For Whom the Bell Tolls
Ernest Heminway

No man is an lland, intire of it selfe; every man is a peece of
the Continent, a part of the maine; if a Clod bee washed
away by the Sea, Europe is the lesse, as well as if a
Promontorie were, as well as if a Mannor of thy friends or
of thine owne were; any mans death diminishes me, because
I am involved in Mankinde; And therefore never send to
know for whom the bell tolls; It tolls for thee. (JOHN
DONNE)
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He lay flat on the brown, pine-needled floor of the
forest, his chin on his folded arms, and high overhead the
wind blew in the tops of the pine trees. The mountainside
sloped gently where he lay; but below it was steep and he
could see the dark of the oiled road winding through the
pass. There was a stream alongside the road and far down
the pass he saw a mill beside the stream and the falling
water of the dam, white in the summer sunlight.

“Is that the mill?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“I do not remember it.”

“It was built since you were here. The old mill is
farther down; much below the pass.”

He spread the photostated military map out on the
forest floor and looked at it carefully. The old man looked
over his shoulder. He was a short and solid old man in a
black peasant’s smock and gray iron-stiff trousers and he
wore rope-soled shoes. He was breathing heavily from the
climb and his hand rested on one of the two heavy packs
they had been carrying.

“Then you cannot see the bridge from here.”

“No,” the old man said. “This is the easy country of
the pass where the stream flows gently. Below, where the
road turns out of sight in the trees, it drops suddenly and
there is a steep gorge—"

“I remember.”

“Across this gorge is the bridge.”

“And where are their posts?”

“There is a post at the mill that you see there.”

The young man, who was studying the country, took
his glasses from the pocket of his faded, khaki flannel shirt,
wiped the lenses with a handkerchief, screwed the eyepieces
around until the boards of the mill showed suddenly clearly
and he saw the wooden bench beside the door; the huge pile
of sawdust that rose behind the open shed where the circular
saw was, and a stretch of the flume that brought the logs
down from the mountainside on the other bank of the
stream. The stream showed clear and smooth-looking in the
glasses and, below the curl of the falling water, the spray
from the dam was blowing in the wind.

“There is no sentry.”

“There is smoke coming from the millhouse,” the old
man said. “There are also clothes hanging on a line.”

“I see them but I do not see any sentry.”

“Perhaps he is in the shade,” the old man explained.
“It is hot there now. He would be in the shadow at the end
we do not see.”

“Probably. Where is the next post?”

“Below the bridge. It is at the roadmender’s hut at
kilometer five from the top of the pass.”

“How many men are here?” He pointed at the mill.

“Perhaps four and a corporal.”

Akiért a harang sz6l — Ernest Hemingway

Senki sem 6ndllo sziget 6nnén magaban, minden ember
része a kontinensnek, a szarazfoldnek, s ha egy goréngyot
elmosna a tenger, Europa valna kevesebbé, csakigy mint a
hegyfok, éppugy, mintha énnén birtokod vagy barataidnak
birtokat mosna el, barmely ember haldla kevesebbé tesz
engem is, mivel az emberi faj része vagyok, épp ezért soha
nem tudhatni, kiért szol a harang: a harang érted szol.
(JOHN DONNE)
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Az erd6 barna, fenyétiivel teleszort f6ldjén fekiidt, arcaval
Osszefont karjain, mig magasan a feje felett, a feny6k kozott
fujt a szél. A hegyoldal szeliden lejtett ott, ahol fekiidt, de
lejjebb mar meredek volt, és lathatta, mint kanyarog az
olajfekete ut a hegyszorosban. Az it mentén egy patak folyt,
¢és messze lent a folyam és a gatrol leziidul6 viz mellett egy
fehér malmot latott a nyari napsiitésben.

- Ez amalom? — kérdezte.

- Igen.

- Nem emlékszem ra.

- Azota épiilt, miota itt voltal. A régi malom sokkal
lejjebb van, messze a hago alatt.

Kiteritette a fénymadsolt katonai térképet a foldre és

figyelmesen szemlélni kezdte. Az 6regember atnézett a

valla felett. Az alacsony, erds testfelépitésii ember fekete

parasztinget, vas-merev nadragot és fonott talpu cip6t viselt.

Nehezen 1¢legzett a maszas miatt, kezét pedig az egyik

eddig cipelt nehéz taskan pihentette.

- Tehat innen nem lathato a hid.

- Nem — felelt az 6regember. — Ez a szoros lankas része,
ahol a folyo szeliden folyik. Lent, ahol az ut a fak mogé
fordul, hirtelen lejteni kezd, ott egy meredek szurdok
van.

- Emlékszem.

- Ezen a szurdokon tul van a hid.

- Es hol vannak az allasaik?

- Van egy 6rhelyiik annal a malomnal, amit latsz.

A fiatalember, aki eddig a tajat tanulmanyozta, elévett egy

tavesovet kifakult, khaki szinii flanelingének zsebébol,

megtorolte a lencséket egy zsebkenddvel, majd addig
forgatta 6ket, mig a malom lapatjai hirtelen tisztan lathatova
nem valtak. Latott az ajtdo mellett egy fapadot, egy nagy
halom flirészport tornyosulni a nyitott fészer ajtaja mellett,
ahol a korflirészt tartottak és a patak viztiikrét, mely a masik
oldalan hozta le a farénkdket a hegyoldalrél. A foly6 tiszta

és sima volt a lencséken at nézve, és a hulld viz fodrain tal a

gatrol vizpermetet sodort a szél.

- Nincsen 6rszem.

- Fist szall fel a malomnal 1év6 hazbol — felelt az
oregember. — Es a zsinoron is ruhak szaradnak.

- Azokat én is latom, de érszemet sehol.

- Talén az arnyékban van — magyarazta az dregember. —
Nagyon meleg van ott. Ha az arnyékban van, nem
latjuk.

- Valoszintileg. Hol van a kovetkez6 allas?

- A hid alatt. Az utjavito kunyhdjanal, 5 kilométerre a
hago tetejétol.

- Hanyan vannak ott? — mutatott a malomra.

- Talén négyen, meg a tizedes.
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