾加“'”，例如：Jesus的所有格为Jesus'（耶稣的），for conscience' sake（看在良知的份上），for righteousness' sake（看在正义的份上）。然而，诸如Achilles' heel（致命的要害）, Moses' laws（摩西的律法）, Isis' temple（伊希斯的神庙）等表达一般会写为：



the heel of Achilles

致命要害

the laws of Moses

摩西律法

the temple of Isis

伊希斯神庙



代词所有格，如hers, its, theirs, yours, oneself后不加撇号。





规则 2. 三个或三个以上的并列项之间，除最后两个用连词连接外，其余均须用逗号隔开



例如：



red, white, and blue

红色、白色和蓝色

gold, silver, or copper

金、银或铜

He opened the letter, read it, and made a note of its contents.

他拆开信，读了起来，还就其内容做了笔记。



美国政府印刷局和牛津大学出版社均使用本规则。



在公司名称中，一般省去最后一个逗号。例如：



Brown, Shipley & Co.

布朗-希普利公司





规则 3. 插入语前后有逗号分开



The best way to see a country, unless you are pressed for time, is to travel on foot.

如果时间不紧迫的话，游览一个国家的最好方式就是徒步旅行。



这条规则应用起来并不简单，因为我们常常很难确定一个单词（如however）或一个短语是否算作插入语。如果插入成分对句子流畅性的干扰微乎其微，那么作者可以放心地将逗号省略。但无论干扰程度如何，作者也不能只省略其中一个逗号而留下另一个。以下两个句子是不规范的，例如：



Marjorie's husband, Colonel Nelson paid us a visit yesterday.

玛乔丽的丈夫纳尔逊上校昨天来拜访我们了。



再如：



My brother you will be pleased to hear, is now in perfect health.

你听了一定很高兴，我的兄弟现在健康状况良好。



如果插入成分由某个连词引导，第一个逗号应放在连词的前面，而非后面。例如：

He saw us coming, and unaware that we had learned of his treachery, greeted us with a smile.

他不知道我们已经获悉了他的叛变行为，看见我们过来，还笑着和我们打招呼。



以下情况一般被视为插入语，应放在逗号之间（或位于句末的话，放在逗号和句号之间）。例如：



（1）构成一个日期的某年和跟在星期后面的某月某日。

February to July, 1916.

1916年2月至7月

April 6, 1917.

1917年4月6日

Monday, November 11, 1918.

1918年11月11日，星期一



（2）缩写词etc. 和jr.



（3）非限制性定语从句是指不对先行名词起限制作用的从句。与表时间或地点的连词引导的从句一样，都可被视为插入语。例如：



The audience, which had at first been indifferent, became more and more interested.

观众一开始不感兴趣，后来却越来越感兴趣了。



在这个句子中，由which引导的从句并不是为了指明具体是哪些观众，而是假设读者已知。作为插入成分，这一从句只是为了增添一些信息，作为主句内容的补充。实际上，这个句子里包含了两个独立的陈述句：



The audience had at first been indifferent. Later they became more and more interested.

观众一开始不感兴趣。后来他们越来越感兴趣了。



相比之下，限制性定语从句不需要用逗号隔开。如下所示：



The candidate who best meets these requirements will obtain the place.

最符合这些要求的候选人将获得这个职位。



这里由who引导的从句用以指明是哪些候选人。这个句子不能被拆分为两个独立的陈述句。



同理，以下两个句子在标点使用方面也不同：



Nether Stowey, where Coleridge wrote The Rime of the Ancient Mariner, is a few miles from Bridgewater.

柯勒律治写下《古舟子咏》的内瑟·斯托威距离布里奇沃特只有几英里。

The day will come when you will admit your mistake.

你认错的那一天迟早会来。



第一个句子中，Nether Stowey通过其名字即可确定其本身是什么，因此，关于柯勒律治的表述是补充性的、附加性的；而第二个句子中提到的day只有通过起限制作用的从句才能明确。



与插入语放在逗号间的原则相似，当主句前后出现短语或从句时，也须用逗号将其隔开。例如：



Partly by hard fighting, partly by diplomatic skill, they enlarged their dominions to the east, and rose to royal rank with the possession of Sicily, exchanged afterwards for Sardinia.

一面浴血奋战，一面运用外交策略，他们向东拓展了领土，并因攻取了西西里岛而一跃成为权贵阶层，之后又用西西里岛换来了撒丁岛。



其他例子请参见规则 4、5、6、7、16和18。



注意：不要用逗号隔开独立分句，参见规则 5。





规则 4. 在引导一并列分句的连词前加逗号



The early records of the city have disappeared, and the story of its first years can no longer be reconstructed.

关于这座城市的早期记录已不复存在，因而其早年的情况已无从考证。

The situation is perilous, but there is still one chance of escape.

情况危急，但仍有一线生机。



这类句子，一旦脱离了语境，似乎有必要进行改写。因为逗号前面的句子已具有了完整的意义，所以第二个分句像是在表达事后的思考。此外，and是表明句间关系最不明确的连词。它用在两个独立分句之间，仅仅表明二者之间存在某种关系，但未对这种关系予以断定。在上面第一个例子中，由and连接的两分句间的关系为因果关系。这两个句子可以改写为：



As the early records of the city have disappeared, the story of its first years can no longer be reconstructed.

因为关于这座城市的早期记录已不复存在，所以其早年的情况已无从考证。

Although the situation is perilous, there is still one chance of escape.

虽然情况危急，但仍有一线生机。



或者也可以将这些从句替换为短语：



Owing to the disappearance of the early records of the city, the story of its first years can no longer be reconstructed.

由于关于这座城市的早期记录已不复存在，其早年的情况已无法考证。

In this perilous situation, there is still one chance of escape.

在这样危急的情况下，仍有一线生机。



但如果作者笔下的句子过于千篇一律、紧凑死板，这也是不可取的。偶尔插入一个松散句，既可以避免文风太过于正式，也可以让读者喘口气。因此，松散句常见于轻松自然的文风写作中。但作者也应慎重，不可过多地使用这类句型（参见规则 14）。



在一个由两个分句组成的句子中，当第二个分句是由as（意为“因为，由于”）, for, or, nor, while（意为“同时”）等连词引导时，连词前也应加逗号。



注意，如果第二个句子由副词引导，则副词前应加分号，而不是逗号（参见规则 5）。关联词so和yet既可作副词，又可作连词，可根据第二个句子是并列分句还是从句来具体判断。因此，作者需根据具体情况来判断是使用逗号，还是分号。但是，so的这些用法——相当于“因此，从而”（accordingly）或“以便”（so that）——比较口语化，因此，一般说来，应避免在写作中使用。一个既有效又简单的修正方法就是去掉so，并将第一个句子改为由as或since引导的句子。例如：






	I had never been in the place before; so I had difficulty in finding my way about.
	修正：As I had never been in the place before, I had difficulty in finding my way about.



	我以前从未来过这个地方，因此不容易找着路。
	因为我以前从未来过这个地方，所以不容易找着路。







如果第二个独立分句的前面是一个从句或一个需用逗号隔开的引导性短语，那么连词后面不用逗号。例如：



The situation is perilous, but if we are prepared to act promptly, there is still one chance of escape.

情况危急，但是如果我们能做好准备立即行动，就仍有一线生机。



当两个分句的主语相同且主语只出现一次时，如果连接词是but，则but前面需加逗号；如果连接词是and且句间关系紧密，则逗号可省去。例如：



I have heard his arguments, but am still unconvinced.

我听了他的理由，但仍表示怀疑。

He has had several years' experience and is thoroughly competent.

他已有多年的经验，因此完全有能力胜任。





规则 5. 勿用逗号连接独立分句



将两个或两个以上语法结构完整的句子组成一个复合句，不用连词连接时，应用分号连接。例如：



Stevenson's romances are entertaining; they are full of exciting adventures.

史蒂文森的浪漫史很有趣，充满了激动人心的奇异经历。

It is nearly half past five; we cannot reach town before dark.

现在都快五点半了，我们没法在天黑前赶到镇上了。



当然，将上述例句全都改为两个独立的句子，用句号代替分号，也是可以的。例如：



Stevenson's romances are entertaining. They are full of exciting adventures.

史蒂文森的浪漫史很有趣。它们充满了激动人心的奇异经历。

It is nearly half past five. We cannot reach town before dark.

现在都快五点半了。我们没法在天黑前赶到镇上了。



如果两个独立分句间有连词插入，那么正确的标点符号应是逗号（参见规则 4）。例如：



Stevenson's romances are entertaining, for they are full of exciting adventures.

史蒂文森的浪漫史很有趣，因为它们充满了激动人心的奇异经历。

It is nearly half past five, and we cannot reach town before dark.

现在都快五点半了，所以我们没法在天黑前赶到镇上了。



对比以上三种形式可知，第一种最佳。至少在给出的例句中，第一种比第二种要好，因为它更好地表明了两分句间的密切关系；第一种也比第三种要好，因为它更简洁有力。因此，以这种简单形式来表明两句之间的关系是最有用的写作技巧之一。如上述例句所示，这种形式所表明的句间关系通常为因果关系。



注意，如果第二个分句由副词引导，如accordingly（因此，从而），besides（此外），then（然后，那么），therefore（因此）或thus（因此，于是），仍需使用分号。



但也有例外，如果分句们都很短，结构也相似，用逗号也可以。例如：



Man proposes, God disposes.

谋事在人，成事在天。

The gate swung apart, the bridge fell, the portcullis was drawn up.

城门打开了，吊桥放下了，吊门拉起来了。



注意，在这两个例子中，句间关系不是因果关系。同样地，口语化的句子中也应用逗号，而不是分号。例如：



I hardly knew him, he was so changed.

他变了好多，我都快不认识他了。



这种口语化的表达形式可用于故事或戏剧的对话中，或是熟人间的书信中，但不适宜用于文章写作中。





规则 6. 勿将句子一分为二



换言之，能用逗号则不用句号。例如：



I met them on a Cunard liner several years ago. Coming home from Liverpool to New York.

多年前，我在从利物浦返回纽约的途中，在“丘纳德”号客轮上遇见了他们。

He was an interesting talker. A man who had traveled all over the world and lived in half a dozen countries.

他是一个说话很有趣的人。他曾游历世界，并在六个国家生活过。



在以上两个例句中，第一个句号都应改为逗号，紧跟其后的单词首字母也应改为小写。



有时，为了表达句意，可将一个强调性的单词或短语当作句子，并用句号终结。例如：



Again and again he called out. No reply.

他一遍遍大声喊叫。没人应答。



但是，作者必须保证这种强调式用法有其合理依据，不然，它们会被误认为是句法上或标点上的错误。



规则 3、4、5和6涵盖了一般句型中标点符号使用的最重要的一些规则，应完全掌握、熟练运用，直到得心应手。





规则 7. 位于句首的分词短语的逻辑主语须与该句语法上的主语一致



Walking slowly down the road, he saw a woman accompanied by two children.

沿着马路漫步时，他看到了一个带着两个孩子的女人。



Walking这一动作的发出者是整个句子的主语he，而不是a woman。如果想让这一动作的发出者变为a woman，这个句子需重写：



He saw a woman accompanied by two children, walking slowly down the road.

他看见一个带着两个孩子的女人正沿着马路漫步。



连词或介词开头的分词短语、做同位语的名词、形容词和形容词短语位于句首时，也应遵守这条规则。例如：






	On arriving in Chicago, his friends met him at the station.
	修正：On arriving in Chicago, he was met at the station by his friends.



	
	一抵达芝加哥，他就见到了来车站接他的朋友们。



	A soldier of proved valor, they entrusted him with the defence of the city.
	修正：A soldier of proved valor, he was entrusted with the defence of the city.



	
	作为一名勇士，他被委以守城重任。



	Young and inexperienced, the task seemed easy to me.
	修正：Young and inexperienced, I thought the task easy.



	
	由于年轻又没经验，我以为这个任务很简单。



	Without a friend to counsel him, the temptation proved irresistible.
	修正：Without a friend to counsel him, he found the temptation irresistible.



	
	没有朋友的劝阻，他发现自己抵挡不了这个诱惑。







如果不遵守这条规则，句意通常会荒唐好笑。例如：



Being in a dilapidated condition, I was able to buy the house very cheap.

我破旧不堪、摇摇欲坠，所以能以超低价买下了这房子。

Wondering irresolutely what to do next, the clock struck twelve.

闹钟迟疑着接下来要做什么，便敲了十二点。





第三章 英语写作的基本原则

规则 8. 篇章要以段落为单位：一段一主题



如果要写的主题范围较窄，或者你只想简要地陈述一下，也许就没必要再对这一主题进行细分。因此，不管是一篇简短的描述、一部文学作品的概要、一个事件的简介、一次行动的大纲，抑或是一个简单想法的阐述，所有这些，最好用一个自然段写成。写完之后，再检查一下，看看这样写是否比分几段写效果更好。



然而，一般情况下，一个大主题需要分成几个小主题，每个小主题再各写成一段。之所以采取“一段一主题”的方式，当然，是为了便于读者阅读。每段的开始都提示着读者：新一论述将展开。



文章的长短不一，小主题展开的幅度也随之不一。例如，一本书或一首诗的简短介绍可能只有一段，再长一点儿的可能有两段：

A. 作品简介

B. 批判性评价



写给文学班的一篇诗歌品评，可能有七段：

A. 写作和出版情况

B. 诗歌类型；韵律

C. 主题

D. 主题的表现手法

E. 显著特征

F. 传达出诗人怎样的气质风格

G. 与其他作品的关系



诗歌不同，那么C段和D段的内容也就不同。一般说来，C段会表明诗歌创作真实或虚构的背景（即情境），如果这些有必要阐明的话；然后点明主题，概述其发展深化。如果诗歌通篇为第三人称叙事，那么C段仅需对情节做一个简单概述即可。D段则应阐明这首诗歌的中心思想并分析它们是如何突显出来的，或指出这首叙事诗主要强调了哪几点。



一部小说可从以下几方面来探讨：

A. （写作）背景

B. 情节

C. 人物

D. （写作）目的



一个历史事件可从以下几方面来探讨：

A. 事件的缘起

B. 事件的经过

C. 事件的后果



当真正写这两个主题其中之一时，作者可能会发现，有必要将以上所列举的一个或多个小标题再进行细分。



通常，单句不能独立成段，但过渡句是个例外。它常见于说明文或议论文中，用以指出各部分之间的关系。教材、指南或者其他著作中也常有单句成段，而且很多主题都是一带而过。



在对话中，每一次说话，即便只有一个单词，也应单独成段；也就是说，每换一人说话，就要另起一段。当既有对话又有叙述时，最好能从印刷精良的小说作品中学习如何运用这条规则。





规则 9. 通常，以一个主题句来开始一个段落，并在结尾处首尾呼应



这样做仍是为了便于读者阅读。这里所推荐的这种方法可以让读者在开始阅读每一段落时就清楚每一段落的写作目的，并且在读完一段之后仍不忘该段的写作目的。因此，通常，最佳的段落写作，尤其是在说明文和议论文中，应是这样的：



（1）主题句出现在段首或段首附近；

（2）随后的句子解释、论证或展开主题句中的观点；

（3）最后一句要么强调主题句中的观点，要么说明某个重要结论。



注意，千万不要出现段尾跑题的现象或者以一个无关紧要的细节来收尾的情况。



如果一段落属于整篇文章的一部分，那么就要点明它与上文之间的关系或它在全文中所起的作用。要做到这点，有时，仅靠主题句中的一个单词或短语即可得知，如again（另外，此外），therefore（因此），for the same reason（基于相同的原因）。但有时，在主题句出现之前，使用一个或多个引导句或过渡句，不失为一种更好的办法。如果需要多个此类句子，一般说来，最好将过渡句独立成段。



如上所述，作者可以根据其写作意图，通过一种或多种不同的方式将整个段落与主题句联系起来。他/她还可以通过重申主题、对其术语下定义、否定其对立观点、举例说明等方法让主题句的含义更加清晰明确；还可以通过检验来论证它，或通过展现主题的内涵与推论来进一步阐明它。在长段落中，作者也可以同时使用以上提到的这几种方法。例如：



① Now, to be properly enjoyed, a walking tour should be gone upon alone. ② If you go in a company, or even in pairs, it is no longer a walking tour in anything but name; it is something else and more in the nature of a picnic. ③ A walking tour should be gone upon alone, because freedom is of the essence; because you should be able to stop and go on, and follow this way or that, as the freak takes you; and because you must have your own pace, and neither trot alongside a champion walker, nor mince in time with a girl. ④ And you must be open to all impressions and let your thoughts take colour from what you see. ⑤ You should be as a pipe for any wind to play upon. ⑥“I cannot see the wit,” says Hazlitt, “of walking and talking at the same time. ⑦ When I am in the country, I wish to vegetate like the country,” which is the gist of all that can be said upon the matter. ⑧ There should be no cackle of voices at your elbow, to jar on the meditative silence of the morning. ⑨ And so long as a man is reasoning he cannot surrender himself to that fine intoxication that comes of much motion in the open air, that begins in a sort of dazzle and sluggishness of the brain, and ends in a peace that passes comprehension.

—Stevenson. Walking Tours




① 那么，要想好好享受徒步旅行，就应该独自行走。② 如果结伴而行，哪怕是两两而行，徒步远足也会变为徒有其名，本质上更像是一次野炊。③ 徒步旅行就应该独自行走，因为其本质是自由；因为你可以停下来，也可以继续走，可以走这条路，也可以走那条路，随心所欲；还因为你要有自己的步调，既不需要跟紧竞走冠军，也无须迈着小步，和女孩聊天。④ 你必须保持心胸开阔，并从所见之物中汲取智慧。⑤ 你要海纳百川，包容万象。⑥ 黑兹利特说：“我不明白边走边谈有何益处。⑦ 当我身处乡村时，我希望像乡下人那样过简单纯粹的生活。”这才是独自旅行的真正意义所在。⑧ 在静谧的清晨，你的身边不应有嘈杂的吵闹声干扰你的沉思。⑨ 一个一直在思考的人是不可能放任自己于户外运动所带来的陶醉之中的，这种沉醉开始时大脑眩晕昏沉，最终进入一种了然的平静。

——节选自罗伯特·路易斯·史蒂文森《徒步旅行》



① 主题句。② 通过否定对立观点，使主题句的含义更加清楚。③ 以简略形式重申主题句，并列举三个原因来支撑主题句；第三个原因——“你要有自己的步调”（“you must have your own pace”）——通过否定相反的观点而更加明晰。④ 以两种方式来表明第四个原因。⑤ 换种方式来表明相同的原因。⑥ -⑦ 借由黑兹利特的话来表明相同的原因。⑧ 以释义法重述黑兹利特的观点。⑨ 最后以强调和升华的语言来表明第四个原因，得出一个有力的结论。



① It was chiefly in the eighteenth century that a very different conception of history grew up. ② Historians then came to believe that their task was not so much to paint a picture as to solve a problem; to explain or illustrate the successive phases of national growth, prosperity, and adversity. ③ The history of morals, of industry, of intellect, and of art; the changes that take place in manners or beliefs; the dominant ideas that prevailed in successive periods; the rise, fall, and modification of political constitutions; in a word, all the conditions of national well-being became the subject of their works.④ They sought rather to write a history of peoples than a history of kings. ⑤ They looked especially in history for the chain of causes and effects. ⑥ They undertook to study in the past the physiology of nations, and hoped by applying the experimental method on a large scale to deduce some lessons of real value about the conditions on which the welfare of society mainly depend.

—Lecky, The Political Value of History
 .



① 18世纪出现了一种截然不同的历史观。② 历史学家们开始相信，他们的使命与其说是描绘一幅蓝图不如说是解决问题；解释或阐明国家发展、繁荣、衰落的各个阶段。③ 道德史、工业史、思想史、艺术史，行为和信仰的变化，不同阶段的主流思想，政治体制的兴衰变革等，总而言之，所有国家福祉赖以实现的条件都已成为历史学家们的研究对象。④ 他们探索而非书写历史，关注民众的历史，而非君王们的历史。⑤ 他们尤其关注历史中的因果关系链。⑥ 他们开始研究以往国家的生理学，并希望通过大规模的实验来推断出关乎社会福利主要依赖的条件的真正有价值的经验教训。

——节选自莱基的《历史的政治价值》



① 主题句。② 更清晰地表达主题句的含义；定义新历史观。③ 扩展定义。④ 通过对比来阐释定义。⑤ 补充定义：新历史观的又一要素。 ⑥ 结论：新历史观带来的一个重要影响。



在记叙文和描写性的文章中，有时，段落以一个简练、概括性的句子开始，以便将接下来的细节描写紧密结合在一起。例如：



The breeze served us admirably. 微风撩人。

The campaign opened with a series of reverses. 战役一开始就连遭挫败。

The next ten or twelve pages were filled with a curious set of entries.接下来的10页或12页中满是一些令人费解的词目。



但是，这种方法也不能滥用，否则反而会弄巧成拙，显得矫揉造作。更常见的情况是，起始句开门见山，直接点明主题，并预示段落接下来的发展方向。例如：



At length I thought I might return towards the stockade.

最后，我想我应该朝俘虏营返回了。

He picked up the heavy lamp from the table and began to explore.

他从桌子上拿起那个沉甸甸的灯，开始探索。

Another flight of steps, and they emerged on the roof.

又上了一段台阶后，他们终于来到了屋顶。



然而，这种生动叙事的段落比较简短，经常没有类似主题句的句子。分段只是为了修辞上停顿的需要，以突显故事中的某些细节描写。





规则 10. 使用主动语态



主动语态通常比被动语态更直接、更有力。例如：



I shall always remember my first visit to Boston.

我将永远记得我的第一次波士顿之旅。



这句要比后面这句好很多：



My first visit to Boston will always be remembered by me.

我的第一次波士顿之旅将永远被我记得。



后一句不像前一句那么直接、有力、简练。如果想让句子更简练，作者可以省去by me：



My first visit to Boston will always be remembered.

我的第一次波士顿之旅将永远被记得。



但这样一来，句意就不明确了：我的第一次波士顿之旅将被谁铭记在心？是作者本人、未提及的其他人，还是全世界？



当然，这条规则绝不是要让作者彻底摒弃被动语态。在英语中，被动语态也是常用的，有时甚至是必要的。例如：



The dramatists of the Restoration are little esteemed today.

王政复辟时期的剧作家们如今已不受人们尊崇。

Modern readers have little esteem for the dramatists of the Restoration.

当代读者已不再尊崇王政复辟时期的剧作家们。



如果所在段落描写的是王政复辟时期的剧作家们，则第一句适用；而如果所在段落描写的是当代读者的品位问题，则第二句适用。这些例句说明，使用哪种语态，通常依据句子具体需要哪个特定词做主语而定。



通常情况下，要避免一个被动语态直接依存于另一个被动语态。例如：






	Gold was not allowed to be exported.
	修正：It was forbidden to export gold (The export of gold was prohibited).



	
	禁止出口黄金。



	He has been proved to have been seen entering the building.
	修正：It has been proved that he was seen to enter the building.



	
	经证实，有人看见他进了那栋建筑。







在以上两组例句中，每组中的第一个例句之所以不妥是因为，与第二个被动语态相关的词却做了第一个被动语态的主语。



还有一个常犯的错误是，用一个表达整个行为的名词做被动结构的主语，使得后面的动词除了完成句子形式之外，再无别的作用。例如：






	A survey of this region was made in 1900.
	修正：This region was surveyed in 1900.



	
	这个地区1900年就考察过了。



	Mobilization of the army was rapidly effected.
	修正：The army was rapidly mobilized.



	
	部队迅速集结好了。



	Confirmation of these reports cannot be obtained.
	修正：These reports cannot be confirmed.



	
	这些报道无法得到证实。







对比一下：在The export of gold was prohibited. 中，谓语was prohibited表达出了export未表达出来的含义。

但通常使用主动语态可以让文章更有力。这一点不仅适用于侧重情节描写的记叙文，也适用于其他各类文体。通过用主动语态中的动词替换there is（有）或could be heard（能被听到）等平庸的表达，可以使苍白无力的描写或说明变得生动活泼、强有力。例如：






	There were a great number of dead leaves lying on the ground.
	Dead leaves covered the ground.



	有许多枯叶落在地上。
	枯叶满地。



	The sound of a guitar somewhere in the house could be heard.
	Somewhere in the house a guitar hummed sleepily.



	房子某处的吉他声能被听到。
	从房子的某处传来吉他舒缓而低沉的旋律。



	The reason that he left college was that his health became impaired.
	Failing health compelled him to leave college.



	他从大学辍学的原因是他的健康状况恶化。
	每况愈下的健康状况迫使他辍了学。



	It was not long before he was very sorry that he had said what he had.
	He soon repented his words.



	没过多久，他就对自己说过的话感到很后悔。
	他很快就后悔自己说了那些话。









规则 11. 用肯定形式来陈述



陈述要明确表达观点，避免单调乏味、苍白无力、犹豫不决、模棱两可的语言。Not是用来表达否认或对立的，不要用于闪躲回避、含糊其辞的表述中。例如：






	He was not very often on time.
	He usually came late.



	他经常不准时。
	他经常迟到。



	He did not think that studying Latin was much use.
	He thought the study of Latin useless.



	他不认为学拉丁语有多大用处。
	他认为学拉丁语无用。



	The Taming of the Shrew is rather weak in spots. Shakespeare does not portray Katharine as a very admirable character, nor does Bianca remain long in memory as an important character in Shakespeare's works.
	The women in The Taming of the Shrew are unattractive. Katharine is disagreeable. Bianca insignificant.



	《驯悍记》在某些方面的描述苍白无力。莎士比亚没能将凯瑟琳刻画成一位令人赞赏的人物，也没使比安卡成为莎士比亚作品中能被人们铭记的重要人物。
	《驯悍记》中的女性人物没什么吸引力。凯瑟琳不令人喜爱。比安卡无足轻重。







最后这个例子在改写之前的表述是否定的、含糊不清的。因此，改写后的版本仅是对作者写作意图的一种揣测。



以上三组例句表明了not这个词自身固有的弱点。不管是有意识还是无意识，读者并不满足于被告知“不是什么”，而更想知道“是什么”。因此，一般说来，哪怕是否定意义，也最好用肯定形式表达出来。例如：






	not honest
	dishonest



	不诚实的
	不诚实的



	not important
	trifling



	不重要的
	微不足道的



	did not remember
	forgot



	不记得……
	忘记……



	did not pay any attention to
	ignored



	没注意……
	忽视了……



	did not have much confidence in
	distrusted



	对……没多大信任
	不信任……







肯定形式和否定形式对照，表达效果更有力。例如：



Not charity, but simple justice.

不求仁慈，但求公正。

Not that I loved Caesar less, but Rome the more.

并非不爱恺撒，而是爱罗马更甚。



通常，not以外的否定词语气更为强烈。例如：



The sun never sets upon the British flag.

英国国旗上的太阳永不落。





规则 12. 使用清晰、明确、具体的语言



语言明确优于笼统、清晰优于含糊、具体优于抽象。例如：






	A period of unfavorable weather set in.
	It rained every day for a week.



	一段天气“恼人”的时期到来了。
	一个星期，天天下雨。



	He showed satisfaction as he took possession of his well-earned reward.
	He grinned as he pocketed the coin.



	当拿得应得的报酬时，他表现得很满意。
	当把钱装进口袋时，他咧着嘴笑。



	There is a general agreement among those who have enjoyed the experience that surf-riding is productive of great exhilaration.
	All who have tried surf-riding agree that it is most exhilarating.



	在那些享受过这种体验的人中，有一种共识，那就是冲浪能给人带来非常兴奋的体验。
	凡是尝试过冲浪的人都认可它是最令人兴奋的一项运动。







研究过写作技巧的人有一个共识，那就是：引起并吸引住读者注意力的最可靠方法就是使语言清晰、明确、具体。评论家们曾指出，荷马、但丁、莎士比亚等最伟大作家们的作品能给人留下深刻印象，归因于他们明确且具体的用语。从另一位更现代的作家布朗宁的作品中，我们可以看到许多显著例子。比如，在其《我已故的公爵夫人》中有这么几句：



Sir, 't was all one! My favour at her breast,

The dropping of the daylight in the west,

The bough of cherries some officious fool

Broke in the orchard for her, the white mule

She rode with round the terrace——all and each

Would draw from her alike the approving speech,

Or blush, at least.

先生，她对什么都一样！她胸口上

佩戴的我的赠品，或落日的余光；

过分殷勤的傻子在园中攀折

给她的一枝樱桃，或她骑着

绕行花圃的白骡——所有这一切

都会使她同样地赞羡不绝，

或至少泛起红晕。 （飞白译）



还有诗歌收尾的几句：



Notice Neptune, though,

Taming a sea-horse, thought a rarity,

Which Claus of lnnsbruck cast in bronze for me.

但请看这海神尼普顿

在驯服海马，这是件珍贵的收藏，

是克劳斯为我特制的青铜铸像。 （飞白译）



这些诗句让人浮想联翩。回想一下，在《圣普拉西德教堂的主教吩咐后事》一诗中，布朗宁是如何运用细节和具体词汇传达出“复兴精神——它的世俗、反复无常、自豪、虚伪、对自身的无知、对艺术的热爱、对奢华的向往、对优美拉丁语的追求”（引用罗斯金对此诗的评论）。



散文，尤其是记叙性和描述性散文，也可采用同样的手法使其生动自然。如果吉姆·霍金斯（Jim Hawkins）、戴维·贝尔福（David Balfour）、金姆（Kim）、诺斯托罗莫（Nostromo）等人物形象对无数读者来说至今仍栩栩如生，如果在读卡莱尔（Carlyle）时，我们感到自己好像就在攻占巴士底狱的现场，那么这都是因为作者笔下清晰的细节描写和具体的用词。当然，不一定非要给出所有细节，这是不可能的，也是无意义的。但是，作者需给出所有重要的细节，且必须清晰，有了如此清晰明确的描述，读者才能在想象空间中将自己投射进场景，获得身临其境之感。



同样，在说明文和议论文中，作者也应注意对具体事例的把握，哪怕是在论述一般性原理时，也必须给出具体的应用案例。



“This superiority of specific expressions is clearly due to the effort required to translate words into thoughts. As we do not think in generals, but in particulars——as whenever any class of things is referred to, we represent it to ourselves by calling to mind individual members of it, it follows that when an abstract word is used, the hearer or reader has to choose, from his stock of images, one or more by which he may figure to himself the genus mentioned. In doing this, some delay must arise, some force be expended; and if by employing a specific term an appropriate image can be at once suggested, an economy is achieved, and a more vivid impression produced.”

具体表达有其优势，原因很明显，那就是将词语转化为思想需要花些功夫。因为我们不是泛泛思考，而是具象思考——无论何时提到某类事物，我们都是通过在脑海里回想起它的各个部分来最终呈现出具体的它。当用到某个抽象词汇时，听者或读者不得不从自己存储的各种意象中选择一个或多个来表示提到的种类。如此一来，肯定会费时费力；如果使用某个具体词汇，便会立刻引出某个适当的意象，既省时省力，又印象深刻。



上面这段选自赫伯特·斯宾塞（Herbert Spencer）的《款色哲学》（Philosophy of Style
 ），并用以下两个句子来说明这一规则：






	In proportion as the manners, customs, and amusements of a nation are cruel and barbarous, the regulations of their penal code will be severe.
	In proportion as men delight in battles, bull- fights, and combats of gladiators, will they punish by hanging, burning, and the rack.



	一个国家的礼仪、风俗、娱乐越残忍、野蛮，其刑法也就越严苛。
	人们越是乐于战斗、斗牛和角斗，就越喜欢用绞刑、火刑和拷问台来惩罚人。









规则 13. 删掉不必要的词



生动有力的英文写作应是简练的。就像一幅画中不应有多余的线条，一台机器上不应有多余的零件一样，一个句子中不应有多余的词语、一个段落中不应有多余的句子。这并不是要求作者笔下句句简练，或者避开所有细节，只对主题概而述之，而是要求作者笔下的每个词都要发挥其作用。



但许多常用表达都违背了这一原则。例如：






	the question as to whether
	whether (the question whether)



	关于是否……的问题
	是否……



	there is no doubt but that
	no doubt (doubtless)



	毫无疑问……
	无疑



	used for fuel purposes
	used for fuel



	用作燃料之用
	用作燃料



	he is a man who
	he



	他是一个……的人
	他



	in a hasty manner
	hastily



	以仓促的方式
	仓促地



	this is a subject which
	this subject



	这是一个……的主题
	这个主题



	His story is a strange one.
	His story is strange.



	他的故事是一个离奇的故事。
	他的故事很离奇。







尤其是短语the fact that（……的事实），不管出现在什么句子中，都应删除。例如：






	owing to the fact that
	since (because)



	由于……的事实
	由于（因为）……



	in spite of the fact that
	though (although)



	尽管……的事实
	尽管……



	call your attention to the fact that
	remind you (notify you)



	提醒你注意……的事实
	提醒你……（通知你……）



	I was unaware of the fact that
	I was unaware that (did not know)



	我没意识到……的事实
	我没意识到……（我不知道……）



	the fact that he had not succeeded
	his failure



	他没能成功这一事实
	他的失败



	the fact that I had arrived
	my arrival



	我已到达的事实
	我的到达







此外，可参考第五章中case，character，nature，system等词的用法。



who is，which was等表达一般都是冗余的。例如：






	His brother, who is a member of the same firm...
	His brother, a member of the same firm...



	他的兄弟，他是同一家公司的员工……
	他的兄弟，同一家公司的员工……



	Trafalgar, which was Nelson's last battle...
	Trafalgar, Nelson's last battle...



	特拉法尔加，它是纳尔逊的最后一战……
	特拉法尔加，纳尔逊的最后一战……







肯定句比否定句更简练，同样地，主动语态也比被动语态更简练。规则 11和规则 12中的很多例句可以用来阐明这一规则。



违背简练原则的一种常见情况是用一连串的句子逐步地阐明一个复杂的想法，如果能将这些句子组合成一句，那么文章会更简洁，表达也更有力。例如：






	Macbeth was very ambitious. This led him to wish to become king of Scotland. The witches told him that this wish of his would come true. The king of Scotland at this time was Duncan. Encouraged by his wife, Macbeth murdered Duncan. He was thus enabled to succeed Duncan as king. (51 words.)
	Encouraged by his wife, Macbeth achieved his ambition and realized the prediction of the witches by murdering Duncan and becoming king of Scotland in his place. (26 words.)



	麦克白野心勃勃。这使得他想成为苏格兰的国王。女巫们告诉他，他的愿望将会实现。当时苏格兰的国王是邓肯。在妻子的怂恿下，麦克白谋杀了邓肯。就这样，他成了继邓肯之后的国王。
	在妻子的怂恿下，麦克白通过谋杀邓肯成了苏格兰的下一任国王，实现了自己的野心，也印证了女巫们的预言。



	There were several less important courses, but these were the most important, and although they did not come every day, they came often enough to keep you in such a state of mind that you never knew what your next move would be. (43 words.)
	These, the most important courses of all, came, if not daily, at least often enough to keep one under constant strain. (21 words.)



	有些事情不那么重要，但这些是最重要的，尽管不是每天发生，但是它们出现的频率足以让你一直处于一种紧张的精神状态下：永远不知道下一步该怎么走。
	所有之中最重要的事情出现了，不是每天都有，但是至少频繁的让人一直很紧张。









规则 14. 避免连续使用松散句



本规则针对的是某种结构松散的句子。这种句子由两个并列分句组成，第二个分句由连词或关系词引导。尽管单个这种句子无可非议（参见规则 4），但连续使用则会使文章变得单调、冗长乏味。



一个写作技能不熟练的作者有时会用此类句子写就整个段落，且频繁使用连词and, but, so来组织句子，也使用一些非限制性关系代词或关系副词who, which, when, where, 以及连词while来组织句子，只是不像and, but, so那样频繁。（参见规则 3）例如：



The third concert of the subscription series was given last evening, and a large audience was in attendance. Mr. Edward Appleton was the soloist, and the Boston Symphony Orchestra furnished the instrumental music. The former showed himself to be an artist of the first rank, while the latter proved itself fully deserving of its high reputation. The interest aroused by the series has been very gratifying to the Committee, and it is planned to give a similar series annually hereafter. The fourth concert will be given on Tuesday, May 10, when an equally attractive programme will be presented.

第三场募捐音乐会于昨晚举办，大量观众出席。爱德华·阿普尔顿先生表演了独奏，波士顿交响乐团提供了器乐演奏。前者展示了自己作为一名一流艺术家的艺术造诣，后者证明了其盛誉名副其实。该系列音乐会引起了广泛关注，委员会对此非常满意，并计划今后每年都举办一次类似的音乐会。第四场音乐会将于5月10日星期二上演，届时将为观众奉上同样精彩的表演。



上述这段文字不仅字句陈旧、空洞，而且句子结构对仗呆板、韵律单调乏味，使得段落的表达力度很弱。与此形成鲜明对比的是规则 9中的例句，或者任一优秀的英语散文中的句子，像《名利场》的开场白就写得非常引人入胜。



如果作者发现自己写出了一连串这样的松散句，应重写其中一些以避免单调乏味，代之以简单句、由分号连接的两个分句组成的句子、由两个分句组成的圆周句（掉尾句）或由三个分句组成的松散句或掉尾句——根据能最好地表达出作者的想法来选择最佳句型。





规则 15. 用相似的形式表达并列的意思



本原则，即平行结构，要求以相似的外在形式来组织内容和功能相似的句中成分。外在形式的相似可以使读者更容易辨识出内容和功能方面的相似之处。《圣经》中的《十诫》、《八福》、《主祷文》里都可以看见平行结构的句子。



写作技巧不熟练的作者经常违背这一原则，错误地认为应该不断地变换句式以求表达方式多样化。的确，为了强调某一观点而对其进行重申时，作者需要变换句式。作为例证，请参见规则 9中引用的史蒂文森所写的段落。但除此之外，作者应遵循平行结构原则。例如：






	Formerly, science was taught by the textbook method, while now the laboratory method is employed.
	Formerly, science was taught by the textbook method; now it is taught by the laboratory method.



	以前，人们通过讲教科书的方式来教授科学，而如今采用实验室的方式。
	以前，人们通过讲教科书的方式来教授科学；如今，人们采用实验室的方式来教授科学。







左边的例句给人的感觉是作者犹犹豫豫、缩手缩脚，好像不能或者害怕选择一种表达方式并坚持到底。右边的例句则表明作者至少已经选定了一种表达方式，并将其贯穿到底。



根据本原则，若一个冠词或介词适用于一组词里的每个词，要么只加在第一个词前面，要么每一个词前面都得加。例如：






	the French, the Italians, Spanish, and Portuguese
	修正：the French, the Italians, the Spanish, and the Portuguese



	
	法国人、意大利人、西班牙人和葡萄牙人



	in spring, summer, or in winter
	修正：in spring, summer, or winter (in spring, in summer, or in winter)



	
	在春季、夏季或冬季







由关联词，如both...and; not...but; not only...but also; either...or; first, second, third等组织的句子的语法结构应相同，实际上，也就是说，词性相同。（如both Henry and I; not silk, but a cheap substitute）许多句子之所以违背这条规则，有些是因为句子组织不当（如下面例句中的前三个），有些则是因为结构不同（如下面例句中的最后一个）。例如：






	It was both a long ceremony and very tedious.
	修正：The ceremony was both long and tedious.



	
	这场仪式既冗长又乏味。



	A time not for words, but action.
	修正：A time not for words, but for action.



	
	不是靠说而是靠做的时候。



	Either you must grant his request or incur his ill will.
	修正：You must either grant his request or incur his ill will.



	
	你要么准予他的请求，要么承受他的怨恨。



	My objections are, first, the injustice of the measure; second, that it is unconstitutional.
	修正：My objections are, first, that the measure is unjust; second, that it is unconstitutional.



	
	我之所以反对，是因为：第一，这种方法是不正当的；第二，它也是违宪的。







可参见规则 12中的第三个例子和规则 13中的最后一个例子。



有人可能会问，如果需要表达大量相似的观点，比如二十个，该怎么写？是不是必须得连续写二十个结构统一的句子？仔细想想，你可能会发现，这种困难其实是不存在的：可以将这二十个观点分成几组，只需在每组中遵循这一原则即可。否则，最好将这些观点以表格的形式呈现出来，来避开这一难题。





规则 16. 将相关词放在一起



一个句子中各个单词的位置所在是表明它们之间相互关系的主要方式。因此，作者须尽量将句意上相关的词或词组放在一起，并将不相关的分隔开来。



通常，句子的主语和主要动词不应被短语或从句隔开，如果这个短语或从句可以移至句首的话。例如：






	Wordsworth, in the fifth book of The Excursion
 , gives a minute description of this church.
	修正：In the fifth book of The Excursion
 , Wordsworth gives a minute description of this church.



	
	在其第五部作品《远足》中，华兹华斯详细地描绘了这座教堂。



	Cast iron, when treated in a Bessemer converter, is changed into steel.
	修正：By treatment in a Bessemer converter, cast iron is changed into steel.



	
	经过在贝塞麦转炉中的处理，生铁就会变成钢。







不赞成这么做的理由是没有必要插入短语或从句来打乱主句的正常顺序。然而，如果主语和主要动词之间插入的是一个关系从句或同位语，这是可以接受的。在掉尾句中，作者有时会刻意将句子的主语和主要动词隔开，以制造悬念，这也是可以接受的（参见规则 18中的例句）。



通常，关系代词应紧跟在其先行词之后。例如：






	There was a look in his eye that boded mischief.
	In his eye was a look that boded mischief.



	他的眼里流露出一种神情，这神情预示着恶作剧降临。
	他的眼里流露出来恶作剧降临的神情。



	He wrote three articles about his adventures in Spain, which were published in Harper's Magazine
 .
	He published in Harper's Magazine
 three articles which were about his adventures in Spain.



	他写了三篇关于他在西班牙冒险经历的文章，并将它们发表在了《哈珀杂志》上。
	他在《哈珀杂志》上发表了三篇文章。这些文章是关于他在西班牙的冒险经历。



	This is a portrait of Benjamin Harrison, grandson of William Henry Harrison, who became President in 1889.
	This is a portrait of Benjamin Harrison,who became President in 1889. He was the grandson of William Henry Harrison.



	这是威廉·亨利·哈里森的孙子本杰明·哈里森的肖像，他于1889年当选总统。
	这是本杰明·哈里森的肖像，他于1889年当选总统。他是威廉·亨利·哈里森的孙子。







如果先行词是一组词，那么关系词应跟在这组词的末尾，除非句子有歧义。例如：






	A proposal to amend the Sherman Act, which has been variously judged.
	修正：A proposal, which has been variously judged, to amend the Sherman Act.



	
	一个已多方面评判的关于修订《谢尔曼法》的提案……



	
	A proposal to amend the much-debated Sherman Act.



	
	一项提案要求修订争议颇多的《谢尔曼法》。



	The grandson of William Henry Harrison, who...
	修正：William Henry Harrison's grandson, who...



	
	威廉·亨利·哈里森的孙子，他……







同位语名词可以放在先行词和关系词之间，因为这不会产生歧义。例如：



The Duke of York, his brother, who was regarded with hostility by the Whigs.

他的兄弟约克公爵遭到辉格党的敌视。



修饰词应尽量靠近其所修饰的词。如果几个修饰词修饰的是同一个词，应合理排序，以免造成修饰不当。例如：






	All the members were not present.
	Not all the members were present.



	所有成员都未出席。
	并非所有成员都出席了。



	He only found two mistakes.
	He found only two mistakes.



	他只发现了两处错误。
	他发现只有两处错误。



	Major R. E. Joyce will give a lecture on Tuesday evening in Bailey Hall, to which the public is invited, on “My Experiences in Mesopotamia” at eight P. M.
	On Tuesday evening at eight P. M. , Major R. E. Joyce will give in Bailey Hall a lecture on “My Experiences in Mesopotamia”. The public is invited.



	R. E. 乔伊斯少校将于周二晚上八点在贝利礼堂做演讲，欢迎大家前去参加，演讲的题目为“我在美索不达米亚的经历”。
	周二晚上八点，R. E. 乔伊斯少校将在贝利礼堂做题为“我在美索不达米亚的经历”的演讲。欢迎大家前来参加。









规则 17. 在概述中，坚持用一种时态



在概述一部戏剧的情节时应用一般现在时。概述一首诗、一个故事或一部小说时，如果作者乐意，可以用一般过去时，但最好还是用一般现在时。如果概述中用的是一般现在时，那么先前的情节应用现在完成时；如果概述中用的是一般过去时，那么先前的情节应用过去完成时。例如：



An unforeseen chance prevents Friar John from delivering Friar Lawrence's letter to Romeo. Meanwhile, owing to her father's arbitrary change of the day set for her wedding, Juliet has been compelled to drink the potion on Tuesday night, with the result that Balthasar informs Romeo of her supposed death before Friar Lawrence learns of the non-delivery of the letter.

始料未及的是，约翰修士没能将劳伦斯修士的信交给罗密欧。同时，由于朱丽叶的父亲专横地更改了她的婚期，她不得不在周二晚上服下了假死的药。结果，巴尔萨泽将朱丽叶的“死”告诉了罗密欧，在这之后劳伦斯修士才获悉信未送到。



但是，无论在概述中用的是何种时态，间接引语或间接疑问句中的一般过去时保持不变。例如：



The Friar confesses that it was he who married them.

修士坦白是他为二人主持了婚礼。



除了上述的例外情况，无论作者选用什么时态，都应“一用到底”。不断变换时态，会给人留下反复不定、犹豫不决的印象（对比规则 15）。



在陈述他人的论述或观点时，与总结一篇文章或汇报一次演讲一样，应避免插入 he said, he stated, the speaker added, the speaker then went on to say, the author also thinks等诸如此类的表达，而是应该在一开始就一针见血地表明接下来是概述或总结，之后就不必反复提醒读者了。



在笔记本里、报纸上、文学手册里，各种概述或总结必不可少。对于小学生来说，用自己的话来复述故事也是一项有益的练习。然而，在写文学批评或解读时，应避免将其写成一篇概述或总结。可能会需要用一两句话来表明将要讨论的文章的主题或背景，也可能会引用大量细节来阐明文章的某些特点，但你的目标应是写出一篇条理清晰、有理有据的议论文，而非一篇夹杂些许评论的概述或总结。同样地，如果讨论涉及多部作品，一般说来，最好不要按时间先后顺序逐一讨论，而应在一开始就亮明总的结论。





规则 18. 将需要强调的词置于句末



通常，对于作者最想突出表达的词或词组，最合适的位置是句末。例如：






	Humanity has hardly advanced in fortitude since that time, though it has advanced in many other ways.
	Humanity, since that time, has advanced in many other ways, but it has hardly advanced in fortitude.



	自那时起，人类在不屈不挠方面几乎毫无进展，尽管在许多其他方面都已有进步。
	自那时起，人类在许多方面都有进步，但在不屈不挠方面几乎毫无进展。



	This steel is principally used for making razors, because of its hardness.
	Because of its hardness, this steel is principally used in making razors.



	这种钢材主要用来制造剃刀，因为它硬度高。
	由于硬度高，这种钢材主要被用来制造剃刀。







如上述每组中的第二个句子所示，能被放置在句末这样显著位置的单词或词组通常是句子的逻辑谓语，即句中提供新信息的部分。



掉尾句之所以能让表达更有力度，是因为它突显了主句。例如：



Four centuries ago, Christopher Columbus, one of the Italian mariners whom the decline of their own republics had put at the service of the world and of adventure, seeking for Spain a westward passage to the Indies as a set-off against the achievements of Portuguese discoverers, lighted on America.

400年前，意大利的一名航海者克里斯托弗·哥伦布在自己国家衰落之际投身于环球航海探险活动，在为西班牙寻求一条向西通往印度群岛的航线以突围葡萄牙控制的要道的过程中，他偶然发现了美洲大陆。



With these hopes and in this belief I would urge you, laying aside all hindrance, thrusting away all private aims, to devote yourself unswervingly and unflinchingly to the vigorous and successful prosecution of this war.

心怀这样的希望和信念，我强烈建议你，排除万难，摒弃个人目标，坚定不移、大义凛然地投身到这场轰轰烈烈的战争中去。



句中的另一个显著位置是在句首。除了主语，句中的任何成分被放在句首都会达到强调效果。例如：



Deceit or treachery he could never forgive.

欺骗和背叛是他永远不能原谅的。



So vast and rude, fretted by the action of nearly three thousand years, the fragments of this architecture may often seem, at first sight, like works of nature.

历经了近三千年的风吹雨打，这座建筑物的残垣断壁如此庞大且状态天然，一眼看上去像是天成之物。



放在句首的主语也可能是被强调的，但仅靠其在句中的位置还不够，在下面这个句子中：



Great kings worshipped at his shrine.

君王们在他的神殿中祷告。



对kings的强调主要是通过其本身的意义和上下文实现的。如果想要专门强调主语，必须将其与谓语的位置调换一下。例如：



Through the middle of the valley flowed a winding steam.

一条蜿蜒的小溪在山谷间流淌而过。



把最需要突出的部分放在末尾，既适用于句中的单词、段落中的句子，也适用于文章中的段落。





第四章 书写格式方面的几点注意事项


标题
 在文稿的题目或标题下方空出一行或与之相当的间隔。在接下来的页面中，如果使用的是画好横线的纸张（横格纸），那么从第一行开始书写。




数字
 不要将日期或其他序号全用英文字母拼写出来。用阿拉伯数字或罗马符号书写更合适。例如：



August 9, 1918 (9 August 1918)

1918年8月9日

Rule 3

规则 3

Chapter XII

第十二章

352nd Infantry

第352步兵团




圆括号
 如果一个句子含有圆括号括起来的内容，那么其标点符号应在后括号的后面，就像圆括号括起来的内容不存在一样。括号内的内容要当作一个独立的成分来加标点，如其句末是句号，则省略；如是问号或感叹号，则保留。例如：



I went to his house yesterday (my third attempt to see him), but he had left town.

昨天，我去了他家（这是我第三次去见他），但他已经离开镇子了。

He declares (and why should we doubt his good faith?) that he is now certain of success.

他声称（我们为什么要怀疑他坚定的信念？）他现在已稳操胜券。



（当括号内是一个完全独立的词组或句子时，其句末的句号要放在后括号的前面。）




引语
 作为书面证据的正式引语要由冒号引出，并置于引号内。例如：



The provision of the Constitution is: “No tax or duty shall be laid on articles exported from any state.”

美国宪法规定：“对各州输出之货物，不得课税。”



如果引语在语法上做同位语或动词的直接宾语，则应在引语前加逗号，并将引语置于引号内。例如：



I recall the maxim of La Rochefoucauld, “Gratitude is a lively sense of benefits to come.”

我想起拉罗什富科说过，“感激是一种因将要得到恩惠而产生的愉悦感。”

Aristotle says, “Art is an imitation of nature.”

亚里士多德说，“艺术是对自然的模仿。”



如果引语是一行诗或几行诗，要另起一行并居中，但不必置于引号内。例如：



Wordsworth's enthusiasm for the Revolution was at first unbounded:

Bliss was it in that dawn to be alive,

But to be young was very heaven!

华兹华斯起初对法国大革命热情高涨：

能活在那个黎明，已是幸福；

若再加上年轻，更胜天堂！



由that引导的引语相当于间接引语，不用引号。例如：



Keats declares that beauty is truth, truth beauty.

济慈宣称：美即真理，真理即美。



谚语和人们熟知的文学性短语不用引号。例如：



These are the times that try men's souls.

这是考验人们灵魂的时代。

He lives far from the madding crowd.

他远离尘嚣。



方言和俚语也不用引号。




参考书目
 在要求准确注明参考书目的学术写作中，频繁出现的书名可缩写，但在最后的参考书目中应按照字母顺序对其全称进行排列。通常的做法是加括号或脚注进行注明，而不是直接放在句子中间。省略act（幕），scene（场），line（行），book（书），volume（卷），page（页）等词，除非仅指其中一个。标点符号的书写格式如下所示：






	In the second scene of the third act
	修正：In III. ii (still better, simply insert III. ii in parenthesis at the proper place in the sentence)



	
	摘自第三幕第二场（如能在句中找到合适位置加括号插入更好）







After the killing of Polonius, Hamlet is placed under guard (IV. ii. 14)

杀了波洛涅斯后，哈姆雷特受到了监视（第四幕，第二场，第14页）。


2 Samuel
 i: 17-27

《撒母耳记（下）》，第一章，第17-27页


Othello
 II. iii. 264-267, III. iii. 155-161

《奥赛罗》，第二幕，第三场，第264-267页，第三幕，第三场，第155-161页。




音节划分
 如果一行的末尾仍有空，可以容下一个单词的一个或多个音节，却无法容下整个单词，则需拆分单词（以下情况除外，即不能把单独一个字母留在上一行或下一行，或只拆开一个长单词中的两个字母）。单词移行没有一个普遍适用的规则。最常用的规则有：



（1）按单词的构造划分：

know-ledge (不是knowl-edge); Shake-speare (不是Shakes-peare); de-scribe (不是des-cribe); atmo-sphere (不是atmos-phere)

知识；莎士比亚；描绘；气氛



（2）在元音后划分：

edi-ble (不是ed-ible); propo-sition; ordi-nary; espe-cial; reli-gious; oppo-nents; regu-lar; classi-fi-ca-tion（允许三个连字符）; deco-rative; presi-dent

可食用的；提议；普通的；特别的；宗教的；反对者；定期的；分类；装饰性的；总统



（3）在双写字母中间划分，但双写字母出现在词尾的情况除外：

Apen-nines; Cincin-nati; refer-ring; 但telling要切分为tell-ing，而非tel-ling

亚平宁山脉；辛辛那提；提到；强有力的



（4）以-ed结尾且e不发音的单词，不要将-ed切分：

treat-ed ; 但roam-ed 或 nam-ed不能这样切分

已处理过的；漫步；名叫



辅音组合的常见处理方法如下所示：



for-tune; pic-ture; sin-gle; presump-tuous; illus-tration; sub-stan-tial（两种切分均可）; indus-try; instruc-tion; sug-ges-tion; incen-diary

财富；图片；单个的；专横的；阐明；实质上的；工业；指示；建议；纵火的，煽动性的



仔细查阅一些质量精良的图书有助于学生们更好地掌握单词的音节划分规律。




书名
 对于文学作品的书名，比较学术的做法是采用斜体加首字母大写的方式。编辑和出版社不同，其习惯也会有所不同——有的采用斜体加首字母大写，有的采用正体加首字母大写，有的加引号，有的不加引号。除期刊有其特殊要求外，书名一般采用斜体字（在文稿中用下划线标出来）。如果书名前面是所有格，则需省去书名开头的A 或The。例如：



The Iliad
 ；the Odyssey
 ；As You Like It
 ；To a Skylark
 ；The Newcomes
 ；A Tale of Two Cities
 ；Dickens's Tale of Two Cities


《伊利亚特》；《奥德赛》；《皆大欢喜》；《致云雀》；《纽卡姆一家》；《双城记》；狄更斯的《双城记》





第五章 常被误用的词语和表达方式

这里列出来的一些表达，如like I did，是完全不能接受的；其他的，如分裂不定式，虽有人支持，但一般来说不建议使用；还有一些，如case, factor, feature, interesting, one of the most，本身没错，却常被用错了地方。如果作者一开始就下定决心要准确地表达出自己的个人想法，并拒绝遵守已有规则，那么最后这章中的表达可能会给其带来点困扰。但是，如果发现自己不小心用了其中的某个表达，想要修改句子，正确的做法是完全重写，可参考下面这些例句，或者参见规则 12和规则 13中的例句，而不是将其中的一个词或一组词替换成其他的词或词组。




All right


熟人间交谈的习惯用语，常独立使用，意为“同意”（agreed）或者“去干吧，继续吧”（Go ahead）。在其他场合最好不用。必须分成两个单词来写。




As good or better than


这类表达应通过重组句子来修正。例如：






	My opinion is as good or better than his.
	修正：My opinion is as good as his, or better (if not better).



	
	我的观点和他的一样好，甚至更好（如果不比他的更好的话）。








As to whether


用whether就足够了；参见规则 13。




Bid


不定式不带to，过去式是bade.




But


没必要放在doubt和help之后。例如：






	I have no doubt but that...
	修正：I have no doubt that...



	
	毋庸置疑……



	He could not help but see that...
	修正：He could not help seeing that...



	
	他忍不住看……







But作连词时，过多使用会导致规则 14中讨论过的错误出现。由but连接的松散句通常可以变为由although引导的掉尾句，如规则 4中所示例子。



最蹩脚的用法就如下面的例句所示，一个but接着一个but，使得对比或转折接连出现，但这种错误通过重组句子结构即可修正。例如：






	America had vast resources, but she seemed almost wholly unprepared for war. But within a year she had created an army of four million men.
	修正：America seemed almost wholly unprepared for war, but she had vast resources. Within a year she had created an army of four million men.



	美国资源丰富，但是似乎对战争毫无准备。但是一年之内，美国就建立起了一支四百万人的军队。
	美国似乎对战争毫无准备，但她资源丰富。一年之内，她就建立起了一支四百万人的军队。








Can


意为“可以，能够”（able）。不能用来替代may。




Case


《牛津简明英语词典》对case的定义是：“某事发生的情况；事件的常态”。但其实，表达这两种意义时，case通常是不必要的。例如：






	In many cases, the rooms were poorly ventilated.
	修正：Many of the rooms were poorly ventilated.



	在许多情况下，房间的通风都不好。
	许多房间的通风都不好。



	It has rarely been the case that any mistake has been made.
	修正：Few mistakes have been made.



	出错的情况很少。
	很少出错。







参见乔治·麦克莱恩·伍德（George McLane Wood）的《给作者们的建议》（Suggestions to Authors
 ）第68-71页以及阿瑟·奎勒·库奇爵士（Sir Arthur Quiller- Couch）的《写作的艺术》（On the Art of Writing
 ）第106-106页。




Certainly


就像一些作者滥用very一样，还有一些滥用certainly，想以此来强调每一句话。这种习性在口语中影响不好，在写作中影响更糟，应避免。




Character


通常是冗余的，一般缘于啰唆的用词习惯。例如：






	acts of a hostile character
	修正：hostile acts



	带有敌对特征的行为
	敌对行为








Claim（动词）


作动词时，后跟名词性宾语，意为“要求，声称……”。如果意思明确，后面也可跟从句，如He claimed that he was the sole surviving heir.（他声称自己是唯一一个仍在世的继承人。）（即便如此，这里用claimed to be更好）。不能用来替换declare（宣布，宣称）, maintain（捍卫，拥护）, 或charge（控告，指控）。




Clever


这个词常被滥用。最好在小事上显出聪明才智时使用这个词。




Compare


Compare to（比作）用来指出或暗示不同类事物之间的相似性；而compare with（比较）主要用来指出同类事物之间的差异性。因此，人生旅程可被比作（compare to）一场朝圣、一出戏剧或一场战斗；而美国国会可与英国议会相比较（compare with）。巴黎可被比作（compare to）古代的雅典；也可与现代的伦敦作比较（compare with）。




Consider


当表示“认为……”的时候，后面不要跟as，例如：I consider him thoroughly competent.（我认为他完全能胜任。）；而在The lecturer considered Cromwell first as soldier and second as administrator.（演讲者将克伦威尔首先视为一个军事家，其次才是一名行政官员。）中，consider后面跟了as，此处的considered意为“仔细考虑过”或“讨论过”（examined或discussed）。




Data


Data和phenomena（现象），strata（岩层，社会阶层）一样，都是复数形式。例如：



These data were tabulated.

这些数据以表格形式列出。




Dependable


没必要用来替代reliable（可靠的，可信赖的）和trustworthy（可靠的，可信赖的）。




Different than


不允许这样用。用different from（与……不同），other than（不同于，除了）或unlike（不像……）。




Divided into


不要和composed of（由……组成/构成）混淆。有时，二者之间的界限难以划分：Plays are divided into acts.（戏剧可分为若干幕。）；而Poems are composed of stanzas.(诗歌由若干诗节构成。）




Don't


Do not的缩略形式。Does not的缩略形式是doesn't。




Due to


在不太严谨的情况下，可以作状语，用来替代through（由于），because of（因为）或owing to（由于），例如：He lost the first game due to carelessness. （由于粗心大意，他输掉了第一场比赛。）此外，它还可以在句中作谓语或特殊名词的修饰语，例如：This invention is due to Edison.（这个发明物是爱迪生发明的）；losses due to preventable fires（由本可以避免的火灾造成的损失）。




Folk


集合名词，相当于people（人们，老百姓）。




Effect


作名词时，意为“结果”（result）；作动词时，意为“带来，导致，使发生”（to bring about）或“实现，达到”（accomplish）。不要与affect混淆，affect作动词时意为“影响……，对……产生影响”。



作名词时，effect常被随意地用在关于时尚、音乐、绘画及其他艺术的写作中，例如：an Oriental effect（东方效应），effects in pale green（浅绿色的效果），very delicate effects（十分雅致的外观），broad effects（广泛的影响），subtle effects（微妙的影响），a charming effect was produced by……（通过……产生动人的效果）。如果作者想要准确传达自己的意思，不应用如此含糊的描述。




Etc.


相当于and the rest（以及其他）和and so forth（等等）。因此，如果and the rest和and so forth不足以表达完整的意思，即读者会对一些重要细节感到疑惑，那么用etc.也一样。最好是用它来表示已完整列举出的事物的最后几项，或者引语中最后不是很重要的几个词。



如果一系列事物由such as，for example或类似的表达引出，则最后不能使用etc.。




Fact


Fact只能用来表示能被直接证实的事情，而不能用来表示需要判断的事情。“发生在特定一天的某事”，“铅在一定温度下融化”，这些都属于事实（facts）。但是，诸如“拿破仑是现代最伟大的将军”或者“加利福尼亚的气候是宜人的”这样的推论，不管多么难以反驳，也不能算作完全的事实。



关于习惯用法the fact that，参见规则 13。




Factor


这是一个陈旧的词汇。有factor一词的表达常常可以用其他更直接、更地道的表达来替换。例如：






	His superior training was the great factor in his winning the match.
	修正：He won the match by being better trained.



	训练有素是他赢得比赛的一个重要因素。
	他因训练有素赢得了比赛。



	Heavy artillery has become an increasingly important factor in deciding battles.
	修正：Heavy artillery has played a constantly larger part in deciding battles.



	重型火炮日益成为决定战斗胜负的重要因素。
	重型火炮在决定战斗胜负方面起着越来越大的作用。








Feature


这也是一个陈旧的词汇。和factor一样，通常无法给句子增添任何新信息。例如：






	A feature of the entertainment especially worthy of mention was the singing of Miss A.
	(Better use the same number of words to tell what Miss A. sang, or if the programme has already been given, to tell how she sang.)



	这场文娱演出值得一提的一个亮点就是A小姐的演唱。
	（更好的做法是用同样的篇幅告诉大家A小姐唱的是什么歌，或者如果演唱结束，陈述一下她唱得怎么样。）







Feature作动词时，表示“以……为特色，具有特别的吸引力”（offer as a special attraction），应尽量不用。




Fix


常见于美式英语口语，相当于arrange（安排），prepare（准备），mend（修理）。在书面语中，只使用其字面意思，即“使固定、使不移动”（fasten, make firm or immovable）。




Get


在口语中，have got可以替代have，但在书面语中不可以。Get的过去分词最好是用got。




He is a man who


这是常见的一种冗余表达；参见规则 13。例如：






	He is a man who is very ambitious.
	修正：He is very ambitious.



	他是一个雄心勃勃的人。
	他雄心勃勃。



	Spain is a country which I have always wanted to visit.
	修正：I have always wanted to visit Spain.



	西班牙是一个我一直想去的国家。
	我一直想去西班牙。








Help


参见本章中but的用法。




However


当意为“然而”（nevertheless）时，however最好不要置于句首。例如：






	The roads were almost impassable. However, we at last succeeded in reaching camp.
	修正：The roads were almost impassable. At last, however, we succeeded in reaching camp.



	
	这些路几乎无法通行。然而，我们最终还是成功到达了营地。







however置于句首时，意为“不管用什么方法”（in whatever way）或“无论到何种程度”（to whatever extent）。例如：



However you advise him, he will probably do as he thinks best.

不管你怎么劝他，他可能还是要一意孤行。

However discouraging the prospect, he never lost heart.

无论前景多么暗淡，他从未丧失信心。




Interesting


不要用于导入性的话语中，感觉像是在敷衍搪塞。你应该让他人觉得你接下来将要讲的内容有趣，而不是你自己声称它有趣。例如：






	An interesting story is told of...
	修正：(Tell the story without preamble.)



	有一个故事很有趣，讲的是……
	（不要铺垫，直接讲故事）



	In connection with the anticipated visit of Mr. B. to America, it is interesting to recall that he...
	修正：Mr. B., who it is expected will soon visit America...



	关于B先生即将开启的这次美国之行，回想起他……很有趣
	预计不久将访问美国的B先生……








Kind of


除非是在比较随意的文章风格中，否则不要用Kind of（放在形容词和动词的前面）来替代rather（相当，颇），或（放在名词前）替代something like（类似，有点像）。Kind of只能用其字面意思，例如：Amber is a kind of fossil resin. （琥珀是一种化石树脂。） I dislike that kind of notoriety. （我不喜欢那种恶名。）



Sort of的用法同理。




Less


不要和fewer的用法混淆。例如：






	He had less men than in the previous campaign.
	修正：He had fewer men than in the previous campaign.



	
	他的兵力比上次战役的要少。







Less侧重指的是“量更少，程度更轻”，而fewer侧重指的是“数更少”。His troubles are less than mine. 意思是“他的麻烦没有我的大。”（His troubles are not so great as mine.） His troubles are fewer than mine. 意思是“他的麻烦没有我的多。”（His troubles are not so numerous as mine.）




Like


不要和as的用法混淆。Like用于名词和代词之前；而as用于短语和从句之前。例如：






	We spent the evening like in the old days.
	修正：We spent the evening as in the old days.



	
	我们像从前一样度过了那个夜晚。



	He thought like I did.
	修正：He thought as I did (like me).



	
	他和我想的一样。








Line, along these lines


Line意为“流程”（course of procedure），“行为，举止”（conduct），“思路”（thought）等，但已被过多使用，尤其是短语along these lines（按照这些方法，沿着这些思路）。想要求新求异的作者最好将之完全摒弃。例如：






	Mr. B. also spoke along the same lines.
	修正：Mr. B. also spoke, to the same effect.



	
	B先生说的也是同样的意思。



	He is studying along the line of French literature.
	修正：He is studying French literature.



	
	他正在研究法国文学。








Literal，literally


常被误用在夸张的表达和强烈的比喻中。例如：






	a literal flood of abuse
	修正：a flood of abuse



	确确实实的一通辱骂
	一通辱骂



	literally dead with fatigue
	修正：almost dead with fatigue (dead tired)



	简直快要累死了
	累得要命








Lose out


这个短语本应比lose更有力，但实际上正好相反，因为它太常见了。Try out（试验，测试），win out（胜出），sign up（签约），register up（登记，注册）等也是如此。还有一些动词后加out或up已成为习惯用法，如find out（找出，查明），run out（用完，耗尽），turn out（关灯，结果为），cheer up（使振作起来），dry up（干涸，说不出话来），make up（构成，编造，化妆）等，且意思上有别于单个动词的意思。但Lose out（失败）并非如此。




Most


不能用于替换almost。例如：






	most everybody
	修正：almost everybody



	
	几乎每个人



	most all the time
	修正：almost all the time



	
	几乎一直








Nature


通常属于冗余词，与character类似。例如：






	acts of a hostile nature
	修正：hostile acts



	充满敌意的行为
	敌对行为







常被含糊地用于a lover of nature（热爱大自然的人），poems about nature（关于大自然的诗歌）等表达中。除非后文有更详细的描述，否则读者根本搞不清这些诗歌到底是关于自然风光、乡村生活、日落景色、无人踏足的荒野，还是关于松鼠习性的。




Near by


Near by为副词短语，但尚未被人们普遍接受，尽管已有类似表达，如close by（在附近，接近于），hard by（在近旁）等。常用的是near或者near at hand（在附近，即将到来）。



不能用作形容词；需要时用neighboring（邻近的，附近的）。




Oftentimes, ofttimes


属于古英语形式，现已不再使用。现在常用的形式为often。




One hundred and one


为沿袭古英语时期英语散文中的用法，该短语及类似表达中的and不能省去。




One of the most


避免在文章或段落开头使用这类表达，例如：One of the most interesting developments of modern science is, etc.; Switzerland is one of the most interesting countries of Europe. 这样的句子没有错，只是表达俗套且无力。



一个常见的错误是在one of the most后面的关系从句中使用动词的单数形式，实际上这里的关系词做主语，应该用动词复数形式。例如：






	One of the ablest men that has attacked this problem.
	修正：One of the ablest men that have attacked this problem.



	
	最有能力解决这个问题的人之一。








Participle for verbal noun







	Do you mind me asking a question?
	修正：Do you mind my asking a question?



	
	我能问一个问题吗？



	There was little prospect of the Senate accepting even this compromise.
	修正：There was little prospect of the Senate's accepting even this compromise.



	
	即使妥协，参议院接受的可能性也很小。







在左列的例句中，asking和accepting都是现在分词；在右列的例句中，它们都是动名词。左列的这种句子结构偶尔出现，也有人表示支持，但是，显而易见，右列句子表达的才是“接受的可能性”（a prospect of accepting），而不是“参议院的可能性”（a prospect of the Senate）。至少在这个例子中，左列的句子结构明显不符合逻辑。



正如《纯正英语》（The King's English
 ）的作者所指出的，有些句子看起来是这种类型，但实际上并非如此，因为句中没有使用所有格。例如：



I cannot imagine Lincoln refusing his accent to this measure.



在这个句子中，对于拒绝批准这项举措，作者无法想象的是林肯本人。除了有失一点生动之外，意思上其实没什么不同，如果这样写的话：



I cannot imagine Lincoln's refusing his accent to this measure.

我无法想象，林肯竟然拒绝批准这项举措。



通过使用所有格，作者可以确保句子不会出错。



以上这些例子中，行为主体是一个单一的、无修饰成分的词，且直接位于动名词的前面，这种结构无可挑剔。但是，如果句中的行为主体冗长，所有格的使用很别扭或无法使用，则句子都应重写。例如：






	In the event of a reconsideration of the whole matter's becoming necessary...
	修正：If it should become necessary to reconsider the whole matter...



	
	如果有必要重新考虑整个事件……



	There was great dissatisfaction with the decision of the arbitrators being favorable to the company.
	修正：There was great dissatisfaction that the arbitrators should have decided in favor of the company.



	
	仲裁人竟然做出了偏袒这个公司的决定，对此，引起了人们极大的不满。








People


The people（人民）是一个政治词汇，不要与the public（公众）一词混淆。政治上的支持或反对来自the people，而艺术赞赏或商业赞助来自the public。




Phase


意为“转变或发展过程中的一个阶段”，如the phases of the moon（月之亏盈期），the last phase（最后阶段）。不能用来替代aspect（方面）或topic（话题）。例如：






	another phase of the subject
	another point (another question)



	主题的另一个阶段
	另一点（另一个问题）








Possess


不能简单地用来替换have（有）或own（拥有）。例如：






	He possessed great courage.
	修正：He had great courage (was very brave).



	他拥有很大的勇气。
	他很有勇气。（他很勇敢。）



	He was the fortunate possessor of...
	修正：He owned...



	他是……的幸运拥有者
	他拥有……








Prove


它的过去分词为proved。




Respective，respectively


这两个词通常不用为好。例如：






	Works of fiction are listed under the names of their respective authors.
	修正：Works of fiction are listed under the names of their authors.



	小说被分别列在各自作者的名下。
	小说被列在各自作者的名下。



	The one mile and two mile runs were won by Jones and Cummings respectively.
	修正：The one mile and two mile runs were won by Jones and by Cummings.



	一英里和两英里赛跑的获胜者分别是琼斯和卡明斯。
	一英里赛跑琼斯获胜，两英里赛跑卡明斯获胜。







在一些正式的写作，如几何论证中，可能需要使用respectively，但在一般主题的文章写作中最好不用。




Shall，will


将来时第一人称用shall，第二和第三人称用will。说话者想要表达对未来行动或状态的信念时用I shall；表达其决心或赞成时用I will。




Should


参见would的用法。




So


在书面语中，应避免使用so来加强语气，如so good（真棒），so warm（真温暖），so delightful（真令人愉悦）。

关于用so来引导从句或分句的用法，请参见规则 4。




Sort of


请参见kind of的用法。




Split Infinitive


自14世纪起就有了在不定式to和to后面动词原形之间插入副词的用法，但这种结构现在已经不受欢迎，严谨的作者应尽量不用。例如：






	to diligently inquire
	修正： to inquire diligently



	
	努力地调查








State


不能单纯地替代say（说）和remark（评论），只有“透彻或清晰地表达”时才可以用这个词，例如：He refused to state his objections.（他拒绝阐明他反对的理由。）




Student body


这是个多余又别扭的表达，其意义与单词students并无二致。例如：






	a member of the student body
	修正：a student



	学生群体的一员
	一名学生



	popular with the student body
	修正：liked by the students



	在学生群体中受欢迎
	受学生们喜爱



	The student body passed resolutions.
	修正：The students passed resolutions.



	学生群体通过了决议。
	学生们通过了决议。








System


没有必要频繁地使用。例如：






	Dayton has adopted the commission system of government.
	修正：Dayton has adopted government by commission.



	
	代顿市采用了委员会制政府。



	the dormitory system
	修正：dormitories



	
	学生宿舍








Thanking You in Advance


这句话听起来像是在说：“你不值得我再次给你写信感谢。”提出请求时，应这样写：Will you please（能否请您……）或者I shall be obliged（我将不胜感激）。 如果觉得还有必要，可以随后再写一封感谢信。




They


关于复数人称代词，人们常常使用不当。当先行词含有分配含义，如each（每个），each one（每一个），everybody（每个人），everyone（每个人），many a man（许多人）时，尽管所指代的不止一人，但后面应用单数人称代词。同样，当先行词是anybody（任何人），any one（任何一个），somebody（某人），some one（某人）时，人们也会错误地使用复数代词，为的是不想用别扭的he or she，或是不想在he和she之间做出选择。一位羞怯的人甚至说出这样的句子：A friend of mine told me that they...（我的一位朋友告诉我他们……）




Very


慎用！若想要表示强调，可以使用本身就具有强烈色彩的词汇。




Viewpoint


应写成point of view（观点，思考的角度）。但是，不要像很多人那样，误将这个词当作view（看法，视野）或opinion（个人的意见或主张）来用。




While


切忌不加以区别地用这个词来替代and（和），but（但是）和although（虽然）。很多作者经常用while来替代and或but，为了让连接词更加富有变化，或是不确定哪个连接词更合适。在这种情况下，最好用分号来代替连接词。例如：






	The office and salesrooms are on the ground floor, while the rest of the building is devoted to manufacturing.
	修正：The office and salesrooms are on the ground floor; the rest of the building is devoted to manufacturing.



	办公室和展销厅在一层，而大楼的其余几层都用于生产。
	办公室和展销厅在一层；大楼的其余几层都用于生产。







如果不产生歧义或荒诞，while可以等同于although。例如：



While I admire his energy, I wish it were employed in a better cause.

我虽然佩服他的干劲，但希望他能把它用在更有价值的事情上。



通过释义可知这种用法完全正确：



I admire his energy; at the same time I wish it were employed in a better cause.

我佩服他的干劲；然而，我希望他能把它用在更有价值的事情上。



试比较：






	While the temperature reaches 90 or 95 degrees in the daytime, the nights are often chilly.
	Although the temperature reaches 90 or 95 degrees in the daytime, the nights are often chilly.



	当白天温度达到华氏90或95度时，夜里通常很冷。
	虽然白天温度达到华氏90或95度，但是夜里通常很冷。







释义：



The temperature reaches 90 or 95 degrees in the daytime; at the same time the nights are often chilly.

白天温度达到华氏90或95度；同时，晚上通常很冷。



这就说明了为什么while在这个句子中的使用不恰当。



总之，作者最好还是按照其字面意思，即“正值……之时”（during the time that）使用while。




Whom


常被误用来替代who，并置于he said或类似表达的前面，做后面动词的主语。例如：






	His brother, whom he said would send him the money...
	修正：His brother, who he said would send him the money...



	
	他说他的的兄弟将会给他寄钱来……



	The man whom he thought was his friend...
	修正：The man who (that) he thought was his friend...(whom he thought his friend...)



	
	他认为那个人是他的朋友……







Worth while

常被滥用于表达含糊的赞成或（加上not）不赞成。严格地说，worth while只适用于形容行为，如Is it worth while to telegraph?（值得发电报吗？）






	His books are not worth while.
	修正：His books are not worth reading (are not worth one's while to read; do not repay reading).



	他的书不值得。
	他的书不值得读。







不能将worth while（两个词）用于名词前，如a worth while story。




Would


在条件句中，第一人称做主语时要用should，而不是would。例如：



I should not have succeeded without his help.

要不是他的帮助，我不会取得成功。



在动词过去时后面的间接引语中，等同于shall（将）的应是should，而不是would。例如：



He predicted that before long we should have a great surprise.

他预测不久我们将会有一个大惊喜。



表达习惯性或重复性的动作时，只需用动词的过去时就可以，更简洁有力。不需要用would。例如：






	Once a year he would visit the old mansion.
	修正：Once a year he visited the old mansion.



	
	他每年都去一次老宅。









第六章 拼 写

英语单词的拼写并非一成不变，也并非取决于权威，而是取决于约定俗成。事实上，如今大部分单词的拼写形式都已经统一。例如，在下面的列表中，rime被认可为rhyme的唯一替代拼写形式，所有其他形式都是随着英语这种语言的发展而出现的。然而，无论任一时期，总有一小部分单词拥有不止一种拼写形式。一般说来，其中一种拼写形式会逐渐受到人们的偏爱，而那些被冷落的则慢慢过时，最终被摒弃。新的拼写形式（大多是简化拼写）不时被创造出来，有的被认可，而有的则逐渐被淘汰。



不易被接受或过于简化的拼写形式会引起读者的不悦，这是人们不接纳它们的真实理由。它们会分散读者的注意力，消耗读者的耐心。比如，当读到though这个单词时，读者会不假思索地理解其意思，而不会去思考其拼写形式是否过于复杂；而当读到tho这个缩写形式时，读者还要脑补缺失的字母，造成注意力的分散，使读者的阅读效果大打折扣。




常被拼错的单词





	
·accidentally

·advice

·affect

·believe

·benefit

·challenge

·coarse

·course

·criticize

·deceive

·definite

·describe

·despise

·develop

·disappoint

·dissipate

·duel

·ecstasy

·effect

·embarrass

·existence

·fascinate

·fiery

·formerly

·humorous

·hypocrisy

·immediately

·impostor

·incident

·incidentally

·latter

·led

·lose

·marriage

·mischief

·murmur

·necessary

·occurred

·opportunity

·parallel

·Philip

·playwright

·preceding

·prejudice

·principal

·principle

·privilege

·pursue

·repetition

·rhyme

·rhythm

·ridiculous

·sacrilegious

·seize

·separate

·shepherd

·siege

·similar

·simile

·too

·tragedy

·tries

·undoubtedly

·until

·villain


	
意外地

建议

影响

相信

益处

挑战

粗糙的

课程

批评

欺骗

明确的

描述

鄙视

发展

使失望

驱散，消散

决斗

狂喜

效果

使尴尬

存在

使着迷

炽烈的

原来，以前

幽默的

虚伪

立刻，马上

骗子，冒名顶替者

事件

附带地，顺便说一句

后者

lead（带领）的过去式

失败

婚姻

恶作剧

低声说

必要的

occur（发生）的过去式或过去分词

机会

平行的

菲利普（人名）

剧作家

先前的

偏见

校长；重要的

原则

特权

追求

重复

押韵

节奏

荒唐的

亵渎神明的

抓住

分开

牧羊人

围攻

相似的

明喻

也

悲剧

try（尝试）的第三人称单数形式

毫无疑问地

直到

恶棍









注意，当一个发短元音且重读的元音字母后面只跟着一个辅音字母（除了v）时，应先双写词尾的辅音字母，再加-ed或-ing，例如：planned，letting，beginning（coming是个特例）。



写to-day, to-night, to-morrow时，中间应加连字符（together除外）。



将any one，every one，some one，some time（如果意为“以前”则写成sometime）写成两个单词。





第七章 第二章和第三章的练习

1. 加标点：

1） In 1788 the King's advisers warned him that the nation was facing bankruptcy therefore he summoned a body called the States-General believing that it would authorize him to levy new taxes. The people of France however were suffering from burdensome taxation oppressive social injustice and acute scarcity of food and their representatives refused to consider projects of taxation until social and economic reforms should be granted. The King who did not realize the gravity of the situation tried to overawe them collecting soldiers in and about Versailles where the sessions were being held. The people of Paris seeing the danger organized militia companies to defend their representatives. In order to supply themselves with arms they attacked the Invalides and the Bastille which contained the principal supplies of arms and munitions in Paris.

2）On his first continental tour begun in 1809 Byron visited Portugal Spain Albania Greece and Turkey. Of this tour he composed a poetical journal Childe Harold's Pilgrimage in which he ascribed his experiences and reflections not to himself but to a fictitious character Childe Harold described as a melancholy young nobleman prematurely familiar with evil sated with pleasures and embittered against humanity. The substantial merits of the work however lay not in this shadowy and somewhat theatrical figure but in Byron's spirited descriptions of wild or picturesque scenes and in his eloquent championing of Spain and Greece against their oppressors. On his return to England in 1811 he was persuaded rather against his own judgment into allowing the work to be published. Its success was almost unprecedented in his own words he awoke and found himself famous.



2. 解释意思有何不同：

3）‘God save thee, ancyent Marinere!

‘From the fiends that plague thee thus—

Lyrical Ballads, 1798.

‘God save thee, ancient Mariner!

From the Fiends, that plague thee thus!—

Lyrical Ballads, 1800.



3. 解释并改正错误的标点符号：

4）This course is intended for Freshmen, who in the opinion of the Department arc not qualified for military drill.

5）A restaurant, not a cafeteria where good meals are served at popular prices.—Advt.

6）The poets of The Nation, for all their intensity of patriotic feeling, followed the English rather than the Celtic tradition, their work has a political rather than a literary value and bears little upon the development of modem Irish verse.

7）We were in one of the strangest places imaginable. A long and narrow passage overhung on either side by a stupendous barrier of black and threatening rocks.

8）Only a few years ago after a snow storm in the passes not far north of Jerusalem no less than twenty-six Russian pilgrims perished amidst the snow. One cannot help thinking largely because they made little attempt to save themselves.



4. 指出下列句子中的错误并改正：

9）During childhood his mother had died.

10）Any language study is good mind training while acquiring vocabulary.

11）My farm consisted of about twenty acres of excellent land, having given a hundred pounds for my predecessor's lease.

12）Prepared to encounter a woman of disordered mind, the appearance presented by Mrs. Taylor at his entrance greatly astonished him.

13）Pale and swooning, with two broken legs, they carried him into the house.

14）Count Cassini, the Russian plenipotentiary, had several long and intimate conversations during the tedious weeks of the conference with his British colleague, Sir Arthur Nicholson.

15）But though they had been victorious in the land engagements, they were so little decisive as to lead to no important results.

16）Knowing nothing of the rules of the college or of its customs, it was with the greatest difficulty that the Dean could make me comprehend wherein my wrong-doing lay.

17）Fire, therefore, was the first object of my search. Happily, some embers were found upon the hearth, together with potato-stalks and dry chips. Of these, with much difficulty, I kindled a fire, by which some warmth was imparted to our shivering limbs.

18）In this connection a great deal of historic fact is introduced into the novel about the past history of the cathedral and of Spain.

19）Over the whole scene hung the haze of twilight that is so peaceful.

20）Compared with Italy, living is more expensive.

21）It is a fundamental principle of law to believe a man innocent until he is proved guilty, and once proved guilty, to remain so until proved to the contrary.

22）Not only had the writer entrée to the titled families of Italy in whose villas she was hospitably entertained, but by royalty also.

23）It is not a strange sight to catch a glimpse of deer along the shore.

24）Earnings from other sources are of such a favorable character as to enable a splendid showing to be made by the company.

25）But while earnings have mounted amazingly, the status of affairs is such as to make it impossible to predict the course events may take, with any degree of accuracy.
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The Old Man and the Sea

He was an old man who fished alone in a skiff in the Gulf Stream and he had gone eighty-four days now without taking a fish. In the first forty days a boy had been with him. But after forty days without a fish the boy's parents had told him that the old man was now definitely and finally salao, which is the worst form of unlucky, and the boy had gone at their orders in another boat which caught three good fish the first week. It made the boy sad to see the old man come in each day with his skiff empty and he always went down to help him carry either the coiled lines or the gaff and harpoon and the sail that was furled around the mast. The sail was patched with flour sacks and, furled, it looked like the flag of permanent defeat.

The old man was thin and gaunt with deep wrinkles in the back of his neck. The brown blotches of the benevolent skin cancer the sun brings from its reflection on the tropic sea were on his cheeks. The blotches ran well down the sides of his face and his hands had the deep-creased scars from handling heavy fish on the cords. But none of these scars were fresh. They were as old as erosions in a fishless desert.

Everything about him was old except his eyes and they were the same color as the sea and were cheerful and undefeated.

“Santiago,” the boy said to him as they climbed the bank from where the skiff was hauled up. “I could go with you again. We've made some money.”

The old man had taught the boy to fish and the boy loved him.

“No,” the old man said. “You're with a lucky boat. Stay with them.”

“But remember how you went eighty-seven days without fish and then we caught big ones every day for three weeks.”

“I remember,” the old man said. “I know you did not leave me because you doubted.”

“It was papa made me leave. I am a boy and I must obey him.”

“I know,” the old man said. “It is quite normal.”

“He hasn't much faith.”

“No,” the old man said. “But we have. Haven't we?”

“Yes,” the boy said. “Can I offer you a beer on the Terrace and then we'll take the stuff home.”

“Why not?” the old man said. “Between fishermen.”

They sat on the Terrace and many of the fishermen made fun of the old man and he was not angry. Others, of the older fishermen, looked at him and were sad. But they did not show it and they spoke politely about the current and the depths they had drifted their lines at and the steady good weather and of what they had seen. The successful fishermen of that day were already in and had butchered their marlin out and carried them laid full length across two planks, with two men staggering at the end of each plank, to the fish house where they waited for the ice truck to carry them to the market in Havana. Those who had caught sharks had taken them to the shark factory on the other side of the cove where they were hoisted on a block and tackle, their livers removed, their fins cut off and their hides skinned out and their flesh cut into strips for salting.

When the wind was in the east a smell came across the harbour from the shark factory; but today there was only the faint edge of the odour because the wind had backed into the north and then dropped off and it was pleasant and sunny on the Terrace.

“Santiago,” the boy said.

“Yes,” the old man said. He was holding his glass and thinking of many years ago.

“Can I go out to get sardines for you for tomorrow?”

“No. Go and play baseball. I can still row and Rogelio will throw the net.”

“I would like to go. If I cannot fish with you. I would like to serve in some way.”

“You bought me a beer,” the old man said. “You are already a man.”

“How old was I when you first took me in a boat?”

“Five and you nearly were killed when I brought the fish in too green and he nearly tore the boat to pieces. Can you remember?”

“I can remember the tail slapping and banging and the thwart breaking and the noise of the clubbing. I can remember you throwing me into the bow where the wet coiled lines were and feeling the whole boat shiver and the noise of you clubbing him like chopping a tree down and the sweet blood smell all over me.”

“Can you really remember that or did I just tell it to you?”

“I remember everything from when we first went together.”

The old man looked at him with his sun-burned, confident loving eyes.

“If you were my boy I'd take you out and gamble,” he said. “But you are your father's and your mother's and you are in a lucky boat.”

“May I get the sardines? I know where I can get four baits too.”

“I have mine left from today. I put them in salt in the box.”

“Let me get four fresh ones.”

“One,” the old man said. His hope and his confidence had never gone. But now they were freshening as when the breeze rises.

“Two.” the boy said.

“Two,” the old man agreed. “You didn't steal them?”

“I would,” the boy said. “But I bought these.”

“Thank you,” the old man said. He was too simple to wonder when he had attained humility. But he knew he had attained it and he knew it was not disgraceful and it carried no loss of true pride.

“Tomorrow is going to be a good day with this current.” he said.

“Where are you going?” the boy asked.

“Far out to come in when the wind shifts. I want to be out before it is light.”

“I'll try to get him to work far out,” the boy said. “Then if you hook something truly big we can come to your aid.”

“He does not like to work too far out.”

“No,” the boy said. “But I will see something that he cannot see such as a bird working and get him to come out after dolphin.”

“Are his eyes that bad?”

“He is almost blind.”

“It is strange,” the old man said. “He never went turtle-ing. That is what kills the eyes.”

“But you went turtle-ing for years off the Mosquito Coast and your eyes are good.”

“I am a strange old man”

“But are you strong enough now for a truly big fish?”

“I think so. And there are many tricks.”

“Let us take the stuff home,” the boy said. “So I can get the cast net and go after the sardines.”

They picked up the gear from the boat. The old man carried the mast on his shoulder and the boy carried the wooden boat with the coiled, hard-braided brown lines, the gaff and the harpoon with its shaft. The box with the baits was under the stern of the skiff along with the club that was used to subdue the big fish when they were brought alongside. No one would steal from the old man but it was better to take the sail and the heavy lines home as the dew was bad for them and, though he was quite sure no local people would steal from him, the old man thought that a gaff and a harpoon were needless temptations to leave in a boat.

They walked up the road together to the old man's shack and went in through its open door. The old man leaned the mast with its wrapped sail against the wall and the boy put the box and the other gear beside it. The mast was nearly as long as the one room of the shack. The shack was made of the tough budshields of the royal palm which are called guano and in it there was a bed, a table, one chair, and a place on the dirt floor to cook with charcoal. On the brown walls of the flattened, overlapping leaves of the sturdy fibered guano there was a picture in color of the Sacred Heart of Jesus and another of the Virgin of Cobre. These were relics of his wife. Once there had been a tinted photograph of his wife on the wall but he had taken it down because it made him too lonely to see it and it was on the shelf in the corner under his clean shirt.

“What do you have to eat?” the boy asked.

“A pot of yellow rice with fish. Do you want some?”

“No. I will eat at home. Do you want me to make the fire?”

“No. I will make it later on. Or I may eat the rice cold.”

“May I take the cast net?”

“Of course.”

There was no cast net and the boy remembered when they had sold it. But they went through this fiction every day. There was no pot of yellow rice and fish and the boy knew this too.

“Eighty-five is a lucky number,” the old man said. “How would you like to see me bring one in that dressed out over a thousand pounds?”

“I'll get the cast net and go for sardines. Will you sit in the sun in the doorway?”

“Yes. I have yesterday's paper and I will read the baseball.”

The boy did not know whether yesterday's paper was a fiction too. But the old man brought it out from under the bed.

“Perico gave it to me at the bodega,” he explained. “I'll be back when I have the sardines. I'll keep yours and mine together on ice and we can share them in the morning. When I come back you can tell me about the baseball.”

“The Yankees cannot lose.”

“But I fear the Indians of Cleveland.”

“Have faith in the Yankees my son. Think of the great DiMaggio.”

“I fear both the Tigers of Detroit and the Indians of Cleveland.”

“Be careful or you will fear even the Reds of Cincinnati and the White Sax of Chicago.”

“You study it and tell me when I come back.”

“Do you think we should buy a terminal of the lottery with an eighty-five? Tomorrow is the eighty-fifth day.”

“We can do that,” the boy said. “But what about the eighty-seven of your great record?”

“It could not happen twice. Do you think you can find an eighty-five?”

“I can order one.”

“One sheet. That's two dollars and a half. Who can we borrow that from?”

“That's easy. I can always borrow two dollars and a half.”

“I think perhaps I can too. But I try not to borrow. First you borrow. Then you beg.”

“Keep warm old man,” the boy said. “Remember we are in September.”

“The month when the great fish come,” the old man said. “Anyone can be a fisherman in May.”

“I go now for the sardines,” the boy said.

When the boy came back the old man was asleep in the chair and the sun was down. The boy took the old army blanket off the bed and spread it over the back of the chair and over the old man's shoulders. They were strange shoulders, still powerful although very old, and the neck was still strong too and the creases did not show so much when the old man was asleep and his head fallen forward. His shirt had been patched so many times that it was like the sail and the patches were faded to many different shades by the sun. The old man's head was very old though and with his eyes closed there was no life in his face. The newspaper lay across his knees and the weight of his arm held it there in the evening breeze. He was barefooted.

The boy left him there and when he came back the old man was still asleep.

“Wake up old man,” the boy said and put his hand on one of the old man's knees.

The old man opened his eyes and for a moment he was coming back from a long way away. Then he smiled.

“What have you got?” he asked.

“Supper,” said the boy. “We're going to have supper.”

“I'm not very hungry.”

“Come on and eat. You can't fish and not eat.”

“I have,” the old man said getting up and taking the newspaper and folding it. Then he started to fold the blanket.

“Keep the blanket around you,” the boy said. “You'll not fish without eating while I'm alive.”

“Then live a long time and take care of yourself,” the old man said. “What are we eating?”

“Black beans and rice, fried bananas, and some stew.”

The boy had brought them in a two-decker metal container from the Terrace. The two sets of knives and forks and spoons were in his pocket with a paper napkin wrapped around each set.

“Who gave this to you?”

“Martin. The owner.”

“I must thank him.”

“I thanked him already,” the boy said. “You don't need to thank him.”

“I'll give him the belly meat of a big fish,” the old man said. “Has he done this for us more than once?”

“I think so.”

“I must give him something more than the belly meat then. He is very thoughtful for us.”

“He sent two beers.”

“I like the beer in cans best.”

“I know. But this is in bottles, Hatuey beer, and I take back the bottles.”

“That's very kind of you,” the old man said. “Should we eat?”

“I've been asking you to,” the boy told him gently. “I have not wished to open the container until you were ready.”

“I'm ready now,” the old man said. “I only needed time to wash.”

Where did you wash? the boy thought. The village water supply was two streets down the road. I must have water here for him, the boy thought, and soap and a good towel. Why am I so thoughtless? I must get him another shirt and a jacket for the winter and some sort of shoes and another blanket.

“Your stew is excellent,” the old man said.

“Tell me about the baseball,” the boy asked him.

“In the American League it is the Yankees as I said,” the old man said happily.

“They lost today,” the boy told him.

“That means nothing. The great DiMaggio is himself again.”

“They have other men on the team.”

“Naturally. But he makes the difference. In the other league, between Brooklyn and Philadelphia I must take Brooklyn. But then I think of Dick Sisler and those great drives In the old park.”

“There was nothing ever like them. He hits the longest ball I have ever seen.”

“Do you remember when he used to come to the Terrace?”

“I wanted to take him fishing but I was too timid to ask him. Then I asked you to ask him and you were too timid.”

“I know. It was a great mistake. He might have gone with us. Then we would have that for all of our lives.”

“I would like to take the great DiMaggio fishing,” the old man said. “They say his father was a fisherman. Maybe he was as poor as we are and would understand.”

“The great Sisler's father was never poor and he, the father, was playing in the Big Leagues when he was my age.”

“When I was your age I was before the mast on a square rigged ship that ran to Africa and I have seen lions on the beaches in the evening.”

“I know. You told me.”

“Should we talk about Africa or about baseball?”

“Baseball I think,” the boy said. “Tell me about the great John J. McGraw.” He said Jota for J. “He used to come to the Terrace sometimes too in the older days. But he was rough and harsh-spoken and difficult when he was drinking. His mind was on horses as well as baseball. At least he carried lists of horses at all times in his pocket and frequently spoke the names of horses on the telephone.”

“He was a great manager,” the boy said. “My father thinks he was the greatest.”

“Because he came here the most times,” the old man said. “If Durocher had continued to come here each year your father would think him the greatest manager.”

“Who is the greatest manager, really, Luque or Mike Gonzalez?”

“I think they are equal.”

“And the best fisherman is you.”

“No. I know others better.”

“Que Va,” the boy said. “There are many good fishermen and some great ones. But there is only you.”

“Thank you. You make me happy. I hope no fish will come along so great that he will prove us wrong.”

“There is no such fish if you are still strong as you say.”

“I may not be as strong as I think,” the old man said. “But I know many tricks and I have resolution.”

“You ought to go to bed now so that you will be fresh in the morning. I will take the things back to the Terrace.”

“Good night then. I will wake you in the morning.”

“You're my alarm clock,” the boy said.

“Age is my alarm clock,” the old man said. “Why do old men wake so early? Is it to have one longer day?”

“I don't know,” the boy said. “All I know is that young boys sleep late and hard.”

“I can remember it,” the old man said. “I'll waken you in time.”

“I do not like for him to waken me. It is as though I were inferior.”

“I know.”

“Sleep well old man.”

The boy went out. They had eaten with no light on the table and the old man took off his trousers and went to bed in the dark. He rolled his trousers up to make a pillow, putting the newspaper inside them. He rolled himself in the blanket and slept on the other old newspapers that covered the springs of the bed.

He was asleep in a short time and he dreamed of Africa when he was a boy and the long golden beaches and the white beaches, so white they hurt your eyes, and the high capes and the great brown mountains. He lived along that coast now every night and in his dreams he heard the surf roar and saw the native boats come riding through it. He smelled the tar and oakum of the deck as he slept and he smelled the smell of Africa that the land breeze brought at morning.

Usually when he smelled the land breeze he woke up and dressed to go and wake the boy. But tonight the smell of the land breeze came very early and he knew it was too early in his dream and went on dreaming to see the white peaks of the Islands rising from the sea and then he dreamed of the different harbours and roadsteads of the Canary Islands.

He no longer dreamed of storms, nor of women, nor of great occurrences, nor of great fish, nor fights, nor contests of strength, nor of his wife. He only dreamed of places now and of the lions on the beach. They played like young cats in the dusk and he loved them as he loved the boy. He never dreamed about the boy. He simply woke, looked out the open door at the moon and unrolled his trousers and put them on. He urinated outside the shack and then went up the road to wake the boy. He was shivering with the morning cold. But he knew he would shiver himself warm and that soon he would be rowing.

The door of the house where the boy lived was unlocked and he opened it and walked in quietly with his bare feet. The boy was asleep on a cot in the first room and the old man could see him clearly with the light that came in from the dying moon. He took hold of one foot gently and held it until the boy woke and turned and looked at him. The old man nodded and the boy took his trousers from the chair by the bed and, sitting on the bed, pulled them on.

The old man went out the door and the boy came after him. He was sleepy and the old man put his arm across his shoulders and said, “I am sorry.”

“Qua Va,” the boy said. “It is what a man must do.”

They walked down the road to the old man's shack and all along the road, in the dark, barefoot men were moving, carrying the masts of their boats.

When they reached the old man's shack the boy took the rolls of line in the basket and the harpoon and gaff and the old man carried the mast with the furled sail on his shoulder.

“Do you want coffee?” the boy asked.

“We'll put the gear in the boat and then get some.”

They had coffee from condensed milk cans at an early morning place that served fishermen. “How did you sleep old man?” the boy asked. He was waking up now although it was still hard for him to leave his sleep.

“Very well, Manolin,” the old man said. “I feel confident today.”

“So do I,” the boy said. “Now I must get your sardines and mine and your fresh baits. He brings our gear himself. He never wants anyone to carry anything.”

“We're different,” the old man said. “I let you carry things when you were five years old.”

“I know it,” the boy said. “I'll be right back. Have another coffee. We have credit here.”

He walked off, bare-footed on the coral rocks, to the ice house where the baits were stored.

The old man drank his coffee slowly. It was all he would have all day and he knew that he should take it. For a long time now eating had bored him and he never carried a lunch. He had a bottle of water in the bow of the skiff and that was all he needed for the day.

The boy was back now with the sardines and the two baits wrapped in a newspaper and they went down the trail to the skiff, feeling the pebbled sand under their feet, and lifted the skiff and slid her into the water.

“Good luck old man.”

“Good luck,” the old man said. He fitted the rope lashings of the oars onto the thole pins and, leaning forward against the thrust of the blades in the water, he began to row out of the harbour in the dark. There were other boats from the other beaches going out to sea and the old man heard the dip and push of their oars even though he could not see them now the moon was below the hills.

Sometimes someone would speak in a boat. But most of the boats were silent except for the dip of the oars. They spread apart after they were out of the mouth of the harbour and each one headed for the part of the ocean where he hoped to find fish. The old man knew he was going far out and he left the smell of the land behind and rowed out into the clean early morning smell of the ocean. He saw the phosphorescence of the Gulf weed in the water as he rowed over the part of the ocean that the fishermen called the great well because there was a sudden deep of seven hundred fathoms where all sorts of fish congregated because of the swirl the current made against the steep walls of the floor of the ocean. Here there were concentrations of shrimp and bait fish and sometimes schools of squid in the deepest holes and these rose close to the surface at night where all the wandering fish fed on them.

In the dark the old man could feel the morning coming and as he rowed he heard the trembling sound as flying fish left the water and the hissing that their stiff set wings made as they soared away in the darkness. He was very fond of flying fish as they were his principal friends on the ocean. He was sorry for the birds, especially the small delicate dark terns that were always flying and looking and almost never finding, and he thought, the birds have a harder life than we do except for the robber birds and the heavy strong ones. Why did they make birds so delicate and fine as those sea swallows when the ocean can be so cruel? She is kind and very beautiful. But she can be so cruel and it comes so suddenly and such birds that fly, dipping and hunting, with their small sad voices are made too delicately for the sea.

He always thought of the sea as la mar which is what people call her in Spanish when they love her. Sometimes those who love her say bad things of her but they are always said as though she were a woman. Some of the younger fishermen, those who used buoys as floats for their lines and had motorboats, bought when the shark livers had brought much money, spoke of her as el mar which is masculine. They spoke of her as a contestant or a place or even an enemy. But the old man always thought of her as feminine and as something that gave or withheld great favours, and if she did wild or wicked things it was because she could not help them. The moon affects her as it does a woman, he thought.

He was rowing steadily and it was no effort for him since he kept well within his speed and the surface of the ocean was flat except for the occasional swirls of the current. He was letting the current do a third of the work and as it started to be light he saw he was already further out than he had hoped to be at this hour.

I worked the deep wells for a week and did nothing, he thought. Today I'll work out where the schools of bonito and albacore are and maybe there will be a big one with them.

Before it was really light he had his baits out and was drifting with the current. One bait was down forty fathoms. The second was at seventy-five and the third and fourth were down in the blue water at one hundred and one hundred and twenty-five fathoms. Each bait hung head down with the shank of the hook inside the bait fish, tied and sewed solid and all the projecting part of the hook, the curve and the point, was covered with fresh sardines. Each sardine was hooked through both eyes so that they made a half-garland on the projecting steel. There was no part of the hook that a great fish could feel which was not sweet smelling and good tasting.

The boy had given him two fresh small tunas, or albacores, which hung on the two deepest lines like plummets and, on the others, he had a big blue runner and a yellow jack that had been used before; but they were in good condition still and had the excellent sardines to give them scent and attractiveness. Each line, as thick around as a big pencil, was looped onto a green-sapped stick so that any pull or touch on the bait would make the stick dip and each line had two forty-fathom coils which could be made fast to the other spare coils so that, if it were necessary, a fish could take out over three hundred fathoms of line.

Now the man watched the dip of the three sticks over the side of the skiff and rowed gently to keep the lines straight up and down and at their proper depths. It was quite light and any moment now the sun would rise.

The sun rose thinly from the sea and the old man could see the other boats, low on the water and well in toward the shore, spread out across the current. Then the sun was brighter and the glare came on the water and then, as it rose clear, the flat sea sent it back at his eyes so that it hurt sharply and he rowed without looking into it. He looked down into the water and watched the lines that went straight down into the dark of the water. He kept them straighter than anyone did, so that at each level in the darkness of the stream there would be a bait waiting exactly where he wished it to be for any fish that swam there. Others let them drift with the current and sometimes they were at sixty fathoms when the fishermen thought they were at a hundred.

But, he thought, I keep them with precision. Only I have no luck any more. But who knows? Maybe today. Every day is a new day. It is better to be lucky. But I would rather be exact. Then when luck comes you are ready.

The sun was two hours higher now and it did not hurt his eyes so much to look into the east. There were only three boats in sight now and they showed very low and far inshore.

All my life the early sun has hurt my eyes, he thought. Yet they are still good. In the evening I can look straight into it without getting the blackness. It has more force in the evening too. But in the morning it is painful.

Just then he saw a man-of-war bird with his long black wings circling in the sky ahead of him. He made a quick drop, slanting down on his back-swept wings, and then circled again.

“He's got something,” the old man said aloud. “He's not just looking.”

He rowed slowly and steadily toward where the bird was circling. He did not hurry and he kept his lines straight up and down. But he crowded the current a little so that he was still fishing correctly though faster than he would have fished if he was not trying to use the bird.

The bird went higher in the air and circled again, his wings motionless. Then he dove suddenly and the old man saw flying fish spurt out of the water and sail desperately over the surface.

“Dolphin,” the old man said aloud. “Big dolphin.”

He shipped his oars and brought a small line from under the bow. It had a wire leader and a medium-sized hook and he baited it with one of the sardines. He let it go over the side and then made it fast to a ring bolt in the stern. Then he baited another line and left it coiled in the shade of the bow. He went back to rowing and to watching the long-winged black bird who was working, now, low over the water.

As he watched the bird dipped again slanting his wings for the dive and then swinging them wildly and ineffectually as he followed the flying fish. The old man could see the slight bulge in the water that the big dolphin raised as they followed the escaping fish. The dolphin were cutting through the water below the flight of the fish and would be in the water, driving at speed, when the fish dropped. It is a big school of dolphin, he thought. They are widespread and the flying fish have little chance. The bird has no chance. The flying fish are too big for him and they go too fast.

He watched the flying fish burst out again and again and the ineffectual movements of the bird. That school has gotten away from me, he thought. They are moving out too fast and too far. But perhaps I will pick up a stray and perhaps my big fish is around them. My big fish must be somewhere.

The clouds over the land now rose like mountains and the coast was only a long green line with the gray blue hills behind it. The water was a dark blue now, so dark that it was almost purple. As he looked down into it he saw the red sifting of the plankton in the dark water and the strange light the sun made now. He watched his lines to see them go straight down out of sight into the water and he was happy to see so much plankton because it meant fish. The strange light the sun made in the water, now that the sun was higher, meant good weather and so did the shape of the clouds over the land. But the bird was almost out of sight now and nothing showed on the surface of the water but some patches of yellow, sun-bleached Sargasso weed and the purple, formalized, iridescent, gelatinous bladder of a Portuguese man-of-war floating dose beside the boat. It turned on its side and then righted itself. It floated cheerfully as a bubble with its long deadly purple filaments trailing a yard behind it in the water.

“Agua mala,” the man said. “You whore.”

From where he swung lightly against his oars he looked down into the water and saw the tiny fish that were coloured like the trailing filaments and swam between them and under the small shade the bubble made as it drifted. They were immune to its poison. But men were not and when same of the filaments would catch on a line and rest there slimy and purple while the old man was working a fish, he would have welts and sores on his arms and hands of the sort that poison ivy or poison oak can give. But these poisonings from the agua mala came quickly and struck like a whiplash.

The iridescent bubbles were beautiful. But they were the falsest thing in the sea and the old man loved to see the big sea turtles eating them. The turtles saw them, approached them from the front, then shut their eyes so they were completely carapaced and ate them filaments and all. The old man loved to see the turtles eat them and he loved to walk on them on the beach after a storm and hear them pop when he stepped on them with the horny soles of his feet.

He loved green turtles and hawk-bills with their elegance and speed and their great value and he had a friendly contempt for the huge, stupid loggerheads, yellow in their armour-plating, strange in their love-making, and happily eating the Portuguese men-of-war with their eyes shut.

He had no mysticism about turtles although he had gone in turtle boats for many years. He was sorry for them all, even the great trunk backs that were as long as the skiff and weighed a ton. Most people are heartless about turtles because a turtle's heart will beat for hours after he has been cut up and butchered. But the old man thought, I have such a heart too and my feet and hands are like theirs. He ate the white eggs to give himself strength. He ate them all through May to be strong in September and October for the truly big fish.

He also drank a cup of shark liver oil each day from the big drum in the shack where many of the fishermen kept their gear. It was there for all fishermen who wanted it. Most fishermen hated the taste. But it was no worse than getting up at the hours that they rose and it was very good against all colds and grippes and it was good for the eyes.

Now the old man looked up and saw that the bird was circling again.

“He's found fish,” he said aloud. No flying fish broke the surface and there was no scattering of bait fish. But as the old man watched, a small tuna rose in the air, turned and dropped head first into the water. The tuna shone silver in the sun and after he had dropped back into the water another and another rose and they were jumping in all directions, churning the water and leaping in long jumps after the bait. They were circling it and driving it.

If they don't travel too fast I will get into them, the old man thought, and he watched the school working the water white and the bird now dropping and dipping into the bait fish that were forced to the surface in their panic.

“The bird is a great help,” the old man said. Just then the stern line came taut under his foot, where he had kept a loop of the line, and he dropped his oars and felt tile weight of the small tuna's shivering pull as he held the line firm and commenced to haul it in. The shivering increased as he pulled in and he could see the blue back of the fish in the water and the gold of his sides before he swung him over the side and into the boat. He lay in the stern in the sun, compact and bullet shaped, his big, unintelligent eyes staring as he thumped his life out against the planking of the boat with the quick shivering strokes of his neat, fast-moving tail. The old man hit him on the head for kindness and kicked him, his body still shuddering, under the shade of the stern.

“Albacore,” he said aloud. “He'll make a beautiful bait. He'll weigh ten pounds.”

He did not remember when he had first started to talk aloud when he was by himself. He had sung when he was by himself in the old days and he had sung at night sometimes when he was alone steering on his watch in the smacks or in the turtle boats. He had probably started to talk aloud, when alone, when the boy had left. But he did not remember. When he and the boy fished together they usually spoke only when it was necessary. They talked at night or when they were storm-bound by bad weather. It was considered a virtue not to talk unnecessarily at sea and the old man had always considered it so and respected it. But now he said his thoughts aloud many times since there was no one that they could annoy.

“If the others heard me talking out loud they would think that I am crazy,” he said aloud. “But since I am not crazy, I do not care. And the rich have radios to talk to them in their boats and to bring them the baseball.”

Now is no time to think of baseball, he thought. Now is the time to think of only one thing. That which I was born for. There might be a big one around that school, he thought. I picked up only a straggler from the albacore that were feeding. But they are working far out and fast. Everything that shows on the surface today travels very fast and to the north-east. Can that be the time of day? Or is it some sign of weather that I do not know?

He could not see the green of the shore now but only the tops of the blue hills that showed white as though they were snow-capped and the clouds that looked like high snow mountains above them. The sea was very dark and the light made prisms in the water. The myriad flecks of the plankton were annulled now by the high sun and it was only the great deep prisms in the blue water that the old man saw now with his lines going straight down into the water that was a mile deep.

The tuna, the fishermen called all the fish of that species tuna and only distinguished among them by their proper names when they came to sell them or to trade them for baits, were down again. The sun was hot now and the old man felt it on the back of his neck and felt the sweat trickle down his back as he rowed.

I could just drift, he thought, and sleep and put a bight of line around my toe to wake me. But today is eighty-five days and I should fish the day well.

Just then, watching his lines, he saw one of the projecting green sticks dip sharply.

“Yes,” he said. “Yes,” and shipped his oars without bumping the boat. He reached out for the line and held it softly between the thumb and forefinger of his right hand. He felt no strain nor weight and he held the line lightly. Then it came again. This time it was a tentative pull, not solid nor heavy, and he knew exactly what it was. One hundred fathoms down a marlin was eating the sardines that covered the point and the shank of the hook where the hand-forged hook projected from the head of the small tuna.

The old man held the line delicately, and softly, with his left hand, unleashed it from the stick. Now he could let it run through his fingers without the fish feeling any tension.

This far out, he must be huge in this month, he thought. Eat them, fish. Eat them. Please eat them.

How fresh they are and you down there six hundred feet in that cold water in the dark. Make another turn in the dark and come back and eat them.

He felt the light delicate pulling and then a harder pull when a sardine's head must have been more difficult to break from the hook. Then there was nothing.

“Come on,” the old man said aloud. “Make another turn. Just smell them. Aren't they lovely? Eat them good now and then there is the tuna. Hard and cold and lovely. Don't be shy, fish. Eat them.”

He waited with the line between his thumb and his finger, watching it and the other lines at the same time for the fish might have swum up or down. Then came the same delicate pulling touch again.

“He'll take it,” the old man said aloud. “God help him to take it.”

He did not take it though. He was gone and the old man felt nothing.

“He can't have gone,” he said. “Christ knows he can't have gone. He's making a turn. Maybe he has been hooked before and he remembers something of it.”

Then he felt the gentle touch on the line and he was happy.

“It was only his turn,” he said. “He'll take it.”

He was happy feeling the gentle pulling and then he felt something hard and unbelievably heavy. It was the weight of the fish and he let the line slip down, down, down, unrolling off the first of the two reserve coils. As it went down, slipping lightly through the old man's fingers, he still could feel the great weight, though the pressure of his thumb and finger were almost imperceptible.

“What a fish,” he said. “He has it sideways in his mouth now and he is moving off with it.”

Then he will turn and swallow it, he thought. He did not say that because he knew that if you said a good thing it might not happen. He knew what a huge fish this was and he thought of him moving away in the darkness with the tuna held crosswise in his mouth. At that moment he felt him stop moving but the weight was still there. Then the weight increased and he gave more line. He tightened the pressure of his thumb and finger for a moment and the weight increased and was going straight down.

“He's taken it,” he said. “Now I'll let him eat it well.”

He let the line slip through his fingers while he reached down with his left hand and made fast the free end of the two reserve coils to the loop of the two reserve coils of the next line. Now he was ready. He had three forty-fathom coils of line in reserve now, as well as the coil he was using.

“Eat it a little more,” he said. “Eat it well.”

Eat it so that the point of the hook goes into your heart and kills you, he thought. Come up easy and let me put the harpoon into you. All right. Are you ready? Have you been long enough at table?

“Now!” he said aloud and struck hard with both hands, gained a yard of line and then struck again and again, swinging with each arm alternately on the cord with all the strength of his arms and the pivoted weight of his body.

Nothing happened. The fish just moved away slowly and the old man could not raise him an inch. His line was strong and made for heavy fish and he held it against his hack until it was so taut that beads of water were jumping from it. Then it began to make a slow hissing sound in the water and he still held it, bracing himself against the thwart and leaning back against the pull. The boat began to move slowly off toward the north-west.

The fish moved steadily and they travelled slowly on the calm water. The other baits were still in the water but there was nothing to be done.

“I wish I had the boy” the old man said aloud. “I'm being towed by a fish and I'm the towing bitt. I could make the line fast. But then he could break it. I must hold him all I can and give him line when he must have it. Thank God he is travelling and not going down.”

What I will do if he decides to go down, I don't know. What I'll do if he sounds and dies I don't know. But I'll do something. There are plenty of things I can do.

He held the line against his back and watched its slant in the water and the skiff moving steadily to the north-west.

This will kill him, the old man thought. He can't do this forever. But four hours later the fish was still swimming steadily out to sea, towing the skiff, and the old man was still braced solidly with the line across his back.

“It was noon when I hooked him,” he said. “And I have never seen him.”

He had pushed his straw hat hard down on his head before he hooked the fish and it was cutting his forehead. He was thirsty too and he got down on his knees and, being careful not to jerk on the line, moved as far into the bow as he could get and reached the water bottle with one hand. He opened it and drank a little. Then he rested against the bow. He rested sitting on the un-stepped mast and sail and tried not to think but only to endure.

Then he looked behind him and saw that no land was visible. That makes no difference, he thought. I can always come in on the glow from Havana. There are two more hours before the sun sets and maybe he will come up before that. If he doesn't maybe he will come up with the moon. If he does not do that maybe he will come up with the sunrise. I have no cramps and I feel strong. It is he that has the hook in his mouth. But what a fish to pull like that. He must have his mouth shut tight on the wire. I wish I could see him. I wish I could see him only once to know what I have against me.

The fish never changed his course nor his direction all that night as far as the man could tell from watching the stars. It was cold after the sun went down and the old man's sweat dried cold on his back and his arms and his old legs. During the day he had taken the sack that covered the bait box and spread it in the sun to dry. After the sun went down he tied it around his neck so that it hung down over his back and he cautiously worked it down under the line that was across his shoulders now. The sack cushioned the line and he had found a way of leaning forward against the bow so that he was almost comfortable. The position actually was only somewhat less intolerable; but he thought of it as almost comfortable.

I can do nothing with him and he can do nothing with me, he thought. Not as long as he keeps this up.

Once he stood up and urinated over the side of the skiff and looked at the stars and checked his course. The line showed like a phosphorescent streak in the water straight out from his shoulders. They were moving more slowly now and the glow of Havana was not so strong, so that he knew the current must be carrying them to the eastward. If I lose the glare of Havana we must be going more to the eastward, he thought. For if the fish's course held true I must see it for many more hours. I wonder how the baseball came out in the grand leagues today, he thought. It would be wonderful to do this with a radio. Then he thought, think of it always. Think of what you are doing. You must do nothing stupid.

Then he said aloud, “I wish I had the boy. To help me and to see this.”

No one should be alone in their old age, he thought. But it is unavoidable. I must remember to eat the tuna before he spoils in order to keep strong. Remember, no matter how little you want to, that you must eat him in the morning. Remember, he said to himself.

During the night two porpoises came around the boat and he could hear them rolling and blowing. He could tell the difference between the blowing noise the male made and the sighing blow of the female.

“They are good,” he said. “They play and make jokes and love one another. They are our brothers like the flying fish.”

Then he began to pity the great fish that he had hooked. He is wonderful and strange and who knows how old he is, he thought. Never have I had such a strong fish nor one who acted so strangely. Perhaps he is too wise to jump. He could ruin me by jumping or by a wild rush. But perhaps he has been hooked many times before and he knows that this is how he should make his fight. He cannot know that it is only one man against him, nor that it is an old man. But what a great fish he is and what will he bring in the market if the flesh is good. He took the bait like a male and he pulls like a male and his fight has no panic in it. I wonder if he has any plans or if he is just as desperate as I am?

He remembered the time he had hooked one of a pair of marlin. The male fish always let the female fish feed first and the hooked fish, the female, made a wild, panic-stricken, despairing fight that soon exhausted her, and all the time the male had stayed with her, crossing the line and circling with her on the surface. He had stayed so close that the old man was afraid he would cut the line with his tail which was sharp as a scythe and almost of that size and shape. When the old man had gaffed her and clubbed her, holding the rapier bill with its sandpaper edge and dubbing her across the top of her head until her colour turned to a colour almost like the backing of mirrors, and then, with the boy's aid, hoisted her aboard, the male fish had stayed by the side of the boat. Then, while the old man was clearing the lines and preparing the harpoon, the male fish jumped high into the air beside the boat to see where the female was and then went down deep, his lavender wings, that were his pectoral fins, spread wide and all his wide lavender stripes showing. He was beautiful, the old man remembered, and he had stayed.

That was the saddest thing I ever saw with them, the old man thought. The boy was sad too and we begged her pardon and butchered her promptly.

“I wish the boy was here,” he said aloud and settled himself against the rounded planks of the bow and felt the strength of the great fish through the line he held across his shoulders moving steadily toward whatever he had chosen.

When once, through my treachery, it had been necessary to him to make a choice, the old man thought.

His choice had been to stay in the deep dark water far out beyond all snares and traps and treacheries. My choice was to go there to find him beyond all people. Beyond all people in the world. Now we are joined together and have been since noon. And no one to help either one of us.

Perhaps I should not have been a fisherman, he thought. But that was the thing that I was born for. I must surely remember to eat the tuna after it gets light.

Some time before daylight something took one of the baits that were behind him. He heard the stick break and the line begin to rush out over the gunwale of the skiff. In the darkness he loosened his sheath knife and taking all the strain of the fish on his left shoulder he leaned back and cut the line against the wood of the gunwale. Then he cut the other line closest to him and in the dark made the loose ends of the reserve coils fast. He worked skillfully with the one hand and put his foot on the coils to hold them as he drew his knots tight. Now he had six reserve coils of line. There were two from each bait he had severed and the two from the bait the fish had taken and they were all connected.

After it is light, he thought, I will work back to the forty-fathom bait and cut it away too and link up the reserve coils. I will have lost two hundred fathoms of good Catalan cardel and the hooks and leaders. That can be replaced. But who replaces this fish if I hook some fish and it cuts him off? I don't know what that fish was that took the bait just now. It could have been a marlin or a broadbill or a shark. I never felt him. I had to get rid of him too fast.

Aloud he said, “I wish I had the boy.”

But you haven't got the boy, he thought. You have only yourself and you had better work back to the last line now, in the dark or not in the dark, and cut it away and hook up the two reserve coils.

So he did it. It was difficult in the dark and once the fish made a surge that pulled him down on his face and made a cut below his eye. The blood ran down his cheek a little way. But it coagulated and dried before it reached his chin and he worked his way back to the bow and rested against the wood. He adjusted the sack and carefully worked the line so that it came across a new part of his shoulders and, holding it anchored with his shoulders, he carefully felt the pull of the fish and then felt with his hand the progress of the skiff through the water.

I wonder what he made that lurch for, he thought. The wire must have slipped on the great hill of his back. Certainly his back cannot feel as badly as mine does. But he cannot pull this skiff forever, no matter how great he is. Now everything is cleared away that might make trouble and I have a big reserve of line; all that a man can ask.

“Fish,” he said softly, aloud, “I'll stay with you until I am dead.”

He'll stay with me too, I suppose, the old man thought and he waited for it to be light. It was cold now in the time before daylight and he pushed against the wood to be warm. I can do it as long as he can, he thought. And in the first light the line extended out and down into the water. The boat moved steadily and when the first edge of the sun rose it was on the old man's right shoulder.

“He's headed north,” the old man said. The current will have set us far to the eastward, he thought. I wish he would turn with the current. That would show that he was tiring.

When the sun had risen further the old man realized that the fish was not tiring. There was only one favorable sign. The slant of the line showed he was swimming at a lesser depth. That did not necessarily mean that he would jump. But he might.

“God let him jump,” the old man said. “I have enough line to handle him.”

Maybe if I can increase the tension just a little it will hurt him and he will jump, he thought. Now that it is daylight let him jump so that he'll fill the sacks along his backbone with air and then he cannot go deep to die.

He tried to increase the tension, but the line had been taut up to the very edge of the breaking point since he had hooked the fish and he felt the harshness as he leaned back to pull and knew he could put no more strain on it. I must not jerk it ever, he thought. Each jerk widens the cut the hook makes and then when he does jump he might throw it. Anyway I feel better with the sun and for once I do not have to look into it.

There was yellow weed on the line but the old man knew that only made an added drag and he was pleased. It was the yellow Gulf weed that had made so much phosphorescence in the night.

“Fish,” he said, “I love you and respect you very much. But I will kill you dead before this day ends.”

Let us hope so, he thought.

A small bird came toward the skiff from the north. He was a warbler and flying very low over the water. The old man could see that he was very tired.

The bird made the stern of the boat and rested there. Then he flew around the old man's head and rested on the line where he was more comfortable.

“How old are you?” the old man asked the bird. “Is this your first trip?”

The bird looked at him when he spoke. He was too tired even to examine the line and he teetered on it as his delicate feet gripped it fast.

“It's steady,” the old man told him. “It's too steady. You shouldn't be that tired after a windless night. What are birds coming to?”

The hawks, he thought, that come out to sea to meet them. But he said nothing of this to the bird who could not understand him anyway and who would learn about the hawks soon enough.

“Take a good rest, small bird,” he said. “Then go in and take your chance like any man or bird or fish.”

It encouraged him to talk because his back had stiffened in the night and it hurt truly now.

“Stay at my house if you like, bird,” he said. “I am sorry I cannot hoist the sail and take you in with the small breeze that is rising. But I am with a friend.”

Just then the fish gave a sudden lurch that pulled the old man down onto the bow and would have pulled him overboard if he had not braced himself and given some line.

The bird had flown up when the line jerked and the old man had not even seen him go. He felt the line carefully with his right hand and noticed his hand was bleeding.

“Something hurt him then,” he said aloud and pulled back on the line to see if he could turn the fish. But when he was touching the breaking point he held steady and settled back against the strain of the line.

“You're feeling it now, fish,” he said. “And so, God knows, am I.”

He looked around for the bird now because he would have liked him for company. The bird was gone.

You did not stay long, the man thought. But it is rougher where you are going until you make the shore. How did I let the fish cut me with that one quick pull he made? I must be getting very stupid. Or perhaps I was looking at the small bird and thinking of him. Now I will pay attention to my work and then I must eat the tuna so that I will not have a failure of strength.

“I wish the boy were here and that I had some salt,” he said aloud.

Shifting the weight of the line to his left shoulder and kneeling carefully he washed his hand in the ocean and held it there, submerged, for more than a minute watching the blood trail away and the steady movement of the water against his hand as the boat moved.

“He has slowed much,” he said.

The old man would have liked to keep his hand in the salt water longer but he was afraid of another sudden lurch by the fish and he stood up and braced himself and held his hand up against the sun. It was only a line burn that had cut his flesh. But it was in the working part of his hand. He knew he would need his hands before this was over and he did not like to be cut before it started.

“Now,” he said, when his hand had dried, “I must eat the small tuna. I can reach him with the gaff and eat him here in comfort.”

He knelt down and found the tuna under the stem with the gaff and drew it toward him keeping it clear of the coiled lines. Holding the line with his left shoulder again, and bracing on his left hand and arm, he took the tuna off the gaff hook and put the gaff back in place. He put one knee on the fish and cut strips of dark red meat longitudinally from the back of the head to the tail. They were wedge-shaped strips and he cut them from next to the back bone down to the edge of the belly. When he had cut six strips he spread them out on the wood of the bow, wiped his knife on his trousers, and lifted the carcass of the bonito by the tail and dropped it overboard.

“I don't think I can eat an entire one,” he said and drew his knife across one of the strips. He could feel the steady hard pull of the line and his left hand was cramped. It drew up tight on the heavy cord and he looked at it in disgust.

“What kind of a hand is that,” he said. “Cramp then if you want. Make yourself into a claw. It will do you no good.”

Come on, he thought and looked down into the dark water at the slant of the line. Eat it now and it will strengthen the hand. It is not the hand's fault and you have been many hours with the fish. But you can stay with him forever. Eat the bonito now.

He picked up a piece and put it in his mouth and chewed it slowly. It was not unpleasant.

Chew it well, he thought, and get all the juices. It would not be had to eat with a little lime or with lemon or with salt.

“How do you feel, hand?” he asked the cramped hand that was almost as stiff as rigor mortis. “I'll eat some more for you.”

He ate the other part of the piece that he had cut in two. He chewed it carefully and then spat out the skin.

“How does it go, hand? Or is it too early to know?” He took another full piece and chewed it.

“It is a strong full-blooded fish,” he thought. “I was lucky to get him instead of dolphin. Dolphin is too sweet. This is hardly sweet at all and all the strength is still in it.”

There is no sense in being anything but practical though, he thought. I wish I had some salt. And I do not know whether the sun will rot or dry what is left, so I had better eat it all although I am not hungry. The fish is calm and steady. I will eat it all and then I will be ready.

“Be patient, hand,” he said. “I do this for you.”

I wish I could feed the fish, he thought. He is my brother. But I must kill him and keep strong to do it. Slowly and conscientiously he ate all of the wedge-shaped strips of fish.

He straightened up, wiping his hand on his trousers. “Now,” he said. “You can let the cord go, hand, and I will handle him with the right arm alone until you stop that nonsense.” He put his left foot on the heavy line that the left hand had held and lay back against the pull against his back.

“God help me to have the cramp go,” he said. “Because I do not know what the fish is going to do.”

But he seems calm, he thought, and following his plan. But what is his plan, he thought. And what is mine? Mine I must improvise to his because of his great size. If he will jump I can kill him. But he stays down forever. Then I will stay down with him forever.

He rubbed the cramped hand against his trousers and tried to gentle the fingers. But it would not open. Maybe it will open with the sun, he thought. Maybe it will open when the strong raw tuna is digested. If I have to have it, I will open it, cost whatever it costs. But I do not want to open it now by force. Let it open by itself and come back of its own accord. After all I abused it much in the night when it was necessary to free and untie the various lines.

He looked across the sea and knew how alone he was now. But he could see the prisms in the deep dark water and the line stretching ahead and the strange undulation of the calm. The clouds were building up now for the trade wind and he looked ahead and saw a flight of wild ducks etching themselves against the sky over the water, then blurring, then etching again and he knew no man was ever alone on the sea.

He thought of how some men feared being out of sight of land in a small boar and knew they were right in the months of sudden bad weather. But now they were in hurricane months and, when there are no hurricanes, the weather of hurricane months is the best of all the year.

If there is a hurricane you always see the signs of it in the sky for days ahead, if you are at sea. They do not see it ashore because they do not know what to look for, he thought. The land must make a difference too, in the shape of the clouds. But we have no hurricane coming now.

He looked at the sky and saw the white cumulus built like friendly piles of ice cream and high above were the thin feathers of the cirrus against the high September sky.

“Light brisa,” he said. “Better weather for me than for you, fish.”

His left hand was still cramped, but he was unknotting it slowly.

I hate a cramp, he thought. It is a treachery of one's own body. It is humiliating before others to have a diarrhoea from ptomaine poisoning or to vomit from it. But a cramp, he thought of it as a calambre, humiliates oneself especially when one is alone.

If the boy were here he could rub it for me and loosen it down from the forearm, he thought. But it will loosen up.

Then, with his right hand he felt the difference in the pull of the line before he saw the slant change in the water. Then, as he leaned against the line and slapped his left hand hard and fast against his thigh he saw the line slanting slowly upward.

“He's coming up,” he said. “Come on hand. Please come on.”

The line rose slowly and steadily and then the surface of the ocean bulged ahead of the boat and the fish came out. He came out unendingly and water poured from his sides. He was bright in the sun and his head and back were dark purple and in the sun the stripes on his sides showed wide and a light lavender. His sword was as long as a baseball bat and tapered like a rapier and he rose his full length from the water and then re-entered it, smoothly, like a diver and the old man saw the great scythe-blade of his tail go under and the line commenced to race out.

“He is two feet longer than the skiff,” the old man said. The line was going out fast but steadily and the fish was not panicked. The old man was trying with both hands to keep the line just inside of breaking strength. He knew that if he could not slow the fish with a steady pressure the fish could take out all the line and break it.

He is a great fish and I must convince him, he thought. I must never let him learn his strength nor what he could do if he made his run. If I were him I would put in everything now and go until something broke. But, thank God, they are not as intelligent as we who kill them; although they are more noble and more able.

The old man had seen many great fish. He had seen many that weighed more than a thousand pounds and he had caught two of that size in his life, but never alone. Now alone, and out of sight of land, he was fast to the biggest fish that he had ever seen and bigger than he had ever heard of, and his left hand was still as tight as the gripped claws of an eagle.

It will uncramp though, he thought. Surely it will uncramp to help my right hand. There are three things that are brothers: the fish and my two hands. It must uncramp. It is unworthy of it to be cramped. The fish had slowed again and was going at his usual pace.

I wonder why he jumped, the old man thought. He jumped almost as though to show me how big he was. I know now, anyway, he thought. I wish I could show him what sort of man I am. But then he would see the cramped hand. Let him think I am more man than I am and I will be so. I wish I was the fish, he thought, with everything he has against only my will and my intelligence.

He settled comfortably against the wood and took his suffering as it came and the fish swam steadily and the boat moved slowly through the dark water. There was a small sea rising with the wind coming up from the east and at noon the old man's left hand was uncramped.

“Bad news for you, fish,” he said and shifted the line over the sacks that covered his shoulders. He was comfortable but suffering, although he did not admit the suffering at all.

“I am not religious,” he said. “But I will say ten Our Fathers and ten Hail Marys that I should catch this fish, and I promise to make a pilgrimage to the Virgin of Cobre if I catch him. That is a promise.”

He commenced to say his prayers mechanically. Sometimes he would be so tired that he could not remember the prayer and then he would say them fast so that they would come automatically. Hail Marys are easier to say than Our Fathers, he thought.

“Hail Mary full of Grace the Lord is with thee. Blessed art thou among women and blessed is the fruit of thy womb, Jesus. Holy Mary, Mother of God, pray for us sinners now and at the hour of our death. Amen.” Then he added, “Blessed Virgin, pray for the death of this fish. Wonderful though he is.”

With his prayers said, and feeling much better, but suffering exactly as much, and perhaps a little more, he leaned against the wood of the bow and began, mechanically, to work the fingers of his left hand.

The sun was hot now although the breeze was rising gently.

“I had better re-bait that little line out over the stern,” he said. “If the fish decides to stay another night I will need to eat again and the water is low in the bottle. I don't think I can get anything but a dolphin here. But if I eat him fresh enough he won't be bad. I wish a flying fish would come on board tonight. But I have no light to attract them. A flying fish is excellent to eat raw and I would not have to cut him up. I must save all my strength now. Christ, I did not know he was so big.”

“I'll kill him though,” he said. “In all his greatness and his glory.”

Although it is unjust, he thought. But I will show him what a man can do and what a man endures.

“I told the boy I was a strange old man,” he said.

“Now is when I must prove it.”

The thousand times that he had proved it meant nothing. Now he was proving it again. Each time was a new time and he never thought about the past when he was doing it.

I wish he'd sleep and I could sleep and dream about the lions, he thought. Why are the lions the main thing that is left? Don't think, old man, he said to himself, Rest gently now against the wood and think of nothing. He is working. Work as little as you can.

It was getting into the afternoon and the boat still moved slowly and steadily. But there was an added drag now from the easterly breeze and the old man rode gently with the small sea and the hurt of the cord across his back came to him easily and smoothly.

Once in the afternoon the line started to rise again. But the fish only continued to swim at a slightly higher level. The sun was on the old man's left arm and shoulder and on his back. So he knew the fish had turned east of north.

Now that he had seen him once, he could picture the fish swimming in the water with his purple pectoral fins set wide as wings and the great erect tail slicing through the dark. I wonder how much he sees at that depth, the old man thought. His eye is huge and a horse, with much less eye, can see in the dark. Once I could see quite well in the dark. Not in the absolute dark. But almost as a cat sees.

The sun and his steady movement of his fingers had uncramped his left hand now completely and he began to shift more of the strain to it and he shrugged the muscles of his back to shift the hurt of the cord a little.

“If you're not tired, fish,” he said aloud, “you must be very strange.”

He felt very tired now and he knew the night would come soon and he tried to think of other things. He thought of the Big Leagues, to him they were the Gran Ligas, and he knew that the Yankees of New York were playing the Tigres of Detroit.

This is the second day now that I do not know the result of the juegos, he thought. But I must have confidence and I must be worthy of the great DiMaggio who does all things perfectly even with the pain of the bone spur in his heel. What is a bone spur? he asked himself. Un espuela de hueso. We do not have them. Can it be as painful as the spur of a fighting cock in one's heel? I do not think I could endure that or the loss of the eye and of both eyes and continue to fight as the fighting cocks do. Man is not much beside the great birds and beasts. Still I would rather be that beast down there in the darkness of the sea.

“Unless sharks come,” he said aloud. “If sharks come, God pity him and me.”

Do you believe the great DiMaggio would stay with a fish as long as I will stay with this one? he thought. I am sure he would and more since he is young and strong. Also his father was a fisherman. But would the bone spur hurt him too much?

“I do not know,” he said aloud. “I never had a bone spur.”

As the sun set he remembered, to give himself more confidence, the time in the tavern at Casablanca when he had played the hand game with the great negro from Cienfuegos who was the strongest man on the docks. They had gone one day and one night with their elbows on a chalk line on the table and their forearms straight up and their hands gripped tight. Each one was trying to force the other's hand down onto the table. There was much betting and people went in and out of the room under the kerosene lights and he had looked at the arm and hand of the negro and at the negro's face. They changed the referees every four hours after the first eight so that the referees could sleep. Blood came out from under the fingernails of both his and the negro's hands and they looked each other in the eye and at their hands and forearms and the bettors went in and out of the room and sat on high chairs against the wall and watched. The walls were painted bright blue and were of wood and the lamps threw their shadows against them. The negro's shadow was huge and it moved on the wall as the breeze moved the lamps.

The odds would change back and forth all night and they fed the negro rum and lighted cigarettes for him.

Then the negro, after the rum, would try for a tremendous effort and once he had the old man, who was not an old man then but was Santiago El Campeon, nearly three inches off balance. But the old man had raised his hand up to dead even again. He was sure then that he had the negro, who was a fine man and a great athlete, beaten. And at daylight when the bettors were asking that it be called a draw and the referee was shaking his head, he had unleashed his effort and forced the hand of the negro down and down until it rested on the wood. The match had started on a Sunday morning and ended on a Monday morning. Many of the bettors had asked for a draw because they had to go to work on the docks loading sacks of sugar or at the Havana Coal Company. Otherwise everyone would have wanted it to go to a finish. But he had finished it anyway and before anyone had to go to work.

For a long time after that everyone had called him The Champion and there had been a return match in the spring. But not much money was bet and he had won it quite easily since he had broken the confidence of the negro from Cienfuegos in the first match. After that he had a few matches and then no more. He decided that he could beat anyone if he wanted to badly enough and he decided that it was bad for his right hand for fishing. He had tried a few practice matches with his left hand. But his left hand had always been a traitor and would not do what he called on it to do and he did not trust it.

The sun will bake it out well now, he thought. It should not cramp on me again unless it gets too cold in the night. I wonder what this night will bring.

An airplane passed overhead on its course to Miami and he watched its shadow scaring up the schools of flying fish.

“With so much flying fish there should be dolphin,” he said, and leaned back on the line to see if it was possible to gain any on his fish. But he could not and it stayed at the hardness and water- drop shivering that preceded breaking. The boat moved ahead slowly and he watched the airplane until he could no longer see it.

It must be very strange in an airplane, he thought. I wonder what the sea looks like from that height? They should be able to see the fish well if they do not fly too high. I would like to fly very slowly at two hundred fathoms high and see the fish from above. In the turtle boats I was in the cross-trees of the mast-head and even at that height I saw much. The dolphin look greener from there and you can see their stripes and their purple spots and you can see all of the school as they swim. Why is it that all the fast-moving fish of the dark current have purple backs and usually purple stripes or spots? The dolphin looks green of course because he is really golden. But when he comes to feed, truly hungry, purple stripes show on his sides as on a marlin. Can it be anger, or the greater speed he makes that brings them out?

Just before it was dark, as they passed a great island of Sargasso weed that heaved and swung in the light sea as though the ocean were making love with something under a yellow blanket, his small line was taken by a dolphin. He saw it first when it jumped in the air, true gold in the last of the sun and bending and flapping wildly in the air. It jumped again and again in the acrobatics of its fear and he worked his way back to the stern and crouching and holding the big line with his right hand and arm, he pulled the dolphin in with his left hand, stepping on the gained line each time with his bare left foot. When the fish was at the stem, plunging and cutting from side to side in desperation, the old man leaned over the stern and lifted the burnished gold fish with its purple spots over the stem. Its jaws were working convulsively in quick bites against the hook and it pounded the bottom of the skiff with its long flat body, its tail and its head until he clubbed it across the shining golden head until it shivered and was still.

The old man unhooked the fish, re-baited the line with another sardine and tossed it over. Then he worked his way slowly back to the bow. He washed his left hand and wiped it on his trousers. Then he shifted the heavy line from his right hand to his left and washed his right hand in the sea while he watched the sun go into the ocean and the slant of the big cord.

“He hasn't changed at all,” he said. But watching the movement of the water against his hand he noted that it was perceptibly slower.

“I'll lash the two oars together across the stern and that will slow him in the night,” he said. “He's good for the night and so am I.”

It would be better to gut the dolphin a little later to save the blood in the meat, he thought. I can do that a little later and lash the oars to make a drag at the same time. I had better keep the fish quiet now and not disturb him too much at sunset. The setting of the sun is a difficult time for all fish. He let his hand dry in the air then grasped the line with it and eased himself as much as he could and allowed himself to be pulled forward against the wood so that the boat took the strain as much, or more, than he did.

I'm learning how to do it, he thought. This part of it anyway. Then too, remember he hasn't eaten since he took the bait and he is huge and needs much food. I have eaten the whole bonito. Tomorrow I will eat the dolphin. He called it dorado. Perhaps I should eat some of it when I clean it. It will be harder to eat than the bonito. But, then, nothing is easy.

“How do you feel, fish?” he asked aloud. “I feel good and my left hand is better and I have food for a night and a day. Pull the boat, fish.”

He did not truly feel good because the pain from the cord across his back had almost passed pain and gone into a dullness that he mistrusted. But I have had worse things than that, he thought. My hand is only cut a little and the cramp is gone from the other. My legs are all right. Also now I have gained on him in the question of sustenance.

It was dark now as it becomes dark quickly after the sun sets in September. He lay against the worn wood of the bow and rested all that he could. The first stars were out. He did not know the name of Rigel but he saw it and knew soon they would all be out and he would have all his distant friends.

“The fish is my friend too,” he said aloud. “I have never seen or heard of such a fish. But I must kill him. I am glad we do not have to try to kill the stars.”

Imagine if each day a man must try to kill the moon, he thought. The moon runs away. But imagine if a man each day should have to try to kill the sun? We were born lucky, he thought.

Then he was sorry for the great fish that had nothing to eat and his determination to kill him never relaxed in his sorrow for him. How many people will he feed, he thought. But are they worthy to eat him? No, of course not. There is no one worthy of eating him from the manner of his behaviour and his great dignity.

I do not understand these things, he thought. But it is good that we do not have to try to kill the sun or the moon or the stars. It is enough to live on the sea and kill our true brothers.

Now, he thought, I must think about the drag. It has its perils and its merits. I may lose so much line that I will lose him, if he makes his effort and the drag made by the oars is in place and the boat loses all her lightness. Her lightness prolongs both our suffering but it is my safety since he has great speed that he has never yet employed. No matter what passes I must gut the dolphin so he does not spoil and eat some of him to be strong.

Now I will rest an hour more and feel that he is solid and steady before I move back to the stern to do the work and make the decision. In the meantime I can see how he acts and if he shows any changes. The oars are a good trick; but it has reached the time to play for safety. He is much fish still and I saw that the hook was in the corner of his mouth and he has kept his mouth tight shut. The punishment of the hook is nothing. The punishment of hunger, and that he is against something that he does not comprehend, is everything. Rest now, old man, and let him work until your next duty comes.

He rested for what he believed to be two hours. The moon did not rise now until late and he had no way of judging the time. Nor was he really resting except comparatively. He was still bearing the pull of the fish across his shoulders but he placed his left hand on the gunwale of the bow and confided more and more of the resistance to the fish to the skiff itself.

How simple it would be if I could make the line fast, he thought. But with one small lurch he could break it. I must cushion the pull of the line with my body and at all times be ready to give line with both hands.

“But you have not slept yet, old man,” he said aloud. “It is half a day and a night and now another day and you have not slept. You must devise a way so that you sleep a little if he is quiet and steady. If you do not sleep you might become unclear in the head.”

I'm clear enough in the head, he thought. Too clear. I am as clear as the stars that are my brothers. Still I must sleep. They sleep and the moon and the sun sleep and even the ocean sleeps sometimes on certain days when there is no current and a flat calm.

But remember to sleep, he thought. Make yourself do it and devise some simple and sure way about the lines. Now go back and prepare the dolphin. It is too dangerous to rig the oars as a drag if you must sleep.

I could go without sleeping, he told himself. But it would be too dangerous.

He started to work his way back to the stern on his hands and knees, being careful not to jerk against the fish. He may be half asleep himself, he thought. But I do not want him to rest. He must pull until he dies.

Back in the stern he turned so that his left hand held the strain of the line across his shoulders and drew his knife from its sheath with his right hand. The stars were bright now and he saw the dolphin clearly and he pushed the blade of his knife into his head and drew him out from under the stern. He put one of his feet on the fish and slit him quickly from the vent up to the tip of his lower jaw. Then he put his knife down and gutted him with his right hand, scooping him clean and pulling the gills clear.

He felt the maw heavy and slippery in his hands and he slit it open. There were two flying fish inside. They were fresh and hard and he laid them side by side and dropped the guts and the gills over the stern. They sank leaving a trail of phosphorescence in the water. The dolphin was cold and a leprous gray-white now in the starlight and the old man skinned one side of him while he held his right foot on the fish's head. Then he turned him over and skinned the other side and cut each side off from the head down to the tail.

He slid the carcass overboard and looked to see if there was any swirl in the water. But there was only the light of its slow descent. He turned then and placed the two flying fish inside the two fillets of fish and putting his knife back in its sheath, he worked his way slowly back to the bow. His back was bent with the weight of the line across it and he carried the fish in his right hand.

Back in the bow he laid the two fillets of fish out on the wood with the flying fish beside them. After that he settled the line across his shoulders in a new place and held it again with his left hand resting on the gunwale. Then he leaned over the side and washed the flying fish in the water, noting the speed of the water against his hand. His hand was phosphorescent from skinning the fish and he watched the flow of the water against it. The flow was less strong and as he rubbed the side of his hand against the planking of the skiff, particles of phosphorus floated off and drifted slowly astern.

“He is tiring or he is resting,” the old man said. “Now let me get through the eating of this dolphin and get some rest and a little sleep.”

Under the stars and with the night colder all the time he ate half of one of the dolphin fillets and one of the flying fish, gutted and with its head cut off.

“What an excellent fish dolphin is to eat cooked,” he said. “And what a miserable fish raw. I will never go in a boat again without salt or limes.”

If I had brains I would have splashed water on the bow all day and drying, it would have made salt, he thought. But then I did not hook the dolphin until almost sunset. Still it was a lack of preparation. But I have chewed it all well and I am not nauseated.

The sky was clouding over to the east and one after another the stars he knew were gone. It looked now as though he were moving into a great canyon of clouds and the wind had dropped.

“There will be bad weather in three or four days,” he said. “But not tonight and not tomorrow. Rig now to get some sleep, old man, while the fish is calm and steady.”

He held the line tight in his right hand and then pushed his thigh against his right hand as he leaned all his weight against the wood of the bow. Then he passed the line a little lower on his shoulders and braced his left hand on it.

My right hand can hold it as long as it is braced, he thought If it relaxes in sleep my left hand will wake me as the line goes out. It is hard on the right hand. But he is used to punishment Even if I sleep twenty minutes or a half an hour it is good. He lay forward cramping himself against the line with all of his body, putting all his weight onto his right band, and he was asleep.

He did not dream of the lions but instead of a vast school of porpoises that stretched for eight or ten miles and it was in the time of their mating and they would leap high into the air and return into the same hole they had made in the water when they leaped.

Then he dreamed that he was in the village on his bed and there was a norther and he was very cold and his right arm was asleep because his head had rested on it instead of a pillow.

After that he began to dream of the long yellow beach and he saw the first of the lions come down onto it in the early dark and then the other lions came and he rested his chin on the wood of the bows where the ship lay anchored with the evening off-shore breeze and he waited to see if there would be more lions and he was happy.

The moon had been up for a long time but he slept on and the fish pulled on steadily and the boat moved into the tunnel of clouds.

He woke with the jerk of his right fist coming up against his face and the line burning out through his right hand. He had no feeling of his left hand but he braked all he could with his right and the line rushed out. Finally his left hand found the line and he leaned back against the line and now it burned his back and his left hand, and his left hand was taking all the strain and cutting badly. He looked back at the coils of line and they were feeding smoothly. Just then the fish jumped making a great bursting of the ocean and then a heavy fall. Then he jumped again and again and the boat was going fast although line was still racing out and the old man was raising the strain to breaking point and raising it to breaking point again and again. He had been pulled down tight onto the bow and his face was in the cut slice of dolphin and he could not move.

This is what we waited for, he thought. So now let us take it. Make him pay for the line, he thought. Make him pay for it.

He could not see the fish's jumps but only heard the breaking of the ocean and the heavy splash as he fell. The speed of the line was cutting his hands badly but he had always known this would happen and he tried to keep the cutting across the calloused parts and not let the line slip into the palm nor cut the fingers.

If the boy was here he would wet the coils of line, he thought. Yes. If the boy were here. If the boy were here.

The line went out and out and out but it was slowing now and he was making the fish earn each inch of it. Now he got his head up from the wood and out of the slice of fish that his cheek had crushed. Then he was on his knees and then he rose slowly to his feet. He was ceding line but more slowly all he time. He worked back to where he could feel with his foot the coils of line that he could not see. There was plenty of line still and now the fish had to pull the friction of all that new line through the water.

Yes, he thought. And now he has jumped more than a dozen times and filled the sacks along his back with air and he cannot go down deep to die where I cannot bring him up. He will start circling soon and then I must work on him. I wonder what started him so suddenly? Could it have been hunger that made him desperate, or was he frightened by something in the night? Maybe he suddenly felt fear. But he was such a calm, strong fish and he seemed so fearless and so confident. It is strange.

“You better be fearless and confident yourself, old man,” he said. “You're holding him again but you cannot get line. But soon he has to circle.”

The old man held him with his left hand and his shoulders now and stooped down and scooped up water in his right hand to get the crushed dolphin flesh off of his face. He was afraid that it might nauseate him and he would vomit and lose his strength. When his face was cleaned he washed his right hand in the water over the side and then let it stay in the salt water while he watched the first light come before the sunrise. He's headed almost east, he thought. That means he is tired and going with the current. Soon he will have to circle. Then our true work begins.

After he judged that his right hand had been in the water long enough he took it out and looked at it.

“It is not bad,” he said. “And pain does not matter to a man.”

He took hold of the line carefully so that it did not fit into any of the fresh line cuts and shifted his weight so that he could put his left hand into the sea on the other side of the skiff.

“You did not do so badly for something worthless,” he said to his left hand. “But there was a moment when I could not find you.”

Why was I not born with two good hands? he thought. Perhaps it was my fault in not training that one properly. But God knows he has had enough chances to learn. He did not do so badly in the night, though, and he has only cramped once. If he cramps again let the line cut him off.

When he thought that he knew that he was not being clear-headed and he thought he should chew some more of the dolphin. But I can't, he told himself. It is better to be light-headed than to lose your strength from nausea. And I know I cannot keep it if I eat it since my face was in it. I will keep it for an emergency until it goes bad. But it is too late to try for strength now through nourishment. You're stupid, he told himself. Eat the other flying fish.

It was there, cleaned and ready, and he picked it up with his left hand and ate it chewing the bones carefully and eating all of it down to the tail.

It has more nourishment than almost any fish, he thought. At least the kind of strength that I need. Now I have done what I can, he thought. Let him begin to circle and let the fight come.

The sun was rising for the third time since he had put to sea when the fish started to circle.

He could not see by the slant of the line that the fish was circling. It was too early for that. He just felt a faint slackening of the pressure of the line and he commenced to pull on it gently with his right hand. It tightened, as always, but just when he reached the point where it would break, line began to come in. He slipped his shoulders and head from under the line and began to pull in line steadily and gently. He used both of his hands in a swinging motion and tried to do the pulling as much as he could with his body and his legs. His old legs and shoulders pivoted with the swinging of the pulling.

“It is a very big circle,” he said. “But he is circling.” Then the line would not come in any more and he held it until he saw the drops jumping from it in the sun. Then it started out and the old man knelt down and let it go grudgingly back into the dark water.

“He is making the far part of his circle now,” he said. I must hold all I can, he thought. The strain will shorten his circle each time. Perhaps in an hour I will see him. Now I must convince him and then I must kill him.

But the fish kept on circling slowly and the old man was wet with sweat and tired deep into his bones two hours later. But the circles were much shorter now and from the way the line slanted he could tell the fish had risen steadily while he swam.

For an hour the old man had been seeing black spots before his eyes and the sweat salted his eyes and salted the cut over his eye and on his forehead. He was not afraid of the black spots. They were normal at the tension that he was pulling on the line. Twice, though, he had felt faint and dizzy and that had worried him.

“I could not fail myself and die on a fish like this,” he said. “Now that I have him coming so beautifully, God help me endure. I'll say a hundred Our Fathers and a hundred Hail Marys. But I cannot say them now.”

Consider them said, he thought. I'll say them later. Just then he felt a sudden banging and jerking on the line he held with his two hands. It was sharp and hard-feeling and heavy.

He is hitting the wire leader with his spear, he thought. That was bound to come. He had to do that. It may make him jump though and I would rather he stayed circling now. The jumps were necessary for him to take air. But after that each one can widen the opening of the hook wound and he can throw the hook.

“Don't jump, fish,” he said. “Don't jump.”

The fish hit the wire several times more and each time he shook his head the old man gave up a little line.

I must hold his pain where it is, he thought. Mine does not matter. I can control mine. But his pain could drive him mad.

After a while the fish stopped beating at the wire and started circling slowly again. The old man was gaining line steadily now. But he felt faint again. He lifted some sea water with his left hand and put it on his head. Then he put more on and rubbed the back of his neck.

“I have no cramps,” he said. “He'll be up soon and I can last. You have to last. Don't even speak of it.”

He kneeled against the bow and, for a moment, slipped the line over his back again. I'll rest now while he goes out on the circle and then stand up and work on him when he comes in, he decided.

It was a great temptation to rest in the bow and let the fish make one circle by himself without recovering any line. But when the strain showed the fish had turned to come toward the boat, the old man rose to his feet and started the pivoting and the weaving pulling that brought in all the line he gained.

I'm tireder than I have ever been, he thought, and now the trade wind is rising. But that will be good to take him in with. I need that badly.

“I'll rest on the next turn as he goes out,” he said. “I feel much better. Then in two or three turns more I will have him.”

His straw hat was far on the back of his head and he sank down into the bow with the pull of the line as he felt the fish turn.

You work now, fish, he thought. I'll take you at the turn.

The sea had risen considerably. But it was a fair-weather breeze and he had to have it to get home.

“I'll just steer south and west,” he said. “A man is never lost at sea and it is a long island.”

It was on the third turn that he saw the fish first.

He saw him first as a dark shadow that took so long to pass under the boat that he could not believe its length.

“No,” he said. “He can't be that big.”

But he was that big and at the end of this circle he came to the surface only thirty yards away and the man saw his tail out of water. It was higher than a big scythe blade and a very pale lavender above the dark blue water. It raked back and as the fish swam just below the surface the old man could see his huge bulk and the purple stripes that banded him. His dorsal fin was down and his huge pectorals were spread wide.

On this circle the old man could see the fish's eye and the two gray sucking fish that swain around him. Sometimes they attached themselves to him. Sometimes they darted off. Sometimes they would swim easily in his shadow. They were each over three feet long and when they swam fast they lashed their whole bodies like eels.

The old man was sweating now but from something else besides the sun. On each calm placid turn the fish made he was gaining line and he was sure that in two turns more he would have a chance to get the harpoon in.

But I must get him close, close, close, he thought. I mustn't try for the head. I must get the heart.

“Be calm and strong, old man,” he said.

On the next circle the fish's beck was out but he was a little too far from the boat. On the next circle he was still too far away but he was higher out of water and the old man was sure that by gaining some more line he could have him alongside.

He had rigged his harpoon long before and its coil of light rope was in a round basket and the end was made fast to the bitt in the bow.

The fish was coming in on his circle now calm and beautiful looking and only his great tail moving. The old man pulled on him all that he could to bring him closer. For just a moment the fish turned a little on his side. Then he straightened himself and began another circle.

“I moved him,” the old man said. “I moved him then.”

He felt faint again now but he held on the great fish all the strain that he could. I moved him, he thought. Maybe this time I can get him over. Pull, hands, he thought. Hold up, legs. Last for me, head. Last for me. You never went. This time I'll pull him over.

But when he put all of his effort on, starting it well out before the fish came alongside and pulling with all his strength, the fish pulled part way over and then righted himself and swam away.

“Fish,” the old man said. “Fish, you are going to have to die anyway. Do you have to kill me too?”

That way nothing is accomplished, he thought. His mouth was too dry to speak but he could not reach for the water now. I must get him alongside this time, he thought. I am not good for many more turns. Yes you are, he told himself. You're good for ever.

On the next turn, he nearly had him. But again the fish righted himself and swam slowly away. You are killing me, fish, the old man thought. But you have a right to. Never have I seen a greater, or more beautiful, or a calmer or more noble thing than you, brother. Come on and kill me. I do not care who kills who.

Now you are getting confused in the head, he thought. You must keep your head clear. Keep your head clear and know how to suffer like a man. Or a fish, he thought.

“Clear up, head,” he said in a voice he could hardly hear. “Clear up.” Twice more it was the same on the turns.

I do not know, the old man thought. He had been on the point of feeling himself go each time. I do not know. But I will try it once more.

He tried it once more and he felt himself going when he turned the fish. The fish righted himself and swam off again slowly with the great tail weaving in the air.

I'll try it again, the old man promised, although his hands were mushy now and he could only see well in flashes.

He tried it again and it was the same. So he thought, and he felt himself going before he started; I will try it once again.

He took all his pain and what was left of his strength and his long gone pride and he put it against the fish's agony and the fish came over onto his side and swam gently on his side, his bill almost touching the planking of the skiff and started to pass the boat, long, deep, wide, silver and barred with purple and interminable in the water.

The old man dropped the line and put his foot on it and lifted the harpoon as high as he could and drove it down with all his strength, and more strength he had just summoned, into the fish's side just behind the great chest fin that rose high in the air to the altitude of the man's chest. He felt the iron go in and he leaned on it and drove it further and then pushed all his weight after it.

Then the fish came alive, with his death in him, and rose high out of the water showing all his great length and width and all his power and his beauty. He seemed to hang in the air above the old man in the skiff. Then he fell into the water with a crash that sent spray over the old man and over all of the skiff.

The old man felt faint and sick and he could not see well. But he cleared the harpoon line and let it run slowly through his raw hands and, when he could see, he saw the fish was on his back with his silver belly up. The shaft of the harpoon was projecting at an angle from the fish's shoulder and the sea was discolouring with the red of the blood from his heart. First it was dark as a shoal in the blue water that was more than a mile deep. Then it spread like a cloud. The fish was silvery and still and floated with the waves.

The old man looked carefully in the glimpse of vision that he had. Then he took two turns of the harpoon line around the bitt in the bow and hid his head on his hands.

“Keep my head dear,” he said against the wood of the bow. “I am a tired old man. But I have killed this fish which is my brother and now I must do the slave work.”

Now I must prepare the nooses and the rope to lash him alongside, he thought. Even if we were two and swamped her to load him and bailed her out, this skiff would never hold him. I must prepare everything, then bring him in and lash him well and step the mast and set sail for home.

He started to pull the fish in to have him alongside so that he could pass a line through his gills and out his mouth and make his head fast alongside the bow. I want to see him, he thought, and to touch and to feel him. He is my fortune, he thought. But that is not why I wish to feel him. I think I felt his heart, he thought. When I pushed on the harpoon shaft the second time. Bring him in now and make him fast and get the noose around his tail and another around his middle to bind him to the skiff.

“Get to work, old man,” he said. He took a very small drink of the water. “There is very much slave work to be done now that the fight is over.”

He looked up at the sky and then out to his fish. He looked at the sun carefully. It is not much more than noon, he thought. And the trade wind is rising. The lines all mean nothing now. The boy and I will splice them when we are home.

“Come on, fish,” he said. But the fish did not come.

Instead he lay there wallowing now in the seas and the old man pulled the skiff upon to him.

When he was even with him and had the fish's head against the bow he could not believe his size. But he untied the harpoon rope from the bitt, passed it through the fish's gills and out his jaws, made a turn around his sword then passed the rope through the other gill, made another turn around the bill and knotted the double rope and made it fast to the bitt in the bow. He cut the rope then and went astern to noose the tail. The fish had turned silver from his original purple and silver, and the stripes showed the same pale violet colour as his tail. They were wider than a man's hand with his fingers spread and the fish's eye looked as detached as the mirrors in a periscope or as a saint in a procession.

“It was the only way to kill him,” the old man said. He was feeling better since the water and he knew he would not go away and his head was clear. He's over fifteen hundred pounds the way he is, he thought. Maybe much more. If he dresses out two-thirds of that at thirty cents a pound?

“I need a pencil for that,” he said. “My head is not that clear. But I think the great DiMaggio would be proud of me today. I had no bone spurs. But the hands and the back hurt truly.” I wonder what a bone spur is, he thought. Maybe we have them without knowing of it.

He made the fish fast to bow and stern and to the middle thwart. He was so big it was like lashing a much bigger skiff alongside. He cut a piece of line and tied the fish's lower jaw against his bill so his mouth would not open and they would sail as cleanly as possible. Then he stepped the mast and, with the stick that was his gaff and with his boom rigged, the patched sail drew, the boat began to move, and half lying in the stern he sailed south-west.

He did not need a compass to tell him where southwest was. He only needed the feel of the trade wind and the drawing of the sail. I better put a small line out with a spoon on it and try and get something to eat and drink for the moisture. But he could not find a spoon and his sardines were rotten. So he hooked a patch of yellow Gulf weed with the gaff as they passed and shook it so that the small shrimps that were in it fell onto the planking of the skiff. There were more than a dozen of them and they jumped and kicked like sand fleas. The old man pinched their heads off with his thumb and forefinger and ate them chewing up the shells and the tails. They were very tiny but he knew they were nourishing and they tasted good.

The old man still had two drinks of water in the bottle and he used half of one after he had eaten the shrimps. The skiff was sailing well considering the handicaps and he steered with the tiller under his arm. He could see the fish and he had only to look at his hands and feel his back against the stern to know that this had truly happened and was not a dream. At one time when he was feeling so badly toward the end, he had thought perhaps it was a dream. Then when he had seen the fish come out of the water and hang motionless in the sky before he fell, he was sure there was some great strangeness and he could not believe it.

Then he could not see well, although now he saw as well as ever. Now he knew there was the fish and his hands and back were no dream. The hands cure quickly, he thought. I bled them clean and the salt water will heal them. The dark water of the true gulf is the greatest healer that there is. All I must do is keep the head clear. The hands have done their work and we sail well. With his mouth shut and his tail straight up and down we sail like brothers. Then his head started to become a little unclear and he thought, is he bringing me in or am I bringing him in? If I were towing him behind there would be no question. Nor if the fish were in the skiff, with all dignity gone, there would be no question either. But they were sailing together lashed side by side and the old man thought, let him bring me in if it pleases him. I am only better than him through trickery and he meant me no harm.

They sailed well and the old man soaked his hands in the salt water and tried to keep his head clear. There were high cumulus clouds and enough cirrus above them so that the old man knew the breeze would last all night. The old man looked at the fish constantly to make sure it was true. It was an hour before the first shark hit him.

The shark was not an accident. He had come up from deep down in the water as the dark cloud of blood had settled and dispersed in the mile deep sea. He had come up so fast and absolutely without caution that he broke the surface of the blue water and was in the sun. Then he fell back into the sea and picked up the scent and started swimming on the course the skiff and the fish had taken.

Sometimes he lost the scent. But he would pick it up again, or have just a trace of it, and he swam fast and hard on the course. He was a very big Make shark built to swim as fast as the fastest fish in the sea and everything about him was beautiful except his jaws. His back was as blue as a sword fish's and his belly was silver and his hide was smooth and handsome. He was built as a sword fish except for his huge jaws which were tight shut now as he swam fast, just under the surface with his high dorsal fin knifing through the water without wavering. Inside the closed double lip of his jaws all of his eight rows of teeth were slanted inwards. They were not the ordinary pyramid-shaped teeth of most sharks. They were shaped like a man's fingers when they are crisped like claws. They were nearly as long as the fingers of the old man and they had razor-sharp cutting edges on both sides. This was a fish built to feed on all the fishes in the sea, that were so fast and strong and well armed that they had no other enemy. Now he speeded up as he smelled the fresher scent and his blue dorsal fin cut the water.

When the old man saw him coming he knew that this was a shark that had no fear at all and would do exactly what he wished. He prepared the harpoon and made the rope fast while he watched the shark come on. The rope was short as it lacked what he had cut away to lash the fish.

The old man's head was clear and good now and he was full of resolution but he had little hope. It was too good to last, he thought. He took one look at the great fish as he watched the shark close in. It might as well have been a dream, he thought. I cannot keep him from hitting me but maybe I can get him. Dentuso, he thought. Bad luck to your mother.

The shark closed fast astern and when he hit the fish the old man saw his mouth open and his strange eyes and the clicking chop of the teeth as he drove forward in the meat just above the tail. The shark's head was out of water and his back was coming out and the old man could hear the noise of skin and flesh ripping on the big fish when he rammed the harpoon down onto the shark's head at a spot where the line between his eyes intersected with the line that ran straight back from his nose. There were no such lines. There was only the heavy sharp blue head and the big eyes and the clicking, thrusting all-swallowing jaws. But that was the location of the brain and the old man hit it. He hit it with his blood-mushed hands driving a good harpoon with all his strength. He hit it without hope but with resolution and complete malignancy.

The shark swung over and the old man saw his eye was not alive and then he swung over once again, wrapping himself in two loops of the rope. The old man knew that he was dead but the shark would not accept it. Then, on his back, with his tail lashing and his jaws clicking, the shark plowed over the water as a speedboat does. The water was white where his tail beat it and three-quarters of his body was clear above the water when the rope came taut, shivered, and then snapped. The shark lay quietly for a little while on the surface and the old man watched him. Then he went down very slowly.

“He took about forty pounds,” the old man said aloud. He took my harpoon too and all the rope, he thought, and now my fish bleeds again and there will be others.

He did not like to look at the fish anymore since he had been mutilated. When the fish had been hit it was as though he himself were hit.

But I killed the shark that hit my fish, he thought. And he was the biggest dentuso that I have ever seen. And God knows that I have seen big ones.

It was too good to last, he thought. I wish it had been a dream now and that I had never hooked the fish and was alone in bed on the newspapers.

“But man is not made for defeat,” he said. “A man can be destroyed but not defeated.” I am sorry that I killed the fish though, he thought. Now the bad time is coming and I do not even have the harpoon. The dentuso is cruel and able and strong and intelligent. But I was more intelligent than he was. Perhaps not, he thought. Perhaps I was only better armed.

“Don't think, old man,” he said aloud. “Sail on this course and take it when it comes.”

But I must think, he thought. Because it is all I have left. That and baseball. I wonder how the great DiMaggio would have liked the way I hit him in the brain? It was no great thing, he thought. Any man could do it. But do you think my hands were as great a handicap as the bone spurs? I cannot know. I never had anything wrong with my heel except the time the sting ray stung it when I stepped on him when swimming and paralyzed the lower leg and made the unbearable pain.

“Think about something cheerful, old man,” he said. “Every minute now you are closer to home. You sail lighter for the loss of forty pounds.”

He knew quite well the pattern of what could happen when he reached the inner part of the current. But there was nothing to be done now.

“Yes there is,” he said aloud. “I can lash my knife to the butt of one of the oars.”

So he did that with the tiller under his arm and the sheet of the sail under his foot.

“Now,” he said. “I am still an old man. But I am not unarmed.”

The breeze was fresh now and he sailed on well. He watched only the forward part of the fish and some of his hope returned.

It is silly not to hope, he thought. Besides I believe it is a sin. Do not think about sin, he thought. There are enough problems now without sin. Also I have no understanding of it.

I have no understanding of it and I am not sure that I believe in it. Perhaps it was a sin to kill the fish. I suppose it was even though I did it to keep me alive and feed many people. But then everything is a sin. Do not think about sin. It is much too late for that and there are people who are paid to do it. Let them think about it. You were born to be a fisherman as the fish was born to be a fish. San Pedro was a fisherman as was the father of the great DiMaggio.

But he liked to think about all things that he was involved in and since there was nothing to read and he did not have a radio, he thought much and he kept on thinking about sin. You did not kill the fish only to keep alive and to sell for food, he thought. You killed him for pride and because you are a fisherman. You loved him when he was alive and you loved him after. If you love him, it is not a sin to kill him. Or is it more?

“You think too much, old man,” he said aloud.

But you enjoyed killing the dentuso, he thought. He lives on the live fish as you do. He is not a scavenger nor just a moving appetite as some sharks are. He is beautiful and noble and knows no fear of anything.

“I killed him in self-defense,” the old man said aloud. “And I killed him well.”

Besides, he thought, everything kills everything else in some way. Fishing kills me exactly as it keeps me alive. The boy keeps me alive, he thought. I must not deceive myself too much.

He leaned over the side and pulled loose a piece of the meat of the fish where the shark had cut him. He chewed it and noted its quality and its good taste. It was firm and juicy, like meat, but it was not red. There was no stringiness in it and he knew that it would bring the highest price In the market. But there was no way to keep its scent out of the water and the old man knew that a very had time was coming.

The breeze was steady. It had backed a little further into the north-east and he knew that meant that it would not fall off. The old man looked ahead of him but he could see no sails nor could he see the hull nor the smoke of any ship. There were only the flying fish that went up from his bow sailing away to either side and the yellow patches of Gulf weed. He could not even see a bird.

He had sailed for two hours, resting in the stern and sometimes chewing a bit of the meat from the marlin, trying to rest and to be strong, when he saw the first of the two sharks.

“Ay,” he said aloud. There is no translation for this word and perhaps it is just a noise such as a man might make, involuntarily, feeling the nail go through his hands and into the wood.

“Galanos,” he said aloud. He had seen the second fin now coming up behind the first and had identified them as shovel-nosed sharks by the brown, triangular fin and the sweeping movements of the tail. They had the scent and were excited and in the stupidity of their great hunger they were losing and finding the scent in their excitement. But they were closing all the time.

The old man made the sheet fast and jammed the tiller. Then he took up the oar with the knife lashed to it. He lifted it as lightly as he could because his hands rebelled at the pain. Then he opened and closed them on it lightly to loosen them. He closed them firmly so they would take the pain now and would not flinch and watched the sharks come. He could see their wide, flattened, shovel- pointed heads now and their white tipped wide pectoral fins. They were hateful sharks, bad smelling, scavengers as well as killers, and when they were hungry they would bite at an oar or the rudder of a boat. It was these sharks that would cut the turtles' legs and flippers off when the turtles were asleep on the surface, and they would hit a man in the water, if they were hungry, even if the man had no smell of fish blood nor of fish slime on him.

“Ay,” the old man said. “Galanos. Come on galanos.”

They came. But they did not come as the Mako had come. One turned and went out of sight under the skiff and the old man could feel the skiff shake as he jerked and pulled on the fish. The other watched the old man with his slitted yellow eyes and then came in fast with his half circle of jaws wide to hit the fish where he had already been bitten. The line showed clearly on the top of his brown head and back where the brain joined the spinal cord and the old man drove the knife on the oar into the juncture, withdrew it, and drove it in again into the shark's yellow cat-like eyes. The shark let go of the fish and slid down, swallowing what he had taken as he died.

The skiff was still shaking with the destruction the other shark was doing to the fish and the old man let go the sheet so that the skiff would swing broadside and bring the shark out from under. When he saw the shark he leaned over the side and punched at him. He hit only meat and the hide was set hard and he barely got the knife in. The blow hurt not only his hands but his shoulder too. But the shark came up fast with his head out and the old man hit him squarely in the center of his flat-topped head as his nose came out of water and lay against the fish. The old man withdrew the blade and punched the shark exactly in the same spot again. He still hung to the fish with his jaws hooked and the old man stabbed him in his left eye. The shark still hung there.

“No?” the old man said and he drove the blade between the vertebrae and the brain. It was an easy shot now and he felt the cartilage sever. The old man reversed the oar and put the blade between the shark's jaws to open them. He twisted the blade and as the shark slid loose he said, “Go on, galano. Slide down a mile deep. Go see your friend, or maybe it's your mother.”

The old man wiped the blade of his knife and laid down the oar. Then he found the sheet and the sail filled and he brought the skiff onto her course.

“They must have taken a quarter of him and of the best meat,” he said aloud. “I wish it were a dream and that I had never hooked him. I'm sorry about it, fish. It makes everything wrong.” He stopped and he did not want to look at the fish now. Drained of blood and awash he looked the colour of the silver backing of a minor and his stripes still showed.

“I shouldn't have gone out so far, fish,” he said. “Neither for you nor for me. I'm sorry, fish.” Now, he said to himself. Look to the lashing on the knife and see if it has been cut. Then get your hand in order because there still is more to come.

“I wish I had a stone for the knife,” the old man said after he had checked the lashing on the oar butt. “I should have brought a stone.” You should have brought many things, he thought. But you did not bring them, old man. Now is no time to think of what you do not have. Think of what you can do with what there is.

“You give me much good counsel,” he said aloud. “I'm tired of it.”

He held the tiller under his arm and soaked both his hands in the water as the skiff drove forward.

“God knows how much that last one took,” he said.

“But she's much lighter now.” He did not want to think of the mutilated under-side of the fish. He knew that each of the jerking bumps of the shark had been meat torn away and that the fish now made a trail for all sharks as wide as a highway through the sea.

He was a fish to keep a man all winter, he thought Don't think of that. Just rest and try to get your hands in shape to defend what is left of him. The blood smell from my hands means nothing now with all that scent in the water. Besides they do not bleed much. There is nothing cut that means anything. The bleeding may keep the left from cramping.

What can I think of now? he thought. Nothing. I must think of nothing and wait for the next ones. I wish it had really been a dream, he thought. But who knows? It might have turned out well.

The next shark that came was a single shovelnose. He came like a pig to the trough if a pig had a mouth so wide that you could put your head in it. The old man let him hit the fish and then drove the knife on the oar don into his brain. But the shark jerked backwards as he rolled and the knife blade snapped.

The old man settled himself to steer. He did not even watch the big shark sinking slowly in the water, showing first life-size, then small, then tiny. That always fascinated the old man. But he did not even watch it now.

“I have the gaff now,” he said. “But it will do no good. I have the two oars and the tiller and the short club.”

Now they have beaten me, he thought. I am too old to club sharks to death. But I will try it as long as I have the oars and the short club and the tiller.

He put his hands in the water again to soak them. It was getting late in the afternoon and he saw nothing but the sea and the sky. There was more wind in the sky than there had been, and soon he hoped that he would see land.

“You're tired, old man,” he said. “You're tired inside.”

The sharks did not hit him again until just before sunset.

The old man saw the brown fins coming along the wide trail the fish must make in the water. They were not even quartering on the scent. They were headed straight for the skiff swimming side by side.

He jammed the tiller, made the sheet fast and reached under the stem for the club. It was an oar handle from a broken oar sawed off to about two and a half feet in length. He could only use it effectively with one hand because of the grip of the handle and he took good hold of it with his right hand, flexing his hand on it, as he watched the sharks come. They were both galanos.

I must let the first one get a good hold and hit him on the point of the nose or straight across the top of the head, he thought.

The two sharks closed together and as he saw the one nearest him open his jaws and sink them into the silver side of the fish, he raised the club high and brought it down heavy and slamming onto the top of the shark's broad head. He felt the rubbery solidity as the club came down. But he felt the rigidity of bone too and he struck the shark once more hard across the point of the nose as he slid down from the fish.

The other shark had been in and out and now came in again with his jaws wide. The old man could see pieces of the meat of the fish spilling white from the corner of his jaws as he bumped the fish and closed his jaws. He swung at him and hit only the head and the shark looked at him and wrenched the meat loose. The old man swung the club down on him again as he slipped away to swallow and hit only the heavy solid rubberiness.

“Come on, galano,” the old man said. “Come in again.”

The shark came in a rush and the old man hit him as he shut his jaws. He hit him solidly and from as high up as he could raise the club. This time he felt the bone at the base of the brain and he hit him again in the same place while the shark tore the meat loose sluggishly and slid down from the fish.

The old man watched for him to come again but neither shark showed. Then he saw one on the surface swimming in circles. He did not see the fin of the other.

I could not expect to kill them, he thought. I could have in my time. But I have hurt them both badly and neither one can feel very good. If I could have used a bat with two hands I could have killed the first one surely. Even now, he thought.

He did not want to look at the fish. He knew that half of him had been destroyed. The sun had gone down while he had been in the fight with the sharks.

“It will be dark soon,” he said. “Then I should see the glow of Havana.. If I am too far to the eastward I will see the lights of one of the new beaches.”

I cannot be too far out now, he thought. I hope no one has been too worried. There is only the boy to worry, of course. But I am sure he would have confidence. Many of the older fishermen will worry. Many others too, he thought. I live in a good town.

He could not talk to the fish anymore because the fish had been ruined too badly. Then something came into his head.

“Half fish,” he said. “Fish that you were. I am sorry that I went too far out. I ruined us both. But we have killed many sharks, you and I, and ruined many others. How many did you ever kill, old fish? You do not have that spear on your head for nothing.”

He liked to think of the fish and what he could do to a shark if he were swimming free. I should have chopped the bill off to fight them with, he thought. But there was no hatchet and then there was no knife.

But if I had, and could have lashed it to an oar butt, what a weapon. Then we might have fought them together. What will you do now if they come in the night? What can you do?

“Fight them,” he said. “I'll fight them until I die.”

But in the dark now and no glow showing and no lights and only the wind and the steady pull of the sail he felt that perhaps he was already dead. He put his two hands together and felt the palms. They were not dead and he could bring the pain of life by simply opening and closing them. He leaned his back against the stern and knew he was not dead. His shoulders told him.

I have all those prayers I promised if I caught the fish, he thought. But I am too tired to say them now. I better get the sack and put it over my shoulders.

He lay in the stern and steered and watched for the glow to come in the sky. I have half of him, he thought. Maybe I'll have the luck to bring the forward half in. I should have some luck. No, he said. You violated your luck when you went too far outside.

“Don't be silly,” he said aloud. “And keep awake and steer. You may have much luck yet.”

“I'd like to buy some if there's any place they sell it,” he said.

What could I buy it with? he asked himself. Could I buy it with a lost harpoon and a broken knife and two bad hands?

“You might,” he said. “You tried to buy it with eighty-four days at sea. They nearly sold it to you too.”

I must not think nonsense, he thought. Luck is a thing that comes in many forms and who can recognize her? I would take some though in any form and pay what they asked. I wish I could see the glow from the lights, he thought. I wish too many things. But that is the thing I wish for now. He tried to settle more comfortably to steer and from his pain he knew he was not dead.

He saw the reflected glare of the lights of the city at what must have been around ten o'clock at night. They were only perceptible at first as the light is in the sky before the moon rises. Then they were steady to see across the ocean which was rough now with the increasing breeze. He steered inside of the glow and he thought that now, soon, he must hit the edge of the stream.

Now it is over, he thought. They will probably hit me again. But what can a man do against them in the dark without a weapon?

He was stiff and sore now and his wounds and all of the strained parts of his body hurt with the cold of the night. I hope I do not have to fight again, he thought. I hope so much I do not have to fight again.

But by midnight he fought and this time he knew the fight was useless. They came in a pack and he could only see the lines in the water that their fins made and their phosphorescence as they threw themselves on the fish. He clubbed at heads and heard the jaws chop and the shaking of the skiff as they took hold below. He clubbed desperately at what he could only feel and hear and he felt something seize the club and it was gone.

He jerked the tiller free from the rudder and beat and chopped with it, holding it in both hands and driving it down again and again. But they were up to the bow now and driving in one after the other and together, tearing off the pieces of meat that showed glowing below the sea as they turned to come once more.

One came, finally, against the head itself and he knew that it was over. He swung the tiller across the shark's head where the jaws were caught in the heaviness of the fish's head which would not tear. He swung it once and twice and again. He heard the tiller break and he lunged at the shark with the splintered butt. He felt it go in and knowing it was sharp he drove it in again. The shark let go and rolled away. That was the last shark of the pack that came. There was nothing more for them to eat.

The old man could hardly breathe now and he felt a strange taste in his mouth. It was coppery and sweet and he was afraid of it for a moment. But there was not much of it.

He spat into the ocean and said, “Eat that, galanos. And make a dream you've killed a man.”

He knew he was beaten now finally and without remedy and he went back to the stern and found the jagged end of the tiller would fit in the slot of the rudder well enough for him to steer. He settled the sack around his shoulders and put the skiff on her course. He sailed lightly now and he had no thoughts nor any feelings of any kind. He was past everything now and he sailed the skiff to make his home port as well and as intelligently as he could. In the night sharks hit the carcass as someone might pick up crumbs from the table. The old man paid no attention to them and did not pay any attention to anything except steering. He only noticed how lightly and bow well the skiff sailed now there was no great weight beside her.

She's good, he thought. She is sound and not harmed in any way except for the tiller. That is easily replaced.

He could feel he was inside the current now and he could see the lights of the beach colonies along the shore. He knew where he was now and it was nothing to get home.

The wind is our friend, anyway, he thought. Then he added, sometimes. And the great sea with our friends and our enemies. And bed, he thought. Bed is my friend. Just bed, he thought. Bed will be a great thing. It is easy when you are beaten, he thought. I never knew how easy it was. And what beat you, he thought.

“Nothing,” he said aloud. “I went out too far.”

When he sailed into the little harbour the lights of the Terrace were out and he knew everyone was in bed. The breeze had risen steadily and was blowing strongly now. It was quiet in the harbour though and he sailed up onto the little patch of shingle below the rocks. There was no one to help him so he pulled the boat up as far as he could. Then he stepped out and made her fast to a rock.

He unstepped the mast and furled the sail and tied it. Then he shouldered the mast and started to climb. It was then he knew the depth of his tiredness. He stopped for a moment and looked back and saw in the reflection from the street light the great tail of the fish standing up well behind the skiff's stern. He saw the white naked line of his backbone and the dark mass of the head with the projecting bill and all the nakedness between.

He started to climb again and at the top he fell and lay for some time with the mast across his shoulder. He tried to get up. But it was too difficult and he sat there with the mast on his shoulder and looked at the road. A cat passed on the far side going about its business and the old man watched it. Then he just watched the road.

Finally he put the mast down and stood up. He picked the mast up and put it on his shoulder and started up the road. He had to sit down five times before he reached his shack.

Inside the shack he leaned the mast against the wall. In the dark he found a water bottle and took a drink. Then he lay down on the bed. He pulled the blanket over his shoulders and then over his back and legs and he slept face down on the newspapers with his arms out straight and the palms of his hands up.

He was asleep when the boy looked in the door in the morning. It was blowing so hard that the drifting-boats would not be going out and the boy had slept late and then come to the old man's shack as he had come each morning. The boy saw that the old man was breathing and then he saw the old man's hands and he started to cry. He went out very quietly to go to bring some coffee and all the way down the road he was crying.

Many fishermen were around the skiff looking at what was lashed beside it and one was in the water, his trousers rolled up, measuring the skeleton with a length of line.

The boy did not go down. He had been there before and one of the fishermen was looking after the skiff for him.

“How is he?” one of the fishermen shouted.

“Sleeping,” the boy called. He did not care that they saw him crying. “Let no one disturb him.”

“He was eighteen feet from nose to tail,” the fisherman who was measuring him called.

“I believe it,” the boy said.

He went into the Terrace and asked for a can of coffee.

“Hot and with plenty of milk and sugar in it.”

“Anything more?”

“No. Afterwards I will see what he can eat.”

“What a fish it was,” the proprietor said. “There has never been such a fish. Those were two fine fish you took yesterday too.”

“Damn my fish,” the boy said and he started to cry again.

“Do you want a drink of any kind?” the proprietor asked.

“No,” the boy said. “Tell them not to bother Santiago. I'll be back.”

“Tell him how sorry I am.”

“Thanks,” the boy said.

The boy carried the hot can of coffee up to the old man's shack and sat by him until he woke. Once it looked as though he were waking. But he had gone back into heavy sleep and the boy had gone across the road to borrow some wood to heat the coffee.

Finally the old man woke.

“Don't sit up,” the boy said. “Drink this.”

He poured some of the coffee in a glass.

The old man took it and drank it.

“They beat me, Manolin,” he said. “They truly beat me.”

“He didn't beat you. Not the fish.”

“No. Truly. It was afterwards.”

“Pedrico is looking after the skiff and the gear. What do you want done with the head?”

“Let Pedrico chop it up to use in fish traps.”

“And the spear?”

“You keep it if you want it.”

“I want it,” the boy said. “Now we must make our plans about the other things.”

“Did they search for me?”

“Of course. With coast guard and with planes.”

“The ocean is very big and a skiff is small and hard to see,” the old man said. He noticed how pleasant it was to have someone to talk to instead of speaking only to himself and to the sea. “I missed you,” he said. “What did you catch?”

“One the first day. One the second and two the third.”

“Very good.”

“Now we fish together again.”

“No. I am not lucky. I am not lucky anymore.”

“The hell with luck,” the boy said. “I'll bring the luck with me.”

“What will your family say?”

“I do not care. I caught two yesterday. But we will fish together now for I still have much to learn.”

“We must get a good killing lance and always have it on board. You can make the blade from a spring leaf from an old Ford. We can grind it in Guanabacoa. It should be sharp and not tempered so it will break. My knife broke.”

“I'll get another knife and have the spring ground.”

“How many days of heavy brisa have we?”

“Maybe three. Maybe more.”

“I will have everything in order,” the boy said. “You get your hands well old man.”

“I know how to care for them. In the night I spat something strange and felt something in my chest was broken.”

“Get that well too,” the boy said. “Lie down, old man, and I will bring you your clean shirt. And something to eat.”

“Bring any of the papers of the time that I was gone,” the old man said.

“You must get well fast for there is much that I can learn and you can teach me everything. How much did you suffer?”

“Plenty,” the old man said.

“I'll bring the food and the papers,” the boy said. “Rest well, old man. I will bring stuff from the drugstore for your hands.”

“Don't forget to tell Pedrico the head is his.”

“No. I will remember.”

As the boy went out the door and down the worn coral rock road he was crying again.

That afternoon there was a party of tourists at the Terrace and looking down in the water among the empty beer cans and dead barracudas a woman saw a great long white spine with a huge tail at the end that lifted and swung with the tide while the east wind blew a heavy steady sea outside the entrance to the harbour.

“What's that?” she asked a waiter and pointed to the long backbone of the great fish that was now just garbage waiting to go out with the tide.

“Tiburon,” the waiter said. “Shark.” He was meaning to explain what had happened.

“I didn't know sharks had such handsome, beautifully formed tails.”

“I didn't either,” her male companion said.

Up the road, in his shack, the old man was sleeping again. He was still sleeping on his face and the boy was sitting by him watching him. The old man was dreaming about the lions.



THE END.
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