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     His best.  Time may show it to be the best single piece by any of us.  I mean his and my contemporaries.  
This time, he discovered God, a Creator.  Until now, his men and women had made themselves, shaped 
themselves out of their own clay; their victories and defeats were at the hands of each other, just to prove to 
themselves or one another how tough they could be.  But this time, he wrote about pity: about something 
somewhere that made them all: the old man who had to catch the fish and then lose it, the fish that had to 
be caught and then lost, the sharks which had to rob the old man of his fish; made them all and loved them 
all and pitied them all.  It's all right.  Praise God that whatever made and loves and pities Hemingway and 
me kept him from touching it any further. 
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