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HEMINGWAY’S GUNS —A FOREWORD


This welcome new book about the important role that guns played in a great writer’s life is a much-expanded edition that provides new insights and more information as a result of diligent research.


The authors’ interest in uncovering new material brought them at our invitation to the Finca Vigía, outside Havana—the Cuban home of Ernest Hemingway, where he lived for more than twenty-one years and stored most of his cherished belongings. This also was the ideal place for him to write a large part of his creative body of work, his books and articles.


It has been a pleasure for the directors and specialists of the Museo Ernest Hemingway Finca Vigía to collaborate with the authors and make available to them the numerous documents related to Hemingway’s guns—such as his and Mary Hemingway’s firearms licenses and the records of their many days at the Club de Cazadores del Cerro, the famous shooting organization—as well as the rifles and shotguns that are still at the Finca and that he (and his family) used to hunt in the United States, Africa, Europe and Cuba, all of which we treasure.


Most of the literary creations of this great author, this winner of the Nobel Prize for Literature, have a profound autobiographical character, and his strivings as a hunter are reflected in many of his works: The Short Happy Life of Francis Macomber, Green Hills of Africa, Across the River and Into the Trees, The Snows of Kilimanjaro, True at First Light, The Garden of Eden and more. To help illuminate these themes, this book will provide you with the details of the guns that Ernest Hemingway used and where and how he used them—to hunt and to shoot in competition, and finally to end his own life. This book will increase your knowledge about one of the most controversial aspects of the life of this great man, our Ernest Hemingway.


—Ada Rosa Alfonso Rosales


Director, Museo Ernest Hemingway Finca Vigía




INTRODUCTION


HEMINGWAY THE HUNTER


This book grew out of one Hemingway sentence, a seemingly casual but obviously rich aside in Under Kilimanjaro, a book about an African safari:




The Purdey was not a Purdey but a straight-stocked long-barreled Scott live-pigeon full choke in both barrels that I had bought from a lot of shotguns a dealer had brought down from Udine to the Kechlers’ villa in Codroipo.





Unraveling these forty-two words plunged us into Hemingway’s life and identity, the things he poured into his writing.


Two generations before the modern techno-thriller novel, Ernest Hemingway the storyteller knew that detail conferred credibility. Not so much detail that it swamped his narrative, but enough that we understood that he understood: This is how one hooks up a billfish. This is how a partisan blows a bridge. This is what a series of verónicas does to a fighting bull. This is why a gunstock must not be too long. Hemingway never wrote about anything until he had lived it, inhaled it, slept on it and dipped his fingers in its blood, sometimes literally. Then, when it was time to put words on paper, he did not indulge in tedious explanation of technical details, whether it was a Swahili expression or the difference between a hit with a softnose and a solid bullet. You’ve got to keep up, he seems to be saying to his readers, it’s worth it. Or: You don’t get it? Don’t worry, I do. Just pay attention to the story!


Ernest Hemingway was a journalist and a novelist, but not just an observer; he could make the story, and he could be the story. He had the power to affect events and lives directly, not just through his words. And everywhere he collected trophies—extraordinary friends, fantastic experiences, great gamefish and animals. With his typewriter and his fishing boat and his guns, even his boxing gloves, Hemingway was always a hunter.


[image: Walloon Lake, Michigan, summer 1904. Ernest Miller Hemingway at the age of five, with a break-action Markham King air rifle that then sold for about 75€. Markham Co. advertisements pointed out that “Every live, healthy boy wants a ‘King’ Air Rifle. It’s boy nature to want a gun; to want to get out in the fields and woods, nearest to nature, and enjoy youthful life to its fullest extent. Get your boy a ‘King’ Air Rifle. It will mean health and boyish happiness—and steady nerves, keener eyesight and well-developed powers of observation.” Eyesight aside, Hemingway became a convincing testament to Markham’s claim. (John F. Kennedy Library)]


Born outside Chicago in 1899, Hemingway grew up in an era when even urban Americans still had an easy familiarity with firearms. The West had just been pacified, but much of the country was still raw. Guns put meat on the table and defended the family, shooting skill was admired, and hunting for sport held some glamour. And during Hemingway’s life, America raised three normous citizen armies—millions more people who came to see guns as everyday tools.


Hemingway’s friend and biographer, A.E. Hotchner, wrote that on his first visit to the Finca Vigía, Hemingway’s home outside Havana, the author showed him “a yellowed four-by-five picture of Ernest, aged five or six, holding a small rifle. Written on the back in his mother’s hand was the notation, ‘Ernest was taught to shoot by Pa when 2½ and when 4 could handle a pistol.’”1 His grandfather Anson Hemingway gave him a single-shot 20-gauge shotgun on his tenth birthday. Ernest was a member of his high school gun club and went to his first war when he was eighteen. He was the son and grandson of hunters and anglers who taught him not only technique but also the ethos of the sportsman: to learn about and respect the game.


Hemingway hunted waterfowl, upland birds, and big game in Michigan, Arkansas, Maine, New York, Florida, Idaho, the Dakotas, Montana, and Wyoming, as well as in France, Italy, Greece, Spain, Cuba, Kenya, and Tanzania, and probably elsewhere. He shot pigeons in competition in the United States and in Cuba and Europe. He went on two long and celebrated safaris in East Africa, in 1933 and 1953, where he was guided by one of the white hunters who had accompanied Theodore Roosevelt on his 1910 expedition. (“White hunter” was a perfectly acceptable term in his day.)


Hemingway sprinkled hunting and shooting narratives and references throughout his work, but most of them appear in his books Green Hills of Africa, Under Kilimanjaro and True at First Light; the two famous short stories “Snows of Kilimanjaro” and “The Short Happy Life of Francis Macomber,” set in Africa; the Nick Adams stories; his “Letters” to readers of Esquire in the 1930s; and articles that appeared in Look and other magazines, even Vogue. Somewhat mysteriously, his novel The Garden of Eden, about a man who loses his wife to a lesbian lover, contains a long and emotional, loss-of-innocence passage about hunting an old bull elephant for his ivory. In fact, though, everything Hemingway wrote came from the perspective of a hunter. Hunting was the context for his life, or of life itself. What more appropriate setting than one where effort, risk, predation and death are always present? Hemingway distilled energy and struggle from hunting and managed to express the well-being, fears, pride, jealousies, largesse and accomplishments of being human and male, married and in love, egotistical but self-deprecating, publicly successful while privately striving and doubtful.


Hemingway also had a highly developed sense of what should have been, as opposed to what really happened, a theme he returned to often: “My excuse is that I make the truth as I invent it truer than it would be.” (This appears in Under Kilimanjaro, True at First Light and elsewhere.) To be true in all aspects of his writing, he had to know the truth of all aspects of hunting, especially the guns and the game and the etiquette that save lives in the field and sanity in camp.


[image: Walloon Lake, Michigan (?), 1916 or ‘17. A teenage Ernest Hemingway, left, gangly and outgrowing his clothes, out for a lark with pal Paul Haase. Both boys are wearing Oak Park High School letter sweaters. Ernest is carrying a single-barrel smallbore shotgun—surely the birthday present from his grandfather Anson Hemingway. Neither boy’s pockets appear to be bulging with ammunition. Lewis Clarahan, another classmate, may have taken the photo, which is remarkably unposed for the cameras and film of the day. In a 1991 interview Clarahan recalled that at about this time Ernest once barely missed him with a shotgun blast while they were shooting clay pigeons. “I was never sure whether it was an accident or not. He was trigger-happy, and he did so many things just to work up some excitement.” (John F. Kennedy Library)]


Did he get it right? Did he speak truly?


TALK TO ME!


Our research began in September 2007 and has extended from Sun Valley to Cuba and from the Police Firearms Bureau in Nairobi to the John F. Kennedy Presidential Library and Museum in Boston, which houses a large Hemingway archive. (Mary Hemingway and Jackie Kennedy became close after the deaths of their famous husbands.) It has included all of the Hemingway family autobiographies and many books about Hemingway, scholarly and otherwise; Look, Life, True, Ken, Esquire, Vogue, Gunsport, Rogue, The New Yorker and other period magazines and newspapers; sporting-goods and auction-house catalogs; gunmakers’ records in the United States and abroad; corporate and cultural histories; countless letters that Ernest wrote; and telephone, e-mail and personal conversations with surviving Hemingway friends and family members. Hemingway bought many guns from Abercrombie & Fitch, and the owner of those records, Griffin & Howe, made them available to us. (A&F wasn’t always a purveyor of T-shirts; until 1977 it was a fabled New York outfitter.) The Museo Ernest Hemingway Finca Vigía invited us to curate the guns remaining in his house outside Havana and to examine documents and photos.


Some things became very clear. For all of his passion as a hunter and shooter, not to say his considerable income, Hemingway was never a collector or aficionado of fine guns simply as works of art. He nearly always spent his money on function, not purely esthetic touches such as extra engraving or fancy wood. As he wrote to his friend Milford Baker early on, discussing a new rifle: “I don’t care about the job being too ultra, would prefer fit and sturdiness and absolute dependability of action to finish.” Forty years later, Hotchner recalled that Hemingway “liked the simple, ‘pure’ (to use his word) guns he had used all his life. If there was anything he taught me, it was that—respect for good, simple, well-fitted equipment, and a simple, ‘primitive’ attitude toward hunting itself.”1 Some of his guns were far from simple, but they were never merely ornate.


He also valued the familiarity he’d built up with certain guns over time. Favorites like his G&H Springfield and the first Model 12, though well cared for, became battered and bruised and bare of finish from decades of use.


With the exception of one unusual shotgun from France, Hemingway chose guns and calibers from America, England, Italy, Belgium, Austria, Spain and Germany. Some of these were already traditional in his time; some were of cutting-edge design but have become classics in the decades since. Hemingway had an eye for quality and utility, which all of the guns in this book have in common, and he knew how to buy secondhand.


Some things will never be entirely clear. Hemingway was a wealthy, generous and often impulsive man whose closest friends and relatives loved to shoot almost as much as he did. He bought, borrowed, loaned out and gave away guns throughout his life, and a comprehensive listing of them is impossible. Typically, we began with a line that mentioned a certain rifle or shotgun or handgun. We read everything that might be related, including what letters we could get our hands on. We combed the archives for photographs of the gun. G&H’s Bob Beach searched the Abercrombie & Fitch ledgers to see if it had passed through those doors. We begged the maker for factory records. Sometimes, rarely, a Hemingway friend or relative said, “Oh, yes, I remember that one ….” Surprises and complications always arose. One Mannlicher became two and then three, but then the photographic, written or anecdotal evidence didn’t agree. Could there have been four? Following these threads took us deep into the life of a unique man and often into strong historical currents.


[image: Idaho, fall 1941. The family that shoots together (from left): Gregory, Jack, Papa, Martha and Patrick setting out on a late-October day. “Gigi” might have been the most gifted shot of them all; here he carries a smallbore single-barrel gun, perhaps a Newport .410. Jack, contemplating his father’s Browning Superposed, became known as a fly fisherman, but bird hunting stayed with him all his life. Hemingway holds his beloved Model 12 Winchester pumpgun. A year earlier, Marty had been given a 20-gauge Winchester Model 21 side-by-side shotgun engraved with her initials, which may be under her arm here. “Mouse,” cradling perhaps another of the family Model 21s, made hunting his life; from 1951 until 1975 he was a white hunter, a forestry officer and an instructor of game wardens and professional hunters in East Africa. (Lloyd Arnold/John F. Kennedy Library)]


Weapons are some of our most culturally and emotionally potent artifacts. The choice of guns can be as personal as the car one drives or the mate one marries: another expression of wealth, status, education, experience, skill and personal style. Hemingway’s guns, as well as how he acquired them and what he did with them, tell us about Hemingway as a man. All of them played essential roles in shaping his legendary masculinity.


As well, every hunter, shooter or collector has examined a well-worn gun of some sort and thought: Who used this thing? Where has it been? What great adventures has it been part of? Talk to me! To some extent, we’ve been able to make Papa’s guns talk.


Silvio Calabi


Steve Helsley


Roger Sanger


February 2016




A FIREARMS VOCABULARY


The word “gun” loosely refers to any firearm, but strictly speaking it means a shotgun, not a rifle. The term is sometimes used interchangeably in this book, but the context should clarify whether the reference is to a shotgun or a rifle. As a hunter of gamebirds as well as animals, Ernest Hemingway had both.


A rifle (or a handgun) fires a single projectile—a bullet. The word comes from “rifling,” the halfdozen or so grooves cut along the bore, the inside of the barrel, in long spirals. The bullet is a tight fit in the bore; the rifling makes it spin in flight, for stability and accuracy. Ideally, a hunting rifle should put its bullets into a one-inch circle at 100 yards, but in the field the shooter’s skill and steadiness contribute more to accuracy than the rifle’s mechanical consistency. The practical maximum range for a modern, high-powered hunting rifle with a telescopic sight is about 500 yards, but most hunters are well advised to stay within half that distance—depending on visibility, weather, the type of animal, the rifle and cartridge, and again personal experience and ability.


The diameter of the bullet/bore is the caliber, expressed in millimeters for Continental rifles or modern military weapons (8mm, say, or 5.56mm) and in decimal fractions of an inch (.308, for example, or .303) for American and British rifles. There may be many proprietary versions of a given caliber, such as .300 Weatherby, .300 Winchester Magnum, .300 H&H Magnum, .300 Dakota and so on, all different in certain dimensions and performance and none interchangeable.


A shotgun is a “smoothbore”—no rifling in the barrel—meant to shoot clusters of pellets, usually lead, that spread out in flight. This makes it possible to hit a bird on the wing out to about 50 or 60 yards. Shotguns are inherently short-range weapons; while a high-velocity rifle bullet may carry for several miles (if the barrel’s muzzle is elevated enough), even the largest shot pellets fall to earth well within 400 yards. At very close range the ounce or so of pellets in a typical shot cartridge doesn’t have time to spread out much, so inside twenty feet a shotgun blast is highly lethal and destructive, no matter whether the gun was loaded with fine birdshot or large buckshot. Beyond that distance the spread of the pellets can be controlled somewhat by “choking” the barrel at the muzzle—constricting its bore slightly. A Full-choke barrel delivers a tighter cloud of pellets downrange than an open barrel—putting most of the shot inside a two-foot circle, approximately, at forty yards.


[image: Michigan, c. 1913. Hemingway in his early teens with what appears to be a crow in one hand and his father’s lever-action Winchester shotgun in the other—a Model 1887 for blackpowder cartridges, apparently the 10-gauge version. Hemingway’s life reached from the very end of the Wild West to the birth of the space program. Since then, guns have become cultural flashpoints and the subjects of much ignorance. (John F. Kennedy Library)]


Shotguns are measured in gauge. While for a rifle a higher caliber means a bigger bore diameter, on a shotgun a higher gauge number is a smaller bore. Gauge is the number of balls that could be made from one pound of lead that each just fit the inside diameter of the barrel. This comes from early cannon designations. A 12-pounder cannon (a cannon is a gun—no rifling) fires a 12-pound ball; a 12-gauge gun is a ¹/₁₂-pounder. Twelve is still the most popular shotgun gauge. A ¹/₁₂-pound lead ball is 0.729 inch in diameter. Hence 12 gauge measures .729 caliber—nearly three-quarters of an inch, far larger than any sporting-rifle bore because of the need to accommodate the several hundred pellets in a typical shotgun cartridge.


A cartridge, also known as a round, is a single unit of ammunition. For a rifle or handgun, this is a bullet wedged into the mouth of a metal case, or shell, that holds the gunpowder and has, in its base, a primer. A shotgun cartridge is much the same, but its shot charge is contained in a plastic (in Hemingway’s day, generally waxed-cardboard) sleeve with a metallic base for the powder and primer. Both kinds of cartridges usually can be reloaded and reused.


A cartridge is a precise fit in the chamber, the first section of the gun barrel. Inside the gun’s action, the firing pin, driven by a spring-loaded hammer, strikes the primer, which ignites the powder that propels the bullet or shot charge downrange. After a cartridge has been fired, the empty shell must be extracted before the chamber can be reloaded. There are at least five basic mechanisms that accomplish this clearing-reloading process in modern rifles and shotguns: bolt action; pump, or slide, action; break action, with single or double barrels arranged side-by-side or over/under; semi-automatic; and lever action. Each has its pros and cons as well as its fans and detractors. Ernest Hemingway had examples of all of them, as well as at least one single-shot, Civil War–era rifle with a primitive loading mechanism.


By law and by sporting tradition and ethics, no matter how many rounds it may have in its magazine, a rifle, shotgun or handgun for hunting or target shooting fires just one of them at a time; the trigger has to be pulled once per shot. A firearm that shoots as long as its trigger is held back is an automatic weapon—a machine gun, forbidden to unauthorized civilians in America since the National Firearms Act of 1934.


The United Kingdom and Europe have national proof houses, which test-fire and certify each gun made in that country to a certain standard of ammunition. Manufacturers build guns to those standards and no more, and they mark each gun to that effect; the shooter overloads it to his or her peril. The United States has never had a proof house, and gunmakers must err on the side of caution to ensure that some unusual, nonstandard ammunition doesn’t blow up their products.




[image: images]




“This license is granted in accordance with paragraph six of Article II of Legislative Decree no. 685, to Mr. Ernest Hemingway, a resident of the Finca Vigía in the municipality of Guanabacoa, Province of Havana, so he may engage in the sport of hunting, [and] have, carry and use the arms that are described overleaf. This license shall be null and void on the same day and month of the year following that of issue.” Dated 22 September 1950. (Museo Ernest Hemingway Finca Vigía)





THE CUBAN CONNECTION


As this second edition of Hemingway’s Guns was under way, author Sanger went to the 2014 Hemingway Festival in Ketchum, the mountain resort town in Idaho that Ernest Hemingway frequented throughout the 1940s, where he lived from 1959 until 2 July 1961, and where he lies buried. The Festival has taken place every September since 2005, but 2014 was the first time that Ada Rosa Alfonso Rosales attended. Ada Rosales is the director of Cuba’s most revered and popular national attraction: the Museo Ernest Hemingway Finca Vigía—the man’s home for twenty years. Sanger fought his way through the crowd, presented her with a copy of the first edition of this book, and then, through her interpreter, asked the million-dollar question: By chance, are there any guns still at the house?


“Sí, sí, ciertamente,” came the reply: Yes, yes, certainly. We have several of Ernest’s guns. And then: “Te gustaría verlos?” Would you like to see them?


Would we … ? Yes. Yes, we would like to see them. Very much. And just like that we were formally invited to Cuba to curate the guns that were left in the Finca Vigía, “Lookout Manor,” when Ernest and Mary abandoned it after Fidel Castro’s M-26-7 rebels finally toppled the dictator Fulgencio Batista on 1 January 1959. Just to gild this particular lily, Ada Rosa’s interpreter happened to be Collin Laverty. Laverty is a former Washington, DC, policy analyst and expert on Cuban-American relations who established a company called Cuba Educational Travel, which organizes sanctioned visits between the United States and Cuba.


Soon we had dates, reservations, visas, permits and a plan. (This was before travel restrictions to Cuba from the United States were eased.) Then we had to be patient till early February, when we would leave North America’s winter for five days in the western Caribbean. Egyptologists invited into King Tut’s tomb couldn’t have been more excited.


[image: Seen through the doorway of the lobby bar at the Ambos Mundos Hotel on Calle Obispo (Bishop Street), Havana’s Old Quarter seems to slip into a previous century as the sun goes down. (Silvio Calabi)]


We gathered in Miami, where Mike Wysocki, a Hemingway aficionado and contributor to this book, joined us for the brief flight to José Martí International Airport. On our arrival, it was immediately clear that any significant surge in American tourism would strain Cuba’s inadequate and decaying infrastructure. Among the throng of people awaiting relatives from the United States (many arriving with bundles of the sort of consumer goods that are in short supply in Cuba), we found our CET driver and guide/translator, and a spotless Mercedes-Benz Sprinter van. The highway into Havana was remarkably traffic-free and dotted with billboards still proclaiming La Revolución, with heroic pictures of the Castro brothers, Che Guevara and the late Venezuelan president Hugo Chavez. Havana has a modern diplomatic quarter that resembles a Miami neighborhood, but the rest of the city truly is populated with relic Chevrolets, DeSotos, Buicks, Oldsmobiles, and more. Many serve as taxicabs, most spew clouds of blue smoke, and it’s anyone’s guess what’s now under those 60-year-old hoods.


Before Hemingway moved into the Finca Vigía, in May 1939, he lived for weeks in Room 511 of the Ambos Mundos Hotel, in the center of Old Havana. (The city was established in 1519 as a base for Spanish conquistadors. In 1982 la Habana Vieja, with its largely unrestored Baroque and Neoclassical architecture, was designated a World Heritage site.) Along with several short stories, he began to write For Whom the Bell Tolls, his novel of the Spanish Civil War, which was just ending. Today photos of him decorate the Ambos Mundos lobby, and Hemingway’s room, largely untouched, is a shrine. CET had arranged for us to have the adjoining rooms. There was no Internet access, a shock to modern norteamericanos, but the rooftop bar, the view toward the harbor and the friendly staff were fine compensation.


[image: The tower side of the Finca Vigia, an Italianate villa built in 1886 and bought by Hemingway in 1940 for $12,500. With private help from the US, Cuba has been able to refurbish and stabilize the house, but in a tropical climate this is an ongoing campaign. The Finca contains Hemingway’s library of 9,000 books as well as thousands of letters, manuscripts and photographs and most of Ernest’s and Mary’s furnishings and belongings. (Steve Helsley)]


Arriving at the Finca’s 15-acre compound behind busloads of tourists from Europe and Asia, we were warmly greeted by Ada Rosales and her staff. We spent two full days there, using as our studio the room on the ground floor of the house’s tower that Ernest and Mary Hemingway had given over to their dozens of cats. (It had been cleaned.) We were given extraordinary access to the Hemingways’ personal possessions and documents, including seven guns—two rifles and five shotguns—that now appear in this book:


- Adamy 12-gauge No. 29392


- L.C. Smith .410 No. FWE103621


- Liège 28-gauge No. 191024


- Mannlicher-Schoenauer Model 1903 No. 22108, cal. 6.5x54mm


- Springfield Model 1873 No. 13591


- Winchester Model 21 20-gauge No. 14866


- Winchester Model 42 .410 No. 8781


We also found a pair of 10-gauge Winchester signaling cannons.


There’s an old saying that “guns have only two enemies: rust and politicians.” These seven had been ravaged by both and were in poor condition. Cuba instituted gun registration well before the most recent revolution (there have been a halfdozen since 1868), so it was easy for the rebels to seize private firearms—but Fidel Castro, a great admirer of Papa Hemingway, set aside the Finca as a museum. Nevertheless, the guns were crudely deactivated and their barrels were plugged, and the tropical climate had taken its toll. Sad as it was to see the damage, we were thrilled. Our long quest had brought us to Hemingway’s home and put seven more of his guns—“lost” since 1960—directly into our hands.


Several were completely unexpected. The Adamy we knew from the records of Abercrombie & Fitch, where Hemingway bought it in 1942. The Model 21 we could trace to a hardware store in Boise, Idaho, in 1940, and from there to the Sun Valley Resort. Several were identifiable in photographs from various Hemingway collections. Two had been grabbed briefly by the Cuban army in 1947. From documents in the house, we learned of more guns yet, or learned details about these guns and guns already in our records. It is significant that we did not discover Hemingway’s fateful English shotgun (The W. & C. Scott & Son Pigeon Gun), but we found its serial number.


We were able to linger in each room of the house, which is closed to tourists, and examine such things as Papa’s trophies and safari clothing and even a copy of The Old Man and the Sea in Russian Cyrillic—in Braille. Author Calabi’s iPhone captured sixty scratchy seconds of “Aida” played for us on Ernest and Mary’s gramophone. As the music floated through the house, visitors gathered to peer in the windows and aim cameras at us—and we overheard speculation that author Helsley, with his beard and physique, must be a Hemingway relation!


Before traveling to Havana, we had spent a day in Miami with members of a family that had left Cuba after Castro came to power. Brothers Harry (Mariano) and Bernie (Bernabe Jr.) Macias are now successful senior executives living the American dream in Florida, but in 1961 they were frightened young refugees from another country. Back in Havana, their father was a manufacturer of aluminum cook-ware and furniture whose business, cars and home had been seized in the name of the Cuban people.


Señor Macias also had been a prominent member of the Club de Cazadores del Cerro, the “Hunters’ Club on the Hill” in Rancho Boyeros, the last train stop southwest of downtown Havana. In those days seemingly everyone who was anyone in the city gathered at the club to socialize and shoot, including of course Ernest Hemingway. Martha and Mary Hemingway, wives Nos. 3 and 4, frequented the CCC too, as did sons Jack, Patrick and Gregory when they were visiting.


Wingshooting games—trap, skeet and pigeons—were popular in Cuba. There were shooting clubs in all six provinces and four (two public, two private) in and around Havana. Tournament results were reported in the major newspapers, and when the international circuit arrived in Havana, even the New York Times provided coverage.


The Macias family’s connection to the Club de Cazadores ran deep and wide. Harry and Bernie Macias’s maternal grandfather had been one of the founders, in 1907, and in addition to their father various uncles, cousins and friends shot there. Through the years their mother, Beba, kept scrapbooks of CCC programs, newspaper stories, photographs and letters and collected shooting awards—pins, medals, jacket patches and trophies. Eventually there was enough material to fill two large Tupperware bins and several boxes, and Harry Macias spread it all out on his conference-room table for us to examine. The day became an extended remembrance, sometimes emotional.


[image: Miami, February 2015. From left: Author Sanger, Bernie Macias, author Calabi and Mariano Macias examine old Club de Cazadores records and clippings. (Steve Helsley)]


The Macias brothers also introduced us to other Cuban expatriates: Elicio Arguelles III, whose father had accompanied Hemingway and a film crew to Peru, in April 1956, to try to catch a monster marlin for Hollywood’s version of The Old Man and the Sea. Raimundo Menocal, grand son of “Mayito” Menocal (Elicio’s cousin), who had gone on safari with Ernest and Mary in East Africa in the early 1950s and who was the son of Mario Garcia Menocal, President of Cuba from 1913 to 1921. They rang up Jose “Pepe” Artecona, a friend of the family who became a world-class shotgunner, competing in international pigeon championships and the Pan American and Olympic games. Artecona has lived in Puerto Rico since fleeing Cuba.


By extraordinary coincidence, author Calabi and Artecona had met many years before, while shooting in Spain. And then in early 2011—soon after the first edition of this book appeared but four years before we met the Macias brothers in Miami and then traveled to Cuba—out of the blue Calabi had received a letter from Puerto Rico that began:


Dear Mr. Calabi,


I enjoyed Hemingway’s Guns, which brings back memories of my youth in Cuba, since I knew some of the people mentioned in it. I was a member of the Club Cazadores del Cerro and shot many times with Mr. Hemingway. Also, my family had a vacation house in Cojimar, a small fisherman’s town about 10 kms from Havana, where Hemingway’s boat Pilar was anchored in the small but secure bay. I knew Gregorio Fuentes, Mr. Hemingway’s skipper…. I remember Mr. Hemingway in his green Lincoln Continental convertible, when he left it in front of La Terraza Restaurant. Like him, I started shooting very young; but my BB gun was a Daisy.


When I was about 17, I joined the Club de Cazadores del Cerro.…


The letter, a long one, was signed “Cordially, Jose Artecona.”


In early 1959, when the Cuban government abruptly changed, Pepe Artecona had been a young lawyer and the club secretary at the CCC. Each new letter from him provided more detail and background, and now he was on the telephone with his old friends the Macias boys.


Ernest Hemingway lived in Cuba for twenty years and two marriages—longer than in Oak Park, Illinois, where he was born, or in Paris, Key West, Ketchum or anywhere else—and his presence there is still nearly palpable. On the plane to Havana, after our day with the Macias brothers and their friends, our seat-mate was a young man whose professor at UCLA had been one of Gigi’s All-Stars, the kids who played baseball at the Finca with Pat and Greg Hemingway. In a straitened neighborhood of tiny houses in Havana, we found ailing Fernando de la Nuez, who had been Hemingway’s bird boy and then the caretaker of his guns at the Club de Cazadores. Restaurants, bars and hotels where Papa was a regular proudly hang photos of him on their walls. The Finca Vigía itself still looks and feels lived-in, as though Ernest and Mary and their friends soon will be back for cocktails. Shortly after we left Havana, filming began on “Papa,” a Hemingway biopic written by Denne Bart Petitclerc, a friend of Ernest’s and Mary’s who features in our chapter about their Model 21 shotguns.


Hemingway and his second wife, Pauline Pfeiffer, lived in Key West from 1928 to 1939. They had passed through Havana, just 90 miles to the south, briefly en route to and from Europe by ship, but Hemingway’s first lengthy visit to Cuba was made on his friend Josie Russell’s boat in the summer of 1929. He wound up staying for two months, part of the time at the Ambos Mundos Hotel, soon his favorite in Havana. Trips to Cuba became more and more frequent as Hemingway became fixated on the Gulf Stream, which he called “the last wild country there is left.”1 The great warm current, 60 miles wide and 3,000 to 4,000 feet deep, surrounds the island of Cuba; it is a feeding ground for predators that can be big ger, more aggressive and more challenging to hunt than even the great game animals of Africa. During the next ten years Hemingway surpassed Zane Grey as the world’s foremost billfish angler.


[image: Room 511, the Ambos Mundos Hotel, February 2015. Authors Sanger (right) and Calabi examine one of Hemingway’s split-bamboo trolling rods (on loan, along with the typewriter, from the Finca Vigía). Hemingway also had a room at the Sevilla-Biltmore Hotel that he used for writing. He wrote to his friend Tommy Shevlin: “The only way to find peace to write is to tell everybody you live in one hotel and live in another.” (Steve Helsley)]


In 1934, just after his first safari, with a $3,000 advance from a new magazine called Esquire, Hemingway put down a deposit on a 38-foot fishing boat of his own. Christened Pilar, it arrived at Key West in early May, and then long trips across the Florida Strait to Cuba became more frequent. These were international crossings, and American boats had to file papers and clear Customs in order to land in Cuba. Arnold Samuelson, the twenty-two-year-old kid from Minneapolis who signed on to live aboard Pilar in her first season as a watchman (in exchange for a dollar a day and writing advice from Hemingway), recalled some of these formalities:


E.H. applied for clearance papers, signing him self on [Pilar’s] crew list as captain and me as first engineer, as we were permitted to carry more guns and ammunition when we went as officers.2


Samuelson wrote about hiding guns and ammunition under Pilar’s bunks and how officials who met the boat on its first arrival in Havana, in July 1934, did not search her thoroughly:


They knew Hemingway as the American millionaire who the summer before had caught sixty-four marlin with rod and reel and had given away tons of marlin meat to the natives on the dock. They said they had not recognized him in his new yacht, they were sorry they had made the mistake, they hoped he would catch many marlin again this year and they went away …. E.H. could have had a ton of dynamite under the cockpit deck without it being discovered. The doctor glanced at us and took down the yellow quarantine flag.3


Hemingway, who allegedly had dissed his upper-middle-class hometown outside Chicago for its “wide lawns and narrow minds,” liked to live in interesting places, and he needed an audience, a close circle of friends he could dominate. Tiny, isolated, Depression-hammered, tropical Key West was certainly one of America’s most interesting communities, but when some of Hemingway’s “mob” turned cool as he demolished his marriage to Pauline, a strategic relocation to familiar and fish-y yet congenial and cosmopolitan Havana with his new girlfriend, in 1939, seemed like a fine idea.


His next marriage, to Martha Gellhorn, the new girlfriend lasted barely five years. She was happy to leave Cuba. Her successor, Mary Welsh, “fell instantly in love with the [Finca]”4 and moved in with Ernest in 1945. Despite Cuba’s decades of political turbulence and resentment of Yankee Imperialism (and the development of Havana that Hemingway abhorred), had the Castro revolution not taken place, fifteen years later, the Hemingways might have lived on at their beautiful hilltop villa overlooking Havana.


In How It Was, her autobiography, Mary Hemingway describes a tense encounter at the Finca Vigía in October 1947:


As I moved down the front steps, Cuban soldiers emerged from behind a dozen different trees and shrubs and a young lieutenant, very shaved and polished, approached me, his rifle in the over-the-top position. I pushed its barrel downward. “Put that thing aside,” said I in Spanish. “What kind of joke is this?”


No joke. The government—Dr. Ramón Grau San Martin was then President—had learned that an American writer who lived near Havana was stirring up political trouble. (A fuller explanation of this appears in the chapter on the .577 Nitro Express.) The Minister of Defense had sent a squad of troops to the likely culprit’s home to search for guns, ammunition and other suspicious items. Hemingway was in the United States at the time, driving (with Toby Bruce, his factotum) his new Buick Roadmaster convertible—“royal-blue with bright red-leather lining and seats”—from Miami to Sun Valley for the fall hunting season. Mary did her best to repel the invaders, but they had a warrant. Then she assured the lieutenant that he wouldn’t find anything. But she knew better:


[F]amily custom was to dump unused shotgun shells… into any convenient box, drawer or wastebasket after we shot live pigeons at the Club de Cazadores. Also that we practiced target shooting with .22 rifles and other calibers at bottles and tin cans set up on the steps of the abandoned vacaría on the hill behind the driveway. To my dismay the lieutenant found some .30-06 bullets in the drawers beneath the window seat in my room.…


A small truck had backed up the driveway and with surprising efficiency the little army unit filled it with rifles and shotguns, the Duke of Alba’s shotgun which E. had somehow acquired during the Spanish Civil War and Ernest’s favorite old Winchester pump gun among them, U.S. and German army pistols and hundreds, if not thousands, of shells and unopened boxes ofrifle ammunition in various dimensions, our wicker wastebaskets of shotgun shells looking incongruous and cozy among the guns.


[image: The Club de Cazadores del Cerro outgrew its original layout, and in the mid-1950s the members built this new facility, twice as big and with a modern clubhouse and restaurant. When the new facility was completed, the club secretary, Pepe Artecona, sent certified letters to the members asking them to empty their lockers at the old place. “Not many people responded,” Pepe wrote in 2011, “so with two witnesses present and using our master key, we opened the lockers, inventoried the contents, and moved to our new place. When we opened Mr. Hemingway’s locker we found two or three shooting jackets, a 500 case of Peters High Velocity shells with #6 shot and a shotgun. The shotgun was a 30 inch over & under with beautiful wood, 12 gauge … It was made in Belgium and the brand was Cordy. “I made a phone call to Mrs. Hemingway and delivered the gun to her [Ernest may have been in Peru fishing for marlin] in a canvas slip. Took a receipt and went back to the car to get the shells, which she gave me for having been so helpful. I promised to shoot them in her name and went back a very happy young man. Whatever happened to that gun? I never knew.” (Jose Artecona Collection)]


[image: February 1959, the beginning of the end at the Club de Cazadores del Cerro. These are some of the competitors and officials at the Sierra Maestra Cup tournament, named for the Sierra Maestra Mountains, where Fidel Castro’s and Che Guevara’s guerrillas had hidden their base. The bearded revolutionary in front—suddenly a member of the establishment—is Capt. R. Guerra Matos, the brand-new Castro government’s Minister of Sports. The young lady is Luisita Rodriguez-Diaz. Her father, Dr. Antonio Rodriguez-Diaz (behind her), was a prominent surgeon who treated members of the Batista family; in gratitude, Pres. Batista had donated the land where the new CCC was built in 1956-’57. Second from left is Fernando Franco, Mariano and Bernie Macias’s uncle, who lived in Mexico. The tournament winner was their father, Bernabe Macias Sr. At the time the Hemingways were in Idaho, where Ernest was writing The Garden of Eden. Shooting sputtered on for another year, and then there was no 1961 season. As part of the drastic reforms instituted by the new regime, only the Cuban Olympic and Pan American shooting teams could use the Club de Cazadores. (Macias Family Collection)]


[image: In 1950 Ernest Hemingway launched an annual international marlin-fishing tournament in Cuba, and then won it for the first three years. In 1960 the winner was none other than Fidel Castro, who much admired Hemingway. This photo was taken when “Don Ernesto” presented the trophy to Fidel—the only occasion when the two met. With time out for the Bay of Pigs fiasco, the tournament continues to this day. Now based out of the Hemingway International Yacht Club of Cuba, it has been tag-and-release since 1997. (Museo Ernest Hemingway Finca Vigía)]


[image: Overview of Shooting 1945 from the Club de Cazadores del Cerro. (Steve Helsley/Macias Family Collection)]


“You must come with us now,” the lieutenant said.


Mary was able to convince the authorities that they had the wrong man, or woman, and was quickly freed. (The rumored antipático behavior toward the government was reportedly traced instead to another house near Havana, one belonging to J.P. MacAvoy, an editor of Reader’s Digest.) Mary was due to leave shortly to join her husband in Idaho and bring some of these guns with her; a judge accepted her assurances that she would return to Cuba with the guns later in the year—but first he had to examine her husband’s gun permit. From Idaho, Hemingway “wired back his license number, 4278, assuring me that he would airmail the license, describing the pistols as war trophies never fired in Cuba.”


The guns, ammunition and gear were returned after Mary paid a fine of 100 pesos for having thirteen khaki shirts, which to the Cubans looked like military uniforms, and a further 25 pesos for unlicensed firearms. (Surely an odd scale of values?) A copy of Report No. 476-947, filed by the officer who supervised the search of the Hemingways’ property, is in the Museo Finca Vigía archive. It lists what was seized:


- 9mm DIML [sic] pistol No. 9266 with magazine and 5 cartridges


- 9mm DIML [sic] pistol No. 719 with magazine, no cartridges


- P-38 pistol No. 1653 with magazine and 8 cartridges


- HI-Standard Military Model .22 No. 157576 with 2 magazines and 19 cartridges


- 30 rounds of 9mm ammunition


- 89 rounds of 9mm ammunition marca Luger [“Luger brand”]


- 94 rounds of .22 Short and 60 rounds of .22 Long


- 93 rounds of .22-3000


- Pistol holster


- Unmarked, un-numbered shotgun con canón reventado [“with blown barrel”]


- Three Winchester 20-gauge shotguns, one marked MGH


- Winchester 12-gauge repetición [“repeater”]


- Winchester .22 No. 100981 [also a repetición]


- Steyr Mannlicher rifle


- Thirteen khaki shirts


- Three leather shotgun cases


- 7,911 rounds of shotgun ammunition of different calibers and makes


The report is signed by 1st Lt. Ernesto Ladrón de Guevara—not the Ernesto “Che” Guevara who was Fidel Castro’s second-in-command.


Lt. Guevara’s list is our only hard evidence to date of guns that Hemingway (and perhaps his oldest son, Jack) were said to have brought home from Europe after the Second World War. “DIML” is surely a misreading or mistyping of DWM, Deutsche Waffen- und Munitionsfabriken, the German arms and ammunition maker best remembered for introducing the famous Luger pistol and then the 9x19mm Parabellum (Latin “for war”) cartridge. (The letters DWM typically are intertwined and stylized on the pistol and hard to read.) Although DWM made other handguns, and 9mm ammunition has been made in other case lengths, it’s highly likely that the two “DIML” pistols were Lugers, which were the most sought-after souvenirs among American servicemen. Lugers were produced for so long by so many companies and for so many armies and police forces—and were for sale to civilians in Europe, the UK and the United States—that these serial numbers tell us little. There may have been letter designations on the guns too, that the Cubans missed or ignored.


[image: Luger pistols eventually were made by a half dozen manufacturers with different barrel lengths, magazines, sights, and grips, and some were fitted with detachable shoulder stocks. The vast majority were chambered for 9x19mm or 7.65x21mm cartridges. Thanks to the pistols’ distinctive shape, even non-shooters recognize Lugers.]


One of these pistols may not have been a WWII bring-back. Around 1970 Hemingway friends Charles and Lorine Thompson recalled that in the summer of 1932, when the Hemingway family was leaving Key West for its annual stay at the L-Bar-T Ranch in Wyoming, Ernest gave Jimmy Smith, his gardener, an “ancient German Luger” and told him to “guard the joint with your skin; but only if worse comes to worst.”5


(One of many Hemingway legends is that when he and a young war correspondent named J.D. Salinger met in France, in 1944, Hemingway shot the head off a chicken with a Luger in order to show him that it was more accurate than Salinger’s US-issued M1911A1 .45 pistol. But this was no more likely than Hemingway’s wild claim, often repeated, that he had killed 122 “Krauts” personally. His military friends and his biographers, wives, and sons generally agreed that he’d never killed anyone.)


The P38 was another common German 9x19mm pistol, made by Walther and adopted by the Wehrmacht in 1938. In April 1945, just a couple of weeks after returning to Cuba from Europe, Hemingway wrote to his friend Buck Lanham—Col. Charles T. Lanham, West Point ’24, commander of the US Army’s 22nd Infantry Regiment and a key figure in the Battle of the Bulge. Hemingway had attached himself to Lanham while covering the European Theater as a journalist, and the two had become friends. Hemingway’s letter, long and chatty, alternated between chest-thumping and flattery and ended with this postscript: “Now you over-running Krauts could [you] possibly get me 2 P38s for the Kids?” Perhaps Lanham did so, and perhaps No. 1653 was one of them.


[image: The Walther P38 (Pistole of 1938, when it was adopted by the Wehrmacht) was another distinctive and successful military handgun; many of them came home with returning GIs too. Also most commonly chambered for the 9x19mm Parabellum cartridge, the P38 was less expensive to make than the P08 (the Luger, Pistole of 1908).]


Continuing down Lt. Guevara’s list: Hi-Standard Firearms was a Connecticut manufacturer of .22-caliber pistols. The firm’s Military model was a .22 semi-automatic made during WWII as a trainer for American soldiers who then would graduate to the much-harder-recoiling .45-caliber service pistol. We don’t know where or how Hemingway acquired this pistol but, except for its exposed hammer, it closely resembled the Colt Woodsman .22 that he was fond of. Late in the war, Hi-Standard produced a special run of pistols for undercover agents of the OSS, the Office of Strategic Services. Jack Hemingway, as a US Army First Lieutenant attached to the OSS, had parachuted into occupied France in 1944 to help the Resistance—but he was shot in the shoulder and captured by the Germans, who certainly stripped him of his weapons. (They probably also took his fly rod, which he’d gotten past pre-jump inspection by claiming it was a disguised radio antenna.) In any case, the OSS version had an extra-long barrel with a built-in suppressor—a silencer—which might have confirmed the Cubans’ suspicions of skullduggery. Also, this Hi-Standard serial number falls outside the range of the OSS pistols … but the story is too good not to tell.


[image: The Finca Vigía, February 2015. Author Helsley disassembles a .410-bore L.C. Smith shotgun, one of the seven guns remaining in the house that the authors were able to examine and photograph. Behind him author Calabi checks a record on his laptop while museum vicedirector Isbel Ferreiro Garit looks on. (Mike Wysocki)]


The .22-3000 ammunition is the most puzzling item on the list. This was a high-performance smallbore American cartridge made in very limited quantities in the 1930s. It was usually chambered in single-shot or bolt-action rifles meant for shooting vermin (“varmints”) such as woodchucks or prairie dogs at longer ranges. This wasn’t Hemingway’s sort of hunting, and we know of no such rifle in his hands.


The “unmarked, un-numbered shotgun with blown barrel” was surely Hemingway’s mysterious Duke of Alba gun, covered in the Various chapter of this book.


Nearly 8,000 rounds of shotgun ammunition was remarkable even for a family that shot often—but here were four shotguns too: The Winchester 12-gauge repeater was a Model 12 pumpgun, one of Hemingway’s favorite guns and covered at length in the following chapter. The three 20-gauge Winchesters—including one marked “MGH,” for Martha Gellhorn Hemingway—were double-barreled Model 21s. They also get their own chapter (one of them was still at the Finca Vigía when we visited), as does Winchester .22 No. 100981 and the Mannlicher rifle, which also remains in the house today.


Of the guns on Lt. Guevara’s list, the pistols, the unknown shotgun with the bad barrel, and the Model 62-A have disappeared. (The Model 12 has too, but we know it “escaped” from Cuba—its last known appearance was in Jeffersonville, New York, in about 1980.) The military pistols may have been too troublesome to keep in a shaky dictatorship, and perhaps Hemingway got rid of them somehow. None of them appear on his Cuban gun permits from the 1950s. His Colt .22 pistol(s) are not listed there either, nor is the Mauser pistol that Mary occasionally mentions in her biography of her life as Mrs. Hemingway.


However, these permits are no sure evidence that a particular gun was not in the Hemingway household. Ernest and Mary’s firearms licenses from 1949, ’50 and ’51 and 1953 through ’58 (all in the Finca Vigía archive) show many inconsistencies. Several of the guns in the house in February 2015—guns that were in use in the 1940s and ’50s—do not appear on any license. Other guns that are listed on one license are missing from another a year or two later, although they were still in the family; and there are strike-throughs and later additions on the forms, as well as mistakes in spelling and serial numbers.
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ichigan, c. 1913. Hemingway in his early teens with
what appears to be a crow in one hand and his father’s
lever-action Winchester shotgun in the other—a Model
1887 for blackpowder cartridges, apparently the 10-
gauge version. Hemingway’s life reached from the ve
end of the Wild West to the birth of the space program.
Since then, guns have become cultural flashpoints and
the subjects of much ignorance. (John F. Kennedy
Library)
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Room 511, the Ambos Mundos
Hotel, February 2015. Authors
Sanger (right) and Calabi exam-
ine one of Hemingway’s split-
bamboo trolling rods (on loan,
along with the typewriter, from the
Finca Vigia). Hemingway also had
a room at the Sevilla-Biltmore
Hotel that he used for writing. He
wrote to his friend Tommy
Shevlin: “The only way to find
peace to write is to tell everybody
you live in one hotel and live in
another.” (Steve Helsley)
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Walloon Lake, Michigan, summer 1904. Ernest Miller
Hemingway at the age of five, with a break-action
Markham King air rifle that then sold for about 75¢.
Markham Co. advertisements pointed out that “Every
live, healthy boy wants a ‘King’ Air Rifle. It’s boy nature
to want a gun; to want to get out in the fields and woods,
nearest to nature, and enjoy youthful life to its fullest
extent. Get your boy a ‘King' Air Rifle. It will mean
health and boyish happiness—and steady nerves, keener
eyesight and well-developed powers of observation.”
Eyesight aside, Hemingway became a convincing testa-
ment to Markham’s claim. (John F. Kennedy Library)
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Overview of Shooting 1945 from the Club de Cazadores
del Cerro. (Steve Helsley/Macias Family Collection)
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The Finca Vigia, February 2015.
Author Helsley disassembles a
.410-bore L.C. Smith shotgun, one
of the seven guns remaining in the
house that the authors were able to
examine and photograph. Behind
him author Calabi checks a record
on his laptop while museum vice-
director Isbel Ferreiro Garit looks
on. (Mike Wysocki)
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In 1950 Ernest Hemingway launched an annual interna-
tional marlin-fishing tournament in Cuba, and then
won it for the first three years. In 1960 the winner was
none other than Fidel Castro, who much admired
Hemingway. This photo was taken when “Don Ernesto”
presented the trophy to Fidel—the only occasion when
the two met. With time out for the Bay of Pigs fiasco, the
tournament continues to this day. Now based out of the
Hemingway International Yacht Club of Cuba, it has
e since 1997. (Museo Ernest
)
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Miami, February 2015. From left:
Author Sanger, Bernie Macias,
author Calabi and Mariano
Macias examine old Club de
Cazadores records and clippings.
(Steve Helsley)
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Idaho, fall 1941. The family that shoots together (from left): Gregory, Jack, Papa, Martha and Patrick setting out on a
late-October day. “Gigi” might have been the most gifted shot of them all: here he carries a smallbore single-barrel gun,
perhaps a Newport .410. Jack, contemplating his father’s Browning Superposed, became known as a fly fisherman, but
bird hunting stayed with him all his life. Hemingway holds his beloved Model 12 Winchester pumpgun. A
er, Marty had been given a 20-gauge Winchester Model 21 side-by-side shotgun engraved with her initials, which may
be under her arm here. “Mouse,” cradling perhaps another of the family Model 215, made hunting his life; from 1951
until 1975 he was a white hunter, a forestry officer and an instructor of game wardens and professional hunters in East
Africa. (Lloyd Arnold/John F. Kennedy Library)
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The Walther P38 (Pistole of 1938, when it was adopted
by the Wehrmacht) was another distinctive and success-
ful military handgun; many of them came home with
returning Gls too. Also most commonly chambered for
the 9x19mm Parabellum cartridge, the P38 was less
expensive to make than the P08 (the Luger, Pistole of
1908).





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_004.jpg
The tower side of the Finca Vigia,
an Italianate villa built in 1886
and bought by Hemingway in
1940 for $12,500. With private
help from the US, Cuba has been
able to refurbish and stabilize the
house, but in a tropical climate
this is an ongoing campaign. The
Finca contains Hemingway’s
library of 9,000 books as well as
thousands of letters, manuscripts
and photographs and most of
Ernest’s and Mary’s furnishings
and belongings. (Steve Helsley)
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February 1959, the beginning of the end at the Club de
Cazadores del Cerro. These are some of the competitors
and officials at the Sierra Maestra Cup tournament,
named for the Sierra Maestra Mountains, where Fidel
Castro’s and Che Guevara’s guerrillas had hidden their
base. The bearded revolutionary in front—suddenly a
member of the establishment—is Capt. R. Guerra
Matos, the brand-new Castro government’s Minister of
Sports. The young lady is Luisita Rodriguez-Diaz. Her
father, Dr. Antonio Rodriguez-Diaz (behind her), was a
prominent surgeon who treated members of the Batista
family; in gratitude, Pres. Batista had donated the land
where the new CCC was built in 1956-’57. Second from
left is Fernando Franco, Mariano and Bernie Macias’s
uncle, who lived in Mexico. The tournament winner was
their father, Bernabe Macias Sr. At the time the
Hemingways were in Idaho, where Ernest was writing
The Garden of Eden.

Shooting sputtered on for another year, and then
there was no 1961 season. As part of the drastic reforms
instituted by the new regime, only the Cuban Olympic
and Pan American shooting teams could use the Club de
Cazadores. (Macias Family Collection)
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Walloon Lake, Michigan (?), 1916 or ’17. A teenage
Ernest Hemingway, left, gangly and outgrowing his
clothes, out for a lark with pal Paul Haase. Both boys are
wearing Oak Park High School letter sweaters. Ernest is

carrying a single-barrel smallbore sh ly the
birthday ~present from his grandfather Anson
Hemingway. Neither boy’s pockets appear to be bulging
with ammunition. Lewis Clarahan, another classmate,
may have taken the photo, which is remarkably unposed
for the cameras and film of the day. In a 1991 interview
Clarahan recalled that at about this time Ernest once
barely missed him with a shotgun blast while they were
shooting clay pigeons. “I was never sure whether it was
an accident or not. He was trigger-happy, and he did so
many things just to work up some excitement.” (John E.
Kennedy Library)
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Seen through the doorway of the lobby bar at the Ambos
Mundos Hotel on Calle Ol shop Street),
Havana’s Old Quarter seems to slip into a previous cen-

tury as the sun goes down. (Silvio Calabi)
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Luger pistols eventually were made by a half dozen man-
ufacturers with different barrel lengths, magazines,
sights, and grips, and some were fitted with detachable
shoulder stocks. The vast majority were chambered for
9x19mm or 7.65x21mm cartridges. Thanks to the pistols’
distinctive shape, even non-shooters recognize Lugers.
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The Club de Cazadores del Cerro outgrew its original
layout, and in the mid-1950s the members built this new
facility, twice as big and with a modern clubhouse and
restaurant. When the new facility was completed, the
club secretary, Pepe Artecona, sent certified letters to the
members asking them to empty their lockers at the old
place. “Not many people responded,” Pepe wrote in 2011,
“so with two witnesses present and using our master key,
we opened the lockers, inventoried the contents, and
moved to our new place. When we opened Mr.
Hemingway’s locker we found two or three shooting jack-
ets, a 500 case of Peters High Velocity shells with #6 shot
and a shotgun. The shotgun was a 30 inch over & under
with beautiful wood, 12 gauge . . . It was made in
Belgium and the brand was Cordy.

“I made a phone call to Mrs. Hemingway and deliv-
ered the gun to her [Ernest may have been in Peru fish-
ing for marlin] in a canvas slip. Took a receipt and went
back to the car to get the shells, which she gave me for
having been so helpful. I promised to shoot them in her
name and went back a very happy young man. Whatever
happened to that gun? I never knew.” (Jose Artecona
Collection)
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