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 Ernest Hemingway, the writer that all American writers have to deal with.  

Several of you are creative writers and this is the — you know, even though he’s been 

dead for 40 years, this is still the man to beat.  This is still the competition.  No one has 

risen to take his place really.  We have established authors like John Updike and we 

have competitors who challenged Hemingway like Norman Mailer and we have men of 

great promise like Phillip Roth who just didn’t live up to it.  And writers like Joyce Carol 

Oates who wrote and wrote and wrote and wrote, and never did finally really hit it, as far 

as I’m concerned.  But Hemingway, he’s the man. 

 Born July 21st, 1899.  For better or worse, love him or hate him, you have to deal 

with him.  July 21st, 1899, and died on July 2nd, 1961.  So obviously just a couple of 

weeks before his 62nd birthday.  It wasn’t particularly a long life, but he certainly filled it 

with a lot of adventure.  I was at a wedding one time and the groom’s father’s turn came 

to toast them.  And he said, “I wish you a life of high adventure.”  I never heard anything 

like that.  You know, usually it’s happiness and good fortune.  High adventure.  Since 

the groom was about to ship out for Vietnam the next week, I guess part of that was 

certainly — would certainly be coming true.  But that’s what Hemingway had, a life of 

high adventure. 

 Born in Oak Park, Illinois.  Worked for a time at the Kansas City Star.  If any of 

you are from Kansas City, you know that newspaper.  In 1917 he tried to enlist in the 

army and his eyes wouldn’t let him in.  He was barely 18.  So he joined the ambulance 

corps, a volunteer ambulance driver.  Just like E. E. Cummings did.  He was on the 

Italian front and attached to the Italian army, and he was wounded severely in his leg by 
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a mortar shell which formed one of the central scenes of “A Farewell to Arms.” 

 But his fame began in 1926 with his first novel, “The Sun Also Rises,” when he 

was only 27.  And it was an immediate best-seller and made him world famous.  He 

married Hadley Richardson in 1920.  This was six years before that first novel.  Hadley 

had a little bit of money, inherited money, and this enabled him to live.  They went to 

Paris because you could live so much cheaper there, the way Fitzgerald and so many 

others did.  There he met and hung out with Gertrude Stein and Sherwood Anderson 

and Ezra Pound and Scott Fitzgerald and others. 

 He repaid Sherwood Anderson by writing a horrible parody of Anderson’s writing 

called — oh, something laughter.  I can’t think of it now.  I shouldn’t have mentioned it if 

I don’t know.  And he repaid Scott Fitzgerald for his kindness and his help in getting his 

early work published by writing a terrible thing about him that was published in his 

memoir about Paris, a moveable feast.  But then that’s just kind of typical Hemingway. 

 Most known for his style.  By the end of his life, some of Hemingway’s writing 

was almost as bad as people who tried to write like Hemingway.  I mean, it was like he 

was trying to write like Hemingway.  And, oh, it’s so easy to parody.  E. B. White wrote a 

piece called “Across the Street and Into the Grill” which was a parody, of course, of 

“Across the River and into the Trees.”  And the guy says, “I commute good.”  I don’t 

know that Hemingway ever really used “good” as an adverb that way, but it certainly 

sounds like it. 

 The Hemingway style.  Write the truth.  Get rid of all the bull.  Pare it down.  And 

they mention his famous iceberg image that what you see is just one-eighth of it.  
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Seven-eighths of it is under the water.  I think that could be a little bit misleading.  What 

he tried to do with his style was to make it simple and clear and good.  Often 

monosyllabic words.  He didn’t go for big Latin or Greek vocabularies.  Anglo-Saxon 

was good enough.  And it works.  It works most of the time.  When it does work, it works 

beautifully well. 

 “The Sun Also Rises” was about the so-called lost generation.  That phrase came 

from a conversation that Hemingway was having with Gertrude Stein.   She, of course, 

had quite a salon in Paris of artists and intellectuals.  I’ve seen a picture of her, sitting 

before that famous portrait that Picasso did of her.  She looks rather like a large black 

rock.  And she said to Picasso, “That doesn’t look anything like me” and Picasso said, 

“It will.”  And now when you think of Gertrude Stein, I think of her the way she looks in 

that portrait.  But she asked — she told Hemingway — she said, “You’re all a generation 

[French term].”  You’re all a lost generation.  She gave the name to it. 

 By the way, part of the success of “The Son Also Rises” led to the popularity of 

Pamplona because they rode to the running of the bulls.  And so the last 80 years 

people have gone to Spain and got themselves beat up and kicked and injured because 

Hemingway did it. 

 “A Farewell to Arms” came out in 1929 based largely on his experience in World 

War I.  The central character, Lieutenant Frederick Henry, falls in love with a nurse who 

nurses him back to health when his leg is shot up.  In the book her name is Catherine 

Barkley.  In real life she’s based on a woman named Agnes Jarosky, is I believe the 

way you pronounce it, who was a Polish nurse attached to the Red Cross.  But she was 
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some 15, 16 years older than Hemingway.  He was a boy, as far as she was concerned, 

and nothing came of that.  But in the novel, something comes of it. 

 I used that one time as a supplemental text for 351 survey and the students 

either loved it or hated it.  Have any of you read “A Farewell to Arms”?  What’d you think 

of it?  Liked it?  Did you like it?  They would say things like — do people really talk this 

way? Because he would say, “We will go to Switzerland.  We will not go to the war 

anymore.”  And she would say, “And we will be happy.  Will we be happy and will you 

love me then when we go to Switzerland?  You’ll love me and we’ll be happy?”  “Yes, I 

will love you and I will be happy and you will be happy.”  

 I don’t know if people do, but people in Hemingway do.  Everybody’s read 

[inaudible] “White Elephants”?  It’s all dialogue, just those people talking.  He’s just 

trying to convince her that she should have an abortion, although they never use the 

word.  And he keeps on and keeps on and keeps on and keeps on — remember that?  

And finally she says, “Will you please, please, please, please, please, please stop 

talking?”  Is that perfect?  I don’t know how many pleases there are there.  I never 

counted ‘em.  I guess I have counted ‘em.  “Will you please, please, please, please, 

please stop talking?” — five.  Did I do that in here before?  I feel like we just did that.  If 

she’d said it six times — “Would you please, please, please, please, please, please” — 

no.  So it’s all right with me if they talk that way.  I think Hemingway talked that way.  He 

called every woman younger than himself “daughter.”  You know, he had a lot of — 

Papa Hemingway. 

 1940.  They’re talking about his depictions of women have often come in for a lot 
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of criticism in that Catherine Barkley seems to be kind of a clinging whine in “A Farewell 

to Arms.”  She dies in the end.  I hope that’s not ruining it for you.  But, I mean, it’s a far 

cry from “Love Story” where the hero — his father comes along with a check for a few 

million dollars and Candace Bergen is waiting in the wings when his wife dies.  But for 

Hemingway’s hero, he walks off into the rain.  Of course, the child was stillborn as well.  

So typical Hemingway. 

 Maria, who is the love interest in “For Whom the Bell Tolls,” is a simple, peasant 

girl and, as they say, a fantasy figure of total submissiveness.  But he has some other 

women.  For instance, Lady Brett Ashley in “The Sun Also Rises.”  Formidable people 

and can hold their own.  The hero in “For Whom the Bell Tolls” is Robert Jordan, an 

American professor — college professor, a geologist — who volunteers to fight Franco, 

to fight fascists in Spain.  And dies at the end, manning a machine gun, holding his post 

while the others escape.  Existential has been applied to a lot of Hemingway’s situations 

and characters and the reason for that is that he was writing in the period that created 

contemporary existentialism.  And he, like Crane, wrote mostly about people under 

extreme situations of stress and danger.  The phrase “grace under pressure” comes 

from Hemingway.  This is what he considered real bravery to be. 

 Of course, war, hunting, and similar pursuits that he had used at first to show 

men manifesting dignity in the face of certain defeat increasingly became depicted in his 

life as well as his writing as occasions for competitive masculine display and triumph.  

There was an awful lot of chest-beating in Hemingway.  He took it about as far as he 

could take it. 
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 As far as women go, he was married four times.  Hadley was the first and they 

broke up, and he — when he fell in love with Pauline Pfeiffer.  Pauline Pfeiffer was from 

Arkansas.  She was a fashion editor and this and that in Paris.  And part of “A Farewell 

to Arms” was written in Picket, Arkansas, which has always fascinated me — where her 

family had a home. 

 Martha Gilhorn was wife number three.  She was a writer and she was also pretty 

tough herself.  Gilhorn went in — she landed with the troops at V-Day.  Hemingway flew 

over it — you know, went in later.  Two enormous egos.  Wound up with Mary Walsh 

who outlived him and was probably the toughest of all his wives.  She was a petite little 

woman but she apparently could handle the brute, could handle Hemingway.  More 

power to her. 

 He took her Big Game hunting.  That was one of his big pastimes.  He loved to 

go to Africa and kill large animals.  And they went out after a lion and they came back, 

and they said, “Well, what happened?”  And she said, “Well, I got my lion but Ernest 

shot his in the butt.”  I just kinda thought that was cute that she could take care of him. 

 During World War II, he was a war correspondent and he got to Paris, he 

claimed, before the French — before the free French did and before the rest of the allies 

did.  First thing he did was liberate the bar at the Ritz Hotel.  He also claims to have 

dispatched the sniper that was on top of the building across from Sylvia Beech’s 

Shakespeare & Company bookstore.  Maybe, maybe not.  He did carry a pistol around 

and attempted to interrogate German prisoners, and just generally made a nuisance of 

himself.  But I know he had a blast. 
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 He did use his fishing boat to keep watch for German submarines off the coast of 

Cuba.  The Germans in the early part of the war were sinking a lot of our shipping 

because the resorts in Florida would not turn their lights out at night.  And so they could 

see the ships silhouetted against the coastline and sent their torpedoes after ‘em.  So 

Hemingway in his boat, the Pilar, went out there and chased subs.  He actually chased 

one one time.  In his book posthumously published, “Islands in the Stream,” is a pretty 

good account of that. 

 You know, Hemingway is a sportsman.  There’s a biography -- probably the most 

significant biography of Hemingway was written by a man named Carlos Baker and it is 

exhaustive in its detail.  Baker tells you how many wood ducks Hemingway shot on a 

particular afternoon and how many — you know, there’s just all this — all this awful 

detail.  But also he tells on him — this is the sportsman, Hemingway — one time he was 

fishing, deep sea fishing, and I guess he had a marlin which might figure later with “The 

Old Man and the Sea.”  But he played this fish and he worked this fish and he couldn’t 

land it, and he got somebody to hold the rod and he went inside and came out of the 

cabin with a Thompson — a 45 caliber machine gun and shot the thing.   

 Now, there’s something about — you know, the great sportsman, Hemingway — 

rat-tat-tat-tat-tat — with a . . . [inaudible] was also one of the places where he injured his 

head.  It’s a shame that he blew his head off because his skull would’ve been 

interesting to see.  He had so many concussions.  He slipped down the steps of the 

Pilar one time and landed on the back of his head, broke the occiput of his skull. 

 There’s a famous portrait of him in Paris with a big bandage around his head.  He 
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had been in the loo of a restaurant and — I don’t know if you’ve ever seen these things.  

The tank of toilets used to be up here.  There’d be a tank up here and there’d be a 

chain, and the expression “pull the chain” comes from that.  Well, he reached to pull the 

chain and rather than the chain of the toilet, he got ahold of a chain that was attached to 

a window — one of these kind that go in and out.  And it wouldn’t give and so he gave it 

a — he was a large man and he pulled it down on his head.  Another concussion. 

 It mentions a plane crash in Africa.  Actually, there were two plane crashes.  The 

plane that came to get them after the first plane crashed to take them back to Nairobi, it 

crashed and caught on fire.  And his hands were burned from the other accident, if I 

recall this correctly, and he butted himself out with his head when he already had a 

concussion to get out of that plane.  There’s no telling what his skull must’ve looked like. 

 That was in 1953, the plane crashes in Africa.  “The Old Man and the Sea” was 

published in 1952.  Took up a whole issue of Life magazine.  Won the Pulitzer Prize and 

was indirectly responsible for the Nobel.  This was the last thing he’d written and this 

was the thing that was on the committee’s mind. 

 He pretended not to be impressed by winning the Nobel Prize.  He called it that 

Swedish thing.  But he was really, really, really very happy about it.  There’s a wonderful 

picture of Hemingway after that plane crash.  Reports went out that he’d been killed and 

so his obituaries appeared in every newspaper in the world.  And he’s propped up in 

bed, reading the newspapers, reading all his obituaries, just as happy as he can be.  

Wouldn’t that be fun?  Great author — you know — succumbs. 

 He did wind up killing himself back in Idaho, at their home in Idaho.  People have 
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criticized Mary and they said, “Why didn’t you hide the keys to the gun room?” or 

something like that.  There’s no way you can prevent somebody from doing that if 

they’re going to do it.  Earlier that month he’d attempted to walk into some propellers of 

a small plane.  He had attempted to get a pistol out of a glove compartment that 

belonged to a friend.  He was ill, he was old, older than his 62 years, and years of 

alcoholism and physical risk had taken their toll — of overindulgence and so forth, and 

he just didn’t want to do it any long.  And he probably pretty much realized too that he’d 

lost his powers.  They certainly weren’t showing.  Not as they had.  

 He left behind an enormous amount of unpublished stuff that Mary and the 

editors had let dribble out little by little, and some of it’s good and some of it’s not.  “A 

Moveable Feast” in 1964 is a beautiful memoir, beautifully written memoir, about being 

young and a writer in Paris in the ‘20s.  He takes shots at a lot of people and he gets 

even with people, and he just attacks people he shouldn’t have attacked.  But still it’s a 

beautiful, beautiful book. 

 This thing — a novel about literary fame and sexual ambiguity is not, as they say, 

“Islands in the Stream” but a book called “The Garden of Eden.”  I wish it had never 

seen the light of day.  Hemingway certainly didn’t think it was publishable when he 

abandoned it and it was not good.  Anybody read that thing?  Good.  Don’t.  It’s bad.  

“Islands in the Stream,” however, was put together posthumously and it’s a very good 

book.  That’s the one based on chasing the Germans but mostly it’s about this painter, 

American painter, who has a home in Cuba and who has four ex-wives and has sons all 

over the country.  It’s clearly Hemingway writing about himself but it’s well done. 
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 In 1999, his son, Patrick, who was a Big Game hunter and guide in Africa, in 

Kenya, brought out a book called “True at First Light,” which is more or less an African 

diary kinda posing as a novel.  It’s not great fiction by any means, but it’s very good 

writing.  If you’re interested in Africa or Kenya or Hemingway, it’s absolutely worth 

reading.  It was panned by the critics, but I don’t think it should’ve been.  I think it was 

good.   

 Well, “The Snows of Kilimanjaro” is an odd choice for a Hemingway story.  I can 

think of a million that would be better.  Just about anything from “Up in Michigan” or lots 

of good stories, many good stories.  “The Short Happy Life of Francis McColber” came 

to mind while I was reading this.  That’s about a Big Game hunter who’s having an affair 

with the wife of his client, and the client — that’s Francis McColber — isn’t a happy 

man.  But there’s one moment in his life when he’s happy.  He’s being charged by a 

water buffalo and he has it in his sights when his wife fires, ostensibly at the charging 

animal, but blows the back of his head off.  His short happy life were those few seconds 

there when he finally stood up for himself.  Pretty short. 

 But “The Snows of Kilimanjaro” certainly has some of the essence of 

Hemingway.  Like look at the way they talk.  On the second page.  The dramatic 

situation is pretty obvious.  He’s already mentioned the odor and the woman who’s with 

him in this tent in Africa — the odor, of course, coming from the gangrene which will kill 

him, the infection that’ll kill him.  She asks — middle of the page — 

 “Wouldn’t you like me to read?  There’s a breeze coming up.” 

  “No thanks.” 
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  “Maybe the truck will come.”  

 “I don’t give a damn about the truck.” 

 “I do.” 

 “You give a damn about so many things that I don’t.” 

 “Not so many, Harry.” 

 “What about a drink?” 

 “It’s supposed to be bad for you.  I said in Black’s to avoid all alcohol.  You 

shouldn’t drink.”  

 “Molo!” he shouted. 

 “Yes Bwana.”  

 “Bring whiskey-soda.” 

 “Yes Bwana.” 

 “You shouldn’t,” she said.  “That’s what I mean by giving up.  It says it’s bad for 

you.  I know it’s bad for you.” 

 “No,” he said.  “It’s good for me.” 

 “It’s good for me.”  “Oh, no, it’s bad for you.  I think it’s bad for you.”  “Bwana!  

Whiskey-water.”  You know.  Hemingway’s heroes are maddening because they always 

know exactly what to do.  A Hemingway hero — if the truck stalls, he’ll borrow a bobby 

pin and rebuild the carburetor and get the thing going again.  If he’s out in the woods, 

he’ll take a thread out of his shirt and bend a twig and make a hook, and he’ll pick up 

the rock that he knows the cricket is under and bait it and immediately catch a trout from 

the first casting.  Reading Hemingway always feels so inadequate, I go out and change 



ENG 351 Lecture 23 12 
 
a tire, you know, just to know I can still do that stuff. 

So now it was all over, he though.  So now he would never have a chance to 

finish it.  Now he would never write the things that he had saved to write until he 

knew enough to write them well.” 

And I swear, the material that he throws away in this story.  Can you believe it?  What if 

he had written these things up.  There’d be another 15 novels.  Amazingly great 

material that he just — “Oh, I didn’t write about that.”  Of course, he is writing about it.  

It’s almost like unused notes. 

 About the skiing would be the Austrians.  “Those were the same Austrians they 

killed then that he skied with later.”  Kind of an excuse to talk about the man who 

machine gunned the Austrians and then [inaudible] them when they got out of their 

train. 

 Next page, talking to this poor woman who’s putting up with him.  She says: 

“You said you loved it there.” 

 “Love is a dunghill,” said Harry. 

Gosh, you know.  Hey, chill out. 

 “And I’m the cock that gets on it to crow.” 

 And she says, “If you have to go away, is it absolutely necessary to kill off 

everything you leave behind?  I mean do you have to take away everything?  Do you 

have to kill your horse, and your wife and burn your saddle and your armour?” 

 “Yes,” he said.  “Your damned money was my armour.  My Swift and my 

Armour.” 
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That’s a little pun, of course, because those were — and still are, I suppose — 

prominent meatpacking places. 

 He doesn’t like this woman because she has so much money and because he’s 

more or less kept by her.  That they’re living and traveling on her money.  But he didn’t 

seem to mind in real life because he certainly did that with Hadley and again with 

Pauline who had more money than Hadley.  It’s funny, isn’t it, how each one — each 

succeeding woman has more money than the one previously.  She says, 

 “You’re sweet to me.” 

 “You bitch,” he said.  “You rich bitch.  That’s poetry.  I’m full of poetry now.  Rot 

and poetry.  Rotten poetry.” 

 “Stop it, Harry, why do you have to turn into a devil now?” 

 “I don’t like to leave anything,” the man said.  “I don’t like to leave things behind.” 

 What a Hemingway sentence.  “She had gone to kill a piece of meat.”  Bring back 

the red meat.  She kills a Tommy which is a Thompson gazelle.  But at any rate, this 

dying man is musing to himself — top of 1853. 

After he no longer meant what he said, his lies were more successful with 

women than when he had told them the truth.  It was not so much that he lied as 

that there was no truth to tell.  He had had his life and it was over and then he 

went on living it again with different people and more money, with the best of the 

same places, and some new ones. 

 I have to keep constantly reminding myself that this was written in 1938 and not 

in 1960.  It just seems already so over for him.  His editor persuaded him to change the 
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name in this next paragraph.  I believe it was Maxwell Perkins.  He says, 

But, in yourself, you said that you would write about these people; about the very 

rich; that you were really not of them but a spy in their country; that you would 

leave it and write of it and for once it would be written by some one who knew 

what he was writing of. 

That’s not the passage I was thinking of.  It’s over on 1861.  Still talking about the very 

rich.  The top paragraph after the italics. 

She didn’t drink so much, now, since she had him.  But if he lived he would never 

write about her, he knew that now.  Nor about any of them.  The rich were dull 

and they drank too much, or they played too much backgammon.  They were dull 

and they were repetitious.  He remembered poor Julian and his romantic awe of 

them. 

 In the original version, it says he remembered poor Scott.  He just goes right 

ahead and uses Fitzgerald’s name — or did.  Because in “The Rich Boy, “ Scott 

Fitzgerald writes, “The rich are very different from you and I, from you and me.”  And 

how he had started his story once it began, “The very rich are different from you and 

me.”  That “very” is important.   

“And how some one had said to Julian, Yes, they have more money.”  Well, that 

someone was Hemingway.  He always thought that was so cute.  It seems to me that 

it’s very obvious and doesn’t really have much meaning, and, in fact, shows 

Hemingway’s ignorance, as far as I’m concerned, because Fitzgerald’s absolutely 

correct.  The very rich are different.  The very rich are extraordinarily different from 
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ordinary people.  Hemingway wanted to pretend that they weren’t. 

But that was not humorous to Julian.  He thought they were a special glamourous 

race and when he found they weren’t it wrecked him just as much as any other 

thing that wrecked him. 

Hemingway seemed to take some delight in the wreck fortunes of Scott Fitzgerald.  

Pure envy is the only thing I can think of. 

 Well, back on 1853, the last part of the page: 

She shot very well this good, this rich bitch, this kindly caretaker and destroyer of 

his talent. [And this indirect discourse.  This is his thinking.] Nonsense.  He had 

destroyed his talent himself.  Why should he blame this woman because she 

kept him well?  He had destroyed his talent by not using it, by betrayals of 

himself and what he believed in, by drinking so much that he blunted the edge of 

his perceptions, by laziness, by sloth, and by snobbery, by pride and by 

prejudice, by hook and by crook. 

It’s almost a confessional tone to this piece.  A real self-evaluation, I think, on 

Hemingway’s part. 

 And then we finally find out that he’s dying because he’d scratched his knee on a 

thorn and had not put iodine on it, and now the infection has grown into gangrene.  

Tried to take a picture of some water buffalo but they bolted before he got the picture.  

Isn’t that always the way? 

 The hyena shows up.  You know, I don’t like to go through a story and go, 

“Hmmm.  Symbol.”  But this hyena — you know, we pretty much can’t deny that the 
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hyena is a symbol and a symbol of death, and a pretty good one at that.  At any rate, 

he’s coming around because he sniffs death.   

He had been cruel and unjust in the afternoon.  She was a fine woman, 

marvellous really.  And just then it occurred to him that he was going to die. 

It came with a rush; not as a rush of water nor of wind; but of a sudden evil-

smelling emptiness and the odd thing was that the hyena slipped lightly along the 

edge of it. 

He had never quarrelled much with this woman, while with the women that he 

loved he had quarrelled so much they had finally, always, with the corrosion of 

the quarrelling, killed what they had together.  He had loved too much, 

demanded too much, and he wore it all out. 

This sounds like — doesn’t sound like somebody who’s not yet 40 years of age who 

wrote this.  Um-hmm? 

 [Inaudible student response] 

 Oh, I’m on 1856.  Just tearing along here. 

 The italics, of course, contain all the meat of the stories that he didn’t write and 

they, I suppose, do contain an awful lot of Hemingway stuff.  Like picking up this girl 

after he broke up with his first wife, first girl.  One thing that happened between him and 

Hadley is Hadley had all of his manuscripts — manuscripts of his first novel, in fact — in 

a suitcase and she left it at the train station.  And he had no copies and he couldn’t 

recover it.  There was no hard drive or anything like that.  I mean, it was gone.  And 

certainly he never got over that. 
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 But look at this fight: 

He took her away from a British gunner subaltern after a row.  The gunner asked 

him outside and they fought in the street on the cobbles in the dark.  He’d hit him 

twice, hard, on the side of the jaw and when he didn’t go down he knew he was 

in for a fight. 

And, of course, Hemingway will prevail or Hemingway our slash writer. 

 They made a bad movie of this.  Have you ever seen that?  Gregory Peck and 

Ava Gardner, a nice combination.   

That was the day he’d first seen dead men wearing white ballet skirts and 

upturned shoes with pompons on them. [Those, of course, were the Greek 

soldiers.] Later he had seen the things that he could never think of and later still 

he had seen much worse. 

 He did see the horrors of war in World War I and he was a correspondent in 

Spain during the Spanish War where he saw some pretty awful stuff, and of course in 

World War II.  He came upon the aftermath of one of the most — really a terrible thing.  

An ammunition dump blew up, killing everybody there, men and women.  And it was, 

you know, just the wreckage and the bodies which were scattered over a huge area that 

even Hemingway could not bring himself to talk about. 

 This is, of course, also about his relationships.  End of that italics: 

And why had they always quarrelled when he was feeling best?  He had never 

written any of that because, at first, he never wanted to hurt any one and then it 

seemed as though there was enough to write without it.  But he had always 
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thought that he would write it finally.  There was so much to write.  He had seen 

the world change; not just the events; although he had seen many of them and 

had watched the people, but he had seen the subtler change and he could 

remember how the people were at different times.  He had been in it and he had 

watched it and it was his duty to write of it; but now he never would. 

Of course, we know that he will — that the author, at least, will continue to write. 

 But, boy, is he in a bad mood.  She says, 

“You ought to take some broth to keep your strength up.” 

They’d boiled that ram. 

 “I’m going to die tonight,” he said.  “I don’t need my strength up.” 

 “Don’t be melodramatic, Harry, please.” 

That’s a Hemingway woman who’s pretty strong.  Gives him as good as he gives. 

 Top of the next page, a third down: 

So this was how you died, in whispers that you did not hear.  Well, there would 

be no more quarrelling.  He could promise that.  The one experience that he had 

never had he was not going to spoil now.  He probably would.  You spoiled 

everything.  But perhaps he wouldn’t. 

Now, that’s typical Hemingway.  The one experience he had never had.  The only thing 

this guy has never done and done well is die. 

 Talking about the trout stream.  If you like to fish, you’d love to read some of 

Hemingway’s stuff.  “Up in Michigan” has a lot of fishing lore in it.  A trout stream.  

There’s just like about a half a page in “The Sun Also Rises” when these people take a 
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break from bullfights and all this and go fish for trout.  And it’s in Spain.  But they bring 

some wine and they put wine in this cold stream, and the wine is chilling while they 

catch the trout.  They take the trout back and the people at the end clean it and prepare 

it, and they fix it very well, and the wine is good and the side dishes are good, and he 

says, “And the strawberries were good.”  He says, “We did not lose money on the wine,” 

was the way he put it. 

 There’s a zest for life in an awful lot of Hemingway.  In spite of the cynicism and 

some of the — the sort of the tough guy veneer that it has, there’s an enjoyment.  I 

mean, when his people go to the races or when they eat or when they make love or 

whatever they’re doing, they are into it and they are involved in it and they’re very much 

aware of it.  And he describes it very well.  He describes it good. 

 Well, he talks about Paris.  Which you would get around to writing about in “The 

Moveable Feast.”  Don’t you like the femme de menage who doesn’t like the eight-hour 

day?  They shortened the working day. 

If a husband works until six he gets only a little drunk on the way home and does 

not waste too much.  If he works only until five he is drunk every night and one 

has no money.  It is the wife of the working man who suffers from this shortening 

of hours. 

I don’t think that ever occurred to anybody that — giving people some leisure. 

 “He had never written about Paris.  Not the Paris that he cared about.”  Then we 

get the story about the half-wit chore boy back at the ranch in Idaho.  Whew, what a 

terrible scene about the man — the bombing officer who gets hit by a stick bomb 
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someone in a German patrol had thrown.  That’s that hand grenade that looks like a 

potato masher.  In fact, that’s what they call them, I think. 

. . . as he was coming in through the wire that night and, screaming, had begged 

every one to kill him.  Shoot me, Harry.  For Christ sake shoot me.  They had had 

an argument one time about our Lord never sending you anything you could not 

bear and some one’s theory had been that meant that at a certain time the pain 

passed you out automatically.  But he had always remembered Williamson, that 

night.  Nothing passed out Williamson until he gave him all his morphine tablets 

that he had always saved to use himself and then they did not work right away. 

Just a throwaway scene, perhaps made up, perhaps experience, but more material. 

 Top of 1862, he says: “I’m getting as bored with drying as with everything else,” 

No, he thinks that.  That goodness he doesn’t say it. 

 “It’s a bore,” he said out loud. 

 “What is, my dear?” 

 “Anything you do too bloody long.” 

Like living or dying.  He just felt death come by again.  Oooooh.  “Because, just then, 

death had come and rested its head on the foot of the cot and he could smell its breath.”  

It’s almost like death is summed up in that hyena.  I mean, that’s what I see.  Don’t you 

see the hyena putting his head on the cot? 

It moved in on him so its weight was all upon his chest, and while it crouched 

there and he could not move, or speak, he heard the woman say, “Bwana is 

asleep now.” 
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He could not speak to tell her to make it go away and it crouched now, heavier, 

so he could not breathe.  And then, while they lifted the cot, suddenly it was all 

right and the weight went from his chest. 

I’m assuming that this is when death occurs.  When you go back and read it again.  The 

oppression is gone, the weight of the jackal — I mean of the hyena.   

 And this whole beautifully written airplane sequence was just a dream, just an 

Ambrose Biers trick, just something that he’d went through in his mind in the moments 

before death, I’m assuming.  Taking him to Kilimanjaro.  And then she notices that he’s 

gone.  “Just then the hyena stopped whimpering in the night and started to make a 

strange, human, almost crying sound.”  Look at the last sentence.  “Outside the tent the 

hyena made the same strange noise that had awakened her.  But she did not hear him 

for the beating of her heart.” 

 Two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten, eleven, twelve words in the last 

sentence and only one has more than one syllable.  And it’s just Hemingway at his best.  

When he’s good, he’s very, very, very, very good.  Sometimes he can sound a little self-

paretic.  Sometimes it sounds like he’s trying to hard to live up to what he — to the 

formulas that he had set for himself.  If you’ve ever tried to write like Hemingway — and 

all young writers have at one point or another, I think.  We all try it.  It’s hard, it’s very 

hard.  You wind up just sounding like somebody trying to sound like Hemingway and it’s 

not really good. 

 Okay.  Yes, we’re gonna review.  We have plenty of time.  Okay.  We’ll start with 

Robinson.  There are only four poems from Robinson and I think, oh, probably you 
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would be able to pick one if there was gonna be one on there.  You’ll be able to figure it 

out.  Robinson Jeffers.  I think his ecological and so-called misanthropic tendencies 

ought to be something you might keep in mind if the quote has anything to do with that, 

if you get a quote from him. 

 Sandburg would be — what would be one of the most significant things about 

Sandburg’s writing?  Well, what forms did he write in?  Free verse.  And so as opposed 

to Robert Frost, you know.  That’s the two great poles of that experience.  And also 

influenced by the common man in Walt Whitman and democracy in the people. 

 Then we finally get to Wallace Stevens.  Wallace Stevens for sure will be on this 

test.  In fact, there will be two quotes from Wallace Stevens.  I think you will recall that 

being as simple as we were at the beginning and reductive and simplistic, I said that 

there were two main concerns in Wallace Stevens’ poetry.  One is art and nature, the 

relationship of art and nature, how the perceptions of man give order to nature and how 

man’s creativity gives order to nature.  What two poems really sum that up or exemplify 

that?  “The Snow Man” is a good example of the observation, of man observing nature.  

That’s true.  I don’t know that he puts any order on it and he’s obdured not to put any 

meaning on it in that poem.  But somebody said what others?  “Idea of Order.”  Key 

West where the woman is singing and she orders the sea with her singing.  It was the 

song that she made.  She was the maker.  So it’s that creative consciousness of the 

human that puts the order on the sea and the stars and the ocean. 

 Similarly, what was the other one?  “Anecdote of the Jar.”  Placed a jar in 

Tennessee, on a hill in Tennessee, and made the slovenly wilderness surround that hill.  
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“It did not give of bird or bush / Like nothing else in Tennessee.”  If you prepared an 

answer for “The Idea of Order at Key West” and the poem is not on there but, oh, 

“Anecdote of the Jar” is, you’re okay.  You can always mention.  Or if it’s the other way 

around.  If you’ve got a real good “Anecdote of the Jar” answer ready and here comes 

“The Idea of Order at Key West,” you know one of ‘em is gonna be on there and I 

expect you to mention both poems in connection with that. 

 The other major concern of his was philosophical besides, you know, aesthetics 

and art in general.  But he had a lovely little idea.  He may have believed it or he may 

not have believed it, but I think he liked to think about it:  that perhaps art more 

specifically poetry could one day take the place of religion.  That seems to be leaving 

our lives.  And the poem that really puts that — has the most emphasis on that kind of 

idea, of course, would be which poem?  “Sunday Morning.” 

 But also you could take a look at — I mean, if I discuss “Sunday Morning,” I think 

I’d want to mention “A High-Toned Old Christian Woman” in which he says, you know, 

you can take a nave and make a church out of the moral law.  Well, maybe you can 

take pleasure and make a peristyle out of that — the opposing things.  Maybe it doesn’t 

have to be moral law that you can create a religion from, a classical religion.  Each 

poem just leads to another one.  I just keep thinking of — what’s “The Emperor of Ice-

Cream”?  What’s ice cream?  Pure pleasure.  Maybe that’s what we need. 

 William Carlos Williams would be the other big light from this section.  He had 

some similar ideas to Wallace Stevens.  Wallace Stevens said no ideas but in things 

and Carlos Williams said — no.  William Carlos Williams said no ideas but in things but 
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Wallace Stevens is the one who said the greatest poverty is not to live in a physical 

world.  And he also said not ideas about the thing but the thing itself.  So you can get 

those two mixed up a little bit, but you really shouldn’t. 

 By the way, just to remind you, I would have prepared a couple of sentences of 

identification for each of the authors.  We don’t need a whole lot of stuff.  You don’t 

need to say something like, “Scott Fitzgerald was born in the Midwest and came from a 

poor but proud family, and was always ashamed of his background when he” — we 

don’t need all that.  Just, you know, was the chronicler of the jazz age who wrote 

dozens and dozens of short stories and novels about his time.  You could do that. 

 So certainly William Carlos Williams will be on there.  E.E. Cummings?  I think 

E.E. Cummings ought to be on there.  Our great romantic poet.  And you should be able 

to tell me why he’s a romantic poet.  Langston Hughes?  I think I’ll put some Langston 

Hughes on there.  William Faulkner.  For crying out loud, the most important prose 

writer until you get to Hemingway.  We have to have William Faulkner on the test. 

 We didn’t do very much with Zora Neale Hurston and so you don’t need to worry 

about here.  She won’t be on there.  But Eugene O’Neill, a pretty significant playwright, 

will be.  We didn’t do much with Hemingway either so Hemingway won’t be on there 

either. 

 


