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English 8: Reading: Module 2: Lesson 3: Section 4
Analyze the Central Characters in Literary Text/Fiction
Ernest Hemingway Excerpt 2

Instructions: Read the last part of the story by Hemingway. When you’re finished, return to the lesson.

Source: Lake at Night, cindy47452, Flickr

“There's going to be a moon tonight,” said 
Nick. He looked across the bay to the hills 
that were beginning to sharpen against the 
sky. Beyond the hills he knew the moon was 
coming up.

“I know it,” Marjorie said happily.

“You know everything,” Nick said.

“Oh, Nick, please cut it out! Please, please 
don't be that way!”

“I can't help it,” Nick said. “You do. You know 
everything. That's the trouble. You know you 
do.”

Marjorie did not say anything.

“I've taught you everything. You know you do. What don't you know, anyway?”

“Oh, shut up,” Marjorie said. “There comes the moon.”

They sat on the blanket without touching each other and watched the moon rise.

“You don't have to talk silly,” Marjorie said. “What's really the matter?”

“I don't know.”

“Of course you know.”

“No I don't.”

“Go on and say it.”

Nick looked on at the moon, coming up over the hills.

“It isn't fun any more.”

He was afraid to look at Marjorie. Then he looked at her. She sat there with her back toward him. He looked at 
her back. “It isn't fun any more. Not any of it.”

She didn't say anything. He went on. “I feel as though everything has gone to hell inside of me. I don't know, 
Marge. I don't know what to say.”
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English 8: Reading: Module 2: Lesson 3: Section 4
Ernest Hemingway Excerpt 2 (continued, page 2)

He looked on at her back.

“Isn't love any fun?” Marjorie said.

“No,” Nick said. Marjorie stood up. Nick sat there, his head in his hands.

“I'm going to take the boat,” Marjorie called to him. “You can walk back around the point.”

“All right,” Nick said. “I'll push the boat off for you.”

“You don't need to,” she said. She was afloat in the boat on the water with the moonlight on it. Nick went back 
and lay down with his face in the blanket by the fire. He could hear Marjorie rowing on the water.

He lay there for a long time. He lay there while he heard Bill come into the clearing walking around through 
the woods. He felt Bill coming up to the fire. Bill didn't touch him, either.

Source: Reflections on the Lake at Night, cosmonautirussi, Flickr

“Did she go all right?” Bill said.

“Yes,” Nick said, lying, his face on the blanket.

“Have a scene?”

“No, there wasn't any scene.”

“How do you feel?”

“Oh, go away, Bill! Go away for a while.” 

Bill selected a sandwich from the lunch basket 
and walked over to have a look at the rods.




