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H. R. STONEBACK 

For Whom the Flood Rolls: 
Ernest Hemingway and Robert Penn Warren

Connections and Echoes, Allusion, and Intertextuality 

I. 
He [Warren] is a good writer and he ought to be a good teacher. 

Ernest Hemingway (letter May 1, 1952: private collection) 

My subject here, Ernest Hemingway and Robert Penn Warren, is a vast 
neglected terrain, a terroir that awaits proper cultivation and harvest. The 
neglect is particularly striking in Hemingway studies where, as a survey 
of my library shelves reveals, it is possible to read more than 10,000 
pages of the best-known Hemingway biographies and critical studies and 
discover not one reference to Warren, who in any serious reckoning was 
one of the 20th century's leading literary figures-in every geme, fiction, 
poetry, criticism, cultural history-and who paid serious and sustained 
attention to Hemingway's work. Yet given the ghettoization (or is it ger
rymandering?) of American Literary Studies-Regional Lit, Southern Lit, 
Expatriate Lit, Otherness Lit, and so forth-we have generally ignored 
Hemingway-Warren connections and intertextualities. Even if 
Hemingway scholars are blissfully unaware of, for example, the one 
Hemingway -Warren meeting, or of Hemingway's views on Warren, one 
would think more attention would be paid to Warren's extraordinary criti
cal writing about Hemingway. Then there is Warren's tribute to 
Hemingway in Flood, probably his greatest novel after All the King's 
Men; for my money it is the finest homage to Hemingway anywhere, in 
any fiction; and the thousands of tributes to Hemingway in fiction amount 
to a much-practiced subgeme in world letters. Consider the fact that in 
Carlos Baker's 697-page biography of Hemingway there is not one word 
about Warren. And the same holds true for Jeffrey Meyers's 644-page 
volume, James Mellows's 704-page tome, etc. ad infinitum. Kenneth 
Lynn's 702-page biography devotes one sentence to Warren . Michael 
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Reynolds, in his definitive five-volume biography, has not one word 
about Warren in his first four volumes and, in the final volume, two sen
tences-one about Warren's "stunning interpretation" of"The Killers" in 
Understanding Fiction (Final Years 52). This is not a diatribe against the 
Hemingway Industry, in which I have long been somewhat gainfully 
employed; it's just my attempt at expiation for participation in this neglect 
of the Hemingway-Warren question and my effort to inspire a few readers 
to pay some attention to the matter. 

We might remind ourselves that Hemingway rendered his most 
revealing self-portrait when he wrote that "he would rather read than do 
anything else, except write" (Reynolds, Hemingway's Reading 3; empha
sis added). Forget fishing, hunting, bullfighting, boxing, traveling, and all 
the rest-it's the reading that made Hemingway who he was . And among 
the more than 7,300 catalogued books that Hemingway owned there is a 
1954 edition of Warren and Albert Erskine's Short Story Masterpieces 
and precisely two books by Robert Penn Warren : a 1943 printing of At 
Heaven's Gate and a 1946 printing of All the King's Men (Brasch and 
Sigman 390). This is what we know, but since I always agreed with Mike 
Reynolds that the verifiable record of Hemingway's reading is just the tip 
of the iceberg, and I have handled undocumented Hemingway-owned 
books that were dispersed, we may well assume that he read more books 
by Warren than the existing records indicate he owned. As for 
Hemingway books in Warren's personal library, there were many, 
although Warren's books are widely scattered and there is no complete 
catalogue. 

Then there is the story of the one time Warren and Hemingway met
in Paris, during the 1929 Christmas season. Warren came over from 
Oxford to spend the holidays; he saw a good deal of Allen Tate and 
Caroline Gordon, who had become good friends of Ernest and Pauline 
Hemingway . It is not generally known that by the late 1920s the 
Vanderbilt Fugitive-Agrarians held Hemingway's work in high esteem for 
its purity of style and vision, its cultivation of fictional terrain beyond ide
ology and sociology . As I reported in print almost two decades ago, in 
1929 the Tates often went to Mass with the Hemingways, and after Mass 
to the bicycle races ("In the Nominal Country" 120, 131-32). My earliest 
source for this information was conversation with Tate at Vanderbilt in 
the late 1960s, anecdotes that I later heard repeated by Andrew Lytle, 
another distinguished Vanderbilt Agrarian raconteur. Eventually, things 
reached print that confirmed some of what I had heard from Tate and 
Lytle. Close readers of Joseph Blotner's biography of Warren will note a 
few sentences recounting how Tate found Hemingway "gossipy and 
charming," how Hemingway also took Warren to the bicycle races and 
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home to meet the family, and how Hemingway had a hand in helping 
place some of Warren's poems in Ernest Walsh's magazine This Quarter 
(100). I was pleased to find confirmation in Blotner's 1997 biography of 
the story of the Hemingway -Warren meeting I'd been telling for decades . 
There was one difference, however, in the way I'd heard the anecdote 
from Tate, repeated by Lytle-Red had loved going to the bicycle races 
with Hemingway, but he had declined the invitation to go to Mass at 
Saint-Sulpice, Hemingway's neighborhood church. 

This may be the best place to introduce for the record some new evi
dence about that 1929 meeting and other Hemingway -Warren connec
tions. In 1952 a young undergraduate was taking Warren's fiction seminar 
at Yale. Since he was already an aficionado and collector of Hemingway, 
he discussed with Warren his intent to write a letter to Hemingway. Then 
he wrote primarily to ask Hemingway about the first British edition of 
Across the River and into the Trees. On May l, 1952, Hemingway wrote 
back in some detail about Across the River, noting among other things 
that the "critical reception" of the novel surprised him-"in most cases," 
he observed, "the criticism seemed to be very confused," seemed to think 
"that I was writing some sort of megalomaniac autobiography" 
(Hemingway, Abebooks; quotations from the letter are as provided by the 
dealer and published on the Abebooks website). "Nor could I figure out 
all the business about such a girl being an impossible figure," Hemingway 
wrote; "Because most critics have wives or know women who look like 
the wives of both Alger Hiss and Whitaker Chambers doesn't mean that 
there is no other sort of woman. But if I ever use a real girl in a book they 
write that she is incredible and is some sort of wish-fulfillment fantasy. I 
invent the girl as I invent the Colonel but I make them up from very real 
people ." After some observations about the differences in the British edi
tion of Across the River ("numerous cuts and excisions"), Hemingway 
concludes his letter to Ronald Paulson, the undergraduate who was about 
to leave Yale for the military, with these words: "Good luck in your sol
diering. Please give my best regards to Mr. Warren. I only met him once. 
He is a good writer and he ought to be a good teacher." 

When I saw the transcription of this Hemingway letter, recently for 
sale on the collector's market for $10,000, I knew I had to find the recipi
ent if he was still alive. In my best hard-boiled investigative mode, more 
serendipity than Spillane, I located and contacted him. Ronald Paulson 
wrote back: "There is an anecdote, slightly embarrassing, connected with 
[that] letter." As he was about to show the Hemingway letter to Warren, 
"RPW volunteered the information that he and EH had been great buddies 
in Paris" (Paulson to Stoneback 15 December 2005). Then Warren read 
the letter in which Hemingway said he only met Warren once. Paulson 
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also notes that Warren "was, as [Hemingway] supposed, a great teacher
when he taught. He would start a class .. . asking how many had read the 
text. ... The slothful Yalies mostly had not"; so Warren "would then pro
ceed to read from [a] novel- for at least the first hour of a two-hour semi
nar, which strained the patience of some of us who wanted to hear him 
talk to us. When he did talk he was great." 

Hemingway's letter to Paulson would seem to be his only correspon
dence commentary on Warren except for a brief reference in one 1941 let
ter, in which he writes Maxwell Perkins : "It is o.k. to let Robert [Penn] 
Warren reprint "The Killers ." I agree with you about the importance of 
having it in the school books, no matter how hard it is on the poor stu
dents" (Selected Letters 526). But I'm willing to bet that when the mas
sive multivolume Hemingway Correspondence reaches print we will see 
more evidence of Hemingway-Warren connections . Since that won't be 
until after some of us are long gone, my bet is a Pascalian wager. 

II. 
Robert Penn Warren writing very well. 

Ernest Hemingway, Time 
(August 4, 1947: 80-83) 

There is one published piece that offers neglected evidence of Hemingway's 
admiration for Warren's work. The August 4, 1947 issue of Time maga
zine featured interviews with seven writers on the current state of 
American literature. Crammed together, both in the text and the lineup of 
photographs, were Warren, Faulkner, Dos Passos, John P. Marquand, 
William Saroyan, and Katherine Anne Porter. Boxed off separately, with 
a separate photograph and title-"Hemingway in the Aftemoon" - were 
Hemingway's answers to the questions the Time interviewer asked. 
Hemingway insisted his written responses be published exactly as he 
wrote them, together with the questions asked. All the writers were asked: 
"Has the 'Hemingway influence' declined?" Warren as well as Faulkner 
and Dos Passos apparently did not respond to this question since no 
answers are printed. Only Porter- with a curiously wrongheaded response 
about what she calls Hemingway's "renunciation of moral ideas" and 
"belief in violence" (82)- and Hemingway responded to the question . 
Hemingway wrote: "Hemingway influence only a certain clarification of 
the language which is now in the public domain." More to the point here 
are Hemingway's replies to the questions about "present-day writing": 
"Really good writing very scarce always." Then, asked which American 
writers are doing good work, Hemingway says: "Writers my generation 



mostly dead except Dos Passos, going very good with Number One. 
Robert Penn Warren writing very well" (80). Warren, then, gets the high
est praise from Hemingway, who had obviously read All the King's Men 
not long before this interview . 

I have what may be a startling suggestion to make here- put briefly, I 
think Hemingway's later work was influenced by Warren's All the King's 
Men. Warren's 1957 interview with Ralph Ellison comes to mind, where 
Ellison talks about how "in the early Hemingway" there was "a conscious 
effort not to have a very high center of consciousness . . . His characters 
may have a highly moral significance, but they don't talk about things .. . 
They prefer to hint." Warren replies : "Sure, Hemingway sneaks it in, but 
he is an intensely conscious and, even, philosophical writer. When the 
snuck-in thing . . . works, the effect can be mighty powerful" (Watkins 
43). Ellison , apparently , rather misses the point, but Warren gets it about 
how Hemingway sneaked things in (and "the snuck-in thing" is a refresh
ing alternative for the phrase that all Hemingway critics are compelled to 
over-employ-the "iceberg theory"). Even if Hemingway's early narra
tors did not have the "explicitness" (Ellison's term) of Warren's Jack 
Burden in discussing such matters as good and evil, responsibility and 
identity, Warren insisted it was there, the "snuck-in thing," in Hemingway's 
work . Of course neither Ellison nor Warren could know that the very 
works Hemingway was working on as they discussed these matters-for 
example, what would be published posthumously as Islands in the 
Stream, The Garden of Eden , Under Kilimanjaro-exemplified a sea
change in Hemingway's later style with narrators who no longer sneaked 
things in but said them openly, characters who were nearly as explicit and 
garrulous as Warren's Jack Burden about good and evil, determinism and 
responsibility, innocence and betrayal, love and redemption , and other 
grand themes . Hemingway no doubt read the Paris Review Ellison
Warren discussion and smiled to himself. (In the very next issue 
Hemingway was interviewed.) We should begin, then, ,to consider careful
ly the possible influence of All the King's Men on Hemingway's later 
work , for it is there waiting to be discerned , just as surely as the voice of 
Hemingway's most famous early narrator, JB, informs Warren's most 
famous narrator JB. Jake Barnes begat Jack Burden who begat David 
Bourne and others. 

Now, a word or two about Warren ' s critical essays on Hemingway, 
which offer a clear-cut case of Hemingway -Warren connections . If mem
ory serves me well, the very first critical writing on Hemingway I ever 
read was Warren's introductory essay in the 1949 Scribner's edition of A 
Farewell to Arms . I believe I was struck, as a mid-teenager, by Warren ' s 
assertion that Hemingway is a religious writer; and I think, even way back 
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then, I was troubled by and disagreed with Warren's deployment of the 
notion of Nada in Hemingway's work. I believe, even more firmly now, 
that Warren misconstrues Hemingway's use of Nada, which is rooted in 
St. John of the Cross and the Christian mystic's version of the via negati
va, Nada as the path to the Allness of God, and owes nothing to fashion
able secular existentialist notions about nothingness. This point alone 
would require a lengthy essay to clarify . It must suffice to say that I once 
argued this point with Warren's friend and collea gue, Cleanth Brooks, 
who, in my view, had only seen half the point of Hemingway's religious 
vision and had underestimated what he called the "Hidden God" in 
Hemingway's work . (See, for example, Brooks's chapter on Hemingway 
in his critical study The Hidden God .) Of course, when Brooks and 
Warren did their writing on Hemingway, much evidence was not yet 
available; after the last three decades, as we have begun to articulate the 
importance of Hemingway's Catholicism and recognize its pervasive 
presence in the fiction, God can no longer be deemed so hidden in his life 
and work. It is very much to the point that Warren, talking to Brooks, 
once observed : "Now I know that you are a communicant and a believer. 
A person like me, who is not but who finds in Christianity the deepest and 
widest metaphor for life, might be described as a yearner" (Simpson 77). 
Neither Brooks nor Warren seemed fully cognizant that Hemingway was 
a communicant and a believer, and that he was also a writer whose work 
is informed by the recognition that Christianity, as Warren put it, offers 
"the deepest and widest metaphor for life." 

Just a word on Warren 's final major venture in Hemingway criticism, 
his essay in American Literature: The Makers and the Making . When 
Brooks read Warren's prepublication version of his Hemingway essay he 
wrote Warren, saying his Hemingway was "so good that I am downright 
envious"-and he would have to make his Faulkner essay longer and bet
ter (4 November 1972). Brooks was at least partially right-part of that 
Warren essay ranks among the best critical meditations ever written on 
Hemingway. Yet other parts go astray, especially the passages that seem 
heavily dependent on Philip Young's reading of Hemingway . Of the criti
cal writings on Hemingway in Warren's personal library (that is, the frac
tion of his books preserved in the Warren Collection of the Kentucky 
Library at Western Kentucky University), the volume that is most heavily 
annotated and dog-eared by Warre n is Young's Hemingway: A 
Reconsideration. (Some readers may recall Hemingway's reference to a 
certa in Philip Youngerdunger as the Elvis Pres ley of Hemingway 
Criticism, an observation that, in its tone-deafness, will dismay more 
Elvis fans than it will the few remaining Young fans.) 

Since this writer's connections and communications with Warren are a 
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matter of public record, I should say here that, given my critical concerns 
at the time, largely in the realm of Faulkner and the Southern Renascence, 
we never really talked about Hemingway. His name came up in our con
versations only once that I now recall. In 1977 I was on sabbatical at my 
farm in Kentucky, writing a "Southern" novel , thinking about leaving the 
academic world . I drove down the road to Vanderbilt to see Warren-we 
talked about farming , about the novel I was working on , about my 
thoughts of retreating from teaching. Red said: "Teaching is a master pas
sion, and if you're born to it, it'd be hard to give it up." (He was right.) 
Then he said : "A young writer of fiction has to know that his job is to 
write out of the shadow of Faulkner and Hemingway-find your own 
voice but know that long shadow." It occurred to me too late-when I 
finally felt the long shadow of Hemingway (and Warren)-to ask Red 
about Hemingway. Deeply rooted in certain Vanderbilt traditions by my 
education there ( and by experience), I just never asked the right questions. 
I knew the Fugitive-Agrarian Warren well, but the other Warren, the fugi
tive from agrarianism ( a tension, a mode of being that I knew very well), 
had more in common with Hemingway than any of us have suspected . It 
is now high time to ask the right questions. 

Recently, Rosanna Warren , distinguished poet and scholar (and Red 
Warren's daughter), wrote the following in a letter to me: "I can tell you 
that Pa admired Hemingway enormously. I bet his students ... would tell 
you that Pa had spoken about Hemingway in his fiction classes at Yale . 
He certainly did at home." Then this telling anecdote : "Someone recently 
told me . . . about a dinner party at which the guests were disparaging 
Hemingway while Pa remained silent and became gloomier and gloomi
er-and then burst out with a passionate defense of Hemingway" (10 
February 2006). It would 've been nice to be at that dinner party, which 
sounds like so many academic Hemingway-bashing parties that so many 
ofus have attended, to hear Warren's "passionate defense of Hemingway." 

In any case, it would require a book , at least a doctoral dissertation, to 
say what needs to be said on the subject of Warren-Hemingway critical 
intertextualities. And as long as I am giving out homework assignments, 
perhaps some reader will seek and find the tape, or at least the transcript, 
of the radio broadcast that Warren did on Hemingway at the University of 
Iowa shortly after the publication of For Whom the Bell Tolls; a broadcast 
debate followed with the professors of the Humanist Society. As Warren 
wrote to Katherine Anne Porter, the Humanists were, "as you may sup
pose, anti-Hemingway" (Clark 312). Warren ' s 1941 talk could be his 
most revealing piece of Hemingway criticism , but archivists at Iowa say 
there's no trace of it; archivists at Yale say there is no transcript in the 
Beinecke. If anybody locates it and sends me a copy, I' ll buy you dinner 
in Paris. Paris, Kentucky, or Tennessee, or France . 
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III. 
The masterwork of a master writer, who, in this, had at last discov

ered the deep truth of man's relation to other men, and had fused it with 
his own tragic sense of individual destiny ... The book was called For 

Whom the Bell Tolls, by Ernest Hemingway. 
-Robert Penn Warren, Flood (306) 

And then there is Warren's fiction, early and late, where Hemingway 
echoes, allusions, and subtexts abound. For example, one of Warren's ear
liest stories "Goodbye, Jake," which was unpublished until recently when, 
as journal editor, I was pleased to be able to publish it in the Shawangunk 
Review (Warren, "Goodbye, Jake"). From his title character, Jake, to 
Warren's Cezannesque-Hemingwayesque symbolic landscape, to the fact 
that it was sent in 1931 to Max Perkins (who rejected it for Scribner's 
Magazine), Hemingway's influence is visible (Stoneback, "An 
Introduction to 'Goodbye, Jake"' 96-99) . Much later, by far the most 
important Hemingway resonances in Warren's fiction, and arguably 
Warren's most profound tribute to Hemingway, may be found in his 1964 
novel Flood. Amounting to much more than the matter of three pages of 
text that Warren devotes to Brad Tolliver's reading of For Whom the Bell 
Tolls, Warren's Hemingway variations have been overlooked by 
Hemingway and Warren critics alike, and it has not yet been recognized 
how pervasively Hemingway's work provides the master-key to Warren's 
Flood. The echoes begin with Warren's subtitle-A Romance of Our 
Time-which announces Warren's 1960s updated version of 
Hemingway's 1920s vision of our time, reverberant motifs of identity and 
redemption, violence and love, war and peace, dealt with by Hemingway 
in his first book of fiction In Our Time. 

Warren's protagonist, Brad Tolliver, is a successful Hollywood 
screenwriter who returns to Tennessee to write a movie about his dying 
home town, about to be flooded out by the TV A damming of the river that 
runs through it. Once, long ago in the 1930s, Tolliver had a great literary 
success with his first book of fiction, I'm Telling You Now, about his 
home town . His fashionably leftist fellow-traveling New York editor, 
Telford Lott, had introduced him in all the politically correct circles, 
"tried to make a Commie out of him" (62), and even set him up with the 
sexy Park Avenue Communist, Lettice Poindexter, who became his first 
wife. Tolliver went off to Spain to fight, and, after he was wounded, he 
came home to write the big novel about the Spanish Civil War that his 
editor urges him to write. He fails at this, entertains going back to Spain 
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to fight again and die for the cause, but then goes back home to Tennessee 
instead, before he ends up in Hollywood. 

From his opening pages, Warren plays symphonic variations on 
images and themes from For Whom the Bell Tolls, including a pattern of 
sometimes faint, sometimes obvious echoes of Hemingway's epigraph 
from John Donne. An intricate pattern of island and continent imagery, of 
the clod being washed away by the sea, in this case the flooded river, pro
vides the deep structure of Warren's novel. And there are bells every
where, a tintinnabular racket, tolling and telling the lot of humankind. In 
the opening scene Brad Tolliver (probably pronounced in the regional 
variant form Toll-iver) drives through rural Tennessee, arriving from 
Hollywood in his white Jaguar, and stops at the fairy-tale kitschy Seven 
Dwarfs Motel in Happy Dell. He thinks of his early success with his first 
book I'm Telling You Now, published under the editorship of Telford Lott. 
The black man who fills his gas tank is dressed in a Happy Dell theme
costume ornamented with little bells, and Brad mentally christens him 
Jingle Bells. He shuffles and talks in a style right out of minstrelsy, but 
Warren lets us know immediately that Jingle Bells-who is from Chicago 
and is a graduate student in French literature-is faking, putting on his 
Southern black accent and manner. Jingle Bells, who looks like Harry 
Belafonte and is working at Happy Dell for the good tips, is as fake, as 
displaced, as ironically detached from his authentic experience, as is Brad 
Tolliver of Hollywood. Both men are islands, uninvolved in mankind , 
unaware of the tolling bell. In the next scene Brad drives to the Nashville 
airport to pick up Yasha Jones, the famous movie producer who has 
selected Brad to write the great movie he plans to make about the town 
about to be washed away by the flood. Jones is a somewhat 
Hemingwayesque figure who has a scar on his shaved head like a "ghost
ly continent" (20 emphasis added); as Brad drives him past the clock and 
bell tower of Vanderbilt University and then on through Belle Meade, 
Brad chatters away and Jones' silence is indicated repeatedly with that 
favorite Hemingway dialogue tag: "Yasha Jones said nothing" (23, 25). 
Such verbal echoes, word play, and Hemingway riffs pervade the novel. 

There are also many intertextualities of character, theme, and situa
tion: for example, Hemingway has a doomed priest and Warren has a 
dying preacher, both performing with grace under pressure the necessary 
sacraments for a dying town; Robert Jordan, on the battlefield in Spain, 
thinks about his grandfather and the American Civil War and his con
tempt for his father's cowardice; Brad Tolliver circles the Confederate 
monument in Tennessee, thinks about the Spanish Civil War and his con
tempt for his father; Jordan, dying in Spain, tells himself to think about 
Montana; Tolliver, living in a dying town in Tennessee, remembers the 
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face of a dead soldier he'd seen in Spain and wishes he had died in battle 
there; Jordan looks at the river under the bridge thinking "Roll, Jordan, 
Roll!"; Brad looks at his river and thinks of the flood waters that will soon 
roll over his home town ; and both men experience their symbolic 
"Crossing Over Jordan." 

But the core image of Warren's novel, from which the Hemingway 
undersong of the book resonates and radiates, is Brad's reading of For 
Whom the Bell Tolls. His editor Telford Lott sends an advance copy of 
Hemingway's novel to Brad telling him it is "going to create an interna
tional sensation," it is the "masterwork of a master writer, who, in this, 
had at last discovered the deep truth of man's relation to other men, and 
had fused it with his own tragic sense of individual destiny. It was, he 
added, the book that ... Bradwell Tolliver might have written." For 
weeks, Brad avoids opening the package; he gets nervous, edgy, testy. He 
can't work on his movie screenplay. Telford Lott sends Brad a "leaked" 
advance review praising Hemingway's Bell; Brad throws it in the trash 
umead . But then he finally opens the original package with the advance 
copy of For Whom the Bell Tolls. In what must be one of the more precise 
renderings of a character reading a novel anywhere in literature, we learn 
that Brad begins reading it at 2:00 P.M. Warren writes : "It was a long book, 
471 pages. By dinner, at seven o'clock, Brad had read one hundred and 
eighty-five pages . . .. " Here we might note that page 185 of Bell contains 
Pilar' s description of the dinner for Fini to, the dying matador who had so 
much fear but was so valiant in the bullring, Finito who could not eat 
much at his own final banquet. At that point in Hemingway's text, then, 
Brad puts down the book, goes to dinner, and does not eat much . He per
functorily kisses Lettice good night, then goes back to reading the novel: 
"He read until three-thirty in the morning; flung himself down on the cot 
in his workroom, clothes on, light on; slept till eight-thirty" (307) . He 
goes downstairs for coffee; Lettice is not there; he thinks about their life 
together, their lovemaking, their old days in Greenwich Village "poisoned 
by the likker, the politics," and remembers the day he had enlisted for 
Spain. He thinks there is "some appalling logic afoot in the world" (308). 
When he finishes his coffee he goes back upstairs and starts reading 
Hemingway again : "He came down at two-thirty to eat something, stand
ing in front of the Frigidaire, alone in the kitchen. The house was silent ... 
Late in the afternoon, he heard a car. . . . Later Lettice called him. Then 
he finished the last page and lay on the cot and stared at the ceiling." He 
thinks of "the men who had been killed in Spain. They had not had to find 
how everything turned out" (308). He thinks, not of the bridge he has to 
blow, but of the coming "bridge game" and the evening's party. That's 
how the Bell reading goes in the published novel. 
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In the Flood manuscripts there are many holograph fragments and 
Warren's notes to himself about Hemingway and For Whom the Bell Tolls 
and typescript variants of this primary Hemingway scene. In one version, 
Brad buys the book: "He began reading the novel-the first copy he could 
lay hand to-at 2 PM, and finished the next day at noon with only three 
hours of sleep between." In this version, he's in New York when he reads 
the book, after which he immediately confronts his editor Telford Lott 
with the Hemingway volume. Lott begins to talk about Hemingway , a 
"great man" and his "fundamental commitment on a great issue," but 
Brad interrupts him, saying in Bell-speak Hemingwayese: "I don't give a 
shit what you think . Pardon me, I don't give an obscenity. All I know is, 
this book has saved me from ... writing the obscenity of a book you got 
me into" (Warren Papers Box 144). The change in the published version 
serves to distance Brad from his editor's politicized banalities about For 
Whom the Bell Tolls, but not to diminish the effect of the book on Brad. 
What exactly is that effect? 

The short-term effect, the immediate aftermath of Brad's reading 
Hemingway, is a wild, drunken, sex-drenched party leading to a kind of 
mini-orgy orchestrated by Brad, who first makes a party guest dance with 
his sexy, scantily-clad wife, Lettice, and then throws his sister into the 
arms of the party guest. He drags his wife upstairs for sex, and the guest 
and Brad's sister have sex on the front lawn in what is often described as 
a quasi-rape scene. This leads to the murder of the party guest and infinite 
repercussions of the post-Bell Tolls sex and violence . And it is the begin
ning of the end of Brad's marriage, a divorce that is inextricably linked to 
the reverberations from the Spanish Civil War . Since there has been no 

commentary on the question, it seems that Warren (and Hemingway) crit
ics have not known what to make of the fact that Brad's intense reading of 
For Whom the Bell Tolls leads directly to lust, murder, broken marriages, 
and broken lives. The answer may lie in Warren's poem entitled "Terror," 
written in 1940 when he lived in Fascist Italy. The poem contemplates the 
modem world, inauthentic lives lived in a spiritual void, finding outlet 
only in lust and violence and political abstraction. Warren evokes those 
"whose passionate emptiness and tidal / Lust swayed toward the debris of 
Madrid, / And left New York to loll in their fierce idyll / Among the 
olives, where the snipers hid" ( Collected Poems 78). 

The fateful party that Brad throws immediately after reading 
Hemingway's novel certainly exemplifies the "passionate emptiness and 
tidal lust" of everyone concerned, and the Spanish Civil War is implicat
ed, since Brad is a veteran of that war and his wife Lettice has been a cru
sader for Communist Party causes. The sexy dance scene that leads to vio
lence and ruin is itself a coded reference to Hemingway's novel. As Brad 
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repeatedly plays on the record player a song called "The Continental," the 
increasingly drunken and sex-charged dancing rises to a fever pitch. 
Finally, the needle gets stuck, and "over and over" there's "just that one 
crazy word-'the Continental-the Continental"' (317). Aside from the 
fact that it is surely one of the most irritating songs of the 1930s-sing it, 
and you will see that "the Continental, the Continental" is enough to drive 
anybody crazy-Warren deploys the song as part of his Hemingway sub
text. First, there is the sexual pun involved in the echo of Hemingway's 
epigraph-"a piece of the Continent"-and as they dance themselves into 
a frenzy W arrren' s characters, islanded in their tidal lust, get their 
Continent -tail. But there is more than that; although Warren does not print 
the rest of the words of this very popular 1930s song, he probably expects 
his readers to recall the words about that "dangerous rhythm" that can't be 
controlled, the dance craze that's "like a fever, / It's like a plague. / It's 
swept all Europe from Moscow to the Hague" (317) . Warren, then, recasts 
the song as commentary on the plague of "passionate emptiness and tidal 
lust" and violence, the murderous political dance of Fascism and 
Communism, dangerously, feverishly, driving the entire Continent into 
total war. And the careful student would of course trace the song to its 
sources, the popular 1934 movie The Gay Divorcee featuring Ginger 
Rogers and Fred Astaire in an endless dance sequence to "The 
Continental." The movie itself might be said to be part of Warren's 
Hemingway subtext since the film begins with camera scans of 
Hemingway's Paris, involves a character named Fitzgerald, and has 
scenes at the Bella Vista Hotel. For Whom the Bella Tolls indeed . 

What, then, are we to make of Warren's use of his Hemingway under 
song, and how do the bells finally toll in Flood? Warren, and Brad 
Tolliver, certainly mock the glib leftist politics of the editor Telford Lott 
(Telford Lott) who praises Hemingway and For Whom the Bell Tolls for 
all the wrong reasons, Warren seems to say. What Te/ford Lott has to tell 
Brad Tolliver about the tolling bell and the lot of humankind is, for Brad, 
the political manipulation of a religious vision he had vaguely grasped in 
his first book-I'm Telling You Now. Ultimately, Telford Lott renders 
epiphanies of the human spirit into cocktail chatter and measures vision in 
terms of commercial success. But Warren's novel spans another two 
decades after the Bell Tolls-Continental scene, many things happen, and 
many changes are wrought in the main characters. It is as if Warren imag
ines what might have happened had Robert Jordan lived and come home 
to Montana, leaving Maria behind. After the scene linking the reading of 
Bell to the passionate emptiness and violence of the Continental -dance, 
which has more to do with lust on the lawn than glory in the sleeping bag, 
Brad soon fights again, with the Marines in World War II. After the war 
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he becomes a successful Hollywood writer, cynical about his success 
writing superficial popular work; he finally comes home to Tennessee, 
makes peace with his home town, peace with himself, and is, at the end, 
in the approximate condition that Robert Jordan describes on the last page 
as "completely integrated" (FWBT 4 71 ). 

And Lettice-Brad's Maria? She too has changed; from a letter that 
Brad reads at the end of the novel we learn that Lettice, the former Park 
Avenue Communist, "woke up one day a Catholic" (431). She is now a 
Catholic lay worker with the nuns in Chicago. Oak Park maybe? She has 
been, as she says "goosed to God," "Goosed to Glory," and healed of her 
"passionate emptiness and tidal lust," she now knows "joy" and prays to 
live in "the nowness of God's will" (432, 436). Though slow in coming, 
her nowness of glory is not as different as it might seem from Maria's "la 
Gloria" in Hemingway's nowness paragraph that repeats the word now 41 
times (379). Warren's deepest response to For Whom the Bell Tolls may 
tell his readers that we cannot all have the mystery and the glory and the 
solidarity that Maria and Robert know in their three days intensified by 
war and the imminence of death, but we can, like Brad and Lettice, live 
long messy confused lives that somehow tend inexorably toward the same 
knowledge, the same mystery. And that mystery is founded on what 
Warren called the "proper sense of the human lot, the sense of limitation 
and the sense of the necessity for responsible action within that limita
tion"-which is a "religious sense" (Walker 66). That's as good a summa
ry as any of the vision of John Donne's and Hemingway's and Warren's 
meditations on "No Man is an Island" on the necessity to be "involved in 
Mankinde." 

At the end of the novel Robert Jordan tells himself he was "learning 
fast there at the end" ( 467), he feels blessed and whole and at one with 
himself and the world, a solidarity beyond all Party lines, beyond all -isms 
and abstractions. Brad Tolliver has come to understand what his home 
town preacher means by his reiterated theme that we must "all pray to 
know that the lives we lived are blessed" (81), and what Warren means by 
the tied togetherness of things, the "spooky interpenetration of things, a 
mystic osmosis of being" (423). The church bells will soon toll for the last 
time, the flood will soon roll, drowning all the life that has been lived in 
that place, but Brad's final wisdom comes to him in the novel's closing 
lines: "There is no country but the heart" ( 440). And in that last sentence 
of the Spanish book Brad was unable to write, but read so intensely that 
Warren had to rewrite it, Robert Jordan feels "his heart beating against the 
pine needle floor of the forest" ( 4 71 ). 
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BEN STOLTZFUS 

Hemingway's Iceberg: Camus' 
L'Etranger and The Sun Also Rises 

In an interview with George Plimpton for the Paris Review Ernest 
Hemingway said that he always wrote on the principle of the iceberg 
which, in Death in the Afternoon (1932), he had defined as follows: 

If a writer of prose knows enough about what he is writing about he 
may omit things that he knows and the reader, if the writer is writing 
truly enough , will have a feeling of those things as strongly as 
though the writer had stated them. The dignity of movement of an 
ice-berg is due to only one-eighth ofit being above water. (192) 

In practice , this means that Hemingway omitted inner monologue, stream 
of consciousness , and authorial commentary because he believed that 
description and dialog could do the work , and that such writing , if well 
crafted, would give the reader the true feeling of lived experience. 1 This 
view mirrors Albert Camus' own aesthetic principle formulated in his 
Carnets I Notebooks between 1935 and 1942 where he says that "the true 
work of art is one that says less"/ "La veritable oeuvre d'art est celle qui 
dit moins" (Carnets 127). A work of art, he says, should be well cut, like 
a diamond , in order to reflect its richness and unspoken experience (127) . 

If L 'Etranger (1942) I The Stranger (1988) was the result of tech
niques adapted from The Sun Also Rises ( 1926), we would expect the ice 

berg principle to function in both novels . Both are written in the first per
son. Camus' novel is in two parts and Hemingway's has three. In part one 
of L 'Etranger , Meursault describes events that culminate in the murder of 
the Arab . In part two he describes life in prison and his trial. In part one of 
The Sun Also Rises, Jake Barnes chronicles the pleasure -driven lives of 
American and British expatriates in Paris. In part two, he describes the 
Pamplona bullfights and the drunken fiesta . In part three Jake waits for 
Brett Ashley's telegram in Biarritz and San Sebastian, and then goes to 
Madrid to rescue her from her affair with Pedro Romero, the bullfighter. 
If both of these novels were written on the iceberg principle, we need to 
understand what it is and how it works, all the more so, in view of the fact 
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that both Jean-Paul Sartre and Camus have said that Hemingway influ
enced the writing of L 'Etranger. 2 

Unlike L 'Etranger, Camus' novel in which the objective descriptions 
of part one shift toward introspection in part two, the dialog and narrative 
style in the three parts of The Sun Also Rises rarely change and, except for 
several meditative passages, such as the one in the Pamplona cathedral 
where Jake Barnes muses on what it means for him to be a good or a bad 
Catholic (SAR 97), or the introspective passages in chapter 14 in which 
Jake provides insights into his aesthetic sensibilities as he reads a story 
from Turgenev's "Sportsman's Sketches" and reflects on the Russian's 
rendering of country and landscape and then thinks about language and 
women and Brett Ashley and money and values and life in general, 
Hemingway's narration focuses almost exclusively on descriptions of 
place, events, and action. He describes the tip of the iceberg- a narrative 
in which Jake ' s inner life seems to be missing but is always implied. 

Although Le Mythe de Sisyphe (1942) / The Myth of Sisyphus and 
Noces (1950) I Nuptials (1967) have been read as companion volumes to 
L 'Etranger, no one has demonstrated how Hemingway's iceberg principle 
functions in Camus' novel , nor has anyone analyzed the iceberg similari
ties between L 'Etranger and The Sun Also Rises . 

In The Sun Also Rises, Jake Barnes's fascination with the toreo-a ritual 
that always ends with the death of the bull-is the visible tip of the ice
berg. Its implied mass-the feelings and thoughts that Hemingway does 
not reveal- must be inferred by the reader. It is the reader who provides 
the missing dimension because "if the writer is writing truly enough," the 
reader will experience those things that the writer has left out (DIA 192). 
What has Hemingway left out? 

He left out the historical setting and the trauma of World War I-the 
folly that killed 1,400,000 Frenchmen, not to mention American, British, 
German, Austro-Hungarian, and colonial casualties , for a total of 8 mil
lion soldiers . Jake refers to the carnage in Italy as the "joke front," the 
front that crippled him genitally and which is alluded to indirectly as 
"Jake's front," his inability to have intercourse. This impotence applies to 
all the characters in the novel who, in one way or another, are also 
wounded. In addition to Jake, there is Brett, an independent and sexually 
liberated (some would say oversexed) woman. She was the wife of Lord 
Ashley, the love of her life, who died of dysentery during the war (SAR 
39). Now she loves Jake, but he can't make love and she goes through the 
motions of living and loving and everything she does feels empty. Her 
new British fiance, Mike Campbell, was in the war. So was Bill Gorton, 
Jake 's friend . 
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Count Mippipopolous has scars on his belly and on his back-arrow 
wounds incurred while in his twenties when he was shot during a business 
trip to Abyssinia (SAR 60). As for Robert Cohn, his inferiority regulates 
his belligerence . Hemingway inventories the injuries of his characters, but 
we as readers have to infer the emptiness and the alienation that these 
wounds have caused. Each person's search for pleasure and the frenzy of 
travel and distraction mask the hurt they never talk about except allusively 
through irony and humor. 

The martyr, San Sebastian, shot with arrows, and the Spanish city that 
bears his name, stand as symbols for all the wounded. And the Concha
the San Sebastian beach and slang word for cunt is available, like Brett, 
and frequently visited by bathers and lovers. San Sebastian is also the 
gateway to Pamplona where the bullfight, the festive ritual of death takes 
place. Hemingway has written a novel about the lost generation spawned 
by a war that has crippled people both physically and mentally-people 
who act out their disorientation on the post-war stage of the roaring twen
ties. These people, places, and events are embedded in the iceberg and 
alluded to. 

Both epigraphs in The Sun Also Rises connect with the iceberg. 
Gertrude Stein's "lost generation" refers to the dead and the maimed of 
World War I, and the quotation from Ecclesiastes reminds us that, 
although generations come and go, the earth abides and the sun rises 
despite petty perspectives and human foibles. The sun sets on the living 
and on the dead and its trajectory across the heavens marks both continu
ity and arrested time. 

The Sun Also Rises is a more complex novel than The Stranger 
because it involves many more characters in a variety of settings . 
Meursault balances between rebellion and lassitude as he walks the 
tightrope between his senses and the absurd . Jake balances work and plea
sure as he tries to adapt his love for Brett to his impotence. Brett balances 
her love for Jake with the imperious lure of sexual desire. She, like her 
fiance, Mike Campbell, and Bill Gorton, drink too much. Robert Cohn 
oscillates between self-pity and pugnacity. Count Mippipopolous, a suc
cessful businessman, knows "the values" and can buy all the pleasures he 
wants. Montoya, the hotel keeper in Pamplona, has afici6n, and his values 
are based on a strict Spanish code of honor and performance that extends 
to Pedro Romero, the bullfighter. 

The relationships between all these characters develop and evolve in 
Paris and Pamplona, and their pain binds them together. They are the 
walking wounded and they bear their hurt as best they can-some better 
than others. Belmonte wears time and his bullring injuries with grace and 
determination, and he still gives a good performance, but he is no longer 
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the great matador of former years. Romero performs brilliantly despite the 
physical pain from his fight with Cohn. Jake, like Montoya, has afici6n, 
but he has lost it as a result of pimping for Brett. Although he does not 
live up to the high standards of Montoya, he muddles through without a 
penis, coping as best he can with impotence and his love for Brett. In one 
way or another, all the characters have been hurt. Although their physical 
and psychological injuries are not Meursault's ontological wound, their 
combined impact, like the absurd that is at the core of L 'Etranger, forms 
the invisible mass of the iceberg below the surface of eating, drinking, 
screwing, and traveling. They act out their tragic lives on a comic stage 
where Hemingway's dialog of humor and irony nuances the actors' dis
placements in taxis, trains, buses, and cars. They are "taxiderms," that is, 
"unbought, stuffed dogs" (SAR 72). Hemingway blends tragedy and com
edy in the best Shakespearian tradition, unlike Camus who, in his 
Racinian purity, is closer to the French notion of classical tragedy. 

In The Sun Also Rises, the tip of the iceberg is defined by dialog, 
interpersonal reactions, travel, and descriptions of place. We also wonder 
if the bull will gore Romero or what will happen to Brett after she goes 
off with him? We know that, unlike Osiris, Jake will never recover his 
lost phallus, and Brett, unlike Isis, will continue her love affairs while 
looking for Jake's missing organ, these ancient Egyptian deities being 
another dimension of the iceberg. What keeps us reading is the premise of 
the novel. How will Jake cope without a penis and how will his friends 
cope with their own losses? If "the death of love," as Mark Spilka points 
out, is one of the themes of the novel, subsuming love is death itself : 8 
million dead in World War I and an army of maimed survivors. When 
Hemingway was learning how to write, he began with the simplest things, 
and one of the simplest things for him, he says, was violent death. "The 
only place where you could see life and death, i.e., violent death now that 
the wars were over, was in the bull ring" (DIA 2). Love and death are the 
novel's two main themes. Jake can't make love to Brett and she makes 
love to everybody else, including Cohn, who wants more than she is will
ing to give. Romero wants to marry Brett, and Mike Campbell probably 
will. The corrida in Pamplona puts this merry-go-round in perspective. 
Courage and stamina are on display in the bull ring where death itself is 
the all-encompassing ritual. 

Throughout Romero's performance, Jake instructs Brett on its fine 
points and subtleties, thus demonstrating that he is a man of knowledge 
who, like Mippipopolous, knows "the values ." He is a good reporter, a 
fine fisherman, and he knows what bullfighting is about. Is the novel 
about Jake? To a large degree it is, although Hemingway himself once 
said that the hero was the earth (Wagner-Martin 6). The epigraph from 

25 



Ecclesiastes would seem to confirm this view because the sun rises and 
sets, the winds blow following their circuits, the rivers flow into the sea, 
returning to their origins, and generations come and go. Throughout con
stant change the earth abides. Hemingway seems to be saying that after 
Jake and Brett and all the others are dead and gone, and the bullfights 
have run their course, the earth remains and endures. The characters of the 
novel may love and fret and chum and in time they too will die and, as 
one early reviewer of an unfavorable review wrote, the book, "like its 
characters, begins nowhere and ends in nothing" (qtd. in Wagner-Martin 1). 

The reviewer has put his finger on the absurd and, in his negative pre
science, describes life itself, avant la lettre, at least as Sartre might define 
it. Roquentin, the main character in La Nausee (1938) / Nausea (1964), 
says that "every living thing is born without reason, lives out of weakness 
and dies by chance" (this and the following translations are mine) (189). It 
may seem odd to extrapolate the absurd from an excerpt of Ecclesiastes 
and The Sun Also Rises, but it is a fact that Hemingway's novel, as Jean 
Bruneau points out, influenced French literary Existentialism. 3 Jake may 
say that he believes in God-he also visits cathedrals, prays, and says he 
is a Catholic-but he lives his life as an ordinary man, if living without a 
penis can be called ordinary. He copes as best he can with the cards life 
has dealt him. As Michael Reynolds notes, instead of going to Pamplona 
for the corrida, Jake should have joined the pilgrims on their way to 
Lourdes where he could have prayed for a new penis (Reynolds 58). Or, if 
he were really devout, as some commentators allege, and despite iceberg 
allusions to Roncevaux where Charlemagne and Roland defeated the 
Saracens, he should have made a pilgrimage to Santiago de Compostela in 
order to affirm his faith. Roncevaux (Roncesvalles) is an important 
stopover on the Spainish pilgrimage. The absurd, French history, and the 
Moors are part of the iceberg. Also, it seems ironic to me that Jake's 
behavior does not always conform to Christian piety. Instead, he counts 
his money, dines out with a whore, goes fishing, participates in the pagan 
fertility ritual in Pamplona, pimps for Brett, loses afici6n, gets drunk, 
fights with Cohn, goes to Biarritz and San Sebastian where he swims, 
waiting for Brett's inevitable telegram, and then goes to rescue her in 
Madrid. Early on, Jake realizes he is a rotten Catholic and he regrets there 
is nothing he can do about it (SAR 97). 

Meursault rejects Christ and, although Jake is a rotten Catholic, he is a 
believer. And he loves nature, perhaps as much as Meursault does. On 
their way to Pamplona, Jake and Bill Gorton go to Burguete on a fishing 
trip to the Irati and Hemingway gives vivid descriptions of the hills and 
the fields as the bus approaches the town. Their days on the river are a 
lyrical interlude, a pure expression of love and happiness for the fish, the 
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water, the vegetation, the air, and the sense of being alive. Hemingway 
does not analyze these feelings or even state them directly. He does not 
have to because the reader infers them from the descriptions-the objec
tive correlatives of attitudes that reflect the men's enthusiasm for what 
they are doing . 

As I baited up, a trout shot up out of the white water into the falls 
and was carried down. Before I could finish baiting , another trout 
jumped at the falls, making the same lovely arc and disappearing into 
the water that was thundering down. [And in no time Jake catches 
six trout.] ... I laid them out, side by side, all their heads pointing 
the same way, and looked at them. They were beautifully colored 
and firm and hard from the cold water. (SAR 119) 

In Noces , Camus writes comparable lyrical descriptions such as the 
following : 

In the springtime, Tipasa is inhabited by the gods and the gods speak 
in the sun and the odor of the absinths , the sea armored in silver, the 
blue ecru sky, the ruins covered with flowers and the light boiling 
through the piles of stones. 

Although different in tone the connotations of both passages belong to the 
iceberg below the surface. It's clear that both authors love nature , and 
they communicate this love through their narrators. A telling moment 
occurs when Meursault's boss asks him if he wants a promotion and a job 
in Paris . Unlike Jake, who likes working in Paris, Meursault rejects the 
offer because the city, he says, is dirty, it has pigeons, the courtyards are 
dark, and people ' s skin is white (E 65). Paris contrasts with the sunny 
beaches of Algiers, the tanned bodies of its residents, and the clear skies 
of North Africa where Meursault enjoys swimming in the sea and making 
love to Marie. He sees no reason to exchange the sunshine of Algiers for 
the gloom of Paris. His desires are objectified in the swimming scenes 
with Marie-scenes that emphasize pure animal joy when in contact with 
the sea, the sand, and the sun. Meursault says that 

The whole sky was in my eyes and it was blue and golden. At the 
back ofmy neck I could feel Marie's belly gently beating . 

Camus' swimming scenes echo those in The Sun Also Rises, first in 
Biarritz and then in San Sebastian . After the San Fermin fiesta in 
Pamplona, Jake is waiting for Brett's telegram and, while waiting, he goes 
to the beach at the Concha . He describes the warm sand, the cold water, 
and the slow rollers of the Atlantic . He dives into the breakers, swims out 
to a raft, pulls himself up, and lies on the hot planks to sun himself. A boy 
and a girl are also sunning themselves and the girl is laughing (SAR 235). 
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In L 'Etranger, Marie is laughing constantly and Meursault, like Jake, 
dives and swims under water. However, unlike Jake and Brett, Meursault 
and Marie are a couple that makes love, and physical love between the 
two is a dimension that is missing from Jake's relationship with Brett. 
Although Camus may have borrowed the sw imming couple from 
Hemingway's raft scene, the important feature in both descriptions is the 
pleasure derived from contact with the sun and the sea . In one way or 
another, on a broader scale, Hemingway incorporates all the descriptions 
of place, setting, events, streets, churches, monuments, and statues into 
the iceberg. 

Readers who doubt this should look into H. R. Stoneback's Reading 
Hemingway's The Sun Also Rises for an examination of the resonance s in 
play. There are many parts to the iceberg: moral, Catholic, financial, liter
ary, cultural, geographic, natural, sexual, and so on.4 Because Stoneback 
writes about them in detail, there is no need to duplicate his material. 
Instead, let us examine how the iceberg principle functions in L 'Etranger. 

Although both parts of L 'Etranger were written in the first person, part 
one describes events in Algiers with a detached indifference, whereas in 
part two, after the killing of the Arab and Meursault' s incarceration, even 
though the style and its short sentences remain, the narrative changes, 
becoming introspective and reflective-the opposite of what it was in part 
one. In part two, Meursault describes the meaning of imprisonment: the 
loss of freedom, life, death, immortality, and capital punishment. Prison 
opens the door to dimensions that seem to have been absent from his pre
vious routine of work, food, sex, sleep, and the senses. Inner life seems to 
have been absent but was, in fact, always there, hidden and implied. The 
informed reader teases insight from the objective descriptions-from the 
tip of the iceberg- then goes beneath the surface description of places, 
events, and relationships in order to unveil knowledge and feelings that 
are not articulated in L 'Etranger but fully developed in Le Mythe de 
Sisyphe and Noces. 

In a letter to Pascal Pia, Camus' friend who was instrumental in get
ting L 'Etranger published by Gallimard, Andre Malraux said that Le 
Mythe de Sisyphe gave the book its full sense (Todd 281 ). 5 Nor was 
Malraux the only reader to sense dimensions below the surface of the text. 
Nathalie Sarraute, with her extraordinary sensitivity to nuances of lan
guage and meaning teases inner life from passages in L 'Etranger where 
few readers have thought of looking. She discerns in Meursault a 
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refinement of taste and exquisite delicacy ... . He notes with the ten
derness of a poet the delicate play of light and shadow and the vary
ing tints of the sky. He recalls the "brimming sun that made the land-



scape quiver," and "an odor of night and flower." He hears a "moan 
that became slowly audible like a flower born of silence." (Age of 
Suspicion 19-20) 

Nor is Meursault's poetic sensitivity confined to part two. In part one, 
during the funeral procession under the hot sun, he describes the 
monotony of the sky's colors and the sticky black tar on the road, black 
like the people's clothes and the car. He says that the leather hat of the 
coachman seemed to have been molded in the black mud of the tar (E 27). 

Meursault has been deceiving us because he describes himself from 
the outside, as though someone else were talking about him. In a letter 
that Camus wrote to his friend Blanche Balain in 1942, he says that 
Meursault in his early existence is at point 0 because his deeds in part one 
of L 'Etranger will only become clear to him in part two of the novel 
(Todd 309). Roland Barthes picks up on this statement and, in 1953, in Le 
Degre zero de l'ecriture I Writing Degree Zero, he calls L 'Etranger a 
paradigmatic forerunner of blank writing I ecriture blanche-a writing 
that is both innocent and neutral (Barthes 108-09). 

Although Barthes analyzes Camus ' style, he never mentions the ice
berg that supports it. Nonetheless, it is this style, what Claude-Edmonde 
Magny calls "the objective technique in the American novel"/ "la tech
nique objective dans le roman americain" ( 44), that informs the tip of the 
iceberg . It is this style, in addition to the action and the events, that 
defines what happens above the surface, be it narrative or maritime. 
Barthes, like Sartre, believes that psychological analysis, the hallmark of 
the French style from Mme de La Fayette to Proust, could no longer mir
ror the complexities of the new era or the sense of the absurd generated by 
the events of World War II (Sartre, Atlantic 117). 

The opening passage of L 'Etranger is typical of "le style americain ," 
and it is devoid of psychological analysis, introspection, and inner monologue. 

Today, mother died. Or perhaps yesterday. I'm not sure. I received a 
telegram from the home: "Mother deceased . Funeral tomorrow. 
Yours faithfully." This means nothing. Perhaps it was yesterday. 

As Raymond Gay-Crosier notes, these lines set the tone for a straightfor
ward reporting of the naked facts: choppy sentences that reflect a sus
tained syntactical parataxis favoring the use of coordinate clauses over 
subordinate ones ; the use of a time frame typical of oral expression, 
namely the present tense and the passe compose (past perfect)-tenses 
that convey "experiential immediacy devoid of psychological reflection" 
(Literary Masterpieces 52).6 

This syntactical parataxis was already at work in The Sun Also Rises . 
Jake is in Biarritz when he receives a telegram from Brett asking for help 
because she is stranded in Madrid. He answers as follows: 
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ARRIVING SUD EXPRESS TOMORROW LOVE JAKE. 

That seemed to handle it. That was it. Send a girl off with one 
man. Introduce her to another to go off with him. Now go and bring 
her back. And sign the wire with love. That was it all right. I went in 
to lunch. (SAR 239) 

As in L 'Etranger, long before its publication, the absence of psychologi
cal reflection conveys the intensity of unfiltered experiential immediacy. 
Going in to lunch adds finality to this stylistic abruptness. For Barthes, the 
style of such writing can no longer be considered the result of authorial 
excrescence, like sweat, but a deliberate exercise in stylistic control. This 
new writer- Barthes calls him or her a scriptor-will avoid tropes in an 
attempt to cleanse language. Cleansing is necessary, says Barthes, 
because cultural values are encoded in a language that affects our think
ing . To produce a neutral style, like the style used in part one of 
L 'Etranger, is, therefore, to consciously delete the subliminal voice of 
Doxa, which Barthes defines as "public Opinion, the Mind of the majori
ty, petit-bourgeois Consensus, the Voice of the Natural, the Violence of 
Prejudice" / "La Doxa, c'est l'Opinion publique, l'Esprit majoritaire, le 
Consensus petit-bourgeois, la Voix du Nature!, la Violence du Prejuge" 
(Par Barthes 51). Barthes says that this new transparent style began with 
L 'Etranger in which Camus writes absence into a style that is almost an 
ideal absence of style (Barthes 109).7 However, Camus was not the origi
nator of this style, Hemingway was, and Barthes' prescience fails to 
remember that fact. 

This absence of style manifests itself as Meursault's indifference to 
Doxa and its manifestations . He refuses to speak and behave in ways that 
are adapted to appearance, to opinion , or to practice . At the wake before 
his mother's funeral, Meursault does not cry, he smokes a cigarette, and 
he drinks cafe-au-lait. After the funeral, he has an affair with a former girl 
friend, he goes to a comic film in which Fernande! plays the lead, and he 
eventually kills an Arab . During his trial , these occurrences are enumerat
ed, held against him, and he is accused of burying his mothe r with the 
heart of a criminal (E 142). Cultural expectations (thou shalt not) work 
against Meursault, and they exemplify the Doxa to which Barthes refers . 
Meursault's behavior runs counter to social norms because he has not 
internalized the encoded values of his culture . He thinks the codes are 
absurd , and he sees no reason to observe them . 

The irony and tragedy of Meursault is that while he manages to reject 
Doxa , he succumbs to what Alain Robbe-Grillet , in a 1963 essay entitled 
"Nature, humanisme tragedie," calls "tragic complicity ." Tragedy, says 
Robbe-Grillet, is the attempt to recuperate the distance between people 
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and things (53), while the absurd, according to Camus, is the abyss that 
exists between people and things. We feel alienated because we cannot 
close the gap. We can close the gap, symbolically, through language, and 
tropic language, particularly, crosses the abyss . Meursault is doing this 
unconsciously when he says that the sun's reflection on a shell is "a sword 
of light," and the waves are "lazy"; they also "breathe," and the sea 
"pants ." Anthropomorphic metaphors lead Robbe-Grillet to conclude that 
absurdity is a form of tragic humanism-a lover's quarrel that leads 
Meursault to his crime of passion (Robbe-Grillet 57-58). Whenever we 
anthropomorphize nature through language, as Meursault does, we cross 
the abyss, establishing the painful solidarity that Robbe-Grillet says leads 
to tragic complicity. Noces confirms Camus' love affair with nature and 
also Meursault's, but his tropic language reveals that he has not been able 
to distance himself from the world. Robbe-Grillet may call crossing the 
abyss between man and things tragic complicity, but this is nothing more 
nor less than Ruskin's pathetic fallacy. The "cruel, crawling foam" that he 
says reflects the state of mind of a person unhinged by grief is comparable 
to Meursault's perception that he is under attack by the sun. A writer, says 
Ruskin , must avoid the pathetic fallacy because it produces a false 
impression of external things (Ruskin 15 6-72). Nonetheless, it is 
Meursault's false impression that Camus wants to communicate and he 
does so effectively. 8 The pathetic fallacy in L 'Etranger is tragic because it 
leads to the death of the Arab and ultimately to the demise of the narrator. 
But Meursault's breathing sea and panting waves (E 87) are not, as 
Ruskin might argue, an artistic failure on Camus' part. It is Meursault's 
state of mind that we see projected onto the landscape, not Camus', and it 
is Meursault's disorientation that he wants to communicate to the reader. 
It is this state of mind and excess of feeling that lead Meursault to con
clude that the sun is attacking him. 

Whereas Sarraute sees a poetic imagination at work, Robbe-Grillet 
sees the prelude to tragedy. In both cases, language unveils the invisible 
part of the iceberg. If a poetic imagination and tragic complicity con
tribute to what Sartre calls a "ceremonius style" (Literary Essays 35-39), 
then he is no doubt right to see it as a differentiating factor between 
Camus and Hemingway. But this difference is in the details. Because 
Hemingway uses so few adjectives and metaphors, they are not stylistic 
elements that hide the submerged iceberg . The iceberg in The Sun Also 
Rises is more a function of situation, description, allusion , puns, place, 
and the back-and-forth play of language as it resonates throughout the 
text. But Barthes' degree zero is present in The Sun Also Rises not only 
because of Hemingway's telegraphic style, but also because he, before 
Camus, had purged his style of pathetic fallacies. When Bill Gorton says 
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that the road to hell is paved with unbought stuffed dogs (SAR 72), he is 
alluding ironically to their (his and Jake's) rejection of Doxa- the tyranny 
of received ideas and ready -made values to which Barthes alludes. 
Meursault has not rejected nature, but he is indifferent to society's values, 
and for that he receives the death penalty. 

Part one of the novel ends with the Arab lying dead on the beach and 
Meursault shooting him four more times saying that "it was like knocking 
four quick times on the door of unhappiness" (E 90). Are these not 
thoughts of introspection and insight? Meursault seems to have recog
nized immediately, yet belatedly, that these additional shots will condemn 
him because, in the end, the court does not understand why, if the Arab 
was already dead, Meursault would fire four more times. He tells the 
court that it was because of the sun, but his explanation is deemed unac
ceptable. Ultimately, Meursault is sentenced to die because he does not 
believe in Christ or pay lip service to convention. It is his indifference to 
cultural codes that condemns him and it is cited as evidence of his crimi
nality, much more so than the murder itself. In the process, he refuses to 
feign sadness for his mother, love for Marie, or concern for the dead 
Arab. His emotions, the ones we might expect him to have, seem atro
phied and he does not respond to situations the way people might want 
him to. But Meursault's lack of feeling represents his refusal to play the 
game of social intercourse. He refuses to repeat the codes because repeti
tion is the norm in encratic language-the language of cliche and received 
ideas. Meursault has turned his back on conventional behavior and social 
expectations and that is why he seems empty to so many readers. By 
rejecting social codes he has cleansed himself of ready-made language 
and the ideas that accompany it . If he seems unconventional it is not 
because his emotions have been sucked dry but because he is alienated 
from his culture. In his preface to the American school-book edition of 
L 'Etranger, Camus says that his hero "is sentenced because he does not 
play the game" (E vii). 

As for the sun's heat and glare, the court dismisses them as irrelevant. 
Yet on close examination, the sun is responsible. Earlier, on the day of the 
funeral, it rises over his mother's coffin, it bears down, and its heat is both 
inhuman and oppressive. Meursault is surprised by how quickly the sun 
climbs up the sky. Its brightness becomes unbearable and the temperature 
bursts the black tar on the road . The glare, the heat, and the smells blur 
Meursault's eyesight and confuse him (E 25-27). Camus repeats the word 
"sun" many times, and he repeats it even more frequently (25 times in 18 
pages) when it is at its zenith on the day Meursault kills the Arab . It is the 
same sun, says Meursault, as on the day of his mother's funeral (E 89). 
Meursault has anthropomorphized its heat and its glare . His subcon-
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scious-his pathetic fallacy-has already "crossed the abyss" between 
man and nature and he is in the throes of complicity. At its zenith the sun 
is perceived as malevolent. It generates the lovers' quarrel. 

This quarrel leads to murder and to the link between death and the 
sun. It shines during the funeral, it triggers the shooting of the Arab, and it 
will rise on the day ofMeursault's execution. The connection is there, and 
we can view it as the tip of the iceberg. Meursault does not say so, 
although he does act out the drama. Fortunately , Camus has written Le 
Mythe de Sisyphe and Noces, and these two works unveil Meursault's 
psychology at two o'clock in the afternoon when the air is inflamed and 
the beach vibrates with the crushing weight of the sun. He feels the sun's 
cymbals on his forehead, the sun's reflection on the blade of the Arab's 
knife becomes a flaming sword that gouges his eyes, and then the whole 
sky opens up to rain fire down upon him. The metallic breath of a boiling 
sea envelops him and the pistol trigger yields (E 84-90). Self-defense , sun 
stroke, or psychopath? As on the day of his mother ' s funeral , Meursault's 
vision is blurred and his thinking is confused . Camus anthropomorphizes 
the sky, the sea, the air, and the beach with a series of metaphors that 
envelop Meursault with what he thinks are nature's hostile intentions. The 
judge and the jury would have to listen to an instant replay ofMeursault's 
description in order to understand the event. The reader understands it, but 
the courtroom does not. The four additional shots may seem gratuitous to 
the court, but they are in fact the reflex action of self-defense and anger-the 
reaction of a man who not only feels cast off by nature but viciously deceived. 

The sun did activate Meursault's trigger finger , and the death of the 
Arab turns out to be an old-fashioned crime of passion. Not passion for 
the Arab whose knife blade was no more than a pretext-a mirror for the 
sun's glare-but passion for the world. Even after his incarceration , up to 
the day before his execution, Meursault continues to anthropomorphize 
nature and things. One night, while looking at the sky, he says that for the 
first time he is able to open up "to the tender indifference of the world" (E 
179)-a world which, until then, he has seen as neither benevolent nor 
hostile. We know, however, that the world is neither benevolent nor hos
tile . It is simply there, and it has no intentions with regard to mankind . 
Nonetheless, up to the moment of his death, Meursault is in the grips of 
his pathetic fallacy because the word "indifferent" connotes passive voli
tion, and passivity was Meursault's salient character trait. What his final 
words seem to mean is that the world does not care if he lives or dies, and 
his acknowledgment of this indifference is, ultimately, his acceptance of 
the absurd . It is Meursau lt's "separate peace," and he can now die know
ing that nature does not hate him, as he thought it did that afternoon on 
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the beach when the sun was attacking him by raining fire down upon his 
head .9 

Meursault loves nature . He loves swimming, he loves beautiful 
women, he loves the twilight truce between the heat of the day and the 
cool of the night. Nature is his "moveable feast" and Noces is Camus' 
paeon to one man's honeymoon on earth. "It was not I who mattered, or 
the world, but only the harmony and the silence which, from it to me, 
gave birth to love" (N 25). The earth is Camus' lover and Meursault's 
inconstant lover. Meursault is willing to marry his girlfriend, Marie 
Cardona, in order to please her, and he likes her body, but the pleasure she 
gives him is not unlike the pleasure of eating, drinking, sleeping, or 
spending a Sunday afternoon on his balcony observing the behavior of 
people in the street. "To embrace a woman's body is also to press against 
oneself this strange joy that descends from the sky toward the sea" (N 19). 
Meursault is a creature of his senses and he acknowledges the fact that his 
moods are governed by them . His joyous contact with nature is compara
ble to Jake's fishing episode on the Fabrica and Irati rivers where he 
catches trout, drinks cold wine, and sleeps in the grass: " . .. it felt good to 
wade in a cold stream, and the sun dried you when you came out and sat 
on the bank. We found a stream with a pool deep enough to swim in" 
(SAR 125). This passage is typical of Hemingway's understatement and it 
belies the pleasure that Jake is feeling. 

The sun affects Meursault's moods, and heat exacerbates them. So 
yes, he killed the Arab because the reflection from the knife was gouging 
his eyes and because the sun was attacking him. Despite this delusion , his 
lucidity is restored immediately because he says that killing a man has 
upset the day's equilibrium (E 90). If he were the psychopath the court 
says he is, why would he care? Death, anyone's death, violates the condi
tions of man's pact with nature-the honeymoon. In this context, Camus' 
essay against capital punishment is revealing, and the nausea that 
Meursault's father experiences after witnessing a man's execution is 
another example of an equilibrium that has been upset. Camus used a real 
life episode in his own father's experience as the basis for Meursault's 
recollection-the execution of a man who had killed a farming family (a 
gruesome murder that included children)-a recollection that opens 
Camus' "Reflections on the Guillotine," an essay in which he condemns 
"the obscenity" of capital punishment. Life for Camus is sacred and all his 
writings attest this belief. Death is the sacrilege and death violates man's 
nuptials on earth-nuptials being the same moveable feast that 
Hemingway also writes about. 

When the priest visits Meursault in his cell and asks him to imagine 
life after death, Meursault asks for a life that would remind him of this 
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one (E 175). In Noces Camus says: "I love this life with abandon and I 
wish to speak of it freely: it gives me pride in my human condition" (20). 

Clearly, Camus' ideas as expressed in Le Mythe de Sisyphe and Noces 
are embedded in Meursault's actions. On the surface, he seems indifferent 
to life, but it is the indifference of a man who feels slighted and who bears 
a grudge against a life that will betray him. Death is that future betrayal, 
and it is unbearable for Meursault to contemplate a world that he loves 
only to discover that there is no immortality. His mother's funeral is a 
cruel reminder of this fact. That is the great deception, and the four addi
tional shots manifest the anger he feels at this betrayal and this loss. The 
forlornness that Meursault experiences is the result of this deception. 
When the trigger yields, Camus dramatizes Meursault's inner life-a life 
based on feelings of the absurd that he never talks about but which 
Camus, like Hemingway, objectifies as landscape and event. The sun is 
the tip of the iceberg and the reasons for the murder are its invisible mass 
beneath the surface of the sea. 

All of these feelings feed into forlornness-the sense of having been 
abandoned. Meursault could have analyzed them, as Camus does in his 
essays, and had he done so, L 'Etranger would have been a different book, 
three times as long, and the principle of the iceberg would have been lost. 
The things Meursault does and what he does not say are the tip of an ice
berg that exemplifies Hemingway's writing strategy because all good 
writing of omission and compression contributes to that invisible seven
eighths. By Hemingway's standards, Camus has omitted things he knows 
because he knows what he is writing about, and we, as readers, have a 
feeling of these things even though the writer has not stated them. The 
meaning of Camus' title-L 'Etranger-derives from Meursault's sense of 
dispossession-an estrangement that Camus objectifies in Meursault's 
short, although perhaps not unhappy life. 

Deception, alienation, tragic complicity, and the absurd all lead to 
metaphysical murder. None of this is part of the lawyer's defense strategy, 
nor would he have been able to use it. In the eyes of the court, Meursault 
is a social deviate and he will be sentenced in the name of the French peo
ple. This lega l formula epitomizes the bourgeois values he has been 
rejectin g, perhaps because he is caught between two cultures . He is a pied 
noir in a foreign land-alienated from French culture and the Arab world, 
yet having one foot in both .10 This is cultural alienation, but more impor
tant perhaps is the metaphysical alienation he feels by not being able to 
reconcile a desire for immortality with the reality of death-a reality that 
defines the parameters of the absurd and which Camus develops in Le 
Mythe de Sisyphe. "The absurd is born of this confrontation between 
human aspiration and the unreasonable silence of the world" (MS 45) . 
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People like Meursault who experience the absurd act in ways that mirror 
the purposelessness of the world, and purposelessness is linked to forlorn
ness, the awareness that all men and women are created mortal. Sartre 
believes that people who have not come to grips with mortality develop 
not only a sense of alienation, but also one of forlornness-the feeling 
that God has abandoned them . "Man is forlorn," says Sartre, "because he 
sees no source within himself or outside of himself that can provide suc
cor" (EH 36). However , in Meursault's case, it is not God's abandonment 
that he dreads, but nature's . How could a nature that he loves and for 
which he longs, even after death, forsake him by creating him mortal and 
not give him the immortality that would assure their everlasting union? 

L 'Etranger opens with the death of Meursault's mother, part 1 closes 
with the death of the Arab, and part 2 ends with Meursault's execution . 
Indeed, death sets the stage for Meursault's alienation, his tragic complic
ity, and his pathet ic fallacies, the language that crosses the abyss and 
unveils the absurd. By adopting Hemingway's style, Camus has written a 
brilliant work in which Meursault is unable or unwilling to articulate his 
inner fee lings even as his actions dramatize the tip of the iceberg . 
Although Le Mythe de Sisyphe and Noces have been read as companion 
volumes to L 'Etranger, critics have not mentioned Hemingway's iceberg 
theory of writing, that is, his writing degree zero, as the seminal influence 
on Camus' novel. 

Notes 
1For a theoretical treatment of the iceberg principle see Toshihiro Maekawa , 

"Hemingway's Iceberg Theory, " an essay that discusses critical interpretations of 
Hemingway's technique. Maekawa concludes that objective correlative and irony 
have been practiced by writers for a long time and are therefore not original inven
tions of Hemingway's . Nor is the reader's imagination in generating meaning a 
new element (41). Nor are the fourth and fifth dimensions that Hemingway talks 
about in Green Hills of Afdca new (GHOA) . He borrows them from Flaubert's 
Madame Bovary. (See Ben Stoltzfus, chapter two in Hemingway and French 
Writers.) That leaves blanks and gaps in the text-omissions that any reader might 
want to fill, but I see them as open water without icebergs. Cuts in the original 
text, revisions , symbolism, and euphemism have all been practiced by writers for 
a long time and are not icebergs. Both parts of an iceberg need to be present 
simultaneously-the tip and the submerged portion . Perhaps Hemingway's most 
successful example of such simultaneity is "Big Two-Hearted River ," a story that 
never mentions the war but succeeds in communicating the stress and anxiety 
Nick feels while fishing. His state of mind is submerged, that is, objectified in the 
descriptions of the river , the trout , and the marsh, and despite that, or because of 
it, Hemingway's depiction of sensory detail and scene succeeds in communicating 
Nick ' s distress. Hemingway 's brilliant use of rhetorical devices crafts the visible 
tip of the iceberg even as the invisible portion-Nick's war trauma-is implied . 
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Another successful example is "Hills Like White Elephants," a story in which the 
word "abort ion" is not mentioned, even as it floats beneath the surface, constitut
ing the meaning of the story. The word "divorce" in "A Canary for One" plays the 
same role. These are examples of Hemingway's successful application of the ice
berg theory . For a pejorative view of the iceberg see Zadie Smith, "Dead Man 
Laughing": "an iceberg, with all the greater satisfactions fathoms under water 
while the surface pleasure ... is somehow the least of it" (83). 

2See Jean -Paul Sartre, "American Novelists in French Eyes," 114; see also 
Sartre, "Explication de L 'Etranger," where he notes Camus' debt to Hemingway; 
see also Albert Camus, "Survey on the American Novel," in Combat, where he 
states that he adopted Hemingway's style while writing L 'Etranger because he 
wanted to describe "a man without any apparent self-consciousness" / "un homme 
sans conscience apparente"; see also Simone de Beauvoir, La Force de I 'age 
( 1960)/ The Prime of Life, where she states that a great many of the rules that she 
and Sartre observed in their novels were inspired by Hemingway (145). 

3See also Richard Lehan, A Dangerous Crossing: French Literary 
Existentialism and the Modern American Novel: "An outsider, Jake's is an exis
tential situation: he must construct a way of life in an absurd world" (47). 

4A psychoanalytic reading of The Sun Also Rises should, in principle, unveil 
the text's unconscious and, therefore, expose linguistic patterns resonating below 
the surface. For a Lacanian view of Sun's iceberg see Ben Stoltzfus, chapter three, 
in Hemingway and French Writers. 

5In Literary Essays, Sartre also refers to the importance of Le Mythe de 
Sisyphe for an understanding of L 'Etranger (24). 

6Gay-Crosier's Literary Masterpieces: The Stranger is a gold mine of infor
mation about this novel. In elucidating L 'Etranger he has assembled references 
from many sources, and I am indebted to him for this material. 

7Commenting on L 'Etranger, Maurice Blanchot states that Camus situates 
Meursault beyond the psychological realm because the notion of the subject disap
pears; descriptions concentrate on essential fact and deeds without interpreting 
them (Blanchot 249). Blanchot's statement applies also to The Sun Also Rises 
because as modern novelists both Camus and Hemingway use understatement, 
omission, and compression, thereby forcing the reader to produce meaning from 
the image or the scene at hand. 

8The pathetic fallacy represents an excess of emotion, and this excess is falla
cious because it distorts reality. Hemingway calls it "erectile writing" because its 
turgidity falsifies perception (DIA 53). It is also an error of expression because 
what is wrongly felt ends up being wrongly described. I have found no examples 
of the pathetic fallacy in Hemingway's work perhaps because, as Carlos Baker 
points out, Hemingway saw the world clearly and he saw it whole. "Beginning 
with a standard of performance which rigorously excluded the pathetic fallacy, 
Hemingway adhered to it with a faith just short of fanatical" (Baker 60). 

9In A Farewell to Arms, Frederic Henry makes his own "separate peace" when 
he rejects the authority of the army, its propaganda, and hollow patriotic slogans. 
The Italian battle police wanted to shoot him for alleged desertion when, in fact, 
he was doing his duty as a soldier. His real desertion represented a rejection of 
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military absurdities and an assertion of his love for Catherine Barkley and their 
future life together. 

10The action in L 'Etranger is set sometime in the 1930s, a century after the 
French army of King Charles X colonized the Algerian shores of North Africa. In 
time settlers , known as the colons , came from France , Spain , Italy , and other 
European countries (Lottman 6-7). It was unlikely that killing an Arab in the 
1930s would lead to the death penalty for a French Algerian such as Meursault. 
The French colonists were called pieds noirs, "black feet," because they wore 
black shoes. 
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JEFFREY HERLIHY 

The Complications of Exile 
in Ernest Hemingway's 

The Sun Also Rises 
The expatriation of the protagonists in Ernest Hemingway's writing is a 
clear binding element in all of his novels, and it is a theme with social 
implications which critics have overlooked 1; in The Sun Also Rises, pro
tagonist Jake Barnes is an American living in Paris, and the relationship 
he has with European society is central to the plot dynamics. The expatri
ate narrator finds himself confused, unhappy, and disillusioned, and to 
remedy the feelings of loss, the American engages in foreign behavior in 
language, sport, alcohol, and toreo which allow Barnes to be a different 
person abroad than he was at home . The purpose of his actions in the for
eign cultures is to pass into the society of the new place and achieve a 
new sense of identity . While the trials in new behavior seem profound, in 
the end they are fleeting, for the new social group ultimately rejects the 
American . I will use an analysis of the protagonist's failed cultural rites of 
passage in Spain and France to elucidate how Jake Barnes' foreign situa
tion affects his actions, self-image, and perspective of the world around him. 

In James Aldridge's 1960 essay "Hemingway in Europe," this critic 
points out how Hemingway used the foreign contexts in his writing to 
draw social comparisons; 
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It is obvious that the world of Hemingway's novels depends to a 
very important secondary degree upon emotional as well as physical 
circumstances particular to Europe. One notices, for example, how 
very often his ironic effects are achieved through the use of the 
point -of-view of the American stranger abroad, and how often his 
ironic and dramatic effects are achieved through the use of 
Americans seen in terms of the moral or professional code of 
Europeans such as bullfighters, soldiers, British white hunters, 
Italian bartenders, and headwaiters. Even more importantly, the con
dition of foreignness abroad, of Americans seen out of context and 



without the support of their native habits, is absolutely central to the dra-
matic situation with which Hemingway appears to be obsessed . (11- 12) 

Aldridge's insights on the social norms adopted from another culture in 
Hemingway's work must be central to our comprehension of 
Hemingway's entire body of work, for each novel (including The Old 
Man and the Sea) centers on the same premise : an expatriate adult out of 
his native social context. As such, the protagonists in the six novels 
Hemingway published in his lifetime have several things in common: 
each is an expatriate, bilingual ,2 adult male who lived abroad between 
five and thirty years at the onset of the drama. Each protagonist adopts 
cultural rites from the society of the new country and adapts them into his 
own lifestyle; these cultural forays ultimately change the protagonist's 
sense of self. 

In an unpublished draft of The Sun Also Rises, Jake Barnes ruminates 
on how the European setting affects expatriate characters in the novel : 
"To understand the situation in Pamplona," he begins , "you have to 
understand Paris. Not the Paris of Victor Hugo, or Munger or of 1914-
1919 or the Paris of France" (JFK MS 194, 9). He goes on, using "the 
Quarter" as point of reference rather than "Paris" or "France" which 
emphasizes that Europeans were not the subject of focus, but the expatri
ates in the Left Bank's Latin Quarter. The description of the locale is not 
positive : "the only jolly people [in the Quarter] are the drunks[?] and they 
eventually get depressed . The Germans seem happy, but that perhaps is 
because they can only get two week visas to visit. . . . the most regular 
residents perhaps are the Scandinavians : they are not gay either. The 
Quarter characters are not happy" (JFK MS 194, 11-12). Expatriate 
depression is a fundamental message in this unpublished text and indeed 
in the rest of the novel ; Barnes repeats contemptuous feelings toward the 
city of Paris and the expatriate community four times in three notebook 
pagesofthemanuscript(JFKMS 19410, Ila, llb, 11-12). 

While living in Paris is certainly a romantic concept for many 
Americans, Jake Barnes makes clear in the galley: "there is noth ing 
romantic about the Quarter and very little that is beautiful" (JFK MS 194-
10). Jake Barnes' Europe is an aesthetically unattractive, uncomfortable , 
and unpleasant place; in addition , the man also suffers from the incapaci 
tating situation of self-defeat due to his war wound, the inability to realize 
sexual consummation, and the often misunderstood complications of life 
abroad. Once the "honeymoon" period in a new culture has expired, the 
expatriate is in a new and, according to the literature on the subject, dis
tressing situation. When separated from foundations of culture, language , 
and norms of life in one ' s native context, the expatriate experiences a 
measurable trauma~ one that is not homesickness but a debilitating con-
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dition of identity-loss, a phenomenon that results in immigrant people 
having a higher rate of admission to mental hospitals than nationals 
(Packard 232) . Once someone is abroad, writes J. Gerald Kennedy, the 
actor must assume "the anxiety of the ungrounded self' which is not 
"mere homesickness[;] this condition exposes a radica l uncertainty about 
one's relation to 'home' and to the self one has been" (Kennedy 27) . In 
his study "Reflect ions on Exile, " Edward Said remarks that dislocation is 

terrible to experience. It is the unhealable rift forced between a 
human being and a native place, between the self and its true home: 
its essential sadness can never be surmounted. And while it is true 
that literature and history contain heroic, romantic, glorious, even tri
umphant episodes in an exile's life, these are no more than efforts 
meant to overcome the crippling sorrow of estrangement. (173) 

As a result of the social pressures of his expatriate circumstance, Jake 
Barnes searches for new values and self-redefining experience through 
foreign cultural rites . Hemingway repeats the notion of changing or 
exchanging values among displaced people several times in the novel (77, 
137, 140), and Barnes active ly pursues other standards of value to recon
struct his sense of self in the new place. 

More spec ifica lly, to remedy his feelings of inadequacy, Barnes 
engages in behavior that he cannot carry out in America : he imbibes alco
hol on a daily basis; he experiments with British linguistic patterns in his 
thoughts and words (153) ; he considers casual sex commonplace ; he 
employs foreign languages ; and, most important , he dedicates himself to a 
foreign "art" form , toreo, through which he becomes a member of the 
Spanish bullfighting community. Expatriation is essential in these impor
tant pursuits of the novel, a concept Bill Gorton clearly expresses when he 
remarks that he cannot display fondness for Barnes in New York as he 
can in Spain, for that would "mean I was a faggot" (109). Gorton is not 
gay nor a "cigarette"; it is the foreign context that allows the expatriates to 
modify their sense of being . 

Through an examination of Barnes' use of spoken French in chapter 
III, we see the American is skillful enough in another language to mask 
his national identity . After conversing for some time in a restaurant with 
Georgette, a Belgian prostitute, and asking her six separate questions (12, 
13), she says, "You're not Flamand?" (13). During this interchange, pre
sumably in French 3 (though she may be multilingual) Barnes uses the new 
language as a tool to disguise his origin; he is so successful that Georgette 
cannot distinguish him from a native French speaker, nor is she aware 
they are not compatriots. Critics generally treat Georgette as a native 
speaker of French since she is Belgian; however, this may not be the case . 
Hobin, her last name, is a patronymic shortened form of Hobert, which is 
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Dutch-German: Georgette's surname has its origins in Flemish-speaking 
East Flanders. 4 Barnes mistakenly thinks she is from Leige perhaps 
because they converse in French (Leige being the most Francophile 
Belgian city), and she corrects him, saying Brussels-a city of mixed 
Flemish and French speakers. It is possible that French is Georgette's sec
ond language, too-which clarifies Braddocks' comment "[she has a] 
wonderful command of the [French] idiom" (25). On account of Barnes' 
accent from his Germanic mother -tongue, Georgette mistakes him for 
Flemish. Robin's detest of Flamands make her a typical Quarterite exile, 
and a suitable companion to Barnes, who also avoids his countrymen. 
Barnes disguises his American identity within another language which 
demonstrates his endeavor to change his self-image through foreign 
behavior; Cohn, in contrast, does not make efforts to assimilate linguisti 
cally or otherwise in Paris, and when he attempts to walk down the street 
alone, French police approach and ask to see his papers (12). 

The most important non-American theme in the novel is Jake Barnes' 
relationship with the Spanish people and their culture. Edward Said 
speaks of exiles having "an urgent need to reconstitute their broken lives, 
usually by choosing to see themselves as a part of a triumphant ideology 
or a restored people" (177). If we put this focus on Barnes in Spain, it 
reveals a new critical comprehension of his actions. Upon arrival at the 
Spanish border on the way to Pamplona, Jake Barnes is already fluent in 
Spanish and informed on the matters of bullfighting. The narrator explains 
the process of ticket-buying at the ventanillas, details about bull ranches, 
fine points on the encierro, and the meaning of the rockets-all of which 
he recounts both to inform and display the protagonist had an "insideness" 
with Spanish society. Consequently, there are certain assumptions we can 
make about Barnes' "Spanish life." Prior to the drama in the novel, the 
American had stopped at Hotel Montoya "for several years" (116) and it 
was during these visits to Pamplona that Barnes honed his taurine knowl
edge and became fluent in Castilian. The visits to Spain before the drama 
were Barnes' toreo apprenticeship period-during which he became a 
member of the new society-and as a result, in the Pamplona section 
when the group arrives in the Hotel Montoya, Barnes immediately 
receives and comments to the reader about the socially-approving "touch
ing" gestures from the Spaniards (116). These gestures were markers of 
his acceptance in the other social group5; they allow Barnes passage into 
the new social order, thereby shedding his "other" status among the afi
cionados . The "spiritual examination" of chapter XIII is a series of trialis
tic questions to verify that the outsider, Barnes, has completed the Spanish 
rites of passage; once he adequately responds, Barnes receives the affirm
ing touches from the society members. 
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Jake Barnes completes his betrothal, so to speak, into the Spanish 
social circle during an intimate interchange between the narrator and 
Montoya in Barnes' hotel room. The two discuss whether or not to inform 
Romero that the American ambassador would like to have coffee with 
him after dinner-this scene is of particular importance because it was 
one of the first passages written in the original manuscript-the rest of the 
book was constructed around it (Reynolds 5). In the hotel room, Montoya 
is very glad that Barnes does not want to introduce the Spaniard to the 
American, and he says "I wanted to ask you because you were an 
American" (151). 

In this elusive phrase, "you were an American," the article "an" makes 
"American" a noun, not an adjective (i.e., you were American) - therefore 
"American" is not a state of being; rather , it is a thing . This use of lan
guage by Montoya is crucial, because earlier in the novel, during the defi
nition of an aficionado, he remarks that "an American could not have afi
cion" (116 emphasis added) which is to say, an American cannot be 
accepted into their society, and he must leave behind his previous being in 
order to become an aficionado. Also, prior to this interchange, Montoya 
refers to Barnes with an adjectival form of the Spanish word passionate, 
instead of the noun form (which would have established him as an entity) 
when he says "he's [Gorton] not aficionado like you" (115) . In addition to 
the usage of the article , further contributing to this idea of transformation 
is Montoya's use of the past tense; his remark is "you were an American" 
instead of "you are an American," a phrase which would make more logi
cal sense . It is Montoya's use of the language in this sentence spoken 
directly to Barnes that acknowledges the man from Kansas City was one 
thing, and ostensibly became something else. 

What is unfortunate about the conversation between Barnes and 
Montoya, almost certainly spoken in Spanish, is that the text is in English. 
The Spanish past tenses are more exact than the English in this type of 
phrasing, and it is worthwhile here to believe that Hemingway was using 
his technique of literally translating from a foreign language (used, for 
example, in Barnes ' interaction with Georgette 12-13 and the Madrid dia
logue on 212-13) to achieve an aesthetic effect in the text. 

What were Montoya's exact words when he said "you were an 
American?" 6 A close examinat ion of literal Spanish equivalents will pro
vide a guide : 
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fitiste un americano. You were an American ( at one time and now 
you are not). 

eras un americano. You were an American (and you may still be). 



In this case fuiste or eras are the words the hotelkeeper would have 
used for the verb to be-fuiste un americano and eras un americano
both translate to English as "you were an American" as it reads in the 
text-but fuiste (preterit tense) implies "ceased to be," whereas eras 
(imperfect tense) implies a past state of being that may continue to the 
present. Fuiste in this case would sound strange in general conversation 
(for how does one end being an American?); however, the presence of an 
article in the sentence sounds out-of-place too, both in Spanish and in 
English (but is especially strange in Spanish)-and we should bear in 
mind that the conversation is about whether or not Barnes should reject 
the American ambassador who is not only his compatriot , but literally 
represents America in the world . In this one sentence Montoya recognizes 
that Barnes has completed his separation rites from his American past, 
and has made his transition to another self-a situation which would give 
reason to Montoya using the strange-sounding phrasefuiste un americano. In 
Barnes' own words, "You gave up something and got something else" (131 ). 

Montoya ' s phrase is Barnes' marker of acceptance into the foreign 
society. The discussion is the narrator's apogee within the Spanish society 
of aficionados , and as they converse, Montoya advises that Romero 
"ought to stay with his own people" (152)-the hotel keeper's choice of 
the possessive adjective reinforces that Barnes is now, of course, one of 
them. Very soon after he leaves Montoya , the narrator finds his drunk 
Anglo friends mocking the local shoe-shiners . Barnes cannot share in 
their humor, and feels "a little uncomfortable" (152) at their treatment of 
the Spaniards . However, the narrator thinks his inability to share in their 
joke is because he has not had enough to drink, and watching them order 
another shine, Barnes already has a glass of wine in his hand . Another 
extra-communicative interchange comes at this crucial moment in the plot 
when the expatriates are at the cafe with Romero; the dialogue is between 
Ashley and Barnes . She says, Jake "you have deserted us," and Barnes 
replies to his fellow-Anglo , "only temporarily" (154 Hemingway ' s ital
ics). Not only has he abandoned their table at the cafe to sit and speak 
with Romero, he has taken on another self and identity apart from his for
mer. However, this new identity , as he said, is temporary . Six brief lines 
after this reply to Ashley, Barnes goes back on his refusal to introduce 
Romero to a group of foreigners-ignoring his loyalty to the Spanish 
social group in favor of his former Anglo-Amer ican identity. 

In this moment, Barns breaks the rules of his adopted society of afi
cionados when he "asked [ the bullfighters] if they would like to have cof
fee with us" (154). It is having coffee with the foreigners, (not English 
tea) that is the corrupting event in question for Romero in both cases-for 
the American ambassador also wanted to meet the bullfighter for coffee 
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after dinner. From this utterance, Barnes' status as an aficionado is lost; 
Montoya does not speak another word to him in the novel. 

Barnes' disruption of the pure Spanish essence of Romero has several 
dimensions . One level is linguistic, by speaking English with him, which 
the young matador already knows is "bad"; another is through alcohol, 
(Romero has a glass of French brandy in his hand at the table, not Jerez, 
Rioja, or Cava); and through his willing presentation of Ashley, the short
haired English flapper. Barnes has dropped his values as an aficionado by 
allowing the vulnerable torero contact with these non-Spanish things, and 
with Ashley, a foreigner who has not realized the appropriate social rites 
of passage into their society . 

Hemingway clearly demonstrates Barnes' loss of status as an aficiona
do in several scenes . When Montoya enters the cafe after their conversa
tion about the ambassador, he begins to greet Barnes, but, after seeing 
Romero at the table with the Anglos, he "does not even nod" (156) . Later, 
when Barnes leaves the cafe and allows the to-be lovers time alone, "the 
hard-eyed people [aficionados] at the bull-fighter table watched me go. It 
was not pleasant" (165). Barnes sees Montoya another time at his hotel 
the next day and they pass each other in silence on the stairs ( 185), and as 
they are leaving the hotel after the fiesta "Montoya did not come near us" 
(202) . Also, Barnes suddenly and mysteriously loses his knowledge about 
bullfighting itself at the final lidia-leading us to believe that being an 
aficionado transcends a mere social title and is indeed something "spiritu
al." At the last bullfight, Ashley asks Barnes about the name of the cape 
used to attract the bull. The former aficionado does not know why it is 
called a "muleta," nor does he know if they ever wash the blood-stained 
material. Uncertainty about the matters of taurine lore even comes out in 
his language, "it might spoil the color" (187). When Romero gives his 
cape to Ashley, Barnes advises her to "spread it out in front of you" (188) . 
The sword-handler immediately corrects Barnes; Romero "doesn't want 
[her] to spread it" (188) . Barnes no longer controls even the ceremonial 
aspects of being an aficionado . The Spaniards' rejection of Barnes goes 
beyond a mere loss of friendship , brotherhood, and equality among the 
new group; it disrupted the bullfighting knowledge that Barnes gained 
through years of appreciation, study, and involvement in toreo. 

Despite all of this, the aficionados' rejection of Barnes is problematic. 
Apparently, the American introduced the young matador to non-Spanish 
entities that taint his pure cultural essence and the solidarity of the 
Spanish art form which the others wish to experience through him. What 
the aficionados do not know ( or do not seem to understand) is that 
Romero has already experienced the Anglo world-and the expatriates 
are not completely foreign to him . In Romero's hotel room, in chapter 
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XV, three hangers-on and the sword handler (possibly not Montoya, it is 
unclear if he left the room) are unaware the torero is bilingual-one even 
asks the Americans if he may interpret for them. Later we find out the 
matador learned English as a waiter in Gibraltar, and that Romero has had 
sexual relations with two women other than Ashley. The length of time he 
worked in the English colony, the nature of his interaction with the 
Britons, and if the two former lovers were British remains unclear. What 
is certain is when he meets Barnes, Romero can already understand and 
act among the Anglo expatriates in a scope the aficionados do not com
prehend-due to his time spent in Gibraltar. 

By Book Three when the group has left Pamplona, Barnes has become 
completely dejected about his failed relationship with the Spanish. He 
takes his fishing rod case, "the last thing that connected me with Spain" 
(205), and pushes it around in the dirt. Finally having departed that coun
try and safely at a hotel in France, he baptismally washes himself and 
buys a New York newspaper. He cannot drink the Spanish Izzarra the 
waiter recommends because it reminds him of a hair product, and instead 
drinks multiple domestic vieux mares. At the border at Irufia on his way 
back into Spain, Barnes contemplates his previously planned return to 
Iberia; "I felt I was a fool to be going back into Spain. In Spain you could 
not tell about anything. I felt like a fool to be going back into it" (206) . 
Later, when riding the train through the countryside toward Madrid to 
attend to Ashley, he saw the Escorial, emblematic of Spain and its fallen 
heroes, and Barnes "did not give a damn about it" (216). 

We see through these events at the end of the novel that along with the 
corruption of a bullfighter, and a creative description of post-war modem 
emptiness, The Sun Also Rises is also a tale about Jake Barnes' fall from 
grace among his adopted society. As Robert Jarrett deftly explains, 
"Identity cannot be maintained solely by one's own power; the choice of 
identity is limited by the influences of personality, geography, and cul
ture," and he goes on to say that "Crossing the border allows them to strip 
away layers of historical identity, familial, and the person, only to discov
er that on the border authentic identity can only be lost, not found" (120) . 
In the case of Jake Barnes, the Spanish social model could not accept 
influences from his past on his present actions. To be one of them, he had 
to cease being an Anglo in culture, in language, and in being-a task 
which was not possible. Due to this inconsistency in the human social 
group, something beyond the control of Barnes, the foreign society did 
not unconditionally accept the American. He could not, in the end, choose 
his identity. 

Hemingway uses the foreignness of Barnes as a literary resource to 
encounter meaning through the perspective of intercultural experiences. In 
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many ways, the relationship Jake Barnes has with the foreign society is a 
chief impulse in his actions. The foreign place for the narrator is life and 
identity; he tries to isolate himself from his past among the expatriates in 
Paris, then among the aficionados in Iberia in order to live existentially, 
superior to cultural and historical restraint. This first of Hemingway's bi
cultural protagonists, to be followed by Frederic Henry and Robert 
Jordan , symbolically represents the predicament of a technologically
advanced society capable of this border -crossing plurality, and the prob
lems it so faces. Barnes' life has taken him from Missouri to the Great 
War, to Paris, and now on summer sojourns to Spain where he seeks to 
rejuvenate himself from the ills of modern existence. 

Notes 
1While many scholars have written about Hemingway's foreign contexts, 

most studies are descriptive commentary about the places , people , and ceremonies 
which do not examine the embedded implications of the protagonist's social dis
placement ; for instance, see Nadine Gordimer ' s "Hemingway's Expatriates" 
(1999) ; Robert A. Martin's "The Expatriate Predicament in The Sun Also Rises" 
(1998) ; and Edward Stanton 's Hemingway and Spain: A Pursuit (1989) . 

2The protagonist of The Old Man and the Sea is monolingual; however , 
Santiago lived in Spain until adulthood , and after emigrating to Cuba, he adopted 
Latin-Americanisms in his native language. 

3Bames' question "What are you called?" (13) uses French idiom. 
4Hemingway was familiar with the second battle on the Somme in World War 

I; the operation , which began in Flanders, was code-named "Operation Georgette" 
(Adair 129). 

51n his anthropological study The Rites of Passage (1960) Arnold van Gennep 
explains that once a foreigner demonstrates himself worthy of acceptance into a 
new social order (through cultural rites of passage) the society members realize 
rights of social transition on the alien; transition rites generally include touching 
the newcomer (130). 

6Adsuar's 1983 translation reads "es norteamericano" which , literally trans
lated to English , would be "You, sir, are North American ." 
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JOSEPH HOLT 

The Textual Condition of 
Hemingway's African Book 

Even fifty years after Ernest Hemingway's death, literary critics are at no 
loss for works of his on which to comment. This ongoing boon is due in 
large part to the manuscripts he left wrapped in cellophane and deposited 
in a Havana bank vault before his 1960 departure from Cuba. Over time 
these manuscripts have become A Moveable Feast (1964), Islands in the 
Stream (1970), The Garden of Eden (1986), several "new" stories and 
fragments, and the African book series (three separate publications: 
Sports Illustrated's "African Journal" [1971- 72], True at First Light 
[1999], and Under Kilimanjaro [2005]). Yet because the author did not 
actively seek publication of these manuscripts, critics show some reluc
tance to fully embrace their resulting texts as authoritative in the 
Hemingway canon. 

Texts of all kinds, both those produced in an author's lifetime and 
those produced posthumously, require some level of social mediation. 
Manuscripts do not become books without actualizing agents (editors), 
and they are not disseminated without production and distribution teams 
(publishers). The role of editors and publishers seems more evident in 
posthumous publications, however, because the author is not present to 
oversee revisions and excisions, or to clarify structural or semantic ratio
nales. A posthumous manuscript is static and at times "unfinished." 1 For 
its actualization into a text, an editor often must consult biographical 
materials to determine authorial intention or, as a last result, make leaps 
of faith by imposing his own editorial principles upon the work. 

Editors and textual theorists, charged with the objective of producing 
trustworthy texts, "have appealed to authorial intention as the primary 
standard . They have sought to reconstruct texts as the texts were intended 
by the authors" (Williams and Abbott 77) . Authorial intention isn ' t 
always so clear with posthumous texts . And at times, authorial intention is 
ignored altogether: for instance, Emily Dickinson, Franz Kafka, and, most 
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recently, Vladimir Nabokov all have posthumous publications to their 
credit which they requested be destroyed upon their deaths . In those cases , 
family members or literary executors knowingly disobeyed the authors' 
wishes . The manuscripts of Ernest Hemingway, while not nearly so con
troversial, have still encountered their fair share of editorial conundrums . 
The first obstacle has been determining the author's intent for the work . 

In the case of A Moveable Feast, Hemingway's intentions were indis
putably clear: only five months before his death, he wrote to Scribner's 
editor L. H. Brague, Jr., with a chapter arrangement, tentative word count, 
and discussion of possible titles (Selected Letters 916-17). This corre 
spondence indicates that the author desired and approved of the publica
tion of A Moveab le Feast. With the other manuscripts that would in time 
become posthumous publications, however, there is little biographical 
material to clarify the author's intentions for each work's potential final 
form and dissemination . But from the frequently employed term "life 
insurance," 2 we can assume that Hemingway foresaw the publication of 
his remaining manuscripts. 

One particular manuscript, "the African book," as Hemingway referred to 
it in his letters,3 has borne three separate texts: Sports Illustrated's "African 
Journal," True at First Light, and Under Kilimanjaro. Although these texts 
originate from the same manuscript, because of differing editorial objec 
tives they present vastly divergent narratives. Hemingway's African book, 
in short, is a fictionalized account of his 1953-54 Kenyan safari. He began 
composing the manuscript in the summer of 1954, after he had returned to 
Finca Vigia, his home outside Havana. By late February 1956, when he 
ceased work on it, he had written 850 pages containing about 200,000 
words . At that point the African book manuscript became static, brought 
to the author's final form though ultimately never "finished ."4 Following 
Hemingway's death it was donated, along with many other materials, by Mary 
Hemingway to the John F. Kennedy Library in Boston. 

The African book offers numerous critical and biographical frontiers 
for Hemingway scholars. With its commentary on tribal life, hunting 
ethics, race, family, and identity, it illustrates Hemingway's mature eth
nic, environmental, and religious attitudes. Its three distinct versions cre
ate something of a textual pile -up but not an altogether complicated one . 
The manuscript has been well preserved, remaining both intact and legi
ble. The editors for each of its resulting publications were granted access 
to it ( or photocopies of it) as their copy-text , the authoritative (and, in this 
case, authorial) version used as a basis for editing. A stemmatic chart 
would show that each of the three texts is only one degree removed from 
the original manuscript. Thus , each text is equal in authority from a socio
logical standpoint. 
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The first editorial obstacle, again, was how to proceed with publica
tion when the author hadn't articulated his intentions. In a letter to Robert 
Morgan Brown 5 in September 1954, Hemingway writes about the African 
book: "I think it would be better to wait until I'm dead to publish it" (qtd. 
in Burwell, "Something's Lost" 20). This statement isn't entirely conclu
sive, however, since it was written when Hemingway was only two 
months into his compositional process, hardly able to predict the full 
shape of the work. The African book's disposition, then, became largely 
dependent upon Hemingway's literary executor, his widow Mary, and, 
after her death in 1986, the further actions of his literary estate. 

The first excerpts of the manuscript appeared as "African Journal" in 
three issues of Sports Illustrated from December 1971 to January 1972. 
Editor Ray Cave described the selections-which totaled 55,000 words, 
about one-quarter the original manuscript-as focusing on "nature, hunt
ing and the hunter" ( 40). And for over 25 years, the Sports Illustrated 
series was the only transmission of the African book. Any further, 
expanded publication was hindered by contractual, copyright, and produc
tion disputes between the Hemingway Estate (represented by 
Hemingway's sons, John, Patrick, and Gregory) and the Hemingway 
Foundation (d.b.a. The Hemingway Society). 6 Eventually the Estate and 
the Society agreed to allow an abridged, commercial publication of the 
manuscript with an unabridged, scholarly version to follow. 

From this agreement both True at First Light (1999) and Under 
Kilimanjaro (2005) were produced. The former was edited by Patrick 
Hemingway and published by Charles Scribner's Sons. In his introduction 
to the novel, Patrick Hemingway wrote that he edited the manuscript from 
its 200,000 words to "a fiction about half that length" (9); he later stated, 
during a speech at The Hemingway Society's centennial conference, that 
True at First Light represented "about seventy-five percent" of the origi
nal manuscript ("An Evening with Patrick Hemingway" 10). The latter, 
Under Kilimanjaro, represents the full manuscript-all 200,000 words
with minimal editorial revisions to regularize spelling, punctuation, and 
other incidentals. Edited by Robert W. Lewis and Robert E. Fleming, it 
was published by Kent State University Press in 2005. 

How could three texts, all so different from one another, emerge from 
the same manuscript? It's due largely to the posthumous condition: with
out the author's presence to clarify his intentions during book production, 
the editors are allowed more authority in shaping the work's form (con
tent, format, structure). The posthumous work necessarily becomes a 
social construction. 

The axis of authority, then, depends upon both the creator (author) and 
the actualizing agent ( editor). In the textual sense, authority means the 
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power of an institution or individual to amend or regularize a text to 
(re)create a work of art. For posthumously published texts, the editor has 
no choice but to assume authority for its completion. (Again, although 
this problem is more evident with posthumous publications, social media
tion from workshoppers, editors, and publishers exists even when a text is 
produced during an author's lifetime .) Editors preparing a posthumous 
publication must determine how much authority they place in the 
manuscript itself, in the author's stated intentions, in the publishing entity, 
and in themselves as actualizing agents. 

Each editing team for the three African book versions assumed at least 
some authority by regularizing the textual accidentals (punctuation, 
spelling, and capitalization). It's perhaps the most basic duty of an editor: 
enhancing consistency, clarity, and coherence. It's also a basic expecta
tion of most writers, Hemingway in particular, who "obviously expected 
and relied on copy editors" (Lewis and Fleming ix).7 And fortunately, the 
line-by-line linguistic codes of the African book were not in need of edi
torial repair. Hemingway's compositional process, which included revi
sion throughout the drafting period, resulted in fairly polished prose . In 
fact, even though Sports Illustrated's "African Journal" and True at First 
Light contain large-scale excisions from the manuscript, they made very 
few alterations to clauses, sentences, and paragraphs . 

Those large-scale excisions, though, indicate a greater amount of 
authority assumed by the publishing institution. Aesthetic improvement
the attempt to form a potentially more coherent, unified, and abbreviated 
version-is the guiding principle of both Sports Illustrated's "African 
Journal" and True at First Light. Peter Shillingsburg characterizes an aes
thetic editor as having policies guided by the goal of producing "the 'best' 
text of a work" (18), "best" referring to the editor's own aesthetic princi
ples as formulated for his purposes and his targeted demographic. 

If we were to imagine the 850 pages of the African book manuscript 
laid down in linear order, we could see Ray Cave forming "African 
Journal" by selecting several pages at a time-most concerned with the 
basics of camp life and the action and morals of hunting-and passing 
over other long stretches of pages . From that point, further minor editing 
would take place: perhaps paring out sentences and paragraphs to provide 
continuity or to accelerate action. Cave alters the prose only slightly, 
reproduces verbatim many long passages, and excises entire chapters at a 
time. In his introduction he explains the rationale of tailoring his work to 
Sports Illustrated's demographic, and he acknowledges that other themes 
and plot threads are de-emphasized or lost in his edition . 

With the same linear order of the manuscript as a model, Patrick 
Hemingway would have picked up nearly every page and selected long 
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passages, but also lone sentences, paragraphs, and transitions to form the 
narrative of True at First Light. His largest cuts appear near the end of the 
manuscript, in the final third particularly, where the narrative is dominat
ed by Hemingway's induction into the Wakamba lifestyle, a trip to 
Loitokitok, and religious and philosophical musings. By this point of the 
source text, the main hunting plots have been resolved and the only pur
suits are for meat or vermin game. 

Finally, Robert W. Lewis and Robert E. Fleming, in their construction 
of Under Kilimanjaro, used everything, all 850 pages from the original 
manuscript. They operated under the belief that the manuscript "deserves 
as complete and faithful a publication as possible without editorial distor
tion, speculation, or textually unsupported attempts at improvement" (ix). 
As such, their intervention was minimal. When faced with textual conun
drums, Lewis and Fleming chose "to err on the side of conservative edit
ing" (x), intervening only when the manuscript gave no conclusive evi
dence for one textual choice over another. Their editorial template could 
best be described as documentarian, defined by Shillingsburg as the "most 
conservative, most objective, editorial approach, the one that eliminates 
most thoroughly the editor's exercise of critical preference" (81 ). 

The documentary approach limits the authority of the editor and 
places it with the manuscript itself. It's the preferred approach for an aca
demic audience since it creates the most authorial text. Under 
Kilimanjaro, as the only scholarly representation, grants the largest 
amount of authority to the work as Hemingway left it. In contrast, the 
more emphasis an editor places on the aesthetic improvement of a work, 
the less authority is placed in the authorial manuscript. An aesthetic 
approach, as undertaken by Cave and Patrick Hemingway, "assumes for 
the editor an uninhibited authority to create the ideal text on the editor's 
own aesthetic principles" (Shillingsburg 82). 

That's not to say one version of the African book is better than the 
other. Each is valid, although each serves its own purpose. It seems any 
alteration to Hemingway's prose is met with widespread consternation, 
but such is the nature of a posthumous collaboration . Each edition pre 

sents the text according to some conception of Hemingway's unstated 
intention. Even in passages where the prose was slightly altered (which 
are few), we could consider that Hemingway expected minor editorial 
intervention. In fact, an author's compositional process is often informed, 
if only subconsciously, by his expectations of his editor. Those editorial 
expectations are among the first social influences upon a work. 
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Textual Presentations and Conversion Table 

Now that Under Ki limanjaro off ers an unabridged version of the 
manuscript, we have access to the sections that were elided in the previ 
ous texts . This new material may render some earlier African book criti
cism underinformed and inaccurate . Unfortunately, that's the unavoidable 
result of critical interest exceeding ( or maybe preceding) the full avail 
ability of a work. Table 2 will elucidate which excerpts comprise the first 
two publications compared against Under Kilimanjaro, and in tum which 
parts of Under Kilimanjaro are commonly available for the first time. 
First, however, I would like to examine the three versions based on their 
bibliographical features and textual apparatus : the pagination, illustra 
tions, editorial introductions, and appendices . These features each consti
tute the textual "events" that Jerome McGann recognizes as the outcome 
of social productions. Each publisher, perhaps more so than the editorial 
team, chose a design to present the linguistic features which "when 
embodied in differing bibliographical forms, will be read differently" 
(Williams and Abbott 33). 

"African Journal" refers to the series of three articles that occur in 
successive issues of Sports Illustrated. Parts One and Two both carry the 
secondary title "Miss Mary's Lion," while Part Three is subtitled 
"Imperiled Flanks ." Only the first installment of20 December 1971, men
tions the series on the front cover; above the masthead it reads, "A 
Literary Find [line break] Ernest Hemingway's African Journal." 

The textual presentation is consistent among all three installments. 
The pages are two columns wide, unnumbered, and balanced to make up 
the exact middle pages of the magazine. The only advertisements are full
page inserts which appear sandwiched at the center fold in the first and 
third installments. The non-Hemingway sections of Sports Illustrated are 
printed on glossy periodical paper (from a four-color heatset press), while 
each part of "African Journal" is printed on heavier pulp paper (uncoated 
paper stock). Based on these details , I assume the manuscript was edited 
and printed in advance, prior to the confirmation of each issue's advertis
ing specs, which would determine the pagination . 

Because the three parts of "African Journal" each appear at the center 
pages of their respective issues, a reader could easily remove them from 
the center staple and collate them to produce a three-part, 56-page novel 
la. Of course , each page is comprised of two columns, and a single col
umn contains the amount of text roughly equivalent to one page of an 8 x 
5-inch trade book. 

In his "Letter from the Publisher" in the first issue , Richard J. Munro 
briefly introduces Hemingway's manuscript as providing a timely assess -
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ment of the sport of hunting (5).8 Ray Cave's longer introduction situates 
the historicity and summarizes the themes of the manuscript. At one point 
Cave propagates the misconception of the manuscript as nonfiction by 
stating that it is produced "in journal form" ( 40), incorrectly implying 
dates, entries, or other formatting suggestive of a daily diary . Further on, 
he clarifies how the formatting in "African Journal" represents the 
manuscript: section breaks indicate "a major cut in the original text or the 
start of a new chapter," while ellipses mark a smaller excision ( 41 ). Other 
than brief expositional paragraphs on the title pages of Parts Two and 
Three, the magazine contains no further explanation of the project. 

True at First Light and Under Kilimanjaro are both in standard book 
form and can be found at most libraries, bookstores, or online vendors . 
For this reason, they do not necessitate such in-depth bibliographical cata
loging as does Sports Jllustrated's "African Journal." Their front and back 
matter, along with some relevant publication details, is listed in Table 1. 

The hardcover first edition of True at First Light was published in 
July 1999. It was then released in trade paperback, using the same pagina
tion, in July 2000 (Bowker's) . Under Kilimanjaro appears only in hard
cover and is limited to sales in the United States, both stipulations result
ing from the 1997 publication agreement between the Hemingway Estate 
and the Hemingway Society (Miller 79-80) . 

Patrick Hemingway's introduction to True at First Light situates the 
setting of the narrative in terms of the East African political situation of 
1953-54 . He divulges little about the manuscript or the editing process . 
Having spent twenty years in East Africa as a hunting guide and Game 
Ranger, Patrick Hemingway is anecdota l in his introduction. Lewis and 
Fleming, in their introduction to Under Kilimanjaro, situate the work 
within Hemingway's corpus and establish their rationale for editing the 
manuscript. They cite the principles Harrison Hayford and Merton M. 
Sealts, Jr., established when editing Melville's Billy Budd, another simi
larly difficult posthumous publication . Lewis and Fleming's editor ial 
guidelines appear in a bulleted list (ix-x). 

Table 1 provides a comparative view of the bibliographic features and 
apparatus of each publication. 
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"African Journal" True at First Light Under Kilimanjaro 

Date of I. 20 December 1971 
publication II. 3 January 1972 July 1999 September 2005 

III. IO January 1972 

Publisher Sports Illustrated (Time- Scribner Kent State UP 
Life News Service) (Simon & Schuster) 

Copyright "Copyright © 1971 by "Copyright © 1999 "© 2005 by The Ernest 
statement Mary Hemingway. All .. Copyright in and Hemingway 

rights reserved" (I. 44; to this work is held Foundation" (iv). 
II. 28);" ... 1972 . . . " by the copyright pro-
(Ill. 24). prietors" (4). 

Editors Ray Cave Patrick Hemingway Robert W. Lewis & 
Robert E . Fleming 

Editorial I. 40-41 7-11 Vll - XV 

introduction 

Pages repre- I. 42-52, 57-66 13-311 1-445 
seating text II. 26-46 
ofms. Ill. 22-30, 43-50 

Number of None, but many section 20 40 
chapters breaks 

Appendices • Principal Characters: I. • Cast of characters: • Characters: 26 entries 
seven entries, II. five 23 entries (313-16) (446-47) 
entries, III. four entries • Glossary (primarily 

• Swahili Glossary: Swahili , also Spanish 
• Footnotes ( selected 62 entries (317-19) and Italian, and British 
marginalia, non-standard slang) : 108 entries (448-
editorial procedures, 50) 
historical context): 21 • Textual Notes (signifi-
entries cant marginalia and cer-

tain editorial problems) : 
30 entries ( 451-56) 

Illustrations • By Jack Brusca from None • By Nina Smart 
photographs by Mary and 
Ernest Hemingway • Map (vi) 

• Part One: character 
profiles 

• one-square-inch, 
black-and-white images 

• Parts Two and Three : preceding each chapter 
camp life, nature, 
wildlife, and the hunting 
party 

Table 1: Bibliographic Features of the African Book Versions 
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Table 2 shows which sections were excised in the earlier publications. 
But because Ray Cave's and Patrick Hemingway's excisions range from 
single words to multiple pages, the table does not completely represent all 
the previously unpublished sections . Rather, this chart might best assist 
readers by linking passages among the three publications. 

The table uses Under Kilimanjaro as the consistent axis since it repre
sents the entire manuscript, and those two columns progress uninterrupt
ed. The cells in the True at First Light and Sports Illustrated columns 
indicate textual co-incidence with the adjacent page numbers for Under 
Kilimanjaro . An a marks the left column of Sports Illustrated pages, and 
b marks the right column. The following excerpt and explanations illus
trate the basics of navigating the table: 

Under True at First Sports 
Kilimanjaro Light Illustrated 

Ch. ~ Ch. ~ Issue ~ 

4 39 40 
40 41 
41 2 42, 43 48b 

New chapters in Under Kilimanjaro and True at First Light occur on 
the pages listed to their right . For example, Chapter Four of Under 
Kilimanjaro occurs on page 39, while Chapter Two of True at First Light 
occurs on page 42. 

Page numbers for True at First Light and the Sports Illustrated edi
tions designate where the first word on that page or column corresponds 
to the text of Under Kilimanjaro . For example, the first word on page 40 
of True at First Light, "Africa," can be located on page 39 of Under 
Kilimanjaro . 

Quotation marks indicate that part of the text on the corresponding 
page of Under Kilimanjaro is represented, but no page or column break 
occurs. For example, the text on 48a of Sports Illustrated's "African 
Journal" is partially comprised of text that appears on page 40 of Under 
Kilimanjaro. 

Blank cells indicate that a text incorporates no material from that par
ticular page of Under Kilimanjaro . For example, Sports Illustrated's 
"African Journal" reproduced none of the material that now appears on 
page 39 of Under Kilimanjaro . 

Several passages of "African Journal" and True at First Light appear 
out of their original sequence from the manuscript. These passages are 
clarified in footnotes. Editorial introductions and appendices are not 
included. 
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Under True at First Sports Under True at First Sports 
Kilimanjaro Light Illustrated Kilimanjaro Light Illustrated 

Ch. ~ Ch. ~ Issue ~ Ch. ~ Ch. ~ Issue ~ 

1 1 6 58 
2 1 13 I 44a (left) 59 
3 60 
4 14 44b (rig,~t), 45a 61 
5 15 7 62 56 51b 
6 16 45b 63 57 
7 64 
8 17 46a 65 58 52a 
9 46b 66 59 52b 
10 67 60 
11 ,,. 

68 61 
12 47a 69 62 
13 18 70 
14 71 63 
15 19 72 64 
16 20 73 
17 21 8 74 3 65 
18 75 66, 67 
19 22 76 
20 23 77 68 
21 24, 25 78 69 
22 79 

2 23 26 80 70 
24 47b 81 71 
25 27 48a 9 82 72 
26 28 83 73 
27 29 84 
28 30 85 74, 75 
29 31 86 4 76, 77 
30 32 87 78 
31 33 88 
32 34 89 79 

3 33 90 80 
34 35, 36 10 91 81 
35 37 92 82 
36 38 93 83 
37 39 94 
38 95 

4 39 40 11 96 84 
40 41 97 85 
41 2 42, 43 48b 98 
42 44 49a 99 86 
43 45 49b 100 
44 50a 101 
45 46 102 87 
46 47 50b 103 88 
47 48 51a 104 
48 49 105 89 57a 
49 106 57b 

5 50 50 107 58a 
51 51 12 108 "t 58b 
52 52 109 90 
53 53 110 911 
54 54 111 92 59a 
55 55 112 93 
56 113 94 59b 
57 114 95, 96 

'Five sentences (introduction to the Informer) appear later, on page 28 of TAFL. 
tThe sentence "It was quiet around camp and everyone had settled into normal life" is moved forward in TAFL as the first sentence of the final paragraph on page 89. 
tTwo paragraphs-those beginning "I wondered how ... " and "We were all spoiled .. ." - are inverted in TAFL. 

Table 2: Page Conversions among the African Book Versions 
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Under True at First Sports Under True at First Sports 

Kilimanjaro Light Illustrated Kilimanjaro Light Illustrated 

Ch. ~ Ch. ~ Issue ~ Ch. ~ Ch. ~ Issue ~ 

115 97 173 144 
116 98 60a 174 145 
117 60b 175 146 
118 99 61a 176 147 31a 
119 100 177 148 31b 

13 120 5 101,102 178 149, 150 32a 
121 103 179 151 
122 104 61b 180 152 32b 
123 105 181 153 
124 106 16 182 33a 
125 107 62a 183 33b 
126 108 62b 184 34a 
127 109 63a 185 154 34b 
128 110 63b 186 
129 111, 112 187 
130 113 188 
131 114 189 35a 
132 190 35b 
133 115 191 

14 134 116 192 
135 6 117, 118 64a 193 
136 119 64b 17 194 8 155, 156 36a 
137 120 65a 195 157 36b 
138 121, 122 65b 196 158 37a 
139 123 66a 197 37b 
140 124 198 159 
141 125 199 38a 
142 126 200 160 38b 
143 201 
144 202 39a 

15 145 203 
146 127 204 161 
147 128 205 162 39b 
148 129 206 
149 130 207 40a 
150 131 66b 18 208 163 
151 209 40b 
152 210 41a 
153 211 164 41b 
154 212 165 42a 
155 213 166, 167 42b 
156 7 132 214 168 43a 
157 133 215 169 43b 
158 216 
159 217 170 44a 
160 134 19 218 171 44b 
161 135, 136 219 172 45a 
162 220 173 45b 
163 137 221 
164 138 II 28a 222 174 46a 
165 28b 223 
166 29a 224 9 175 
167 29b 225 176, 177 46b 
168 139 226 
169 30a 227 
170 140 30b 228 178 
171 141,142 229 179 
172 143 230 180 

Table 2 

Table 2: Page Conversions among the African Book Versions 
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Under True at First Sports Under True at First Sports 
Kilimanjaro Light Illustrated Kilimanjaro Light Illustrated 

Ch. !!fill!l Ch. !!fill!l Issue !!fill!l Ch. !!fill!l Ch. !!fill!l Issue !!fill!l 

231 181, 182 289 223 
232 183 290 224 
233 184 291 225 
234 185 292 226 
235 186 293 
236 25 294 26b 
237 10 187 295 27a 
238 188 296 
239 189, 190 297 
240 191 298 
241 192 299 227 
242 193 300 
243 194, 195 301 
244 196 302 
245 197 303 
246 198 304 
247 199 305 
248 200 26 306 22811, 229 

20 249 307 230 
250 308 231 27b 
251 11 201 Ill 29a§ 309 232 
252 202 29b 310 
253 311 
254 203, 204 312 
255 205 313 233 
256 314 
257 206 315 234 28a, 28b 

21 258 207 24a 316 
259 208 27 317 13 235, 236 
260 209, 210 318 
261 211 319 
262 320 237 
263 212 321 
264 213 322 
265 214 24b 323 
266 324 30a 

22 267 25a 325 238 
268 215 326 239 30b 
269 327 43a 
270 ,, .. 

328 
271 28 329 240 43b 

23 272 330 241 44a 
273 216 331 242 
274 217 332 243 

24 275 25b 333 244 
276 334 14 245, 246 
277 26a 335 247,248 
278 336 249 
279 337 250 
280 338 251 44b 
281 339 252 
282 340 253 
283 341 254, 255 
284 342 256 
285 343 257 
286 12 218,219 344 45a 
287 220 345 
288 221, 222 29 346 45b 

§This passage on pages 251-52 of Under Kilimanjaro-which begins "It always seemed stupid .. .wrinkles of the neck."-recounls a Muslim missionary's sermon 
regarding the advantages of dark pigmentation in Africa. It appears out of sequence, later than its surrounding excerpts, in SI Part Three. 
··A section of dialogue----"'I have a wonderful idea ... day there is after tomorrow.'" -is moved forward to page 222 in TAFL. 
ttHere a letter from a woman in Iowa appears in two different forms; in UK, it is part summary and part quotation; in TAFL, it is included in full. 

Table 2: Page Conversions among the African Book Versions 
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Under True at First Sports Under True at First Sports 
Kilimanjaro Light Illustrated Kilimanjaro Light Illustrated 

Ch. I!.iM. Ch. I!.iM. Issue I!.iM. Ch. I!.iM. Ch. I!.iM. Issue I!.iM. 

347 404 
348 258 46a 405 
349 259, 260 406 291 
350 407 292 
351 261, 262 408 293 
352 409 

30 353 15 263, 264 410 
354 265 37 411 294 
355 266 412 

31 356 16 267, 268 413 
357 269 414 
358 270 415 295 
359 416 296, 297 
360 271 47a 417 298 
361 272 47b 38 418 
362 419 19 299 

32 363 17 273 420 300 
364 49a 421 301 
365 422 302 
366 423 303 
367 I! 39 424 
368 425 304 
369 426 
370 427 
371 428 
372 429 
373 430 305 

33 374 274 431 
375 275 432 306 
376 276 433 
377 277 434 307 
378 278, 279 435 
379 280 40 436 
380 437 

34 381 281 438 308 
382 49b 439 309 
383 282 50a 440 20 310, 311 
384 283 50b 441 
385 48a 442 
386 48b 443 
387 444 
388 445 

35 389 18 284, 285 
390 286 
391 
392 
393 287 
394 
395 288,289 
396 
397 290 
398 
399 
400 
401 

36 402 
403 

UBeginning here in SI, several passages are out of sequence. This passage {from page 368 in UK) is the concluding four paragraphs of Sfs Part Three. 

Table 2: Page Conversions among the African Book Versions 
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Editorial Implications 

As we see from Table 2, Sports Illustrated's "African Journal" generally 
uses longer passages from the manuscript. These selections are often 
scenes of action, though they're not inseparable from Hemingway's inte
rior monologue that further develops the power relationship between him 
and Mary, the mores of being a visitor in Africa , and the landscape that 
houses such diverse wildlife. These selections also focus mainly on 
Hemingway and Mary rather than the W akamba safari team, whose most 
detailed characterization occurs during the often -elided scenes at camp. 

Even with its limited length and its emphasis on hunting, "Afr ican 
Journal" still reflects the overall narrative of the manuscript. The three
installment structure allows for exposition and complication of Mary's 
lion in the first issue; the kill and resulting disappointment, along with 
Hemingway beginning to stalk the leopard, in the second issue ; and, once 
the two main hunting plots are resolved, the safari team's travel to 
Loitokitok and the pastoral, reflective life in the third issue. In brief , 
"African Journal" condenses the hunting plots and their related themes. 
Little is mentioned about the Mau Mau uprising, about religion, or about 
Hemingway's pursuit ofDebba. 

In True at First Light, scenes of dialogue and minor action are often 
reduced to avoid possible tedium and redundancy . Seldom are long pas 
sages elided entirely. But Patrick Hemingway's editing generally resists 
such summary. At times-say , pages 84-89, which appear as Chapter 11 
in Under Kilimanjaro - Patrick Hemingway carefully cuts and splices the 
manuscript to produce a (mostly) similar scene occupying only half its 
original length. A reader of True at First Light would have few areas of 
confusion, and, if unaware of the textual circumstances, may not even 
suspect that passages have been edited away. 

Both "African Journal" and True at First Light exclude several scenes 
in which the safari team hunts for meat or for "vermin," pest animals 
deemed suitable for extermination by the Game Department. These 
excised scenes, which appear toward the end of the manuscript, lack the 
narrative importance of the pursuits of Mary's lion and Hemingway ' s 
leopard . Yet vermin hunting is an elaboration of the safari ethics. Early in 
the manuscript Hemingway, who during the safari served as acting Game 
Ranger, writes, 

The time of shooting beasts for trophies was long past with me. I still 
loved to shoot and to kill cleanly. But I was shooting for the meat we 
needed to eat and to back up Miss Mary and against beasts that had 
been outlawed for cause and for what is known as control of maraud
ing animals, predators, and vermin. (S/1 .60, TAFL 98; UK 116-17) 
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Before their abridgement, these vermin-pursuit scenes may appear repeti
tive or slowly paced. But interwoven throughout them are Hemingway's 
reflections on the tensions that complicate the killing of animals and on 
his hunting party's role in the changing East African envirnoment. When 
the vermin-hunting passages are elided in "African Journal" and True at 
First Light, so is Hemingway's sophisticated stance on hunting ethics, 
preservation, and ecology . 

The maturation of the safari's idiosyncratic religion is also lost in the 
large -scale excisions from "African Journal" and True at First Light. 
Although discussed throughout the African book, the religion is primarily 
developed in the final third of the manuscript, only portions of which 
were reproduced in the first two publications. Of course, the camp reli
gion is not to be taken too seriously (it is called "the Holy War Meat 
Eaters and Beer Drinkers Happy Hunting Ground and Mountain religion" 
[ UK 3 71 ]). But it does illustrate Hemingway's self-styled system of ethics 
and its accompanying rituals. Also, the religion is inextricably linked to 
the personage he creates apart from the Western world, away from the 
pressures and responsibilities of the writer/celebrity. This forswearing of 
Western ethics is identified by Cave as a primary thematic strand, which 
he called "the Africanization of Hemingway" (40). 

On the line-by-line level, the most conspicuous omissions in both 
"African Journal" and True at First Light are a couple of derogatory or 
condescending-but also, at times, affirming-statements about 
Hemingway's family. Twice Hemingway mentions his brother Leicester, 
who struggled as a writer in Ernest's shadow and in 1953 published The 
Sound of the Trumpet, a somewhat well-received World War II novel. The 
first occurrence comes in a lengthy sentence in which Hemingway lists 
his hopes for the remainder of the safari: 

... I hoped the operation we were committed in as from Christmas 
Day would go well and that I had some more 220 grain solids and 
that Simenon would write fewer and better books. (TAFL 137-38) 

... I hoped the operation we were committed in as from Christmas 
Day would go well and that I had some more 220 grain solids and 
that my brother had written a better book and that Simenon would 
write fewer and better books ... (UK 164) 

The removal of this single clause ("and that my brother had written a bet
ter book") illustrates the subtlety of Patrick Hemingway's line-by-line 
editing. (In Sports Illustra ted, the previous section was excised entirely .) 
Later, True at First Light elides a long passage about Leicester's book in 
which Hemingway attests to Leicester's valor and defends The Sound of 
the Trumpet. Hemingway writes that he is embarrassed reading the book 
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because of its mistreatment by critics and calls it "excellent" (UK 281-82). 
These familial passages may be most relevant to biographers. In the 

context of the African book, though, they function to distance 
Hemingway from his hereditary family, since throughout the safari he is 
adopted into a new family: generally speaking, he becomes an honorary 
member of the Wakamba tribe; but more specifically, he ingratiates him
self with Debba's family by bringing gifts to her father in-law and by sim
ply tolerating the Widow. "African Journal" deletes a derogatory refer
ence to Hemingway's father from a very prominent location, the opening 
paragraph of the text: 

... The white hunter had been a close friend of mine for many years. 
I respected him and he trusted me, which was more than I deserved. 
(SJ I.44) 

.. . The white hunter had been a close friend of mine for many years. 
I respected him as I had never respected my father and he trusted me, 
which was more than I deserved. (TAFL 13) 

... The white hunter had been a close friend of mine for many years. 
I respected him as I had never respected my father and he trusted me 
which was more than I deserved. (UK 2) 

By disavowing his lineage, Hemingway commits to the morals of Philip 
Percival , his renowned hunting guide, for the remainder of the safari. In 
this foreign land he claims a new father figure, one who is widely respect
ed and with whom he had hunted in his previous safari ( chronicled in 
Green Hills of Africa [1935]). When Ray Cave deletes this passage, he 
greatly downplays Hemingway's full adoption of and adherence to the 
ethics and mores of the white man in Africa. 

By abbreviating lengthy sections, deleting somewhat repetitious expo
sition, and removing dialogue of little consequence, an editor can arrive at 
an accelerated and more compact text. But that is achieved at the risk of 
ignoring other unifying aspects. Producing only a fraction of the 
manuscript obscures the greater thematic development and elides the intri
cacies of the full work. This is a loss. "African Journal" and True at First 
Light, though both successful texts according to their individual purposes, 
offer only a glimpse into the mature issues Hemingway grappled with in 
his later writings. 

The False Concept of an Ideal Text 

So, for a reader choosing among these three versions, is there an ideal 
text? Maybe, but it depends who's asking. Each of these texts presents 
different (and similar) aesthetic merits. Each is effective according to its 
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own unique editorial objectives. In fact, the concept of an ideal text may 
not even be worth the argument : Shillingsburg asserts that "the word 
definitive should be banished from editorial discussion" (90). Rather than 
debating over the ideal text, we may simply want to consider which ver
sion is most useful for a given purpose. 

For a reader interested in the hunt rather than the pastoral quality of 
the narrative, "African Journal" might be ideal. Ray Cave never claimed 
Sports Jllustrated's reproduction of the manuscript was complete, stating 
that the many intricacies of the African book and its role in Hemingway 
studies are "for students of literature to assess," and that readers of 
"African Journal" will be impelled by "the desire to find good reading" 
(41). In Hemingway: The Postwar Years and the Posthumous Novels 
(1996), Rose Marie Burwell comments that the excerpts included in 
Sports Illustrated "are some of the best prose in the [then] unpublished 
book," but that "the deletions made for serial publication obscure thematic 
continuity" (134 ). 

True at First Light could also be the ideal text for certain readers. Its 
excisions accelerate the narrative and eliminate several redundancies. Yet 
Patrick Hemingway's alterations sometimes situate passages out of their 
original context. Ernest Hemingway's ethical, religious, and environmen
tal concerns are not absent from True at First Light, but neither are they 
as fully developed as they are in the full manuscript. Still, I would guess 
that True at First Light will be the most widely read version of the 
African book, if only because of its accessibility. (Of course, the Sports 
Illustrated issues are still accessible, but one has to know what he is seek
ing. 10) Under Kilimanjaro is now, in theory, as widely available as the 
Scribner editions of Hemingway's books . Yet its accessibility is limited 
by two factors: first, by nature of its publication agreement , Under 
Kilimanjaroo is printed only in hardcover and sold only in the United 
States (although these international trade restrictions can be circumvent
ed). Second, the cost (listed at $34, compared to $13 for the True at First 
Light paperback) may be relatively prohibitive. 

Under Kilimanjaro, the text authorized by the Hemingway 
Foundation, will appeal to the academic reader, the reader interested in 
scholarly analysis of the work's linguistic properties . Previous attempts at 
criticism-those based on "African Journal" or True at First Light-may 
be limited by the abridged scope of the chosen text. This limitation should 
not appear as a fault of critics, nor should it be seen as a fault of an editor 
who created a text with interests outside of the academy . Rather, it should 
elucidate the new critical frontiers available with the restored passages in 
Under Kilimanjaro, a documentary text that makes available the entirety 
of the African book manuscript. 
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If copyright details could be resolved, The Garden of Eden would 
seem the next logical Hemingway manuscript to be prepared for scholarly 
clarification. Since no documentary version of it exists, many students are 
limited to the much -abbreviated Scribner publication, edited by Tom 
Jenks. According to K. J. Peters, The Garden of Eden was cut from 
200,000 words to 70,000, including "substantive textual changes by the 
excision of words, phrases, paragraphs and even entire chapters" (17-18). 
Peters also states that nearly all the religious overtones are absent from 
Scribner's The Garden of Eden, notable since the discussion of religion 
was also mostly excised from "African Journal" and True at First Light. 

The posthumous works could also be reproduced by bibliographic 
reproduction, facsimile copies of Hemingway's typescripts and holo
graphs . As a physical book , however , this textual form is impractical: the 
audience for such an edition would be minimal, the production costs pro
hibitive. The most reasonable option for bibliographic representation 
would be a hypertext facsimile in a digital archive, a mode of dissemina
tion becoming more economically and technologically feasible . Although 
no Hemingway digital archive yet exists, one will likely appear in time. 
Digital archiving seems to be the emerging trend in textual studies . The 
authors receiving first priority tend to be those whose work incorporates 
visual imagery (medieval manuscripts, William Blake, Dante Gabriel 
Rossetti) or those whose texts have entered the public domain (the authors 
represented by the Networked Infrastructure for Nineteenth-Century 
Electronic Scholarship). 

The only truly authorial version of a work is that which remains 
untouched by editorial intervention . In the case of Hemingway's later 
writings, the authorial versions are the manuscripts currently housed at the 
John F. Kennedy Library in Boston . For these manuscripts to become 
texts , editors and publishers need to transcribe them, actualize them . 
Especially in a posthumous work, which necessarily places authority in an 
editorial intermediary, we cannot fully disconnect the role of the actualiz
er from that of the creator, editor from author. Texts published after an 
author's lifetime demonstrate the inherent social construction of these 
artifacts. 

The Hemingway vault burst with wealth throughout the 1960s and 
early 70s, and even today it is far from dried up. Hemingway's African 
book is unique in that three distinct-yet-similar texts emerged from the 
one manuscript. In this case, we have not a pool of disparate textual vari
ants, but a McGannian history of textual "events" that constitute the work. 

Notes 
1Whether a work is ever "finished" is an area of dispute in textual studies. 

John Bryant argues in The Fluid Text that works evolve though subsequent edi-
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tions, ever changing as each new reader approaches them. According to Jerome J. 
McGann' s theory of the socialization of texts, each publication is an "event" that 
constitutes the greater work . Regarding posthumous publications, the level of 
"completion" varies in each case. 

2It's unclear why exactly "life insurance" so often appears nested in quotation 
marks, as though it's a direct quote from Hemingway. After tracing references I 
arrived at Philip Young and Charles W. Mann's 1969 introduction to The 
Hemingway Manuscripts: An Inventory. The phrase is used there without a cita
tion. Young and Mann declare that Hemingway's "retention of so much 
manuscript, and his references to his unpublished work as 'life insurance,' make 
up part of the evidence that not all he planned to print was issued during his life
time" (x). 

3Hemingway never titled the manuscript with which my study is concerned. I 
will use the African book (no quotations) to refer to the work, defined by McGann 
as "a series of specific 'texts,' a series of specific acts of production, and the entire 
process which both of these series constitute" (52). When referring to a text, a spe
cific publication deriving from the work, I will use that publication's title . 

4The final page of the manuscript ends with an incomplete sentence: "That's 
too bad,' I said and remembered the old days and how you looked forward to the 
one beyond all price in" ( qtd . in Cave 41; Lewis and Fleming 456) . Sports 
Illustrated and True at First Light avoided this potential problem by excising the 
section and ending the text at an earlier point. In Under Kilimanjaro, Lewis and 
Fleming delete the concluding preposition. 

5The letter to Robert Morgan Brown had been previously unpublished until it 
appeared in Rose Marie Burwell's "Something's Lost and Something's Gained." 
Hemingway's Selected Letters contains only two mentions of "the African book," 
both describing his progress on the manuscript. The Hemingway Letters Project, 
currently in progress and headed by Sandra Spanier of Penn State University, may 
shed some light on Hemingway's intentions for the manuscripts unpublished in 
his lifetime. 

6A detailed description of the contractual dispute can be found in Linda 
Patterson Miller's "From the 'African Book' to Under Kilimanjaro: An Introduction" 
(78-81) and Robert W. Lewis's "The Making of Under Kilimanjaro" (87-90) , both 
from the Spring 2006 Hemingway Review. 

7Hemingway never considered his composition free from all mechanical 
errors. On 24 April 1926 he wrote to Maxwell Perkins: "I am mailing you today 
The Sun Also Rises . ... There are plenty of small mistakes for the person who 
reads it in Mss. to catch before it goes to the printer-misspelled words, punctua
tion etc. I want the Mss. back with proofs" (Letters 201 ). 

8Appearing with Munro's "Letter from the Publisher" is a photograph of Mary 
Hemingway kneeling beside what can be assumed to be her lion. Below it reads , 
"Photograph by Ernest Hemingway." 

9The term "Journal" in the Sports Illustrated version is representative of the 
African book 's ongoing genre classification trouble. The cover of True at First 
Light identifies the text as "A Fictional Memoir ," a term contradictory in nature, 
but perhaps apt. In what appears to be a counterargument to the Sports Illustrated 
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publications , Patrick Hemingway writes in his introduction to True at First Light: 
"Hemingway's untitled manuscript .. . is certainly not a journal." He continues, 
"Ambiguous counterpoint between fiction and truth lies at the heart of this mem
oir" (9). In the introduction to Under Kilimanjaro , Lewis and Fleming write , "The 
narrative is certainly based on actual people, places, and events" (xi). The best 
guidance on how to classify Hemingway's African book is located in the text 
itself. In dialogue with Mary, Hemingway ascribes the following words to himself: 

"But you can't blame the liars because all a writer of fiction is really 
is a congenital liar who invents from his own knowledge or that of 
other men. I am a writer of fiction and so I am a liar too and invent 
from what I know and what I' ve heard. I'm a liar." (SJ 1.59; UK 113; 
TAFL 94; note: TAFL changes "what I've heard" to "that I've heard .") 

So Hemingway describes writers as inherent exaggerators. Accordingly the 
African book is best thought of as a work of fiction based upon real events. In 
today ' s literary landscape it might be classified as "creative nonfiction," an oxy
moron if there ever was one. H. R. Stoneback humorously addresses the recent 
media attention to fictionalized memoirs in his article " Under Kilimanjaro 
Truthiness at Late Light: Or, Would Oprah Kick Hemingway Out of Her Book 
Club." 

IOSports Illustrated's "African Journal" was probably harder to find before the 
advent of online auctions and other Internet services . A recent search on ebay.com 
showed the three issues for sale at prices anywhere between $1 and $10 each. 

Works Cited 

Bowker's Books in Print Professional. R.R. Bowker LLC. 6 June 2010. 
<http ://www.booksinprint.com/bip/> 

Bryant, John. The Fluid Text: A Theory of Revision and Editing for Book and 
Screen. Ann Arbor : U of Michigan P, 2002 . 

Burwell, Rose Marie. Hemingway: The Postwar Years and the Posthumous 
Novels. New York: Cambridge UP, 1996. 

_ . "Something ' s Lost and Something's Gained." The Hemingway Review 19.1 
(Fall 1999): 20-23. 

Cave , Ray. "Introduction to An African Journal. " Sports Illustrated 20 December 
1971: 40-41. 

Hemingway, Ernest. A Moveable Feast. 1964. New York: Scribner ' s, 2003. 
_ . "An African Journal: Miss Mary ' s Lion. " Sports Illustrated 20 Dec. 1971: 

42-52, 57-66. 
_. "An African Journal , Part 2: Miss Mary ' s Lion ." Sports Illustrated 3 Jan. 

1972: 26-46 . 
_. "An African Journal, Part 3: Imperiled Flanks." Sports Illust rated 10 Jan . 

1972: 22-30 , 43-50. 
_. The Garden of Eden. Ed. Tom Jenks. 1986. New York : Scribner 's, 1995. 
_ . Green Hills of Africa. 1935. New York: Scribner's , 1998 . 

. Islands in the Stream . 1970. New York: Scribner's, 2004 . 

69 



. Selected Letters. Ed. Carlos Baker. New York: Scribner's , 1981. 
_. True at First Light . Ed. Patrick Hemingway. New York: Scribner's, 1999. 
_ . Under Kilimanjaro. Eds. Robert W. Lewis and Robert E. Fleming. Kent, 

Ohio: Kent State UP, 2005. 
Hemingway, Patrick. Introduction. True at First Light. By Ernest Hemingway . 

New York : Scribner's, 1999.7 -11. 
_. "An Evening with Patrick Hemingway." The Hemingway Review 19.1 (Fall 

1999): 8-16. 
Lewis , Robert W. "The Making of Under Kilimanjaro." The Hemingway Review 

25.2 (Spring 2006): 87-90. 
McGann, Jerome J. A Critique of Modern Textual Criticism. 1983. Charlottesville: 

UP of Virginia, 1992. 
Miller, Linda Patterson . "From the 'African Book' to Under Kilimanjaro : An 

Introduction." The Hemingway Review 25 .2 (Spring 2006): 78-81. 
Munro , Richard J. "Letter from the Publisher." Sports Illustrated 20 Dec. 1971: 5. 
Peters, K.J. "The Thematic Integrity of The Garden of Eden ." The Hemingway 

Review 10.2 (Spring 1991): 17-29 . 
Shillingsburg, Peter L. Scholarly Edit ing in the Computer Age . 3rd ed. Ann Arbor: 

U of Michigan P, 1996. 
Stoneback, H . R . " Under Kilimanjaro - Truthiness at Late Light: Or , Would 

Oprah Kick Hemingway Out of Her Book Club?" The Hemingway Review 
25 .2 (Spring 2006) : 123-27. 

Williams, William Proctor, and Craig S. Abbott . An Introduction to 
Bibliographical and Textual Studies . 3rd ed . New York: Modem Language 
Association of America, 1999. 

Young , Philip , and Charles W. Mann. The Hemingway Manuscripts : An 
Inventory. University Park: Penn State UP, 1969. 

70 



WALTER HOUK 

Hemingway's Cuban Son Looks 
Back on Life with Papa 

Rene Villarreal and Raul Villarreal, Hemingway's Cuban Son: Reflections 
on the Writer by His Longtime Majordomo. Kent: Kent State University 
Press, 2009. Pp. x + 157. $24.95 hb. 

In the years 1951-1952 when I was occasionally in and out of Ernest 
Hemingway's Finca Vigia outside Havana, I often regretted not being 
able to get to know genial Rene, a young man on the staff a few years 
younger than I who was always helpfully on hand when needed but other
wise out of sight. But we were then as separated from one another-from 
different times, places, races, and social strata-as he was from his amor 
prohibido Adriana Ivancich, Papa's good friend, to use his words from the 
book when she departed with her mother after their extended visit to the Finca. 

Now, more than half a century later, I have been glad at the opportuni
ty to partially close that gap upon reading his Hemingway's Cuban Son, 
an oral-history recollection of our youthful days when I too was there and 
under the Hemingway spell, recounting his two decades with Hemingway 
in his lion's den in graceful prose rendered in tandem with his own son 
Raul into a lucid narrative, with both quotes and paraphrases of Papa's 
words. As Raul writes, the tone is neither defensive nor critical, ringing 
true while fleshing out the story from its beginnings through the halcyon 
times to a heartbreaking downslope of the curve toward Rene's exile from 
Cuba first to Spain then to the United States. 

One great contribution is its pointed anecdotes about Hemingway in 
Cuba that amplify or correct things we may have encountered often in 
contradictory versions, before in his and others' letters and in biographies 
and other publications-along with one that is new, unreported, and 
entirely unexpected: Rene's clandestine liaison with Adriana Ivancich. 

In it he mostly confirms a strong impression from my brief introduc 
tion to Adriana one evening at the Finca, except that I found her less rav-
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ishingly beautiful than undeniably seductive, in the bloom of youth and 
fully conscious of her resultant power (with help from pheromone emana
tion, perhaps) and how to express it Italian style. It's no surprise that the 
attraction was not lost on young Rene, who responded as might be expect
ed from a vigorous young man of about the same age. His assessment of 
the December-May relationship with her host also seems to me the sound
est yet published, flirting with him as a schoolgirl would flirt with an 
older professor, enjoying his over-attention as an imposing personality 
who was showing her a good time, while far from oblivious to the 
younger set in town. 

Other incidents Rene relates that I had become aware of after my 
departure from Cuba also engaged my attention: Why Ramon the Chinese 
cook took after the then majordomo with a butcher knife; the circum
stances of the forlorn maid Clara's suicide; a hilarious afternoon of marti
nis with the Duke of Windsor at reluctant neighbor Frank Steinhart's 
house; how Papa taught an indelible lesson to a terrified owner of a circus 
when he had entered the lion cage and its surprising outcome; how intrud
ing Batista soldiers killed Hemingway's dog Machakos. 

He corrects a few conflicting published Hemingway reports: how in 
September 1947 Papa had to pack up and get out of the country quickly, 
flying to Key West for an early start to a planned cross-country drive to 
Sun Valley- though Rene doesn't go into reasons for an ensuing army 
search raid on the Finca related to his peripheral involvement in a covert 
Dominican Republic invasion attempt, or why he had his mate Gregorio 
deep -six certain arms and ammunition concealed aboard Pilar-a 
Hemingway practice that we know dated back to his wartime patrols off 
the Cuban north coast and even earlier to the revolution -tom 1930s. 

In one charming episode Rene becomes concerned when at breakfast 
Papa eats some small bananas while he sips a whiskey and mineral water 
because everyone knew bananas and alcohol were a lethal combination
as he cites in an example from the village. The scene later appeared 
almost literally in an Islands in the Stream exchange between Rene's not
so-fictional counterpart houseboy Mario and employer Thomas Hudson, 
conveying a warm relationship between the two. 

We also find enough instances of spontaneous kindness and generosi
ty to surprise anyone, even those familiar with a gentler Hemingway 
rarely noticed under the glare of his very public persona. 

Writing of the Finca itself, Rene draws on a return visit after many 
years away, lovingly walking us through the grounds and- room by 
room-the house, evoking for me memories from the early 1950s . 
Outside, much has changed. That venerable ceiba tree that dominated the 
front is gone, replaced by a smaller tree that will need a century to grow 
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before catching up with its predecessor, while all around more mature 
planting has evolved into a shady garden. Inside, much seems about as it 
was, if in better shape from restoration, except for the obvious absence of 
Hemingway's paintings, especially that stunning Mir6 in the dining room. 

The orientation of the house, though, is where I diverge. For me the 
front and rear terraces are on the east and west sides, based on observa 
tions of early-morning sunlight streaming in front from the east terrace 
and late-afternoon sunlight front the west, and where the sun sets in rela
tion to the Capitolio dome in distant Havana exactly northwest by the 
map . The book describes the front of the house and its terrace as facing 
south and the rear as north, which makes for confusing descriptions of 
rooms and their features. The discrepancy is easy to explain : In the tropics 
the sun passes almost directly overhead, never casting shadows that 
quickly define compass direction . Hemingway would agree with me on 
this point, it turned out later, in "A Situation Report" in the September 4, 
1956, Look magazine and in passages in Islands in the Stream. Probably 
only a compass reading could settle the question. 

Weaving through Hemingway's Cuban Son is the life of a very young 
Rene, his parents and many siblings in their small house just outside the 
Finca's gate, a small boy playing baseball with other kids including young 
Gigi (Gregory) and Patrick Hemingway, Hemingway's selecting boy 
Rene to come help out around the Finca, then advance to some responsi 
bility so that when he dropped out of school he could be sure of continu
ing employment in a miserable job market, then rise to oversee the place 
as majordomo, hombre de confianza to the Hemingways, a de facto part 
of the family. His own rich family life there and in exile, full personal life 
outside the Finca, his marriage and beginning of his own family , his men
toring by Papa, his loyalty and firm action when called upon, and his 
efforts first to save, then halt damage to the Finca by vandal militia revo
lutionaries, become the first director of the Finca museum and begin the 
restoration process, his fall from official grace for insufficient political 
involvement, his sentence to two years' hard labor in Cuban cane fields 
before being allowed to emigrate , all in my opinion validate a character of 
far greater stature and understanding than could ordinarily be expected of 
a servant, a solid credibility that should give his story a secure position in 
Hemingway studies . 

In writing Hemingway's Cuban Son, Rene Villarreal looked back over a 
lifetime that included fond and vivid memories of Ernest Hemingway and 
his Finca Vigia over two decades with satisfaction I could share with him. 
Reading the book brought to mind a flood of vivid sensory events-sight, 
sound , smell, touch-from my own two years of experiences there with 
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people and situations unlike others in any country, including my own and 
including a curious pleasure at seeing iconic Morro Castle and its light 
house out of my Calzada de San Lazaro side window, sorrow in the 
mournful wail of northern Spanish shepherd bagpipes one night as I 
passed by a small colonial -quarter Old Country cafe, a homey aroma per
meating the house from Mary's mango chutney kettle simmering on the 
kitchen stove, haste to reach a surfless sea over summer Varadero beach 
sand searing the soles of our feet. Indelible imprints, perhaps distorted 
now after sixty years, blended into a textured tapestry I felt compelled to 
weave before their imminent fading out. And others: Memories of big 
bear Papa, gentle, soft-voiced but jovial on evenings in the living room or 
at the bar of the Floridita in town or one afternoon at the Finca after the 
luncheon guest crowd had thinned out when we- he maybe, a Spaniard or 
two, a Basque, and I- belted out a slightly boozy pobrecitos los borra
chos en el campo santo (now years later all of us except me also in the 
cemetery and seeing la gloria for having drunk too much), a big man 
incredibly alive and mobile for one in his fifties ( considered old in those 
days), avuncular, patiently indulgent of this quiet young man. Of petite 
Mary, steely-eyed chilly at first, later softer voiced, even sultry, some 
months later down by the pool when she made a thinly-veiled overture if 
not a proposition (as I now interpret it) to a man much younger than she in 
the gathering dusk when the two of us were the last to head back up to the 
house, she first. 

Memories of an unassuming open comfortable country house that 
caught the cool breeze atop a hill above its small highway town and a 
view with a dome or two punctuating a distant low-profile Havana off to 
the northwest and the thin deep blue line of the Gulf Stream marking the 
horizon beyond, of Black Dog lying at my feet as I sat in that big chair 
paired with the master's big chair on afternoon chats of hurricane seasons 
and earthquakes ( one while making love at the Halekulani in Waikiki) and 
George Orwell and that author with a nasty face and book, and sub 
marines (I not yet aware of his wartime north coast patrols or the sea book 
he was then writing for a long land, sea, and air triad) and anti-American 
unrest in Central America banana plantations just leftist noise driving 
down his United Fruit stock and flying to Nairobi for treatment of the 
amoeba, that desperate flight working its way into "The Snows of 
Kilimanjaro" and how Bullneck Mooseface, nearly lynched for what he 
did to the lady out in Montana, greeted him with "Hi, Ernie, hear you 
gone straight," and on other days, once with eyes twinkling, his trace of 
Indian ancestry (should I believe this? You can always tell, it's the eyes) 
and how they all called his last-to-arrive brother the dregs and son Patrick 
and his wife Rennie there for Christmas on their way to Tanganyika. 

74 



Memories of lunch in a dining room a bit noisy because it lacked 
sound-absorbing draperies and carpet on its tile floor, an airy room where 
the Catalan painter Mir6's nostalgic evocation of a farmyard from his 
youth riveted the eye on the wall opposite the windows, the room where 
Papa in a crisp fresh white guayabera sat at the side (not the head) of his 
table on which a privileged cat might also be delicately browsing for a tid
bit from your plate, of glaring late afternoon sun streaming through the 
library's west terrace windows, of that tall square tower just outside rear
ing white against an intense blue sky and the pool downhill beyond, its 
soft water cool as a mountain pond in the morning shade, where at its out
door bar one day when a visiting famous writer and family called unex
pectedly to come by, enlarging an already full guest list, and Betty and 
Toby Bruce , helping out with lunch and things, introducing me to 
Guinness half-and-half (stout and beer) to go with a swim during a brief 
rain shower. 

Memories of Havana and a cloud of blackbirds flying in from the 
country after sundown to perch for the night in the Indian laurels lining 
the Prado allee, of the old La Florida bar before they filled in the arch
ways open to the street with glass at first always fogged over from that 
new-fangled aire acondicionado and the old embassy building down 
Calle Obispo facing the Plaza de Armas and dinner at the little restaurant 
on the roof of the Ambos Mundos hotel up the street and across the street 
the busy Ambos Mundos restaurant where always with dignity aging 
Spanish waiters served a robust lunch, of ocean waves driven by a bluster
ing norte breaking across the sea-front Malec6n, of a slick stage-lit out
door floor-show extravaganza among the palms of the Tropicana out in 
the suburbs and a sonic bath over old-town Havana of incessant earsplit 
ting full-blast radio mambo, que rico el mambo, from open comer bode
gas and roaring straining bus engines and piercing car horns instead of 
braking at colonial narrow-street blind intersections, of tires rumbling on 
the old narrow brick-paved Central Highway out to the Finca and days 
with Miss Nita-Juanita Jensen, once Papa's part-time stenographer, soon 
to become Mrs. Houk- there for a swim or evenings just to drop in on the 
Hemingways, once returning home with a gift bottle of Papa's Tavel rose, 
or an evening country drive out to the Marti memorial terrace under a full 
moon dodging moving clouds and party evenings about town and dinner 
lit with hurricane -lamp candles on the breezy terrace of a little penthouse 
in the Vedado and a big moon setting in the early morning hours into its 
own shining path out over the Gulf Stream. 

Memories of Hemingway and Pilar, of boarding at the Club Nautico 
pier with Papa and Mary and Nita, or one afternoon me as the only pas
senger for a magazine photo shoot with Pilar running up and down the 
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channel close past Roberto's camera on the seawall, Papa in white steer
ing on the flying bridge, Gregorio at the cockpit helm chair and Mary in 
white in formation in her launch Tin Kid, of amiable taciturn barefoot 
Gregorio at the dock, fedora on his head, cigar in his mouth, engines turn
ing over, taking in the lines and shoving off to a speed-limit plod out the 
channel past the four castles, the parks, the broad waterfront avenue and 
the presidential palace, out to a vigorous pace on a deep-water dark blue 
sea flecked with yellow sargasso weed and lively with glistening gliding 
splashing silver flying fish, the boat impelled by a fast following current 
into a stiff trade-wind breeze and humming steady in a heaving sea, of 
devising a climb each time (before the ladder installed in later years) up to 
the flying bridge with Papa happy at the wheel, of sitting in the fighting 
chair, feet on the footbrace, line out over the stem and reel ready to sing 
out a bite (then losing my fish), taking turns at the helm and being shown 
how to synchronize speeds of the big propulsion and small trolling engine 
to minimize vibration, and languid conversation (idle talk immemorially 
discouraged at sea), midday anchoring off our own pristine beach for a 
warm Gulf-water swim, a cool gin and tonic ( or two), light lunch in the 
open-air cockpit's shade, all hands siesta on a bunk or the deck or in sun 
atop the cabin roof or the flying bridge. Trolling leisurely back toward 
Havana into a blinding lowering sun. And other bright days on board, 
other people . His beloved Pilar. And mine. 

Sensory impressions can be surprisingly durable. More linear memory 
will come later. Both here are infused with the powerful presence of a cer
tain man at a certain age in a magical town. Both seem likely to last as 
long as memory endures. 
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ALLEN JOSEPHS 

Confessions of an Animal Lover: 
Clearing Up a Few Things about 

Hemingway, Spain, and the Bulls 1 

I was the shadow of the waxwing slain. 
-Vladimir Nabokov, Pale Fire 

I was the shadow of the waxwing slain. When I read that line for the first 
time not long ago, I felt literally stunned. When I was a child, I read 
Edgar Rice Burroughs-as Hemingway did-and dreamed of being 
Tarzan. I made spears and killed lions made from burlap bags filled with 
leaves. I also liked Indians, as we called them then, and I made my own 
bow and arrows. One day I shot an arrow at a flock of birds in the ligus
trum. They all flew off, but there was an ominous thump against the back 
porch of the house next door. I eased through the hedge and on the ground 
found an upside-down dying bird, a cedar waxwing that I had killed with 
my arrow. It's clearly something that I have never forgotten. There is no 
bird more delicately beautiful than a waxwing, and I was horrified at what 
I'd done. And still am. Nabokov's exquisite first line stays with me, now 
in the present tense: I am the shadow of the waxwing slain. 

When I first came to Spain in 1962, I wanted to see "bullfights"-not 
so much from my then meager reading of Hemingway as from seeing the 
films popular in the 50s-but I was not at all sure how I'd react to the 
killing . What I didn't realize then, and what most non-aficionados never 
realize, is that the corrida is about loving the bulls . The inherent para
dox-the killing of the thing we love-is one I have not yet fully 
resolved. But I did partially reconcile it in Ritual and Sacrifice in the 

Corrida this way: 
Many elements must come together to make a corrida, but the sine 
qua non is the Spanish fighting bull, the toro bravo, bos taurus 
Ajdcanus, or perhaps more properly bos taurus Ibericus, a wild ani-
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mal that bears only a family resemblance to domestic cattle. Along 
with the bull itself there must be fascination, veneration, awe, and 
love: fascination such as the cave painters at Lascaux and Altamira 
and Chauvet and Cussac felt; veneration such as the many 
Mediterranean and Near Eastern religions of antiquity have shown 
(including early Judaism: Moses slew thousands for backsliding into 
the cult of the "golden calf '); the utter awe, very close to terror, that 
runs through anyone-except (at least in theory) a trained profes
sional-who gets close to the revered animal; and love. Although it 
may seem paradoxical at first, the corrida is based on all these ele
ments, especially love of the animal, love of its physical beauty, its 
strength, its character, and above all love of its unmitigated wild 
bravery. 

The fate of most bovines is to furnish food on a continuous basis 
as milk products from dairy cows, and at one fell swoop as meat. 
Most beef cattle go somewhat pathetically to the slaughterhouse at 
about eighteen months. Some younger, some much younger. A taro 
bravo, its excellent and prized meat always sold in advance, is killed 
in the ring at more than four years of age by law, and the breeding 
cows and stud bulls usually live out a full life. As Tom Booker in 
Nicholas Evans's novel The Horse Whisperer puts it: "Get born as a 
[domestic] bull and you've got a ninety-nine percent chance of get
ting castrated and served up as hamburger" (212). 

A taro bravo, on the other hand, leads the best possible life as he 
is brought to maturity, one that leads naturally to his glorification 
through a complex and highly ceremonial ritual designed to reveal 
his best qualities . The death in the ring of a taro bravo is-or should 
be-the showcase of his virtues, and the whole spectacle of the corri
da, when it is performed properly, reflects fascination, veneration , 
awe, and love. As Garcia Lorca put it, "Toreo is the liturgy of the 
bulls, an authentic religious drama where, just as in the Mass, there 
is the adoration and sacrifice of a God" (3 :316 [ my translation]). 

Without an abiding love and respect for the animals, one cannot 
be a true aficionado, much less a torero. If you love animals and 
especially if you love the bulls , read on; that is what the following 
pages are about. And remember that Cesar Rincon, like most great 
matadors, usually considers the bull his collaborator, not his enemy. 

If you think you hate "bullfights," read on anyway-some con
verts make great believers. Until you see one, you never know what 
your reaction to the corrida will be. Acclaimed naturalist Terry 
Tempest Williams spoke eloquently in her keynote address on July 
21, 1996, at the Seventh International Hemingway Conference in 
Sun Valley, Idaho, about her first corrida. Watching the great young 
torero Enrique Ponce in his hometown of Valencia, she had been 
transfixed, transformed , and brought to tears , convinced she was 
watching a sacred ritual. Her husband was also moved to tears for 



quite the opposite reason. He left, she stayed, and afterwards they 
had what she called the worst quarrel of their marriage. Yet Terry 
Tempest Williams remains determined that what she experienced 
was one of the most important moments of her life. 

And if you are on the fence, kindly bear firmly in mind this ulti
mate paradox: Without the bull there would be no corrida, but with
out the corrida there would be no taro bravo . The "bravo" in taro 
bravo is not a matter of mood, it is a matter of raza, of race; that is, 
the taro bravo is the descendant of the wild, prehistoric bos primige
nius, the aurochs of antiquity, precisely the bull that so fascinated the 
great cave painters of southern France and Spain. 

The aurochs survived systematic destruction throughout southern 
Europe and the Mediterranean during antiquity, and the last herd was 
killed off in the 1600s in Austria. Near the cave of Lascaux at the 
park known as Espace Cro-Magnon, the aurochs, or at least what 
look like an aurochs, has been "back-bred" using Spanish and French 
bulls and other descendants of the aurochs. And while the breeders 
have gotten several perfect-looking imitations of the great bull of 
prehistory, there is one thing these faux aurochs lack. When I asked 
the foreman of the park about the fascinating animals, he replied 
almost hesitantly, "No, monsieur, they are not bravo. They will not 
charge." 

A prime taro bravo, on the other hand, will charge anything that 
moves, whether it be a hat thrown into the ring, a truck, or even a train. 

Like the aurochs of antiquity, the once formidable herds of taros 
bravos-which ran wild and posed a definite threat to anything in 
their path-would have disappeared had there been no reason to cor
ral and breed them on ranches and to guard vigilantly their survival. ... 
Ifthere were no corrida, the indomitable but otherwise "useless" taro 
bravo, the Spanish fighting bull, bos taurus, would have no reason to 
exist. It would become an endangered species and in a short time 
would be extinct. Non-aficionados do not realize that the great hid
den gift of the corrida-and ultimately the obscure purpose of the 
corrida-is and should continue to be the preservation of this mag
nificent species. (Josephs 3-6) 

In August 1932, shortly after sending Scribner the corrected proofs for 
Death in the Afternoon, Ernest Hemingway sent a letter to Paul Romaine 
explaining that his interest in "the bulls" for the last ten years had been a 
matter of recreation and amusement, and that he had written "a book to 
clear them up . . . " (Letters 366). To clear them up. It's one of those 
Hemingway phrases that has stayed with me, and it's similar to what I 
meant by resolving the paradox. To clear them up: to try to understand 
the complex phenomenon of "the bulls" by writing about them, or, as 
Hemingway would put it on the third page of Death in the Afternoon, " ... 
to try to write about them for myself." 
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When I decided to write Ritual and Sacrifice in the Corrida, I did so 
"for myself." And what I learned in that ten-year project was immeasur
able. Let me share part of the last two pages with you as we move toward 
what I'm going to call Hemingway's evolution: 

My [Colombian ] friend Jorge Molina has given me a copy of a little
known interview with Federico Garcia Lorca made on April 8, 1935, 
by the Italian journalist Giovanni Papini, and I read it for the first 
time on the flight coming home [from Bogota ]. ... 

[Lorca] tells Papini that the corrida is really "a religious mystery , 
a sacred rite" and that the torero is a kind of "priest from pre
Christian times ." What does the bull "represent in man's conscience? 
Primitive and savage energy and at the same time the ultra-potency 
of fertility. He is the beast in all his dark power; the male with all his 
sexual force." 

But man, Garcia Lorca continues, must subdue these forces. He 
must "kill within himself that underlying animal nature"; he must 
overcome "the brute that exists within him." That is what the corrida 
is about: "The victory over the sensual and ferocious beast is the vis
ible projection of an interior victory." So the corrida portrays "the 
superiority of the spirit over matter , of intelligence over instinct, of 
the smiling hero over the foam-flecked monster" ([Papini] 215-16). 

As I read this I remember what Colombian President Cesar 
Gaviria said to Cesar Rincon at his 1991 homecoming: "The fiesta 
brava, beyond the mere spectacle , symbolizes man's capacity for 
transformation and purification. Courage , intelligence , and art 
against strength, brutality , and fear. Death serves as a pretext so that 
life can be affirmed." Man, Gaviria said, "ought to divest himself of 
his original animal nature and discipline the force of his intelligence . 
Both the bull and the tauric elements of the torero die." 

All cultures have had their beast slayers. Gawain and Percival, 
Siegfried/Sigurd, and Saint George come quickly to mind. Some 
have even had bull slayers: the Babylonian hero Gilgamesh kills the 
bull-of-heaven in the earliest myth we have ; the Persian hero -god 
Mithra sacrifices a white bull-of-heaven with a sword. But of these 
mythical heroes , Theseus is the one who best fits what Garcia Lorca 
and Gaviria were expressing . When Theseus goes within the 
labyrinth and kills the half-man, half-bull, thereby saving his coun
try, he is doing exactly what Garcia Lorca and Gaviria are describing . 

That is what Cesar Rincon does , except that he does it in life 
instead of in myth. His ritual is real, his sacrifice literal. As the mata
dor, every time he enters the labyrinth of the ring, he saves us from 
the Minotaur's curse; he saves us from the animal itself and from our 
own animal nature. His mission is grace. He is our exemplar. (357-58) 

That's about as far as I can go with the matador himself , with the 
killer of bulls and the inherent meaning of his role . So in my next book I 
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will attempt to move into-to clear up as best I can-the mystery of the 
bull, of the animal himself, and of the fascination and reverence he has 
inspired and continues to inspire in us. 

Some writers don't evolve. They get better at what they do, perhaps, but 
they don't change . James Lee Burke is one of our best non-evolving writ
ers. He does the same thing over and over again. He does it very well and 
his style-some Faulkner and some Hemingway, but always brilliantly 
Burke-never disappoints us . But his ideas do not evolve. 

Hemingway was ever evolving, ever experimenting, always pushing 
the boundaries. Consider the difference in attitude between the competi
tive head-counting Hemingway of Green Hills of Africa and Hemingway 
the philosophical gamekeeper and animal lover of True at First Light and 
Under Kilimanjaro . One of the truly heart-stopping moments in 
Hemingway we didn't read until 1986 when in The Garden of Eden 
David, as a boy in the internal African story, says-for himself and 
against his father, and deeply identified with his "brother," the about-to
die bull elephant-quietly the first time and softly the second, but fiercely 
in both instances: "Fuck elephant hunting" (181). 

In the bulls Hemingway evolved too. The first taurine sketch of In 
Our Time he wrote before he saw a corrida. As the sketches progress-as 
he is actually seeing corridas-he goes deeper into taurine experience, 
and the last one is told in the first person from the point of view of a pro
fessional matador. Hemingway's narrative voice has gone from that of 
superficial outsider to that of accomplished insider in the space of a few 
pages. More to the point , Hemingway tells us in those seminally impor
tant early pages of Death in the Afternoon that as he was learning about 
the bulls he was simultaneously teaching himself how to write. The dis
covery of the style and the discovery of toreo-intertwined and insepara
ble-were coeval, even symbiotic. 

But there is more to the evolution than merely the question of style. 
("Merely," indeed.) One of the few unconvincing parts of Death in the 
Afternoon is the business of the horses: the horses as comic actors, disem
boweled, dead and dying comic actors. Hemingway happened on the cor
rida when it was in the midst of dramatic change. He missed Joselito by 
three years, but Belmonte and company-including Chicuelo and the 
young Cayetano Ordonez-were in the process of making toreo into one 
of the fine arts as though, in the words of poet and celebrated taurine writ
er Jose Bergamin, they were "giving it a soul" (70), turning toreo into a 
"spiritual exercise," as Belmonte once famously remarked to an American 
reporter (185-86). Perhaps too close to it all, in Death in the Afternoon
for all its great and pioneering qualities-Hemingway does not seem alto-
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gether aware of this vital transformation, which he tended to confuse with 
decadence . 

And then the peto, the protection for the horse, removed a great deal 
of the gore from the spectacle. The introduction of the peto occurred in 
1928, midway between Hemingway's first corridas in 1923 and the publi 
cation of Death in the Afternoon in 1932. Yet for some reason he still 
felt - in 1932-that he needed to explain the more or less gratuitous 
killing of the horses, which, although ready for the glue factory, were still 
horses. Why did he defend the practice of using defenseless horses four 
years after the Spanish government had abolished the practice? What was 
it, the shocking nature of those grisly deaths, the gruesome, classical, 
atavistic authenticity of viscera trailing in the sand, the nearly martial oth
erness? How things have changed. 

In June 2006 the horse of a rejoneador (Portuguese-style mounted 
matador), gored in the Madrid ring, died, and the anguish and the grief 
made the papers and the media all over Spain. It was a national tragedy. 
Ten years ago I saw the horse of a picador killed from a fall in Bogota and 
people openly wept and the women seated above the horse's carcass 
threw their flowers into the ring to cover his body. 

The sentimental difference between Death in the Afternoon and The 
Dangerous Summer-in that sublime season of Ordonez and 
Dominguin-is as great as the difference between Green Hills of Africa 
and True at First Light and Under Kilimanjaro . The artistic success of the 
later books aside, Hemingway was reaching or searching in both cases for 
a spiritual progression or evolution that was not apparent in the earlier 
works. Gone were those horses trailing their entrails around the ring and 
the old lady's funny but callous remarks. In their place was an art that 
challenged an author's descriptive powers, any author's, and some
Kenneth Tynan, Orson Welles, and Ernest Hemingway, for example
called Antonio Ordonez one of the finest artists of the 20th century . The 
art of the next generation , passed from Cayetano to his son Antonio, had 
replaced the gore . Now, half a century later, Antonio's grandsons, 
Francisco and Cayetano, carry on in the fourth generation the artistic evo
lution of the House of Ordonez . 

My book on Rincon ends with his forced retirement due to hepatitis C at 
the end of the 1999 season. Earlier that year, when Rincon bought the 
prestigious ganaderia or bull ranch known as El Torreon, he remarked : 
"The world of the bull is our world, the one we live from, so we must take 
care of it" (359) . He was beginning a new cycle as ganadero, as breeder, a 
position often sought but rarely reached with much success by the mata
dor, in the process metamorphosing from bull slayer into bull creator. 
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After a miraculous treatment, which nearly killed him, Rincon 
returned to the ring and has done extremely well. And although I continue 
to watch him, as he heads into his real, natural retirement after 25 years as 
a matador, and to appreciate the magnitude of his achievement-the hep
atitis C that he contracted in 1990 was only one of the obstacles he had to 
overcome-my time with him, my time with the matador, is over. It had 
begun with an intense and poignant dream I had in which "the black bull 
of fear had made Cesar into a hero, the only hero left, the last serious man 
in the world . He was the doer; I was honored to be the recorder. And now 
it was no longer a dream" (358). Those are the last lines of the book, and 
in no small measure they are my final words on the subject. 

Here comes another part of the confession: I no longer want to write 
about the matador Rincon-no sequel to Ritual and Sacrifice-nor about 
any other matador. (Rincon the ganadero, the breeder, yes.) I no longer 
intend to write about the killing of bulls as my central subject; I intend to 
write instead about the peculiar reverence and fascination they inspire in us. 
Not the death of the bull, the life of the bull, what I hope is my own evolution. 

When modem toreo began in the 1700s, it was all about picking from 
the horse and then killing on foot. Gradually the matador's preparatory 
work became the artistic faena of the 20th century, and the focus shifted 
from the skill of killing to the art of passing the bull, with the kill still the 
climactic moment. In the 21st century, however, we are seeing a dramatic 
rise in the number of taros indultados, of bulls whose lives are "par
doned" because of their exceptional bravery, usually to go on to live a 
long and happy life siring more brave bulls . 

Is this rise in the numbers of taros indultados indicative of an evolu
tion in toreo? It may be too early to tell, but I believe strongly that it is. 
Most matadors like to pardon the bull because it means a triple honor: for 
the man, for the animal, and for the breeder. And the publico is now 
beginning to appreciate and to applaud this triple triumph. The matador, 
after simulating the kill, is awarded symbolic ears and tail. The bull lives, 
after careful treatment with antibiotics, usually to become a seed bull. 
And the ganadero achieves a double victory, the recognition of having 
bred an exceptional animal and the reward of getting the animal back to 
sire similar progeny . 

Victorino Martin, the most prestigious breeder in the business , owes 
no small part of his prestige to the fact that he bred the only bull that has 
ever been spared in the severe Madrid ring, the bull Velador in 1982. His 
son, Victorino, a veterinarian as well as a ganadero, considers their ranch
es green spaces, ecological habitats dedicated to the preservation of the 
species bas taurus. 
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I have set in motion a series of evolutions: 
1) Hemingway from the blood and guts of the taurine sketches and 

Death in the Afternoon to the exquisite artistry of The Dangerous 
Summer. 

2) Cesar Rincon from bull slayer to bull breeder, from Theseus to 
Daedalus, from immolator to creator. 

3) My own movement from writing about the glory of the sacrificer to 
writing about our reverence and fascination for the sacrificial animal; 
from death to life. 

4) The evolution of toreo, from the killing of the early spectacle, not 
so far removed from the slaughterhouse, to its current position as one of . 
the fine arts, including an increased new tendency toward the pardoning 
of the bravest bulls' lives . 

These evolutions are as intertwined and inseparable as Hemingway's 
discovery of toreo and the discovery of his own style . And I am being 
intentionally tautological because where I am headed lies beyond the 
sphere of logic. 

In The Mind of the Soul , Gary Zukav and Linda Francis, attempting to 
describe awakening or enlightenment as an evolutionary direction of 
human endeavor, divide us up into what they call "five-sensory people" 
and "multi-sensory people ." Five-sensory humans pay attention to their 
senses and their logical abilities. Their goal is survival and has been from 
Australopithecus to Nick at the Big Two-Hearted River. Multi-sensory 
people reach beyond the five senses and logic to intuition, to the realm of 
the spirit. Zukav and Francis are not remotely alone here; Eckhart Tolle 
and Miguel Ruiz come immediately to mind, although they arrive at the 
same place from very different starting points. (I'm using Zukav and 
Francis here because they're the most straightforward.) 

As Zukav and Francis point out, we've had multi-sensory teachers for 
ages, Jesus and Buddha to begin with (193). Zukav, Francis, Tolle, and 
Ruiz believe we are now entering an expanding non-survival or non-fear
based-that is, in Zukav and Francis's terms, non-five-sensory based
era. They believe we are embarking on a collective multi-sensory enter
prise . Certain physicists, beginning with Max Planck and Einstein, seem 
to share similar beliefs. And they all conceive of this phenomenon as evo
lutionary. 

Hemingway's precocious gift, the essence of his revolutionary early 
style, is that it was five-sensory and only five-sensory. Think about those 
early taurine sketches from In Our Time: gems of five-sensory writing, 
culminating in the five-sensory masterpiece of the final cut version of 
"Big Two-Hearted River." Right from the beginning Hemingway estab-
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lished himself as a master of five-sensory writing, knowingly freeing him
self at his own stylistic inception from the late 19th and early 20th century 
drift into Jamesian and Dreiserian and Proustian snow banks . 

He established himself as the young master of a spare new style , 
which from my point of view here was the end of realism. And already in 
"On Writing," in the cut parts of "Big Two-Hearted River," he had sown 
the seeds of what was to come. He cut out the "remarks," the Gertrudish 
automative monologue, yes, but he also cut the mystical parts about living 
right with your eyes and about the things that were holy to him, about the 
bulls, about fishing, about writing, about how Maera was a greater artist 
than Joyce (Nick Adams 233-41). "Big Two-Hearted River" is a better, 
tighter, more uniform story without that material, the inclusion of which 
would have marked a radical departure from the otherwise perfect five
sensory writing . But stylistically and spiritually, for all its brilliance, the 
cut version marks a dead end. We could say that Hemingway enters his 
literary career by perfecting-that is, by finishing-five-sensory writing . 
And after "Big Two-Hearted River," which is the clear turning point , his 
style begins slowly to open and deepen . It begins to evolve . 

Hemingway was always ahead of everybody-with Mussolini , with 
feminism, with ecological concerns . He was always a step ahead, because 
he was evolutionary and because he was already a mystic and becoming a 
multi-sensory writer. He had trouble , sometimes, aligning his personali
ty-his ego-and his writer's soul, but he knew that he would have to 
make that alignment and that it could be done . I think that's what he 
meant, precisely in "On Writing," when he wrote : "You had to do from 
inside yourself. .. . He felt almost holy about it. It was deadly serious . 
You could do it if you would fight it out. If you'd lived right with your 
eyes" (239) . That phrasing-for me the most revealing in all of 
Hemingway's work-goes beyond the visual toward the visionary : from 
inside, holy, deadly serious, if you would fight it out. And enters the realm 
of the transcendental: if you'd lived right . Line up the writer's soul with 
the ego through the eyes and you approach what he would call in Green 
Hills of Africa "getting the fifth dimension" (27). (I am indebted to Zukav 
and Francis, 143,205, for the notion of alignment of personality and soul, a 
description that fits Hemingway's syzygy as though it were invented for him .) 

The least studied parts of Hemingway , the parts most demanding new 
work, are those that correspond to what I'm calling the evolving 
Hemingway, the multi-sensory Hemingway, the intuitive writer, the mys
tic, the artist who in fact fails the most because he reaches the most. 
Remember how incensed and profane Hemingway became when 
Faulkner, obviously hitting a sore spot, accused him of not taking chances 
(Letters 624)? 
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The mystique- of love, in the first instance-begins in A Farewell to 
Arms, continues through Green Hills of Africa, and explodes in For 
Whom the Bell Tolls, with its dark woods and gypsy intuition and femi
nine integration and ecstasy. After World War II and into the 50s, the man 
is failing, the artist is reaching out and down and deeper, taking more 
chances, failing in a way, but evolving into a different kind of artist. 
Botched and polluted as they occasionally are as texts, the posthumously 
published experimental works are the ones we have yet to explore as we 
should. That exploration will, I hope, be the work of the next generation 
of Hemingwayistas. 

Hemingway understood from the beginning that most 19th- and early 
20h-century literature and thought were based on what I'll call the rational 
fallacy, the pre-modernist legacy that rationality and logic were the way 
and the light. Einstein knew they weren't. Picasso and Jung knew . And 
Hemingway knew. And when Hemingway found Spain and the bulls- the 
last good country, the incarnation of Ecclesiastes, as the dueling epigraphs 
of The Sun Also Rises tell us in no uncertain terms (the title is not The 
Lost Generation)- he found the path at once to transcend rationalism and 
to enter a higher reality. In Spain, in the corrida, Hemingway not only dis
covered the essence and the rhythm of his early five-sensory style, but he 
also discovered the roots (however twisted they may seem to the Anti
Hemingway League) of his later spirituality, of what would evolve into 
his multi-sensory style. 

By the time he got to The Old Man and the Sea, Santiago and the fish, 
like Davy and the elephant, had become brothers . Ecclesiastes again: "For 
that which befalleth the sons of men befalleth beasts; ... as the one dieth, 
so dieth the other; yea they all have one breath; so that a man hath no pre
eminence above a beast" (King James Version 3: 19). 

Another confession: The first time I caught a marlin, in 1972, I happi
ly hauled the fish aboard and headed for the dock. The last one I caught, a 
few years ago, I was chagrined to find, had sounded and died. We fed an 
entire Costa Rican village with the fish, nothing went to waste, but it sad
dened me that she died, when I had intended to release her. Some things 
do change. 

Towards the end of my research for Ritual and Sacrifice in the Corrida, I 
visited the little house on the south side of Bogota where Cesar Rinc6n's 
mother and sister had perished in a fire caused by a candle's falling into 
photographic developing chemicals . The smoke asphyxiated them . 
Rinc6n's mother had lit the candle to the Virgen de la Macarena, the 
patroness of toreros, to pray for her young son who was an apprentice in 
Spain. Hours after visiting the house, I heard that taurine critic Vicente 
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Zabala had been killed in the crash of American Airlines flight 965, 
attempting to land in Cali: 

Mortality, I wrote in my notebook, is the lesson of the corrida. For 
that which befalleth the sons of men befalleth beasts . If it were not, 
there would be no glory. The essence of life is death; the essence of 
death is life. And the corrida provides lessons in order and rhythm 
that no other spectacle or endeavor can equal. In the very real death 
within the corrida and in the defying of very real death in the corrida, 
we learn virtually every lesson of life. Every emotion, every sense of 
religion, every ceremony and ritual are there , if we are willing to 
learn, to be open, to seek and to find. Even perhaps how to deal with 
flight 965 or the tragedy of Maria Teresa and Sonia Rincon. (Josephs 
356-57) 

And yet-and yet-I remain the shadow of the waxwing slain. 

I want to conclude with some notes I wrote in March of 2006, when I 
spent a week at the bull ranch near Huelva known as Concha y Sierra, one 
of the oldest in existence . I hope these notes for "Black Bull of Pain," the 
tentative title for my book on the life of the bulls themselves , will help 
weave together my threads and serve as a colophon. (As I wrote the notes, 
I was already thinking ahead toward this essay.) 

The topic of the indulto [the pardon]. In March, early in the season, 
there have already been/our indultos. Pablo Sevillano, the foreman of the 
Concha y Sierra ranch, says this development is very good. He likes the 
possibility that the bulls he has raised can survive and come home. I tell 
him I think it is the future of toreo, the bull that lives, that survives, that 
earns his life instead of his death. 

In the past the bull came to the ring to be killed, just as he did to the 
slaughterhouse . In the matadero, the bull was whacked on the head and 
butchered. In the plaza de taros, on the other hand, there was the possibil
ity of a transcendental experience, the re-occurrence or re-enactment of 
the oldest myths of mankind, the connections with our origins, with our
selves, with our old gods, through the ritual sacrifice. 

Recently a new dimension is emerging . Cattle are still destined to be 
eaten, but now toreo tells a new story along with the old one. The bull 
doesn't have to die in the ring as it does in the slaughterhouse. In the 
plaza the bull can live. We eat meat, most ofus. That's why we raise cat
tle. But the taro bravo now has a real possibility of living and procreating, 
a chance the domestic bovine never gets. It's a fate we as humans can and 
do find appealing . 

Human destiny and bovine destiny are inseparably bound together. 
That's why the corrida was invented and why it has evolved. I've thought 
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about this bond for years, but I still don't know exactly why it exists. We 
need to understand why we made the bull god, or the god bull. We need to 
know if the ethnobotanists are correct that early religion arose from hallu
cinogenic psilocybin mushrooms that grow in the dung of cattle. We need 
to understand why the Hindus made cattle sacred or why we turned them 
into the stock market and money. 

When I am in the campo with the bulls, especially with the cows and 
their calves, I feel an unbridled mammalian affection for them. A new
born calf resembles a fawn and the bulls sometimes remind me of Jake 
(my black standard poodle) . In the campo, the breeder's attention revolves 
around the health and life of the bull, not around his death. Therein 
resides the attraction of the indulto. We move from having to kill the bull 
to being able to spare him. We become like the god who spares the boy. 
We don't always want to kill, but for some fearful reason we must, or we 
must at least be prepared to do it. 

This loving -killing relationship is a paradox Hemingway grappled 
with. The marlin is Santiago's brother as is Davy's old bull elephant. 
David's broadbill is like an extension of himself" ... I couldn't tell which 
was him and which was me" (Islands 142). 

By the same token, any matador's bull is his amigo, his collaborator, 
as the matadors say. They love him even though they kill him. Or they kill 
him because they love him. Such killing ambivalence inevitably returns us 
to sacrifice, to Abraham's son, to Jephthah's daughter, to burnt offerings 
and dying gods. Will the indulto move us beyond this atavistic practice? 
Will such an evolution make us more god-like, or will it move us away 
from the divinity within? 

Note 
1This essay is a slightly edited version of the plenary address from the XII 

International Hemingway Conference, in Ronda, Spain, June 2006. When pro
gram director Carl Eby and I began discussing what I would do, he suggested I 
connect my recent book, Ritual and Sacrifice in the Corrida: The Saga of Cesar 
Rincon, to Hemingway, or discuss Hemingway and the bulls, or talk about what 
I'm currently working on. They're all connected, so I did a combination of the three. 
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ALLEN JOSEPHS 

Picasso, Hemingway, and Lorca: 
Toreo As a Modernist Principle 1 

Why did these three monumental modernists, Pablo Picasso, Ernest 
Hemingway, and Federico Garcia Lorca, use toreo-tauromaquia or bull
fighting-as an intentionally central theme of their art? 

Since this taurine matter-anachronistic and anti-modem-is essen
tially dramatic, I want to set the stage and create the proper atmosphere 
with a brief narrative. The year was 1987, and after a month immersed in 
the mysteries of ancient Greece , I had made the leap from Athens to 
Madrid . My head was still spinning with sculptures of bronze bulls and 
altars shaped like horns, with unlikely bull vaulters and ecstatic women 
chewing laurel leaves- so it almost seemed natural to find that the after
noon's function in the Teatro Espanol, just across the square from my 
hotel, was The Bacchae of Euripides in a flamenco version directed by 
Salvador Tavorn. I was immediately excited because of the exquisite syn
chronicity and because I could not help remembering a favorite quote 
from Lorca about Nietzsche's search for the Dionysian: " ... the duende 
[the spirit or inspiration] that he sought had jumped from the mysterious 
Greeks to the dancing girls of Cadiz or to the throat-slit Dionysian scream 
[ of a flamenco lamentation]" (III 307; my translations of Lorca through
out). Lorca's allusive language means that the demiurgic creative power 
(what he calls duende) thought to be respons ible for the obscure origins of 
Greek mystery cults and tragedy could best be found in our time in fla
menco and, as we shall see, in toreo . 

To enter the Teatro Espanol was to enter a world explicitly conceived 
to illustrate Lorca 's dictum. The intentionally hieratic and rhythmic quali
ties of Tavora's flamenco choreography created an ideal bridge between 
his 20th-century Spanish stage and that original wellspring of theater , lost 
in some ancient grove in Macedonia or in Crete. From the first entrance of 
the chorus of the raving bacchae, pounding rhythmic beats with their thyr
si and feet, an unexpected series of epiphanies returned us insistently to 
the "dark root of the scream," to that sacrificial threshold where theater 

90 



began (II 799; another felicitous phrase of Lorca, the last line of Blood 
Wedding). 

Why bring this flamenco version of The Bacchae so prominently into 
play? Because Tavora is a perhaps unique survivor of modernism. 
Anachronistic, atavistic, romantic, a flamenco, a torero, a gypsy, he is 
quite possibly the only authentic heir to Lorca. And because his 
Andalusian version of The Bacchae connects our own time directly with 
earliest Greece, via the ageless bridge of flamenco music and dance, as in 
Lorca's millennial intuition about duende, providing the perfect preface
anachronistic and anti-modem-for everything I am about to postulate. 

And now to begin : Imagine the paseillo, the opening "parade" of the cor
rida, with three of the maestros of modernism: on the right, with seniority, 
Pablo Picasso from Malaga; on the left, Federico Garcia Lorca from 
Granada; and in the center, the youngest, "Ernest de la Mancha 
Hemingway," as he described himself in a letter in 1924 (SL 130). 
Hemingway's humor notwithstanding, in all seriousness we can and must 
ask: Why did these three instrumental modernist creators use toreo as a 
central theme, if not the central theme, of their works? Such a puissant tri
angulation requires critical examination and explanation, all the more 
urgently now that one of the first milestones of modernism, Les 
Demoiselles d'Avignon, Picasso's deliberately anachronistic and anti
modem masterpiece, has already begun its second century. 

Lorca was not precisely an avid aficionado, but he was a cabal, an 
Andalusian with the cultural and instinctual background to understand the 
subject from the inside, and he used taurine material to greater poetic 
effect than any other writer. Picasso was what I would call an accidental 
aficionado ; except for his childhood in Malaga, he saw all of his corridas 
in the south of France. And Hemingway, although a foreigner, was a rabid 
and even evangelical aficionado. As the Spanish taurine critic "Uno al 
sesgo" recognized in his review of Death in the Afternoon in 1933 (the 
only one in Spanish), Hemingway was preaching the taurine gospel to his 
compatriots. Yet in spite of the differing nature of their afici6n and their 
personal and biographical differences, all three chose to use toreo as an 
essential element in their art. 

Aficionados sometimes cite the great artists who have worked with 
taurine themes as a significant cultural justification for the existence of 
toreo: Cervantes , Goya, Dore, Manet, Picasso, Lorca, Hemingway, and 
Montherlant usually head the list. What I wish to demonstrate here is 
quite the contrary : I want to point to toreo as perhaps the most essential 
and the most representative element in the work of Picasso, of Lorca , and 
of Hemingway. I want to demonstrate that toreo serves, in fact, as the 
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anti-modem keystone of their art-individually and independently-and 
of their significance as modernist artists. 

Lorca was not an overt aficionado, as were some of his colleagues, yet 
he loaded the most important areas of his thought, his essays and his inter
views, with taurine examples. His magnificent poem, the "Llanto por 
Ignacio Sanchez Mejias," the lament for his close friend who was killed in 
the ring, stands alone as probably the greatest single piece of taurine liter
ature of all time. (Tavora's daughter, Concha, has recently staged in 
Sevilla a flamenco version of this inexhaustibly rich poem.) 

Bulls and toreros, and their mythical synthesis, minotaurs, literally 
abound in Picasso's work, from his first childhood paintings in Malaga to 
the ceramics and lithographs of his last years in the south of France. After 
the female form, these teeming taurine figures make up the largest group
ing in his subject matter, among which we can recall as iconic that menac
ing cubist bull from his most celebrated painting Guernica. 

Hemingway saturated his work with taurine elements: short stories 
such as "The Undefeated" and "The Capital of the World," and that semi
nal chunk cut from "Big Two-Hearted River," published posthumously as 
"On Writing"; some of his early journalism; The Sun Also Rises; For 
Whom the Bell Tolls; Death in the Afternoon; and The Dangerous 
Summer, inter alia, make up the well-known proof of that saturation . 
Furthermore, Death in the Afternoon is as close to a poetic creed as 
Hemingway got. At its inception he explains that his discovery of toreo 
and the discovery of his style-the style that would revolutionize the 
English language and in time affect other languages-were inseparable. 

The crux of the matter lies in the ancient nature of toreo, in what I am 
calling its anti-modernity. To put it in the simplest terms, toreo is very old 
in its essence even though it is historically a relatively recent creation. It 
is old because it is a rite that represents the oldest extant myths we have in 
which the hero wrests the secrets of life from the savage forces of nature, 
the blood of the sacred animal that is wine, the body that is bread. The 
matador of our time is a modem avatar of Mithra or of Gilgamesh slaying 
the white bull of Heaven and of Theseus rescuing his people from the sav
agery of the Minotaur and the slavery of Crete. 

In May of 2000, there was an exposition of Tartessian culture in 
Madrid's Archeological Museum. Tartessos, in southern Andalucia, was 
the oldest civilization in the Western world, flourishing from c. 1500-500 
BC. Among the 173 pieces on exhibit, some of startling beauty, an 
impressive solid bronze bull stood out. Perhaps, I mused at the time, it 
represented one of the celebrated bulls of the monstrous giant King 
Geryon, rustled by Hercules and driven from Andalucia all the way back 
to holy Tiryns, or possibly it was the sacrificial bull of Atlantis described 
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by Plato in the Critias (19). In any case, its style anticipated the cubist 
bulls of Picasso, and I wrote in my notebook: "The taurine world of 
always in the sixth century [BC]. Now mythical, now real." 

Both Hemingway and Lorca understood profoundly the mythos of the 
bull. And toreo coalesces at the center of their works because that mythos, 
and their consequent use of that mythos, presupposes a radical rejection of 
modernity and an embracing of the most primordial mysteries of human 
culture. They understood fear and danger, for example, just as the 
Babylonians did in the oldest text that has survived, in which the goddess 
Ishtar prays: "Oh, my father, create a celestial bull so that Gilgamesh can 
know what fear is" (ABC, May 15, 1995). And Gilgamesh, after killing 
the bull, struts around the palace like some Luis Miguel Dominguin of 
antiquity-doubtless with his index ·finger raised, indicating his numero 
uno status-because he knows what he has done has no parallel, pro
claiming: "Who is the most beautiful among heroes? / Who is the mighti
est among men? / Gilgamesh is the most beautiful among heroes! 
Gilgamesh is the mightiest among men!" (Comad 42). And that encounter 
was recorded at least 25 centuries before the Church converted the divine 
white bull of Heaven from proto-Mithraism and Mithraism into the incar
nation of evil. 

At Columbia University in 1930, Lorca introduced his matador friend 
Ignacio Sanchez Mejias by saying, "The only serious thing left in the 
world is toreo" (III 418). Hemingway, a few years earlier in his 
"Pamplona Letter" in the Transatlantic Review, had cited a phrase of 
Picasso's that is nearly identical: "You know it's absolutely the only thing 
left in the world, bu! [sic] fighting, that is" (2, 3:301). Both Lorca and 
Picasso, cited by Hemingway, are categorical. The only serious thing left. 
Absolutely the only thing left. Their statements are more categorical than 
those of the philosophical maestro, Jose Ortega y Gasset, who, although 
decidedly not an aficionado, wrote brilliantly about toreo, and who once 
declared in spite of his lack of afici6n: "I would have exchanged my fame 
for that other glory that is given only to matadores de taros" (Posada 97; 
my translation). 

When I saw the Tartessos exposition, I wrote: Now mythical, now 
real. And that is part of the mystery of toreo, that twofold nature of myth
ical and real, not unlike the gospel for Christians. During the 90s I fol
lowed the Colombian matador, Cesar Rincon, going with him in the bull
rings of Europe and the Americas, with the purpose of doing a 
photographic and written documentary. Throughout Ritual and Sacrifice 
in the Corrida: The Saga of Cesar Rincon, I compare him to Theseus 
because he entered the labyrinth of the ring, because he killed the beast, 
and because with his four consecutive triumphs in the Madrid ring in 
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1991, the most demanding in the world, he liberated his country, taurinely 
speaking, from the chains of the Madrepatria, the Mother-fatherland, as 
the Colombians call Spain. (No Colombian had ever had a major triumph 
in the Madrid ring and no one of any nationality had or has equaled 
Rinc6n's astounding record. Probably no one will.) There is no doubt that, 
especially in Colombia, this former child of poverty had become a myth 
incarnate . 

Yet in spite of his inevitable mythification, at the end of my documen
tary I affirm something even more transcendental : Rincon did everything 
Theseus did, but he did it in real life. His actions were not symbolic . They 
were real. He was not Gilgamesh, or Thor, or Superman, or Luke 
Skywalker. He was a real hero, the only one left to use that word of Lorca 
and of Picasso, cited by Hemingway, a man of flesh and bone who per
formed on real sand, with real fear and real blood and a real bull and real 
pain and real death. He did it in real time and in real reality-unrepeatable. 

This heightened sense of reality reminds me of a quote from the mae
stro Ortega-Domingo the matador , not Jose the philosopher-in his trea
tise El arte de torear: "In toreo you have the strange case, with respect to 
the other arts, that through classical norms you arrive at the most pro 
found romanticism. Perhaps because toreo is nothing more than that: pure 
romanticism" (Reparaz 1; my translation) . And that anachronic pro
nouncement reminds me of what Hemingway wrote to Ezra Pound in 
1924: "The Plaza is the only remaining place where valor and art can 
combine for success" (SL 119; my emphasis) . The most profound roman
ticism, wrote Domingo Ortega. I would add: the anti-stereotype, the anti
cliche, the only serious thing left or remaining, that anti-modem verb that 
all three have so poignantly employed. 

Ortega - Jose, the philosopher-tells the story of the matador 
Cuchares who one day was having trouble killing a bull, and the famous 
actor Maiquez, who was heckling him from the front row. Cuchares 
looked up at the actor, safe in his seat, and said with his finest Andalusian 
scorn: "Down here you don't die a make-believe death like you do up in 
the theater" (VII 465; my translation). Toreo, structurally speaking, is ear
lier than tragedy, less developed because it has not progressed to the sym
bolic or representative stage. It has remained fixed in the sacrifice- fixed 
in a metaphoric moment prior to the time of The Bacchae-normally of 
the bull, but at times of the man: "His eyes never shut / when he saw the 
horns come close / but the terrible mothers / lifted up their heads," wrote 
Lorca of the fatal moment for Ignacio Sanchez Mejias, in verses that rip
ple back down the eons (I 554). 

Finally toreo boils down to something of a religious matter, what 
Lorca in his essay on duende described as "the liturgy of the bulls, an 
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authentic religious drama in which, just as in the mass there is adoration 
and sacrifice of a God" (III 316; Lorca's capitalization). For Lorca the 
secret of art is duende, and duende, he explains, flourishes in flamenco 
and toreo. This duende, which had jumped from the Greece of the mys
tery cults to the modem performers of flamenco and toreo, "produces an 
almost religious enthusiasm" (III 311 ). In Death in the Afternoon, a few 
years earlier, Hemingway wrote that the complete faena (the work with 
the small red cape, preparatory to killing) was one "that takes a man out 
of himself and makes him feel immortal .. . , that gives him an ecstasy 
that is, while momentary, as profound as any religious ecstasy .. . " (206). 

Lorca: an almost religious enthusiasm. 
Hemingway: as profound as any religious ecstasy. 
Can it be a coincidence that the same type of religious ecstasy or 

enthusiasm-in Greek , enthousiasmos, possession by a god-occurs in 
the very center of the artistic creeds of two writers so unalike and who 
never met? Can it be coincidental that this ecstasy and this enthusiasm 
describe the cathartic moment of the corrida, quite probably the only 
catharsis left in the 20th or 21st centuries? There is an interesting inverse 
relationship at work here: the farther apart in aesthetic distance, biogra 
phy, and personality we find Lorca and Hemingway, logically the less 
likely this coincidence . And yet, there it is, exact almost to the word, as 
large and as undeniable as a Miura bull . 

Lorca ' s essay "Theory and Play of the Duende" (III 306-18) and 
Hemingway's Death in the Afternoon make up their respective theories of 
art. And there, in both cases, we find toreo in the center, the heart , the 
marrow of meaning, and there the defining relationship between toreo and 
the other arts. Lorca and Hemingway were both obsessed with death and 
nothing gives a sense of death as surely and as sublimely as toreo in 
which there is always the death of the bull and always the risk of death for 
the man. 

We need to understand the differences between these writers as well. 
Hemingway comes to the bulls, almost from the beginning, as an insid
er-in In Our Time he already speaks in the first person, from the point of 
view of a matador ( CSS 151 )-and yet he is only an insider from the per
spective of a non-Spaniard . Hemingway's message , to repeat, was evan
gelistic: he was preaching-and he was the first writer in English to do 
so--to a world of infidels , a risky challenge that was of enormous merit 
and was enormously romantic. 

Lorca's case is quite the opposite: he raked as deeply as he could 
through the rich ashes of his native Andalucia, seeking ancient myths still 
smoldering in that uncontaminated Mediterranean world . Rather than 
recreating classical myths, as some modernists attempted to do-Yeats, 
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Eliot, Gide, Cocteau, Claudel, Sartre, for example-he created his own 
Andalusian mythology, in poetry and in the theater, an endeavor that also 
had enormous, not to say unique, merit. At one point he told his friend 
Gerardo Diego, "Here it is. Look. I have the fire in my hands" (III 401 ). 
The poet and playwright from Andalucia and the novelist from the 
American Midwest could not have been further apart in methods or in 
goals, yet they coincided seamlessly in the primordial and mystery-laden 
meaning of toreo. 

The tauromachy and especially the minotauromachy of Picasso have a 
similar design, a similar purpose. Always looking backwards thematical
ly, Picasso's modernism attempted to restore the numinous meaning of 
art- the hieratic and the sacred, missing in W estem art for centuries-and 
the critics who said that his creative powers waned after cubism ran its 
course were mistaken because they did not know how to see his work . 
Recent shows in Malaga, Madrid, New York, and Vienna have begun to 
vindicate the Picasso who has never been anything less than the first and 
most influential art figure of the 20th century . 

Art before Picasso, as I have written in White Wall of Spain, reflected 
and was a product of the same Cartesian world that gave us Marx and 
Darwin and Freud. But Picasso revolted against that material world. He 
was a painter for our time and for all time, an artist against the void who 
was not so much dismantling the surfaces of illusionistic art as unhinging 
the illusions of the Western world . Above and beyond the ceaseless itera
tion and reiterat ion of styles and the formal recapitulation of the history of 
art loomed an identity and a luminous core of subject matter-bull and 
horse, artist and woman, minotaur and goddess-unchanged and 
unchanging amidst the kaleidoscope of styles . All of these elements are as 
interrelated as they are Andalusian in their provenance, more an ancient 
mystical vision than a product of the beau monde of Braque and Breton 
and the real Gertrude Stein- as opposed to that immense mask-faced 
Iberian beauty in Picasso's intentionally archaic portrait of her (Josephs, 
White Wall 172) . 

Hemingway from outside, Lorca from inside, Picasso from time out of 
mind- they were all three visionaries and revolutionaries in their anti
modemity . Lorca, assassinated very young, might well have been as revo
lutionary-especially in the theater-as the other two. There is no doubt 
about the revolutionary nature of Picasso and Hemingway, who have liter
ally changed the way we see and speak. And in the very center of those 
changes is the bull, now mythical, now real. 

For all three, the bulls were both touchstone and raw material because 
toreo embodied a truth we were losing or had lost in the modem world. 
The corrida is the most anti-modern spectacle conceivable. Therein 

96 



resides its undeniable value, even its necessity. And the more we move 
away from reality and nature and into virtual reality and effects, the 
greater that need. I agree with Tom Bums Maraii6n when he opines that 
Spanish society is as normal as any other around it. In fact, I would say 
more normal-less truncated, less manque-precisely because it contin
ues to include a spectacle that to these three modernists seemed so vital, 
so necessary, so much an antidote for the ills of modernity. 

In a little known interview with the Italian journalist, Giovanni Papini, 
in April 1935, Lorca reiterated the religious motif, saying that the corrida 
is in reality a "religious mystery, a sacred rite ... . The torero is a kind of 
priest of pre-Christian times .... " Then he moved into more psychologi
cal territory: "The corrida is the solemn and public representation of the 
victory of human virtue over bestial instinct. . . . The victory over the sen
sual and ferocious beast is the visible projection of an interior victory" 
(Papini 215-16). By killing the bull (assuming the matador has a tri
umphant afternoon), the man achieves a victory over his own base 
instinct-becoming both hero and exemplar-for himself and for us, the 
chorus of spectators . What the three modernists seemed to understand to 
perfection was that toreo, as a direct experience, as a vicarious experi
ence, and as an artistic experience, was capable of connecting us to the 
individual unconscious and, cathartically and multitudinously, to that eter
nal wellspring of the collective unconscious which nurtures all our cre
ations, from early myth to high modem art. 

As psychological corroboration and as an interesting aside, I will add 
that C. G. Jung, in commenting on the bull sacrifices of antiquity, used 
language notably similar to Lorca's when he posited: "The desire for a 
spiritual life that would permit man to triumph over his animal passions 
and, after the ceremony of initiation, would restore peace , since the death 
of the bull indicated that [man's own] animal instinct had been con
quered" (in Perez Mateos 64; my translation). Does not victory over the 
bull of Picasso-picture again that menacing cubist bull in Guernica
represent on the grandest and most contemporary scale precisely the same 
atavistic triumph? 

The artistic gypsy matador Rafael el Gallo, one of Hemingway's 
favorite subjects in Death in the Afternoon, is often celebrated in the oral 
culture of the bull world for having declared: "En la vida todo se torea." 
(In life you have to torear everything.) Gilgamesh, Mithra, Theseus, 
Cuchares, Rafael el Gallo, Luis Miguel Dominguin, and Cesar Rincon , et 
al.-individually and collectively, mythically and historically - incarnate 
that timeless truth, immutable these several thousand years. Now mythi
cal, now real, they form a part of our cultural legacy, thanks to the vision 
of Picasso, Hemingway, and Lorca . 
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And that eonian vision brings us back to where we started, to the jump 
that Lorca described, the jump that duende made from antiquity to the 
present, from ancient Greece to Andalucia, the jump that Tavorn staged 
with divine savagery in his neo-modemist attempt to bridge the unbridge 
able abyss, to reconnect us to what we are losing irredeemabl y in the 
modem age. Lorca captured some of the loss- and the beauty - in an 
arcane radio broadcast he made to Buenos Aires in 1935: "In the midst of 
the Iberian summer you can hear a bellowing .... that rises from frenetic 
bullrings and that expresses a millenary communion, an obscure offering 
to the Tartessian Venus of the Rocio, ... a sacrifice to the sweet mother
goddess of all cows, queen of the Andalusian ranches, forgotten by civi
lization in the solitary marshes of Huelva" (II 4 70). 

That irredeemable sense of loss-imbued with the certainty that the 
corrida, intransigent and sublime in its anti-modernity, was absolutely the 
only serious thing that remained - moved Picasso, Hemingway, and 
Lorca, with a spontaneous and independent unanimity, to construct from 
toreo a lapidary modernist principle . 

Note 
1 This essay was given as a plenary address at the XIV International 

Hemingway Conference in Lausanne, Switzerland, June 2010. 
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MELANIE CONROY-GOLDMAN 

10,000 Words 
Say it's August. So, leaves the size of wedding china crowd the window 
screens, make everything feel underwater. And, the air is so thick, it's tan
gible, sweet and sticky, something gorged on at a carnival. 

Or merely say, 
A hot afternoon. 
This is the way the Father says everything. The leaves are there, the 

cotton candy. 
And the flies? Are they in your hot afternoon? What if I want flies? 

asks the fourth wife. 

In the spacious living room , the fan stirs the air slightly, disorients the 
insects. The fourth wife watches their dizzy flight intently. Now, sudden
ly, she swoops, expertly swatting an insect. Its carcass falls to the floor, 
and after a pause, she toes it absently with her slipper. 

She does not look up when the Father appears at the doorway. He waits 
a moment to be noticed, then hobbles forward, favoring his right, bare foot. 

"Maria?" he says. He is wearing the same thin, stained shirt he has worn 
for days, and there is a slight sweetness to his smell, as of rot. "Maria?" 

The fourth wife shrugs. "Sure." Maria is as good a name as her own. 
The insect by her toe rises on its bent legs and lifts off crookedly . These 
flies will not be exterminated . Here, your insecticide might as well be 
sugar water. 

"Are you listening to me?" He holds a sheaf of paper. They are 
warped , have been spilled on and then dried. "I want to know who wrote 
this." He hops a little forward . 

She sets the fly swatter on the antimacassar, looks up. "Can't I please 
take a look at that?" 

He pulls his bad foot behind his good leg. "I know this writer. But I 
can't recall his name ." 

She puts an arm around him. "Come, sweet one. Come with me." She 
steers him toward the sofa, loosens his grip on the manuscript. 
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"I'm not stupid," he tells her. "I'm not a child." 
She squints at the first page from the pile. 
"The bulls for the amateur fight were terrible. You read this to me 

yesterday. This is yours." 
He shakes his head. "Wrong. Wrong. The handwriting, OK, I see the 

similarity. But the style is crude. I am impossible to imitate ." 
She nods, looks over his shoulder at the black speck that has alighted 

on a lampshade . 
When he tries to lift his foot onto the ottoman, it is as if his body were 

not a part of him; he has to use his hands, his pant leg like a sling. "It's 
the diabetes," he says. "Any worse, and they'll saw it off. Like gangrene, 
like a sailor a hundred years ago." 

"A little cut. Or, if you had let me clean it." 
"Anyway," he says, letting his foot fall, "I'd rather that. I'd rather lose that." 
Swat. The fly sticks in the groove of the lampshade; the lamp totters . 

The bulls for the amateur fight were terrible. H had been to see them in 
the morning, before the heat settled. A very young man was there and 
talked to H about a girl he wanted to impress. It would cost twenty pesetas 
to get in the ring, and each amateur had to split the cost of the animals 
they killed. The young man did not look as though he had the money . 
There were other people there, too. Foreigners who had read about it in a 
magazine. They were impressed by the bulls, but H knew the animals 
were next to worthless . 

-Ha lf a bullfight is the bull, H tells Mrs. H. when he returns. More 
than half. These aren't fighters . He takes Mrs. H's coffee cup, sniffs it, 
and then has a sip. 

-Then it's safe? she asks. 
-Or too big, H says. The matadors don't like them too big. H has not 

told her the horns will be wrapped with canvas and cotton . There is still 
plenty of action in facing down a six-hundred pound bull. But it is hard to 
explain if you tell about the padded horns. 

-And then we can leave? Mrs. H puts on her sunglasses and retrieves 
her cup from H. Then we can go to the sea and do nothing? 

-For a hundred years, says H. 
-And no one else will follow us? 
H looks into her sunglasses and tries to see her eyes. Then he stands 

up. -I'm going for a drink. 

"Who was that on the telephone? Who is flying in?" The fourth wife takes 
the receiver from his hand. The Father is lying on the floor, his injured 
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foot somehow still propped on the ottoman. She isn't sure how he got 
there, or if he can move. 

"Pass me that one page," he says. There are dozens of pieces of paper 
scattered about the room, fluttering softly in the breeze from the fan. She 
picks one. 

"This? The sunlight was bright on the dusty boulevard"? 
"Yes," says the Father, jiggling his swollen leg. There is a sticking 

sound, his sweaty flesh against the wood. "That's good. Who wrote that?" 
"Stop it," she says. "Just stop it." She kneels down beside him, places 

a hand on the leg. 
He looks into her eyes. He had thought she was wearing sunglasses, 

but it is only the filmy color of her irises that always make her look like 
she is lying. "So what comes next?" he asks. "lfl wrote it, I should know." 

The fourth wife shakes her head . "There's another girl, isn't there? 
The one Mrs. H wants to get away from?" 

"It was Andersen. Who called. Andersen . Because he's coming on the 
afternoon out of Miami. Because I owe him 10,000 words." 

The girl is sitting at a table in the back, looking very carefully at her hand. 
She is from the middle U.S.A. where they do not teach you how to wait 
for a man. She hasn't even finished her drink. 

He slides in beside her-Isn't it any good? 
She smiles. H wishes she wouldn't. It gives her a horsy look about the jaw. 
-You came. I thought you weren't coming. 
- Do you want another, or should I get you something else? 
She looks as though she's afraid of making a mistake . - I keep 

reminding myself that no one can mix a cocktail over here . But I want 
something cold in the heat. And then I forget. 

He puts a hand on her leg under the table. Her skin is dry and smooth, 
and her knee is the size of an orange . She has the sort of figure Mrs. H is 
always noticing in young girls, like a bundle of sticks. She is not H's type. 

-Pack your bags . I'm moving you over to our hotel. 

Somehow, the Father has gotten himself onto all fours and is crawling 
around under the dining table, picking up bits of dust in his hair. 

"We'll send a driver," says the wife. "It's fine." 
He shakes his head, bangs it on a table leg. "They were in my pocket. 

I remember I put them there after I got back from the dock, and then they 
stuck me while I was sleeping." 

"That was three days ago." 
He tries to haul himself up onto the chair, but it slides away from him. 

"One day, you're an old man. They don't send any warning ." 
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She rights the chair, shifts his body so he is leaning against its legs. 
"You're a drunk, is what. You could be twenty years younger." 

He wants to tell her that he is drunk, not a drunk, that there is a fine 
distinction, but he isn't confident about the word's s. He waves his hand, 
regal, and she phones for the car. 

"Have you finished typing?" he asks when she sets down the telephone. 
"I thought I could wait a bit." 
"It's a matter of getting to the firearm. You put in a weapon, it writes itself." 
"I don't think so," she says. 
"A sword?" 
She shrugs . "Possibly." 
"And how long until I get my keys back?" 
She slips her arms beneath his shoulders and hauls him up onto the 

chair. "You don't even like driving to the airport," she says. 

H has the advantage of the other men in the ring. He has a strategy. He 
decides he will let them act as his cuadrilla, tire the bulls out. He wishes 
he had explained this to the girl from the middle-US.A. because she does 
not know much about the corrida, and she may misunderstand his reasons 
for hanging back. 

In the stands, white paper fans flutter. There is no applause. H feels 
sweat prickling on his back, his eyes clouding over. He wipes away the 
dust just as the young man with the sweetheart gets in his jab with the 
sword. The blade glances off the hide, and lands in the dirt. The bull looks 
up at the boy with dull eyes, and then turns its tail and retreats to the wall. 
No one claps. 

H is very hot. The stands in the sun are white, and the ones in the 
shade are invisible . He cannot make out the people, but he knows 
Anderton will be seated between Mrs. H and the girl. The women have 
been fighting since lunch about a poet the girl knew at Smith. 

The boy has gone, and now the foreigners who have paid money to be 
in the ring are shoving each other toward the animal, or waving their red 
cloths at shadows. The bull brushes flies from its hindquarters with its tail. 

-Eh, senor. Are you all right? asks one of the picadors. You should 
get out of the sun. 

-I'm OK, says H. 
-You are wasting your money standing over here, says the other. 

There are many beautiful girls watching. Someone should give them a show. 
-Leave him alone, says the first. 
- I'm waiting for the bull to be tired, says H. He is finding it difficult 

to listen to them . 
-Oho, says the first picador. A strategist. 
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- That bull was born tired, says his friend. 
H begins to walk toward the shade. The foreigners clap him on the 

back and say things that H cannot hear. The sun has blinded him, and the 
shade ahead seems dark. He moves towards the bull from memory. He 
looks over his shoulder and can see the black silhouettes of the foreigners 
a few yards behind him. The sun is stronger here than anywhere he has 
ever traveled, even Africa, the tropics. 

He is close now. Very close. The air is thick with the smell of the ani
mal's blood. But still he sees nothing. Then, there is a whisper of a move
ment, something dark within the shadows. He jerks the cheap cape, more 
out of surprise than art. And then he sees the bull, its filmy eyes, the hairs 
on its muzzle, its batted horns thrusting toward his chest. He stumbles 
back. There is the murmuring of women, then he rights himself, and some 
small applause breaks out. For a moment, he imagines he can hear Mrs. 
H's hands, languidly clapping, the enthusiastic thumping of the girl. H 
knows that Anderton won't join in. He is not a sportsman and probably 
finds the squabbling between H's women enough bloodshed for his tem
perament. 

The bull's chest is heaving . But it seems to have made up its mind to 
have another go at H. It begins to lumber toward him through the heat. 
The animal is moving slowly enough that flies can land in the dark streaks 
of blood glistening on his hide. H means to leap to the side, but he is 
heavy-footed, slow. It doesn't matter . The impact is soft, almost gentle. 
He lifts H, as if this were a real fight, but H knows for sure now what he 
suspected moments earlier : the bull is already dead. H's feet hit hard in 
the dirt, and pain shoots up his legs. The boy with the sweetheart had 
delivered a better blow than H had thought, than anyone had thought, sev
ered some vital cord. The most spectacular part of the bullfight comes 
after the killing thrust of the dagger. The skilled fighter can stand before 
the wounded animal and seem to will it to death. The bull will stop, bend 
its legs, and then at last it will rest its head on the ground before its assas
sin. Only this bull has turned out to be tougher than he seemed. He has 
lasted thirty minutes since the boy's kill, and now it is H to whom he will 
bow. No one else seems to have noticed. No one in the crowd is jeering as 
H has seen them do at the novilladas when a man tries to take another's 
kill . Now the animal is stumbling towards him again, the black, matted 
hide. H blinks and can see that the bull's head is bent, not to charge, but in 
collapse. 

H drops his cape, reveals his hidden sword. It's flimsy, a play-sword 
practically, but H holds it aloft, plunges it into the steaming hide of the 
bull. It's too easy, the sword goes too deep. His sword has found the earli
er wound, the one made by the boy. H's fist is sinking into the wetness, 
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up to his elbow. He can feel the pulse of the animal's quivering muscles, 
its fading pulse . The sword slips from his fingers, and then they are clos
ing around the fat, muscular heart of the creature . There is a powerful 
throb, and then, after an impossibly long time, a second, faint one. H tugs 
on the muscle, and it comes away easily, a surprisingly small organ, in his 
hand. He holds it aloft . 

The crowd has grown, thick as flies in the stands. They shout, wave 
their white cloths. Hand over hand, they pass down the girl from the mid
dle of the U.S.A. She is carrying a bunch of carnations. She believes, 
everyone, thousands of them, believe he has been victorious. It does not 
matter. He is as happy as if it were true. 

They nearly collide in the hallway . The Father is wearing a clean shirt, his 
same pants, specks of froth from his hurried washing. The wife is carrying 
a tray scattered with crumbs. A fly alights among them . 

"I've put him off for a few hours," she says. "But he expects his pages 
before he leaves." 

"Why are you whispering?" The Father has crammed his feet into a 
pair ofleather slippers and stands levelly, almost as if the pain were gone. 

In the living room, Andersen is leafing through a magazine . 
"He'll want an ending," says the wife . 
"What do you mean? A raw organ, applause, a victory. What's left?" 
"There's the wife . The girl. You've left them in the stands." 
"A sentence, then. Their backs, a pair of suitcases. Maybe some rain." 

They walked through the rain towards the station . There was no one to 
carry their suitcases. 

"He had me worried," says Andersen. He waves off a buzzing insect. 
"Twenty thousand in advertising, you understand. It's a considerable 
investment. But ifhe says we've got it." 

"Yes," she says, snatching the fly from his right ear. "It's just the typ
ing now." 

"You get bored here? Can you talk to the native girls?" 
"There are people," she tells him . "But the weather is tiring . I'd like it 

if I could get on a train, go somewhere else without the problem of an 
ocean between. I must be the only woman in the world who hates the sea." 
The girl doesn't want to cry over something as stupid as a squashed hat, 
but there it is, in the center of the bed, and she can't help it. 

His already up, already pulling on his shirt. -Come on, now. You're 
a big girl. What about all those stories from Zurich? 

-That was different, she says. It didn't mean anything then. 
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-I'm not such a bad guy. He places some wadded bills on the dress
er. Get yourself a present. A new hat if you want. 

As he closes the door, a loud, ugly sob escapes after him. 

Two floors above, Mrs.His sitting on their bed between two packed suit
cases. She looks up at him as he enters. 

-What, already? she says. 
-I couldn't sleep is all. 
-It's your own fault. You get what you deserve. 
-I am the bull killer. The matador. I deserve the adoration of women 

everywhere. 
-You're the bull something. And what about that boy? Did he get his 

girl, you think? 
-The local? He did some softening up. But, in bullfighting, it's the 

kill that counts. 
-I guess it looks different from the stands. 
H pulls a pair of high heels from the smaller suitcase. -You won't 

need these at the beach . Maybe we should leave our evening things with 
the concierge. We can pick them up on the return trip. 

-Who's we? 
-Practically no one, he says. 
She stands, turns her back to him, and snaps the suitcases shut. She sets 

them on the floor. 
- It's five A.M., says H. You can't go anywhere at this hour. 
-I can go downstairs and drink a coffee until the taxi drivers wake up. 
-Don't be stupid. Sit down. Ask me about the beach again . Ask me 

who's going. 
-So you can lie to me? 
-Then ask me another question. 
-Will you take off your shirt? 
He does not answer, but also, he doesn't stop her when she reaches for 

the top button. She undoes the second one and then the third. She can feel 
the slight quiver of his body. It is familiar to her, the sensation by which 
she knows him in the dark. He is always cold, even in the heat, in the 
summer. There is the sound of his lungs laboring to pump air. She pulls 
back the fabric and finds- a small scar, stitched up in black thread, by his 
left nipple. She closes her eyes and slowly shakes her head. 

-I thought it was too small for a bull's, she says. I thought the heart 
looked familiar. Mrs. H touches the scar with her fingertips. -Sad bar
gain, Mr. H. You didn't get much in return. 

On an island off the coast of Florida, 10,000 flies are killed each day. It is 
said some women like to collect their dead, trophies, small game, and line 
them up on the windowsills as a warning . 
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MATTHEW NICKEL 

Lighthearted Sinners and Pious 
Puritans, Followers, and Believers: 

Hemingway's "Holy War Meat Eaters and Beer Drinkers 
Happy Hunting Ground and Mountain Religion" in 

Under Kilimanjaro 

Most informed readers of Ernest Hemingway's Under Kilimanjaro know 
about the two plane crashes that occurred as a result of Hemingway's 
Christmas gift to his wife Mary. Even though Christmas never arrives in 
the narrative itself, the action of the story consistently anticipates 
Christmas or what is often referred to in the narrative as the "Birthday of 
the Baby Jesus." Not only does the implied tragedy of the plane crashes 
create a tension as the book progresses toward Christmas, but also there is 
the anxiety of killing a marauding leopard and the quest for Mary's lion, 
which Hemingway declared necessary for Miss Mary to kill before 
Christmas (44). It may be difficult to decipher which are the serious 
aspects to this often lighthearted tone of Under Kilimanjaro's melting pot 
of religious myths, legends, rituals, and prophecies, and it may be natural 
to imagine at the end of the narrative that Hemin gway himself had gone 
native in Africa under the mountain god of Kilimanjaro. Still, there exists 
a steady movement throughout the book toward a balance between 
Christianity and the rituals of Africa. Though his creation of a new reli
gion might be deemed heresy to a Christian fundamentalist, in several 
characters and scenes Hemingway consistently defines the disparity 
between believers of mere abstractions and followers of actual codes, and 
he achieves a balance between his own Catholic beliefs and the African 
tribal rituals through what H. R. Stoneback describes as the "syncretistic 
drive to reconcile the local and the universal" ("Hemingway's African 
Pilgrimage" 98, albeit based on the prior and shorter version, True at First 
Light) . By blending actual and fictionalized events, Hemingway creates a 
story in which the core truth of ritual in Africa ascends to a universal 
human truth beyond Kilimanjaro. 
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In his foreword to Green Hills of Africa, Hemingway explained how 
he "attempted to write an absolutely true book to see whether the shape of 
a country and the pattern of a month's action can, if truly presented, com
pete with a work of the imagination" (vii). Editors Robert W. Lewis and 
Robert E . Fleming note in their introduction to Under Kilimanjaro, 
"Much the same might be said of Under Kilimanjaro" (xi). Lewis and 
Fleming inform the reader that Hemingway "also introduced fictional ele
ments to improve and shape the story of day-to-day life in Africa" (xi), 
and it might be helpful to recall what Mary Hemingway told Stoneback in 
the late 1970s: '"It's amazing how Ernest remembered the details without 
taking notes or keeping a journal. I checked his facts against my diary. He 
always got it right. Except when he was making it up to make a better 
story. Then he got it righter"' ("Hemingway's African Pilgrimage" 94). 
Thus, any assessment of this fictionalized memoir must accept the fact 
that Hemingway was seeking to create a story and shape events through a 
narrative that is often humorous, ironic, and, as Lewis and Fleming 
explain," .. . occasionally potential tragedy shows through the lightheart
ed surface" (xiii) . 

Hemingway's later writing certainly became increasingly lighthearted. 
There is a special risk in The Dangerous Summer concerning the mano a 
mano between Antonio Ordonez and Luis Miguel Dominguin, but there 
exists a constant tension between the "potential tragedy" of the feud and a 
lighthearted approach to death . The word "lighthearted" appears often in 
association with death. For instance, Hemingway writes, "We had been 
getting increasingly lighthearted in the best sense of the word . .. after the 
grave cornada at Aranjuez. We had spoken about death without being 
morbid about it and I had told Antonio what I thought about it which is 
worthless since none of us knows anything about it" (The Dangerous 
Summer 140). The two pages following this statement are a meditation on 
Antonio Ordonez dealing out death twice a day in the bullring under 
extreme circumstances in dangerous wind. This meditation leads directly 
into Hemingway's comments on prayer and how he bought a membership 
in the Jesuit Seminary Fund Association at New Orleans for Antonio and 
his wife Carmen. Stoneback confirms this in Reading Hemingway's The 
Sun Also Rises: 

. .. on 4 June 1959, Hemingway sent a check for $150 to Father C. 
A. Leininger , SJ, director of the Jesuit Seminary and Mission 
Bureau, enrolling Ordonez and his family in the Novena between 23 
June and 3 July, when, as Hemingway told Father Leininger, 
Ordonez would be "fighting again" after being "wounded seriously" 
on 3 May. Hemingway added that he "would be grateful that 
[Ordonez's] safety and success be remembered not only then but 
throughout the year." (174) 
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There may be a lighthearted approach to death or religious matters, but it 
should be obvious that Hemingway's actions, when serious, were not 
jokes. Readers can also know from the above letter that Hemingway had 
not abandoned the practice of Catholicism after Africa. 

In Under Kilimanjaro a similar tension exists in the creation of 
Hemingway's "new" religion, and in order to "reconcile the local and the 
universal" between the tribal rituals and Catholicism, Hemingway deals 
with these serious matters in a lighthearted context. For instance , when 
Hemingway, G.C., and Harry Dunn are having a conversation before 
Mary kills her lion, Harry asks G.C. ifhe is "mixed up in [Hemingway's] 
new religion": 

"Not I," said G.C. "I don't want to even hear about it." 
"He doubts Gitchi Manitou the mighty ," [Hemingway ] said. "Can 

you believe that, Harry?" 
"It's a wonder he hasn't been turned into a pillar of salt." 
"I'd thought of turning him but I was afraid you might run me 

under the Witchcraft Ordinance." 
"Never worry. Tum him any day you like. Might do him no end 

of good. Have to put in a return on the salt though. I'll see you get 
the necessary forms." 

"The General's predicted a miracle on Miss Mary's lion for 
today," G.C. said happily. "Half his followers are out praying to 
Gitchi Manitou now. The other half are despondent. He has a rooster 
out there by the cook tent that's mixed up in the religion and even 
the rooster is despondent." 

"Is the rooster in the religion?" 
"Only in the nicest way." 
"It might not be a bad idea to teach him to crow thrice," G.C. 

said. (201-02) 

This type of lighthearted conversation may seem haphazard and ridiculous 
as it blends legends and myths from several religions . Indeed, in 
Hemingway: The Postwar Years and the Posthumous Novels, Rose Marie 
Burwell claims that "the weakest part of the African book is 
Hemingway's attempt to construct a religious mythology that resembles 
nothing so much as the hilarious, irreverent South African film The Gods 
Must Be Crazy" (141) . There might be a difficulty for some readers sifting 
through the joking in Under Kilimanjaro to find the important point, but 
Hemingway is clear in describing the important quality of lighthearted
ness in relation to grace under pressure. The religion may be a lightheart
ed matter superficially, but it is still serious during its important moments . 

This distinction coincides with those characters who seem awfully 
lighthearted like G.C., acting with "lightheartedness in the face of undeni
ably serious work" (Under Kilimanjaro 194). The ability to have grace 
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enough to laugh also describes Hemingway's treatment of religion, and he 
knows that it does no good to talk seriously about serious things. This is 
made clear when Hemingway and Mary are discussing the new religion, 
and Mary says, "'I'd be frightened of it ifl didn't know it was a joke."' 
He responds, '"It's not a joke"' (420). Again, though Hemingway makes 
jokes about serious things, these things are not jokes themselves, and 
"Pilgrims don't make pilgrimages just for laughs" (Stoneback, 
"Hemingway's African Pilgrimage" 97-98) . 

How then can readers approach Hemingway's new religion in Under 
Kilimanjaro? Because there is a consistent rejection and substitution 
throughout the book of certain abstractions for concrete or local particu
lars and a delineation between believers in religious ideas and followers 
of the rituals and laws of a religion, it seems important to analyze 
Hemingway's new religion seriously. Reviewers like Gil K. Boese might 
think that the "creation of a new religion keeps breaking the reader's flow 
of thought" ( 117), but there exists a pattern throughout the story which, as 
Stoneback argues, " .. . rides on the syntax of spirituality, moves in reli
gious rhythms that alternate between mystical meditation and epiphanic 
moments and the self-deprecatory mockery of Papa, leader of the 'new 
religion'" ("Hemingway's African Pilgrimage" 99). At the core of his 
new religion is really an old idea that pilgrims and missionaries employed 
when journeying to a foreign land, and while the Catholic church had sent 
priests into Kenya in 1905 and had created a vicariate Apostolic in 1909, 
Protestantism, Islam, and local tribal rituals had also been extremely 
influential in the life around Kilimanjaro (Quinn 616). Even today Kenya 
is still divided : the "majority of 'upcountry' Kenyans have converted to 
Christianity, with most people on the coast professing Islam. Indigenous 
religion is rapidly disappearing, but it holds on in remoter areas" (Trillo 
68). Thus, Hemingway lives among diverse people, and his creation of a 
new religion takes their rituals of the hunt and the celebration of the lion's 
death, of drinking among hunters, of formal exchanges, and the varying 
beliefs about spirits, creatures, snakes, and Mount Kilimanjaro into con
sideration. In this way, Hemingway's vision is "subsumptive, that beneath 
all the comic play with religion" there is a serious attempt to translate the 
abstract principles of his own religion into a language that the Africans 
can grasp without rejecting his own beliefs (Stoneback, "Hemingway's 
African Pilgrimage" 98). This paradoxical idea of attaining a universal 
truth through immediate particulars is exemplified simply through the 
way Hemingway calls Christmas the "Birthday of the Baby Jesus," local
izing the idea of Christmas into a common image. 

This syncretic vision is created primarily through a rejection of 
abstraction for more concrete actions and facts, evident, for instance, 
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through Hemingway's distinction between vegetarian tourists and meat
eating game wardens. In Under Kilimanjaro, tourists are represented as 
having a vague abstract notion of a place while G.C. and Hemingway as 
game warden represent those rooted to a specific locale and concerned 
with knowing the place. In some ways, Hemingway made this distinction 
as early as Robert Cohn in The Sun Also Rises who constantly wants to be 
somewhere he is not. Jake Barnes the pilgrim always knows the places he 
goes to, and The Sun Also Rises often works like a guide book for the true 
quester or pilgrim seeking the deep knowledge or spirit of place. Robert 
Cohn can be categorized under what Stoneback explains in Reading 
Hemingway's The Sun Also Rises as "the great American theme of rest
less mobility," that "Mere motion, mobility, traveling aimlessly from 
place to place, going just to be going, to be 'on the road,' drifting point
lessly or in pursuit of some fantasy, some adventure, will not cure what's 
wrong with anyone ... the perpetual tourist takes his problems with him 
and thus never really sees the place to which he flees" (26). 

In Under Kilimanjaro Hemingway represents the pilgrim as an active 
participator, seeking to engage the rhythms and rituals of a place, living 
and knowing the various symbols and the history of place-essentially, 
rejoicing in a communion with the deus loci or spirit of place. Hemingway 
is also honest with his readers when he is not an attentive pilgrim. At one 
point, he comments on his neglect of observing certain birds as closely as 
he should: "This looking and not seeing things was a great sin, I thought, 
and one that was easy to fall into. It was always the beginning of some
thing bad and I thought that we did not deserve to live in the world if we 
did not see it" (225). By concentrating on the small things, seeing certain 
birds, reading the right tracks, partaking of small rituals among hunters 
drinking beer, he becomes capable of attaining a universal vision . 

In contrast, Hemingway describes the way tourist hunters break the 
old codes of sportsmanship, as when they hunted leopard that was baited 
and set up by the white hunter, or how "Now no clients would shoot any
thing without a telescopic sight. It was considered as necessary as a pink 
coat in the hunting field and with the newest clients nothing was really 
killed unless it had been struck by the .300 Weatherby Magnum. This 
piece of ordnance was stated to eliminate the necessity of shooting at the 
vital parts of any animal" (276) . In his criticism of unsportsmanlike con
duct, Hemingway desires to kill only to provide meat for the camp (116-
17). Instead of coming into a place as a foreigner, Hemingway insists on 
living with the people in a desire to "have an actual part in the life of it 
than just see new strange things" ( 422). It is this drive to put down roots, 
to live within the local, and to become part of the tribal perspective that 
defines the "syncretic drive" to universalize through localization . 
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Embedded within this duality is the often humorous distinction 
between vegetarians and flesh-eaters. Hemingway describes the eating of 
meat and the significance attached to this life-giving or sacramental action 
as "one of the oldest and most important things" (132), particularly when 
he speaks to Mary about vegetarians. Mary had "wanted to kill without 
inflicting suffering" (129), and Hemingway defends hunting thus: 

Those who never eat fish, not even a tin of sardines, and who will 
stop their cars if there are locusts on the road, and have never eaten 
even meat broth can condemn those who kill to eat and so that oth
ers, who love meat, and to whom the meat belonged before the white 
men stole their country, may eat. But who knows what the carrot 
feels, or the small young radish, or the used electric light bulb, or the 
worn phonograph disc, or the apple tree in winter? (129) 

The point is, again, a reaction against abstract principles that do not take 
individual people into account, a reaction against those who come into a 
place from the outside and restrict natives like the Wakamba hunters from 
hunting on their own land for some abstract view about animal rights; and 
the result is that the natives are not allowed to participate in one of man's 
oldest rituals and most basic actions-the hunt (76). 

Another important distinction Hemingway makes in Under 
Kilimanjaro is between the sentimentally pious teetotalers and the drink
ing sinners. This rejection of puritanism may be found in some of 
Hemingway's earlier fiction as well: Mrs. Adams in "The Doctor and the 
Doctor's Wife," Krebs's mother in "Soldier's Home," and the thin 
Mexican in "The Gambler, the Nun, and the Radio." These three charac
ters represent a form of what Flannery O'Connor described as a mockery 
of innocence in which piety becomes "vaporous and sentimental" (161). 
There seems to be "a distortion of sentiment usually in the direction of an 
overemphasis on innocence" (O'Connor 148), and Hemingway's rejection 
of Protestantism and Puritanism is very strong in Under Kilimanjaro. For 
instance , Hemingway comments on piety in relation to Alan Paton's Too 
Late the Phalarope: "almost unreadable due to the superbiblical style and 
the amount of piety in it. The piety seems to be mixed in a cement mixer 
and then carried in hods to the building of the book and it was not that 
there was an odor of piety; piety was like the oil on the sea after a tanker 
had been sunk" (Under Kilimanjaro 176). The description of "oil on the 
sea" might remind readers of a similar image in "Soldier ' s Home" when 
Kreb's mother gave out the pious cliche, "'There can be no idle hands in 
his kingdom,"' and the narrator then described how "Krebs looked at the 
bacon fat hardening on his plate" (The Complete Short Stories of Ernest 
Hemingway 115). Hemingway seems to be rejecting a slippery sentimen
talism toward an abstract notion of good and evil, sin and forgiveness. 
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Following his thoughts on Paton, Hemingway remembers Paris when he 
was younger, and what being "very lonely at night" led to even when "No 
one, except fools, kept a girl" (177). He makes his rejection of puritanism 
through a juxtaposition of abstract piety and the actual and sinful. 

There is also a subtle irony here as Hemingway mocks Paton's 
"piety," for the protagonist of Too Late the Phalarope is named Pieter. 
Hemingway extends this piety-Pieter motif later when he names the 
Protestant-educated mission boy Peter (343), and there is more lightheart
ed dialogue during the encounter with the boy after the lion has been 
killed. The boy asks Hemingway, "Why then, sir, do you come here to do 
the work of a game ranger?" to which Hemingway responds, "Why do 
some go to Mecca? Why does any man go anywhere? Why would you go 
to Rome?" (230). While Hemingway might be suggesting to his attentive 
reader that his work and life in Africa is comparable to a pilgrimage, he 
sets the mission boy up for the joke; the boy responds: 

"I am not of the Catholic faith. I would not go to Rome." 
"I thought you were not of that faith from the shoes." 
"We have many things in common with the Catholic faith but we 

do not worship images." 
"Too bad. There are many great images." (230) 

There are many great images, and in some ways, the boy's rejection of 
images based on an abstract piety denies him a full existence in the actual 
world. And to clarify, images are important, but they are not worshipped 
only by themselves. The images, be it of saints or a cross or fish are 
objects that take one out of oneself and allow one to grasp the idea of the 
life of Christ, penitence, or salvation in a common everyday form. In 
other words, images are ways of localizing an abstract principle into a 
form that can be understood as particular to certain people. Through this 
localization, a person may gain an understanding of that principle on a 
universal level. Hemingway is essentially performing this act of localizing 
through his text; thus the irony and, if understood, humor, of his conver
sations with the mission boy. 

Another character who sometimes has puritan-like attributes is Keiti, 
the wise authority of the camp and a very religious Moslem who is the 
first character described in the book: "His religion was absolute but I 
never knew how much of it was snobbishness and a desire for a special 
ritual and how much was true belief' (1). Readers can observe why Keiti 
might be considered snobbish when the tribe is returning to camp. 
Hemingway offers beer to Mwengi who sinks down in his chair and 
drinks so that Keiti does not see, and Mthuka does not drink at all in front 
of Keiti (234). Mwengi's apprehension to drink in front of Keiti likely 
comes from Keiti's strict piety and abstention from alcohol. Keiti is a 
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complex character, and Hemingway identifies certain negative traits about 
him regarding his religion and how absolute it was. Keiti's Moslem piety 
would be irrational to a character like Mthuka, just like feeling too much 
sympathy for the "used electric light-bulb" or worrying about the "worn 
phonograph disc" might be absurd. For instance, when Hemingway medi
tates on sorrow, he remembers Mthuka's scars from the slave raiders who 
were all Moslems, and Hemingway "knew that was why Mthuka with the 
slashed arrow on each cheek would never, nor could ever have been con
verted to the fashionable religion his father, Keiti, and dear honest Charo 
and Mwindi, the honest and skillful snob, had been received into" (358). 

This does not mean that Hemingway cannot respect Keiti. It is just a 
part of the distinction between the puritans and the sinners, the "goods" 
and the "bads." Parts of Keiti's "fashionable religion" may be foreign to 
the local tribe, just as it would be foreign for Hemingway to bring in a 
Douglas fir for the celebration of Christmas. Instead, Hemingway, "work
ing for the Forestry Department of Our Lord the Baby Jesus" allows Mary 
to choose a native tree, "which would make an elephant drunk for two 
days if he ever ate it," for the celebration of the "Birthday of the Baby 
Jesus" ( 416). Though Hemingway also places Charo in this group of reli
gious Moslems, he loves Charo and knows that "Charo, who was a more 
devout Moslem than Keiti" would be lighthearted and able to laugh at cer
tain jokes (356). 

It is important to be clear here. Following a religious code is a good 
thing, but believing in a "fashionable" rejection of something that is older 
than religion and which exemplifies true brotherhood and communion like 
drinking alcoholic spirits, for reasons that are based on foreign ideas, is an 
action similar to the vegetarian tourist or the puritanical preacher who do 
not understand the place and its people. 

Drinking moments in Under Kilimanjaro are numerous, and many of 
them represent "formal beer drinking and the brotherhood" Hemingway 
yearns for with the local tribe (333). Here are a few important instances : 
Hemingway tells Mary what his fiancee gives him; "Ceremonial Beer. 
You know everything is based on exchanges of beer" (30); Hemingway 
describes Charo and how "he loved to fill the Jinny flask almost as much 
as to pour beer and he always filled it as though he were serving the 
Mass" (my emphasis 78); "Ngui and I and Mthuka and Pop's gunbearer 
loved to drink beer together. ... It was a part of being brothers and 
because Ngui and I were full brothers it would have been insulting to have 
used a glass" (187); Hemingway describes the "sacramental beer" or the 
one ritual beer "known as The Beer for Sleeping in the Bed of the 
Mother-in-Law" (314); Ngui opens the beer bottles, "which are as impor
tant in Wakamba life as any other sacrament" (my emphasis 351). There 
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are other times the characters drink throughout the book that may not fit 
under a rubric of religious communion, but during exchanges, after a 
hunt, or with his "brothers," Hemingway seems very careful in describing 
who drinks, how, and why it is important. 

Another important aspect to the division between puritans and sinners 
is Hemingway's rejection of a religious puritanical finger -pointing . For 
instance, when Hemingway meditates on that phrase the "sins of a peo
ple," readers are quickly reminded, "There are no sins of a people or a 
race . But there were individual people ... " (59). Hemingway is clear in 
his distinction between the abstract idea that there are "sins of a people or 
a race" and the more concrete individual person; only actions by individu
al people could be sinful, and who is anyone to judge? In contrast, there is 
the pious "mission boy" who is quick to point out a "sin in the eyes of 
God" (342). Hemingway's response to this is laughable, but he is also 
making an important distinction between the pious and the devout : "Do 
you carry him [God] with you and what type of drops do you use to insure 
his clearest vision?" (342). Hemingway seeks an immediate devotion, an 
act of engagement with the place, which may lead to "sin," but without 
the possibility or presence of "sin," there can be no road to salvation. 
Hemingway, in his desire to be a part of the Wakamba tribe and to local
ize his religious beliefs so the people he loves may grasp these concepts, 
continually reminds the reader of the unavoidability of sin if one loves the 
world and lives in it: 

I had enjoyed my actual sins, those I had committed rather than those 
I had been accused of, and I could never be contrite about them 
because I knew that I might well commit them again. I was not con
vinced, in the daylight, that they were sins and today I did not care 
very much. (190) 

In his rejection of vague abstractions, the new religion is based on 
devotion to certain principles of action like the brotherhood during and 
after a hunt, the drinking rituals, exchanges of formalities with Mr. Singh, 
Debba, the informant, and even the mission boy. These principles work in 
conjunction with this quest for a sense of place under the mountain, and 
Hemingway continually stresses the importance of not merely believing 
but of following the code. Because several myths, legends, and religions 
are blended, it may still be hard to see how Catholicism subsumes all 
these rituals. For instance, during the night before the lion is killed, 
Hemingway drinks Bulwer's Dry Cyder, which, along with a balsam 
needle-filled pillow, reminds him of Michigan when he was a boy (205). 
Then he meditates on how Ngui and Mthuka liked beer instead of cider, 
but how" ... they all thought that the smell of the pillow was wonderful," 
and after describing how they held the pillow filled with balsam needles 
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"very carefully," smelling "very deeply," Hemingway comments how 
"Their tribal religion was founded on a tree too" (206). Several religions 
are founded on a tree, Yggdrasil, the tree of life, the tree of knowledge of 
good and evil, and the cross, and Hemingway's ambiguity could leave 
readers unsure of whether he is claiming attraction to one or all of these 
religions. 

Here readers might agree with Miriam Mandel's assessment in "Ethics 
and 'Night Thoughts': 'Truer Than the Truth"' of how "The narrator pon
ders large questions (the significance of animals, dreams, tribal and sexual 
things, magic and rituals); he is familiar with several prime movers 
(Gitche Manitou, Jesus , Allah) and a variety of languages and cultures 
(Spanish, Italian, English, North American, Masai, Wakamba, Lumbwa, 
Chagga). All attract him but none has been able to elicit his full commit 
ment" (98). But if readers journey with Hemingway, dividing the abstrac
tions from the facts, observing how Hemingway delineates between 
believers and followers and how he performs the acts and rites throughout 
the book, a vision of ecumenical inclusion might reveal itself with 
Catholicism still at the center. 

As stated briefly above, believers are often those characters who 
believe in the abstraction but cannot always translate the abstract idea or 
belief into the present action. The follower is the actor, and as Stoneback 
reminds us "Hemingway ' s work is about carrying principles into action" 
("Hemingway's African Pilgrimage" 99). Without action, principles are 
mere good intentions , and in this book, followers bring abstract religious 
principles into action. For instance, when everyone goes out to track the 
lion based on Keiti's prophecies in the night, Hemingway performs a spe
cific ritual: he marks an arrow beside the lion's track, then finds "a hind
foot track that showed the scar and dug the impress of the scar out with 
the quill and holding it in the palm of [his] hand laid it on the scratched 
arrow, then marked a cross over the dirt" (my emphasis , Under 
Kilimanjaro 154 ). This sign of the cross over the track is specifically 
Christian, and it foreshadows the later and more obviously Christian act 
Hemingway makes when Mary's lion is killed. 

After the lion has been killed, the flask passed around , and Mary 
described as "looking like a small , not quite deadly, bright angel," 
Hemingway lies down beside the lion (215). He first speaks to him "very 
softly in Spanish and begged his pardon for our having killed him" (215). 
Then Hemingway feels for the wounds , and while he is talking to him and 
stroking him, he notes "many of the flat, hard camel flies were shifting" 
from the lion to himself. He writes: " ... so I drew a fish in front of him 
with my forefinger in the dirt and then rubbed it out with the palm of my 
hand" (215). Stoneback describes this as the "Ichthus ceremony ," and the 
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Ichthus or Christ fish is emblematic of the Eucharist ("Hemingway's 
African Pilgrimage" 99). The Catholic Encyclopedia explains the impor
tance of the symbol of fish for Christians in relation to the multiplying of 
the loaves and fishes, to the scene after the resurrection on the shore of 
Galilee, and most significantly: 

to the famous acrostic consisting of the initial letters of five Greek 
words forming the word for fish (Jchthys), which words briefly but 
clearly described the character of Christ and His claim to the worship 
of believers: Iesous Christos Theou Yios Soter, i.e., Jesus Christ, Son 
of God, Saviour .... The word Jchthys, then, as well as the representa 
tion of a fish, held for Christians a meaning of the highest signifi
cance; it was a brief profession of faith in the divinity of Christ, the 
Redeemer of mankind. (Hassett 83) 

This ritual is certainly a form of communion and "brief profession of 
faith," a mutual participation in the death of the lion through feeling the 
wounds and making a sign of Christ. Thus, like some nod to Aslan from 
C. S. Lewis's The Lion, the Witch, and the Wardrobe (1950), Hemingway 
celebrates the lion as Ichthus, as Christ, and the ceremony that follows is a 
type of communion in which th~_yi_ll<;1ge rejoices together in preparation 
for the "Birthday of the Baby Jesus ." This blending of local custom and 
Catholic ritual seems to be a clear indication of Hemingway's religious 
tribe, founded upon the tree of knowledge and the cross of the crucifixion. 
Hemingway the narrator may "ponder" several religious perspectives, but 
the religion anchoring all the localized beliefs is still centered on Christ. 
Hemingway does not, as Mandel suggests, need "a new culture, or a new 
religion" (98). He yearns for a brotherhood with the spirit of place and 
seeks a harmony between the symbols of his religion and the tribe under 
the mountain. 

After the lion is dead, Hemingway meditates about the soul and the 
night in relation to what F. Scott Fitzgerald wrote : "in a real dark night of 
the soul it is always three o'clock in the morning" (219) . Michael 
Reynolds described the dark-night motif in True at First Light as "night 
thoughts" ("Night Thoughts" 58-59), and Mandel develops Reynolds's 
"night thoughts" further for Under Kilimanjaro: '"night thoughts' ... are 
serious" and "as complicated for us to come to terms with as the problems 
that poked through the surface of earlier Hemingway books: the problems 
of how to break into the fifth dimension, or change from one sex or race 
to another, or write 'an absolutely true book' or found a new ethical or reli
gious system" (99-100). Her extension of Reynolds's definition confirms 
Reynolds's earlier assessment, and the text of Under Kilimanjaro might 
have been written partially as "the night thoughts of an aging writer remem
bering things past, and not wishing to think too far ahead" (Reynolds 58). 
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This meditation on "the dark night of the soul," however, is employed 
more precisely and deliberately than Hemingway has gotten credit for. 
These "night thoughts" may be memories, but they also follow the lion 
hunt in proper order for a "dark night of the soul." According to Evelyn 
Underhill in Mysticism, a dark night occurs as a "swing-back" after a 
moment of epiphany, which usually "divides the 'first mystic life,' or 
Illuminative Way, from the 'second mystic life,' or Unitive Way" 
(Underhill 3 81 ). This "Dark Night" occurs after an illumination, after a 
"mystical awakening," and it comes before the "Unitive Way" in which 
the individual is in the "state of the perfect ," enjoys peace "neither agitat
ed by various desires nor moved by any great extent by passion," and is 
"chiefly fixed on God" (Devine 254). In other words, the "Dark Night" 
becomes the moment of fatigue following a joyous ecstasy : "it is an 
orderly movement of the whole consciousness toward higher centres, in 
which each intense and progressive affirmation fatigues the immature 
transcendental powers, and is paid for by a negation; a swing-back of the 
whole consciousness, a stagnation of intellect, a reaction of the emotions, 
or an inhibition of the will" (Underhill 381). After the lion is killed, after 
the epiphany of the hunt and communion with the lion, a restless night or 
"dark night of the soul" is appropriate. 

The whole sequence of the lion hunt in Under Kilimanjaro is struc
tured very specifically then: when they track the lion, Hemingway marks 
a sign of the cross over his track (154), an act almost like revisiting the 
Stations of the Cross before Good Friday; the night before the lion is 
killed, Hemingway meditates on his own sins and confesses his sins and 
problems of contrition (190); then there is the killing, the "brief profes
sion" of Christ through the grace of the hunt and the communion after
ward, as Hemingway lies beside the lion and as everyone celebrates the 
lion feast; after the epiphany, Hemingway experiences the swing-back or 
"dark night of the soul." Thus, Hemingway's narrative follows a particu
lar order, and the meditation and memory of Fitzgerald's "dark night of 
the soul" is placed after the lion's death. 

Hemingway also knows that he "knew nothing about the soul at all" 
and that he "did not know anyone who knew anything of it nor whether 
there was such a thing" (Under Kilimanjaro 219). Instead, like a wise old 
man or mzee, Hemingway remembers the old days when he thought he 
knew so much, and now, in his older age, in his quest for the truth, he 
admits that he knew nothing, and he forms a concrete image: "Probably a 
spring of clear fresh water that never diminished in the drought and never 
froze in the winter was closest to what we had instead of the soul they all 
talked about" (220). Readers here might recall how Hemingway wrote 
years earlier, in the deleted conclusion to "Big Two-Hearted River" titled 
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"On Writing," that "Talkin g about anything was bad," and the truth was 
"what you made up, what you imagined. That made everything come 
true" (The Nick Adams Stories 237). Thus, to avoid proselytizing, 
Hemingway thinks of proper images, thinks of darkness that is not quite 
despair. Then, to buttress this belief in the soul, coming close to despair, 
and doubt in knowing so much about the soul, Hemingway records a con
versation between himself and G. C. who says: 

"You don't ever have despair do you, Ernie?" 
"Not yet." 
"You'd probably have had it by now if you were going to have it." 
"I've seen it close enough to touch it but I always turned it 

down." (Under Kilimanjaro 222) 

Later in the book, Hemingway remembers having hunted the lion and 
Charo's impatience when he told him, "'Shoot the lion when she shoots 
and get it over with"' (338) . Hemingway shook his head, and explains: "I 
had shaken my head because I was not a believer but a follower and had 
made the pilgrimage to Compostela and it had been worth it" (my empha
sis, Under Kilimanjaro 338). Again, readers encounter Hemingway's life
long passion of the pilgrimage to Santiago de Compostela (Stoneback, 
Reading Hemingway's The Sun Also Rises 134-39). Believers, like pious 
mission boys, are numerous, and Hemingway has always been suspicious 
of believers who do not follow the code they believe in. For instance, in 
1927, Hemingway wrote to Father Vincent C. Donovan expressing how 
he was a "very dumb Catholic" and how he had "more faith than intelli
gence or knowledge" (Baker, A Life Story 185); like Jake Barnes in The 
Sun Also Rises, Hemingway might have felt himself a "rotten Catholic" 
( 103 ), but he still performed the rituals, still followed the way . Toward the 
end of Under Kilimanjaro, Mary asks Hemingway if he believes this new 
religion, and he answers, "No . I just practice it" ( 433) . Even if believing 
in the fantastic mysticism and miracles of the Catholic faith or any faith is 
a difficulty, following the discipline and code of a religion is the serious 
thing. Instead of offering a treatise on believing, Hemingway simply cre
ates this narrative, a testament to following rituals of foreign beliefs 
merged with local knowledge. 

Under Kilimanjaro then blends several religious perspectives and 
symbols, contextualizing actions as communion and sacrament in what 
Linda Miller argues is a " ... sustained narrative with its structural and 
thematic unity, including its consistent voice (wry and understated) and its 
carefully delineated characters . .. " (79) . Hemingway achieves this 
"structural and thematic unity" and the syncretic religious drive with a 
reconciliation of the local and the universal through an engagement with 
the place, the animals, the people, the politics and history. Catholicism is 
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at the core of this pilgrimage through the drawing of the Ichthys fish, the 
cross over the track, the sacrament of beer drinking, and through 
Hemingway's acknowledgement of the pilgrimage to Compostela, but his 
text is concerned with more than mere religion and is more complicated 
beyond categorization, beyond the -ism. 

Readers must remember instead how Hemingway shook his head at 
despair, how certain acts of devotion in a strange land go far beyond a 
belief one may have in an armchair sitting at home. Neither Hemingway 
nor his text can be judged then based on some abstract piety that con
demns too much drinking, hunting, eating meat, or joking. In the end, we 
can only conclude that Hemingway's spiritual state should be left for a 
higher power; but his text, written in the shadow of a higher power on 
Mount Kilimanjaro, certainly engages with the deus loci. Through the 
local god, the spirit of place, it might just be that Hemingway is able to 
engage the universal God of all places with a certain love for geography, 
people, living, and truth, a love that "in all countries . . . is a moveable 
feast" (Under Kilimanjaro 352). 
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BRAD McDUFFIE 

Teaching In Our Time to Freshmen 

I. 
The first semester I told them everything I knew, 
And repeated things I had read and heard from others 
Until I felt Krebs' nausea from untruth or exaggeration. 

By the fall I knew better, watching Dr. Adams 
Telling Nick, You don't know, I pulled the blanket 
Back from the proud father and fired three shots. 

In the spring that followed, I took them fishing 
Down by the dump heap with Peduzzi, searching 
The banks, emptying my coat pockets for piombo. 

You learn at last, it's like trailing your hand in a lake as your father rows 
You to shore, where you lie by the fire after the end 
Of something, until you know nothing 

Is ever lost, when you make your home in the good place, 
By God, with your heart down, solid as a rock . 

II. 
Last fall I taught my freshmen Denis Johnson's collection 
Jesus' Son, but when I got to "Beverly Home," 
The last story, I could not finish. 
It was something about the man's condition 
In the wheelchair, 33, multiple sclerosis 
Reducing him to nothing: No more pretending 
For him, he was completely and utterly a mess. 
Meanwhile the rest of us go on trying 
To fool each other. It was too close to home. 
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I had to ask a student to read the lines, 
About how the patients needed to be touched 
And about the price to be paid for dreaming. 
And I seemed to forget everything I knew about teaching. 

When I got back to my office there was a package 
Waiting for me. It was from an old student, 
A Hemingway cigar box containing a broken watch, 
A mix-tape complete with track-list and cover art, 
A picture of him and his wife on their wedding day, 
And a note written on the cover-page of In Our Time: 

Dear Sir: 

You once told me you had seen me nose-up 
to the impossible in my writing . 
I didn't understand it then . 
But over the summer I think something clicked . 
The concept remains the same 
in everything that you strive for. 
Whether it be in writing, sports, or love. 
I can stand here today and say I did it. 
I nosed up to the impossible 
on May 30, 2009. 
You showed me the "sacred place," 
not only in writing but in me. 
It all started here - IN OUR TIME. Freshman year. 

-For Ben and Kim Marfio 
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DONALD JUNKINS 

Martha Gellhorn's Letters 
In 1936, when she was 28, Martha Gellhorn wrote to a former lover, 
Allen Grover, "I want nothing to do with anyone except my superiors. I 
have a real physical loathing of people who are morally weak. A man is 
no use to me unless he can live without me" (Selected Letters 39). 

By this time, Martha had left Bryn Mawr without a degree, worked as 
a cub reporter on the Albany Times Union, lived in Paris doing odd jobs, 
began a novel which she wrote on the Riviera and later suppressed as 
juvenilia (What Mad Pursuit), met Bertrand de Jouvenal who had just pub
lished L 'Economie Dirigee, and began a four-year love affair with him. 
(He was more famous perhaps for his affair with Colette when he was 16.) 

Later, back in America, she joined Harry Hopkins' team of researchers 
studying the first-hand results of the Depression across America. Hopkins 
later fired her for inciting laborers to break some windows to call atten
tion to their living conditions, and she was invited by Eleanor Roosevelt, 
a college friend of Martha's mother, to live in the White House . (Mrs. 
Roosevelt, meanwhile, wrote in her daily newspaper column that Martha 
"has an understanding of many people and many situations, and she can 
make them live for us. Let us be thankful she can" (37). 

While there she became reacquainted with H. G. Wells (29), whom 
she had known earlier in Paris, and developed a "close" relationship with 
him during which he facilitated the publishing of Martha's four stories of 
the Depression, The Trouble I've Seen. She had stayed several weeks with 
Wells in England. (That July, Wells wrote in his then unpublished 
Postscript that he and Gellhorn "had week-ended here and there, gos
siped, and made love like husband and wife.") 1 

In December 1936, Gellhorn walked into Sloppy Joe's in Key West in a 
sleek black gown with her mother and brother and met Ernest Hemingway. 

Francine du Plessix Gray's review of Selected Letters of Martha Gel/horn 
in the New York Times (August 27, 2006) includes the following observa
tions : that Gellhorn was a woman "impervious to lust" who lived through 
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"years of sexual frigidity"; adding "that the frisson of witnessing acute 
historical crises replaced, in her life, the excitement other women have 
found in bed." Gray's alternately eloquent and selectively shaped review 
(the paragraph describing Gellhom's coverage of the Spanish Civil War 
never mentions Hemingway) portrays Martha as, among other things, 
"indifferent to physical discomfort" (see Gellhom's misery in Travels 
with Myself and Another) and "breezy" in her attitude to men, "ever ready 
to abandon the most desirable men to pursue her vocation ." Not quite 
accurate, on all counts. (According to women medical specialists, frigidity 
and failure to reach orgasm are two different sexual conditions.) Gray was 
right, however, about Gellhom's marvelous epistolary style . The letters 
are "remarkable ." 

The spontaneous immediacy of Gellhom's letters derives from their 
gutsy honesty and their needle sharp eloquence. Her letters to Eleanor 
Roosevelt are chiseled and sometimes sad with a tired ferocity. Gellhom 
has the passion of a redeemer and the eloquence of a sybil. 

Paris, June 1 7, 193 8 

Czecho was amazing. The country is a fortress, and the atmosphere 
is of someone waiting in an operating room for the surgeon, who will 
come to work with a blunt knife and no anesthetic. I do not see how 
this armed peace can continue. (65) 

Her letters to H. G. Wells are clear evidence of her seductive charm, 
wittily churlish and giveth under the guise of taketh away. With Wells 
there is so much eloquently hectic surface and so much unsaid and left out. 

July 7, 1938 

Wells darling, 

. . . I left England Saturday as one escapes from jail, and have been 
just breathing in Paris .... It was damned disappointing not to see 
more of you, but maybe you'll be coming in my direction sometime 
and maybe there'll be more leisure. I love you very much and find 
you always an enchanting guy. And am your humble servant as you 
know. 
Devotedly, Stooge 

As a war correspondent, Gellhom had that inimitably uncanny ability 
to always slice in at the decaying place, and her reporting was microscopi
cally astute. To Charles Colebaugh, editor for Collier's, she wrote, 
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So I know the story of those days diplomatically. I got them from the 
documents of the state department, translated from Czech for me by 
an official who cleared out almost at once afterwards. It is a story 
like a third-rate police court grilling, nothing so shocking that I know 



about in history .... It is clearly seen in this documentary evidence 
of the events, that England planned to sell out Czecho all along, and 
that the mobilization of France, the mobilization of the English fleet, 
the mobilization of the Czech army ... were all part of a vast come
dy to terrify the peoples of the world and make the Munich pact 
seem a last minute rescue of peace, whereas it was a long planned 
betrayal. ( 69) 

The letters to and about Ernest Hemingway are nothing less than 
beguiling . After her Collier's WWII assignments that took her far from 
the finca where they lived in Cuba, and his bitterness at his married lone
someness prompted the retaliatory boorishness, neither of them any 
longer had emotional access to their earlier years of romantic excitement 
and mutual literary respect and support. Compare these three excerpts 
from letters to Hemingway: 

July 9, 1943, Cuba 

Oh my I love you and oh my I am homesick for you. I want to fix up 
your beard in beautiful braids and you like my Assyrian .... And it 
will be shall we say fine (what word is there?) to have you here my 
honey bear. Oh how I love you. Will spoily you like a goat. Also 
spoily childies. Will be very good and unjumpy by the time you get 
home. Live alone makes jumpy ; ... we will unjumpy ourselves junto 
in the six foot bed and all the long hours talking by the pool. I give 
you a big damp kiss, like when practicing how to make kisses. My bug. 
Bongie (148) 

September 30, 1943, New York 

... Buggy the letter where you say that these are the worst two 
weeks of your life and that you feel you are going to die of sadness is 
too awful. If you like I will give up the English thing and come back 
to you. You matter more than anything in the world to me, I can't 
have you dying of sadness. I just can't be party to that. If you see 
that you truly cannot bear it, I think we better just call everything off 
with Collier's , and I'll come home . I may say that I do not find 
myself roaring around either; there's a hole of loneliness too, and no 
amount of people are any use .. .. I don't want anything except you 
and to write well. Oh bug I love you. You tell me what you want me 
to do and I will do it. 
Your wife, 
Mook (152) 
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December 13, 1943, London 

Dearest Mucklebugletski, 

... I know I am conscientious and serious, and fake nothing .... 
dearest Bug, I am very lucky as a woman to be able to do this 
because most women can walk nowhere and see nothing , and they 
become mittens characters and their husbands become bored and 
then where are they .... I am not a very great writer and function 
more like colonic irrigation .... I love you dearly. I won't urge you 
any more to come, though I do think you will regret it ... and I 
would be no use to you in the end if I came back before I was 
through .... I have to live my way as well as yours, or there 
wouldn't be any me to love you with . ... 

I love you, 
Mook (158-60) 

Utter and uncompromising honesty is half Gellhom's genius, the other 
half being her letter-writing skill . Her portraits of Hemingway and herself 
in Cuba while he is writing For Whom the Bell Tolls brilliantly illustrate 
both. She describes Hemingway writing "as if he were dead or visiting on 
the moon," and she describes herself as a writer as "her cook posing as 
Gauguin," one who "never knows a soul, never meets anybody, never 
goes out, and lives the perfect life of the Benedictine coupled with elect
ed-most-likely-to-fail-class-of -1930" (85-86) . 

In August of 1940, a year before she and Hemingway fly to China to 
visit Chiang and Mrs. Chiang Kai-shek, she begins a letter to her former 
teacher Hortense Flexner by recounting a dream from which she awakes 
"twistin g and straining and muttering with rage, being wedged up to her 
neck in a huge tub of lard, which was studded on the outside with pre
cious jewels" (99) . Halfway through the letter it occurs to her that she 
now knows how the dream got started, that she feels "unbelievably" safe 
and that she is not one "who is nuts about this safety racket." Then this 
remarkably prescient passage follows : 

We will have to get into some sort of serious trouble next winter or I 
will curl up and melt. I like my catastrophes. I like to feel myself a 
small blown and harried part of a great havoc . ... I have no desire to 
live in a sort of superb cotton wool , all the year round. At least four 
months of something tough , says I, so that I don't choke on the ice 
cream. (99) 

The illusion that she creates in her letters is of a controlled abandon~ 
this is a highly practiced and insightful literary art. One other letter, this 
time on September 6, 1940, to one of her earliest lovers with whom she 
corresponded off and on throughout her life, Allen Grover, reveals a fore-
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shadowing of her later congealed trepidations of legally marrying 
Hemingway: 

Allen darling, 

I am very tired. E's book has been an agony, like having children 
without interruption for months and months . I am tired in my head 
with it. I do not think any one can be a great writer and do great 
books without pulling down the pillars of the temple all over the 
place .. .. In principle we are marrying this summer. In principle. I 
have a quiet horror of marriage . .. . (101-02) 

The icy and lavish realism of her emotional state at the moment of her 
letter writing pervades almost all her letters. She writes to Allen Grover 
from Cuba in July 1941: 

Allen darling, 

China was awful in case you want to know. The wage scales sadden 
me, and my idea of being a pukka is my idea of an absolutely stink
ing time. Then too I don't like the English. If you are not nuts for the 
English, you are close to vomiting over the English in the Orient. 
(111-12) 

A clear, reasonable analysis of the glacial mid-relationship rumblings 
just previous to the Gellhom -Hemingway marriage in Sun Valley appears 
in a September 1941 letter to Hortense Flexner: 

I wish to be hell on wheels, or dead. And the only serious complaint 
I have about matrimony is that it brings out the faint goodness in me, 
and has a tendency to soften and quiet the hell on wheels aspect, and 
finally I become bored with myself. Only a fool would prefer to be 
actively dangerously unhappy, rather than bored; and I am that kind 
of fool. (116) 

Ultimately , however, Gellhom with all her virtues and faults will be 
remembered as one of the absolutely honest creatures of our time. Her let
ters have that rare quality of being daringly, sometimes recklessly, inter
esting. But it is her insightful and eloquent brashness that is at the charm
ing heart of her letters. In the ones to H. G. Wells she had a penchant for 
usually slightly putting herself down (see 128). Her letters to Hemingway 
exuded a kind of adoring and seemingly true affection that is impossible 
to conjure or deny (see 132-33). In a letter to Charles Scribner (136) her 
happiness in Cuba is undeniable, even with all her private loneliness. The 
letters from Cuba are that rare combination of the philosophic and truly 
insightful ruminator, the detailed domestic scrubber , the literary critic, 
and the ribald sojourner. In a letter to H. G. Wells (June 1943) , she 
describes the current novel she is writing, clearly a direct comment on her 
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own deepest feelings about her relationship with Hemingway. (Liana was 
published in 1944): 

... the man is something like me, and I know damn well his job 
would come before his life (if you can call passion a life); so I think I 
guessed right in this case. I am very sorry for the girl in the book, but 
on the whole I am sorry for women. They are not free: there is no way 
that they can make themselves free. (144) 

Her self -reflective insights in her letters are the most telling of her 
various levels of intelligence . Her psychological honesty, which must 
always presuppose an inordinate amount of intelligence, seems to propel 
her letters to David Gurewitsch, her lover for a period of time in Mexico. 

April 5, 1950, Mexico 

David, David: 
I think Ernest was something I deserved; because I made no judg
ment of him in relation to me but only in relation to the world .... I 
have been ridden with a harder bit than anyone can stand; and now if 
the reins are pulled, I go crazy and bolt. ... (208-11) 

[April 28] ... And I have suffered in my unanalyzed snobbery, terri
bly .... I used to wish, in a passion of disloyalty [to E.H.] that I 
could shout: "I am not like this, I do not agree, I am not responsible 
for this." (215) 

Actually, the above paragraphs might have been a good way for her 
to begin her (alas, unwritten) autobiography, a confession of self-analys is 
that forces an objectivity of evaluation to scale all the reportage within a 
measurable frame of both recollection and its significance . 

It is 1952 before she realizes that people "do not and cannot know one 
another," hardly a revelation except for one whose massive defense mech
anisms on this subject have consistently excluded it previously (229) . 

She is so articulate, yet so totally at odds with a huge part of herself 
that she comes upon retrospective self-awareness almost as a matter of 
style in her letters . She always spoke ex cathedra in her letters, in all situ
ations, whether younger or older, and she wrote in imperatively declara
tive sentences. In July 1953 she unburdens to Bernard Berenson, a man 
she previously told to his face that she didn't like him , the most intimate 
feelings of her life . 
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I had, all my life, and in different degrees (Capa was the best, the 
nearest in every way) five friends-men .. . Lovers somehow never 
seemed serious; there was something I couldn't quite believe-and 
even in the most anguishing intoxicating depths of a love affair I 
would always rather be with my friends .... I only loved the world 
of men-not the world of men-and-women. (269) 



The essential and beguiling thing about Gellhorn is her insight, non
divertible, incorruptible, and steely true. Ultimately, it is honesty that 
ennobles her. (She wrote in 1964, "The dread Ernest taught me things 
about the world I'd never have known, and living with him I wrote more than 
at any time before or since, which is reason enough not to regret him" (308). 

She is never moralistic and is always clear-headed about morals. Yet 
she consistently makes "life" judgments and is arguably one of the most 
moral persons of the 21th century. 

In April 1968 her son Sandy was to become 21. Their relationship had 
been a long battleground, and Sandy had turned to drugs and silence and 
overeating. He entered the army and walked out of it . She wrote him 
occasional letters and told him she loved him and gave him advice, and 
she vacillated between sympathetic anguish and cold fury. She wrote him 
from London in 1969, 

I have no respect for you, and at present little affection. You pay no 
debts, none, of any sort or kind (and there are many kinds of debts; 
and honor always demands the repayment of debts) ... . (350-51) 

She cuts everything down to quotable size. To Leonard Bernstein after 
watching and hearing his Mass on TV (July 9, 1974, London), she says, 

... the introduction by you, the arriving plane, the row of waiting 
men-somewhere between a Mafia wedding and the French bestow
ing Legions d'Honneur-was a disaster. ... (414) 

The character of her mind in cahoots with her tongue gives the most 
pleasure, and her caustic tone in league with her self-analytical honesty 
spreads her insights across the whole geography of her life. She often 
combines high rhetoric in the best sense, meaning effective straight talk, 
with the rhetoric of an eloquent bar girl, as compelling. 

In 1974 she wrote to Betsy Drake that suicide was not merely a momen
tary event of a disturbed mind, but rather the cumulative total loss of hope, 
" ... and no one can help that in another because no one was responsible for 
the long series of events which caused the piled-up hopelessness" (409). 
Once she turned eighty her body, as well as the skill of one of her doctors, 
began to betray her (he botched an eye operation) but nothing was wrong 
with her oft-scathing wit. She was also still quoting Hemingway: "There's 
nothing to dying. It's not being alive that matters" (495). 

Despite her lifelong loathing of Hemingway, she actually wrote a gen
erous-spirited, clarifying, balanced letter to Mary Hemingway in 1977 
(425). Twice in letters, once to Diane Cooper in 1974 (404) and once to 
Mrs. Roosevelt, October 17, 1941, she appropriated Hemingway's iceberg 
theory about writing as her own (120). 
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In a letter to David Gurewitsch, one of the two truly profound loves of 
her life, she says that "the one time I loved Ernest, really loved him was 
because of [Randolfo] Pacciardi," the commander of the Garibaldi 
Brigade in the Spanish Civil War who Hemingway had hated as a rival, 
and Pacciardi was returning stateless and penniless back to France . She 
relates how his eyes were tragic and he was heartbroken, but "he never 
said a word, not a complaint, not one objection ." As she and Hemingway 
were going upstairs after an air raid, she saw Ernest leaning against the 
wall and crying, saying, "They can't treat a brave man that way." Martha 
says, "I really did love E. then & it had a long influence on me" (222). 

About the troubles of her son Sandy, she wrote (to an unidentified 
"Sydney" in June 1970) that when Sandy was about eighteen he said to 
her, "You've always treated me as if I were thirty-five and I'm not." 
Martha writes that she sent him away to boarding school when he was ten 
and he had his first summer job at fourteen. She admits that she got him 
the job and never saw him at it, and that he traveled alone from age 
eleven. "Before that ... he was mooning around London on his own from 
the age of seven, and he had one summer holiday with her when he was 
fifteen, and none afterward .. . . " Martha imagines that Sandy "has a large 
amount of weakling in him and I have a large amount of man. But I would 
blame myself for lack of steady presence and lack of demands" (3 70). 

This remarkable book has editorial lapses, but happily not enough to 
even begin to mar the overall power ofGellhorn's letters. Such oversights 
are miniscule in number, however, compared to the psychological depth 
and the distancing range that these letters provide in penetrating the daz
zling puzzle that Martha Gellhorn's life presents. 

The Selected Letters of Martha Gellhorn is an invaluable companion 
volume to Caroline Moorehead's previously published biography, 
Gellhorn: A Twentieth-Century Life. 

Note 
11n Shadow Lovers: The Last Affairs of H. G. Wells, by Andrea Lynn, she 

writes: "A funny thing happened on the way to the publication of [Wells's] 
Postscript" where Martha's and Constance Coolidge's names disappeared from its 
pages. Martha had threatened a lawsuit if Wells's son Gip didn't excise Martha's 
name. Her threatening letter included this sentence: "I warn you that if my name 
appears or any ofmy letters are published , I shall sue everyone in sight" (347). 

Lynn uses the words "tryst" and "passade" to describe their relationship in 
early 1936 in Connecticut (338-39). She also gives evidence from Wells's journal 
that he knew Gellhorn as early as 1932 in the south of France. When Gellhorn, 
however, saw the intended publication by Gip Wells , she wrote him that she 
couldn't imagine anything worse than to have appeared in Postscript, adding that 
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Wells "makes Hemingway seem a gentleman in comparison and not as one might 
have thought, the world's leading male chauvinist pig" (347). 
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DAVID RAABE 

Dempsey over Hemingway 
in Three Rounds 

Ernest Hemingway formed strong friendships, and almost all, for one rea
son or another, did not stand the test of time. But some enemies he was 
not willing to relinquish. To Hemingway, boxer Jack Dempsey was a life
long antagonist. The cherished and stubborn antipathy brought 
Hemingway no satisfaction. In three instances when his life touched 
Dempsey's sphere of influence in different media, the results for 
Hemingway ranged from private embarrassment to public humiliation. 

In 1921, Dempsey confounded Hemingway's careful pre-analysis of 
the much-ballyhooed championship fight against Georges Carpentier; 
then, a few years later, he indirectly muddied one of Hemingway's first 
appearances in print; and, after Hemingway himself had gained interna
tional renown, Dempsey bested him in what could have been a "set up" to 
discredit Hemingway's pose as a pugilistic expert-a reputation he 
worked hard to maintain and which was as important to him as any part of 
his self-image, save as a writer. 

Hemingway was always a "media person," reading the daily papers 
religiously and writing for various newspapers, wire services, and maga
zines throughout his life. In each of the Dempsey skirmishes examined 
here, Hemingway could logically assume that he was in his element, but 
the media figured strongly against him. 

In 1920, when the Dempsey-Carpentier fight had been arranged, 
Hemingway made known his studied opinion that Carpentier could win. 
In September, he wrote to his friend Howell Jenkins: 
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[Carpentier] is no bloomer and no morning glory and don't go to 
think.just because Dempsey is koing all the tramps that he is going to 
make an ass out of Mr. Carp ... Dempsey may be just as good as 
they say he is- but he has never proved that he is anything but a 
lightning fast puncher who packs a hell of a wallop. What he will do 



agin a man that is as fast a puncher as he is and that can stay away 
from him and hand out stuff in return is yet to be seen . (Letters 39) 

After Dempsey knocked out Carpentier in the fourth round of that July 
2 fight in New Jersey, Hemingway maintained in a letter to his young 
friend Grace Quinlan that he had made a good bet on the Frenchman but 
was concerned about his own image as an expert. 

Lost 700 and some seeds [dollars] on the battle-and that didn't help 
peace of mind any. It was a good bet at 3-1 though-Carp showed 
that when he nearly got him in the 2nd round. We were out ofluck
if he hadn't busted his hand with that first right he landed-but 
what's the use of Post mortems? I'd rather you didn't say anything 
bout the seeds loseage-you know-there are too many people like 
to have a crack at you if you give 'em any chancet. (Letters 52) 

Hemingway's faith in Carpentier was possibly augmented by two 
things, his own identification with the European man and the surprisingly 
balanced coverage of the Chicago newspapers Hemingway read . 
Carpentier had been in World War I, as had Hemingway, and had suffered 
a battle wound as did Hemingway. As to Dempsey, there was some ques 
tion about his patriotism because he did not fight in the war. 

There was also the intellectual issue . Dempsey was not known for his 
intelligence. (One sports reporter who went to Carpentier's training camp 
found it noteworthy when he discovered the Frenchman actually reading a 
book .) And by Hemingway ' s standards, Dempsey's fighting style was 
crude, fitting his image as "the Manassa Mauler." Carpentier supposedly 
fought scientifically, more to the liking of Hemingway who saw himself 
as a cagy, smart boxer. 1 

The Chicago newspapers were full of analyses and predictions for 
months before the fight. It was the biggest thing by far on the sports 
scene, with world-wide interest, and everyone had an opinion . There was 
no shortage of people quoted in the papers who believed the Frenchman 
would win-romantic speculators, women , and some other unusua l out
of-their-element opiners . Their theories were often played up as much as 
those who knew what they were talking about. 

Hemingway no doubt absorbed it all. A climax of sorts was reached 
when , the week of the fight, the Chicago Herald and Examiner carried an 
illustrated column-with a banner headline on the front page-in which a 
victory for the European was predicted by none other than George 
Bernard Shaw: " . .. the real odds are 50 to l against Dempsey .. . 
Georges is the most formidable boxer in the world" (June 30, 1921). 

If one examines the journalistic coverage, the fact emerges that the 
knowledgeable observers of the time eventually came solidly down on the 
side of Dempsey. The writers who knew boxing saw him winning the fight. 
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In one pre-fight article, Damon Runyon made the keen observation 
that boxing was a business (Herald and Examiner, June 24, 1921: 1). The 
real experts, with their money on Dempsey, knew those who took bets did 
best when wagers were as equally distributed as possible since they live 
on the "vigorish." That's what the odds attempted to accomplish, longer 
odds (as on Carpentier) offering a more attractive return. 

It would be nai:ve to assume, in Chicago at that time, that the bookies 
and the newspapers kept at arm's length from one another. Both their 
interests were served by the public's perception of a balanced match: 
more to write about, more money bet, more justification for Hemingway . 

Two years later, after losing money on Luis Firpo whom Dempsey 
also beat, Hemingway wrote to Gertrude Stein, "Someday I will learn not 
to bet on those I think have a chance but on those I think will win" 
(Letters 101). And his hindsight was 20/20 in a 1934 article for Esquire 
magazine: "Carpentier was long past the top of his form when he went 
over [to America] and not big enough for good heavyweights who were at 
the top of their form" (By-Line 156). 

Dempsey had three more fights after Firpo. If Hemingway made any 
money betting against him, it would have been in his two matches with 
Gene Tunney, whom Hemingway admired for his boxing skill. Tunney 
gained unanimous decisions over Dempsey in September 1926 and 
September 1927. A curious footnote may have its pertinence here. The 
Paris edition of the Chicago Tribune, which was the preferred paper of 
Hemingway and other Left Bank expatriates of the time, ran a picture in 
May 1925 tagged "Dempsey's New Nose." The nose was described as "a 
thing of beauty" but the cutline said that some fight experts thought his 
career was over. "A blow on the nose which is built up for the most part 
on paraffin might prove fatal" (25 May 1925: 6). 

Hemingway was living at his Paris apartment at the time and would 
likely have seen the item. If he filed it away mentally as a piece of the 
"inside" information which he cherished, it could have cost him in 
Dempsey's July 1927 win over Jack Sharkey . The Associated Press 
reported that "Dempsey's knockout victory, which sent the [Yankee 
Stadium] crowd into a delirious outburst, followed a slashing, slugging 
battle from start to finish ." The "paraffin nose" had passed the test. 

It is impossible to say with certainty what motivated the 25-year-old 
Hemingway to put before the public the obscenity-laced, mean-spirited 
lines of "poetry" that were published in the 1924 Autumn issue of Der 
Querschnitt. However confident in his own writing talent, he needed to 
validate his credentials with the literary crowd he suddenly found himself 
running with (Ezra Pound, Gertrude Stein, et al.). And in his exuberance 
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in finding a publication outlet-let alone one without strictures or censor 
ship-one can speculate that he was eager to get in the game, in print
too eager, probably. 

The editors at Der Querschnitt , a little magazine sponsored by a firm 
that owned art galleries in France and Germany, used an eclectic mix of 
arty, avant garde material, not just visual but literary. Michael Reynolds 
called it "open, irreverent and international .. . Nothing was sacred" (The 
Paris Years 240) . At the time, Hemingway's poetry would not have par
ticularly stood out for the reader amongst an array of the experimental, 
bizarre, and opaque. Now, looking back from a point in time in which his 
position as a major author is unquestionable, such immature, amateurish 
early missteps seem much more shocking or at least out of character than 
they were then and are pretty much rightfully ignored as legitimate parts 
of the mature Hemingway canon , except to biographers . Reynolds mildly 
describes part of one poem as "a satiric comment on current fads" (241 ): 

Democracy is the shit. 
Relativity is the shit. 
Dictators are the shit. 
Menken [sic] is the shit 
Waldo Frank is the shit. 

Dada is the shit. 
Dempsey is the shit. 
This is not a complete list ... 
(Das Querschnittbuch "The Soul of Spain with McAlmon and 

Bird the Publishers ," 230) 

In the poems, Hemingway's name -dropping is perhaps part of his 
strategy of becoming a member of the in crowd, a well -known 
Hemingway need . General interest was especially high in boxing, which 
was the one truly international sport in a way that baseball, soccer, or 
other geographically limited games were not. Dempsey was a high-profile 
target. In retrospect , he was a bad choice for Hemingway's sniping. 

The irony here is born of juxtaposition. In the same issue as 
Hemingway's cranky derogation of the champ there appears an article 
told from Dempsey ' s point of view and under his by-line that assesses the 
talent of Tommy Gibbons, who had a reputation as one of the toughest 
fighters of the time and whom Dempsey had fought and beaten in 1923. 
"Mein Kampf mit Tommy Gibbons" is a calm and authentic-sounding 
assessment of Gibbon's strengths and weaknesses which shows the author 
(or whoever put Dempsey's thoughts down in words) to be a reasonable 
and intelligent analyst: 

135 



It is possible that I astonish the whole sports world when I say that 
Gibbons is not a quick thinker ... not quick-witted . He is fast and he 
is clever with both fists; but nevertheless has more than good punch 
ing power [ ... ] and is extraordinarily courageous and strong-hearted 
. .. "(Das Querschnittbuch, 222; author's rough translation) 

If one were to compare the Dempsey and Hemingway pieces-though 
of course there would have been little reason to link them then-the lat
ter's sparse, unjustified and unimportant potshots allow Dempsey to come 
across as the better writer, even in the more conventional form and con
tent. He is at least interesting while Hemingway's poem is petulant and 
off-putting . 

A third, more public humiliation was inflicted on Hemingway in 1951, 
played out in the pages of The National Police Gazette. The latest heavy
weight champ was Ezzard Charles, who had outpointed an aging Joe 
Louis for the title, but boxing authority Ernest felt that Charles was inferi
or to the champions of bygone years and gave his opinion to publisher H. 
H. Roswell for the January Gazette. Its strong terms are more than cranky : 

San Francisco 
Depaula [sic], Cuba 

Do not believe Charles is a great champion but admire the peak of 
condition he reached again st a washed -up champion. Kid Tunero 
beat him badly in his home town spotting him twenty years and 
twenty pounds. 

Do not believe he will be around for long unless we stop produc 
ing heavyweights. Admire his brave and skillful fight against Louis . 
But unfortunately remember back to Jeffries and Johnson and Sam 
Langford, Joe Jeannette and Sam McVey, and Charles does not rate 
to carry their used ... [sic]. 

Johnson was the best Negro heavyweight who ever lived. This is 
a dissenting opinion but Charles knows that it is true[ . . . ]. He would 
not have lasted a round with Johnson, Tunney would have out-boxed 
and out-hit him and Dempsey or Firpo would have murdered him . 
Congratulate him on the Belt for me but tell him never to wear it if 
he is an honest man . I believe he is. 

Yours very truly, 
Ernest Hemingway 

Actually, Hemingway was stating what many boxing followers felt 
then. The great Joe Louis was clearly in his pugilistic dotage, having lost 
a 15-round decision to a comparative ly colorless fighter (Charles) who 
never weighed any more than 200 pounds and whose claim to the heavy-

136 



weight title was established mostly by beating familiar light-heavyweights 
(Archie Moore, Gus Lesnevich, and others). 

But with Hemingway's personal focus on Charles' shortcomings, he 
dropped his guard, opening himself to retaliation. When he saw the 
January issue with his letter and picture, he also saw a picture of Charles 
bloodying Louis in the twelfth round of their fight. The caption noted that 
"Charles lashed Louis to a bloody pulp." There were also two pictures of 
Charles receiving the "silver and rhinestone Police Gazette Heavyweight 
Championship Belt." Both photos included H. H. Roswell and Jack 
Dempsey. 

With The Ring magazine having become boxing's "bible," Roswell 
was trying to re-establish the credibility of The Police Gazette as a print 
authority for the sport. "Impressive ceremonies marked the permanent 
presentation," and the Gazette traced the belt's design back to John L. 
Sullivan, calling it the "most valuable trophy to be awarded an athlete." 

A final annoyance for Hemingway was the fact that Roswell himself 
had made the presentation at Jack Dempsey's popular restaurant in New 
York City and that "Dempsey, the most magnetic figure of modem ring 
history, served as master of ceremonies." A promotional tag said "In the 
Next Issue: Jack Dempsey Answers Ernest Hemingway." 

Could Hemingway's involvement have been a set-up? Did Roswell 
solicit his opinion for the purpose of putting him in his place so the 
Gazette could come to the defense of the new champ-and the sport 
itself? Logic says Roswell probably sought some support from 
Hemingway, a known fight fan who was then at the height of the public's 
interest in him, but his critical tone demanded rejoinder. 

At the time, Hemingway was at Finca Vigia, his home near Havana. A 
steady stream of guests, welcome and unwelcome, was cutting into the 
intense effort Hemingway was trying to put into a new novel (The Old 
Man and the Sea). One of the welcome guests was Gene Tunney, whom 
Hemingway treated to lunch and a visit to the cockfights (Baker 489). 

Hemingway, never one to pull his punches anyway, was caught at a 
bad time, which added vitriol to his pen. His last novel, Across the River 
and into the Trees, had been received by critics with "boredom and dis
may" (Baker 486). The Lillian Ross profile had just come out in The New 
Yorker and was widely seen as a personal attack . Worse yet, 
Hemingway's wife Mary was seriously threatening to leave him because 
of his insensitive and cruel behavior (How It Was 262). Ezzard Charles 
was just another bit of Hemingway's world crumbling at the edges . He 
would "redeem" himself professionally with the positive impact of The 
Old Man and the Sea and his subsequent Nobel Prize, but first he had to 
take a licking from his old nemesis. 
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Roswell gleefully presented an open letter in the February Gazette 
which had "asked Jack Dempsey to state his views on Charles in an 
answer to Hemingway . Here it is. TAKE IT A WAY , JACK! " 

Dear Ernest: I know you bang pretty good with words, but you're off 
the beam in trying to tear apart Ezzard Charles, heavyweight cham
pion, just because Kid Tunero beat him in 1942 when he was 21 and 
weight 158 pounds[ . . . ]. Look up my record and you'll see that Jim 
Flynn knocked me out in one round in 191 7 when I was 21 and 
weighed probably 165. Anything can happen when a fighter is on the 
way up . Say, I'll bet there are guys who outwrote you when you 
were starting but who can't carry your old typewriter today. [ ... 
C]omparing the great fighter of one era with another of a different 
time is like asking: 'Which is better , a prize -winning apple or a 
prize-winning peach? ' 

Maybe Tunney would have outboxed him [Charles] and maybe I 
or Firpo would have done what you said against him. But I don't 
want to guess. We are of different periods in boxing . 

I personally, with H. H. Roswell , Police Gazette publisher , put 
the belt on Ezzard Charles and I think he deserves to wear it as much 
as I did. 

Yours very truly, 
Jack Dempsey 

Accompanying pictures showed a young Dempsey in a serious pose in 
fighting trim alongside one of an older , towel-draped Hemingway inside a 
boxing ring, grinning above his prominent belly.2 It was Hemingway's 
third and final media-involved skirmish with the popular champion, and 
the decision went to Dempsey. 

Notes 
The author gratefully acknowledges the kind cooperation of George Rugg, 

Curator of the Joyce Sports Research Collection at the University of Notre Dame, 
whose holdings on boxing are the best. Thanks go also to Coleen Clooney and 
Laurie Austin , audio-visual archivists at the John F. Kennedy Presidential Library 
and Museum in Boston. Uncredited boxing statistics are from the website 
BoxRec.com. 

1E.g., Harry Newman and Ray Pearson, Chicago Tribune June 26, 1921: 1. 
2Actually, Dempsey, born in 1895, was four years older than Hemingway . 

The Hemingway photo is not in the Kennedy Library Hemingway holdings. 
Judging by the color and shape of the beard, archivists suggest a date in the mid
l 940s for the photo, which resembles others of that time. 

Another photo , taken at Dempsey's New York restaurant in 1935 and now 
posted on the Internet, shows Tunney, department store magnate Bernard Gimbel, 
Hemingway , and Dempsey. Hemingway's body language seems to reflect his real 
feelings about the champion seated on his left. 
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ROBERT E. FLEMING 

The Deaths of the Children 
in Islands in the Stream 

Ernest Hemingway's first posthumously published novel, Islands in the 
Stream, offers some of the most touching depictions of childhood and of 
father-son relationships in American literature. Thomas Hudson's three 
children are tenderly ministered to both by Hudson himself and by his 
alter ego, Roger Davis, and live a carefree life of fishing, swimming, and 
boating while they painlessly absorb some of the lessons they will need in 
maturity by discussing literature and life with their elders. If, as 
Hemingway wrote, "All modem American literature comes from ... 
Huckleberry Finn" (Green Hills 22), this summer's events and mood might 
be derived from Huck's carefree life on the raft in the middle chapters of 
Twain's novel. 

But all is not as well as it first appears. By the end of Part I, "Bimini," 
two of the three boys have been killed in an auto accident, and between 
Parts I and II, the eldest son, Tom, Jr., has been shot down over the 
English Channel, one of the first casualties of World War II . Carlos Baker 
criticized Hemingway for employing "the Narcissus principle" in creating 
Hudson, resulting in a protagonist who was too much like his creator 
(Baker 384-88) . But in Hemingway's fictional treatment of Hudson's 
relationship with his sons and the invention of their early deaths, Hudson 
ironically becomes the antithesis of his creator, the man whom the popular 
press loved to call "Papa." During their short-and, as it turns out, final
stay on Bimini, Hudson has kept himself curiously aloof from his children. 

Hudson's glacial detachment from his sons has been noted briefly 
before . Joseph Defalco early on viewed the shark attack as an indication 
that Hudson does not adequately perform the role he has created as 
"father-protector," although his analysis of the reason for Hudson's 
neglect differs from mine (Defalco 317-18). In a 1994 book and a 1996 
essay, I wrote that in placing his artistic work before human relationships, 
Hudson has risked losing contact with those he loves (Face 121-22)-and 
perhaps with humanity in general-and noted some differences between 
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events in the book and real-life events that might have inspired them 
("Hemingway's Late Fiction" 134-36), particularly his version of a shark 
attack that actually occurred according to his youngest son Gregory (Papa 
65-67). 

Rose Marie Burwell has noted Hudson's tendency to cling to his 
painting routine as if it were a "salvational ritual" which serves as an 
emotional "buffer" between him and his sons (67). She also calls attention 
to Hudson's "detached artist" role during David's fight with the fish, a 
role in contrast to the humane attitude of his alter ego Roger Davis (76-
77). Both Rose Marie Burwell and I have read more into Hudson's rela
tionship with his sons than did Carlos Baker, who saw their deaths chiefly 
as motivations for Hudson's later emotional paralysis (392-93), a line of 
thought that has been pursued and extended by Gerry Brenner, who sees 
Hudson as a "filicidal" father who masquerades as an ideal parent 
(Concealments 188-95). Both Earl Rovit and Brenner perceive an oddness 
in Hudson's relationship with his favorite son, David, partly because he 
leaves the emotional support and coaching of the young fisherman to 
Roger and the rummy cook Eddy (Ernest Hemingway 170). Rovit and 
Brenner suggest that the reversed roles of Hudson and Davis may reflect 
Hemingway's early manuscripts of Islands in which Roger is the boys' 
father and the prototype for Hudson is merely a friend who hosts Roger's 
vacation with his sons. (See also Fleming, "Roger Davis of Islands.") 

But a central question still remains: why do the three boys have to 
die? A simple answer might be that their deaths add to the general tragic 
pattern of the novel, anticipating their father's presumed death at the end 
of the third book of Islands in the Stream. Or the theme of father-son con
flict could merely be a reflection of the ancient Oedipal motif. Two key 
episodes near the middle of "Bimini," however, suggest that there are 
other literary reasons why the three boys must die. These are literary rea
sons, not autobiographical reasons, for the actual summers his sons spent 
on the Gulf Stream with Hemingway more closely resemble the lighter 
sections of"Bimini" than the darker moments . 

All three of Hemingway's sons have recalled their summers with their 
father as among the best times they remember from their boyhood. Patrick 
Hemingway remembers some of the real-life events that underlie Islands 
as "a wonderfully exciting trip ... probably the last really great, good 
time we all had together" ("A Son Remembers" 15), while his younger 
brother Gregory has written fondly of his father's level-headed prevention 
of a tragedy with a shark off the coast of Cuba (Papa 65-67), an event that 
was altered significantly in Islands in the Stream . Even Jack Hemingway, 
who admits that he never liked deep-sea trolling as much as trout fishing, 
has recalled with pride that under his father's tutelage he became the 
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"youngest ever to catch a marlin on rod and reel off Havana" (Misadventures 
of a Fly Fisherman 25), an experience which obviously inspired another 
of the major scenes in the novel. 

Yet when Hemingway transformed these happy times with his sons 
into fiction, he threw a different, far more somber light on the relation
ships between a father and his sons. Even before the tragedy that claims 
the lives of David and Andy in the last two chapters of"Bimini," there are 
dark foreshadowings of their deaths. The first of these events is the shark 
attack: During an afternoon of spearfishing, David is nearly killed by a 
shark. In a later chapter, David struggles for hours attempting to boat a 
huge broadbill at the risk of permanent physical injury. In both cases 
Thomas Hudson is either impotent to help his son or is curiously detached 
from the boy . Taken together, the two incidents suggest that David, and 
by extension his two brothers, are doomed . 

But these incidents are not merely foreshadowing . Hemingway's treat
ment of the scenes suggests that something holds Thomas Hudson back, 
first from reaching out to his sons and then from actually saving their 
lives. An emblem for Hudson's tendency to hold his sons at arm' s length 
is the careful , even elaborate , description of relative positions at Hudson's 
house in the early pages of "Bimini ." Hudson himself sits on the seaward 
porch painting, literally aloof from the boys and Roger, who play and 
bask in the sun below the porch . The artist tells himself that he is remain
ing immersed in his work~ as a turtle remains within its "carapace" or 
shell~s o that he will not miss the three boys so much when they leave 
after their vacation, implying that he would prefer to be down on the 
beach with them. It is probable, however, that Hudson protests too much . 
At this point in his life, his art is more important to him than anything 
else, so much so that he has systematically isolated himself on an island, 
reversing the pattern of Robert Jordan in For Whom the Bell Tolls who 
comes to the realization that he must recognize the ties that bind him to 
the rest of humankind . Hemingway tells the reader early on that, having 
failed repeatedly at marriage, Hudson has replaced almost all human rela
tionships except that with his children with "the steady normal working 
life he had built on the island" (7). It is only after he has lost all three boys 
that he fully realizes their importance to him, and that realization is the 
force that drives him back to involvement with the surrogate sons who 
make up his crew in the "Cuba" and "At Sea" sections of the novel. 

David's encounter with a shark is a far more dramatic illustration of 
Hudson's detachment from his family . In spite of his mate Eddy's reser
vations, Hudson allows his boys to go spearfishing off a reef where sharks 
sometimes feed. Why is Eddy so much more protective toward the boys 
than their own father? In a situation that recalls the scene in which he is 

142 



elevated and separated from the sunbathers, Hudson keeps watch from the 
deck forward of the flying bridge while Roger accompanies the boys. At 
hand is his .256 (or 6.5 mm) Mannlicher -Schoenauer, a model which 
Hemingway actually owned and prized. 1 The Mannlicher is a talismanic 
weapon, described lovingly as "too good a gun to keep on a boat" (82) 
and as a weapon in which Hudson has more confidence than in "any other 
rifle he had ever owned" (82-83). Although it is a small-bore cartridge, 
the 6.5 Mannlicher has been used to kill every species of big game on 
earth, including elephants. (And readers will recall that Margot Macomber 
in "The Short Happy Life of Francis Macomber" used it effectively on her 
husband as well.) Its long, relatively heavy 160-grain bullets, with their 
great sectional density, penetrate deep into the vitals of the target. In 
short, Hudson could not be better armed against sharks, and he seems to 
handle the rifle with the complete familiarity and competence of a veteran 
hunter. 

However, no weapon is effective if the shooter cannot hit his target, 
and when the "high triangular fin" (85) of a hammerhead shark appears, 
Hudson's marksmanship inexplicably deserts him. He correctly aims 
ahead of the fin and fires but shoots over the back of the shark. 
Remembering that the first shot from an oily barrel goes high-why 
didn't he remember before?-Hudson shoots again, and this time his shot 
hits behind the shark. He aims a third time "as carefully and steady as he 
could" (85), and he misses yet again. Hudson now has just one shot left, 
although the Mannlicher magazine can hold five rounds: why was the rifle 
not fully loaded? He prepares to shoot again, telling himself to be "loose 
but steady" (85). 

But the reader never finds out what the result of Hudson's last shot 
would have been . As he is aiming, Eddy the mate opens fire from the 
stem with a Thompson submachine gun, another weapon that Hemingway 
owned, shot, and knew well. The Thompson, although the darling of 
Prohibition gangsters and Federal agents and of the movies that depict 
them, is not a precision rifle like the Mannlicher. Firing a blunt, heavy 
230-grain .45 caliber pistol bullet, it has a maximum effective range 
against men, as generously estimated by military authorities, of 100 yards, 
roughly one third the effective range of the Mannlicher. It can be set to 
fire semiautomatically ( one shot for each pull of the trigger) or automati
cally (multiple shots until the trigger is released) . Its lack of accuracy 
would have put a boy near the shark in roughly the same amount of dan
ger as the fish. Yet Eddy the rummy not only hits the shark while it is 
swimming rapidly through the water but also hits it again repeatedly when 
the shark throws itself into the air in pain. Eddy makes light of his marks
manship saying, "'Nobody could miss [the shark] at that range"' (87). But 
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somebody has missed this shark, using a vastly superior weapon, not just 
once but three times. 

In a post -mortem, Roger takes the blame for putting the boys in dan
ger. But he has been in the water with them, facing the same dangers, as 
Hemingway was in the water with son Gregory during the real-life rescue 
that inspired the scene. Eddy generously tries to take the blame himself, 
telling Roger that he could have had no accurate estimate of the danger, 
while Eddy, who was born in the islands, should have known better. 
Hudson, the distant father, who both consented to the boys' spearfishing 
and failed to kill the shark, says nothing during this exchange of regrets. 

In the second incident imperiling one of his sons, Hudson is equally 
ineffective. David fights an epic battle, described over thirty pages, with a 
huge broadbill. Although the danger to the boy is less severe than during 
the shark attack, David suffers blistered and bleeding hands and feet and 
is badly affected by the hot tropical sun . He needs the support and guid
ance of an older man during the long fight. Once again that support comes 
not from his father, who believes in tough love, but from Hudson's double 
Roger and from Eddy. Hudson, as when he watched Roger and the boys 
from his elevated porch and from the deck of the boat in the earlier scenes, 
looks down on the action from his elevated position on the flying bridge. 

There are realistic reasons for Hudson to remain on the bridge while 
Roger plays mentor to the boy : it is Hudson's boat, he knows how to con
trol it, and the craft must be handled precisely if the fish is to be brought 
to boat. But his mate Eddy would have been equally effective at the helm 
if Hudson had really wished to join his son and support him. Furthermore, 
once the fish has been lost, the closeness forged between David and Roger 
continues even though Hudson descends from his height and tries to re
establish ties with David. During the long ordeal, Roger said something 
privately to David, but Hudson never learns what Roger has said. His 
godlike detachment from the action has created a gap between him and 
his son. 

In contrast to these early events, the sons' deaths take place offstage 
and are presented tersely. David's and Andy's deaths in an auto accident 
are revealed in a formal businesslike 22-word telegram from Hudson's 
Paris bankers. Furthermore, Hudson's reaction to their deaths is curiously 
ambivalent. While he first seems devastated, mentally likening their loss 
to the end of his world, by the time he has boarded the Ile de France en 
route to arranging the boys' funeral, his sorrow has given way to the 
assumption that he will eventually "blunt" his sorrow by immersing him
self in his work. Because he knows that too much alcohol will "destroy the 
capacity for producing satisfying work" (197), still the artist rather than the 
father, he limits his indulgence in that further escape from grief. 
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Tom's death while flying with the RAF occurs between the end of 
"Bimini" and the beginning of "Cuba" and is related by Hudson in the lat
ter part of the novel with a brevity that is remarkable even for 
Hemingway. Responding to the inquiry of a Havana acquaintance, 
Hudson simply says, '"He's dead"' (262). He refuses to reveal further 
details. Is he covering up sensitive emotions, or has he become emotional 
ly numb? For a grieving father, his later comment to the same acquain
tance is deliberately callous. When the man tries to remind him of Tom's 
talents and attributes, Hudson silences him tersely: '"There's only one thing 
really wrong with him .... He's dead"' (264). Later, when Hudson's first 
wife, Tom's mother, guesses the worst and asks Hudson directly if their son 
is dead, he replies with a single casual word: '"Sure"' (319). 

Hudson's divorce from humanity is tempered in "At Sea" by his obvi
ous affection for Willie, Henry, Ara, and the other members of his pick-up 
crew who have become his surrogate sons. But his closeness to these 
younger men seems to be possible mainly because his art has now become 
only a futile ambition or a nostalgic memory. As he begins his search for 
the crew of the German submarine, Hudson muses, "I would like to paint 
this" (337), but he knows that he will not; later, watching his crew bathe 
on the stem of his boat, he thinks of Cezanne' s bathers, imagines how 
Thomas Eakins might paint the scene, and then thinks that "he should be 
painting it himself' (382). And finally, just before his death, he thinks of 
what he could paint now with his increased experience: "You can paint 
the sea better than anyone now if you will do it and not get mixed up in 
other things" (464). But Hudson's real problem, still unacknowledged, is 
that he has not paid enough attention to "other things"-his relationships 
to people. Surrogate son Willie sums up Hudson's personal tragedy in the 
last sentence of the novel: '"You never understand anybody that loves 
you"' (466). 

Thomas Hudson is another protagonist in a long line of lonely stoic 
figures in the fictional works of Ernest Hemingway, yet in his relationship 
to his sons, Hudson goes beyond the deliberate cynicism of Jake Barnes 
and the early emotional detachment of Frederic Henry and Robert Jordan. 
And while both Henry and Jordan are thawed by closeness to loved ones, 
Hudson's distance from his sons and his tendency to allow them to be 
placed in jeopardy is more than simply a working out of the Oedipal con
flict between fathers and sons. The real key to understanding Hudson is 
his inability to balance the roles of parent and artist. 

The ideal artist Hemingway presented in the first chapters of Islands 
in the Stream finds his life breaking down as the novel progresses through 
the war years. But it is not the war which causes Hudson's tragedy. 
Rather, it is the too-avid pursuit of an otherwise worthy goal, the creation 

145 



of art, that causes him to leave his humanity behind . Hudson ' s loss of his 
sons, prefigured by their narrow escapes in "Bimini ," emphasizes the 
magnitude of Hudson's renunciation of humanity and the final price he 

pays for his art . 

Note 
1Perhaps this should read that Hemingway owned 1 ½ Mannlichers. 

Photographic evidence from various periods shows the author with a Mannlicher 
carbine like the one described (with an 18 ¼" barrel) and with a Mannlicher rifle 
with a 24" barrel. This puzzled me for years until I talked with Tillie Arnold in 
Sun Valley , Idaho, in 1989 . She told me that her late husband Lloyd and 
Hemingway had split the cost of a raffle ticket and won the rifle . They owned it 
jointly and passed it back and forth until Hemingway's death. 
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ROBERT E. GAJDUSEK 

Bimini 
Blue, blue, blue-will we ever lose the startling blue of that sea on our 
eyes, the periwinkle to midnight, Prussian to royal, turquoise to lapis to 
teal to cerulean and ultramarine, and the dazzling light blues of the 
water-water so opalescent, so clear that you can read the bottom in fath
oms-where the white, white, white crystal sands beside that sea, lonely 
for people, with the occasional leaning coconut palms are paintings that 
are imprinted forever, and the dazzling sun was a fabulous gift each day, 
and each ebony night you could read all the constellations as though they 
had just been created-each night Orion, Cassiopeia, the Pleiades, and 
Ursa Major overhead-where even Venus and the brighter stars laid down 
lanes of light on the dark waters. 

It was a conference on an island only a few hundred yards wide where 
large sharks and barracudas and a galaxy of fish swam in the four-foot 
deep lagoon, and rays butterflied over the water, and where in the small 
even delicate Wesley Methodist Church from whose pulpit we read our 
Hemingway conference papers, only yards from the shore, we while read
ing could be looking down the nave and through the open doorway right 
at the blue spreading sun-struck sea. It was a conference where some ofus 
gathered early one milliennial night on the dunes looking back at the dim 
glow of Miami and Fort Lauderdale on the horizon to read later to one 
another passages from Hemingway's Islands in the Stream and Derek 
Walcott read his lovely poems as the transformed midnight world went 
wild elsewhere. 

It was a conference where some, like Ben Stoltzfus and his wife, went 
out to swim with wild dolphin, where two whom I talked to had just cir
cumnavigated the whole island in kayaks-was it you, Jolee?-where 
many went out bonefishing with legendary fishermen, like Bonefish 
Cordell, bringing in those lovely gleaming white wonders-mine when I 
first caught it seeming birdlike and feathered, a wild wonderful unreal fish 
taken in what I had found to be a very mystical kind of fishing. Every 
time I met John and Carol Weser they were headed off for a "new adven-
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ture." It was a conference where Sandy Spanier's son and his friend and I 
were invited by Greg and Ida Hemingway on Captain Bob's boat out in 
the Stream, and ranged down in the Prussian blue-black waters of the 
Stream to the "concrete boat" the Sapona and down towards Cat Key, 
coming home with two barracuda and my strike that, fighting, at last at 
gaff revealed itself to be a beautiful silver-blue iridescent four-foot wahoo 
(which we ate over glowing coals before our cabanas the next night). 

It was a conference where for starters we could have conch fritters or 
conch or grouper with scrambled eggs for breakfast, where we always 
seemed to have a ruby rum punch in one hand, and where we played 
boules (petanque) beside the sea just before the Lerner House (the 
Thomas Hudson House) on the small bluff just above Radio Beach and 
the gleaming waters of Islands in the Stream until the ending day glowed 
against the darkness and the red ingot sun lowered itself into the sea and 
we all waited for "the green flash." It was where, in The Compleat Angler 
at night, there was often insane local and native and whatever music-one 
guy wildly dancing with a girl whirling on her back only inches from the 
floor-while on the balconies above outside Hemingway's room we 
drank and talked endlessly . And if you were at the rather sumptuous 
Bimini Big Game Club, the yachts and boats were heavy at dockside 
while out the gate to the King's Highway the pure native exotic world 
strolled by . You could avoid the more colonial Big Game and Anchorage 
restaurants and instead eat islander : at the Red Lion, or CJ's Deli, or 
Lala's, or Opal's, but a great gang gathered at Captain Bob's for break
fast-he, once Hemingway's island boy helper-likely as not there also 
breakfasting before heading out into the Stream. Who will ever forget 90+ 
year old Natty Saunders-Hemingway's former boat boy-dancing, 
greatly playing banjo and singing at dockside in Cat Key, in a twenty
year-old voice the very songs about Hemingway and others that are in 
Islands and that he had composed . 

It was a conference where I was knocked down in the King's 
Highway by seeing before the Bimini Museum two eight-foot x three-foot 
banners flying in the sun and breeze announcing "BIMINI MUSEUM PRE
SENTS ORIGINAL PHOTOGRAPHS BY ROBIN GADJUSEK" and "A TRIBUTE TO 
ERNEST HEMINGWAY'S VENICE"-and within that great little museum my 
Venice series beautifully mounted. And each day there were Sir Michael 
and Lady Barbara Checkley whirling about on golf carts taking care of 
everything, everything. 

It was a conference where the grad students seemed to outnumber the 
older scholars, where Stoney-H. R . Stoneback-was like Father 
Abraham ever surrounded by twelve-or was it fifteen?-of his students, 
where Rich Davison and Don Junkins and I each had at least three of ours 
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there. It was the first Hemingway Conference-after Stoney's SUNY
New Paltz Centennial Conference-where genuinely exciting grad stu
dent work was not only there but also richly acknowledged. It was a con
ference where, for the first time, the student papers and panels were as 
exciting as anything offered. What a promise for the future! A conference 
where the titles of papers promised their experiences in such suggestive 
phrases as "Brine Shamans-Homer, Melville, and Hemingway-from 
the Pelto to the Proto-Ecozoic and Back Again," "The Knowledge of 
Loneliness," "Christers, Blasphemies, and Waterspouts," "Ritual Magic in 
Islands," "Place and Memory in Hemingway's Work," "Surrendering to 
the Dearth of Things," "The Gulf Stream as Shared Muse," "The 
Influence of Hemingway on Charles Bukowski," "Solitude and Slocum, 
Conrad and Crew," "Light into Dark," "Stuffed Dogs and Hollow Men," 
"Angling for Peace in the Natural Landscape," "Hierarchy and Moral 
Obligation in Hemingway's Cafes," "Clothing and Loss: Frederic Henry's 
Searching for Identity in A Farewell to Arms." And, at the banquet at the 
too soon end of the conference, acknowledging, grateful awards were 
richly given, and then also financially abundant ones, $500 ones, to pre
senters-thanks to the thoughtful and generous gifts of Roger Howland 
(who was there with his very lovely bride), twice as many to graduate stu
dents as to several ofus older scholars. 

What a wonderful mix we were. There were the never to be forgotten 
"acts" and enthusiasms and excitements of Waring Jones' s "On 
Hemingway," Will Watson's incomparable "Leaming from Carlos," and a 
host of Doctors, Lawyers, and Indian Chiefs-Luca and Grazia Gandoli 
there from Milan, the husband and wife duet of Susan and Wes Tiffany's 
"He Kept Thinking about Sin," and there was Derek Walcott ever among 
us after his arrival, Nobel Laureate (with his lovely six-foot Valkyrie 
German wife), finally reading in the architecturally soaring Catholic 
church an amazing keynote address on Hemingway to be ever remem
bered and, I hope, instantly published. And there was John Sanford, pro
jecting pictures of his grandmother Grace Hemingway's paintings. There 
was Richard Davison replicating Hannibal Lecter's end-shot stroll in 
Silence of the Lambs for Brian Edgar's shooting of his video-to-be on 
Bimini. Then, at last, there were the Past Presidents of the Society who 
could be there-Linda Wagner Martin and Jim Nagel and Allen 
Josephs-telling us intricately how it is and was and had been. 

Too much, too much-yet the major memories are of walking the 
sands, the King's or Queen's highways-though their reality is often that 
of occasionally not even paved and smaller roads and paths. Pelicans fly
ing overhead or like obelisks on poles, fish swarming below the tables 
where the catch was filleted and the guts dumped in the teeming waters, 
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while lacing the sky and sea together the Chalk's flying boat (seaplane) 
came and went, roaring on the lagoon or waddling up the sand . But every
where, whether at the Commissioner's house for an official reception by 
"His Worship" the Administrator of Bimini, or at a reception on the beau
tiful patio out at the great house at Paradise Point, or in the back rooms of 
the Red Lion or standing on the sand floor at the End of the World bar, 
elbow to elbow at The Compleat Angler bars, or poolside by the 
bougainvilleas and the soaring palms against the night sky at the Game 
Club, the real values of the conference went on-intimate, intense talk 
and meeting, friends and more than friends : the loving embraces and abra
zos of felt loving living friendship . 

It owed much to the program arrangement by Richard Davison and 
Rose Marie Burwell, but it certainly wouldn't have gotten off the ground 
without the on-site management and arrangements by the Checkleys . But 
it at heart and center was the knowing poetic and intense creation of Don 
Junkins . Again and again his humane and human administration and over
sight was felt-he, there with his lovely wife Kaimei and their son Yun 
Wei . That conference took a man who had on many occasions and times 
in the past lived there, who knew the islanders, who loved and loves peo
ple, history, and Hemingway. Praise and thanks, for him, and them, and 
all who gave so utterly and happily of themselves . 
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RON McFARLAND 

Three Novels on Hemingway in Cuba 
After the five novels that concern what might be described as "The Case 
of the Missing Manuscripts," which were stolen from or lost by Ernest 
Hemingway's first wife Hadley in Paris in December of 1922, the most 
popular source of inspiration for fictional appropriations of Hemingway's 
life and legends and of his writing has not been a particular event, but a 
location .1 Hemingway's beloved Cuba has spawned three very different 
novels : Cuban-American Alfredo Jose Estrada's Welcome to Havana, 
Senor Hemingway (2004; 2005), which depicts Cuba in the early 1930s; 
Dan Simmons' The Crook Factory (1999), a "novel of suspense" that 
takes place in 1942; and Cuban mystery writer and Dashiell Hammett 
award-winner Leonardo Padura Fuentes' Adi6s, Hemingway (2005) , 
which concerns a suspected murder at the Finca Vigia in 1958, just before 
Hemingway left the country for Idaho. Hemingway appears as an impor
tant character in each of the novels. Given the historical span, it appears 
sensible to reflect upon the appropriations in chronological order in pref
erence to an imposed order or the order of publication . 

Born in Havana and educated at Harvard, like his protagonist and fiction
al grandfather Javier Lopez Angulo, Alfredo Jose Estrada lives in Miami 
where he edits Vista, a magazine with specific appeal to the Latino communi
ty. The two publication dates I have listed above for his novel, Welcome to 
Havana, Senor Hemingway, indicate an anomaly of sorts. The paperback edi
tion appeared first, published by Vista, probably a press connected with 
Estrada's magazine, and the hardback appeared about a year later, published 
by Planeta and listed as "First Edition: June 2005" on the copyright page. The 
paperback edition is divided into 47 short chapters (average length about 
seven pages); the hardcover edition is divided into just eleven chapters with a 
prologue and epilogue. Many alterations occur in the 2005 edition, to which I 
will refer hereafter, and Estrada flip-flops chapters so that the linear organiza
tion of the first edition gives way to one in which time and events are scram
bled and the reader encounters unpredictable shifts in the narrative, perhaps 
intended to create the impression of the stream-of-consciousness mode . 
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Both editions open with the same sentence : "My grandfather once 
knocked down Ernest Hemingway, or so I was told" (9). In the 2004 edi
tion, however, that sentence appears at the opening of the first chapter, 
whereas in the 2005 edition it appears at the beginning of a six-page pro
logue, which reinforces the novel's verisimilitude. The first-person speak
er, a journalist and would-be writer of fiction, tells of talking with his 
grandmother (abuela) prior to setting out to write about Hemingway's life 
in Cuba. Once the novel proper begins, the narrator quickly disappears 
and a conventional third-person point of view takes over until the epi
logue (the last three chapters or fifteen pages of the 2004 paperback edi
tion). As Steve Paul observes in his review, Estrada "has done his 
research" both on Hemingway and on Cuba of the early 1930s, the Cuba 
of Antonio Machado, whose downfall in 1933 was to leave the nation 
under the control ofFulgencio Batista until Fidel Castro's takeover in 1959. 

The protagonist, Javier, is a would-be novelist whose Harvard educa
tion has availed him little, so his father finds a position for him at the 
weekly news magazine, Bohemia, and attempts to pair him off with a 
friend's daughter. Eventually his father succeeds in marrying off his way
ward son, but despite a sojourn in Pari s, Javier does not succeed in 
becoming a novelist. Through his work as a journalist he remains on the 
fringe of the historic events sweeping Cuba, meets Dr. Fernando Alvarez 
Leal, who is involved with the ABC (abecedario) revolutionary move
ment, and befriends Freddy Huggins, the kindred spirit playboy son of 
Texas banker Walter Huggins of the Havana Trust . In effect, that is, 
Javier finds himself suspended between the status quo, with its reliance on 
Yankee capital, and forces that would build a new Cuba. But more impor
tant to Javier, who would prefer to live and write in Paris as defined in 
The Sun Also Rises, is his chance meeting with Hemingway, which nearly 
begins with a barroom brawl. 

As represented in this novel the hard-drinking Hemingway is at the 
peak of his reputation, but Estrada describes him as little known in Key 
West (Havana in the earlier edition) : "Hemingway prowled the unpaved 
streets in moccasins, his khaki shorts held up by a length of rope . 
Savoring his anonymity, he told the locals to call him Papa" (28). 
Estrada's abrupt transitions, notably in the 2005 text, may cause readers 
some problems . For example, right after Freddy points out Hemingway to 
Javier in the Floridita bar in Havana, we encounter a gap in the text, after 
which the scene shifts to Key West (as indicated above), where we 
encounter Hemingway's second wife Pauline, pregnant with Gregory, and 
Grant Mason and his beautiful and troubled wife Jane . Hemingway is 
obviously drawn to Jane, but he cleverly shifts his wife's suspicions by 
putting his ear to her womb, "hoping to hear his daughter" (31 ). The next 
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sentence, without a gap in the text, places the Hemingways and the 
Masons on board the Ile-de-France headed for New York, and two pages 
later the Hemingways are back in Key West where Ernest meets the rum
runner Joe Russell, who will become the model for Harry Morgan of 
Hemingway's To Have and Have Not (1937). They go fishing aboard the 
Anita , Hemingway's longtime fishing and hunting pal Charles Thompson 
catches a large white marlin, and they anchor at Havana and head straight 
for the Floridita where Estrada reintroduces the encounter with Freddy 
and Javier that had begun nine pages earlier. The pacing might be described 
as rapid to the point of being sometimes hectic, sometimes confusing. 

The appeal of such an approach derives from the fast pace and unpre
dictable shifts in scenes and characters . The limitations of the approach 
should be obvious . Potentially engaging episodes are simply summarized, 
and the incessant shifts become distracting. Estrada appears to be overly 
concerned about larding his text with historical and biographical details, 
as if unwilling to depart very far from the facts of the matter. In short, he 
retains too much of the journalist's commitment to the verifiable. 
Although Hemingway plays an important role in this novel, the focus 
remains on Javier, the narrator's grandfather, and on Javier's affair with 
Jane Mason . The historic context of Machado's downfall also factors in 
significantly . Hemingway appears in the novel as a heavy drinker , often 
clownish both in his boxing and in his philandering. Sporadically 
throughout the novel, however, Estrada portrays him seriously engaged 
with his life as a writer, as in the eighth chapter in which, shortly after 
having been knocked down while sparring with Javier , we watch 
Hemingway at work on what will be the story "Fathers and Sons" (274-
77).2 Often Estrada drops hints of what might have been on Hemingway's 
mind~ anticipatory images and scraps of dialogue and narration that will 
appear in Green Hills of Africa , "The Short Happy Life of Francis 
Macomber," To Have and Have Not, The Old Man and the Sea, and even 
Islands in the Stream . In a conversation with Javier in chapter six about the 
challenges of writing, Hemingway offers familiar comments in a familiar 
tone of voice: "It's the toughest racket there is. You need the dedication of a 
monk and the confidence of a trapeze artist. ... Even now, a lot of what I 
write is crap."3 Hemingway tells the aspiring novelist he would rather fish for 
marlin or drink with his pals than write because "It hurts like hell to write, but 
the only thing that hurts more is not to write" (202). The sentiment echoes 
Hemingway's phrasing in an often quoted passage from a letter to F. Scott 
Fitzgerald dated 28 May 1934: "We are all bitched from the start and you espe
cially have to be hurt like hell before you can write seriously" (408). If he 
couldn't write, Hemingway ominously confides to Javier, he would kill himself 
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Although Dan Simmons' protagonist in The Crook Factory (1999), irasci
ble FBI agent Joe Lucas, does not admire Hemingway uncritically even in 
retrospect-"the writer had won the Nobel Prize for that stupid fish story" 
(4)-he eventually (in 1974) reads his work and enjoys the short stories. 
And although Lucas claims to have no interest in fiction, he talks with 
Hemingway about writing as they search for German U-boats, asking him 
why he writes fiction "rather than write about true things," and 
Hemingway responds in plausible fashion: 

It's like listening to people, Lucas. If their experiences are vivid, 
they become a part of you, whether or not their stories are bullshit ... 
It doesn't matter. After a while, their experiences get to be more 
vivid than your own. Then you mix it all together. 

Generally, Simmons' Hemingway, although caught up in both action and 
intrigue, shows himself to be more seriously reflective than does 
Estrada's. Both writers append authors' notes to their novels by way of 
establishing the credibility of their fictions. Estrada refers to such texts as 
Michael Reynolds's Hemingway: The l 930s, Norberto Fuentes' 
Hemingway in Cuba, Bernice Kert's The Hemingway Women, and the 
biographies of Carlos Baker and Jeffrey Meyers. Simmons opens his 
author's note at the end of the novel with the claim that the "incredible 
story of Ernest Hemingway's Cuban spy-catching, submarine-chasing 
World War II adventures" is "all the more incredible for being 95 percent 
true" (559). Simmons strikes hard at the FBI both in the novel and in his 
author's note. "The vast majority of dialogue between Hemingway and 
other historical characters is based on real descriptions," Simmons adds, 
"and all of his comments to the fictional Joe Lucas about writing, war, 
fiction versus fact, and so forth are based closely in Ernest Hemingway's 
comments and writings" (561). Although the Hemingway Review lists the 
novel in its "Current Bibliography" for the Fall 1999 issue, it has printed 
no review. The reviewer for Library Journal, however, observes that 
"Without falling into hero worship, Simmons offers one of the best fic
tional portraits of Hemingway available" (158). 

Simmons opens his novel with Lucas's reflections on Hemingway's 
suicide and on whether fiction is, in Lucas's words, simply '"a pack of 
lies masquerading as truth"' (9). He says he determined to write this novel 
after the suicide but did not have time for it until he retired from the FBI 
in 1977 at age 65. In the concluding chapter Lucas is nearly 86 and dying 
from cancer when he visits Hemingway's grave in Ketchum, Idaho, 
armed with a bottle of Chivas Regal and a .38 Sig Sauer. Lucas is 29 
when the novel begins, and he meets J. Edgar Hoover in 1942 (Lucas 
works for the SIS, Special Intelligence Service, a counterintelligence divi
sion of the FBI) and is assigned to spy on Hemingway ' s activities . 
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Hoover's low opinion of Hemingway is duly established, along with his 
anxiety about Communism and homosexuality. On the flight to Havana 
Simmons sits Lucas next to none other than Commander Ian Fleming, of 
later James Bond (007) fame. 

The Hemingway of Dan Simmons, as described by Joe Lucas in some 
detail, is "six foot or six one, probably about 195 pounds ." He is wearing 
"stained chinos, old moccasins, and a light cotton shirt-what the locals 
called a guayabera-wom untucked ... . He had massive, squared shoul
ders that gave much of the impression of size on him, and his arms were 
long and well muscled" (63). In short, the opening impression is quite 
positive. Hemingway's grip is described as "solid but not crushing," his 
eyes are "bright," and his smile is "unfeigned," although Lucas detects 
"the briefest glimmer of wariness there as he calculated what my presence 
might really mean ." Lucas' s summation echoes that of many of 
Hemingway's admirers : "There was no doubt that there was a powerful 
sense of fun and well-being coming off this man . ... He was one of those 
rare human beings who could dominate any room he entered" (65). 

Initially resentful of what he sees as a babysitting assignment, Lucas 
grows to respect and admire Hemingway once the plot thickens. In one of 
the more engaging fictional assessments of Hemingway's character , 
Simmons offers Joe Lucas's observations on how the writer behaves 
around women , particularly his third wife Martha Gellhom (whom Lucas 
does not care for), Marlene Dietrich, and Ingrid Bergman: "He seemed at 
his best around intelligent women . .. and I have rarely seen that trait in 
active, charismatic men " (215). On the one hand , Lucas notes, 
Hemingway was 

. . . formal , almost shy, with females ... . He paid attention when they 
spoke, rarely interrupted ... and seemed truly interested in what they 
had to say. On the other hand, there was a slight aura of judgment 
hanging around Hemingway ' s dealings with the opposite sex ... a 
sort of silent assessment, as if he were always in the act of deciding 
whether this woman or that was worth his time and attention. (214-15) 

One way Lucas tests "a man's mettle" is "whether he treats the sea 
with indifference or the respect it deserved" (252), and Hemingway scores 
high marks in that regard: "Hemingway paid attention to the sea . There 
was none of his bully-boy bluster when it came to watching the weather , 
studying the currents and tides" (253) . He concludes that Hemingway 
"gave his full attention to the sea the same way that he focused his atten
tion on what women-or at least women who interested him- were say
ing to him" (253). 

Simmons presents Hemingway convincingly on his 43rd birthday as 
he voices his concerns about money and waxes nostalgic about Paris in 
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the 1920s in language that anticipates A Moveable Feast. In a memo 
intended for J. Edgar Hoover, which he does not send, Lucas describes 
Hemingway as "a man living the life of a deep-cover agent-one of those 
dedicated, tormented, paranoid, and persistent moles of whom all counter
espionage professionals live in fear" (325). As an acquaintance, Lucas 
writes, "he is loyal and treacherous . In daily life, he intersperses acts of 
great generosity with intervals of unremitting mean-spiritedness" (325) . 
After rehearsing a number of character judgments familiar to most readers 
of the biographies and consigning Hemingway's boasts of out-boxing the 
likes of Turgenev, Maupassant, and Stendahl to "bullshit" (327), Lucas 
concludes that "the man does not quit or fold or go away easily .... Be 
warned that this man is stubborn, and tough, and used to pain, and amaz
ingly persistent" (328). Predictably, as in Estrada's novel, the protagonist 
comes to blows with Hemingway and manages to best the writer, despite 
Hemingway's unfair tactics , but the fights in both novels end with mutual 
admiration. Of all the writers who have represented Hemingway as a 
character in their fiction, Simmons may have succeeded best in presenting 
the writer as thoughtful and sensitive as well as physically strong and 
capable of decisive action. 

Ernest Hemingway as offered up in Cuban detective novelist Leonardo 
Padura Fuentes' Adios, Hemingway (2005) is the opposite of Estrada's 
character in Welcome to Havana, Seiior Hemingway, particularly as 
described in Steve Paul's review: "the rum-swilling, skirt-chasing, fist
throwing, fish-battling americano of legend" (110) . The most valuable 
"review" of Fuentes' novel is the "Translator's Introduction" to Teresa 
Prados-Terreira's excerpt. Noting that unlike many successful Cuban 
writers, Fuentes has elected to stay in Cuba, Prados-Terreira indicates that 
he pushes "the limit of what is acceptable" and stands as a voice of rea
son, a quiet critical thinker amid many vociferous officials" (159) . She 
regards his mysteries as "a pretext to portray Cuban society ." Of the three 
fictional appropriations set in Cuba, therefore, Fuentes' might be said to 
be the one most likely to have been written with serious intention beyond 
that of entertainment. In the final scene, Conde and his friends gather at 
Cojimar to remember an old friend, Andres, who has gone "up north" to 
"live on the other side" (227). They send him an affectionate note in a 
bottle sending their love and that of Hemingway . 

Portrayed in October 1958 as a sick and prematurely aging writer on 
the verge of ending his life, Hemingway is alone at the Finca while Mary 
is away in Ketchum buying the house in Idaho. He fights his "unfamiliar 
feeling of solitude" as he works at the "elusive" and "slippery story he 
had entitled The Garden of Eden," and he has ample time to reflect on his 
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life and writing. He comments, for example, on how biographers and crit
ics have mythologized his life, but he tells himself that without his "life 
story" he "wouldn't have been a writer": "He knew that his imagination 
had always been limited and umeliable, and merely recounting the things 
he had seen and learnt about in life had allowed him to write in a way that 
exuded the veracity he demanded in literature" (30-31 ). Fuentes' 
Hemingway often seems suspended in soliloquy : "He had to forge a life 
for himself in order to forge a literature; he had to fight, kill, fish, live, in 
order to be able to write" (32). 

The novel begins when 45-year-old former Inspector Mario Conde, 
retired from the Havana police, learns that the body of a Caucasian male 
in his sixties, shot about forty years ago, has turned up at the Finca Vigia. 
Conde nurses a pleasant memory of himself as a boy of five or six waving 
to the aging writer one day in 1960, just before he left Cuba,4 but his feel
ings about Hemingway are conflicted because of the writer's falling out 
with John Dos Passos during the Spanish Civil War, which has moved 
Conde to conclude that "this genius of a writer was also a contemptible 
man, capable of betraying each of those who helped him" ( 4 7) . 
Accordingly, Conde takes himself out of retirement at least halfway hop
ing to prove Hemingway guilty of homicide. Fuentes constructs the novel 
by alternating between seven accounts of the ongoing investigation and 
six sections dealing with events on the evening of October 2-3, 1958. The 
body turns out to be that of an FBI agent who drunkenly confronted 
Hemingway only to be shot and killed by his servant and friend, Raul. 

Fuentes presents Hemingway sympathetically, despite his claim in an 
author's note to "have had a fierce love-hate relationship" with him (viii). 
Looking over his life, Hemingway reflects that "he had never known how 
to value, and almost never how to return the affection of those who really 
loved him." Fuentes' Hemingway blames this on the "unsociable attitudes 
of his parents" (98). He portrays Hemingway having second thoughts 
about publishing A Moveable Feast, although he sees it as a "beautiful, 
sincere book," because it might hurt too many people (102). Hemingway 
also reflects on what he perceives to be "the cowardice of Dos Passos" 
and on their bitter argument over the Spanish Republic's execution of Dos 
Passos' friend and translator, Jose Robles, for treason: "The whole busi
ness of putting the life of one person above the interests of a whole people 
was crazy" (105) .5 Conde's view of the episode (and presumably that of 
Fuentes) is that Hemingway, with his "credulous vanity" became an 
instrument of Stalinist propaganda ( 48) . By the end of the novel, after 
extensive research and reading in the collection at the Finca, Conde has 
concluded that Hemingway managed to free himself from "the character 
he'd invented for himself' and was able to die as the same man who 
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wrote his favorite story, "Big Two-Hearted River" (219) . Moreover, 
although he comes to the conclusion that "literature is one big lie," Conde 
has decided to join a group he ridiculed earlier, the "Cuban Hemingwayians" 
(221) . "We've lost almost everything," Conde laments at the end of the 
novel, "but we've got to save what we can" (227). He then throws the bot
tle with the note into the ocean and yells, "Adi6s , Hemingway!" (229). In 
a rare lyrical moment Fuentes concludes his novel: 

The epistolary container, heavy with the nostalgia of those three 
shipwrecked men, remained floating near the coast, shining like a 
precious diamond, until a wave engulfed it and took it out to the dark 
zone where it's only possible to see things through the eyes of mem
ory and desire. (229) 

To summarize briefly, what I detect in these three novels portraying 
Ernest Hemingway's life in Cuba between 1933 and 1958 (between the 
ages of about 34 and 59) is representative of his treatment as a "character" 
in the fictional appropriations generally. Alfredo Jose Estrada depicts him 
at his stereotypically unfavorable best: ignoring his wife Pauline to flirt 
ineptly with Jane Mason and to enjoy the pleasures of an exotic dancer 
known as La Chinita, mishandling more marlin than he lands, cheating at 
fisticuffs (and often losing anyway), and setting various drinking records 
with the daiquiri he calls the Papa Especial (the recipe for which he steals 
from Freddy Huggins). Dan Simmons delivers a Hemingway that 
Hemingway himself might have admired: a seriously committed writer 
and a capable man of action (the injured Joe Lucas watches with pride as 
Hemingway kills his first man, a double agent named Delgado, and then pro
ceeds to save Lucas's life). Simmons' Hemingway can be playful and foolish 
at times (as in his firecracker raid on a neighbor's house early in the novel), 
but he is for the most part sensitive, intelligent, and perceptive. Simmons' 
Hemingway is little short of heroic. The Hemingway of Leonardo Padura 
Fuentes is old and ailing, a sympathetic character who at times borders on the 
pathetic as he patrols the Finca at night with Black Dog and his Thompson 
submachine gun; alone and plagued with his memories of Ava Gardner, 
whose black panties are wrapped around a revolver in his dresser drawer, and 
of the "treacherous" Martha Gellhom (164); agonizing almost as much over 
his literary triumphs as he does over the writing he can no longer seem to 
bring to fruition. Fuentes' Hemingway constitutes something of a mean or 
median between the often boorish caricature of Estrada and the unlikely 
action-hero of Simmons. Teresa Prado-Terreira proposes that "el Conde" 
("The Count") ultimately "comes to believe that his very identity lies in his 
ambivalent and conflicted views of Hemingway. Neither vilifying nor glorify
ing Hemingway-or Castro, for that matter-will do" (160). 
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Notes 
1While I cannot boast of a complete tally, my research has turned up more 

than twenty such appropriations written over the past thirty years. Hemingway 
appears as a major character in eight novels and two plays and as the subject of 
the protagonist's obsession in six novels. He plays important "cameo" roles in 
another half dozen novels, including Milan Kundera's Immortality (1990) and in 
Tennessee Williams ' Clothes for a Summer Hote l (1980) . The "Missing 
Manuscripts" novels of which I am aware are Vincent Cosgrove's The 
Hemingway Papers (1983) , Joe Haldeman ' s The Hemingway Hoax (1990), 
MacDonald Harris's Hemingway's Suitcase (1990), Howard Engel's Murder in 
Montparnasse (1992), and Gerhard Kopf s Papa's Suitcase (1994) . 

2The story may have been conceived in the summer of 1932 or 1933 while 
Hemingway was staying at the Hotel Ambos Mundos in Havana . See Paul Smith, 
A Reader's Guide to the Short Stories of Ernest Hemingway , 307. 

3In a letter to F. Scott Fitzgerald dated 28 May 1934 Hemingway confides , "I 
write one page of masterpiece to ninety one [sic] pages of shit." Ernest 
Hemingway, Selected Letters, 1917-1961, Ed. Carlos Baker, 408. 

4The boy yells, "Adi6s, Hemingway" (7), and the writer smiles. The scene is 
reminiscent of one described by Colombian novelist Gabriel Garcia Marquez in a 
piece published in the New York Times (26 July 1981). Encountering Hemingway 
in Paris in 1957, Marquez writes that he debated introducing himself "to express 
my unqualified admiration ," but instead, he yelled "Maaaeeestro!" to which 
Hemingway shouted, "Adiooos, amigo!" http://www.nytimes.com/books 
/99/07 /04/specials/hemingway -marquez.html 

5Fuentes ' expression of Hemingway's attitude toward Dos Passos and the 
Robles incident closely resembles that offered by Jeffrey Meyers in Hemingway: 
A Biography, 308. 
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ZAKHASELMO 

Hemingway: Eight Decades of Criticism 
Readers will appreciate Hemingway: Eight Decades of Criticism, a sub
stantial collection of critical essays edited by Linda Wagner-Martin, for 
its broad range of perspectives about Hemingway's writing . As Wagner
Martin notes in her introduction ( quoting from her prior Seven Decades 
collection), "'The best criticism changes the lenses, and thereby gives 
readers new ways of reading, seeing, visualizing the art. It is in the inter
action between the literature and its criticism that Hemingway's oeuvre 
remains most vital "' (xiv). 

Certainly that claim is again affirmed here in the essays, notes , and 
bibliographies of 27 established and developing scholars. Nearly half of 
the essays have appeared in The Hemingway Review , a respected literary 
journal, and the collection covers a variety of works, topics, and critical 
approaches. Unlike her previous collections (this is the fourth published in 
35 years), a section devoted to biography has been omitted because, 
according to Wagner-Martin , " ... though accumulating salient detail is 
useful, it may not be the best means of determining why a text maintains 
its power" (xv). In any case, biography remains a valuable part of and tool 
for Hemingway scholarship, as demonstrated by several critics ' use of 
Michael Reynolds ' fine work . 

The introduction provides information on the collection's scope, evo
lution from its predecessors, and organizational features. There are a total 
of five sections, and each title denotes topics relative to the essays. Part 
one, "New Critical Approaches to the Wound," for example , focuses on 
physical and mental trauma and augments many of the essays in part two, 
"Wounds, Wars , Gender, and A Farewell to Arms." Part three shifts to 
"The Work: Authorial Choices and Affect," my favorite section, while 
part four, "Places of Continuing Reassessment," challenges preconceived 
notions of Hemingway studies. Part five, "Endings," the shortest section 
but rich nonetheless, rounds off the collection . Wagner-Martin provides 
commentary on the value and relationship of essays within and across var
ious sections, and she shares her goals of preparing this collection : "I have 
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arranged the essays ... to point to possible interrelationships among not 
only the author's works but also the critics' views of those works" (xv). 
Undoubtedly, viewing the table of contents alone reveals a commitment to 
thinking and, equally apparent, the importance of Hemingway to our lives. 

Readers will discover that some essays are more ambitious than oth
ers, but as a whole the collection is written in a clear, straightforward 
manner. Only on rare occasions does a critic's idea become veiled by 
overstatement or a tangle of prose when, instead, striving for economy of 
language-a Hemingway maxim! - would have produced a different 
result. Everyone will draw one's own conclusions, however, and perhaps 
criticize the weaker of the essays more forcibly, but since even the weak
est essay posits good ideas, and thus enriches our knowledge and enjoy
ment of Hemingway literature, my view of the collection remains posi
tive. Wagner-Martin and the contributing scholars have a nourishing body 
of criticism, indeed. 

Among the stronger critical essays is Ron Berman's "Recurrence in 
Hemingway and Cezanne," a striking piece which illustrates how 
Hemingway's appreciation for and study of Cezanne's landscapes, in 
which "the art of reiteration," of "'considering [the subject] from every 
possible angle . .. according to the position in which [the artist] placed 
himself,"' enabled Hemingway to attain unity and dimension in his writ
ing (quoting Genevieve Monnier 268). Through juxtaposing paintings 
such as those of the Mont Sainte-Victoire series to specific Hemingway 
short stories and novels, as well as including a fascinating interview in 
which Cezanne is "discoursing at some length about the point at which 
description may-or may not-be adequate to the subject," the reader is 
given insight into the depth of Hemingway's vision, a vision through 
which the world, and also the mind, comes to life (278). Berman points 
out motifs in Hemingway's and Cezanne's landscapes such as "'the 
woods, and the rocks'" and "curves in the road" (quoting Emily Stipes 
Watts 267) which I had not noticed before, and he reveals the effect: "The 
idea of 'access' denied applies to Hemingway . The premise of roads and 
also of inquiries is that they go somewhere. Routes tournantes invariably 
fail to reach certain symbolic objects on their horizon. They reach but 
cannot penetrate the barriers of rocks, woods, mountains" (274). 

Thus, through "perspective" we come to a deeper understanding of 
Hemingway, the protean genius, whose art, like Cezanne's, moves beyond 
our senses, though the unity of it all remains intact, never an end in itself 
but a portal to discovery. Berman emphasizes that Hemingway's land
scapes are dynamic, complex, and place "demands on interpretation" 
which shape, but do not define, reality: "We move from perspective to a 
point beyond viewing, and from technique to meaning-we now know the 
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tendency of the story, from known and unknown" (Berman 274 -75). 
Berman's analysis, therefore, reveals patterns in Hemingway's work 
which, paradoxically, clarify and at the same time complicate our percep
tion. (In reading Berman's essay, one senses that the act of seeing is tanta
mount to the thing seen .) Would readers agree, for instance, that this 
stylistic tour de force from "The Snows of Kilimanjaro" illustrates the point? 

The boys had picked up the cot and carried it around the green tents 
and down along the rock and out onto the plain and along past the 
smudges that were burning brightly now, the grass all consumed, and 
the wind fanning the fire, to the little plane .. . . [T]hey swung around 
with Compie watching for warthog holes and roared, bumping, along 
the stretch between the fires and with the last bump rose and he saw 
them all standing below, waving, and the camp beside the hill, flat
tening now, and the plain spreading, clumps of trees, and the bush 
flattening ... and there was a new water that he had never known of. 
The zebra, small rounded backs now, and the wildebeeste, big-head 
ed dots seeming to climb as they moved ... now scattering as the 
shadow came toward them, they were tiny now, and the movement 
had no gallop, and the plain ... gray-yellow now and ahead old 
Compie's tweed back and the brown felt hat. Then they were over 
the first hills and the wildebeeste were trailing up them, and then 
they were over mountains with sudden depths of green-rising forest 
and the solid bamboo slopes, and then the heavy forest again, sculp
tured into peaks and hollows ... and then another plain, hot now, 
and purple brown, bumpy with heat. ... Then there were other 
mountains dark ahead. (Complete Short Stories 55) 

Readers familiar with this passage also may agree that the rhythm of 
the language-which pulses in the movement and variety of the animals 
themselves and the shifting scale of topography-transports us beyond 
mimesis to sublimity, the dreamlike narrative foreshadowing Harry's 
death. According to Berman (paraphrasing Meyer Schapiro)," . .. there is 
a kind of double drama in process , that of the eye's movement through 
terrain, and that of building a kind of intellectual 'harmony.' The scene 
has 'externalized' something not easily articulated " (280) . Of course , 
determining what and how that "something" fits organically within the 
story has always been a hallmark (and challenge) ofreading Hemingway, 
perhaps all great writers but especially Hemingway . Indeed, the precision 
of his prose combined with his deceptively simple style-through which 
truth and beauty and feeling emanate-work in "harmony " to vivify and 
imbue the world with spiritual meaning . 

In his fine critical essay, "Pilgrimage Variations: Hemingway's 
Sacred Landscapes," H. R. Stoneback suggests that the locus of spiritual 
meaning in Hemingway's work is through pilgrimage, which he defines 
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as "the notion and motion of spiritualized travel" ( 457). The words 
"notion" and "motion" are of particular interest to me, especially in regard 
to the above passage, for through them, through Harry, the protagonist, 
we see both mind and body working as one unit. But exactly how do we 
see the scene? Or, to use Berman's analysis, by what means has "The 
scene .. . 'externalized' something not easily articulated"? 

The answer to these questions goes back to the idea of perspective. 
The narrator, by way of omniscience, leads us to believe Harry's body is 
"carried" to an airplane on which he flies, literally, to Kilimanjaro . The 
end of the story , however, reveals that Harry has not moved. In other 
words, his pilgrimage to the "top of Kilimanjaro" never existed, at least 
not in body. Hence, we must view Harry's journey in terms of symbol and 
metaphor as those elements comprise signification . Stoneback supports 
this observation when he notes that " .. . the real focus is on the individu
alized quest to a place that is sacralized by the journey, the difficult travel 
through and to a symbolic landscape" ( 466) . Aided by this insight, one 
can deduce that the scene's revelatory upsurge centers in the forging of 
Harry's being with the chaotic , natural world through which "the sense of 
place [and self! may be created" (Lewis 127). So what do we make of our 
arresting and innovative narrator? 

First, we should not view the narrator as unreliable in the sense that, 
through trickery , he gives faulty information concerning Harry's character 
and eventual fate. The narrator becomes a "stand-in" for Harry , in body 
and soul, so as to harness and render the energy with which Harry's being 
"carried" him from the physical to the metaphysical world . Hemingway 
depicts this spontaneous, cathartic flow of"sense-making" through language: 

The boys had picked up the cot and carried it around the green tents 
and down along the rock and out onto the plain and along past the 
smudges that were burning brightly now, the grass all consumed, and 
the wind fanning the fire, to the little plane. 

We not ice, as the scene unfolds, Hemingway's use of prepositions, 
especially those used consecutive ly. They intensify movement, evince a 
sense of reaching or extension through space and time as subordination 
interrupts the opening's smooth flow, thus directing our attention towards 
"the grass all consumed, and the wind fanning the fire, to the little plane" 
(55). Indeed, there is energy in the rhythm , energy modulated by the syn
tax itse lf. More description follows, though the rhythm remains 
unchanged, stable. It is not until the fourth sentence that the rhythm accel
erates again, quite forcefully : 
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warthog holes and roared, bumping ... while the game trails ran 
now smoothly to the dry waterholes, and there was a new water that 
he had never known of. The zebra, small rounded backs now, and the 
wildebeeste, big-headed dots seeming to climb ... now scattering as 
the shadow came toward them, they were tiny now, and the move
ment had no gallop ... gray-yellow now and ahead old Compie's 
tweed back and the brown felt hat. (55) 

Throughout the entire passage the word "now" is repeated eight times. 
We note that as more detail colors description this pattern of repetition 
builds further, thus demonstrating a development of movement as the 
mind's eye internalizes the external world within which experience 
becomes lived. 1 A shift occurs, however, as the view suddenly moves 
away from landscape to "old Compie's tweed back and the brown felt 
hat," a wonderful juxtaposition that provides texture and exemplifies, I 
think, what Berman calls "the organization of detail into harmony" (270). 
Finally, "there was a new water that he had never known of," the phrase 
"new water" possibly acting as a metaphor for life or death, particularly in 
regard to Christian belief. The word "white," with its Biblical connota
tions along with matching the snow's color, as in "The Snows of 
Kilimanjaro," seems consistent with Harry's transcendence . Keeping with 
the tone of the passage and the story as a whole-in the beginning we 
learn of Harry's gangrene, a symbol of death's decay, his failure as a writ
er and apparent "existential nausea"-my judgment is that "new water" 
prepares the reader for Harry's final, and most sacred, spiritual awaken
ing: " ... they were in a storm, the rain so thick it seemed like flying 
through a waterfall, and then they were out . . . and there, ahead, all he 
could see, as wide as all the world, great, high, and unbelievably white in 
the sun, was the square top of Kilimanjaro." Of course, the beautiful 
prophetic utterance that follows, "And then he knew that there was where 
he was going," signifies the end of Harry's pilgrimage on earth (56). 

Through Harry, we become participants in the pilgrimage to Africa, a 
pilgrimage which, as Stoneback notes, leads us to "redemption and death 
and the flight of [our] soul to Kilimanjaro ... the 'House of God'" (470). 
The effect is extraordinary; feeling resonates inside the reader, "where 
change, expiatory transformation, sweeps away the old self' (Stoneback 
475) . In light of Hemingway's work and the criticism it generates, this 
"transformation of self' serves as a recurring motif "and one shock of 
recognition runs the whole circle round" (from Herman Melville's 
"Hawthorne and His Mosses"). 

Diane Price Herndl's "Invalid Masculinity : Silence, Hospitals, and 
Anesthesia in A Farewell to Arms" has a double-meaning title in that both 
denotations of the word "invalid" ("not valid" and "sickly") apply . Herndl 
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explores "the question of 'slackers' in World War I, specifically those 
who were thought to be malingering in war hospitals" (19), as a means of 
analyzing Frederic Henry's character. She also points out the paradox of 
how "Frederic is tom between a compulsion to tell and his sense that he 
cannot, or should not, tell," juxtaposing this narrative complexity against 
the gender theme that masculinity itself purports: Frederic Henry "feels 
the code of manliness that requires that he not be perceived as complain
ing or weeping" and "Much of the narrative tension in the novel comes 
from Frederic Henry's simultaneous needs to tell and to keep quiet" (20-
22) . According to Herndl (quoting Peter Schwenger), '"Plainly 
Hemingway's style is in one sense an extension of the masculine values 
he depicts : the restraint of emotion, the stiff upper lip, the macho hermeti
cism"' (22). Hemdl probes Frederic Henry's admission of how '"The pain 
had gone on and on with the legs bent and I could feel it go in and out of 
the bone'" (26), and she concludes that "Frederic Henry never uses a 
metaphor or simile of any kind to describe his pain" (26). Moreover, she 
argues that "Frederic is repeatedly silent when it would seem healthiest to 
voice some reaction" (26). 

War, however, is not "healthy." Why should we, then, expect a 
"healthy" response from Frederic Henry? Hemdl has a point in suggesting 
that Frederic Henry does not use a "metaphor or simile" because not 
doing so follows the code of masculinity (not complaining when confront
ed with pain) . But where Herndl reads Frederic Henry's silence as 
"invalid masculinity" I read it as Hemingway's implied "iceberg," a kind 
of existential hurt from which despair becomes palpable . That is, 
Hemingway invites us to sense Frederic Henry's emotions and thoughts 
not by telling but by revealing his actions, or rather inactions . And 
because Frederic Henry is the narrator as well as the victim his story 
draws us in all the more . Hemdl's assertion that "Frederic begins to disso
ciate himself from the self that feels pain" leads me to believe "silence" in 
A Farewell to Arms carries tremendous psychological power, more than I 
had previously realized (28). Like all good writers, Hemingway leaves us 
with more questions than pseudo answers. 

Linda Wagner-Martin's own critical essay, "A Farewell to Arms: 
Reconsiderations," analyzes Frederic Henry as an existential figure 
which, ironically, tests conventional wisdom : "If to be a man is to make 
your own situation, then to voluntarily relinquish such decision making is 
to act- in effect-against oneself' (157). We would not, therefore, con
sider Frederic Henry, the "existential figure," "to act ... against" his self 
(for a true existentialist is committed to self), yet as the novel's title con
notes, that is precisely what he needs to do, and does, in order to bid "a 
farewell to [military] arms" and embrace the "arms" of Catherine Barkley, 
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his true love. Wagner -Martin also notes that "Hemingway shows the less 
educated (in this novel, the ambulance drivers and mechanics) and people 
separate from the military forces as the only true observers of the horrors 
of warfare. Positioning Frederic Henry between those two camps, 
Hemingway allows his protagonist a range of legitimate behaviors" (167). 
This logic makes sense, and thus provides a framework on which to build 
further understanding of Frederic Henry's character. (The presentation of 
war in A Farewell to Arms is a fascinating study. After all, it is through 
Frederic Henry's narrative lead, his consciousness, that we learn what he 
learned, feel what he felt.) To me the merit of this critical essay is 
Wagner -Martin's close reading of Frederic Henry and Catherine Barkley 
in the context of war/love and life/death, opposites inextricably linked 
within which A Farewell to Arms becomes all the more tragic . 

Joseph M. Flora's "Men without Women as Composite Novel," origi
nally published by North Dakota Quarterly, caused me to shelve my well
used copy of The Complete Short Stories and reread Men without Women, 
a title which binds the short-story collection like a "novel." Flora offers 
close analyses of specific short stories, and he reads Nick Adams as a 
serial character whose role changes from the earlier collection in which he 
first appeared : "Most readers of 'The Killers' have considered Nick 
Adams its protagonist. Readers familiar with In Our Time immediately 
recognize certain traits of his character. . .. But there is something sur
prising about the first acknowledged encounter with Nick in Men without 
Women" (288). In addition, Flora reveals how the organization of Men 
without Women plays an important role in understanding individual sto
ries and accounts for a "totality" of meaning as themes are shared and 
"Titles might easily be interchanged" (288-89) . Finally, Flora breathes 
new life into the less read, often neglected stories (like "Today Is Friday") 
by linking them with the more widely known stories (like "The Killers"), 
hence offering depth of understanding as well as a model for how one 
should approach reading Hemingway. 

Laura Gruber Godfrey's "Hemingway and Cultural Geography: The 
Landscape of Logging in 'The End of Something"' analyzes this short 
story's dialectic of "nature" versus "culture" via logging and posits that 
"Hemingway evokes a particularly rich and detailed sense of the connec
tion between the dynamic geographies surrounding his characters and the 
characters' own emotional geographies" ( 441 ). Indeed, the idea that 
Hemingway's geographies have both external (landscape) and internal 
(emotional) components, thereby illuminating the dynamic of objective 
and subjective discovery-how the two work together and yet are in con
flict, thus modifying our perception of the world-play out in our quest 
for personal growth and understanding . Through reader -response we 
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become receptive to the world around us and meaningfully, authentically, 
though certainly not definitively, we take to answering the great Socratic 
question: "Who am I?" (This effect characterizes all high-quality art.) 

Godfrey ' s claim that Hemingway's "writing was also an attempt to 
pass along the histories , memories, and emotional fabrics of the varying 
communities he observed and of which he was part" ( 452) perhaps touch
es on the essence of Eight Decades : to honor Hemingway with intelligent 
criticism just as Hemingway's work honors us, its readers, now and into 
the future . 

Note 
1For an excellent , in-depth study of "lived experience" see Erik Nakjavani's 

"The Prose of Life: Lived Experience in the Fiction of Hemingway, Sartre, and 
Beauvoir." North Dakota Quarterly. 70.4 (Fall 2003): 140-65. 
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DONALD A. DAIKER 

"Don't Get Drunk, Jake": 
Drinking, Drunkenness, and Sobriety 

in The Sun Also Rises 

Most readers of Ernest Hemingway's The Sun Also Rises are convinced 
that Jake Barnes, the book's narrator and protagonist, deliberately gets 
drunk as he and Lady Brett Ashley lunch at Botin's restaurant in Madrid 
toward the close of the novel. After all, Jake had earlier drunk three 
Martinis at the bar of the Palace Hotel before consuming as many as four 
bottles of rioja alta wine during lunch--certainly enough alcohol to ine
briate the average drinker. Brett clearly believes that Jake is trying to get 
drunk: "Don't get drunk, Jake," she says and later adds, "Jake, don't get 
drunk ." Four times she pleads, "Don't" (246). 1 

Given both Brett's admonitions and the amount of alcohol he con
sumes, virtually every commentator on the novel has concluded that Jake 
is indeed getting drunk - or at the very least drinking to excess. 
According to Michael Reynolds, "Jake must get drunk in order not to 
think about his less than admirable situation" (A Novel of the Twenties 
42). Doris Helbig agrees that Jake is "drinking out of despondency" (103), 
and Frederic Joseph Svoboda that "Jake becomes drunk and a little self
pitying" (94). Fem Kory speaks of Jake's "purposeful over-indulgence in 
food and drink" (215) and William Balassi of Jake's "excessive drinking 
in this last section of the novel" (115). But there are a couple of dissenting 
voices: Jim Steinke writes that Jake "nearly drinks too much" (141 ), and 
Carole Gottlieb Vopat, while acknowledging that "Jake is drinking a great 
deal," maintains that he is not getting drunk and that he is drinking "for no 
reasons [Brett] would understand" (103). H. R. Stoneback laments what 
he considers "the tendency among readers to overstate the amount of 
drinking that occurs in the novel," but he acknowledges the thematic 
importance of eating and drinking: "for Hemingway, wine and food often 
function symbolically as thematic signposts, a kind of road marker indi
cating direction" (Reading Hemingway's The Sun Also Rises 25, 36). 
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Through a close reading of the scene at Botin's restaurant in the con
text both of the novel as a whole and of Hemingway's attitudes toward 
drinking and drunkenness, I will contend that Jake is neither trying to get 
drunk in Madrid nor in fact becoming drunk. Moreover, I will argue that 
Jake's achieved sobriety has major implications for both the tone of the 
novel's conclusion and the book's larger meanings. 

No discussion of drinking in The Sun Also Rises can ignore the fact 
that for Hemingway, as well as for his surrogate Jake Barnes, alcohol is a 
good thing . It's impossible to read Hemingway's letters without conclud
ing that drinking is a major source of pleasure for him. He boasted to Bill 
Smith in a 1918 letter from Milan that he was "hitting it up- about 18 
martinis a day," and he expressed happiness that his girlfriend , Agnes von 
Kurowsky, responded to his "hitting the alcohol" not by lecturing him but 
by procuring whiskey for the two of them to drink together. Ag was 
"some girl," Hemingway told Bill (SL 20). Hemingway later took pride in 
establishing a "club record" at the Toledo Club by downing "15 martinis, 
3 champagne highballs and I don't know how much champagne" before 
passing out (SL 25). Climbing mountains in Switzerland, Hemingway and 
Chink Dorman-Smith "drank 11 bottles of beer apiece" before walking 
home "at terrific speed" (SL 69). Hemingway bragged that he and Pauline 
Pfeiffer, the woman who would become his second wife, "killed on a 
Sunday two bottles of Beaune, a bottle of Chambertin and a bottle of 
Pommard and with the aid of Dos Passos a q[uart] of Haig in the square 
bottle, and a quart of hot Kirsch" (Reynolds, Paris Years 332). "I have 
drunk since I was fifteen," Hemingway wrote to the Russian critic, Ivan 
Kashkin, in 1935, "and few things have given me more pleasure" (SL 
420). As Scott Donaldson said, Hemingway just "loved to drink" (By 
Force of Will 268). 

As he acknowledges in his memoir A Moveable Feast, Hemingway 
especially loved wine: "In Europe then we thought of wine as something 
as healthy and normal as food and also as a great giver of happiness and 
well being and delight. Drinking wine . .. was as natural as eating and to 
me as necessary .. . " (MF 164). When his failing health late in life forced 
him to cut back to a single glass of wine with the evening meal, he 
became depressed: "Anyway let' s not talk about it. ... Would rather not 
write about it," he confided to Archibald MacLeish. "After all been drink
ing wine with meals since I was 17 or before" (SL 877). 

Hemingway's love of wine and other alcoholic beverages is shared by 
the two early fictional characters who most closely mirror his experiences, 
attitudes, and values: Nick Adams and Jake Barnes. Nick enjoys drinking 
Irish whiskey in "The Three-Day Blow"- "It's got a swell, smoky taste," 
he tells his friend Bill (SS 86)-and Sion wine in "Cross-Country Snow" 
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(SS 144). In "A Very Short Story" Nick and his lover Luz, a fictionalized 
version of Ag, drink "bottles" of wine or whiskey on the roof of a hospital 
in Padua (SS 107). Like Nick, Jake enjoys virtually all forms of alcohol
beer, wine, brandy, and whiskey. In an early scene from The Sun Also 
Rises, Jake and Robert Cohn are having a whiskey and soda at a bar in Paris. 

Cohn looked at the bottles in bins around the wall. "This is a good 
place," he said. 

"There's a lot of liquor," I agreed. (11) 

For Jake, as for Hemingway, the presence of liquor makes for "a good place." 
Throughout The Sun Also Rises Jake continues to enjoy alcohol in 

various forms with various friends. In Paris he drinks an aperitif with 
Robert Cohn, a pernod with the prostitute Georgette, afine a l'eau with 
the novelist Robert Prentiss, brandy and soda with Brett, a Jack Rose with 
the bartender at the Crillon Hotel, and champagne with Count 
Mippipopolous. On the way to Pamplona he drinks Chablis, beer, and hot 
rum punch with Bill Gorton, several aguardiente with Basque peasants, 
and whiskey and soda with Wilson-Harris. In Pamplona Jake drinks wine, 
vermouth, sherry, Anis de! Mono, Fundador brandy, cognac, beer, and
when he tries to get drunk-absinthe. After Pamplona Jake drinks 
whiskey and soda, Chiiteau Margeaux wine, vieux mare, martinis, and 
rioja alta wine. Drinking has become one of the good things in Jake's 
life: "You paid some way for everything that was any good. I paid my 
way into enough things that I liked, so that I had a good time" (148). 

Jake's very best times in The Sun Also Rises invariably include alco
hol, usually wine: drinking "amazing champagne" (59) with Count 
Mippipopolous, sharing wine with the Basque peasants on the bus trip to 
Burguete, drinking wine with Bill Gorton on the Irati River and later with 
Bill and Wilson-Harris in a pub outside the Monastery of Roncesvalles, 
drinking from wineskins with dancers at a wine shop in Pamplona, and 
enjoying the "good company" of a bottle of Chiiteau Margaux in Burguete 
(233). So when Jake tells Brett Ashley late in the novel, "I like to drink 
wine" (246), he merely confirms what he has been showing us all along. 

Jake Barnes mirrors his creator not only in his affection for alcohol 
but in what Tom Dardis calls Hemingway's "vast capacity" (188). "Ernest 
could hold his liquor," said Bill Smith, Hemingway's friend and partial 
model for Bill Gorton in The Sun Also Rises (Sarason 69), and World 
War I vet and drinking buddy Harry Crosby wrote in his journal that 
"H[ emingway] could drink us under the table" (Reynolds, Homecoming 
104). According to his biographer Kenneth Lynn, Hemingway had "a 
capacity for alcohol that not even his punishingly hard-drinking editor, 
Maxwell Perkins, would be able to match, although some of the charac
ters in his fiction were certainly in his class" (157). Donaldson agrees: 
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"By his own testimony and that of others, Ernest consumed vast quantities 
of liquor" throughout a lifetime of "prodigious drinking" (By Force of 
Will 267, 268). How much could Hemingway drink? By his own testimo
ny, as we've seen, the young Hemingway once drank "15 martinis, 3 
champagne highballs and I don't know how much champagne" before 
passing out (SL 25). A somewhat older Hemingway, driving back to Paris 
from Lyon with F. Scott Fitzgerald, reported in A Moveable Feast what 
they drank on that trip in less than a day: "a whisky and Perrier" at the 
hotel bar (AMF 161 ); white Macon wine at each of approximately ten rain 
stops; "four more bottles of excellent wine which I uncorked as we need
ed them" ( 162); "two citron presses and two double whiskies" (166); 
another whisky with lemonade (169); "two more double whiskey sours" 
(172); "a carafe of Fleury," a red wine (173); and "a bottle ofMontagny, a 
light, pleasant white wine of the neighborhood" (174)-all before dinner
time. Fitzgerald passed out while sipping his Montagny, but after all that 
alcohol Hemingway reports that he was sober enough to help Scott up to 
his room, undress him there, and return downstairs for dinner. The testi
mony of others confirms Hemingway's vast alcoholic capacity . According 
to Donald Goodwin, 

Hemingway once drank sixteen [ double frozen daiquiris, sometimes 
called the Hemingway Daiquiri, or Papa Doble ] in one night (the 
"house record"). If the story is true- and there were witnesses-he 
consumed some 60 ounces of SO-proof rum, the juice of 32 limes and 
8 grapefruits, and 96 drops of maraschino. And if the witnesses are 
to be believed, he walked away on his own power. (58-59) 

Hemingway boasted that he had been told by his physician , Dr. Jose Luis 
Herrera, that his "tolerance for alcohol is about ten times that of a normal 
person; or more" (SL 754). 

Although Donaldson perhaps overstates the case in writing that 
"Ernest Hemingway= Jake Barnes" (By Force of Will, 32), many scholars 
have recognized that Jake is in several ways Hemingway's fictionalized 
portrayal of himself. Significantly, the character who would become Jake 
Barnes in the finished novel is called both "Hem" and "Ernest" in the 
early chapters of the manuscript first draft. Hemingway gives Jake much 
of his own background and many of his own attributes: both are American 
journalists living in Paris who aspire to become writers ; both have been 
seriously injured on the Italian front in World War I; both enjoy food, 
boxing, hiking, fishing, bullfighting, and male companionship; and both 
have the capacity for drinking huge amounts of alcohol without impairing 
their behavior in any appreciable way. In characterizing Jake Barnes, 
Kory suggests Hemingway is "attributing his own atypical tolerance to his 
narrator" (218). Thus Jake- and his drinking companions as well- are 
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sometimes able to drink and drink without its noticeably affecting them 
and certainly without Jake becoming functionally drunk. For example, at 
a posada in Spain he and Bill Gorton quickly consume five drinks of 
aguardiente , a potent brandy-based spirit, with no perceptible change in 
their behavior (106). Later, at Biarritz, Bill, Mike, and Jake each have six 
rounds of whiskey and soda (229-30) in rapid succession with none of 
them seeming in any way inebriated. Hemingway's inveterate tipplers 
have a staggering capacity. 

Their enormous capacity for alcohol doesn't mean, of course, that 
Jake and his friends never get drunk. Bill, Mike, and Brett are each sever
al times drunk in both Paris and Pamplona, and Jake acknowledges that he 
is twice drunk and once on the borderline . These three instances of Jake's 
full and partial drunkenness are especially significant in assessing his con
dition at the end of the novel. 

For Hemingway, as I've suggested above, heavy drinking and drunk
enness are not synonymous . Hemingway makes the distinction clear in a 
passage from the draft manuscript of The Sun Also Rises that he deleted 
from the novel's published version . In that excised passage , the novel's 
narrator-still called "Hem" or "Ernest" rather than "Jake"-separates 
"drinking" from "real drinking," or what we would call drunkenness. 
"Drinking ," Hem explains, consists of "the odd drink or two, or three or 
four cocktails , with wine at the meal . . . " By contrast, "real drinking" 
involves "whiskey's [sic] and sodas from four in the afternoon until two 
in the morning ... " (Facsimile I 45-46). Such real drinking, Hem contin
ues, produces drunkenness that is signaled in alcoholics like Duff 
Twysden, the original name for Brett Ashley , in three ways : the inebriate 
loses the power of speech, then loses the power of sight, and finally loses 
the power of hearing . 

When Jake becomes drunk for the first time in the novel-he drinks 
not just "much wine" but "much too much brandy" (146 , 149) in 
Pamplona-his power of sight is not lost but impaired: he reads the same 
two pages over and over and, when he shuts his eyes , the room goes 
"round and round" (147) . Because of the room's instability and "the feel
ing of pressure in my head," Jake knows that he is drunk and acknowl
edges that fact: he was "quite drunk," he says, even "very drunk." The 
second time Jake gets drunk he quickly drinks four glasses of absinthe , a 
potent, highly alcoholic spirit , in an attempt to "Get over [his] damn 
depression" (223) after Brett leaves Pamplona with Romero at the end of 
the fiesta. Jake again acknowledges his inebriation: he becomes "drunker 
than I ever remembered having been ." The signs of Jake's inebriation are 
many. He swears a lot, five times on a single page.2 He speaks rapidly in 
short, clipped sentences . He becomes irritable. He is uncharacteristically 
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rude. He quarrels with his good friend Bill Gorton for the only time in the 
novel. He makes abrupt, unexplained movements, rising suddenly from 
the table and prompting a concerned Bill to say, "Sit down" (223). If 
Jake's clipped language and profanity point to some impairment of 
speech, his hearing seems diminished as well: Bill has to ask him a ques
tion twice and to twice instruct him on the way to drink absinthe . But it is 
Jake's vision that seems most affected by his drunkenness: Jake's world 
has become "dark" and the room "unstable." When Jake lies down in his 
hotel room, the "bed went sailing off," and he has to sit up and stare at a 
wall to make it stop. Later, although his world has stopped "wheeling" 
and become "very clear and bright," it was still "inclined to blur at the 
edges." Mike describes Jake as "blind as a tick" (222-24) . 

Jake's drunken behavior in Pamplona is in marked contrast to his 
sobriety in Madrid-even after he has drunk three martinis and four bot
tles of rioja alta. The brief scene in Botin's restaurant is worth quoting in 
full because it demonstrates that Jake is not drunk: 

174 

We lunched up-stairs at Botin' s. It is one of the best restaurants 
in the world. We had roast young suckling pig and drank rioja alta. 
Brett did not eat much. She never ate much. I ate a very big meal and 
drank three bottles of rioja alta. 

"How do you feel, Jake?" Brett asked. "My God! what a meal 
you've eaten." 

"I feel fine. Do you want a dessert?" 
"Lord, no." 
Brett was smoking. 
"You like to eat, don't you?" she said. 
"Yes," I said. "I like to do a lot of things." 
"What do you like to do?" 
"Oh," I said, "I like to do a lot of things. Don't you want a dessert?" 
"You asked me that once," Brett said. 
"Yes," I said. "So I did. Let's have another bottle of rioja alta." 
"It's very good." 
"You haven't drunk much of it," I said. 
"I have. You haven't seen." 
"Let's get two bottles," I said. The bottles came. I poured a little 

in my glass, then a glass for Brett, then filled my glass. We touched 
glasses. 

"Bung-o!" Brett said. I drank my glass and poured out another. 
Brett put her hand on my arm. 

"Don't get drunk, Jake," she said. "You don't have to." 
"How do you know?" 
"Don't," she said. "You'll be all right." 
"I'm not getting drunk," I said. "I'm just drinking a little wine. I 

like to drink wine." 



"Don't get drunk," she said. "Jake , don't get drunk." 
"Want to go for a ride?" I said. "Want to ride through the town?" 
"Right," Brett said. "I haven't seen Madrid. I should see Madrid." 
'TU finish this," I said. 
Down-stairs we came out through the first-floor dining-room to 

the street. A waiter went for a taxi. It was hot and bright. Up the 
street was a little square with trees and grass where there were taxis 
parked. A taxi came up the street, the waiter hanging out at the side. 
I tipped him and told the driver where to drive, and got in beside 
Brett. The driver started up the street. I settled back. Brett moved 
close to me. We sat close against each other. I put my arm around 
her and she rested against me comfortably. It was very hot and 
bright, and the houses looked sharply white . We turned out onto the 
Gran Via. (245-47) 

Jake's conduct at Botin's restaurant in Madrid differs greatly from his 
drunken behavior in Pamplona . He does not swear, not once. He does not 
speak in short, clipped declarative sentences but in both interrogatives and 
longer utterances. Jake's responses even include a trio, the syntactic con
struction-three short simple repeating declarative sentences-that 
Hemingway often chooses for his most forceful and credible assertions: 3 

'"I'm not getting drunk,' I said. 'I'm just drinking a little wine . I like to 
drink wine ."' Jake does not become irritable , even when Brett insists for a 
fourth time that he not get drunk; rather than again tell her she is mistak
en, he graciously changes the subject: "Want to go for a ride? ... Want to 
ride through the town?" He is polite rather than rude in his behavior as 
well as his speech, pouring a full glass of wine for Brett before filling his 
own glass and then waiting for her toast before drinking . His politeness 
continues outside the restaurant as he tips the waiter for hailing a taxi and 
then enters the cab only after Brett does so first. All his movements are 
slow and deliberate rather than sudden or abrupt. 

Significantly, Jake's actions at Botin's demonstrate that , unlike the 
drunkard, his speaking, hearing , and seeing faculties have not been 
impaired by his drinking. He speaks smoothly and fluently, 4 he hears 
every word that Brett utters and responds appropriately , and he sees 
everything clearly : he notices that Brett is not eating much, that she is 
smoking , and that she hasn't drunk much rioja alta . Jake ' s clarity of 
vision is underscored when the houses he sees from the taxi are described 
as "sharply white" with no mention , as earlier, of "wheeling" or "blurring 
at the edges." 

Jake's sober conduct in Madrid contrasts not only with his drunken 
behavior before and after the fiesta in Pamplona but with an earlier 
instance in Paris when he becomes "a little drunk." Jake has just bought a 
fine a l'eau for the novelist Robert Prentiss, who asks Jake, 
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"Do you find Paris amusing?" 
"Yes." 
"Really?" 
I was a little drunk. Not drunk in any positive sense but just 

enough to be careless. 
"For God's sake," I said, "yes. Don't you?" 
"Oh, how charmingly you get angry ," he said. "I wish I had that 

faculty." 
I got up and walked over toward the dancing -floor. Mrs. 

Braddocks followed me. "D on't be cross with Robert," she said. 
"He' s still only a child, you know." 

"I wasn ' t cross ," I said. "I just thought perhaps I was going to 
throw up." (21) 

For Jake, becoming drunk means becoming "careless," indicated here 
through his swearing, sudden movement, and loss of temper. In the 
Madrid scene, by contrast, Jake neither swears nor loses his temper. 
Everything Jake does in Madrid is characterized by careful control. 

Readers who believe, despite textual evidence, that Jake is drunk in 
Madrid rely on two arguments: first, Brett's conviction that Jake must be 
getting drunk and, second, the vast amount of alcohol Jake consumes. But 
why should Brett's judgments about either alcohol or Jake be trusted? 
Brett's very first statement in the novel-"Never going to get tight any 
more" (22)-suggests her unreliability about matters alcoholic. After 
boasting "I've never let you down" (29) to Jake, she misses their date at 
the Hotel Crillon the very next afternoon-"! must have been blind," 
Brett says (54)-and then deserts Jake to run off to San Sebastian with 
Robert Cohn because she "rather thought it would be good for him" (83). 
Brett's misperceptions follow her to Madrid . Because she has not both
ered to ask questions or pay close attention to Jake's words and actions, 
she knows nothing about Jake's emotional or psychological state in 
Madrid, nothing that would justify her concluding either that he is trying 
to get drunk or that he doesn't "have to." She knows nothing, for exam
ple, of Jake's recuperative stay in San Sebastian, where he not only 
"recovered an hour" (234) in time but began recovering the self that had 
been diminished by his pandering. 5 Brett's sending telegrams to both 
Pamplona and Paris when Jake is actually in San Sebastian implies that 
she has no idea where he is or where he's been-geographically or emo
tionally . When in response to Brett's saying he doesn't have to get drunk 
Jake asks, "How do you know?" he implies that there is much about his 
changed self and their changed relationship that Brett does not yet under
stand. Brett doesn't get it-and won't-until the very last line of the novel. 
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It seems plausible not only to Brett but to most readers that anyone 
who consumes as much alcohol as Jake does in Madrid-three martinis 
and four bottles of rioja a/ta-must be getting drunk. According to Carl 
Eby, Jake has to be drunk because "one bottle of rioja alta, a wine I know 
well and love, will make me drunk, and I think four bottles at one meal 
would kill me!" Susan Beegel, editor of The Hemingway Review, has cal
culated that anyone who has drunk as much as Jake would have a blood 
alcohol content "which is not only legally drunk in all 50 states but off the 
charts for a man of his size ." Donaldson writes that at lunch Jake "drinks 
enough wine to stun an ox" (Hemingway vs. Fitzgerald 188). But the rele
vant fact is not what makes someone ( or something) other than Jake drunk 
or whether Jake is legally drunk or able to pass a breathalyzer test. After 
all, current research makes clear what both Hemingway and his doctor 
knew first-hand: chronic drinkers often develop what is called "functional 
tolerance" to at least some of alcohol's effects; that is, they show few 
obvious signs of intoxication even at high blood alcohol concentrations 
which would incapacitate and even kill others. That's because chronic 
drinking activates a specific group of liver enzymes that metabolize alco
hol and reduce the power and duration of alcohol's intoxicating effects .6 

So the crucial question about the novel's concluding scene is not how 
much alcohol a chronic drinker like Jake consumes but whether Hemingway 
portrays Jake as drunk. And the answer is NO. If Hemingway wanted 
readers to perceive Jake as drunk, Jake would be drinking whiskey or 
absinthe 7 rather than cocktails or wine: drinking wine, as the ungrammati
cal second Roman soldier of Hemingway's playlet "Today Is Friday " 
acknowledges, "don't get you anywhere" (SS 273) towards inebriation. 
Remember that for Hemingway social drinking consists of "the odd drink 
or two, or three or four cocktails, with wine at the meal . .. " (Facsimile I, 
45)-which exactly matches Jake's consumption in Madrid - as opposed 
to drinking whiskeys and soda throughout the day, which produces drunk
enness. With Jake's capacity for drinking-earlier he had rapidly con
sumed five drinks of aguardiente and, at another time, six rounds of 
whiskey and soda without any change in his behavior-three cocktails 
followed by wine with "a very big meal" of roast young suckling pig 
would not have made him drunk . 

For Hemingway, psychological and emotional factors were as impor
tant as the amount of alcohol consumed in creating drunkenness. In this 
respect Hemingway belongs to an American literary tradition that extends 
back at least as far as Edgar Allan Poe, no inexperienced drinker himself. 
In Poe's brilliant short story "William Wilson," the narrator hosts a mid
night party at which the "wine flowed freely," and he becomes "Madly 
flushed with cards and intoxication" and "Wildly excited with wine." But 
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when an unexpected guest arrives and whispers his name into the narra
tor's ear, the narrator grows "perfectly sober in an instant" (438, 439).8 

Emotion and adrenaline have much the same effect of creating instant 
sobriety in Hemingway's "The Three-Day Blow," published in 1925, the 
same year he began writing The Sun Also Rises. In that story Nick Adams 
gets drunk on whiskey and water, but when his friend Bill comments on 
Nick's breaking up with his girlfriend Marjorie, the "liquor .. . all died 
out of him and left him alone" (SS 91). Hemingway himself believed that, 
under certain conditions, he could drink as much as he liked without 
becoming inebriated . "Can drink hells any amount of whiskey without 
getting drunk," he boasted in a letter to Ernest Walsh after he had finished 
writing the first draft of The Sun Also Rises (SL 169). He made much the 
same claim in a later letter to his editor Maxwell Perkins: living in the 
outdoors- Jake is walking and hiking vast distances throughout The Sun 
Also Rises-"you can drink any amount" without getting drunk (SL 302). 
Clearly for Hemingway, it was not only or even principally the amount of 
alcohol consumed that determines drunkenness or sobriety . What counted 
just as much was, who was drinking what under what circumstances? If 
the drinker had the vast capacity of a Jake Barnes, and if, during an emo
tional, adrenaline -producing meeting with the woman he has loved, he is 
drinking not whiskey but wine during the length of time required for "a 
very big meal" at "one of the best restaurants in the world," he need not 
have become drunk- especially if Hemingway shows him in full control 
of his words and actions. 

A key word for Hemingway in establishing Jake's sobriety is "com-
fortably." 

A taxi came up the street, the waiter hanging out at the side. I tipped 
him and told the driver where to drive, and got in beside Brett. The 
driver started up the street. I settled back. Brett moved close to me. 
We sat close against each other. I put my arm around her and she 
rested against me comfortably. (247) 

Hemingway had prepared for this culminating use of "comfortably" 
by associating it earlier in the novel with ease and well -being. On the 
morning after the fiesta, Jake "sat in one of the wicker chairs and leaned 
back comfortably" (227). The next day in Burguete, France, Jake "felt 
comfortable to be in a country where it is so simple to make people 
happy" (233) . On the earlier bus trip to Burguete Jake had conversed, in 
English, with an old Basque man who had once lived in California . As the 
conversation ends, the old man "shook hands and turned around to the 
back seat again. The other Basques had been impressed . He sat back com
fortably and smiled at me when I turned around to look at the country" 
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(107-08). When Jake and Bill later walk from Burguete to the Irati River , 
Bill calls it "a hell of a hike." Jake agrees: 

"It's too far to go and fish and come back the same day, comfort
ably." 

"Comfortably. That's a nice word. We'll have to go like hell to 
get there and back and have any fishing at all." (118) 

Bill's calling attention to the word "comfortably" here anticipates its 
importance in the novel's final scene, where it builds upon "settled back" 
and "rested" to create the sense that Jake is at ease with himself, with 
Brett, and with their situation. The point is that Jake is never at ease when 
he is drunk. A little drunk in Paris, he is so disturbed he thinks he might 
"throw up" (21 ). His first drunk in Pamplona is associated with "an 
ignored tension" and with a "disgusted feeling" (146) , and his second 
drunk with feeling "Low as hell" (222). In Madrid , by contrast, Jake is 
feeling "fine" (246), as he had told Brett in the restaurant, and he is abso
lutely sober. 

If Jake is not drinking to get drunk during lunch in Madrid, why then 
does he drink so much? On the simplest level, it's a gastronomical neces
sity. Jake had explained earlier that with all meals in Spain- and this one 
is "a very big meal" even by Spanish standards-"Y ou have to drink 
plenty of wine to get it all down" (94). Then Jake drinks because, like 
Hemingway, he truly enjoys drinking and experiences wine "as a great 
giver of happiness and well being and delight" (MF 166). Jake's telling 
Brett, "I like wine ," is as understated as his earlier response to Brett , 
Mike, and Cohn that fishing the Irati River "wasn't bad" (134). But there 
may be an equally important reason: he drinks to mark the end of his 
romantic relationship with Brett. Hemingway himself had done much the 
same to get over Agnes von Kurowsky when she dumped him for an 
Italian officer . "I loved her once and then she gypped me," Hemingway 
wrote to Howell Jenkins . "And I don 't blame her. But I set out to cauter
ize out her memory and I burnt it out with a course of booze and other 
women and now it's gone" (SL 25). Jake cannot cauterize his Brett
induced wounds by turning to other women,9 but he can-and does-use 
"a course of booze" to mark the end of his thralldom to Lady Ashley . 

The end arrives in the last three paragraphs of the novel. 

"Oh, Jake," Brett said, "we could have had such a damned good 
time together." 

Ahead was a mounted policeman in khaki directing traffic. He 
raised his baton. The car slowed suddenly pressing Brett against me. 

"Yes," I said. "Isn't it pretty to think so?" (24 7) 
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One key function of the novel's penultimate paragraph of three complete 
sentences is to show that, in contrast to his quick-tempered response to 
Robert Prentiss when a "little drunk" in Paris and to his immediate angry 
retorts to Bill Gorton when "drunker than .. . ever" in Pamplona, Jake 
takes his sweet time in responding to Brett, a further sign of his sobriety . 
Significantly, in the draft manuscript, there is no middle sentence to the 
paragraph (Facsimile II, 616). Hemingway added the sentence "He raised 
his baton" both to further slow down Jake's response-again an important 
contrast to his drunken behavior in Paris and Pamplona-and to symbol
ize through the policeman's raised baton Jake's control over himself and 
the situation . 

Jake's final sentence is a model of control and sobriety. Jake does not 
speak in haste or irritation. He is not rude or quarrelsome . He makes no 
abrupt or unexpected movement. He does not swear as he had earlier at 
Robert Prentiss or Bill Gorton. In fact, Hemingway eliminated the profan
ity from the last line in the draft manuscript - "lt's nice as hell to think 
so"-so as to distance Jake from Brett's "damned" and so as not to imply 
that Jake is anything but calm, controlled, and sober as the novel concludes. 

Whether Jake is drunk or sober in Madrid is crucial for interpreting 
and experiencing The Sun Also Rises . As H. R. Stoneback has observed, 

Commentary on what happens to Jake in the course of the novel 
divides into two major streams: those who seem to think nothing 
much happens to him and that he is as desperate or "hollow" or 
"lost" at the end as at the beginning and those who feel he has 
grown, changed, achieved some resolution in the course of events. 
("From the Rue Saint-Jacques" 23) 

Readers who perceive a drunken Jake in Madrid tend to agree with 
Reynolds that "the motion of the book take[s] us back to the beginning, 
with the characters no better off than when we first met them. For most, 
nothing has changed .. .. They have not learned anything from the action" 
(A Novel of the Twenties 38). A drunken Jake means for Kory that "The 
hard-won self-control that Jake has exercised throughout the novel breaks 
down here as he comes very close to publicly and self-indulgently reveal
ing his pain . .. " (215). Those who see Jake as drunk at story 's end tend, 
like Patrick Morrow , to find the novel "cyclical" and "cynical," its charac
ters "mortgaged to frustrat ion" (132); like James Nagel, to emphasize 
Jake ' s "disillusionment and pain, his grief evident throughout " 
(Donaldson Companion 90); and, like Bertram Sarason, to speak of 
"Jake's deterioration in the last chapter" because he has "grown bitter and 
cynical" (Sarason 32, 88). A drunken, frustrated, and embittered Jake not 
only sours the novel's concluding tone but also undermines Jake's central 
assertion that "as you went along you did learn something" (148) . 
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A sober and controlled Jake, by contrast, suggests hope and affirma
tion. "In telling Brett that he is 'not getting drunk,"' Vopat writes, Jake "is 
telling her . . . that he is no longer compelled by her. He can drink his 
wine without getting blind .. .. In control of himself and this situation he 
can end his destructive liaison with Brett" (103) . Rejecting The Sun Also 
Rises as either pessimistic or nihilistic, Dewey Ganze! argues that the 
novel presents "not 'motion which goes no place' but rather the concerted 
movement of character into self-recognition and resolution" ( 48). For me, 
Donald Daiker, Jake's sobriety in Madrid is a sign of his "emotional 
growth and mastery oflife," which makes the novel's conclusion "quietly 
but deeply affirmative" (Nagel 87). Joseph Petite agrees that "Jake has 
learned his lesson about Brett" and that the novel, "against a background 
of destruction and sterility, ends optimistically in that Jake has learned to 
make his life tolerable" (155). Because a sober Jake is in control at the 
end of the novel, The Sun Also Rises for E. Miller Budick becomes "not 
simply a story about a lost generation, but about how a lost generation 
may find itself, how the sun may rise again, for both an individual and for 
his generation" (189). 

Hemingway strongly encourages us to believe Jake when he tells Brett 
that he is not getting drunk at Botin's . He does so by carefully establish
ing Jake's honesty and credibility throughout the novel, especially in 
scenes involving alcohol. Jake is completely forthcoming-and incredibly 
precise-about his drinking. Thus Jake tells us in Paris when he has got
ten "a little drunk. Not drunk in any positive sense but just enough to be 
careless" (21 ). When Count Mippipopolous and an inebriated Lady Brett 
come to his apartment at half-past four in the morning, he says, "I'm too 
far behind you now to catch up and be any fun" (33). He admits that on 
their first night in Pamplona he gets "quite drunk" and even "very drunk." 
Later, in the hotel dining room, Jake says, "I was drinking red wine, and 
so far behind them [Bill and Mike] that I felt a little uncomfortable .. . " 
(173). Then on the last day of the fiesta Jake candidly admits becoming 
not only "very drunk" but "drunker than I ever remembered having been" 
(223) . Given his uncompromising honesty about his drinking behavior, 
there is no reason to doubt Jake's trio in telling Brett-calmly and clearly 
and unequivocally-"I'm not getting drunk .. .. I'm just drinking a little 
wine. I like to drink wine" (246). 

Because Jake likes to drink wine, he will "finish this"-finish his 
wine before leaving the restaurant just as he is about to finish his romantic 
relationship with Lady Brett by negating-in the concluding words of the 
novel-her fantasy that the two of them ever "could have had such a 
damned good time together." As the last words of the novel-significant
ly, they are Jake's-demonstrate, Jake Barnes has achieved the sobriety 
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that makes his separation from Brett final and convincing and the tone of 
the novel's conclusion emphatically positive. The irony, the restraint, the 
detachment, the control, the discipline, and the utter clarity of '"Yes.' I 
said. 'Isn't it pretty to think so?"' reveal a sober and level-headed Jake 
permanently distancing himself from the woman he had once loved 
unconditionally, the woman he had begged, "Couldn't we live together, 
Brett? Couldn't we just live together?" (55), the woman he had obeyed 
when she had crooned, "Oh, darling, please stay by me. Please stay by me 
and see me through this" (184), but now the woman he has just forced to 
realize that she has been sorely mistaken in thinking that he, Jake Barnes, 
had been getting drunk because of her when in reality he had just been 
doing one of the many, many things he "like[ s] to do .. . drinking a little 
wine" (246). 

Notes 
I am grateful to Professor Mary Kupiec Cayton of Miami University and to 

Professor Russ Reising of the University of Toledo for sharing their insights into 
The Sun Also Rises with me. 

1 All quotations are from the Scribner 1926 edition and are cited parenthetical 
ly in the text. 

2Hemingway's letters to his Scribner editor Maxwell Perkins during the pro
duction stage of The Sun Also Rises make clear the importance he attaches to the 
novel's use of profanity. "I never use a word without first considering if it is 
replaceable," he wrote to Perkins to justify Brett's use of the word bitch . He later 
resisted Perkins' s attempts to expurgate the novel by explaining, "I've tried to 
reduce profanity but I reduced so much profanity when writing the book that I'm 
afraid not much could come out" (SL 211, 213). 

3Hemingway underlines Jake's determination to end Brett's dominance with a 
trio: "The Norte station in Madrid is the end of the line. All trains finish there. 
They don't go on anywhere" (239-40). Earlier, Count Mippipopolous's refutation 
of Brett's suggesting that he hasn't "been around much" takes the form of a trio: 
"Yes, my dear. I have been around very much. I have been around a very great 
deal" (59). That Hemingway uses the trio consciously and deliberately becomes 
clear in The Torrents of Spring, the novel he published while he was writing and 
revising The Sun Also Rises, where he parodies its construction over and over 
again: "I can't hold him. I can't hold him. I can' t hold him" (TOS 46); "He had 
been on the verge of suicide. Self-destruction. Killing himself' (TOS 79); and "It 
was over. Finished. Done for" (TOS 84). See Daiker, "Jake Barnes as Teacher and 
Leamer," pp. 80-81. 

4 Jake's sober and articulate speech nicely contrasts with the broken utterances 
of the drunken Mike Campbell: "I'm getting a lit tie sleep. I've want ed a lit tie 
sleep for a long time" (2 I 0). 

5For Vopat, San Sebastian is "Jake's Rest and Recuperation leave" (100). See 
Knodt and Steinke for detailed and insightful commentary on the San Sebastian 
episode. 
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6According to the National Institute on Alcohol Abuse and Alcoholism, toler 
ance develops in chronic drinkers when their brain functions adapt to compensate 
for disruptions in both behavior and bodily functions caused by the consumption 
of alcohol. Such adaptation is termed "functional tolerance ." Thanks to functional 
tolerance , some drinkers are able to consume increasing amounts of alcohol with 
out its usual intoxicating effects. 

7When Jake tries to get drunk in Pamplona to get over his "damn depression " 
(223), he doesn't fool around with any kind of wine but immediately orders 
absinthe, the most potent drink available, at least in the Western world. But 
Hemingway reported in 1923 that the Turks had a drink called deusico , a "tremen
dously poisonous , stomach rotting drink that has a greater kick than absinthe ... " 
(By-Line 48). 

8"When one is in a state of exceptional nervous tension," Polish poet, writer , 
and Nobel Prize winner Czeslaw Milosz has written about negotiations surround 
ing the partitioning of Poland prior to WWII, "a lcohol has little effect and neither 
unsteadiness nor vomiting disrupt the precise functioning of the brain" (208). 

9Nick Adams follows this course in "A Very Short Story." After receiving a 
"Dear John" letter from Luz, the woman he had planned to marry , Nick turns to 
other women, including a "sales girl in a loop department store" from whom he 
"contracted gonorrhea" (SS 108). 
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MARINA GRADOLI 

Hemingway's Criteria in Ordering the 
Sequence of the Vignettes of in our 
time (1924) and In Our Time (1925) 

A few facts : 
On April 1, 1923, Hemingway published six vignettes in The Litt le 

Review. To these six original vignettes Hemingway added twelve more to 
reach the number of eighteen and published them in a slender book early 
in 1924 (by William Bird, Three Mountains Press), the so called "lower
case" edition of in our time containing just the eighteen vignettes. 

The following year he had composed enough stories, fourteen ( or fif
teen ifwe consider the two parts of"Big Two-Hearted River") to make up 
the famous collection of short stories that brought him fame (the "upper
case" edition of In Our Time published by Boni and Liveright, Oct. 5, 1925.) 

The same three-word titles (in our time and In Our Time) that may 
cause confusion are in part justified by the fact that interspersed between 
the short stories, Hemingway republished the vignettes calling them 
"Chapters," while making a few revisions and slightly changing their order. 

The criterion in the ordering of the vignettes and the eventual changes 
to their original ordering is of some interest. At first glimpse the collec
tion of vignettes of in our time ( 1924) may give the impression of a casual 
assemblage of broken images thrown together at random to illustrate the 
chaotic state of the world "in our time" which many good critics have 
commented on, but a closer investigation reveals a well organized sym
metric structure, obviously planned by the author and making us better 
appreciate the complexity of his style and his artistic aim. 

Maybe the critics have overemphasized the seemingly haphazard 
arrangement of the disruptive, shattering images of this world, passing 
over in silence the opposite seemingly contradictory movement toward a 
rigorous order. 
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With in our time we are confronted with an elaborate composition in 
three (or four) movements as in a symphony, which pattern can be sum
marized as follows: 

The first three vignettes introduce three major themes, two related to 
war, one related to tauromaquia . 

Five vignettes develop the two linked themes of war (two about 
World War I in France; one about the Greco-Turkish war; two about 
World War I in Italy). 

One vignette is "out of tune" with its new setting in the USA. 

Two anomalous vignettes, both in length and theme, relate events 
taking place in Northern Italy soon after World War I ("One hot 
evening ... "; "In 1919 he was ... "). 

Five vignettes develop the announced theme of the Spanish corrida 
(in a dramatic crescendo). 

One more discordant vignette is also out of tune with its setting in 
the USA, "L'Envoi." 

If we leave aside the three introductory themes at the beginning and 
the final "envoy" (which explicitly takes leave from its audience) we are 
confronted with an accidental symmetry which cannot be fortuitous. 

If we consider, for instance, the two vignettes "out of tune" we notice 
that they both are placed at a somewhat symmetrical distance at the end of 
each of the two big thematic groupings (of the war and of the corrida). 
Besides being related to one another by space (they are the only ones tak
ing place in the USA) they are also related by theme (both are executions: 
a surreptitious one of two Hungarians, and a legal one, that of Sam Cardinella). 

So, in spite of the apparent chaotic accumulation of motives, we face a 
structured combination of elements. "L'Envoi," that is the final dismissal, 
partakes of both the spatial poles across the Atlantic Ocean, Europe and 
the USA, in the wish of the King of Greece to go to America. 

And in spite of the chaotic effect of a mixture of the corporeal, 
intensely physical places and events, I think we can take seriously 
Hemingway's statement (in a letter to Ezra Pound dated Aug. 5, 1923) 
that he had planned it as a unity, "When they are read altogether they all 
hook up. It seems funny but they do" (91 ). And the words he uses in 
defining that unity remind us of a symphonic composition: 

The bulls start, then reappear and then finish off. The war starts clear 
and noble just like it did, Mons etc., gets close and blurred and fin-
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ished with the feller who goes home and gets clap. The refugees 
leave Thrace, due to the Greek ministers, who are shot. The whole 
thing closes with the talk with the King of Greece ... 

The radicals start noble in the young Magyar story and get bitched. 
America appears in the cops shooting the guys who robbed the cigar 
store. It has form all right. 

The king closes it in swell shape. Oh that king. (Letters 91-92) 

In a note to this letter Carlos Baker comments: "EH here attempts to 
prove that the eighteen miniatures ... show rough formal patterns. It is 
clear that he has been consulting Pound about content and order" (92). 

When Hemingway republished the vignettes in the 1925 and 1930 edi
tions of In Our Time, he dramatically altered the order by three slight 
touches: the two anomalous vignettes "One hot evening in Milan ... " and 
"In 1919 he was traveling . . . " are taken out of this sequence to become 
short stories ("A Very Short Story" and "The Revolutionist"). The second 
vignette, which served to introduce the theme of the corrida, is moved to 
the ninth position, thus creating an extremely simple, almost banal struc
ture: two major bodies (one pertaining to war, WW I and the Greco
Turkish war , and one pertaining to the corrida), each culminating in a 
vignette with the setting in the USA and a final dismissal of all: 
"L'Envoi." 

The reordered vignettes are then: 
seven vignettes (dealing with war); 
one vignette set in the USA ("Two Hungarians ... "); 
six vignettes ( dealing with the corrida); 
one vignette set in the USA ("They hanged Sam Cardinella ... "); 
L'Envoi . 

In 1930 Hemingway added "On the Quai at Smyrna" as an introduc
tion to the collection, offering more than a mere symmetry to "L'Envoi." 

This elementary pattern of the vignettes is difficult to perceive embed
ded as they are in complex, multiple, and varied associations among 
themselves and with the short stories, working in a telescoping way with 
them, as Hemingway himself avowed in an often quoted letter to Edmund 
Wilson of Oct. 18, 1924. 

Finished the book of 14 stories with a chapter on [ ofl In Our Time 
between each story-that is the way they were meant to go-to give the 
picture of the whole between examining it in detail. Like looking with 
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your eyes at something, say a passing coast line, and then looking at it 
with l 5X binoculars. Or rather, maybe, looking at it and then going in and 
living in it-and then coming out and looking at it again. (Letters 128) 

Conclusions 

(1) Take Hemingway's words for good, trust him. 

(2) It mi ght be useful to observe the recurrence of the number 6: 
Hemingway started with six vignettes, but six were also the prose poems 
of "Paris, 1922." It is true that the number six recurs often in the vignettes 
(we have six cabinet ministers shot at half past six in what originally was 
the sixth vignette; six are the men sentenced to death counting Sam 
Cardinella; six are the days the women in "On the Quai at Smyrna" hold 
their dead babies, etc.) so we might be in the presence of a numerological 
play on the part of Hemingway, but without pushing the argument too far 
it might be useful to remind ourselves that in the early Twenties Pound 
was one of the tutors of Hemingway, and in those years he was studying 
the literary culture of the Middle Ages (between 1000 and 1300) which, 
as he put it in his ABC of Reading in 1931, was concentrated on one aes
thetic problem, "which, as Dante put it, 'includes the whole art.' That 
'whole art' consisted in putting together about six strophes of poesy so 
that the words and the tune should be welded together without joint and 
without wem. The best smith, as Dante called Amaut Daniel ... " and as, 
we could add, T. S. Eliot called Pound himself: "II miglior fabbro," (the 
better smith) in his dedication to The Waste Land) . 

In those years everybody was challenged by Pound, and Hemingway's 
early writings might be his own original attempt to fulfill Dante's and 
Pound's artistic dictum . He had tried already with his six distilled sen
tences "Paris, 1922" (discarded for reasons I have tried to explain in "From 
the Six Prose Poems ... " ), and he is trying again with the first six 
vignettes he offered The Little Review for publication in 1924: six strophes 
whose words and tune are welded together without joint and without wem. 

(3) Unless we disentangle the complex references, correspondences that 
tie together those compounded "strophes" or paragraphs, we are unable to 
decipher the underlying structural pattern, their "minimum common decli
nator." Even Michael Reynolds seems to give up hope (in his 
"Hemingway's In Our Time: The Biography of a Book") when he says, 
"The twelve new sketches ranged just as freely as the first ones, following 
no chronological or geographic principle" (39). 
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(4) The fact is that the whole structure of In Our Time obeys two different 
kinds of order : 

-the vignettes obey a thematic/spatial ( or geographic) criterion 
-the short stories obey a thematic/temporal ( or chronological) one. 

We have seen how the geographic dislocation offers a certain order to 
the thematic events presented in in our time while the short stories pro
vide a bildungsroman starting with "Indian Camp" and following the hero 
(Nick) from boyhood to adolescence to young manhood and maturity. 
(Thus, for instance, in following pretty much the chronological order of 
the composition and publication of the short stories, Hemingway had to 
move one of the earliest, "Out of Season," to the second half of the collec
tion between "Cat in the Rain" and "Cross-Country Snow.") 

(5) Further interesting discussion could be upon the relationship between 
space and time in Hemingway's fiction and why he seems to privilege the 
dimension of space. 
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Reviews 
H. R. Stoneback , Reading Hemingway's The Sun Also Rises : Glossary 
and Commentary. Kent, Ohio: Kent State University Press, 2007. Pp. xv + 
326, $24.95 pb. 

H. R. Stoneback's Glossary of The Sun Also Rises is the culmination of a 
project begun in the 1980s by Professor Jim Hinkle of San Diego State 
University who died before completing more than the first few chapters. 
Professor Stoneback (SUNY-New Paltz) , the author of many papers and 
essays on the novel, was a logical choice to complete the project. 
Stoneback's volume, while it differs slightly from the work envisioned by 
Hinkle, adds immeasurably to what readers will take away from the novel. 

Hinkle's plan and the sample chapters which he prepared would have 
ranged from simple factual explanations , the shorter the better-what 
does Jake mean when he says that he "paid for the saucers"?-to more 
extensive critical or interpretive commentary on lines that seem to require 
explanation-why does Georgette say, "Everybody's sick. I'm sick too"? 
The glossary would not be a book with a thesis although Hinkle envi
sioned appendices that would present short essays that would offer more 
extended commentary . 

Stoneback's glossary, while basically following this plan , works 
toward a thesis, which is perhaps most succinctly stated late in the book: 

[The novel's ] most insistent motif and deep structural design is 
anchored by the notion of pilgrimage, Jake's progress toward renew-
al, a fundamentally religious motion that is confirmed and underlined 
by the action of grace and passion in the bullring, by the sacrifice 
and shedding of blood that make possible the ecstasy and redemp
tion, the sense of immortality with the abiding earth. (266) 

There are times when the pursuit of this thesis interrupts the flow of 
the glossary, such as the three -page essay (165-68) that deals with 
Hemingway's single sentence mentioning the various churches of 
Pamplona, as seen from a distance, or the more than seven pages (188-96) 
on Jake and Bill's first sight of the monastery of Roncevaux. However, 
the layout of the glossary , keyed page by page and line by line to the 
Scribner edition that begins on page 3 and ends on 247, makes it possible 
for the casual reader to answer specific questions without reading the 
entire text. 

Hemingway scholars, on the other hand, will read the book from cover 
to cover, and there will be nobody who will be able to say that he or she 
learned nothing. Combining tireless scholarship , examination of the 
manuscripts, and physical exploration of the geography of Paris , 
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Pamplona, and the mountains of northern Spain, Stoneback goes far 
beneath the waterline of Hemingway's iceberg. For example, many schol
ars have surely spotted the connection between Count Mippipopolous and 
St. Sebastian, but how many have connected St. Ignatius Loyola, wound
ed in the groin during a battle near Pamplona, with Jake Barnes? How 
many have noted that both hiking destinations that Jake proposes to visit 
with Cohn in chapter one feature religious shrines? How many have pon
dered the significance of Jake 's taxi ride down the Carrera San Jeronimo 
in Madrid? Each of these subtle allusions helps to buttress Stoneback's 
thesis of Jake as pilgrim. 

This is not to say that everyone will agree with everything in the glossary. 
Why does Stoneback contradict Jake's description of himself as a 

"rotten Catholic"? Why does he play down signals in the text that Jake 
sees himself as an unreliable narrator? Why does he work so diligently to 
decide which army the Count fought in, if the Count himself says he was 
on a "business trip" in Abyssinia when he received his arrow wounds? 
How can he describe the Count as a Buddha-like figure when his conversa
tional register- "You got class all over you"- marks him as a probable 
mobster, whose chain of candy stores are probably fronts for bookie joints? 

But in spite of minor disagreements that are sure to surface, students 
of Hemingway from neophytes to experts will find the Stoneback glossary 
indispensable. 

G<1 

Joseph M. Flora, Reading Hemingway's Men without Women : Glossary 
and Commentary . Kent, Ohio: Kent University Press, 2008. Pp xvii + 
189, $24.95 pb. 

Joseph Flora's useful explication of Hemingway's second collection of 
short stories follows H. R. Stoneback's study of The Sun Also Rises, the 
initial volume of the Kent State Reading Hemingway series. 

This series, edited by Robert W. Lewis, originated with the late Jim 
Hinkle, who first proposed line by line explications of the major works in 
the Hemingway canon ranging from short factual glosses to brief analy
ses, from simple explanations of unknown customs and glosses of foreign 
words to brief interpretations of passages that might be obscure to readers. 

Men without Women (1927) followed the publication of The Sun Also 
Rises by almost exactly one year. Scribner editor Maxwell Perkins had 
encouraged Hemingway to follow the novel with a collection of short fic
tion to quickly consolidate his growing literary reputation. Hemingway 
responded by gathering several stories written in 1925 and 1926 and by 
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completing five more between February and May 1927 in time for publi
cation in October. Four stories appeared for the first time in Men without 
Women. 

Flora has followed the series formula, answering the sort of questions 
that the modem audience from high school students to graduate students 
to general readers might ask, and for the most part he has done so perfect
ly. For example, in his explication of the first story, "The Undefeated," 
Flora faced the task of making intelligible a bullfight story containing a 
good deal of terminology that challenges the non-Spanish reader while 
also offering a primer for those who have never seen a bullfight. 

Strangers to the corrida need to know what picadors, banderilleros, 
and matadors do, what the "acts" of a bullfight consist of, how the status 
of afternoon and evening bullfights compares, and a host of other things . 
Flora clarifies these matters although one might wish that he had explored 
the implications of the Charlie Chaplins, clownish bullfighters who per
form before the main fights, whose parody of the genuine corrida high
lights by contrast Manuel Garcia's doomed struggle to conduct his .faena 
nobly and traditionally. 

A similar world closed to outsiders exists in "Fifty Grand." Flora 
leads the reader through the establishment of Jerry, the narrator, as a reli
able reporter and through the complications of the fixed fight. He points 
out the clues to champion Jack Brennan's cheapness and to the 1920s 
buying power of fifty thousand dollars, which strikes many college stu
dents today as simply a very good starting salary for a recent graduate. 
Flora might have underscored the point that a fighter training for a cham
pionship fight without a sparring partner would strain the credulity of a 
boxing insider. Nor does he read between the lines of Jack's refusal to 
bring his wife to the camp. Boxing folklore asserts that intercourse before 
a fight saps the strength and spirit needed to win a fight. 

Flora has written a book-length study of the Nick Adams stories, so it 
is no surprise that his treatment of "The Killers," "Ten Indians," and 
"Now I Lay Me," some of the strongest pieces in Men without Women are 
also some of the strongest chapters of Flora's book. The readings of these 
stories cover both the surfaces and the submerged implications that 
Hemingway has created. One small quibble: Flora states that George, the 
counter man in "The Killers," "does not remember which 'twin' ordered 
which dish" (58). Actually, forced to choose, George attempts to serve Al 
the ham and eggs he has ordered. Taunting George as a "bright boy," Max 
takes the dish instead, a part of the killers' bullying prelude to their 
intended murder. 

Two of the stories included by Hemingway require a bit of defense. 
"Che Ti Dice la Patria" first appeared in The New Republic as non-fiction . 
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Flora defends its inclusion as a short story by pointing out that the reader 
of a news story identifies the narrator of the article as Ernest Hemingway, 
reporter. When the story appears surrounded by fiction, the reader "must 
confront the narrator differently" (70). The other questionable story is 
"Banal Story," which Flora acknowledges as one of the least favored by 
critics, students, and even the author himself. Flora defends its inclusion 
on the grounds that "it contrasts with the masterful final story" (155), 
"Now I Lay Me," but more meaningfully because it accents the book's 
"concern with writing" (70). 

Flora is particularly skillful in showing how the stories cohere as com
ponents of a unified body of work . During the planning of the book 
Hemingway wrote to editor Perkins that the "men without women" theme 
was reflected by the fact that "In all of these [stories], almost, the soften
ing feminine influence . . . [is] absent" (Selected Letters 245). Going 
beyond that generalization, Flora takes pains to demonstrate the fitness of 
placing "In Another Country," a war story, following 'The Undefeated." 
Both stories share the theme of the confrontation of death and both deny 
the romantic facets of such deaths. Most of the other chapters begin with 
considerations of each story's links to the stories that have come before. 

Flora's Reading Hemingway's Men without Women will be a useful 
tool for any student of Hemingway's work, from neophytes to old hands . 
It belongs on every Hemingway scholar's bookshelf. 

0:1 

Christopher Ondaatje, Hemingway in Africa: The Last Safari . Toronto: 
HarperCollins, 2003. Pp. 239, $30.00 hb. 

In spite of the subtitle, which suggests that he planned to cover only 
Hemingway's 1953-1954 safari, Christopher Ondaatje prepared to write 
this book by attempting to retrace Hemingway's travels in Africa during 
each of his two safaris. Not a literary critic but a sometime travel writer 
and expert photographer, Ondaatje nevertheless responds and reacts to 
Green Hills of Africa, True at First Light, and fictional texts, especially 
"The Snows of Kilimanjaro" and The Garden of Eden. 

The result is a very personal book ~ a blend of reactions to the 
Hemingway texts, observations on safari conduct today in comparison to 
practices in the 1930s and 1950s, accounts of Ondaatje's experiences on 
his own African trips, and a large number of photos, both from archival 
sources and from Ondaatje's camera. One of the most interesting archival 
pictures is a 1916 photo of English mountain climber Donald Latham, dis
playing the metaphysical leopard whose "dried and frozen carcass" lies 
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near the summit of Kilimanjaro. Maps of each Hemingway safari are 
included. 

Documentation is scant-no footnotes and a single page of bibliogra
phy which includes just eight secondary sources on Hemingway. 

01 

Donald F. Bouchard, Hemingway: So Far from Simple. Amherst, NY: 
Prometheus Books, 2010. Pp. 226, $19.00 pb. 

Donald Bouchard describes himself as an "outsider" when it comes to 
Hemingway studies, having previously published on subjects from Milton 
to Foucault, but his new book is one which even experts in the field 
should read although they will disagree with many of its conclusions. 
First, a mild disclaimer: I am cited in the acknowledgements . Don and I 
have had a few cups of coffee together since he moved to Albuquerque, 
and he once visited one ofmy classes. However, this book was completed 
sometime before we met. 

Bouchard describes his purpose as "reasonably straightforward." As 
the title suggests, he plans to demonstrate how the apparent simplicity of 
Hemingway's work is "the conscious product of a complex and evolving 
practice" (18). He devotes two chapters to the 1920s as the period of 
Hemingway's emergence, two chapters to the mid-career shift represented 
by Death in the Afternoon and Green Hills of Africa, and two to the politi
cal novels of the later 1930s, To Have and Have Not and For Whom the 
Bell Tolls. A final chapter, far too short, covers the works, published and 
unpublished, of the period from 1940 to the end of Hemingway's life. 

Although all would agree that the stories of In Our Time are important 
to Hemingway's emerging career, there are some surprises in Bouchard's 
analysis . Passing quickly over the war stories, he couples the undeniably 
significant "Big Two-Hearted River" with the less-studied "Up in 
Michigan." In the former Hemingway's "interest in war extends beyond 
its possible use as specific subject matter" (36) to its larger implications 
for a writer, while the latter story prepares the author to treat "the hidden, 
secret sexuality found in many of Hemingway's stories" (37). This 
approach explores what Edward Said calls "beginning intentions." 

Moving on to the novels of the twenties, Bouchard appreciates The 
Sun Also Rises more as a rejection of the Paris expatriate scene and a "cri
tique of literary antecedents" (61) than as the first of Hemingway's major 
works . A Farewell to Arms is viewed as Hemingway's achievement of 
mastery in the novel, which "rounded off [his] first productive phase" (63). 
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Chapters 3 and 4 are devoted largely to Hemingway's commercial 
failures of the thirties, Death in the Afternoon and Green Hills of Africa, 
two books that Bouchard values highly as mature works marking "a sec
ond phase of Hemingway's career, one that, like the first, exhibited a 
range of heterogeneous works" (70) . Agreeing with some critics of the 
thirties, Bouchard admits that the books are "the product of self-absorp
tion" (96) but cites Said's analyses of several modem writers, including 
Proust and Joyce, who share this characteristic . 

The last pair of major chapters, 5 and 6, treats Hemingway's venture 
into political issues, first with To Have and Have Not and then with The 
Spanish Earth and For Whom the Bell Tolls with the major emphasis 
falling on For Whom the Bell Tolls. Bouchard cites Foucault's theory on 
power relations as they apply to the power struggles within the Republic. 
He then suggests that it is Jordan's ability to transcend those struggles 
through a "ridding of self' (145) that allows him to make his final sacrifice. 

The conclusion and an appendix which round out the book contain an 
odd assortment of materials, from the last two published novels to the 
posthumously published works. Bouchard sees Across the River and into 
the Trees and The Old Man and the Sea as marked by the sense that 
Hemingway's career is "nearing the end" (148), while the unfinished 
works seek to avoid that end by seeking new visions of the artist's nature . 
This is a noble effort, but it is too much to attempt in 22 pages. 

Unaccountably the book ends with a potpourri of items : a brief "after
word" and appendix that sum up Hemingway's career in seven pages and 
supply background sketches of Hemingway books, prominent critics, and 
recent publications. But the greatest strength of Hemingway: So Far from 
Simple is its unobtrusive and graceful application of the theoretical work 
of critics such as Michel Foucault, Edward Said, and Gilles Deleuze with
out the corresponding jargon that so often characterizes similar efforts. 

Robert E. Fleming 
The University of New Mexico 
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Joseph M. Flora, Reading Hemingway's Men without Women: Glossary 
and Commentary. Kent: Kent State University Press, 2008. Pp. xvi+ 189, 
$24.95, pb. 

In his aptly titled Reading Hemingway's Men without Women: Glossary and 
Commentary, Joseph M. Flora discusses virtually every aspect of 
Hemingway's 1927 collection of short stories, from the detailed nuances of 
individual stories to the specific aspects that make the fourteen stories a book. 

Flora deals expertly with Hemingway's titles, settings, and time 
sequences and explores, along with thematic development, allusions to 
and parallels with Hemingway's earlier and later stories and novels as 
well as relevant works of other writers, artists, and musicians, both classic 
and contemporary, both foreign and American. His discussion includes 
probable sources, publication history, film versions, philosophy, politics, 
biography, and psychology (mostly Freudian). He explores such stylistic 
particulars as syntax, narrative voice, point of view, and rhythm, with its 
incremental repetitions. He considers the impact of such changes as 
gaslight vs. electricity, horse-drawn wagons and buggies vs. trains and 
cars. And he supplies well-chosen photographs and travel guides, making 
it easy to envision ( or indeed to visit) the places Hemingway described in 
his fiction. 

Flora's quote from Kenneth Lynn underlines the value of devoting a 
book to MWW: "If Men without Women was not destined to become the 
most widely influential book of short stories ever published by a 20th cen
tury American author, that was only because it followed In Our Time" 
(xi). Flora's seasoned responses to Hemingway's second full collection of 
short stories result in part from his "search for secrets ... missed in earlier 
readings" (xiv) and, doubtless, from years of discussions in many class 
rooms and at many conferences. 

Here is a sampling of the commentary that makes his book so compre
hensive: Flora initially establishes "The Undefeated" (Manuel in the bull 
ring) as an appropriate bridge between the last story, "Big Two-Hearted 
River" in In Our Time, which centers on Nick, alone, fishing, and MWW, 
whose over-arching theme is men alone, "coping with violence" (4) while 
depending on rituals. And MWW closes with "Now I Lay Me," "a story 
that powerfully accents the unities of the book" (163). As with In Our 
Time, Hemingway again ends "with an unpublished Nick story, thus 
affirming the importance of Nick to the collection" (163). 

For "In Another Country," Flora draws significant parallels between 
Nick's knee injury and knee/leg injuries in other stories and in A Farewell 
to Arms and their relationship to themes of confidence vs. false hope. 
Flora's inclusion of a photograph of the Casetas train station reinforces 
the mutual isolation of the couple in "Hills Like White Elephants," "learn-
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ing to be alone together" (42). He compares Jig's plaintive "please" in 
"Hills" to Wilson 's disdainful "please" at the end of "The Short Happy 
Life of Francis Macomber." In the fourth story, "The Killers," he notes 
that Hemingway retrospectively accents the theme of waiting in "Hills," 
as "Both stories end with a conspicuous silence" (54). While the title of 
"Hills" "emphasizes metaphor," the title of "The Killers" "eschews 
metaphor for blunt reality" (54). "The Killers" echoes elements of Nick's 
confrontation with death in "Indian Camp" as the older Nick watches 
another surrender to imminent death . Nick in "The Killers" can no longer 
escape to the warmth of the lake and the security of his father at the oars. 
Labeling "Che Ti Dice la Patria" Hemingway's "most political short 
story" (70), Flora notes that the somber fascist Italy that Hemingway and 
Guy Hickok travel through is physically and socially soiled. Even their 
flawed Italian meals are in sharp contrast to the special grace of Manuel's 
Spanish supper with Zurita in "The Undefeated" prior to his courageous 
struggle in the bullring in the dark of the evening . "Fifty Grand" could be 
in part the untold back story of Ole Andreson, a boxer who may have 
thrown a fight in "The Killers." 

Indeed, "Little is 'simple"' in "A Simple Inquiry" which explores a 
similar homosexually charged encounter as D . H. Lawrence's "The 
Prussian Officer" but in a more "understated" manner, an experience in 
war "vastly different from what Harold Krebs' [and Ernest Hemingway's] 
parents" (104) were ready to deal with in "Soldier's Home." 

"Ten Indians" records "the only time in any Nick story that we see 
Nick inside the family cottage" ( 116), whose setting Flora locates with 
detailed directions. It features a teen-aged Nick learning of the unfaithful
ness of his girlfriend Prudence from a father he can no longer rely on for 
the kind of comfort provided years earlier in "Indian Camp ." "A Canary 
for One," a story about adult "heartbreak and betrayal," follows the story 
of "adolescent heartbreak" (122). The veiled strugg le with reality 
throughout this story is made apparent in the brilliantly understated last 
sentence: "We were returning to Paris to set up separate residences." 

Flora's discussion of "An Alpine Idyll" draws parallels with Robert 
Frost's "After Apple Picking" regarding land scape and langua ge and 
depicts the skiing companion, John, as someone who "does not share the 
[narrator's] artistic sensibility that has made his comrade so keen on hear
ing the [macabre] story . . . [and John] becomes a non-participant in the 
conversation" (135-36) . In contrast, "A Pursuit Race" is about "a 
Bartleby-like dropout [William Campbell]" (140) in which "the major 
action is listening" by "a sympathetic observer of someone in despair," of 
"a man without women and without hope" (138). 
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Flora sees Hemingway in "Today Is Friday" moving from pondering 
"the shrouded, sleeping William Campbell" to "the death of Jesus of 
Nazareth" (145). He explicates the short play in the context of the treat
ments of Jesus and Christianity in the modernist poetry of T. S. Eliot, 
Ezra Pound, and Wallace Stevens. The penultimate story, "Banal Story," 
("never .. . a favorite of [Hemingway] critics") "contrasts with the mas
terful final story ["Now I Lay Me" ], a story no critic has ever judged 
banal" (155). Flora's analysis of Nick's state of mind and the "process of 
his writing" as "a form of redemption" (164) takes this story beyond 
Fitzgerald's claim in "Sleeping and Waking" that "Now I Lay Me" was 
"the last word on insomnia." By "metaphorically fishing the swamps that 
he eschewed in 'Big Two-Hearted River' .. . Nick will be able to take 
further risks in art and in love" (177). 

My "traditionalist" quibbles with this book are minor, mainly with the 
occasional use of such jargon as "signifier" and "privileged" and the too 
frequent use of "foreground" and "foregrounding ." The terms do not, 
however, undermine Flora's first-rate overview of the fourteen stories and 
his excellent exegesis of each, taking the best from other scholars and crit
ics and adding his own invaluable glossary and commentary on 
Hemingway's masterwork. 

In sum, Flora has realized his stated aim of this book not "to have the 
final word on the meaning of the stories" but "to probe the events of each 
story," "explain historical references," and "identify allusions, to see how 
form suggests meaning" (xi). If I had been able to pull this book down 
from my shelf when I was teaching Hemingway, I would have taught him 
better. I highly recommend Flora's book to all readers of Hemingway. 

Richard Allan Davison 
University of Delaware 
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Javier Cercas, The Speed of Light . Translated from the Spanish by Anne 
McLean. New York: Bloomsbury, 2006. Pp. 278, $14.95 pb . 

Ernest Hemingway is at the heart of Javier Cercas' fourth novel which 
repeatedly quotes from the excoriating travesty of the Lord's Prayer in "A 
Clean, Well -Lighted Place": "Our nada who art in nada." Nada and light 
figure prominently in a novel that echoes the joys of killing cleanly in 
Green Hills of Africa and Death in the Afternoon. There is also suicide
the attempted suicide of the old man in "A Clean, Well-Lighted Place" 
and the death by suicide of Rodney Falk, a Vietnam veteran and one of 
two leading characters in The Speed of Light. 

Hemingway's presence weighs heavily on the novel, and it is 
acknowledged early on by the narrator, a beginning writer, perhaps 
Cercas himself, who travels from Spain to the University of Illinois in 
Urbana to teach Catalan and learn how to write. In Urbana the narrator 
meets Rodney who has been crippled emotionally by the killing and the 
massacres of a war he had opposed but, nonetheless, signed on for. The 
narrator and Rodney share an office at the University, and the first ques
tion Rodney asks the Spaniard is if he has read Hemingway. Although his 
remembrance is vague and stereotyped by the macho myth of the man 
from Oak Park, Illinois, he says, "Yes," and their friendship begins. 

They talk about writers- Bellow, Roth, Malamud, Updike, O'Connor
Hemingway's successors - and then about metafictionists such as Elkin, 
Barthelme, Coover, Hawkes, Gaddis, Brautigan, and Harry Mathews. 
Finally Falk says that he also respects Faulkner, Thomas Wolfe, and 
Fitzgerald, but that only Hemingway has his unconditional admiration. In 
due course we realize that the narrator has reread Hemingway in order to 
understand Rodney and that he, the narrator, who is also a novelist, is 
writing Rodney's story and his own, the story of two lives that intersect 
and mesh in tragic ways. The writing and the reading overlap, and this 
simultaneity propels us repeatedly into Hemingway's clean, well -lit story 
that animates Cercas' narrative. 

Seventeen years later, after Rodney's suicide, his young son asks the 
narrator, who has returned to Urbana on a reading tour for his latest 
novel - a great success-asks the narrator, now a friend of the family, 
where people go after they die, and he answers "Nowhere ." Death and 
nowhere go hand in glove as Cercas reconstructs-from letters Rodney's 
father has given him-his friend's war experiences in Vietnam, his emo
tional collapse, and his eventual suicide . It is a devastating indictment of 
war and the lies that induce men to fight. Even more frightening than the 
initial deception is the slippery slope into killing that makes it not only 
possible but enjoyable . Cercas borrows Hemingway's observations in 

200 



Death in the Afternoon about the joys in killing when assuming one of the 
godlike attributes, and he quotes from one of the letters that Rodney has 
written to his father. 

There is no joy comparable to that of killing, or to God's joy when He 
created us, isn't that right , Papa? I am paraphrasing and Rodney is writing 
to his father, but Cercas is addressing Papa Hemingway, his complicitous 
brother, the one that Charles Baudelaire nailed in his poem "To the 
Reader," his hypocrite reader, fellowman, and twin, and Cercas evokes 
him almost as frequently as he evokes Papa. Killing is so beautiful, writes 
Rodney, that it completes us. He feels augmented because he has experi 
enced the limitless and transparent beauty of death. Every man should be 
entitled to kill in order to attain the ecstasy and the beatitude that is visible 
on the faces of those who kill. War makes it possible to go very far and 
very fast, and if you could travel faster than the speed of light, you would 
see the future . Rodney's letters and suicide and Hemingway's "A Clean, 
Well -Lighted Place" have given Cercas wings and a glimpse of the future , 
one that enables his narrator to overcome the debilitating effects of suc
cess and avoid suicide. Cercas cites its devastating effects on the alco
holized lives of Fitzgerald and Hemingway, and he is determined to 
save-indeed he does save-his narrator from committing suicide. 

Hemingway and Baudelaire propel Javier Cercas' novel, The Speed of 
Light, and us toward its conclusion where the future and the past fuse in 
the present, into the writing and the reading of a novel that ends "like 
this" - like this being the last two words of a narrative about death, 
killing, suicide, and war-the woof that Cercas weaves into the fabric of 
his fiction. 

Robert McAlmon, The Nightinghouls of Paris. Edited and with an 
Introduction by Sanford J. Smoller. Urbana and Chicago : University of 
Illinois Press, 2007. Pp. lxi + 193, $40.00 hb. 

Robert McAlmon has written a fictionalized memoir of expatriates in 
Paris, a memoir in which he recounts the couplings and uncouplings of 
Ernest Hemingway, DuffTwysden, Kay Boyle, Djuna Barnes and Thelma 
Wood, Gwen Le Gallienne and Yvette Ledoux , Hilaire Hiler, Laurence 
Vail and Peggy Guggenheim Vail, Louise Bryant and William Bullit, and 
John Glassco and Graeme Taylor, two Canadian "boys" with literary aspi
rations who were McAlmon's traveling companions from 1928 to 1931. 
In time, Glassco became one of Canada's famous poets . The bisexual 
McAlmon (the husband of Bryher, whose lover companion was H. D.) is 
circumspect about his own couplings , although he was tempted by an 
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adventuress in Nice and another in Paris, not to mention the Canadian 
boys. His generous father-in-law gave him seventy thousand dollars with 
which he founded the Contact Publishing Company. It lasted from 1923 
to 1929. 

Although McAlmon uses pseudonyms for his characters, Sanford J. 
Smoller's excellent introduction lifts the veil of disguise that obscures 
their identities. Some two dozen expatriates flit in and out of a narrative 
that describes their love lives, nightlife, spats, attachments, expectations, 
idiosyncracies, and ennui. Smaller notes that in assigning fictitious names 
and recreating dialogue, McAlmon may have imagined Nightinghouls as a 
novel, even though it is about real people in the late 1920s and early 1930s. 

Smaller is the author of Adrift among Geniuses: Robert McAlmon, 
Writer and Publisher of the Twenties (Pennsylvania State UP, 1975), and 
he writes that McAlmon must "be the most vilified unread writer in 
Modem American literature ." Nonethe less, between 1990 and 1992, the 
University of New Mexico Press reprinted Village (1990), Post
Adolescence: A Selection of Short Fiction (1991), and Miss Knight and 
Others, with a foreword by Gore Vidal (1992). Smaller speculates that the 
publication of The Nightinghouls of Paris could revive McAlmon's 
unread reputation, and the answer, despite some vivid descriptions and 
clever writing, is "Probably not." McAlmon lacked Hemingway's disci
pline as a writer, F. Scott Fitzgerald's talent, or the range of Ford Madox 
Ford. Still, despite some flat chapters, Nightinghouls is entertaining, and it 
may, as Smaller claims, be "the last, unpublished, firsthand exposition of 
American expatriate life in France." 

McAlmon's memoir of expatriate life in Paris in the late 1920s is 
mostly about love (gay or straight), sex, drinking, the search for nighttime 
adventure, and a desperate need to connect: 

Once people of wit , promise, and achievement had congregated in 
such cafes as Vavin, Rotonde, L'Escargot, and Rendezvous des 
Chauffeurs .... Now , however, it had become a rare event to find 
people concerned with intelligence or production. 

Perhaps because people were no longer concerned with intelligence or 
production, McAlmon has drawn what appears to be truncated sketches of 
some of the most famous artists of the period, and I miss the excitement 
of creation and intellectual ferment that must have drawn these people 
together. 

For example, McAlmon dwells on Hemingway's alleged mistreatment 
of his wife, Hadley, his infatuation with Duff Twysden, the model for 
Brett Ashley in The Sun Also Rises, his obsessive shadow boxing, and his 
flawed writing. He makes no mention of a friendship that has gone sour, 
or his own role in establishing the Contact Publishing Company, the one 
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that published Hemingway's first book, Three Stories and Ten Poems 
(1923), and Gertrude Stein's The Making of Americans (1925), among 
others. Smoller notes that McAlmon first met Hemingway when he visit
ed Ezra Pound at his home in Rapallo, Italy, where they became friends, 
and it was McAlmon who paid for most of Hemingway's first trip to 
Pamplona and the bullfights . But things turned nasty after that, despite the 
fact that both Fitzgerald and Hemingway had spoken highly of 
McAlmon's work to Maxwell Perkins, the editor at Scribner's. Perkins 
was interested in McAlmon's draft of an autobiographical novel entitled 
"Family Panorama." However, during a dinner with Perkins in New York, 
McAlmon spoke ill of Hemingway, and when Perkins asked Fitzgerald to 
clarify, Fitzgerald vented his own anger at McAlmon who had accused 
both him and Hemingway of being gay. That was the end of McAlmon's 
relationship with Perkins. 

Some of the sketches of McAlmon's "ghouls" include one of Duff 
Twysden who is described as a desperate dipsomaniac on the verge of 
hysteria. Ford Madox Ford's mutterings, despite his enormous reputation , 
"cannot be understood through his walrus beard ." Morley Callaghan's 
stinginess is matched only by his "slow mind" and ineptness as a traveler. 
Kay Boyle writes with incoherence and black hysteria. The new Mrs. 
Hemingway (Pauline) " ... didn't look prim and prissyish as I had first 
thought. She was tailored and as efficient looking as any competent busi
nesswoman ." As for Raymond Duncan and his clan," ... we knew that in 
drink we grew more released than these people who made a cult of self
expression ." 

Despite such one-sided sketches, McAlmon's descriptions of barmen , 
watering holes, and brawls, and his portraits of hookers and the two 
Canadian boys are fleshed out, and we have a good sense of who and 
what they were. For example, Domingo, the barman," ... had the quality 
of a faun, the alertness, beauty, drollery, and wandering curiosity of 
whimsy which could not center itself long." The face of Hilaire Hiler 
"was a landscape, bounded by huge flapping ears. His mouth was large 
and loose and his eyes floated with dark dolor in a face prone to disinte
gration." McAlmon also describes the nightly brawls that occurred in each 
of several bars, and the great "siege of mating" that took place in the 
Quarter-a situation that drove the celibate to other portions of town . 
Yvette Ledoux" . . . went one night with another girl, and two days later 
Laura [Gwen Le Gallienne] retaliated by taking the same girl away from" 
Yvette. "One of the three poules who sat at the bar was a more detachedly 
intelligent and witty person than either [Louise Bryant] or [Gwen Le 
Gallienne], and perhaps more moral than either." 
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The darker tone of Nightinghouls reminds us of Fitzgerald's "Babylon 
Revisited" and Tender Is the Night, both of which are set in the same peri
od, 1931 and 1934, respectively . Six years later, fleeing France in late 
1940, after the German occupation, McAlmon lost his manuscript and, 
subsequently, rewrote it from memory. The 1947 typescript is in the Yale 
University library. Plaudits go to Smoller for resurrecting it, but despite 
many brilliant passages that renew our interest in famous and infamous 
people, there is a certain bitchiness that skews an important historical nar
rative, and when I closed the book I was, and am, as the French say, still 
hungry (je reste sur mafaim). 

Ben Stoltzfus 
The University of California, Riverside 
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Hemingway and the Mechanism of Fame, Ed. by Matthew J. Bruccoli 
with Judith S. Baughman. Columbia: University of South Carolina Press, 
2006. Pp. xxxiv + 148, $24.95 hb. 

George Garrett's dust jacket statement that "Matthew Bruccoli and Judith 
Baughman have culled and collected a trove of significant material that, 
taken together, tells us more about Hemingway than most of the biogra
phies and quite a lot, as well, about ourselves who gave the man's public 
myths a patina of credibility" is not only a whopper, but it once again 
parades in public the ego aesthetics of two generations now going on 
three of anti-author critics who make a "lit'ry" living out of moralizing on 
the frailties of writers who engage in larger-than-life enterprises. 

The subtitle of this book tells us almost everything we can expect 
from the content: "Statements, Public Letters, Introductions, Forewords, 
Prefaces, Blurbs, Reviews, and Endorsements." Everything that is, except 
the editorial ankle nipping, the moralizing adjectives, and the continuous 
asides, from the wings as it were, of Bruccoli himself asserting his per
sonal views of Hemingway's life and character. Aside from that, this is a 
treasure trove of both offhand and legitimately engaging material that pro
vides Hemingway aficionados and dipping readers alike both with the 
commercial adventurism and the hitherto generally unknown, certainly 
uncollected and unpublished, Hemingstein (his self-parodying pen name) 
marginalia and uncollected serious Hemingwayana alike. 

The marginalia , such as his cryptic endorsements of books and pro
gram greetings in the good-guy genre (58, 111, 145), show us the outer 
edges of Hemingway's literary loyalties . The letters fall into two cate
gories, those of explanation and defense, such as those to Robert Coates at 
The New Yorker protesting Coates' including Faulkner as a target of 
Hemingway's displeasure (22), or to The New Republic protesting ironi
cally Max Eastman ' s review, "Bull in the Afternoon" (23), or to Life mag
azine, responding to its request for a comment on Archibald MacLeish's 
charge that books by Hemingway, among others, "immunized young 
Americans ... against all moral judgments" (80). The second category 
includes letters whose contents were such that they were used in publica
tions such as American Big Game Fishing (38) and Outdoor Life ( 40). 

The iron anchor stuff of the book, however, is the remarkable collec
tion of introductions, prefaces, and articles , plus his speech delivered to 
the American Writers' Congress in June 1937 and later that month pub
lished in New Masses , visually brightened by the fifty illustrations and 
facsimiles of front and back book and periodical covers, letters , advertise
ments , endorsements, and caricatures (including a black and white repro
duction of Mira's The Farm). The delicately original tensile strength of 
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Hemingway's prose shines in such remarkable aesthetic discussions as in 
his introductions to Antonio Gattorno's paintings (which Bruccoli 
describes as Hemingway's "simple -pretentious style" (see note 2. d.) and 
Luis Quintanilla's exhibition of engravings. Hemingway says ofGattomo, 

He went to Spain but people have, always, to make a choice between 
Italy and Spain and since he had gone first to Italy and because he is 
tormented by loyalties he could not abandon Italy so he did not get 
much from Spain. Then, too, Spain was shocking to him. Spain is an 
open wound on the right arm that cannot heal because the dust gets 
in it, while Cuba is a beautiful ulcer somewhere else . .. . 

Now he must work. He does not know how much he must work 
because he can see that it is all in a single picture when he paints that 
picture. But to live you must, if not repeat, insist. He must go on 
insisting. He will never be bankrupt because you cannot bankrupt 
pure skill. .. . But I would like to see him paint much more because 
while he can put it all in one picture he can put it all in again and 
there will be other things. It is like hauling through the same part of 
the sea with a net with different dimensions of mesh. But if he will 
not change his net and wants to go to other seas why then let him go. 
And when he returns again there will be other fish in these waters 
that will not go through his mesh. (36-37) 

Of Quintanilla, Hemingway writes, 

Luis Quintanilla, who has the right to use that word [revolution], is 
very sparing of it. He does not take the money and rant to save his 
soul like Diego Rivera. He has painted great frescoes in the Casa de! 
Pueblo and the Ciudad Universitario in Madrid and there are no sym
bols of capitalism , or any symbols in them. Always there are people 
as there are people in the etchings. He does not judge them; only pre
sents them because he has led them in action. If you follow you ide
alize. If you have led you present and criticize, you have the right to 
satire, and when you hate, you hate intelligently .... 

Quintanilla draws with a sharp instrument on nickled zinc to 
make etchings that are beautiful and lasting in any epoch at any time; 
etchings that can speak familiarly with thee and thou, without affec
tation of comradeship , by merit , with any etcher that has ever lived . 
(32-33) 

Many ofBruccoli's mini-prefaces to individual pieces are helpful in pin
pointing historical and literary settings, but too often they are merely 
unnecessarily subtractive editorial sneers in the grand biographical tradi
tion of Hemingway scholarship .1 Bruccoli thoroughly warns the reader of 
his personal bias when in his introduction he says that Hemingway 
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was a World War I veteran by courtesy, having been wounded dis
tributing chocolate and tobacco while serving with the Red Cross . . .. 



The Pilar provides a gauge of his incremental fame. Hemingway's 
fishing boat was thirty-eight feet long when he bought it in 1934; at 
the time of his death it had grown into a legendary vessel, along with 
the Constitution, the Cutty Sark, and the Ile de France. (xviii-xix) 

Both the general text and Broccoli's introduction of ten pages contain 
slanted biographically-focused remarks and insinuations designed to put 
down Hemingway as a person, clearly causing the reader to, if not ques
tion, at least ponder the motivation behind Broccoli's avid collector mania 
for Hemingway material. When Broccoli says that Hemingway was a dis
torted model for young writers because of his private life insofar as "writ 
ers who didn't emulate Hemingway were regarded as minor figures or 
hobbyists or sissies" (xxiii), he obviously begs the question, by whom? 
And when Broccoli says that "Hemingway's fame was not a spontaneous 
response to his books" (xviii), it seems to seriously imply that Broccoli, at 
the very beginning of his book, puts himself willingly in an adversarial 
position with the person whose literary artifacts seem to have a magnetic 
power of some magnitude for him. 

Partially offsetting the pervasively negative stance that Broccoli 
adopts toward Hemingway are the reproduced book jackets, drawings, 
photographs, advertisements , magazine covers, cartoons, and other illus
trations that grace the book, providing, if not literary intimacy, certainly 
historical alacrity and color.2 

Ironically perhaps, in poignant places, not only Hemingway's humor 
emerges, but also his keen sense of America's place in the world . For the 
humor, in a letter to Hound and Horn commenting on its article by 
Lawrence Leighton (July-September 1932) which stated that "the work of 
Messrs. Ernest Hemingway, John Dos Passos , and F. Scott Fitzgerald ... 
[is] repulsive, sterile, and dead," Hemingway replied as follows: 

Sirs: 
Referring to Mr. Lawrence Leighton's very interesting and 

revealing autopsy on Mr. Dos Passos, Mr. Fitzgerald and myself, 
may I take exception to one sentence: 

"One feels behind Radiguet, Mme. de Lafayette, Benjamin 
Constant, Proust, even Racine ." 

Surely this should read "Radiguet behind Mme. de Lafayette." 
The rest of the sentence might stand although it would be more jus t 
to place Cocteau behind Radiguet and give Racine the benefit of the 
doubt. But perhaps Mr. Leighton has a feeling for Racine and would 
not wish to deprive him of his place . 

Yours very truly, 
Ernest Hemingway 
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For Hemingway's political shrewdness, I quote the following excerpt 
from his foreword to Ben Raebum's 1946 Treasury for the Free World, 
still apropos sixty years later: 

For the moment we are the strongest power in the world . It is very 
important that we do not become the most hated .... 

This is no time for any nation to have any trace of the mentality 
of the bully. It is no time for any nation to become hated. It is no 
time for any nation even to swagger. Certainly it is no time for any 
nation to jostle . It is no time for any nation to be anything but just. (90) 

The lasting truth of the above is even more graphic because of 
Bruccoli's sneering comment that precedes it, that Hemingway was writ
ing "from the point of view of ... the pundit and post-war statesman." 

One final literary coincidence of sorts and a final comment on 
Bruccoli's title : (1) Hemingway's comment used on the dust jacket of 
Ezra Pound's A Draft of XXX Cantos (1933): "The best of Pound's writ
ing-and it is in the Cantos-will last as long as there is any literature" 
(25), bears a striking resemblance to Randall Jarrell's later (1946) dust 
jacket comment on Robert Lowell's Pulitzer Prize-winning book of 
poems, Lord Weary 's Castle: "A few of these poems, I believe, will be 
read as long as men remember English." (2) The title, Hemingway and the 
Mechanism of Fame, implies, albeit subtly, that Hemingway's "fame" 
derived, as distinct from his major novels and short stories, from the liter
ary and non-literary marginalia that accompanied them. 

In 1949 from Italy, Hemin gway wrote in his reply to a New York 
Times Book Review request for answers to certain questions, "Let's give 
my personal life a miss. The only important things are that I should keep 
healthy and write as well as I can" (101). Many authors interested in 
Hemingway's writings have had a problem heeding Hemingway's 
request. Bruccoli is one of them. 

Notes 

1See Donald Junkins, "Shadowboxing in the Hemingway Biographies," in 
Hemingway: Essays of Reassessment, Ed. Frank Scafella . New York: Oxford 
University Press, 1991 (142-53). 

2The following excerpts are taken from Bruccoli's brief prefaces to individual 
items in the book. Except for titles, the italicized words and phrases indicate 
Bruccoli's slanted language: 

a. "Hemingway's remark about 'present day lady writers of all sexes' is char
acteristic of his insistence on the relationship between sexual activity and good 
writing." (14) 

b. "[Hemingway's] report characteristically utilizes details-the bus route 
and the names of the newspapers-to support the veracity of his mem01y." (17) 
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c. "The sixth paragraph describes the activities of real revolutionists, convey
ing the impression that Hemingway had done these things." (31) 

d. "These comments on Antonio Gattomo (1904-80) employ Hemingway's 
simple-pretentious style: 'every artist owes it to the place he knows best to either 
destroy it or perpetuate it' and 'Gattomo can be much better than he is although he 
can never be any better than he is at the time."' (36) 

e. "In this speech delivered to the American Writers' Congress, New York 
City, 4 June 1937, Hemingway adopts the stance of the veteran talking: 'You' 
means 'I."' ( 52) 

f. "Hemingway's introduction [to Kip Farrington's Atlantic Game Fishing] is 
a model of his authoritative writing manner: he displays knowledge of technique, 
claims experience, and differentiates between the professionals and the fakers." 
(55) 

g. In the Golden Jubilee Program of the Cincinnati Symphony Orchestra, 
Hemingway's comment appeared: "Felicitations to the Cincinnati Symphony 
Orchestra on its Golden Anniversary, and to its great conductor. .. " Bruccoli com
ments that "Hemingway had no connection with either the Cincinnati Symphony 
Orchestra or the city of Cincinnati." (87) 

h. Bruccoli prefaces Hemin gway 's statement praising Harvey Bre it in The 
New York Times Book Review with "He and Hemingway were useful to each 
other." (110) 

i. Of Hemingway's comment on The Old Man and the Sea in Life, Bruccoli 
says, "It makes the correct claim that his Nobel Prize is overdue, and it conveys 
the fake simplicity that ajjlicted his literary expression after 1950." (121) 

j. Of Hemingway's statement in the foreword to Frarn;:ois Sommer's Man and 
Beast in Africa," . . . having killed many, you would not kill a bear under any cir
cumstances because you have learned , over the years, that he is your brother," 
Bruccoli writes that it was "an egregious example of his corny nature 
communion." (126) 

01 

Peter Moreira, Hemingway on the China Front: His World War II Spy 
Mission with Martha Gellhorn. Washington, D.C.: Potomac Books, 2006. 
Pp. 244, $26.95 hb. 

There are many good things about this groundbreaking book-length study 
of Hemingway and his newly wed third wife, Martha Gellhom, 1 in China 
a few months before the Japanese bombing of Pearl Harbor on December 
7, 1941. The book is fortified by ten years of pertinent and enlightening 
research, and it's a shame that its glaring flaws will inevitably cast shad
ows that diminish the new light emanating from such close-up chapters as 
those covering Hong Kong, the Canton Front, the Seventh War Zone, 
Chungking, Chengtu, and the Burma Road, plus Hemingway's and 
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Gellhom's personal encounters with Chou En-lai and Generalissimo and 
Madame Chiang Kai-shek . 

Although Moreira's narrative sparkles with informative details that 
help make the book a solid and lively study of this hitherto largely 
untreated subject ,2 it remains, however, that the book on the whole is a 
missed opportunity for three reasons, two of which must be shared by 
Moreira's editors . 

1. Hemingway as "Spy" 
Unfair or not, the subtitle (His World War II Spy Mission with Martha 
Gellhorn) of Moreira's book documenting Hemingway's and Gellhom's 
three-month visit to Hong Kong and China in the late spring of 1941 will 
forever be the lightning rod for critical commentary on the book. Even the 
mildest declaration that Ernest Hemingway assumed the role of U.S. gov
ernment spy in China would generate some eyebrow-raising, to say noth
ing of a certain amount of political electricity common to gossip about 
famous personalities . 

Nowhere in American history, however, has anyone (that I am aware 
of) previously suggested that Hemingway's trip to China was as a U.S. 
government spy. (Actually he only agreed to go in order to accompany his 
new wife who was being paid by Collier's magazine to write articles on 
the China situation, and Hemingway, after agreeing to accompany her, 
arranged not only to write articles for PM, a New York newspaper where 
his younger brother Leicester worked as a cub reporter (15), but also to 
scout out conditions in China for Secretary of the Treasury Henry 
Morgenthau who played the pivotal role in dispensing U.S. financial aid 
to the Chinese Nationalists .) The seeming promise on the book jacket to 
reveal new insider spy information offers a startling sales pitch that is, 
unfortunately, nowhere substantiated in the text. The spy allegation stems 
directly from Hemingway's contact with the two top officers of the U.S. 
Treasury Department, Secretary Henry Morgenthau and his chief assis
tant, Harry Dexter White, later somewhat infamous for being charged and 
subsequently defending himself before Richard Nixon and the House Un
American Activities Committee (HUAC) in the context of his alleged role 
as a "spy" for the Soviet Russian government; it is relevant here to probe 
further in the direction of Moreira's claims that Hemingway was himself 
on a spy mission to China .3 

The following remarkable paragraph appears late in Moreira's book: 
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Records in the Roosevelt library show that all the information 
[Hemingway ] gathered for Morgenthau passed through Harry Dexter 
White's hands . .. and White summarized Hemingway's six-page 
letter to Morgenthau. It ' s a fair bet also that White then passed all the 



information on to the Kremlin. Later that decade, Harry Dexter 
White was exposed as a Soviet spy. (192) 

The recklessness of this innuendo and charge against White in the 
context of Hemingway's brief relationship with White before leaving for 
China, plus the politically benign nature (in the context of Hemingway's 
supposed "spying") of his now relatively famous letter, 4 call relevant 
attention to the Harry Dexter White controversy itself and the inaccuracy 
of Moreira's accusations. White was labeled by Whittaker Chambers and 
Elizabeth Bentley as a Communist operative 5 and died shortly after his 
HUAC appearance, spawning an ongoing controversy, not only about the 
accuracy of the historical charge, but the meaning of the label "spy." 

The word "spy" can be appropriated for a myriad of purposes, and 
when used in the context of international relations, all reputable lexicons 
clarify the distinction between keeping a secret watch on friendly govern
ment forces and searching out secret insider information carried out in the 
context of military espionage. Because Hemingway's middleman between 
himself and Secretary Henry Morgenthau of the U.S. Treasury Department 
was Harry Dexter White, Hemingway's pre-China contact man who 
Moreira labels as a "Soviet spy," the phrase "spy mission" in Moreira's 
subtitle unfortunately signals material to be found within the book that 
simply is never forthcoming. Certainly there is nothing about a spy mis
sion in Hemingway's six-page letter that White condensed for 
Morgenthau, 6 and we are left merely with Moreira's undocumented state
ment that Hemingway briefed White on the Burma Road situation after 
surveying it from the air (151).7 

Moreira's statements, in different contexts, that both Hemingway and 
White were spies require an additional exculpatory conclusion regarding White. 

Hemingway was not a spy in China: he engaged in nothing clandes
tine, furtive, or damaging to Nationalist China; neither was White a 
Russian spy: he engaged in nothing traitorous to the United States govern
ment. The most authoritative and up-to-date chronicler of the White con
troversy, E. Bruce Craig, concludes: 

The allegation that White played a major role in a Soviet-directed 
program of "interlocking subversion" designed to subvert U.S . poli
cy is not sustained by the evidence. Neither the Venona 8 decrypts 
nor any other archival source provides clear evidence that White was 
engaged in "policy subversion" directed by Moscow. Harry Dexter 
White did not subvert U.S. policy when he promoted Treasury 
Secretary Morgenthau's plan for Germany; he did not subvert U.S. 
policy when he addressed the occupation-currency issue in Germany; 
he did not divert funds away from the Nationalists in China in an 
effort to orchestrate the collapse of the Nationalist cause or to bolster 
the position of the Chinese Communists. And to lay to rest once and 
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for all the two most dangerous charges levied against him, White 
neither served as the catalyst for the onslaught of World War II by 
"crafting" the so-called Hull Ultimatum to induce Japan to attack the 
United States, and neither did he seek to create and use the 
International Monetary Fund as a vehicle to "advance the economic 
interests of the Soviet Union." (269) 

That Moreira should have been aware of all of the above discussion is 
established by the inclusion of Craig's book in Moreira's selected bibliog
raphy (235) . 

2. Errors (major and minor) and Misinformation 
Although any author is ultimately responsible for the content of one's 
published book, both copy editors and supposedly informed manuscript 
readers are also culpable when prepublication lapses in accuracy go unob
served. The evidence points to an assumption that Moreira was provided 
neither. Before I move on to my quarrel with Moreira in relation to his 
own fellow-trave ling with the (subtle or explicit) anti-Hemingway biogra
phers,9 the following list provides a few examples of editorial inefficiency : 

Mistakes : a. Chinese scholar Yang Renjing [not Renjin] (101); b . 
Gellhom's first novel, What Mad Pursuit not Pursuits (3); c. "Gellhom 
wrote a miserable letter to her mother" (104) . Gellhom was miserable, not 
the letter. 

Misstatements of Fact: a. "[Hemingway's] insensitivity to his wives 
became abusive" (199); b. [Eleanor Roosevelt] "share[d] a bedroom" with 
her husband , President Franklin Delano Roosevelt (9); c. "Gellhom out
lived [Hemingway] by 27 years" (in reality, 37) (199-200) . d. The 10th 
photograph in the glossy pages inserted between pages 117 and 119 
shows Gellhom and an interpreter looking at a large square propaganda 
poster-painting, at least seven by eight feet in size on the end wall of a 
brick countryside building that shows a peasant and a Chinese soldier 
planting overdrawn rice plants in a paddy, with other people in the back
ground . On the left side of the poster are the traditional small vertical 
Chinese characters . Beneath the poster-painting several painted or cutout 
white Chinese characters at least four feet in height and covering almost 
the width of the building are being pointed to by Gellhom's interpreter . 
Moreira says that "the graffiti reads, 'The people and the military will 
work together,"' which actually is a translation of the much smaller verti
cal characters inside the poster-painting. The huge white characters, the 
actual "graffiti," which almost shout at the onlookers, read, "Fight against 
the Japanese!" 

Lack of documentation: a. Moreira writes, "Mary remembered him 
saying in the early 1950s that he might go to Asia again to 'attend' the 
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Korean War" (196), but gives no source. (On page 270 of How It Was, 
Mary wrote that Ernest "spoke of 'attending' the Korean War"; this was 
in July 1950.) b. After Hemingway's return from China, Ralph Ingersoll, 
editor of PM, arrived at the Barclay Hotel to interview him, and 
Hemingway "pontificated" on the Far East (185). Moreira's footnote for 
this is "Hemingway, 'Russo-Jap Pact, 4. "' In By-Line : Ernest Hemingway, 
the article in PM titled "Russo-Japanese Pact" (315) contains no reference 
to Ingersoll's discussion with Hemingway in the Barclay Hotel, but the 
following footnote in Moreira's text referring to this discussion is 
"Ingersoll, Hemingway's Far East Trip, 6-8 ." Moreira's "Selected 
Bibliography" contains no listing of Ingersoll; consequently, there is no 
clarification either of Moreira's use of the word "pontificated" or of 
"Ingersoll's introduction .. . rife with exaggerations" ( 186). The same 
problem exists with his footnotes of Ingersoll's interview with 
Hemingway (110, 114, 152). Neither is there any documentation for the 
comment that "Ingersoll later gave the impression that he and Hemingway 
had a jovial reunion in New York" (177). The passage, "While recount
ing-or more accurately, inventing-war stories with his friend Gen. 
Charles 'Buck' Lanham ... " (97) is referenced to an April 20, 1945, letter 
from Hemingway to Lanham in Baker's Selected Letters (590), but unfor
tunately there are no "war stories" in the letter or anything that explains 
the use of the word "inventing ." 

Inconsistencies: on page 10, Hemingway is "six feet tall , muscular 
and lean"; on page 81, he is "six feet two and weighed more than two 
hundred pounds." 

3. Editorializing and Textual Slantings 
Moreira sets the tone for this historical-biographical study of the famous 
newly married couple when he writes in the introduction that "The Asian 
trip is easily one of the most intriguing and colorful periods of 
Hemingway's action-packed life. It's also one of the most interesting peri
ods of Gellhorn's life, which was almost as breathtaking as 
Hemingway's" (xxviii) . Yet later in the same paragraph Moreira fore
shadows correspondingly puzzling overtones when he says that the record 
of their Asian trip "has been colored by so many lies and half-truths. 
Some were Hemingway's. Some were Gellhorn's . Some were the anec
dotes told by the fascinating people they met on the journey ." As intro
ductory generalizations, these latter three sentences are not documented, 
and obviously the text that follows them is offered up as the pudding from 
which the proof itself is to be extracted. Unfortunately, the "lies and half
truths" are not forthcoming in the text. 
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My concern is to balance my admiration for the scope of Moreira's 
research, as I indicated in the opening line above, with a representative 
list of "stretchers," exaggerations that illustrate Moreira's textual slant
ings. From his introduction to his conclusion, Moreira consistently edito
rialized, as he did while adding pejorative, even frumpy, comments about 
Hemingway's fondness for alcohol, and sometimes because of Moreira's 
personal politics. 

Moreira says, while introducing Gellhom to the reader, "It was typical 
of Gellhom's audacity" to be "fired by the U.S. Government for being a 
radical leftist, so she recuperated at the White House" ( 4 ), a slanted state
ment certainly regarding two of those three points: no one who is aware of 
Martha's personality would quarrel over her "audacity," but to call her a 
radical leftist because she prodded a group of jobless workers in Coeur 
d'Alene, Idaho, to break some windows while she was employed by 
Harry Hopkins' Federal Emergency Relief Administration, forcing 
Hopkins to fire her (she called it "an honorable discharge") is stretching 
the truth. 10 

Likewise the pretentiously cryptic comment that Martha "recuperated 
at the White House," pretentious because it disdainfully implies that rela
tively unknown, young radical leftists whose mothers knew Eleanor 
Roosevelt had no trouble just moving into the White House. 11 Moreira 
simply distorts the tone of his own information. 

Moreira says that Gellhom's writing is merely "accurate in places, and 
in others suffers from a memory fading after almost four decades," quite 
clearly manipulating Gellhom's own oft-repeated comments about her 
memory for specific details years after the fact, to imply without any doc
umentation that her writing "suffers" as a result (xvii). To say that she 
"derided balanced reporting" because she used the phrase "all that objec
tivity shit" is simply another stretcher. Moorehead makes clear that 
Gellhom had coined that phrase in 193 7 in Spain when confronted, along 
with Hemingway and the American reporter Herbert Matthews, with 
Republican atrocities that as reporters they had been trained to record. 12 

(Hemingway, of course, recorded atrocities committed by both sides in 
For Whom the Bell Tolls.) 

As for Hemingway, Moreira praises him grandly in the introduction 
not only for his "wit, his sense of adventure, his sociability, and his sym
pathy for the dispossessed," but also for his "Spartan style on paper" and 
not only for being "rather funny in the flesh" but for his "keen intelli
gence" (xvii). Also, near the beginning of the book, that he could be kind 
to "former soldiers, to sportsmen, and to the poor"; that he was not a 
womanizer, was courageous in battle, and "jolly in rough conditions" 
(10). But on the same page appears the beginning of the persistent tone 
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that dominates the book: Hemingway was a "braggart, a bully, and a 
drunk ... [,] also a back stabber" (10). Moreira states that he was insensi
tive to Gellhom on their "honeymoon" (though they had been living 
together for four years) because he kidded her when she complained of 
the difficult conditions in China that it was she who wanted to go there (88). 

Moreira says that Gellhom was not "havin g the sunniest of honey 
moons," because of Hemingway, and immediately quotes from a post 
divorce Hemingway letter in 1950 to Charles Scribner that Gellhom 
"rat[ted ] out" on him (114) . 

Certainly Gellhom's China experience was affected by the infection 
that developed on her hands. Moreira describes it thus: " . .. one day the 
flesh between her fingers was rotting away in yellowish ooze laced with 
blood" and she had to wear heavy gloves stuffed with a "malodorous oint
ment called Yatren ." Gellhom herself reports that Hemingway said : 
"Honest to God, M, you brought this on yourself. I told you not to wash," 
clearly in its context a jocular remark (Travels 61) . Moreira, however, 
misses the humor and not only reports it as "Hemingway simply told her 
that she had brought it on herself and that he had told her not to wash," 
but adds in the next sentence: "It was another insensitive comment to his 
new wife" (113). 

Clearly the most significant stretcher of all is Moreira's claim that 
Hemingway's articles in PM "may have been influenced by Edgar Snow's 
article, 'Showdown in the Pacific,"' which ran in the Saturday Evening 
Post on May 31, 1941, more than a week before Hemingway's stories 
began to run." Moreira goes on to say that Hemingway heavily revised his 
articles in New York, "possibly after seeing Snow's article" (173). The 
language "may have been" and "possibly ," without any corroborating evi
dence that Hemingway even read the Saturday Evening Post article by 
Snow, is nothing less than an implication that Hemingway was capable, in 
his wartime reporting, of being influenced by other reporters' material. 
This kind of undocumented negative implication mars a book filled with 
documented research. 

Moreira notes that on the trip home, stopping in Hong Kong, 
Hemingway went for a walk and came home with an armful of books: 
"Hemingway did not advertise it-probably because it conflicted with his 
manly image" (161). This is not only spurious, but nai:ve and verging on 
childish. Moreira also says that Hemingway "drank constantly ," and reit
erated, on the same page, that "he was drunk most of the time; [yet] his 
grasp of the situation [in the Morgenthau letter] was impressive" (191). 
Moreira says that Hemingway's and Gellhom's articles "contributed to 
the popular support in America for the fascist Chiang regime, [and] 
increased the pressure on White and Morgenthau to send aid to China" 
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(192). This is political naivete at its worst. Even the concluding statement 
of the book, that Gellhom committed suicide with "sleeping pills" (200), 
is wrong. 13 

Despite all the personal jibes, implications, aspersions, and negative 
editorializing, the narrative information that unfolds in the pages of the 
book is more than enlightening, and one must conclude that Hemingway 
on the China Front is a valuable though flawed study. I have dealt almost 
solely with some of the flaws, and I urge the reader to balance this treat
ment by investigating both Kaimei Zheng's review in the Hemingway 
Review and Renjing Yang's forthcoming translation into English of his 
book, Hemingway in China. 

Notes 
1They had been "together" for four years, ever since Gellhom joined him in 

Spain during the Spanish Civil War. 
2See Martha Gellhorn's "Mr. Ma's Tigers," in Travels with Myself and 

Another, 19-63; also Kaimei Zheng's "Hemingway in China," North Dakota 
Quarterly, Fall 2003, 178-95. 

3a-Hemingway "spoke with Harry Dexter White ... and they agreed that 
Hemingway would spy for the Treasury during his trip" (16). (Actually, the foot
note for the paragraph in which this sentence appears merely states, "White men
tions that they 'spoke' yesterday." Footnote 12,215). 

b."White and Hemingway spoke, and the bureaucrat asked Hemingway to 
gather information on the relationship between the Communists and Kuomintang, 
and on the transportation situation along the Burma Road" (19). 

0 ·"Hemingway ... had, after all, agreed to spy for the treasury secretary on the 
Communist-Kuomintang feud" (77). 

d "Hemingway the spy, as we have seen, advocated an offensive against the 
Japanese at Canton to ensure communication with the Nationalists inland" (190). 

e,Near the end of the chapter on Chiang Kai-shek: "[Hemingway], after all, 
was undertaking a secret intelligence mission for the U.S. government" (148). 

4Hemingway's six-page letter to Morgenthau was published by Kaimei Zheng 
for the first time in the North Dakota Quarterly at the end of her 2003 article (see 
footnote 2). Moreira republished it in Appendix 1 of his book, page 201, without 
attribution. 

5The most thorough and up to date of all the books on Harry Dexter White is 
E. Bruce Craig's Treasonable Doubt: The Hany Dexter White Spy Case. 

6For a discussion about Hemingway's letter, see White to Secretary 
Morgenthau, "Inter-office Communication," Morgenthau Diary (China), 1 :457-62, 
quote at 457; see also White to Secretary Morgenthau, 29 May 1941, Subject: 
Hemingway's and Bond's Comments on Chinese Transportation," box 5, chron. 
File 24, HDW Treasury Records" (Craig 362). 

7Moreira's loose usage of the words "spy" and "espionage" also surface in the 
text (1). Moreira claims that Hemingway's role as a spy was mentioned only once 
in the Hemingway biographies when "Michael Reynolds wrote of it in 1999" 
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(193). (This statement is not footnoted.) Yet what Reynolds actually says is that 
Hemingway went to China "also to collect intelligence for the U.S . government" 
(Hemingway : The Final Years, 38). When Moreira says that "Hemingway devel
oped a taste for the espionage game," and that the American diplomat Addison 
Southard "rated Hemingway above all the other journalists and spies he had met," 
in the very next sentence Moreira quotes Southard's original phrase that used 
"profession," not Moreira's word "spies": "Mr. Hemingway 's skill in the profes 
sion .... " (193). 

8Secret "Messages to and from Moscow and the Soviet consulates in New 
York and other major cities that were intercepted by the U.S. Army's Signal 
Intelligence Service .. . in the 1940s" (Craig 14). 

9 All Hemingway readers familiar with the biographies are aware of, with the 
exception of the final two volumes (The Paris Years and The Final Years) of 
Michael Reynolds' five volume biography , the personal moralizing in the 
Hemingway life stories of Philip Young, Carlos Baker, Scott Donaldson, Jeffrey 
Meyers, and Kenneth Lynn. See my " Shadowboxing in the Hemingway 
Biographies." 

10"She was also coming across increasing numbers of girls who having grown 
up 'against a shut door,' were becoming prostitutes, sometimes just for a glass of 
beer. ... Martha herself remained angry. One day, in a little town in Idaho called 
Coeur d'Alene , she talked to a group of men, farmers and ranchers in their former 
lives, who were being exploited by a crooked contractor. They told her that while 
they shoveled dirt, he threw their shovels into the lake, then told the authorities 
that they had been broken , and collected a commission on each new consignment. 
While waiting for their new shovels to arrive, the men were again out of work. 
That evening, Martha bought them beer in the bar and told them that the only way 
to make themselves heard would be by doing something dramatic , like breaking 
the windows of the FERA office. The next morning, she moved on to Seattle, and 
the men did exactly what she had suggested . Immediately the FBI, alerted to a 
possible communist uprising, descended on Coeur d'Alene where they were told 
that it had all been done at the suggestion of the relief lady. Before long, the con
tractor was arrested for fraud and the men went back to work, but Martha was 
recalled to Washington and fired. She had become, she wrote to her parents in tri
umph, a 'dangerous Communist.' As she saw it, it was an 'honorable discharge "' 
(Moorehead 83). 

I I Moorehead explains: After spending time in desperately poor areas of the 
country as a FERA reporter , Martha "stormed into Hopkins ' office and harangued 
him about the way relief was being administered , before giving her notice, adding 
that she had plans to write and expose what she had witnessed . By all reports , 
Hopkins was a calm and sensible man. He told her that he had sent her reports to 
Mrs . Roosevelt; why didn ' t she discuss it all with her? Edna Gellhorn and Eleanor 
Roosevelt had become friends while Edna was at Bryn Mawr, and Martha had 
grown up to admire her selfless campaigning . Invited to dinner at the White 
House, she grudgingly accepted ... . A terrible moment came when [Eleanor] rose 
from her place at the long dining room table and shouted down to her husband at 
the other end, her voice high and patrician like her husband's, 'Franklin , talk to 
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that girl. She says all the unemployed have pellagra and syphilis .' There was 
silence; then an explosion of laughter. The president , trying not to smile, listened 
politely while Martha, more angry than embarra ssed , talked about her trave ls 
through the mill towns. He asked her to come back and te ll him more" 
(Moorehead 80-81 ). 

12Moorehead 111. 
13"On Saturday, February 14, 1998, Martha decided that the moment had 

come to die ... . [B]y this point the world around her was little more than a series 
of blurred images. She also knew that she had cancer of the ovary and the liver, 
and that there was nothing that could be done for it. ... There was a jug of new 
white tulips in her bedroom .... Martha put on a cream silk nightdress and lay in 
her bed, leaving the window slightly open . ... Then Martha took the pill she had 
got hold of. 'I think it takes some kind of desperate courage to commit suicide, for 
after all, it is the totally unknown risk,' she had once written .. .. There was no 
sign of fear on her face when she was found by Victoria Glendinning on Sunday 
morning" (Moorehead 423-24). 
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Kerry Mcsweeney, The Realist Short Story of the Powerfu l Glimpse: 
Chekhov to Carver. Columbia: The University of South Carolina Press, 
2007. Pp. xii+ 136. $29.95, hb. 

This book focuses on selected short stories of Anton Chekhov, James 
Joyce, Ernest Hemingway, Flannery O'Connor, and Raymond Carver in 
order to argue for "an aesthetic critical model as an alternative to theory
driven interpretative models" in examining the works of these giants of 
the genre (xi). Mcsweeney chooses these particular authors for their com
mitment "to the realist representation of experience" and their shared 
belief "in the importance and efficacy of the short-story form" (ix). 
Furthermore, these writers push the boundaries of traditional realism. 
Although their stories depict what Carver described as recognizable "men 
and women and children going about the sometimes ordinary business of 
living" (1 ), the stories move beyond the mundane as they catapult the 
reader into a transcendent moment-what Nadine Gordimer defined as "a 
discrete moment of truth" and what Mcsweeney calls "the powerful 
glimpse" of this book's title. Mcsweeney believes that literary critics 
have unduly subjected the stories of these writers to programmed readings 
based on symbolism and thematic sub-texts that entrap and smother the 
stories. He concludes overall that the best of these short stories "engage 
the affective attention of reader s-to make them feel that something of 
consequence is being narrated and to move them" (121). To support his 
point, he quotes O'Connor's own cautionary note about the dangers of 
overreading a text. "The meaning of a story should go on expanding for 
the reader the more he thinks about it," writes O'Connor, "but meaning 
cannot be captured in an interpretation." She adds that "too much inter
pretation is certainly worse than too little, and where feeling for a story is 
absent, theory will not supply it" ( 40). McSweeney believes that a master
piece transcends interpretation and speaks to the reader's soul when it uti
lizes faultless execution to build toward that moment of recognition. This 
"glimpse" aligns with Marcel Proust's sensory and perceptual experience 
of stepping into time and memory, and also with James Joyce's idea of 
the epiphany moment that illuminates understanding. When this 
"glimpse" occurs within the natural trajectory of the story, without seem
ing overtly symbolic, the reader will experience an illumination that is 
both visual and auditory. The reader will experience a "ping." "When a 
ping is too loud [because the symbolic significance seems forced], it 
becomes a thud and can have a negative impact on one's reception of a 
realist short story" (11 ). 

McSweeney's vigorous anti-symbol crusade ultimately determines 
how he reads Hemingway along with the other four authors highlighted in 
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this study. As he defines it, "the standard definition of a literary symbol is 
something concrete that through conceptual transference is made to stand 
for or suggest something abstract." He recognizes, though, that "an effec
tive symbol in realist short fiction is seldom so cut-and-dried as this." 
Usually it depends upon "a fully engaged and integrated reading" that 
regards the "deeply embedded and implicit" symbol as opposed to that 
which is "emphatic and explicit." He realizes that effective realist short 
stories might well incorporate "flagrant signifiers," but "it is a question of 
the fictional contract. Flannery O'Connor's mode ofrealist representation, 
for example, can accommodate emphatic effects that Joyce's or 
Hemingway's modes cannot" (11). McSweeney's analysis of Hemingway's 
"Big Two-Hearted River" provides a good illustration of his thesis. In 
essence, he argues that Hemingway commits an "authorial miscalcula
tion" when he unduly showcases the swamp at the end of the story . This 
creates more of a cognitive than an affective component that has engen
dered too much psychological criticism along with resulting, as 
McSweeney sees it, in the story's thud factor. The repetitive references to 
the swamp seem "out of key with the employment of meaningful details 
elsewhere in the story," which violates the principle of Hemingway's 
early stories that "none of the significant things are going to have any lit
erary signs marking them" and which thus detracts from the story's bril
liance (65-67). 

Although McSweeney's aesthetic critical model risks falling into a 
"touchy-feely" school of criticism (a murky combination perhaps of 
Reader Response Theory and New Critical textual accountability), he usu
ally avoids this pitfall by illustrating how certain stories of these key writ
ers emerge as not just good stories but as masterpieces. For this to occur, 
the story must have an intense focus; compression; precise language; sig
nificant concrete detail that reflects but does not define the character's 
inner state of mind; and omission. He underscores the importance of 
omission that Hemingway understood and that Carver defined as "the 
things that are left out, that are implied, the landscape under the smooth 
(but sometimes broken and unsettled) surface of things." Yet Mc Sweeney 
argues that "the practice of leaving things out hardly began with 
Hemingway" since it was also "a natural result of [Chekhov's] composi
tional method," and he asserts that it is important to see all five of these 
writers contextually-in relation to each other as conscious craftsmen and 
also in relation to the ways that their stories themselves interact (12-13). 
He considers this particularly important to understanding Hemingway's 
realist short stories of the powerful glimpse. 

McSweeney's treatment of Hemingway in Chapter 3: "Affects in 
Hemingway's Nick Adams Sequence" singles out three Nick Adams'sto-
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ries, including "Big Two-Hearted River" along with "Indian Camp" and 
"Fathers and Sons," to argue that Hemingway is not interested in "reader 
understanding" so much as "the transfer of experience to the reader," 
which is akin to what Hemingway describes in a deleted section of 
"River" as "moving in the picture" (60, 63). Mcsweeney believes that this 
lived life for Hemingway occurs often because of the sequencing and 
interconnectedness of the Nick Adams stories. He applauds Philip 
Young's attempt to arrange the stories in chronological sequence (pub
lished as The Nick Adams Stories in 1972), but he disagrees (as have oth
ers) with Young's scheme. By adhering to the biographical particulars of 
Hemingway's life, Young places "The End of Something" and "The 
Three-Day Blow" after "Big Two-Hearted River" rather than before, as 
Hemingway has it in In Our Time. Hemingway's arrangement seems 
more appropriate to Nick's overall development both physically and emo
tionally, even though it might not adhere to the particulars of 
Hemingway's life . Whereas some Hemingway scholars try to create "a 
single episodic narrative" out of these stories "in relation to which the 
critical task becomes putting back into the composite text everything the 
author is believed to have left out," Mcsweeney believes that "the ellipses 
and discontinuities . . . sharpen and enrich these stories by generating a 
sense of mystery, of something happening just under the surface-without 
which, as Raymond Carver insists, 'there simply won't be a story"' (57-58). 

McSweeney regards Hemingway's use of omission with an accompa
nying disregard for overt symbolism as basic to the shaping of his stories 
as masterpieces. And "shaping" is a key word here since McSweeney's 
primary criteria for defining the configurations of a masterwork story, 
whether of Hemingway or of the other writers he considers, is Form. 
"Indian Camp" achieves "spatial form" once Hemingway has omitted its 
original opening which references Nick's sleeplessness and fear of death 
the previous evening. In the final condensed version, the two crossings of 
the lake (going to the camp in early evening and then from the camp in 
early morning) "frame" and highlight the story's "visual center" which 
occurs in the shanty where "the figure of the blood-drenched suicide" is 
"illuminated by the father's light" (60). McSweeney argues that removing 
overt references to Nick's earlier reflections on death intensifies the read
er's engagement to the degree that the reader gains understanding not 
through authorial explanation but through the story's movement, which 
becomes more vertical than horizontal as it takes the reader "emotionally 
deeper into Nick's inner being" (62). 

A similar pattern inward emerges in "Big Two-Hearted River" where
in so much for Nick has been left behind, or omitted from the story, that 
"at first glance the story might appear to be a documentary narrative that 
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could be subtitled 'How to Camp and Fish : A Vade Mecum."' 
McSweeney believes that this story achieves resonance through the detail
ing of Nick's sensations "at every point in the narrative" and through 
Hemingway's "verbal renderings of visual perceptions of the landscape" 
(62-63). Hemingway creates a "mode of oscillation between two ways of 
looking," as he does in describing "the far blue hills that marked the Lake 
Superior height of land . [Nick] could hardly see them, faint and far away 
in the heat-light over the plain. If he looked too steadily they were gone . 
But if he only half-looked there they were, the far-off hills of the height of 
land." McSweeney believes that "the flickering, figure/ground quality that 
details in the story have . .. further suggests that their symbolic dimen
sions are not caused by conceptual transference but by adjustments in 
focalization" (67). This nicely underscores the idea of Hemingway as a 
cubist writer whose stories resonate with the lived life to the great degree 
that he successfully rendered multiple points of view simultaneously . 

Throughout this slim yet dense work, Mcsweeney argues that a 
work's power derives not from what it means but from what it is. This 
idea aligns with Archibald MacLeish's definition of modernist art in "Ars 
Poetica" : "a poem should not mean but be," a definition that honors form 
over interpretation. McSweeney distinguishes his critical aesthetic from 
that of New Criticism in that he wishes to combine "both a social context 
and a theme that transcends that context," for he believes that the realist 
short story "is uniquely equipped to bring into sharp focus both the social 
self and the naked soul. Indeed a distinctive moment in the realist short 
story is the emergence of the latter from the mesh of constraining condi
tions in which the former exists" (116). Mcsweeney has selected certain 
stories in this book that might best illustrate his "aesthetic critical model 
as an alternative to theory-driven interpretative models" in judging the 
merits of realist short fiction. Ultimately the book is most helpful to the 
degree that it instructs us in how not to read realist stories in order to 
experience rather than understand them . Although Mcsweeney sometimes 
violates his own maxim by too aggressively arguing for his theoretical 
aesthetic , this book makes a solid contribution to the study of the realist 
short story as defined by its greatest formal practitioners . 

Linda Patterson Miller 
Penn State University , Abington 
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Robert W. Trogden, The Lousy Racket: Hemingway, Scribners, and the 
Business of Literature. Kent, Ohio: Kent State UP, 2007. Pp. xii + 308, 
$39.95 hb. 

In his introduction to The Lousy Racket, Robert W. Trogden writes, "For 
Hemingway, Maxwell Perkins was Scribners" (7). It's this relationship 
that Trogden probes, that between the author and his editor. Other 
employees of Charles Scribner's Sons make brief appearances-Robert 
Bridges and Arthur Dashiell of Scribner's Magazine; Whitney Darrow , 
head of the sales department; and Wallace Meyer and Charles Scribner 
III, who served as Hemingway's editors after Perkins's death. But 
because Perkins represented the firm in nearly all its correspondence with 
the author, the story of Hemingway and Scribner's necessarily becomes 
the story of Hemingway and Perkins . 

The Lousy Racket primarily reconstructs the two men's ongoing dia
logue as it develops through their correspondence. Trogden provides 
detailed historical journalism, much of his research mining unpublished 
material from the collections at the Princeton University Library and the 
John F. Kennedy Library . This material shows Perkins as mostly deferen
tial to Hemingway's literary requests . The few content changes he sug
gested were intended to circumvent libel and obscenity charges, thus 
ensuring unhindered distribution of each book. And because Hemingway 
was at times demanding and temperamental, perhaps Perkins' s greatest 
responsibility was reassuring the author of Scribner's adequate promo
tional campaigns . 

Hemingway ' s commercial success creates a tidy narrative, and 
Trogden's study follows the titles in chronological order. Beginning with 
The Sun Also Rises (1926) and A Farewell to Arms (1929), Hemingway 
immediately became a valuable commercial entity. But his nonfiction 
works of the early 1930s, Death in the Afternoon and Green Hills of 
Africa, achieved only modest sales . It's from a caustic letter in which 
Hemingway criticized the firm's publicity campaign for Death in the 
Afternoon that Trogden assumes his title: "If they feel disappointed and 
still want my 'literary Credo' in a book on bull fighting they can run an 
insert saying 'F-ck the whole goddamned lousy racket."' 

In 1940, For Whom the Bell Tolls reaffirmed the author ' s commercial 
clout, going through seven printings for a total of almost 700,000 copies 
(over half of which were Book-of-the-Month Club editions). It would be 
the final collaboration between Hemingway and Perkins , who passed 
away in 1947. Yet the story of Hemingway and Scribner's continued with 
Across the River and into the Trees (1950), which was critically panned 
but commercially successful , and with The Old Man and the Sea (l 952), 
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which was integral in Hemingway's selection for the 1954 Nobel Prize for 
Literature. 

The Lousy Racket appeals to an audience already familiar with 
Hemingway's biography; the different homes, multiple wives, and various 
altercations are only significant when they link Hemingway to Scribner's 
or provide unexpected publicity coincident with a book launch. This jour
nalistic approach allows Trogden to focus on matters of literary produc
tion rather than literary celebrity. Three appendices detail Hemingway's 
potential earnings, Scribner's advertising campaigns, and the press runs 
for each book. 

But The Lousy Racket perhaps ends prematurely. Trogden's statistics 
take into account only the initial impact of the publications, failing to pro
vide contemporary context of the Hemingway literary industry. The thir
teen books published during the author's lifetime are still valuable assets 
for the firm, and Scribner's has since released twelve additional publica
tions under the Hemingway banner. Appendices of their cumulative print
ings and earnings would more completely detail Scribner's ongoing pro
motion of Hemingway as literary artist, and of Hemingway as a prime 
asset to Scribner's (now an imprint of Simon & Schuster). It would also 
illustrate how Perkins's tact and patience have benefited the firm long into 
the future. It would elevate The Lousy Racket from a study in book history 
to a bibliographical assessment of the interdependence between the author 
and his publishing house. 

The Lousy Racket is both engaging and well researched. It successful
ly reconstructs one of the most storied author-editor relationships in liter
ary history . In the epilogue, Trogden alludes to reprints of Hemingway's 
backlist and to the posthumous publications. By doing so, he introduces 
the possibility for examining the current status of the Hemingway canon 
in Scribner's catalogue . Long after the author's death in 1961, 
Hemin gway's literary capital continues to provide monetary capital for 
both Scribner's and the Hemingway estate . In 2020, In Our Time will 
become the first Hemingway title to enter the public domain (257). Until 
then-and long after then-the collaboration between Hemingway and 
Scribner's will continue. 

Joseph Holt 
University of Minnesota 
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Ernest Hemingway, Muerte en la tarde. Trans. Carmen Martinez Gimeno. 
Eds. Miriam B. Mandel and Anthony Brand. Madrid: Espasa, 2005. Pp. 
477, 25 euros pb. 

Death in the Afternoon (DIA) explored new territory in 1932 by taking the 
subject of toreo seriously. It also broke new ground as Hemingway's 
artistic credo, his most important treatise on the craft of writing. I find it 
fruitless to consider one aspect of the book without the other since 
Hemingway clearly intended for his readers to recognize the intimate con
nection between his discovery of toreo and the simultaneous discovery of 
his style: "So I went to Spain to see bullfights and to try to write about 
them for myself' (3). 

As a result of the book's verbal intricacy and thematic complexity, 
DIA presents an enormous challenge for any translator in any language. 
And since Spanish is the ur-language of toreo-a fact that sometimes 
calls for re-translation or un-translation-the translator's task from 
English to castellano runs the gamut from dangerously simplistic to tricky 
in the extreme. The lack of necessity for the translator to explain what 
Hemingway was in fact explaining in English has the potential to cause a 
kind of linguistic vacuum on one hand or substantive redundancy on the 
other. Theory aside, Hemingway's penchant for "getting the words right," 
a penchant that helps explain the strange, stilted, meticulous, self
conscious and original poetic style of DIA, creates an explicit nightmare 
for the Spanish translator. 

The publication of DIA went mostly unnoticed by the ranks of the tau
rinos in Spain and its taurine satellites. Only the critics Rafael Hernandez 
(the Rafael of chapter 20), and Tomas Orts Ramos, who wrote under the 
penname Uno al sesgo, read it in English and published favorable 
reviews. The rest- except for a literary notice by Lino Novas Calvo in the 
Revista de Occidente-was silence. 

The first-partial and faulty-translation into Spanish, by Lola de 
Aguado, was published by Planeta in Barcelona in 1968. Reprinted in 
paperback by Random House Mondadori (also in Barcelona) in 2005, it 
now carries a strange preface by Argentine writer Rodrigo Fresan, which 
is as cynical as it is full of fantasy. Fresan cites, for example, Hemingway's 
letter of 2 May 1924 to Edward J. O'Brien, correctly footnoting the letter 
(Selected Letters 117), but telling the reader that in that letter Hemingway 

postulates for the first time a theory about toreo, relating it to writing 
[ and mentioning] "the sequence between the movement and the fact" 
[ and] "grace under extreme pressure", the effect of which "can be as 
profound as any religious ecstasy," finally leaving the spectator "so 
[tan] empty, so changed and so sad". (13; my translation, intentional
ly literal; the quotation marks are Fresan's, evidently to indicate 
direct quotations from the letter[?]; my interpolations are in brackets) 
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Many readers will recognize at once the somewhat deformed wording 
taken directly from DIA as well as from a letter to Scott Fitzgerald written 
20 April 1926 on "Grace under pressure" (Selected Letters 200, no men
tion of "extreme"). Laziness? Memory glitches? Weird substances? 
Certainly not the letter to O'Brien or any other single source. 

Furthermore, Fresan cites an article of mine ("Hemingway's Spanish 
Sensibility," The Cambridge Companion to Hemingway), on "genetic 
memory" and "laterit atavism" from the beginning of the piece, but then 
goes on to cram many ideas and quotations from my article into his pref
ace with no further citation. (That first reference to my article is an old 
trick to avoid the appearance of inappropriate use.) 

I mention all this utterly uncritical chicanery simply to illustrate what 
pitiful shape Muerte en la tarde had assumed by 2005. And the Random 
House Mondadori edition is the same manque version from 1968, with 
nothing but the text of chapters 1-20. No glossary, no calendar, no appre
ciation of Sidney Franklin, no reactions and no "illustrations." (Just Fresan.) 

But then, also in 2005, Carmen Martinez Gimeno's new translation 
came out from Espasa (Madrid) . As she points out in her preface, chapters 
1-20 comprise only slightly more than half of the original, which had 
been-to literally add insult to injury-deleted here and there by Franco's 
censors. (Clearly part of the problem regarding translations of 
Hemingway's works into Spanish stemmed from the animosity of the 
regime and timidity or wisdom of the would-be translators. I remember 
that in 1963 it was difficult, some said risky, to try to get an English copy 
of For Whom the Bell Tolls, even at the German bookstore, Buchholz .) 

So this new translation by Martinez Gimeno is the first time the com
plete book has been available in Spanish. The most important work on 
toreo in English, a pioneering treatise about a uniquely Spanish cultural 
phenomenon, a book by one of the most famous, enduring, and influential 
writers of all time, and it took from 1932 to 2005 to be published in its 
entirety in Spanish? Madre mia . (Note too that the rights were ceded from 
Random House Mondadori to Espasa for publication in the same year as 
the re-release of their own deficient edition. Makes you wonder who's 
driving the train.) 

And if it were not for Miriam Mandel's and Tony Brand's efforts
they were in charge of the edition, but they also made it happen-proba 
bly nothing would have changed. Over the years, Mandel has made her
self into the doyenne of Death in the Afternoon, and Tony Brand, with his 
deep afici6n and encyclopedic knowledge, has added a new dimension to 
her work on recent projects. (She is a self-proclaimed non-aficionada.) 
Mandel has contributed an introductory essay titled "Ernest Hemingway: 
Biografia, afici6n, lectura y arte." Brand has added a closing piece on 
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"Las fotografias publicadas en Muerte en la tarde." Mandel follows with 
"Lecturas de Hemingway sobre Espana y la corrida de toros antes de 
1932." Finally, there is a reprint of the 1933 review by Uno al sesgo 
(Tomas Orts Ramos) mentioned above. 

Mandel writes a practical introduction, most of which should be useful 
to the Spanish reader but some of which is confusing and disappointing, 
as when she tells us that, "Acostumbrado a los toros de los afios veinte, 
Hemingway nunca estuvo conforme con los toros de la posguerra y de los 
afios posteriores"; "Accustomed to the bulls of the 20s, Hemingway was 
never satisfied with the bulls of the posguerra and later years" (16) . 
Posguerra? All the bulls he saw from 1923 on were bulls of the 20s and 
of the posguerra . What's the discrepancy? How could he be accustomed 
to and never satisfied with the same bulls? (And if she is referring to the 
Spanish civil war, then she is really muddying the waters regarding DIA.) 

Hemingway's upbringing and personal circumstances get reasonable 
coverage, but a few mistakes and some imprecision tend to spoil the over
all effect , especially from the point of view of the specialist (i.e., this anal
perfectionist-reviewer, pardon the redundancy) : 

The Hemingway summer house was in northern Michigan , not in 
"Upper Michigan" (12). 

Hemingway was not as much a torista as he was a torerista (19). In 
fact , one of John McCormick's most serious-and telling-com
plaints about the nature of Hemingway's afici6n was that he was too 
heavily torerista. Lots ofus are. 

Nor was Hemingway really "Bien dotado para las lenguas"; "Quite 
gifted in languages," and he did not "learn Spanish in a short time" 
(18). His written Spanish was self-confessedly lamentable even after 
his many years in Cuba, and his spoken Spanish was grammatically 
defective and heavily accented (doubters need to read his Spanish 
correspondence with, for example , Juanito Quintana , from the 50s 
[in the JFK Library] , and listen to his recordings in Spanish). The 
remarkable aspect is quite the contrary , in that Hemingway absorbed 
as much about toreo as he did, in spite of his Spanish. 

A passage from DIA on El Gallo is not full of "gerundios e imperfec
tos" (25). It's full of participles and imperfects, the lovely verbal 
adjectives of which Hemingway was so fond and with which he 
became such a virtuoso . 

Hemingway's short story is titled "The Faithful Bull," not The Brave 
Bull (28). 
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Hemingway's attack on Faulkner in chapters 14 and 15? A touch of 
satire, ironic praise, but ataque? The Waldo Frank bit is an attack. 
But not the Faulkner. (By the way, most any aficionado who reads 
Waldo Frank's Virgin Spain will understand Hemingway's irritation.) 

And finally, for our purposes here, toreros are not able, as are writ
ers, to "survive death through art" (17), a point Hemingway under
stood quite well: "the art of bullfighting ... is only kept from being 
one of the major arts because it is impermanent" (13-14). Toreo is an 
art that depends, once it's over, entirely on memory. Not even film 
can truly capture it. 

After reading (and reviewing) Mandel's excellent work with 
Hemingway's Death in the Afternoon : The Complete Annotations, I am at 
a bit of a loss to explain these lapses and opinions. 

Tony Brand's long article "Las fotografias publicadas en Muerte en la 
tarde," the translation of a piece published in Mandel's A Companion to 
Ernest Hemingway's Death in the Afternoon (Camden House, Rochester, 
N.Y., 2004), is more punctilious, but one wonders-I wonder, at least
just how this complex, long, sometimes repetitive, yet quite sophisticated 
essay fits with the intention of publishing a new and complete translation 
of DIA. While it's a fine essay, as English-language readers already know, 
here it seems somehow postizo-tacked on. 

Mandel's important bibliographical essay, also previously published 
in A Companion, should be of interest to Spanish readers and will be of 
interest to English readers who can read Spanish and are unfamiliar with 
the original. Aside from the few works cited as sources by Hemingway in 
his own text and Bibliographical Note, Mandel brings a number of others 
to light, specific works which tend to undercut Hemingway's assertion 
that he wrote DIA because "there was no book which did this [ explained 
the spectacle "both emotionally and practically"] in Spanish or in 
English" (517). The contradiction-between, say, the 2077 Spanish 
entries he mentions as existing and his contention that there is "no book" 
in either language -has always nagged at me as unsustainable. Now 
Mandel makes it clear that Hemingway read or owned books that belie his 
assertion. Here are two English examples: J. Morewood Dowsett's The 
Spanish Bullring, Being Some Account of the Spanish Bull Fight from its 
Earliest History and To-day (1928) and Tom Jones 's Bull Fighting 
Illustrated (1904) . 

Although her annotations seem somewhat capricious-Borrow gets an 
annotation but Ford does not, even though both are cited together by 
Robert Jordan (For Whom the Bell Tolls 248)-they do open the way for 
interesting source studies in the future. Never mind that Montherlant is 
misspelled Montherland or that the Guia Michelin de Espana y Portugal 
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is cited without a date, this compilation will be quite valuable, especially 
the extensive Spanish sources. 

The coda, as it were, is Tomas Orts Ramos' fine review of DIA 
(1933). I commend Mandel and Brand for including this piece in the vol
ume. It serves to place Hemingway's pioneering and evangelistic work
buena nueva as Orts Ramos puts it-in perspective from the point of view 
of an erudite Spanish critic of the time. In many ways this was the finest 
review DIA received. 

Finally there is the thorny matter of the translation itself. First of all, I 
want to state unequivocally that Carmen Martinez Gimeno's translation is 
superior to the previous translation by Lola de Aguado. But how good is 
it? And whose responsibility is the quality of the translation, given that 
the first billing of the credits on the title page (after EH, of course) goes to 
Mandel and Brand, with secondary billing to the translator? Where does 
the buck/euro stop? Why, I wonder , didn't Mandel and Brand do the 
translation themselves? I can't pretend to answer these questions, but, 
bearing in mind the difficulties I described at the beginning of this review , 
I can assert that the translation, although obviously an enormous effort , 
leaves a bit to be desired . 

I'm most critical of those seminal passages concerning writing. Two 
examples will suffice . Hemingway writes: "to put down what really hap
pened in action" (2); and Martinez Gimeno translates : "plasmar lo que 
sucede en realidad" (38). Plasmar-a magnificent verb-means to ren
der,, to express, as a painter does, and despite Hemingway's affinity with 
painters, here he is not rendering in that sense, he is putting down, he is 
writing, transferring what he is seeing into words . And then "in action" 
and "en realidad" are not even close. The key is action, toreo itself. The 
translator hasn't gotten the guts of it with "en realidad," and she has in 
the process skewed the vital link between toreo and writing . 

Nor does "la sucesi6n de movimiento y acci6n que conforma la emo
ci6n" properly render Hemingway's most famous, single most important 
phrase about writing : "the sequence of motion and fact which made the 
emotion" (same pages). How is acci6n fact? In the first passage she 
missed the action and in the second she puts in acci6n where Hemingway 
deliberately eschewed it, countering motion with static fact. I could go on 
about this passage, but it seems pointless. The fluent Spanish reader is already 
ahead of me, wondering about the choices of movimiento and conforma. 

Martinez Gimeno has translated the book, the whole book, into 
Spanish, and she has gotten the taurine matter (no small achievement), but 
she has lost the subtleties of a modernist masterpiece. The poetry of chap
ter 20-admittedly the most difficult job of all-is insufficiently fash
ioned. One example: Hemingway writes "the storks ... wheeling in the 
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sky" (271), and Martinez Gimeno translates "las cigueiias . . . surcando 
los cielos" (276) . Surcar is to plow, to cut through. Why not girando? 
Mandel, Brand, and Martinez Gimeno are all responsible for whatever 
loss has herein occurred. 

Nevertheless, on the positive side, aficionados and taurine bibliophiles 
will want a copy of this stage in the history of DIA in Spanish. It's a giant 
step forward from Lola de Aguado's translation and Fresan's pathetic 
introduction, and it puts DIA in a much more favorable light. 

Allen Josephs 
The University of West Florida 
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Editor's Notes 

NDQ Booknotes 

Donald Junkins, Half Hitch, New York and Bloomington, IN: iUniverse, 
Inc., 2010 . Pp. vi +372, $21.95 pb . 

The author of Half Hitch is well known to us as a widely published poet, a 
Hemingway scholar, and the poetry editor of this journal. Half Hitch is his 
debut as a novelist, and a second novel is forthcoming. Such a combina
tion of literary activity seems most apt for further Hemingway work, and 
Junkins has no doubt absorbed a few lessons apropos this novel. 

In any case Half Hitch is absorbing, well paced, and well cast with a 
range of characters . A passing direct allusion to The Sun Also Rises, and 
elsewhere parallels enrich the narrative, not for show but for the author's 
abilities to both follow the growth of the protagonist and to do so through 
deftly describing his human milieu (a la Hemingway's roman a clef) and his 
environment (not clinically a la sociology but subtly, poetically) . 

No doubt Junkins' characters like Hemingway's emerge from life, but 
as far as I know they do so without triggering a little industry in which the 
novel is submerged in arid biography. Like Jake Barnes in Hemingway's 
first major novel, Half Hitch is a bildungsroman about protagonist Cal 
Newsome's spiritual growth, and his life in a seminary makes that journey 
directly clear. 

At one point in a dialog between the protagonist poet-seminarian and 
a mentor, the guide tells him "The church needs poets, God knows," and 
later, to the doubting Cal, "Everybody's got questions, Cal. The only 
answers are the ones we live into . I know that sounds literary . But art and 
religion are the same things finally." (And the narrative in sum testifies to 
that belief.) 

The ending brings in another perhaps surprising point of view yet one 
congruent with all that precedes it-Thoreau's Walden, and Junkins 
makes a fine insightful connection to transcendentalism that unites the 
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pair of the central characters, man and woman, walking in harmony into 
their future . It's a moving conclusion . 

ra 

Ernest Hemingway has long been well regarded in the USSR and Russia. 
The following three paragraphs are the beginning of a study in Russian of 
Hemingway by Zilma Mayants whose books in English are available from 
Amazon. 

It was completely unexpected, and therefore particularly painful. ... 
From distant America had come the sorrowful news: On July 2, 
1961, in his country home near Ketchum, Idaho, Ernest Hemingway 
had perished, the daring, kind man, artist of huge and original talent, 
sincere democrat and anti-fascist, great and loyal friend of our people. 

A gunshot to the head had cut short the life of one who had 
seemed to have a charm against death, whom neither bullets, nor 
bombs , nor mines had dared kill, who had survived numerous acci
dents on the ground and in the air, on city streets and in dense 
African jungles. 

The many reports of his death had never proved true. After yet 
another serious wound at the front or while hunting, when, it seemed, 
there was no hope at all that he would survive and again write his 
marvelous books, he would reappear smiling, his face red from the 
sun and the salty sea water, "a big, cheerful man as kind as a child." 

-Translated from Russian by 
Ralph Koprince 
University of North Dakota 

ra 

Paul T. Bryant, whose essays have appeared in NDQ has published Old 
Men: Sketches of a Time in Life. Bryant, a self characterized "old man" 
writes wittily about old men (sans the euphemism Senior Citizens) from 
varied backgrounds and interests in reflection of Bryant's own long life as 
a farm and ranch hand, soldier, naturalist, teacher, and academic adminis
trator. Old Men was published by Xlibris (phone 888-795-4274, ext. 7876 
or online at www.Xlibris .com). 

ra 

Cuba's Ministry of Culture has given the John F. Kennedy Library copies 
of letters and documents Hemingway amassed during his years in Cuba, 
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including corrected proofs of The Old Man and the Sea and an alternate 
ending to For Whom the Bell Tolls. -Reported by Dave ltzkoff in The 
New Yorks Times ArtsBeat, October 29, 2009 

William Borden, Chester Fritz Distinguished Professor Emeritus, died in 
October 2010 . He was Fiction Editor of the North Dakota Quarterly 
from 1986 until his retirement in 2001. 

We regret his death, but we also celebrate his memory. Ave atque 
vale. 

0-l 

Sea Changes: Books That Mattered 

Just as they provide pleasure and prompt criticism, books have a role in 
the developmental history of their readers. For the impact of a book 
depends not only on how it is read but when. Many books fortify or deep
en the beliefs of readers; others prompt adaptive responses-that is, the 
newly read text is fitted to its reader's fund of knowledge and experience. 
Encounters with some texts, however, amount to a sea change in the lives 
of their readers. They produce fundamental reorientations of belief, under 
standing, and purpose. North Dakota Quarterly publishes occasional 
accounts of "books that mattered," books that produced a sea change in 
their readers. These personal essays have been about well-known books 
like Jack Kerouac's On the Road and lesser known ones such as George 
Morgan's The Human Predicament. As one contributor has proposed, 
books that matter "liberate the reader from a parochial view of experience 
.. . and usher their readers into a fuller understanding of self, society, and 
culture ." NDQ continues to invite contributions of personal essays on a 
book or books that mattered. 

Explore ... Endure ... Evolve ... 
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Contributors 

Melanie Minnie Lena Conroy-Goldman is chair of the English 
Department at Hobart and William Smith Colleges where she teaches fic
tion writing. She has published work in anthologies from St. Martin's 
Press and William Morrow and in journals such as The Southern Review 
and Storyquarterly. Currently, she is revising "The Perfect Remains," a 
novel considerably longer than 10,000 words about the legacy of Second 
Wave feminism. 

• Donald A. Daiker is Professor Emeritus of Miami University in Oxford, 
Ohio . His articles on Hemingway have appeared in The Hemingway 
Review, The McNeese Review, The Fitzgerald -Hemingway Annual, The 
South Atlantic Quarterly, and Studies in Short Fiction. He has presented 
at recent Hemingway conferences in Ronda, Spain, Kansas City, 
Missouri, and Lausanne, Switzerland. 

Robert E. Fleming is Professor Emeritus of English at the University of 
New Mexico. He is the author of The Face in the Mirror: Hemingway's 
Writers, editor of Hemingway and the Natural World, and co-editor with 
Robert W. Lewis of Hemingway's Under Kilimanjaro. 

Robert E. Gajdusek (Robin to many who were lucky enough to become 
his friend) was a teacher-critic of Ernest Hemingway's writing for many 
years at San Francisco State University and at many conferences around 
the world where he brought his unusual aesthetic insight to bear upon 
Hemingway's work. Twenty-six of his essays were published in Hemingway 
in His Own Country (University of Notre Dame Press 2003). Reading it is 
a post-graduate experience that both the Hemingway and Nick Adams 
Societies have recognized and honored for his lifetime extraordinary 
achievement devoted to Hemingway studies encapsulated so well in his 
words: "Let me additionally acknowledge the reciprocal gift of scholar
ship, that the effort to know and discover comes flooding back as excite
ment, delight, moments of grace and beauty, as cities and landscapes and 
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sea journeys, and the intimate companionship with the man I study, his 
sensitivity, his precision of sight, and his rare standard of truth." "Bimini" 
is a fragment left behind upon Robin's death. Ave atque vale. 

Marina Gradoli taught courses in English and American literatures at the 
Universities of Pisa, Davis (California), and Perugia. She is now retired. 
As a recipient of a Fulbright scholarship she conducted research at the 
Kennedy Library (Boston) and at the Newberry Library (Chicago). 

Zak Haselmo, a former graduate intern of NDQ, grew up in California 
and later moved to North Dakota to study under Hemingway scholar 
Robert W. Lewis. He is currently working on Melville's The Corifidence-Man. 

Jeffrey Herlihy is Assistant Professor of Humanities at the University of 
Puerto Rico, Mayaguez , and author of In Paris or Paname: Hemingway's 
Expatriate Nationalism (Amsterdam: Rodopi, 2011). Herlihy is the Ernest 
Hemingway Foundation's Smith-Reynolds Fellow and has a PhD from 
Pompeu Fabra University in Barcelona. 

Joseph Holt teaches at the University of Minnesota and at the Loft 
Literary Center in Minneapolis. His fiction has appeared in Gulf Coast 
and The Chariton Review. 

Walter Houk, a U.S. Foreign Service officer and professional observer of 
Cuba at the American Embassy in Havana, met Juanita "Nita" Jensen, 
also on the staff there in 1950. As they got acquainted she revealed that on 
weekends she had done stenography for "a local writer," which led to 
meeting the Hemingways at their Finca near Havana, ensuing warm rela
tionships, and at length, to marriage, a wedding reception at the Finca, 
and a lifelong interest afterward. In recent years he has written half a 
dozen articles for NDQ on Cuba and Hemingway from the perspective of 
one of the few people alive who knew Hemingway when both lived in 
Havana. 

Allen Josephs is an international authority on Hispanic culture. Past pres
ident of the Hemingway Society and of the South Atlantic Modern 
Language Association, he is the author of eight books and numerous arti
cles on Hemingway, Lorca , Picasso, and Cormac McCarthy. His latest 
book, Ritual and Sacrifice in the Corrida: The Saga of Cesar Rincon , has 
won multiple awards. Currently he is researching a book on the human 
fascination with the bull, as well as a second book on For Whom the Bell 
Tolls . He is University Research Professor at the University of West 
Florida where he has taught since 1969. 
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Donald Junkins recently published a novel, Half Hitch, about his early 
years, and a new book of poems, Swans Island Buoys and Other Lines, 
will appear soon. He is also the poetry editor ofNDQ. 

Brad McDuffie is an Instructor of English at Nyack College. He recently 
published his first book of poems, And the West Was Not So Far Away 
and a chapbook of poems, Seven Hymns from the West. His work has been 
published in The South Carolina Review and Aethlon among other places 
including North Dakota Quarterly. His article, "For Ernest, with Love 
and Squalor: The Influence of Ernest Hemingway on the Life and Work 
of J. D. Salinger," was excerpted by the Kansas City Star in July. 

Ron McFarland teaches literature (including a Hemingway course) and 
creative writing at the University of Idaho . His most recent critical works 
are The Rockies in First Person, a study of recent memoirs from the 
region, and The Long Life of Evangeline (2010), which he thinks reflects 
the non-Hemingway aspects of his sensibility. 

Matthew Nickel is a PhD candidate at the University of Louisiana at 
Lafayette writing his dissertation on Hemingway . He has presented sever
al papers at International Hemingway Conferences and has recently 
received the Smith-Reynolds Founders Fellowship for research on 
Hemingway and Ezra Pound conducted at Brunnenburg Castle, the home 
of Mary de Rachewiltz (Ezra Pound's daughter). He has also co-edited a 
collection of poetry with H . R. Stoneback: Des Hymnagistes: An 
Anthology (2010). 

David Raabe is Professor Emeritus and former chair of English at the 
University of Nebraska-Omaha . Among his published articles are a num
ber on Ernest Hemingway and Raymond Carver. 

Ben Stoltzfus is Professor Emeritus of French, Comparative Literature, 
and Creative Writing at the University of California, Riverside . He is a 
novelist, translator, and literary critic with special interests in metafiction, 
art and literature, and French-American refractions. He has published 
books on Robbe-Grillet, Lacan, Magritte, Jasper Johns, and, most recent
ly, Hemingway and French Writers (Kent State UP, 2010) . He lives in 
Riverside, California, with his artist-wife, Judith Palmer . 

H. R. Stoneback is Distinguished Professor of English at the State 
University of New York (New Paltz). He has published (as author or edi
tor) more than twenty books-literary criticism and poetry . Recent vol-
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umes include Reading Hemingway's The Sun Also Rises, Amazing 
Grace - Wheelchair -Jumpshot -Jesus -Love Poems, and Hurricane Hymn 
and Other Poems. 
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NORTH DAKOTA MUSEUM OF ART 

CONCERT SERIES 

Diotima String Quartet 

January 23, 2011 

Sarah Cahill, pianist 

February 27, 2011 

Svetlana Strezeva, soprano and 

Milana Strezeva, pianist 

April 3, 2011 

Sunday afternoons at 2 pm in the Museum galleries 
For tickets call (701) 777-4195 • www.ndmoa.com 
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Call for Papers 

Proposal for special issue of North Dakota Quarterly 
Title: "Diversity and Its Discontents" 
Proposed guest editors: Kathleen Dixon, Professor of English, University 
of North Dakota, and Magda Michielsens, Professor Emerita of Women 
Studies, University of Antwerp 

Everyone claims to "support diversity ." What are they supporting? One 
university's policy on "Diversity and Pluralism" says, "Policies and pro
cedures of the University oblige its students, faculty, staff, and alumni to 
foster the awareness and sensitivity necessary for acceptance and under
standing of all people in society." But do such policies actually make pos
sible understanding, not to mention acceptance, of others whose beliefs or 
behaviors some find distasteful or "offensive"? How do such policies deal 
with the conflicts that human difference often arouses? Is "diversity" this 
generation's version of the nineteenth-century term tolerance? In 
Regulating Aversion, feminist political scientist Wendy Brown reminds us 
that tolerance arises out of liberal notions of freedom, and means, in part, 
the freedom from engagement with people and classes of people we don't 
like . Is diversity a "killing concept," as Belgian feminist philosopher 
Magda Michielsens argues in her paper "The Evolution of Western 
European Feminism and Its Relation to the New Left"? Is it a general 
term that supplants other more specific ones, such as blacks, women, or 
gays, thereby insuring a lack of engagement with any particular form of 
discrimination? Does the phenomenon of diversity actually make illiberal 
discourse possible by allowing those with social, political, and economic 
power to claim that they are being excluded from protection under the big 
tent of diversity? 

We issue a call for essays and creative works from philosophers, 
social scientists, and humanists, including literary authors, who can shed 
light on the real conflicts that lie behind the current political and institu
tional uses of the word diversity. 

Submission deadline: August 31, 2011. Submissions should be sent to: 
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