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ambulance unit as a driver. He was so seriously wounded ar Fossalta on the Ttalian
Piave on July 8, 1918, that he recalled life slid from him, “like you'd pull a silk
handkerchief out of a pocket. Some literary observers that the experience gave
Hemingway a fear of his own fear and the lifetime need to continually test his courage
through dangerous adventures.

After a dozen operations on his knee and recuperafion in Milan, he renzmed, with
an aluminum kneecap and two lialian decorations, to join the Italian infantry. These
vivid experiences later provided background for A Farewell to Arms in 1929,

War—the cruelty and stoic endurance that it requres forms a major part of
Hemingway’s writing, beginning with the In Our Time collection published in 1924 to
his post-World War Il novel, Across the River and Into the Trees. In addition to World
War | action, Hemingway later covered the Greek-Turkish War in 1920, while the
Spanish Civil War in 1937 provided material for his For Whom the Bell Tolls .

Following World War I, Hemingway retumed to northem Michigan to read, write,
fish, and then to work for the Toronto Star in Canada. He lived briefly in Chieago,
where he came to know Sherwood Anderson. In 1921 he married Hadley Richardson
and they moved to Paris, where he was foreign correspondent for the Toronto Star. His
newsbeat was all of Furope, and while still in his twenties, Hemingway bad
interviewed Lloyd George, Clemencean, and Mussolini. The years 1921—1926 in
Paris, when Hemingway was first developing his writing style and when his first son
John was bom, are recorded in A Moveable Feast (1964) .

Sherwood Anderson had given Hemingway a letter of introduction to Gertrude
Stein, who was living in Pazs, and that proved to be his entrance into the world of
working authors and artists who visited her home. Tt was she who mentioned a gamage
keeper’s comment to Hemingway, “You are all a lost generation.” That casual remark
became famous when Hemingway used it as an epigraph to his first major novel, The
Sun Also Rises.

“Lost generation” came to signify the postwar generation and the literary
movement produced by the young writers, These writers of the nwenties were thought to
refleet that generation’s belief that their lives and hopes had been shattered by the war.
They had been led down a glory trail to death not for noble, patriotic ideals, but for
the greedy, materialistic gain of power groups. The high-minded sentiments of their
elders were not to be trusted. Only reality was truth and that was harsh. Life was
futile-nothing.
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appeared and were not critical success. One of the reported cormnents was, “Papa is
finished . ” His 1952 work, The Old Man and the Sea received the 1953 Pulitzer Prize.

In January of 1954 Hemingway was off for another African hunt and was reported
dead after tow aitplane crashed m two days. He survived severe mtemal and spinal
injuries and a concussion that impaired his eyesight for a period. He survived to read
the numerous newspaper obituary notices and noted with great pleasure that they were
favorable. That same year Hemingway received the Swedish Academy’s Nobel Prize for
Literature, “for his powerful style-forming mastery of the art of modem narration, as
most recently evinced in The Old Man and the Sea .

Suddenly he was sixty and there was his birthday photograph in a national
magazine. White-bearded and still full of ginger, Hemingway was booting an empty
beer can high in the air along a road near his Keichum, Idaho, home.

During 1961, Hemingway, plagued by high blood pressure and mental
depression, received shock treatments during two long confinements at the Mayo Clinic
in Rochester, Minnesota. He died July 2, 1961, at his home in Ketchum, Idaho, as
the result of seli-inflicted gunshot wounds and was buried in Ketchum.

In a way, there were two Hemingways. One was the flamhoyant edventurer-the
lively legend in the spotlight. The other Hemingway was the skillful, sensitive author
who patiently wrote, tewrote, and edited his work. A Farewell to Ams (1929)
required eight months for writing the first draft and another five months for rewriting,
according to Hemingway, who claimed to have rewritten the last page thirty-nine times.
That writing discipline began in the twenties persisted throughout his literary career. In
discussing The Old Man and the Sea (1952), Hemingway is said to have read through
the manusciipt some two hundred times before releasing it, Hemingway, the colorful
legend, was also the author who said, “What many another writer would he content to
leave in massive proportions, I polish into a tiny gem.”
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A Clean, Well-Lighted Place

It was late and every one had left the café except an old man who sat in the
shadow the leaves of the tree made against the electric Light. In the day time the street
was dusty; but at night the dew settled the dust and the old man liked to sit late
because he was deaf and now at night it was quiet and he felt the difference. The two
waiters inside the café knew that the old man was a little drunk, and while he was a
good client they knew that if he became too drunk he would Icave without paying, so
they kept watch on him.

“Last week he triad to commit suicide,” one waiter said.

“Why?"

“He was in despair.”

“What about?”

“Nothing.”

“How do you know it was nothing?”

“He has plenty of money.”

They sal together at a lable that was close against the wall near the door of the
café and looked at the terrace where the tables were all empty except where the old man
sat in the shadow of the leaves of the tree that moved slightly in the wind. A girl and a
soldier went by in the street. The street light shone on the brass number on his collar.
The girl wore no head covering and hnrried beside him. )

“The guard will pick him up,” one waiter said.

“What does it matter if he gets what he’s after?”

“He had hetter get off the street now. The guard will get him. They went by five
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minutes ago.”

The old man sitting in the shadow mapped on his sancer with his glass. The
younger waiter went over to him.

“What do you want?”

The old man looked at him. “Anocther brandy,” he said.

“You'll be drunk,” the waiter said, The old man looked at him. The waiter went
away. -

“He’ll stay all night,” he said to his colleague. “I'm sleepy now. I never get into
bed before three o’clock. He should have killed himself last week.”

The waiter took the brandy bottle and another saucer from the counter inside the
café and marched out to the old man’s table. He put down the saucer and poured the
glass full of brandy.

“You should have killed yourself last week,” he said to the deaf man. The old
man motioned with his finger. “A little more,” he said. The waiter poured on into the
glass so that the brandy slopped over and ran down the slem into the top saucer of the
pile. “Thank you,” the old man said. The waiter ok the bottle back inside the café.
He sat down at the table with his colleague again.

“He’s drunk now,” he said.

“He’s drunk every night.”

“What did he want to kill himself for?”

“How should I know.”

“How did he do it?”

“He hung himsell with a rope.”

“Who cut him down?”

“His niece.”

“Why did he do 1#?”

“For his soul.”

“How much money has he got?”

“He’s got plenty.”

“He must be eighty years old.”

“Anyway I should say he was eighty.”

~ “I wish he would go home. [ never get to bed before three o’clock. What kind of
hour is that to go to bed?”

“He stays up because he likes it.”
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“He’s lonely. I'm not lonely. I have a wife waiting in bed for me.”
“He had a wife once too.”
“A wife would be no good to him now.”
“You can’t tell. He might be better with a wife.”
“His niece looks after him. You said she cut him down.”
“I know. ”

“I wouldn’t want to be that old. An old man is a nasty thing.”

“Not always. This old man is clean. He drinks without spilling. Even now,
drunk. Look at him.”

“I don’t want to look at him, I wish he would go home. He has no regard for
those who must work.” '

The old man looked from his glass across the square, then over at the waiters.

“Another hrandy,” he said, pointing to his glass. The waiter who was in a hurry
Came over.

“Finished,” he said, speaking with that omission of syntax stupid people employ
when talking to drunken people or foreigners. “No more tonight. Close now.”

“ Another,” said the old man.

“No. Finished.” The waiter wiped the edge of the table with a towel and shook
his head, |

The old man stood up, slowly counted the saucers, took a leather coin purse from
his poeket and paid for the drinks, leaving half a peseta tip.

The waiter waiched him go down the street, a very old man walking unsteadily but
with dignity.

“Why didn’t you let him stay and drink?” the unhurried waiter asked. They were
putting up the shutters. “It is not half past two.”

“I want to go home to bed.”

“What is an hour?”

“More to me than to him.”

“An hour is the same.”

“You talk like an old man yoursef. He can huy a bottle and drnk at home.”

“It’s not the same.”

“No, it is not,” agreed the waiter with a wife. He did not wish to be unjust. He
was only in a hurry. .

“And you? You have no fear of going home before your usual hour?”
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“Are you trying to insult me?”

“No, hombre, only to make a joke.”

“No,” the waiter who was in a hurmy said, nising from putting on the metal
shutters. “I have confidence. I am all confidence.”

“You have youth, confidence, and a job,” the older waiter said. “You have
everything. ” \

“And what do you lack?”

“Everything but work.”

“You have everything [ have.”

“No, 1 have never had confidence and 'm not young.”

“Come on. Stop talking nonsense and lock up.”

“I am of those who like to stay late at the café,” the older waiter said. “With all
those who do not want to go to bed. With all those who need a light for the night.”

“I want to go home and into bed.”

“We are of two different kinds,” the older waiter said. He was now dressed to go
home. “It is not only a question of youth and confidence although these things are very
beautiful. Each night I am reluctant to close up because there may be some one who
needs the café.”

“Hombre, there are bodegas open all night long.”

“You do not understand. This is a clean and pleasant café. Ik is well lighted.
The light is very good and also, now, there are shadows of the leaves.”

“Good night,” said the younger waiter.

“Good night,” the other said. Tuming off the electric light he continued the
conversation with himself. It is the Light of course but it is necessary that the place ha
clean and pleasant. You do not want music. Certainly you do not want music. Nor can
you stand before a bar with dignity although that is all that is provided for these hours.
What did he fear? [t was not fear or dresd. It was a nothing that he knew too well. It
was all a nothing and a man was nothing too. It was only that and light was all it
needed and a certain cleanness and order. Some lived in it and never felt it hut he
knew it was all was nada y pues nada y pues nada. Our nada who art in nada, nada be
thy name thy kingdom nada thy will be nada in nada as it is in nada. Give us this nada
our daily nada and nada us our nada as we nada our nada and nada us not into nada
but deliver us from nada; pues nada. Hail nothing full of nothing, nothing is with
thee. He smiled and sicod hafore a har with a shining steam pressure coffee machine,
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“What’s yours?” asked the barman.
“N&da-’,

“Otro loco mas, ™ said the barman and turned away.
“A little cup,” said the waiter.

The bamman poured it for him.

“The light is very bright and pleasant but the bar is unpolished,” the waiter said.

The barman looked at Lim but did not answer. It was too late at night for
conversation .

“You want another copita?” the barman asked.

“No, thank you,” said the waiter and went out. He disliked bars and bodegas. A
clean, well-lighted café was a very different thing. Now, without thinking further, he
would go home to his room. He would lie in the bed and finally, with daylight, he
would go to sleep. After all, he said to himself, it is probably only insomnia. Many

must have it.
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