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  For Renee






   The wine was as good as when you were twenty-one, and the food as marvelous as always. There were the same songs and good new ones. . . . The faces that were young once were old as mine but everyone remembered how we were.




  —ERNEST HEMINGWAY, SPAIN, 1959







  PROLOGUE





  When you go to war as a boy, you have a great illusion of immortality. Other people get killed, not you.




  —ERNEST HEMINGWAY







  On December 9, 1979, the second Sunday of the final month of the alchemically dreamy age that American author Tom Wolfe, the stylish sage of the New Journalism literary movement, had christened the “Me Decade,” the New York Times published what any reader on a lazy Manhattan weekend might have taken to be just another of the innocuous engagement announcements that were traditionally the serene province of people with moneyed pedigrees recognized by the country’s newspaper of record. There was nothing unusually extraordinary in the details. In fact, there was almost a genteel reservation compared to how the spawn of diplomats and Wall Street titans usually dropped in a casual mention of the elite schools attended by the couple.




  The engagement of Diana Radway, daughter of the Marchioness of Linlithgow of London and the late John S. Radway of New York, to Timothy Logan Bakewell Davis, son of Mr. and Mrs. William Nathan Davis of Madrid and London, has been announced. A wedding is planned in February in London.




  Miss Radway expects to graduate from Columbia University next month. Her fiancé, an alumnus of Eton College, in Windsor, England, is a partner of the Business, a film production company in Beverly Hills, Calif.







  The two-paragraph announcement was enough to justify Wolfe’s belief that the revolutionary 1960s had produced a class change ushered in by the economic boom of postwar America that afforded Americans a new sense of self-determination. You could be what or whomever you chose to be: wealthy, entitled, privileged, and of a rarified, socially elite class a stratosphere above which you were born. And so, though the New York Times identified Timothy Logan Bakewell Davis as being from Madrid and London, both his parents were Americans—American expatriates living abroad, but Americans nevertheless—as was their son, the model of a new American archetype.




  Timothy Logan Bakewell Davis. One middle name didn’t suffice. Years later, there would be some confusion over his first name among California hospital administrators, court clerks, and government officials whose records listed his legal name as Thomas. Perhaps it was only fitting, as for decades there would be similar confusion over what the exact name of his father might actually have been. Who was William Nathan Davis? No one knew for certain, not even his loved ones, though there was considerably less mystery surrounding his only son. Timothy Logan Bakewell Davis, known affectionately as Teo by his family and friends, was twenty-eight years of age at the time of his engagement and about to tear the pants off the literary creative world in the opinion of several who had met him. Wherever he went, people were overwhelmed with his European smarts and charm, most recently in Houston, Texas, where he left a vapor trail of jet-set impressions, just as he did in New York and Los Angeles, where he had relocated for a screenwriting fellowship at the American Film Institute.




  “When Teo spoke, so softly and yet so knowingly in that aristocratic Eton accent of his, it was like getting an intoxicating whiff of Oxbridge,” recalled Maxine Mesinger, the longtime celebrity gossip columnist of the Houston Chronicle who had met Davis on her rounds of the city’s social circuit. “You wanted to immediately fall in love with him. You couldn’t help but be impressed.”




  Not the least of those who had become Teophiles was Hollywood screenwriter-director Walter Hill, the filmmaker who would come to be known for reinventing the American action movie, with classics spanning from The Getaway to The Warriors. No Hollywood figure could have been a more perfect match for Teo at the time. Their connection, though they didn’t realize it when they met, was Ernest Hemingway. As a student at Michigan State University, Hill had become obsessed with Hemingway’s writing, even taking on the novelist’s belief that “the hardest thing to do is write clearly and simply, and make your point in an elegant way.” And Teo? Well, Teo could talk extensively and knowingly about Ernest Hemingway, as he could about many other subjects, including film—and even about Hill’s early screenplays that had been produced, films such as The Getaway and The Drowning Pool, not to mention his directorial debut, Hard Times. Hill had recently met Davis at a Hollywood Hills party hosted by Tracy Tynan, the costume-designer daughter of English theater critic Kenneth Tynan, and Hill had done with Davis what he ordinarily hated doing with anyone, especially someone he barely knew: He had engaged in a discussion about his films.




  “I was very surprised how well he knew my films,” Hill recalled. “Usually I don’t like to talk about a detailed analysis of my films, but he actually had a rather fresh approach. And if you know Teo, he’s a very engaging fellow, and so we got to be friendly, and I encouraged him to become a screenwriter.”




  In an afternoon’s conversation with a reluctant Walter Hill, Teo had verbally seduced a seasoned Hollywood filmmaker into an artistic autopsy of his work. But then Teo could have that kind of impact on people. When he was twenty-two, he had landed a newspaper reporting job at the Houston Chronicle, where he impressed an editor who hired him on the spot despite not having any professional journalistic experience or even knowing how to type. In New York, after leaving Houston to join his fiancée in Manhattan, a magazine editor was so charmed by Teo that he had given him a freelance assignment without seeing any of his work. It was an enormous leap of faith, especially since Teo actually had little writing to show. As with Walter Hill, each time it had been someone established in their respective field who in just conversing with Teo had been so overwhelmed with his knowledge and understanding of literature, journalism, and cinema—often accompanied by well-formed, strong opinions—that he left little doubt of succeeding in whatever he put his mind to. No one so young and articulate, they figured, could talk with the depth, passion, and intellect found in Teo and not rise quickly to the top. There was inevitability, it seemed, in Teo Davis rarely found in even the most ambitious young men his age.




  “Ah, to be the fabled and famously debonair Teo Davis, a Connecticut Yankee in King Arthur’s Court if ever one,” the Texas author Larry L. King said in mock jest after meeting Davis at a mid-1970s Willie Nelson concert in Houston, where the consummate Texas cowboy professor had lost the attention of two beauties who were enthralled with whatever Davis was telling them in that ever-so-charming English accent.




  Destiny, though, can sometimes be swept up in a whirlwind, and Davis’s life had been unpredictably tumultuous since his carefree days growing up in the south of Spain amid fabulous wealth and the social climbing of his American expatriate parents. At their historic villa in Málaga called La Consula, Bill and Anne Davis had shown off a magnificent art collection that included several Jackson Pollock paintings while entertaining in extravagant fashion the literati and celebrities of the Western world, among them Noel Coward; Laurence Olivier and Vivien Leigh; and Kenneth Tynan and his wife, the writer Elaine Dundy—though their ultimate showpiece, everyone said, had been Ernest Hemingway, the most famous writer of the twentieth century. In her memoir, Life Itself!, Dundy had labeled Bill and Anne “the Gerald Murphys of the fifties, transferred to the new high bohemian playground of the Gold Coast of Spain,” an allusion to the wealthy American expatriate couple known for their own lavish soirees on the French Riviera, where they entertained writers and artists of the Lost Generation in the 1920s. “Or had we died and awakened in the Murphys’s villa on the Riviera in the twenties,” wondered Dundy, “with Scotty and Zelda about to come rolling in any minute?” Bill Davis was “a New Yorker by origin, a snob, and a social climber,” according to Jeremy Lewis’s biography of Teo’s uncle, Cyril Connolly, who was the leading British literary critic of the time. “He sent his son to Eton and fought a long and successful campaign to become a member of White’s. . . . Something of a bully and drinking companion of Ernest Hemingway’s, Bill Davis had the battered, coarse-grained, narrow-eyed features of a professional pugilist.” The ever-so-famous White’s was one of those elite watering holes Americans would have no knowledge about unless they were social climbers like the Davises. It was the exclusive London gentlemen’s club that dated back to the seventeenth century and a membership that Davis came to cherish. However, it was admission to Eton for his son that became Bill Davis’s crowning glory—Eton, which had produced nineteen British prime ministers, thirty-seven holders of the Victoria Cross, not to mention that famous quote often attributed to the Duke of Wellington that “the Battle of Waterloo was won on the playing fields of Eton,” no matter that the duke evidently never said that.




  In the final years of his life and forever more, Ernest Hemingway would become inexorably linked to the Davis family and to Teo, too. For more than half a century after the Davises had hosted the quintessential American writer in an extended months-long stay in 1959 and again in 1960, all those who became acquainted with Teo could ever really recall of him was that in his childhood he had known Hemingway and was said to have actually been bounced on his lap, momentarily softening the irritable, aging genius of letters in his final years. That was what one of the Hemingway biographies maintained, anyway. And, of course, it made for great small talk, especially among social climbers in Houston’s ambitious society world. Had Teo Davis really known Ernest Hemingway? Could those stories of Hemingway spending a better portion of his final days with the Davises at their palatial European estate possibly be true? Was Teo Davis the beneficiary of some kind of special literary acumen that had been magically passed on to him by Papa Hemingway? Hire the young man, pay him what he wants, and typing be damned!




  And beyond that, as the exclusive world of the Hamptons in Long Island had wondered with the mythical Jay Gatsby, where did all that family money come from?




  No one, especially in Texas, where great wealth and accompanying braggadocio is rarely a mystery for long, seemed to know.




  “Teo was an exotic who always seemed drugged or drunk,” recalled Chase Untermeyer, a reporter at the Houston Chronicle in the 1970s while Teo was on the staff who later became ambassador to Qatar under President George W. Bush. “He also showed how easy it was to break into Houston society in the 1970s with just a tuxedo and an Eton accent.”




  And, of course, Hemingway.




  For social climbing may have been the consummate American non-contact sport of the twentieth century and beyond. Forget about the stage mothers and the Little League fathers and all their own frustrations at their lives’ failures that they pump into the dreams they attempt to live out through their children, and think more of Jay Gatsby, F. Scott Fitzgerald’s title character in The Great Gatsby, whose rags-to-riches rise became a cultural touchstone in twentieth-century America. For with the wealthy, especially the newly rich, of which the Davises were possibly the poster-couple example of post–World War II Americans, there was no expense to spare on ramping up. Whatever the cost to make the right connections, the Davises appeared to have had the most important requisite. As social arbiter David Patrick Columbia, publisher of the New York Social Diary, known as a Standard & Poor’s index for the exceptional and rich, put it: “It’s all about money, because, if you don’t have the money, you can’t do it. Everything is an exchange . . . and it’s taken for granted.”




  So the Davises had parlayed their beautiful hacienda in Málaga, their real-life counterpart to Gatsby’s lavish mansion in the mythical village of West Egg, into a wonderful opportunity for their children, not the least of that investment being Hemingway. It made for the greatest of conversation openers you could have, and Teo grew up using it, though not obtrusively, never in the I-knew-Hemingway fashion that he could have. However, it seemed that was what everyone first said of Teo even before they introduced you to him, so how could there not be an anticipation and an expectation? Few who had known Teo could ever tell you much more about him than those stories of Hemingway living for months at the Davis estate in Spain.




  “It wasn’t that Teo bragged about it—he didn’t—I don’t think I ever really heard him talk about Hemingway staying at his home,” said Peter Heyne, a fashion reporter for Women’s Wear Daily in Houston who was Teo’s roommate in the mid-1970s. “I don’t know exactly how that all became common knowledge. It just did, and I think people’s curiosity did the rest.”




  Hemingway’s visits with the Davises in Spain in 1959 and more briefly in 1960 had come as he wrestled in his final years with the credo that defined his life—grace under pressure—and as he tried reaching back for one more whiff of youth: the bullfights, the adoring Spaniards, the lovely young girls, even the young matador son of the bullfighter from the 1920s after whom he modeled the romantic matador Romero in The Sun Also Rises. Hemingway was about to turn sixty in 1959 in what became a last hurrah for him in Spain and an attempt to relive the past. He had set out for Spain to write an epilogue for a reissue of his bull-fighting nonfiction classic, Death in the Afternoon, but it would not be as simple as he had planned. When Life magazine editors heard of his trip, they quickly asked him to expand the piece into an article of a few thousand words, which they hoped to publish as successfully as they had his Pulitzer Prize–winning novella, The Old Man and the Sea. It would put in motion an unexpected twist to how Hemingway would spend his sunset year in his beloved Spain. In the coming months, with Teo’s father manically driving him all around Spain, Hemingway lived his life following the mano-a-mano duel between the world’s two leading matadors at the time, Antonio Ordoñez and his brother-in-law Luis Miguel Dominguín. It became a quixotic adventure that ultimately produced Hemingway’s posthumously published book, The Dangerous Summer.




  For William Nathan “Bill” Davis, it was a lifelong dream come true. Davis was reputed to be the son of a wealthy Californian, not a New Yorker, as some mistakenly thought, who had business interests in Spain. However, that may have been just another story told and possibly concocted by Davis himself. In a Christie’s auction in December 2013, for a Hemingway-autographed letter to Davis dated March 31, 1942, Davis was identified as “a wealthy patron of the arts from Indianapolis and a graduate of Yale (1929). Booth Tarkington based his Magnificent Amber-sons on the Davis family. He met Hemingway in 1931, but also counted among his friends Jackson Pollack [sic], Cyril Connelly [sic], Peggy Guggenheim, John Dos Passos and other creative artists. . . . As this (and the following letters) reveal, Hemingway considered him one of his closest and most trusted friends.”




  “Hemingway biographers,” the auction catalog further stated, “have neglected the importance of this friendship with Nathan William Davis (ca. 1906–ca. 1985).”




  Signing the letter “Hemingstein,” Hemingway addressed the airmail envelope to “Mr. and Mrs. William Davis” at “Uraguay 69, Mejico DF” and made the salutation on his Finca Vigía stationery in Cuba to “Dear Bill and Emily.” Emily presumably was another wife, possibly Bill’s first or his second, because there had been at least one other spouse before Anne. “We had a wonderful time with you guys,” Hemingway wrote. “Marty [Martha Gellhorn] says she wrote you all the news. . . . We have never had any more fun than with you both nor ever liked anybody more. Will try to get some pictures of the pictures to send you to make sure to have something to lure you down here. We look forward to you coming as big thing of this summer.” Then in a jocular postscript, he added, “You might let our friends know from time to time that I am proceeding leisurely through the various Mexican states working on that book The Farewell to Arms Boys Take Telespalteper.”




  The letter, sold by a private collector, was purchased for $15,000 and may have revealed yet another dark side of the Hemingway personality. According to biographer Kenneth S. Lynn, Hemingway occasionally signed letters “Hemingstein” since “he was enough of an anti-Semite to find Jewish names funny just because they were Jewish.” It was not unusual for Hemingway to use derogatory terms for Jews, blacks, Italians, and Frenchmen, though American scholar James Nagel, author of Ernest Hemingway: The Writer in Context, maintained that while “it is awkward for those of us sympathetic to Hemingway to read a not-very-veiled anti-Semitism that arises from time to time . . . you’re not quite sure those feelings really ran in Hemingway.” As for the Davises, the auction catalog including the “Hemingstein” letter maintained that “the recipient of this letter (Davis) was himself Jewish,” although Teo Davis denied this years later.




  Bill Davis, however, was a friend and admirer of the author, who would have forgiven virtually anything in Hemingway. “Having Hemingway as his houseguest,” Lynn wrote in his biography Hemingway, “represented the fulfillment of Davis’ social dream, and he considered it a privilege to wait on him personally.” Hemingway, in turn, loved everything about La Consula, from the sixty-foot swimming pool where he could exercise every day to the wide veranda where he worked in the mornings. La Consula was whitewashed inside and out, with white marble floors and white-linen-covered furniture leading up to white walls covered in those Jackson Pollock paintings, some Goya prints, and large maps. In letters written from the estate, an admiring Hemingway went out of his way to mention the Esparto grass reed-plated mats in the corridors and rooms and how the house was full of books.




  Hemingway, of course, was only the most recent visitor to be overwhelmed by the beauty and presence of La Consula. The villa had long had its historic importance, but the Davises renewed its life and turned it into a salon and retreat for intellectuals, artists, and the wealthy, especially those who were English. Foremost among them was the Davises’ in-law Cyril Connolly, who came to be known as La Consula’s “presiding genius, even in his absence.” Throughout Europe, the Davises had gained the reputation of entertaining on a grand, lavish scale, with Bill delighting as a host, a role that gave him grateful guests and power. In her book Tears Before Bedtime, Connolly’s second wife, Barbara Skelton, wrote that Bill loved “getting his guests drunk, to watch their reactions. And wait for their indiscretions. He liked manipulating people. . . . He was a perfectionist, a flatterer of the famous who dragooned servants, chose delicious food, brought the best flamenco and went to the best bullfights.”




  No one would question that Bill and Anne Davis were an enigma among the locals of the neighboring village of Churriana, who knew little of them beyond their wealth and extravagance. Certainly, few of those they entertained knew anything more about them either. They were neither writers nor celebrities, although they hosted some of the most famous people in the world. Talk among the locals was that Bill Davis had moved to Spain with the Jackson Pollocks after his divorce from a previous wife and couldn’t return to the United States for fear that his ex would claim her share of the property. Before Anne, he apparently had been married to socialite Beatrice Diaz Davis, the daughter of immigrant Colombian parents. Bill, though, never talked to his guests at La Consula of how or why that marriage ended. Someone who knew Bea, as she was known, said she carried a torch for Bill the rest of her life and had tracked him down as living in the south of Spain.




  The English writer Jonathan Gaythorne-Hardy remembered Davis as a “big, balding, shambling man with a deep hoarse, mechanically indistinct voice who walked with a slight slouch or list, as if holed below the water line.” The young journalist Valerie Danby-Smith, who later married Hemingway’s son Gregory, met the Davises that summer of 1959 and remembered in an interview years later that “when Bill wrote to Ernest and said he heard he was coming to Spain, could he be his host, maybe it’s because he didn’t know him very well that Ernest accepted. Mary always said she was very surprised, because normally they didn’t stay at other people’s houses. They either rented one or they stayed in hotels, for that independence.”




  Bill Davis, though, was one who seemed to relish being an enigma. He was pleasant, for the most part, and unselfish in the way he entertained. The one disturbing thing most of his guests remembered about Davis was that he called his wife Anne “squaw” for reasons no one knew or could understand. Anne did not appear to have any Native American features about her. If she was Native American, she could have been the richest among all of the American tribes, for she may have been as wealthy as Bill, if not more so. Anne Bakewell could actually trace her family back to John James Audubon, the French-born ornithologist, naturalist, and painter. Anne’s great aunt Lucy Bakewell had married Audubon in 1808, six months after he had arrived in Kentucky. For a while in the early 1800s, Audubon was even a partner in a riverfront business there with Anne’s great-grandfather Thomas W. Bakewell, whose fortune apparently had come from yet another uncle, Benjamin Bakewell, who owned a commission house in New York. Later, it was the Bakewell’s money that allowed Audubon to pursue his dream to create an American ornithology after he had been jailed for debt and shattered by bankruptcy. It was also Lucy Bakewell who promoted Audubon’s watercolors to the New York Historical Society, explaining the paintings and the hardships in painting them while showing a winning sense of humor. “If I were jealous,” she told a committee at the Historical Society, “I would have a bitter time of it, for every bird is my rival.”




  The story of how Anne’s mother came into her own wealth was a convoluted tale that had left her enormously comfortable. According to numerous accounts, her mother regularly came to the financial aid of Anne’s older sister, Jean, while she was married to Cyril Connolly. References in several books call Anne the older sister; however, according to birth and U.S. Census documents, Anne was the younger sister by two years, having been born in 1913 in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. Anne and Jean were the children of William Mullins and Gertrude Paxton Logan Bakewell of 5529 Fifth Avenue in Pittsburgh, with a summer home in Hyannis Port, Massachusetts, and a winter home in Daytona, Florida, replete with yachts named Waheva and Sirene. And get the name Gertrude Paxton Logan Bakewell. Anne’s mother was a distant relative of James Logan, a historic figure in Pennsylvania, where he was chief justice of the state supreme court in the 1800s. It also explains the full breadth of Teo’s name in his New York Times betrothal announcement: Timothy Logan Bakewell Davis. It was no surprise then that the Bakewells, who married in 1909, were listed in the Pittsburgh Social Register and the Pittsburgh and Allegheny Blue Book of that period. By the 1920 census, though, Gertrude Bakewell had resettled with her two daughters and their younger brother, Thomas, in South Pasadena, California, with no mention of their father. By 1930, Gertrude Bakewell had remarried to a well-to-do Princeton-educated lawyer who went by the curious and possibly preppy name D. Lish Warner, and the new Warner-Bakewell family was living in Baltimore, Maryland.




  Meanwhile, the Bakewell wealth underwrote an upward lifestyle in Europe. According to immigration and travel records, both sisters made numerous trips abroad to France and England during the 1920s. Frances Jean Bakewell married Cyril Connolly in New York on April 5, 1930, beginning a whirlwind lifestyle in the fast lane of London intellectual circles that included a brief friendship with Edith Wharton and Aldous Huxley. Jean soon developed a series of health issues that left her with a chronic weight problem and unable to bear children. In 1939, she left Connolly, returning to New York and later becoming the wife of Laurence Vail, the former husband of Peggy Guggenheim. Jean’s health problems continued, though, and on July 16, 1950, she died of a stroke at the age of thirty-nine while on a trip to Paris. Vail took charge of Jean’s body, interring it in the Vail family vault at Père Lachaise Cemetery in Paris. The only person notified at all of her death was Jean’s brother, Thomas Bakewell of New York City. That same year Connolly married the writer Barbara Skelton, whom he later divorced, and in 1959 married Deirdre Craven, a granddaughter of James Craig, first Viscount Craigavon.




  Anne Bakewell had been as active socially and personally as her older sister. She had married and in 1934 had a son, of whom little was ever said in later years. She also followed her sister in returning to the United States in the 1940s, where she carried on a chaotic love affair with Clement Greenberg, recognized by many as the greatest art critic of the twentieth century. It was Greenberg who charted and celebrated the rise of abstract expressionism in the 1940s and 1950s and who was among the first to acclaim the work of Jackson Pollock. In their tempestuous relationship, the two were often quarrelling and breaking up, as Greenberg wrote in one of his letters to Harold Lazarus, a friend and former classmate at Syracuse University.




  Annie left for Baltimore on her way to Mexico the beginning of this week. We’re through forever, even as friends. As usual, you’re right: you warned me once, “Remember, she’s Jeanie’s sister.” It would have been even correcter [sic] to say: she’s her mother’s daughter. The only thing I can explain her behavior by is lesbianism, and I suppose that is the explanation.







  In another letter, Greenberg boasted of being involved with “the ideal sex object, which is Annie, and as always the ideal sex object is what I don’t want to marry & in some ways have contempt for, but it remains the ideal, perfect, irreplaceable sex object.” Then in a fit of jealous rage, he lamented that though he still desired Annie, “in the characteristic way of the Bakewells, she has brought another man into this situation, the longest of Peggy G[uggenheim]’s latest lovers,” who apparently happened to have been Bill Davis, for whom she eventually left Greenberg.




  In their own way, it could be said then, Bill Davis and Annie Bakewell were a match made in abstract art heaven. With their fortunes and Jackson Pollock paintings, they married and made their way to Spain, where Annie’s former brother-in-law Cyril Connolly connected them to La Consula. Even after their divorce and Jean’s death, Connolly remained close to Annie and her new husband. His letters to them were filled with terms of endearment such as “Darling Annie Dearest Bill” or “Dear Anniebill,” often with thoughts of their children. They were equally effusive in their concern for his well-being, and his role as the home’s top intellectual remained intact. Connolly was La Consula’s “house writer and master of ceremonies,” said Kenneth Tynan, who believed that La Consula gave the Davises’ in-law “a momentary glimpse of Eden from the wastelands of middle age.” Jean, called “Jeanie” by her loved ones, had been the love of Connolly’s life, and he was devoted to her memory, as were the Davises. They named their daughter after her, though she would go by her childhood nickname Nena for the rest of her life. Bill and Anne were also loyally devoted to each other. In her memoir about life with her father-in-law, Valerie Hemingway remembered Bill as a Dickensian-faced man who had been a taxi driver in San Francisco, as he had been in Mexico City, where Hemingway met him again later and began calling him “Negro.” Later, at least one biographer, A. E. Hotchner, maintained that the name was given to Davis by bullfighter Antonio Ordoñez. The matador joked that Hemingway’s handwriting was so bad that Davis, who “had beautiful handwriting was EH’s ‘negro’ or ghostwriter and the nickname stuck.” Negro, however, is hardly Spanish for ghostwriter, and Hemingway’s own correspondence shows that he called Bill Davis by that name long before Ordoñez ever met him. But while there may have been a history of Hemingway’s nickname for Davis, no one could adequately explain his wealth.




  “El Negro was quiet and acquiescent with Ernest, his demeanor more that of a chauffeur or paid servant than lord of the manor,” Valerie Hemingway wrote, “but I detected a cynicism or cruel streak as I observed his behavior with lesser beings in the entourage.” By one account, perhaps the one most accepted by many friends and relatives, Davis had been born in California in either 1906 or 1907 and had first visited Spain in 1926 with his father. There his interest in Hemingway had intensified, and Davis had wrangled a brief introduction. It was Hemingway’s second wife, Pauline Pfeiffer, who years later arranged Davis’s reunion with Ernest. In 1941, a year after she had divorced Hemingway, Pfeiffer met Davis in San Francisco, where she maintained an apartment in addition to her home in Key West, Florida. Later that year, Bill reconnected with Ernest in Sun Valley, Idaho. By then, Hemingway was already married to novelist and journalist Martha Gellhorn; and in the spring of 1942, the Hemingways visited Davis in Mexico, where he was living with Emily, apparently his first wife. In Mexico, according to at least one account, Davis had also known Leon Trotsky, one of the fathers of the Russian Revolution, who had been granted asylum in the late 1930s and settled in Coyoacán on the outskirts of Mexico City. By then, though, Davis was already an effete literary connoisseur and, like Hemingway, a Hispanophile and bullfight aficionado.




  “My father had an obsession in his life,” said Teo, looking back years later on his family history, “and that was Hemingway.”




  In late April 1959, that obsession was seemingly fulfilled in Spain. There, as the Hemingways settled in at La Consula in the cool, marbled warmth of their adjoining rooms on the upper level, the Davises’ two friendly hounds followed Ernest and positioned themselves like protective sentries at each side of his bed. Hemingway eyed the dogs and then the carved wooden crucifix on the wall above his bed and, evidently seeing that beast and God were looking over him, let out a laugh that could be heard throughout the villa.




  It was an extraordinary start of what would be the house’s most incredible summer. Mary Hemingway later wrote in her memoirs that the Davises had indeed been unusual people. Annie Davis, she said, was “an American who had lived abroad so long she seemed to us European.” The Davises also did not permit a telephone or radios in their home, so their only means of communicating with the outside world was by mail or telegram. It made for an idyllic cocoon of privacy for Hemingway, who in his advancing years was increasingly becoming less of a people person.




  Teo remembered that the first days of the Hemingways’ stay at the Davis home brought with it an immediate Upstairs Downstairs class clash on how the hacienda was operated by the household staff and how Ernest behaved. Starting in the mornings, Ernest was usually writing by daybreak, the time when the cooks were beginning to prepare breakfast, the gardeners tending the lawns and plants, and the maids straightening the house from the night before. Their work was meticulously planned, as the Davises insisted on La Consula always looking immaculate and yet as if not a care in the world were given to the house appearing that way. “Semi-invisible servants were there to make your beds, to wash and iron and put away your clothes, to attend to your every need and desire, and to cook delicious meals,” recalled regular guest Elaine Dundy. Hemingway, too, was his own creature of habit, writing from the time the sun rose, preferring to be disturbed only by the sound of the morning birds, and finishing around midday, when his creative juices had given out. The rhythm of the house, however, had long ago been established, quickly creating conflict. For Hemingway, annoyance would take over and override his manners. He didn’t want the maids coming anywhere near his work, much less touching his papers, especially a large board titled “So as Not to Kid Myself,” which tabulated the number of words he had written each day and which he insisted remain attached to a wall and in plain sight.




  Not surprisingly, Hemingway got his way at La Consula. Nevertheless, the villa was constantly filled with commotion those months in 1959 when the Hemingways were guests. Teo recalled that life on the estate during that period centered around “Papa,” as he also came to call Ernest. He loved Fats Waller, the American jazz pianist and entertainer who had become far more famous after his death in 1943 than he was in life; and the Davises always had Fats Waller songs like “Ain’t Misbehavin’” and “Honeysuckle Rose” blaring from their loudspeakers by the pool. Hemingway’s favorite was “Your Feet’s Too Big.” He did not really sing in tune but instead loved to encourage other people to perform. Often the turmoil at La Consula was simply the departure and return of Hemingway and his cadre of friends and bullfight aficionados, which sometimes even included matadors themselves. At Hemingway’s festive sixtieth birthday party that summer at the Davis home, Teo recalled, the bullfighter Antonio Ordoñez himself led a local hook and ladder company in putting out a blaze that had been set off by a fireworks display.




  That party, the most fabulous birthday celebration Teo would ever see in his life, left a permanent impression on him, and not all for the best. Teo had turned eight that April, a birthday celebrated with his sister and the servants, who baked him a cake, just days before the Hemingways’ arrival. Later that summer, seeing the birthday feast for Ernest, Teo dreamed that one day his parents might throw a similar bash for him. They never did, not even close.




  Yet Teo found Ernest to be the closest to a grandfather he would know. As a child, he never knew his grandparents on either side. Bill Davis never spoke about his family, and Cyril Connolly was the only one on Annie’s side of the family whom Teo would come to know. But there was never the immediate connection he had known with Hemingway, whom he found to be almost like a human relic who ached and bellowed in the mornings, often angry and morose but at the same time nearly childlike in the way he approached life. Few were aware then that Hemingway had begun suffering from depression and paranoia, which would be with him until the end of his life.




  “Timoteo,” Hemingway said to him one morning. “You are the one person who never asks me that same damn question everyone else always asks: What are you working on?”




  It was obvious, Teo would one day conclude, that Ernest was clearly struggling to work—to work because he had to, because he was expected to, because retirement was out of the question. As Hemingway would say later that summer to his longtime friend and editor, A. E. Hotchner, who had come to Málaga for the birthday party: “Retire? Unlike your baseball player and your prizefighter and your matador, how does a writer retire? No one accepts that his legs are shot or the whiplash gone from his reflexes. Everywhere he goes, he hears the same damn question: What are you working on?”




  Often after he had finished writing for the morning, Ernest went out of his way to talk to Teo, who was usually outside playing on the wide verandas, and to ask the child about his life. He had seen a baseball, a glove, and a bat in the house and tried talking baseball to the youngster, only to learn that Teo had no real knowledge about the sport, having grown up in Europe and never even having seen a game. Hemingway, however, had been raised with baseball. In Cuba, at his Finca Vigía estate, Ernest had even laid out a baseball field for his two sons from his second marriage to Pauline Pfeiffer—Gregory, known then to family and friends as “Gigi,” and Patrick. The two youngsters played on a youth team Hemingway organized called the Gigi All-Stars, along with children of members of the household staff and other boys in the neighborhood. Ernest personally equipped the team and dressed them in white flannel uniforms. Gigi and Patrick lived with their mother but would visit Ernest often when they were young. Hemingway himself would sometimes play in the games. Other times Hemingway would pile the kids into his Chrysler and transport them to games at the private Club de Cazadores (the Hunters’ Club). This was also where Ernest would go skeet shooting, and it was open exclusively to whites. The six dark-skinned Cuban boys on the team raised some eyebrows, but no one was about to challenge Hemingway, who never had a problem having all his team’s players admitted and served.




  “Papa would bat, too,” recalled Oscar Blas, who at seventy-eight years of age in 2008, was one of seven surviving players. “When he got a hit, he would make one of the little kids run for him. . . . When he played, he seemed like our big brother. He had as much fun as we did.”




  Another player, Rene Villarreal, eventually went to work for Hemingway at Finca Vigía and developed a friendship with the Hemingways that spanned three decades. “As the Gigi All-Stars’ boys grew up, they got jobs and moved on,” he said in an interview years later. “A couple became baseball players in local minor leagues. There was no more baseball played at the finca after the boys grew up. Those were indeed innocent and happy times.”




  So it was understandable how in Spain, Teo’s baseball bat and glove would awaken in Ernest an old love and possibly another memory of his youth. J. Gerald Kennedy, a Hemingway scholar at Louisiana State University, later wrote how as a child Hemingway owned a huge collection of baseball cards and posters but lost track of them, much like most American boys did as they grew up. Teo recalled a sadness crossing Ernest’s eyes when Teo told him that he didn’t really keep up with baseball.




  “Just as well,” Hemingway lamented. “Without the great DiMaggio, the game’s not what it was.”




  Finally, one day Ernest managed to make use of Teo’s unused baseball equipment when he and A. E. Hotchner decided to show Antonio Ordoñez how to play the game. Hemingway believed the bullfighter to be an exceptional athlete who could have been a major league middle infielder had he grown up in America. According to Valerie Hemingway, Ordoñez acquitted himself well that afternoon, enjoying himself so much that he offered to teach Hotchner how to be a bullfighter just to show his gratitude. Teo took it all in, laughing as Ernest volunteered to be the editor’s manager.




  “How are your reflexes?” Ordoñez asked Hotchner.




  To show Hotchner’s agility, Hemingway surprised him by tossing wineglasses and cutlery at him, which he quickly caught.




  “Hemingway was a different person in the morning than he was in the afternoon, and, I imagine, than he was in the evening,” Teo recalled. “But that may have just been symptomatic of his age. He turned sixty that summer, but his mileage. Well, his mileage was much higher.”




  Teo remembered how on some mornings his childish squealing with Ernest chasing him down the long halls of the estate awakened the other guests, who delighted in seeing the aging writer’s increasingly grumpy demeanor soften, even if only for a few fleeting moments. For Teo, too, these were much-needed displays of emotion that were sadly missing from his relationship with his parents. Neither Bill nor Anne Davis was affectionate with their children, and Teo would lament that “I cannot recall my parents ever telling me they loved me.”




  Perhaps, in their minds, they did express their love, just simply in another manner. Who can ever judge the intricate relationships of fathers and sons, parents and children? For certain, that summer would forever change the lives of Bill and Anne Davis and their children—though arguably not for the better—and it would eventually come to evoke mixed, embittered feelings, especially in Teo.




  “Hemingway became my parents’ overriding interest and obsession,” Teo said, looking back more than half a century later. He continued,


  



  I don’t know if I had any formed impressions about Hemingway at the time. Except that the time was all-consuming with him. This was the pinnacle of my parents’ lives, and I think that this is something that I would come to understand in the coming years. For most families, the kids occupy front and center. In our family, it was Hemingway. It wasn’t me, nor my sister. Nothing we could ever do or dream to do mattered to them. My parents were narcissists. It was all about them, and this would only become increasingly apparent—that we didn’t matter much. My parents were in their own separate world, and we weren’t part of that world. This was true even more so after Hemingway died. They became the center of attention of everyone who was trying to write about Hemingway with any depth. They wanted to talk to Bill and Anne Davis. This became their life. We were not. After we returned from boarding school, they didn’t want much of anything to do with us.




  And why would they. We weren’t Hemingway.







  
1“Fiesta, Sí!”





  Every man’s life ends the same way. It is only the details of how he lived and how he died that distinguish one man from another.




  —ERNEST HEMINGWAY







  ERNEST HEMINGWAY WAS IN THE MIDDLE OF HIS LATE MORNING SWIM in La Consula’s sixty-foot pool when he heard the happy commotion of his wife Mary, along with Bill and Annie Davis, welcoming one of his many friends who had begun arriving for what promised to be the biggest birthday celebration known throughout Málaga and the surrounding Andalusia part of Spain. Mary Hemingway had flown in champagne from Paris, Chinese food from London, codfish from Madrid, and friends from all over the world, including the maharajah of Cooch Behar, American diplomat David Bruce and wife Evangeline, Italian royalty, Spanish aristocrats, and actress Lauren Bacall. There were also fireworks directed by an expert from Valencia, carnival booths, and a live orchestra. Ernest Hemingway was turning sixty years old on July 21, 1959, and Mary wanted it to be a party that would be fitting for the most celebrated writer in America, if not the world. This had not been why Hemingway had come to Spain, having sought one more whiff of the country so closely linked to his early fame in the 1920s. However, he was never one to turn down a celebration in his name. And perhaps no friend was further up his own personal guest list than the one whose voice he immediately recognized. He remembered the distinctive pitch of Charles Trueman Lanham’s voice as clearly as the day he had met him in Normandy, where Hemingway was reporting on the D-day invasion for Collier’s magazine.




  “I want you to know that if you ever yield one foot of ground without my direct order, I will court martial you!” Lanham’s words to his troops as he assumed command of his regiment had stuck in Hemingway’s steel-trap memory.




  In World War II, there had been few soldiers more courageous than Buck Lanham, as he was known. A colonel at the time of the D-day invasion, Lanham had commanded the U.S. Twenty-Second Infantry Regiment in Normandy in July 1944 and was the first American officer to lead a break through the German defensive Siegfried line on September 14, 1944. Hemingway had accompanied American troops as they stormed to shore on Omaha Beach, but as a civilian correspondent he was not allowed to land himself. He then had attached himself with Lanham’s regiment as it made its way to Paris. Later, Lanham led a breakout in the Battle of the Bulge after surviving a bloody ordeal in the Battle of Huertgen Forest. There in the Huertgen Forest, the regiment suffered massive losses: 80 percent casualties in eighteen days. But Lanham had still been awarded the Distinguished Service Cross, and only a few people had ever impressed Hemingway the way Lanham had. “Buck is the finest and bravest and most intelligent military commander I have known,” Hemingway later said of Lanham. He held such standing in Hemingway’s hall of heroes that when Hemingway learned he was getting the Nobel Prize for Literature in 1954, Buck Lanham had been the first friend he called, receiving his congratulations.




  “I’m thinking of telling them to shove it,” Hemingway told his friend.




  “Don’t be a jackass,” Lanham said.




  “Well, maybe not.” Hemingway was still recovering from injuries in back-to-back airplane crashes in Africa in which he had nearly been killed and needed the prize money. “There’s thirty-five thousand dollars.”




  Five years later, Lanham didn’t have to think twice about flying from his home in Washington, DC, to the south of Spain to celebrate Hemingway’s sixtieth birthday. In his swim trunks and dripping wet in the midsummer sun, Ernest rushed out of the pool, where he had been having a playful swim with Teddy Jo Paulson, an American tourist and one of the young women he had been chasing after since the Fiesta de San Fermín in Pamplona earlier in the month. He hurried to embrace Lanham, who had become one of Hemingway’s closest friends and with whom he kept up a steady correspondence for seventeen years. That correspondence totaled more than six hundred pages, which Hemingway biographer Carlos Baker would call “the longest, fullest, and most informative sequence of Hemingway letters to come to light.” While convalescing from injuries, Hemingway even took to considering Lanham as a father confessor. Now Lanham had an early birthday present for his friend and presented Hemingway with an affectionately inscribed history of the Twenty-Second Infantry Regiment.
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