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DRAMATIS PERSONÆ

NICK
Nickie · driving home late from town

JOE GARNER
driving along in the dusk

MRS. GARNER
Joe’s wife

CARL
one of the two Garner boys

FRANK
the other Garner boy

HIS FATHER
Dad · reading in the light from the big lamp

A NOTE ON THE TEXT

Performed exactly as Hemingway published it, including period
language that has long since been recognized as offensive. We do not
alter the author’s words.

“Ten Indians,” first published in Men Without Women (Charles
Scribner’s Sons, New York, 1927). This text follows the Project
Gutenberg transcription (#69683). Public domain in the United
States.
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ATLAS

The wagon home from Petoskey

Barefoot from Garner’s to the cottage
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TEN INDIANS

Ernest Hemingway

After one Fourth of July1, Nick, driving home late from town
in the big wagon with Joe Garner and his family, passed nine
drunken Indians along the road. He remembered there were
nine because Joe Garner, driving along in the dusk, pulled up
the horses, jumped down into the road and dragged an Indian
out of the wheel rut. The Indian had been asleep, face down in
the sand. Joe dragged him into the bushes and got back up on
the wagon-box2.

1  TEN INDIANS

First published in Men Without Women, Charles Scribner’s Sons, New
York, October 1927. Hemingway said he wrote it in Madrid on 16 May
1926, the day a snowstorm cancelled the bullfights, along with The Killers
and Today Is Friday.

2  THE BIG WAGON

A farm box wagon with two spring seats and a team of two horses; the
wagon-box is its bed, the driver’s seat bolted to the front of it. In sand a
loaded wagon is hard pulling, which is why the boys get down on the hills.

“That makes nine of them,” Joe said, “just between here and
the edge of town.”

“Them Indians,” said Mrs. Garner.
Nick was on the back seat with the two Garner boys. He

was looking out from the back seat to see the Indian where Joe
had dragged him alongside of the road.
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Plate 2

“Was it Billy Tabeshaw?3” Carl asked.
3  BILLY TABESHAW

The fat Indian who carried the two big cant-hooks in The Doctor and the
Doctor’s Wife, the story before this one in the Nick Adams sequence.

“No.”
“His pants looked mighty like Billy.”
“All Indians wear the same kind of pants.”
“I didn’t see him at all,” Frank said. “Pa was down into the

road and back up again before I seen a thing. I thought he was
killing a snake.”

“Plenty of Indians’ll kill snakes to-night, I guess,” Joe
Garner said.

“Them Indians,” said Mrs. Garner.
They drove along. The road turned off from the main

highway and went up into the hills. It was hard pulling for the
horses and the boys got down and walked. The road was sandy.
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Plate 12

“My heart’s broken,” he thought. “If I feel this way my
heart must be broken.”

After a while he heard his father blow out the lamp and go
into his own room. He heard a wind come up in the trees
outside and felt it come in cool through the screen. He lay for a
long time with his face in the pillow, and after a while he forgot
to think about Prudence and finally he went to sleep. When he
awoke in the night he heard the wind in the hemlock trees
outside the cottage12 and the waves of the lake coming in on the
shore, and he went back to sleep. In the morning there was a big
wind blowing and the waves were running high up on the
beach and he was awake a long time before he remembered that
his heart was broken.

12  HEMLOCK

Tsuga canadensis, the eastern hemlock: a dark, long-lived evergreen of the
northern woods, its bark once stripped by the ton for the tannin in it.
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His father got up from the table and went out the kitchen
screen door. When he came back Nick was looking at his plate.
He had been crying.

“Have some more?” His father picked up the knife to cut
the pie.

“No,” said Nick.
“You better have another piece.”
“No, I don’t want any.”
His father cleared off the table.
“Where were they in the woods?” Nick asked.
“Up back of the camp11.” Nick looked at his plate. His

father said, “You better go to bed, Nick.”
11  THE INDIAN CAMP

An Ottawa (Odawa) settlement near the lake. Hemingway’s family
summered from 1899 at Windemere, a cottage on Walloon Lake near
Petoskey, and Ottawa families lived, cut wood and worked around the
lake; Indian Camp, the first Nick Adams story, is set across the same
water.

“All right.”
Nick went into his room, undressed, and got into bed. He

heard his father moving around in the living-room. Nick lay in
the bed with his face in the pillow.
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Nick looked back from the top of the hill by the schoolhouse.
He saw the lights of Petoskey4 and, off across Little Traverse
Bay, the lights of Harbour Springs. They climbed back in the
wagon again.

4  PETOSKEY

A resort and lumber town on Little Traverse Bay of Lake Michigan, eight
miles from Walloon Lake; Harbor Springs faces it across the bay. The
Hemingways came up each summer by lake steamer from Chicago and
then by train. Hemingway spells it the English way.

Plate 3

“They ought to put some gravel on that stretch,” Joe Garner
said. The wagon went along the road through the woods. Joe
and Mrs. Garner sat close together on the front seat. Nick sat
between the two boys. The road came out into a clearing.
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Plate 4

“Right here was where Pa ran over the skunk.”
“It was further on.”
“It don’t make no difference where it was,” Joe said without

turning his head. “One place is just as good as another to run
over a skunk.”

“I saw two skunks last night,” Nick said.
“Where?”
“Down by the lake. They were looking for dead fish along

the beach.”
“They were coons probably,” Carl said.
“They were skunks. I guess I know skunks.”
“You ought to,” Carl said. “You got an Indian girl.”
“Stop talking that way, Carl,” said Mrs. Garner.
“Well, they smell about the same.”
Joe Garner laughed.
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Plate 11

“What were they doing?”
“I didn’t stay to find out.”
“Tell me what they were doing.”
“I don’t know,” his father said. “I just heard them threshing

around.”
“How did you know it was them?”
“I saw them.”
“I thought you said you didn’t see them.”
“Oh, yes, I saw them.”
“Who was it with her?” Nick asked.
“Frank Washburn.”
“Were they—were they——”
“Were they what?”
“Were they happy?”
“I guess so.”
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“What did you get?”
“Only perch10.”
10  PERCH

The yellow perch, the pan fish of every Michigan lake, taken on worms
from a rowboat; a morning’s catch is cleaned in the boat and fried in
cornmeal.

His father sat watching Nick eat the pie.
“What did you do this afternoon?” Nick asked.
“I went for a walk up by the Indian camp.”
“Did you see anybody?”
“The Indians were all in town getting drunk.”
“Didn’t you see anybody at all?”
“I saw your friend, Prudie.”
“Where was she?”
“She was in the woods with Frank Washburn. I ran onto

them. They were having quite a time.”
His father was not looking at him.
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“You stop laughing, Joe,” Mrs. Garner said. “I won’t have
Carl talk that way.”

“Have you got an Indian girl, Nickie?” Joe asked.
“No.”
“He has too, Pa,” Frank said. “Prudence Mitchell’s his girl5.”
5  PRUDENCE MITCHELL

Biographers identify her with Prudence Boulton, the daughter of the
Ottawa sawyer who appears as Dick Boulton in The Doctor and the
Doctor’s Wife. She returns as Trudy in Fathers and Sons, 1933.

“She’s not.”
“He goes to see her every day.”
“I don’t.” Nick, sitting between the two boys in the dark,

felt hollow and happy inside himself to be teased about
Prudence Mitchell. “She ain’t my girl,” he said.

Plate 5

“Listen to him,” said Carl. “I see them together every day.”
“Carl can’t get a girl,” his mother said, “not even a squaw6.”



TEN INDIANS   ·   ERNEST HEMINGWAY 8

6  SQUAW

From a Massachusett word for a woman, in English since the 1620s, and
by the 1920s a slur. The text is read as printed.

Carl was quiet.
“Carl ain’t no good with girls,” Frank said.
“You shut up.”
“You’re all right, Carl,” Joe Garner said. “Girls never got a

man anywhere. Look at your pa.”
“Yes, that’s what you would say,” Mrs. Garner moved close

to Joe as the wagon jolted. “Well, you had plenty of girls in your
time.”

“I’ll bet Pa wouldn’t ever have had a squaw for a girl.”
“Don’t you think it,” Joe said. “You better watch out to

keep Prudie, Nick.”
His wife whispered to him and Joe laughed.
“What you laughing at?” asked Frank.
“Don’t you say it, Garner,” his wife warned. Joe laughed

again.
“Nickie can have Prudence,” Joe Garner said. “I got a good

girl.”
“That’s the way to talk,” Mrs. Garner said.
The horses were pulling heavily in the sand. Joe reached out

in the dark with the whip.
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“There’s some pie too,” he said. “Will that hold you?”9

9  HUCKLEBERRY

In the northern woods the name covers the wild blueberries that ripen in
July on burned-over and cut-over land; they were picked and sold by the
pail in Petoskey.

“It’s grand.”
His father sat down in a chair beside the oilcloth-covered

table. He made a big shadow on the kitchen wall.

Plate 10

“Who won the ball game?”
“Petoskey. Five to three.”
His father sat watching him eat and filled his glass from the

milk-pitcher. Nick drank and wiped his mouth on his napkin.
His father reached over to the shelf for the pie. He cut Nick a
big piece. It was huckleberry pie.

“What did you do, Dad?”
“I went out fishing in the morning.”
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Plate 9

“Well, Nickie,” his father said, “was it a good day?”
“I had a swell time, Dad. It was a swell Fourth of July.”
“Are you hungry?”
“You bet.”
“What did you do with your shoes?”
“I left them in the wagon at Garner’s.”
“Come on out to the kitchen.”
Nick’s father went ahead with the lamp. He stopped and

lifted the lid of the ice-box8. Nick went on into the kitchen. His
father brought in a piece of cold chicken on a plate and a
pitcher of milk and put them on the table before Nick. He put
down the lamp.

8  THE ICE-BOX

An insulated wooden cabinet with a block of ice in its upper compartment;
the ice was cut from the lake in winter and kept in sawdust in an ice-house
through the summer.
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Plate 6

“Come on, pull into it. You’ll have to pull harder than this
to-morrow.”

They trotted down the long hill, the wagon jolting. At the
farmhouse everybody got down. Mrs. Garner unlocked the
door, went inside, and came out with a lamp in her hand. Carl
and Nick unloaded the things from the back of the wagon.
Frank sat on the front seat to drive to the barn and put up the
horses. Nick went up the steps and opened the kitchen door.
Mrs. Garner was building a fire in the stove. She turned from
pouring kerosene on the wood7.

7  KEROSENE

Coal oil, distilled from petroleum since the 1850s: the light of every farm
and cottage before the wires came, and a splash of it on the kindling
started a stove fast.
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Plate 7

“Good-by, Mrs. Garner,” Nick said. “Thanks for taking
me.”

“Oh shucks, Nickie.”
“I had a wonderful time.”
“We like to have you. Won’t you stay and eat some supper?”
“I better go. I think Dad probably waited for me.”
“Well, get along then. Send Carl up to the house, will you?”
“All right.”
“Good-night, Nickie.”
“Good-night, Mrs. Garner.”
Nick went out the farmyard and down to the barn. Joe and

Frank were milking.
“Good-night,” Nick said. “I had a swell time.”
“Good-night, Nick,” Joe Garner called. “Aren’t you going

to stay and eat?”
“No, I can’t. Will you tell Carl his mother wants him?”
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“All right. Good-night, Nickie.”
Nick walked barefoot along the path through the meadow

below the barn. The path was smooth and the dew was cool on
his bare feet. He climbed a fence at the end of the meadow,
went down through a ravine, his feet wet in the swamp mud,
and then climbed up through the dry beech woods until he saw
the lights of the cottage. He climbed over the fence and walked
around to the front porch. Through the window he saw his
father sitting by the table, reading in the light from the big
lamp. Nick opened the door and went in.

Plate 8


