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'Across The River And Into The Trees' by the American writer Ernest
Hemingway was published in serials in Cosmopolitan magazine by Charles
Scribner's Sons in September 1950. The magazine serialized the novel from
February to June 1950 in five installments. The title is derived from the last
words of Confederate General Thomas J. Stonewall Jackson and the novel's
central theme is death and how the death is faced. There is a parallel between
Hemingway's novel, 'Across the River and Into the Trees' and Thomas Mann's
book, 'Death in Venice'. The story is built upon successive layers of symbolism
and Hemingway employs his distinctive spare style, the iceberg theory, where the
substance lies below the surface of the plot. He wrote it in Italy, Cuba and
France, and later, met his friend A. E. Hotchner in 1948. Hotchner was recently
released from the Air Force and he had taken a job with Cosmopolitan Magazine
as a commissioned agent. When he saw Hemingway's name on the list of authors
he was to contact, he went to Cuba, asked for a meeting, and when Hemingway
took him to a bar, he requested for a short article. Hemingway did not write an
article, but he submitted his next novel 'Across the River and into the Trees' to
Hotchner. The protagonist of the novel is based on Hemingway's friend Charles
T. Lanham.
The novel was published by Scribner's on 7 September 1950 with a first edition
print run of 75,000, after a publicity campaign that hailed the novel as
Hemingway's first book since the publication of his 1940 Spanish Civil War
novel For Whom the Bell Tolls.
Ernest Hemingway was born in Oak Park on June 21' 1899 and was the second
child of Dr. Clarence Hemingway and Grace Hall Hemingway. His mother,
Grace, dressed him in girl's clothes up to the age of six when his long girl like
hair was first trimmed. Earnest studied in Oak Park High School and River Forest
High school and proved to be one of the best students. he graduated in 1917.
After graduating from high school, he took a job as a cub reporter for the Kansas
City Star newspaper in 1917, and later during the First World War, he joined US
Army as an ambulance driver in 1918. Though he was badly injured in field
during catering the supplies, he bravely helped and saved by dragging the
wounded Italian soldiers to safe zone for which he was awarded Silver Medal the
Italian government. During his WW-I service, he fell in love with Agnes von
Kurowsky, an army nurse who was six years elder to him.
Between WW-I and WW-II, Ernest his following books were published:
"Three Stories and Ten Poems" (1923); "In Our Time" (1924); "The Torrents of
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Spring" (1926); "The Sun Also Rises" (1926); "Men Without Women" (1927);
"A Farewell to Arms" (1929); Death in the Afternoon" (1932); "Winner Take
Nothing" (1933); "The Green Hills of Africa" (1935); "To Have and Have Not"
(1937); "The Fifth Column" (1938); "For Whom the Bell Tolls" (1940).
Hemingway married four times and had extramarital relationships with at least
two other women which is the most important to understand the acuteness of life
to become a successful author. Dorothy Sayers, HG Wells, CS Lawrence,
Elizabeth Von Arnim, and so on and so forth, all successful authors had multiple
sexual relationships. He was awarded with Pulitzer Prize for 'The Old Man and
The Sea' in 1953 and Nobel Prize in literature in 1954.
In April 1961, in Ketchum, Mary "found Hemingway holding a shotgun". She
called Saviers who sedated him and admitted him to the Sun Valley hospital;
from there he was sent to the Mayo Clinic for more electro shock treatments. He
was released in late June and arrived home in Ketchum on June 30. In the early
morning of July 2, 1961, Hemingway "quite deliberately" shot himself with his
favorite shotgun. Mary called the Sun Valley Hospital, and a doctor quickly
arrived at the house. Despite his finding that Hemingway had died of a self-
inflicted wound to the head, the story told to the press was that the death had
been accid
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Editorial Review

Review
"He can perform prodigies. He can fascinate us by pure evocation, by the tensity of the situation" Times
Literary Supplement "The most important author since Shakespeare" The New York Times Book Review

About the Author
Ernest Hemingway did more to influence the style of English prose than any other writer of his time.
Publication of The Sun Also Rises and A Farewell to Arms immediately established him as one of the greatest
literary lights of the 20th century. His classic novella The Old Man and the Sea won the Pulitzer Prize in
1953. Hemingway was awarded the Nobel Prize for Literature in 1954. He died in 1961.

Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.
Chapter One

They started two hours before daylight, and at first, it was not necessary to break the ice across the canal as
other boats had gone on ahead. In each boat, in the darkness, so you could not see, but only hear him, the
poler stood in the stern, with his long oar. The shooter sat on a shooting stool fastened to the top of a box that
contained his lunch and shells, and the shooter's two, or more, guns were propped against the load of wooden
decoys. Somewhere, in each boat, there was a sack with one or two live mallard hens, or a hen and a drake,
and in each boat there was a dog who shifted and shivered uneasily at the sound of the wings of the ducks
that passed overhead in the darkness.

Four of the boats went on up the main canal toward the big lagoon to the north. A fifth boat had already
turned off into a side canal. Now, the sixth boat turned south into a shallow lagoon, and there was no broken
water.

It was all ice, new-frozen during the sudden, windless cold of the night. It was rubbery and bending against
the thrust of the boatman's oar. Then it would break as sharply as a pane of glass, but the boat made little
forward progress.

"Give me an oar," the shooter in the sixth boat said. He stood up and braced himself carefully. He could hear
the ducks passing in the darkness, and feel the restless lurching of the dog. To the north he heard the sound
of breaking ice from the other boats.

"Be careful," the poler in the stern said. "Don't tip the boat over."

"I am a boatman, too," the shooter said.

He took the long oar the boatman handed him and reversed it so he could hold it by the blade. Holding the
blade he reached forward and punched the handle through the ice. He felt the firm bottom of the shallow
lagoon, put his weight on the top of the wide oar-blade, and holding with both hands and, first pulling, then
shoving, until the pole-hold was well to the stern, he drove the boat ahead to break the ice. The ice broke like
sheets of plate glass as the boat drove into it, and onto it, and astern the boatman shoved them ahead into the
broken passage.

After a while, the shooter, who was working hard and steadily and sweating in his heavy clothes, asked the



boatman, "Where is the shooting barrel?"

"Off there to the left. In the middle of the next bay."

"Should I turn for it now?"

"As you wish."

"What do you mean, as I wish? You know the water. Is there water to carry us there?"

"The tide is low. Who knows?"

"It will be daylight before we get there if we don't hurry."

The boatman did not answer.

All right, you surly jerk, the shooter thought to himself. We are going to get there. We've made two-thirds of
the way now and if you are worried about having to work to break ice to pick up birds, that is altogether too
bad.

"Get your back in it, jerk," he said in English.

"What?" the boatman asked in Italian.

"I said let's go. It's going to be light."

It was daylight before they reached the oaken staved hogshead sunk in the bottom of the lagoon. It was
surrounded by a sloping rim of earth that had been planted with sedge and grass, and the shooter swung
carefully up onto this, feeling the frozen grasses break as he stepped on them. The boatman lifted the
combination shooting stool and shell box out of the boat and handed it to the shooter, who leaned over and
placed it in the bottom of the big barrel.

The shooter, wearing his hip boots and an old combat jacket, with a patch on the left shoulder that no one
understood, and with the slight light places on the straps, where stars had been removed, climbed down into
the barrel and the boatman handed him his two guns.

He placed them against the wall of the barrel and hung his other shell bag between them, hanging it on two
hooks built into the wall of the sunken barrel. Then he leaned the guns against each side of the shell bag.

"Is there water?" he asked the boatman.

"No water," the boatman said.

"Can you drink the lagoon water?"

"No. It is unhealthy."

The shooter was thirsty from the hard work of breaking the ice and driving the boat in and he felt his anger
rise, and then held it, and said, "Can I help you in the boat to break ice to put out the decoys?"



"No," the boatman said and shoved the boat savagely out onto the thin sheet ice that cracked and ripped as
the boat drove up onto it. The boatman commenced smashing at the ice with the blade of his oar and then
started tossing decoys out to the side and behind him.

He's in a beautiful mood, the shooter thought. He's a big brute, too. I worked like a horse coming out here.
He just pulled his weight and that's all. What the hell is eating him? This is his trade isn't it?

He arranged the shooting stool so he would have the maximum swing to left and right, opened a box of
shells, and filled his pockets and opened another of the boxes of shells in the shell bag so he could reach into
it easily. In front of him, where the lagoon lay glazed in the first light, was the black boat and the tall, heavily
built boatman smashing with his oar at the ice and tossing decoys overboard as though he were ridding
himself of something obscene.

It was getting lighter now and the shooter could see the low line of the near point across the lagoon. Beyond
that point he knew there were two other shooting posts and far beyond it there was more marsh and then the
open sea. He loaded both his guns and checked the position of the boat that was putting out decoys.

From behind him, he heard the incoming whisper of wings and he crouched, took hold of his right hand gun
with his right hand as he looked up from under the rim of the barrel, then stood to shoot at the two ducks that
were dropping down, their wings set to brake, coming down dark in the gray dim sky, slanting toward the
decoys.

His head low, he swung the gun on a long slant, down, well and ahead of the second duck, then without
looking at the result of his shot he raised the gun smoothly, up, up ahead and to the left of the other duck that
was climbing to the left and as he pulled, saw it fold in flight and drop among the decoys in the broken ice.
He looked to his right and saw the first duck a black patch on the same ice. He knew he had shot carefully on
the first duck, far to the right of where the boat was, and on the second, high out and to the left, letting the
duck climb far up and to the left to be sure the boat was out of any line of fire. It was a lovely double, shot
exactly as he should have shot, with complete consideration and respect for the position of the boat, and he
felt very good as he reloaded.

"Listen," the man in the boat called. "Don't shoot toward the boat."

I'll be a sad son of a bitch, the shooter said to himself. I will indeed.

"Get your decoys out," he called to the man in the boat. "But get them out fast. I won't shoot until they are all
out. Except straight overhead."

The man in the boat said nothing that could be heard.

I can't figure it, the shooter thought to himself. He knows the game. He knows I split the work, or more,
coming out. I never shot a safer or more careful duck in my life than that. What's the matter with him? I
offered to put the dekes out with him. The hell with him.

Out on the right now, the boatman was still chopping angrily at the ice, and tossing out the wooden decoys in
a hatred that showed in every move he made.

Don't let him spoil it, the shooter told himself. There won't be much shooting with this ice unless the sun
should melt it later on. You probably will only have a few birds, so don't let him spoil it for you. You don't



know how many more times you will shoot ducks and do not let anything spoil it for you.

He watched the sky lightening beyond the long point of marsh, and turning in the sunken barrel, he looked
out across the frozen lagoon, and the marsh, and saw the snow-covered mountains a long way off. Low as he
was, no foothills showed, and the mountains rose abruptly from the plain. As he looked toward the
mountains he could feel a breeze on his face and he knew, then, the wind would come from there, rising with
the sun, and that some birds would surely come flying in from the sea when the wind disturbed them.

The boatman had finished putting out the decoys. They were in two bunches, one straight ahead and to the
left toward where the sun would rise, and the other to the shooter's right. Now he dropped over the hen
mallard with her string and anchor, and the calling duck bobbed her head under water, and raising and
dipping her head, splashed water onto her back.

"Don't you think it would be good to break more ice around the edges?" the shooter called to the boatman.
"There's not much water to attract them."

The boatman said nothing but commenced to smash at the jagged perimeter of ice with his oar. This ice
breaking was unnecessary and the boatman knew it. But the shooter did not know it and he thought, I do not
understand him but I must not let him ruin it. I must keep it entire and not let him do it. Every time you shoot
now can be the last shoot and no stupid son of a bitch should be allowed to ruin it. Keep your temper, boy, he
told himself.
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Users Review

From reader reviews:

Deborah Brantley:

Book is written, printed, or descriptive for everything. You can know everything you want by a reserve.
Book has a different type. We all know that that book is important issue to bring us around the world. Next
to that you can your reading proficiency was fluently. A publication 'Across The River And Into The Trees'
will make you to end up being smarter. You can feel much more confidence if you can know about anything.
But some of you think that will open or reading some sort of book make you bored. It isn't make you fun.
Why they are often thought like that? Have you looking for best book or suited book with you?

Renee Chagnon:

Now a day individuals who Living in the era exactly where everything reachable by interact with the internet
and the resources in it can be true or not call for people to be aware of each information they get. How many
people to be smart in acquiring any information nowadays? Of course the solution is reading a book.
Examining a book can help folks out of this uncertainty Information especially this 'Across The River And
Into The Trees' book as this book offers you rich data and knowledge. Of course the data in this book
hundred percent guarantees there is no doubt in it you probably know this.



Michael Ramsey:

'Across The River And Into The Trees' can be one of your starter books that are good idea. We recommend
that straight away because this reserve has good vocabulary that could increase your knowledge in words,
easy to understand, bit entertaining but nonetheless delivering the information. The copy writer giving
his/her effort to get every word into delight arrangement in writing 'Across The River And Into The Trees'
yet doesn't forget the main point, giving the reader the hottest and based confirm resource information that
maybe you can be one among it. This great information could drawn you into brand-new stage of crucial
contemplating.

Estela Gillard:

Can you one of the book lovers? If so, do you ever feeling doubt when you find yourself in the book store?
Make an effort to pick one book that you never know the inside because don't assess book by its handle may
doesn't work this is difficult job because you are scared that the inside maybe not as fantastic as in the
outside search likes. Maybe you answer might be 'Across The River And Into The Trees' why because the
amazing cover that make you consider regarding the content will not disappoint a person. The inside or
content is definitely fantastic as the outside or cover. Your reading sixth sense will directly direct you to pick
up this book.
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