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PROLOGUE

THIS BOOK contains selected conversations, by letter, between a father and son. It is an attempt to answer the question I have been often asked, by friends and strangers alike: “Did I know my father?”

There is a lot of hunting and fishing in these letters, but I think the significance of this correspondence is not the hunting and fishing. It’s the light it casts on our relationship, and how I grew to know my father. I grew to know him as a person, quite different than how he is often portrayed. The man I knew tried very hard to be a good family man. I think our correspondence shows he was intimately connected with his wives and his children all his life.

I would like to call up a letter by my father that he wrote to F. Scott Fitzgerald in 1925, when Papa had only one family and marriage to play with.


July 1, 1925

Burguete, Navarra

Dear Scott,

We are going in to Pamplona tomorrow. Been trout fishing here. How are you? And how is Zelda?

I am feeling better than I’ve ever felt haven’t drunk any thing but wine since I left Paris. God it has been wonderful country. But you hate country. All right omit description of country. I wonder what your idea of heaven would be. A beautiful vacuum filled with wealthy monogamists, all powerful and members of the best families all drinking themselves to death. And hell would probably be an ugly vacuum full of poor polygamists unable to obtain booze or with chronic stomach disorders that they called secret sorrows.

To me a heaven would be a big bull ring with me holding two barrera seats and a trout stream outside that no one else was allowed to fish in and two lovely houses in the town; one where I would have my wife and children and be monogamous and love them truly and well and the other where I would have my nine beautiful mistresses on 9 different floors and one house would be fitted up with special copies of the Dial printed on soft tissue and kept in the toilets on every floor and in the other house we would use the American Mercury and the New Republic. Then there would be a fine church like in Pamplona where I could go and be confessed on the way from one house to the other and I would get on my horse and ride out with my son to my bull ranch named Hacienda Hadley and toss coins to all my illegitimate children that lined the road. I would write out at the Hacienda and send my son in to lock the chastity belts onto my mistresses because someone had just galloped up with the news that a notorious monogamist named Fitzgerald had been seen riding toward the town at the head of a company of strolling drinkers.

Well anyway we’re going into town tomorrow early in the morning. Write me at the

Hotel Quintana

Pamplona

Spain

Or don’t you like to write letters. I do because it’s such a swell way to keep from working and yet feel you’ve done something.

So long and love to Zelda from us both.

Yours,

Ernest



This letter demonstrates Ernest’s complex personality and his ability to create art with his writing. As my maturity developed, I too could use my letters to create something similar to his and in certain fields, such as poetry and hunting, I could openly compete. This letter to Fitzgerald was written three years before I was born and John Hadley Nicanor Hemingway was Papa’s only son and child. My appearance on the scene, the son of Pauline Pfeiffer Hemingway, altered the complexity of the family Papa had to deal with. This complexity also affected the development of the letters between Papa and me. In the first place, there was the matter of the Catholic Church. Papa had entered into a relationship with the Catholic Church during the war that was fought in Italy, a strongly Catholic country. With his second marriage to Pauline, he would become very much under the influence of her religion, and I would be brought up as a Catholic child. This relationship in turn would be affected by Papa and Pauline’s divorce in order for him to marry Martha Gellhorn. These changes that Papa had to make in the families he felt responsible for, very much underlie the trajectory of our correspondence and the task of getting to know my father.

Patrick Hemingway






INTRODUCTION

DEAR PAPA is a look into the intimate relationship between Ernest Hemingway and his middle son, Patrick. It is an abridged collection of the correspondence that they maintained throughout their lives together.

Patrick Hemingway started the Dear Papa project in 2020 when he enlisted the help of both his nephew, Brendan Hemingway, and his grandson, Stephen Adams. Patrick’s intention was to use the large archive of this material to show the world what his parent was like as a father.

The world already knows Ernest Hemingway the writer and Papa Hemingway the larger-than-life celebrity. Now Patrick wants the world to know the devoted family man and engaged father by sharing selected letters over their entire collective life together.

Ernest Hemingway was married four times and had three children between two of his four wives, so the supporting cast in these letters is large. He married Hadley Richardson in 1921, and they divorced in 1927. Hadley was the mother of Patrick’s beloved older brother, Jack, but she would not play much of a role in Patrick’s life. Patrick and his brother Gregory’s mother, Pauline Pfeiffer, was married to Hemingway 1927–1940. She was a constant in Patrick’s life until her untimely death in 1951, when Patrick was twenty-three years old. Martha “Marty” Gellhorn married Hemingway in 1940, and they divorced in 1945. Martha was especially fond of Patrick, and the two remained in contact for the rest of Martha’s life. And in 1946, Hemingway married Mary Welsh, who was widowed by his death in 1961. Although Patrick was nearly eighteen years old when Mary married Ernest, they developed a cordial relationship and shared a keen interest in art history.

As Ernest’s middle son, Patrick was the stereotypically dutiful peacemaking middle child who kept in touch with his father until his father’s death. They corresponded through thick and thin, always making it through rough patches in their relationship in a way that was not typical for Ernest, who tended to withdraw from confrontation and retreat from high emotion.

In addition to the large cast of characters, many of these characters are referred to by nicknames. The Hemingway family have long had a tradition of nicknames, and Ernest was particularly good at it and into it.

Another family tradition you will observe in the letters is the “toosie,” which is a way to represent a kiss: a circle with a dot in it, which we usually typeset as “(.).” Ernest inherited this tradition and passed it on.

Neither father nor son was much for spelling, so many errors have been fixed to avoid interfering with the reading experience.

When we say “letters,” we mean all the correspondence, which included not only letters but telegrams, postcards, and short notes.

As we reviewed the letters in 2020, they were between eighty-eight years old and fifty-nine years old. Language and stereotyping that was commonplace then is recognized as harmful now. Patrick was adamant that there was to be no whitewashing, so none of the problematic words or phrases he or his father used in their letters have been left out. No excuses will be made. There are also graphic depictions of hunting and fishing that some readers may find unsavory. Our goal is historical accuracy. We apologize in advance to anyone who is put off by the raw nature of this text.

We had access to the entire archive thanks to Sandra Spanier of the Hemingway Letters Project and the wonderful personnel at JFK Presidential Library and Museum (where they preserve the Ernest Hemingway Collection). In addition to providing access to the material, they helped us by providing missing documents and transcribing damaged or incomplete papers.

The result is a collection of selected letters, in chronological order, grouped into broad periods of Patrick’s life.

We hope that this curated glimpse into the correspondence between father and son will broaden and deepen the Hemingway fan’s understanding of the man beyond the author.

Brendan Hemingway & Stephen Adams
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PART I: EARLY CHILDHOOD

WHEN PATRICK was born in June 1928, Ernest Hemingway was twenty-eight years old. He had already published The Sun Also Rises (1926), and A Farewell to Arms was about to be released. Ernest wrote his first letter to Patrick when he was just four years old. Ernest was on his first African safari, which would ignite a lifelong passion for that continent. Patrick was coping with having a younger brother, Gregory, born in November 1931.

While there are relatively few letters from this period, they represent the foundation of a relationship which was deep and significant to both father and son. In an article in Playboy, published in December of 1968, Patrick would refer to his childhood as “truly magical,” and from these letters we can see why.

When Patrick wrote the last letter in this section, he was just shy of fourteen years old, romping around Key West, enjoying the last of his pre–boarding school freedom. Ernest was hunting U-boats in Cuba.






THE FIRST LETTER



To Patrick Hemingway,

August 12, 1932

L Bar T Ranch, Wyoming

Dear Patrick:

How are you and how is Hooley and Gregory?

Papa took mama down to go to church and we went shooting too. We shot 24 Sage hens. They are bigger than chickens and fly very fast and make a big roar when they fly. We have eaten nearly all of them and eat the rest tomorrow. My they are good!

Coming home we saw 4 bears and 4 big bull moose. I took their pictures and when they are done will send them to you.

Every night we hear the coyotes howl.

Papa has been sick in bed but he is all right now.

When my book comes out next month I will send it to you for you alone. It has fine pictures.

Tell Aunt Jinny I am trying to buy a good pointer to hunt with Hooley.

from Papa

Love to Everybody at Piggott in your house








TRIP TO AFRICA, 1934



To PH, January 19, 1934

Nairobi, Kenya

Dear old Mex:

How are you old Booze fighter?

Give my best to Mr. Josie and Capt. Bra and Sully.

Tell Griggy his mother is a great hunter.

You should have seen the natives carry her on their shoulders chanting and dancing and singing the lion song the night we killed our first big lion. They carried her around the fire and all the way to her tent.

We have seen 83 lions We killed 3 black maned lions. Big ones. Charles killed the biggest. And one other lion. Then we killed 35 hyenas. 3 Buffalo bulls. About 8 Thompson gazelles, about Six Grant Gazelles, 3 Topi, 4 Eland, 6 Impalla, 2 Leopards, 5 Cheetah, a lot of Zebra for their hides. 3 Water buck, one cerval cat, 1 bush buck, 1 Roan Antelope, 3 wart hogs, 2 Klipspringers, 2 oribi, and I don’t know how many sand grouse, ducks, lesser bustard and greater bustard and partridges.

You would love this country.

Maybe we will come out here and live all of us. Mother likes it the best of any place she’s ever been.

I got amoebic dysentery on the boat and had to fly in 400 miles in a little plane ordered by the government fellers in Lake Victoria Nyanza to see a Dr. He has fixed me up, with injections, and I fly back day after tomorrow.

When I was sick [MISSING TEXT, MARGIN CUT OFF] a pint of blood at grand commission every day.

I thought my insides were coming out and that we would have to put in some of Jimmy’s old hose.

Give my love to your Aunt Ura and tell her I’ll write her. Also love to Beezer, to Griggy and best regards to Ada. (.)

Also remember me to Jimmy. (.)

Please write us.

Love from Papa (.)








A PICNIC AND ILL WILL TOWARD A ROOSTER



To Ernest Hemingway, August 16, 1939 (age 11)

Summer Camp, Vermont

Dear Papa

How are you. I got your letter day before yesterday. Please bring the air rifle out west. Yesterday we went on a picnic to the Kahns we had hambergers and after that we went to the brook and had a swim. Today is field day we are going to have all kinds of sports we are all fine.

love Patrick

x x x x x x x x x x

p.s. hope the rooster is dead.








NEWS FROM HOME



To PH, August 23, 1939

Key West, Florida

Dearest Mouse and Giggy;

Well we got back to Key West all right but it certainly is lonesome with no family. Had to cross in a bad blow and my legs still ache from steering all night. Too rough to sit on the seat and the sea abeam (sideways), so it was all roll.

The place is fine. Six banties still alive. Peacocks killed some. All hen peacocks have chicks. Hen peacocks have no tails. Jimmy has no tobacco Mr. Ernest.

Mother writes she is having a wonderful time. She has been in Germany and Austria too and all over France in a car.

Have to stop now for packing. Everybody from here sends love to you. Either Bruce or I will pick you up. Probably Bruce as I do not want to face New York with all business to do as well as the Stork Club to look after when should get out to the ranch.

74,000 words done on the book. I was sitting with prickly heat writing about a snowstorm and it was getting more difficult and more difficult and so I thought, “What the what citizens let’s go out west and see a snowstorm.”

Be very good with Bruce on the train and not be nuisances because being all by ourselves everybody has to be as good as possible or we will be liable to have the glorious discipline of indiscipline and you remember where that got the Spanish Republic to. (That well known Creek.)

Much love from Papa and see you soonest. Have the Air rifle and so on. The Bumby caught a big rainbow trout, he writes, in the North Fork of Shoshoni.

Papa (.) (.) (.) (.) (.) (.) (.) (.)








TICKER TROUBLE



To PH, late April 1940

Finca Vigía, Cuba

Dearest Mouse:

Thanks for the good letter. You write better all the time.

The weather is fine here today and if Uncle Leicester doesn’t come today I am going to be afraid that he and Sir Anthony have ticker trouble. There have been three good days now to cross. But no sign of them.

Do you know what ticker trouble is? Fighters call the heart the ticker and ticker trouble is sometimes spoken of as lack of moxie. Do you know what Moxie is? Moxie is what our banty rooster has plenty of.

Glad they’ve got some good fights. Has Geech fought? Or the Iron Baby? Or Lord Joseph the Fighting Bob of Battles?

Here we’ve won the last eight times straight at Pelota and I am way ahead on the season. Over 100 dollars ahead. Ermua has been playing wonderfully and so has Guillermo. Guillermo comes out to the house now to play tennis too. He can play with either his right or his left hand and can serve faster than Sir Anthony even.

Papa is down to 198 lbs and in very good shape. Yesterday I borrowed Frankie Steinhardt’s pointer Vicky and hunted way into the back country. It is beautiful there. Plenty of doves and Galdings along the stream we found one covey of quail. Also three jack snipe. Also pointed an unknown something and when I walked in to kick it out what should it be but a setting hen. I know all the people on the land back of us almost to our Old church so you can hunt wherever you want to.

Shot three guineas last week. Am not shooting too many because want there to be plenty when you come. Am getting some pigeons too and letting them go wild. The guineas are wonderful to shoot flying. As good as pheasants. I got one with the right barrel and one with the left barrel as the whole flock came over me at the height of the big tree tops. When they hit the ground they really make a bump too.

Everybody asks about you and when you are coming back. Haven’t let anybody shoot a plover on the place and there are plenty of them now. The jack snipe are funny. Sometimes there will be as many as a dozen on the bog. Then you won’t find one. Yesterday one I got was only stunned by one pellet. You could have had him for a pet. But instead he became a thing for the stomach. That dog pointed them beautifully. The other day when had no dog there was a whole covey of quail dusting in the road. They wouldn’t fly and ran into the brush before they went up. There were about thirty in the covey and I didn’t get one because from the brush they flew across the river.

Tell Giggy to write. Much love old Mouse.

(.) (.) (.) Papa (.) (.) (.)

Book goes good. Have 28 chapters done.

Dr. Kohly sends his best. He is anxious to see you and see how the treatment is coming. Are you keeping up your Tennis?








PIRATE’S COVE



To EH, May 30, 1942 (age 13)

Key West, Florida

Dear Papa,

School lets out the end of next week, we are coming over the following week, depending when we can get reservations.

Mother got back Thursday from her trip to Piggott. She lost five pounds and looks very well. Gregory is just recovering from a cold, the first one since we saw you.

Gregory and I and a couple of other boys, rode up to Pirates Cove on our bycycles, we fished up there on the old railroad bridge. I caught nothing, but Cort (one of the boys that went with us), caught a big snapper and a grouper.

Most of the birds have gone north now, but we still have a few.

So far I have an average of 94% in exams, I hope I keep it up.

Ada and I are okay.

The bantam hen brought out two chicks, out of twelve eggs, not so hot. They are very cute, one is much darker than the other. Both roosters go around arguing which one is the father.

I have been doing a lot of fishing, mostly for snappers and jacks. I use live shrimps for the snappers, plugs for jacks. Grand total so far; one barracuda, lots of bait.

The woodworms are swarming now, you can hardly stay near a light.

Gas rationing has gone into effect. Mother can get only 3 gallons a week.

How is Bumby.

Give love to Marty.

Love

Mouse
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PART II: BOARDING SCHOOL

PATRICK ATTENDED Canterbury School in New Milford, Connecticut, from fall 1942 until spring 1946. When he went off to boarding school, he was fourteen years old and Ernest was forty-three years old.

Patrick started his boarding school career quite homesick for the freedom and fun of roaming all over Key West with the local pack of boys or enjoying Cuba with his family. He missed the tropical weather as well.

Worse still, life went on without him: his father continued to hunt U-boats at this time (referred to as “scientific work” in the letters to avoid censorship), and then Ernest went to cover the war in Europe while Patrick had to stay behind. We benefit from the resulting letters, but young Patrick felt that he was missing out.

However, by the time Patrick graduated from Canterbury, he was well past being homesick and ready to spread his wings a bit.






THE TRIP TO SCHOOL



To EH, undated, late summer 1942

Canterbury School, New Milford, CT

Dear Papa,

I had a fine trip over from Cuba, they put up those screens when we took off, when we flew off Key West, and when we landed, so I did not see much on the trip.

Miami has improved (a lot) since the war, most of the Jews have pulled out. The Miami Colonial Hotel has gone to pot, no service, no nothin’.

The trip up on the train was uneventful, except in some city in South Carolina, when hundreds of soldiers mobbed the train, they were on leave, but had no places, so decided to stand it anyway.

New York is about the same as ever, there aren’t so many cars, and the hotel service is bad but all together it’s about the same.

I have got a lot of new clothes, all pretty hot and uncomfortable. How I wish I could wear Cuba clothes.

I had to have a check up before school, it seems I have nothing the matter with me, except a slight thyroid defishency (my own spelling) tell Marty I’ll have to get together with her and celebrate.

Give Wolf Man my love, I was very disappointed he couldn’t make it.

How is the scientific work coming along?

Give Gigi love, and tell him I will write him a long comic tragic letter on school life.

Has Marty gotten back?

Hope you are all having a good time. Tell Mr. Shevilean I delivered his message, and it was heartily appreciated.

Looking forward to school

Love Patrick








WOLFER (THE CAT)



To PH, September 23, 1942

Finca Vigía, Cuba

Dearest Mouse:

It certainly has been negligent of us men not to have written before but the factory has been going at such speed that. Every time would sit down someone else would need typewriter.

Boy it was quiet and lonesome after you left. Not even the Wolfman could cheer us up. He felt plenty gloomy too that you were gone. Winston didn’t leave till after the Holyfathers Special left from Grand Central; that’s why you didn’t see him in N.Y.

Now let’s see what news. Won is due to come back down here the tenth or fifteenth. May be some delay due to so much work piled up in the fiction factory.

Wolfer, the cat Mayito gave us, a big Persian, strong as a bull, ten months old and coloured like a snow leopard. Giggy took a pretty good picture of him with the kodack which we are enclosing. He is a good outdoors cat.

Had two shoots since you left and I won 78 and 86. Giggy split two ten buck miss and out pools last time; one with Quintero; one with me and on his side bets won six bucks more to turn in a nice 36 bucks win. He has well over 60 now. Giggy, Papa and Wolfer beat Torlio, Shevlin and Rodriguez Diaz. Giggy and I shot straight and the Wolf dropped one bird.

Marty got back; but she’ll write you her news.

Do they have censorship of your mail at school or is it o.k. to make an occasional joke?

I have done nothing but work in the factory. Sometimes from 5 in the morning until 11 at night. Books coming along fine.

Wasn’t it terrible about the Dodgers.

Have it fixed up to get out in boat for scientific collecting for the Museum. We bought a stout 18 foot sailing boat too in Cojimar and rigged her up for a fighting fish chair. So even when no gas you can always get down to where the goggle fishing is and sail back. It’s a fine big comfortable Cojimar marlin fishing boat; built new this year, with new sails, oars and masts. That way you will never be without a boat. Get permit for Pilar too.

Mouse old pal I have to stop now. Get to work. Everybody sends their best love. I’m having Janes Aircraft of The World sent you. It’s a late and huge book. Make it a going away to school present. I love you very much and miss you like the devil. Sure school is fine. Awfully anxious to hear.

Much love from

Papa

Ernest Hemingway.








A LOT LIKE IDAHO



To EH, September 27, 1942

Canterbury School

Dear Papa,

I am very sorry I did not write you sooner, but every thing takes so much time that I have only time to write one letter a week.

I am having a very good time here, it is three times the school I thought it was.

I am having quite a time with my lessons but I am getting along better. French and Latin are giving me quite a bit of trouble, but Algebra, history & English are simple enough so far.

I got a fine letter from Wolfman in which he told me all his news, but I haven’t gotten a letter from you yet, did you you get my letter?

I was very glad to hear Gigi got over his sickness so soon. How is Tester’s kitten?

How is the scientific expedition coming along, have you found any young marlin, have you got the extra equipment?

The country around here is very nice, a lot like Idaho, if I wasn’t go to school I’d like it very much.

Wolfman invited me to Gardners Island when I can come, but I don’t no when I can make it.

I am trying out for the midgets (first year football) I think I may make the first string because of a very fortunated incident, a guy named King, and I were playing guards in a skrimmage in which the first string was supposed to swarm over us, they did not make a yard in four downs. The reasons for this was they left a very big hole in front of both of us every time, so that we were able to tackle the runner very quickly. Hope they don’t find out I don’t know how many men there are on a football team.

I hope I will hear from you soon. I sorry there isn’t more news, but every thing is so routine in a boarding school, as you well know, Love, Mouse PS Give Gigi much love and tell him I’ll write him within the week.








THANKSGIVING CANCELED?



To EH, October 5, 1942

Canterbury School

Dear Papa,

Thank you very much for the letter. I was getting quite lonesome.

School gets funnier and better every day, there is no censorship here so you can make jokes.

There sure are some super fakes here, Master Manupelli I think comes first on the list. He is the greatest hunter in the world, his favorite duck to shoot is Black Duck, but when I showed him a picture of them, he thought it was a pintail.

My school is coming along very well except, as I told you before, my French which is horrible, 25%, 50%, 10% are average for my papers. I don’t have any trouble with my pronounciation, but I just can’t remember the grammer but I am trying hard, and maybe I will improve.

I am now first string guard on the midgets, but I am a jibering wreck, my wrist is ruined, my ankles are all shot and I can hard walk, football’s a wonderful game, groan.

I have not heard anything from Bumby, have you?

The boys here are certainly strong here, this morning at mass, three boys were carried out in a dead faint, and half of the rest were sick.

I wonder if you might order me some books, there is nothing here to read but funny books, and I don’t care for them so much any more.

Gigi would like it here very much, there are more Yankee fans here than I have ever seen collected under one roof in my life.

I am sorry if I sound so critical but I am getting kind of sick of school in general, it’s so much like camp, with a little more routine, but then nothing is gained without effort, and boy what effort.

There are lots of birds around here, but I don’t have much time to see them.

I was very happy to get Gigi’s letter, I miss him very much.

We are not going to have any Thanksgiving vacation, and even Doc. Hume, the headmaster, doesn’t know when the Christmas vacation will be. I wish you would write him a letter asking him about it by air mail, it might help. But please don’t put in that I told you.

I bet Marty had some trip, I was very sorry to hear about her hand, with my football, we have a lot in common, I have a sneaking suspicion I have written this before.

Give every one my Love, Mouse








BLAME IT ON THE DICTAPHONE



To PH, October 7, 1942

Finca Vigía, Cuba

Dearest Mousie:

We were awfully glad to get your letter and to hear that you were such a good football player and that school was as good as you had expected. Gigi wrote you about poor Bates dying. It was really awful. He had the same thing that killed Pony, that took so long for him to die, but we gave him all the medicine he should have had and took good care of him and did everything that we could about it. But Gigi felt awful about it and we didn’t know how he would stand up under it finally. He took it very well really because he has such good sense and though he loved Bates he knew there was nothing we could do about it. The other thing that helped him out is that Wolfer has got to be such a fine cat and that we have Testor’s new baby who is a wonder cat.

Gigi plays with his ball team and is really pitching very well. It was a big blow to him to have the Yankees beaten by the Cardinals the way they were and he lost fifteen bucks on the series. He went with Mayito to the Pan American the first day to hear it and the second day went with Juan to the big score board in the park. After that he went with me to listen to it here at the house and we heard it very well on the radio here and kept score. The last game we heard down in the cove on the boat radio and it was a bitter blow to the old man.

Boysy is in fine shape and so is Willy and so is the new cat and Stooppy Wolfer. I found that what was the matter with your catnip was that you planted it too shallow. You needed to drill down the holes and plant it deep because what was coming up as long stalks with you was really the roots of the plant. Once you planted it deep enough the leaves had a chance to develop.

Marty is coming up to New York and will be there on the eleventh. She and Wolfer will come out to see you at school if it is possible. If she can’t make it out to the school she’ll talk to you on the telephone. Anyway, you’ll get a chance to get out to Gardner’s Island and shoot there over Thanksgiving holidays. I’ll fix it up with Wolfer when he is down here exactly how you are to do that.

If this letter is jerky and doesn’t seem to make too good sense, blame it on the dictaphone which Papa is trying out for the first time. It shows at least that we are getting somewhere to have a dictaphone anyway. Its lovely at the finca now and we all certainly miss you and wish you were here. There are plenty of quail in the back country. Every time Marty or Gigi go out they run into at least a couple of big coveys. Gigi hasn’t gone out on any big dove shoots or quail shoots yet but he has won about fifty bucks in team shoots and [HANDWRITTEN: miss and outs.] He still is about $65 ahead even with his World Series losses.

There’re lots of birds coming through now all sorts of warblers, crioles, and small birds that I haven’t had time to identify. There are also big flights of teal coming across which probably means an early winter.

All the scientific projects are in fine shape and everything will be okay with them. Dearest Mousie we miss you very much, both as a brother, a partner and a [HANDWRITTEN: joke] companion. It isn’t the same here without you at all. I’m going to have Marty get the seats on the plane for you for the day after Christmas, so that you will be sure to have them and there will be no excuse for you not getting down here. They have almost finished the picture of, “For Whom the Bell Tolls” and talk about sending it to New York and having me come up to see it. I will try and get them to send it down here so we’ll have a look at it. Cooper and Bergman ought to be good, no matter how the rest of them are.

Mousy, write about school and tell us all about it. We all want to know how it is. Give my love to the H. Fs. and much love to you from all of us. Much love from Papa.

[AUTOGRAPH POSTSCRIPT:] Will write often. Gigi wrote yesterday. Max Perkins is sending the big book about football always remember to swing your arms wide when you tackle. Open them wide before you make and then slam them together hard. Like slapping them together across your chest. Try always to fall sideways so to protect your balls as in boxing.

Wear a jockstrap when you play.

Papa.








FIELDGLASSES



To EH, October 11, 1942

Canterbury School

Dear Papa

I got another letter from Wolfer, he said he was leaving for Cuba on the 10, so I guess he will get there before this letter.

The first team played their opening game of our schedule, (Mr. Gibbs the English teach would kill me if he knew that I changed from the first, to the third person plural, but I know you would understand) we lost, 6 to notin’, but maybe we will win the next.

Papa do you think it would be [?] alright if you sent my fieldglasses over with someone to Miami, so I could have them up here?

I need them up here quite a bit.

Mother is coming to visit me next weekend, I will be very glad to see her.

Christmas vacation is still undecided, but Mother or me will wire you as soon as we know.

I sure wish I could write you more, but there just isn’t anything to say.

Love Mouse

PS Very much love for Gigi and Marty








A PLACE WE ELECT TO GO



To PH, October 15, 1942

Finca Vigía, Cuba

Dearest Mouse of Mice:

Today I got your second letter and boy were we all pleased to have it. I read it out loud to Gigi and translated it into Spanish for Don Andres who was here for lunch. Things certainly sound terrific at dear, old Canterbury.

Today I got a wire from Marty asking me to fix it up with mother to try and get the Headmaster to let you off for Saturday to go down to Gardner’s Island and shoot with the Wolfman. I sent the wire right off to mother and asked her to intercede so you could have that one shoot. School seems to be principally devoted to taking the vacations away from men as far as I can see so far. Your handwriting has gone to hell, you spell much worse, but thank God you can still make a job. I certainly hope that they let you off for that trip to go down and shoot over this week end since there is not going to be any Thanksgiving vacation. If they don’t, you can rely on Papa to throw the full weight of the Hemingstein fortune, rhetoric, and will to victory against school from now on. One of the reasons I was induced to accept school was on account of these long vacations; remember those long vacations? After all school is not kept by the federal government or by any state government; it’s a place that we elect to go to. On the other hand, remember that any school seems difficult at the start and they are all cut out of much the same cloth. It isn’t like the old home study, literary society, and self improvement organizations that we run at the finca. It’s School, and one thing we learn in this world is that you have to eat a ton of it, and you might as well start now with school. The Head master’s own boy ended up a rummy, and at least we can set a good example by none of us becoming rummies, at any rate.

The above will soon produce results in case they do have censorship. But this won’t get to you until after they will either have agreed to let you go on the trip to Gardner’s Island or have refused it. Are there any good guys? There must be some. The black duck King sounds wonderful. He reminds me of the twelve goal polo man in the camp out West. I know how you feel about French. I never could learn any of those languages with a grammar either. But you have to swat hard at it and do as well as you can, and all of a sudden it seems to make sense. It’s a shame you can’t slip a couple of cog somehow and get back in your hand the time when you could only speak French when I picked you up at Bourdeaux that time and you couldn’t understand English at all. Grammar always seems dopey when you study it; but in the end it really makes awfully good sense. But French grammar is as irritating as any of them. It’ll be good for your old bean to work it through though. We have to work out all we’re weak in to always compensate what we are strong on.

Has the big airplane book come from Mac’s yet? If it hasn’t, let me know and I’ll keep after him about sending it. Will also look up some other good books and fire them on to you. I know that funny book must pall in the end.

Gigi has taken his mob over to play this afternoon at the Glub de Casadores. There they will make their first experience with the grounder that doesn’t have to hit a rock or that cement pillar before it bounces. Let’s hope they’ll like the grounder when they actually meet it. Since Enos Slaughter and Terry Moore were so terrific for the Cardinal in the World Series, Gigi has spells of thinking he would like to be an outfielder; his only trouble is catching the batted ball. If he could only learn to catch flies, he could probably be one of the greatest out fielders of all times. He certainly knows all the statistics.

Gee, Mousy, I hope they fix it up so you can make that shoot out at Gardner’s Island. If they don’t I’m going to get kind of rabid because I was induced to accept the place on the grounds of long vacations, and since we have already been gypped on the starting time and nobody yet know about Christmas, I certainly think you ought to have that one week end. I will write airmail to the management and find out about Christmas vacation. In the meantime, am getting reservations for you guys over here to Cuba for the day after Christmas. Bumby can come then too if he is free.

Work very hard at your studies because that is the only reason to put in time at school anyhow. They say school and college is where you meet the wonderful friends that accompany you through life; we know some pretty good guys in the outside world already. Though what you should do is work like hell and learn all you can and buckle down on the French, and when you don’t understand things, don’t be afraid to ask and have it made clear to you. I’ve never understood English grammar yet; the rules of it that is, and you really, truly learn a language by ear. Work as hard as you can to learn it the other way if it is possible.

I love you very much and so does Gigi and everybody here sends you their very best. Kisses from papa and Gigi.








A CREDIT TO THE FINCA



To PH, October 20, 1942

Finca Vigía, Cuba

Dearest Mousie:

Marty called me on the phone on Sunday and told me how that Prince of Princes Dr. Hume has refused permission for you to go out to shoot at Gardiner’s Island with Winston Guest. If you can get a good rubbing from the Head’s chair showing the size of derrier I will know what size iron re inforced boot to wear when I call on the good doctor to pay my respects. Seriously am damned sore about it; first the gypping on saying there were the long vacations to induce me to consent to the school; then cancellation of Thanksgiving Vacation; then this refusal because of it “breaking eighteen years of tradition and besides being so good for Patrick not to go there.” Will write about Xmas to the Dr. after talk to Marty.

Mousie [Giggy] goes back on Friday the 23rd. The reason for his return is so Ada won’t have an extra trip up to Miami to meet him. She is going down to get Key West in Shape. I had arranged, as ordered, or requested for him to leave on the 31st. None of these things increase my respect for the way things are managed. As a matter of fact am becoming damned sick of them.

Here there is not much news to write. Plenty of the other kind. Have never been working harder. All work goes very well.

How is football? Has anyone asked my permission whether you can play football? Will have to look into that I suppose the dopes think on account Mother entered you in school I have nothing to say. Giggy has been playing lots of baseball. The other day I pitched for one team and Cucu Kohly for the other. Giggy played on mine and we won 24 26. I had the bags loaded in the ninth and had to strike out three men (you know the size men) Sunday Giggy pitched for one team with Bob Joyce on his side and beat the bunch I twirled for 22 24. Giggy’s team scored 24 runs and three hits. Our glorious nine made 22 errors, never caught a flyball, except two pop ups to papa and dropped every throw to bases. Joyce can hit however. He hits plenty. He played for Giggy.

The Cats are all well. Young Thruster can climb up on the bed and make a roaring purr purr.

Pigeons have all moulted and have new feathers and are really beautiful. No more illness since several weeks.

Been no shoots since I wrote you. Giggy is going to write about what life we have had on the ocean wave.

Goodbye dearest Mousie. We all miss you so much. Make the best of school that you can. All those snot schools are that way; but naturally the ones with eighteen long years of tradition have to be the most careful of their traditions. It was in the year that their great tradition commenced that Papa was in Pamplona getting the material for The Sun Also Rises whatever the connection may be or there is none.

Shevlin sends his love, so do all your other friends and Giggy and Papa. I know you will be the fine straight boy you always are and a credit to the Finca.

Papa

Ernest Hemingway








THANKSGIVING AFTER ALL



To EH, October 22, 1942

Canterbury School

Dear Papa,

I hope you have not written the Headmaster a fiery letter yet, as he has changed his mind, and we are going to have a thanksgiving vacation after all, so I may make Gardners Island, Wolfman is coming to see me at school this weekend, and I will talk it over with him.

Mother came up to visit me last Sun day and we had a very good time together.

Marty called me up yesterday, she said she was leaving for Havana on Saturday, so she will probably get there before this letter.

We had a terrific all around case of diarea (misspelled) at school it was very funny at mass in the morning, to watch them drop like flies, Heh! Heh! but not so funny when I got it about noon.

We are having a retreat now, some fun, no classes but plenty of prayers and meditations, I have found that the main subject for meditation, is the Chicago Bairs, Joke.

I have got two fine, well written letters from Bumby! he said he had written you, so you have got it already, I am sending them on as they are also written to Gigi, he is doing a lot of shooting and no fishing, what a change.

Tomorrow the midgets have their first game, I will write you the sad news in my next letter.

Max hasn’t sent the big book yet, but I guess it will come soon.

I wish there was more to say, but as I said before, very little happens here.

Give love to everybody.

Love Mouse

P.S. how is the rolifex, I miss it very much up here. I am trying to improve my writing.




OEBPS/e9781982196875/fonts/EBGaramond-BoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982196875/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982196875/images/f0012-01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982196875/images/f0xiv-01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982196875/fonts/AlegreyaSans-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982196875/fonts/EBGaramond-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982196875/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Prologue


		Introduction


		Part I: Early Childhood

		1. The First Letter


		2. Trip to Africa, 1934


		3. A Picnic and Ill Will Toward a Rooster


		4. News From Home


		5. Ticker Trouble


		6. Pirate’s Cove







		Part II: Boarding School

		1. The Trip to School


		2. Wolfer (The Cat)


		3. A Lot Like Idaho


		4. Thanksgiving Canceled?


		5. Blame It on the Dictaphone


		6. Fieldglasses


		7. A Place We Elect to Go


		8. A Credit to the Finca


		9. Thanksgiving After All


		10. Gardiners Island At Last


		11. Drunken Soldier


		12. A Letter to Cheer Him Up


		13. Missed You When You Went


		14. As Funny as Ever


		15. Trying for the Junior Team


		16. Back on the Midgets


		17. A Big Day for Football


		18. Lonesomer than Limbo


		19. First Sophomore Report Card


		20. Alone Here as I Write


		21. Gardiners Island Again


		22. Back in School, Pretty Dismal


		23. A Beautiful Pilot


		24. A Strange Country (England)


		25. Author in Road Crash


		26. Papa’s Pocket Rubens


		27. A Man Fed on Cow


		28. The Duck-Billed Platypus


		29. Hope You Will Like Mary


		30. Red Hot Champagne Bottle


		31. Back on the Juniors


		32. Afraid It’s a Novel


		33. Excellent Plan for Year


		34. Les Tres Picos


		35. Hotel of Ill Fame


		36. Justo was Canned for Pulling a Gun


		37. Proud to Have Such Brainy Boys


		38. I Expect You Three to Write


		39. Excellent Account of Trip


		40. To Keep in Close Touch







		Part III: Young Adulthood

		1. The Radiation Laboratories


		2. What a Bum Rubens Is


		3. Too Technical for Me Now


		4. Like Being in a Foreign Country


		5. All Is Not Sombre


		6. I Bought a Bat for $1


		7. Knowledge of Doubtful Value


		8. Key West is Booming


		9. Caejotid [An Epic of Cats]


		10. All This Marriage Business


		11. A Good Weekend


		12. Do You Think There Will Be a War Soon?


		13. Out for Honors


		14. Used to Living Without Her Husband


		15. Try and Keep Good Contact


		16. The Painting Goes Much Smoother


		17. The Fat Book vs. The Puffy


		18. Politics Here All Balled Up


		19. Mother Died Suddenly


		20. Mother Was Perfect to Me


		21. Sink or Swim On My Own


		22. No More of a Disgrace


		23. Mental Health Excellent


		24. Shooting Near a Nudist Colony


		25. Good Luck Did Not Bag a Nudist


		26. Sending Off Books and Manuscripts


		27. Not In the Storage Business


		28. Your Friend from Harvard


		29. Make Your Judgments


		30. Bum Stopped By


		31. Africa Can Always Defeat You


		32. The Heat Got Too Bad


		33. Judge the Country Before the Rains


		34. I Have Passage on a Freighter


		35. A Little Nervous About Africa


		36. Worth 1,000 Newspaper Reports


		37. Unbelievable Country


		38. I Am Going to Live Here If I Can


		39. Beautiful But a Little Sinister


		40. You Write So Clearly and Well


		41. Would You Mind If We Came to See You


		42. The Farm We Have Bought


		43. What Shooting Is There


		44. You Must Stay Here


		45. Having a Fine Trip Here


		46. Good Luck On Your Safari


		47. The Food Remitted In Purgatory


		48. The House Seems Most Empty Now


		49. The Only Brother Among My Sons


		50. Sitting On His Haunches


		51. Charged At About 25 Yards


		52. Senility Isn’t Fun for Anybody


		53. You Write So Straight and Good


		54. Have At Last Managed It


		55. We Are All Stink Proud of You


		56. A Very Exciting Rhino Hunt


		57. Game Going at a Terrible Rate


		58. It Is Lonely Here Now


		59. Good Chance Last Trip for Me


		60. Much More Fun than Shooting Them


		61. Like King-Size Bees


		62. The Beasts That Run Both Ways


		63. It is a Dull Fight


		64. Best Hunting Is Tracking


		65. Jimmy Had a Fine Time With You


		66. Hunting with Owls


		67. A Bad Luck Year


		68. And Sometimes Lion


		69. I Can Back You


		70. First Safari with Paying Clients


		71. A Torment of Longing


		72. My First Safari with My Own Outfit


		73. Cuba Is Really Bad Now


		74. They Are a Happy Family


		75. Pockets of Good Country


		76. Guiding Is Not Pure Pleasure


		77. To Go To Africa Again Before They Die


		78. Will Write From Ketchum


		79. I Am Now Well Established


		80. Big News for Us


		81. We Will Be At Ketchum for a While


		82. If I Ever Get More Safaris


		83. Things Not Good Here


		84. A Sprightly Little Cricket of a Woman


		85. All Clouds Scattered







		Epilogue


		Acknowledgments


		About the Authors


		Index


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Introduction


		Prologue


		Epilogue


		Acknowledgments


		About the Authors


		Index


		Copyright








		III


		V


		VI


		VII


		VIII


		IX


		X


		XI


		XII


		XIII


		XIV


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		309


		310


		311


		312


		313


		314


		315


		316


		317


		318


		319


		320


		321


		322








OEBPS/e9781982196875/fonts/OldStandardTT-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982196875/fonts/AlegreyaSans-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982196875/images/9781982196875.jpg
Dear Papa
. THE LETTERS OF

| PATRICK AND
ERNEST HEMINGWAY

A PRULOGUE AND EPILOGUE BY PATRIGK HEMINGWAY H
. EDITED BY BRENDAN HEMINGWAY AND STEPHEN ADAMS L





OEBPS/e9781982196875/fonts/OldStandardTT-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982196875/fonts/OldStandardTT-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982196875/images/title.jpg
DEAR PAPA

The Letters of

Patrick and Ernest Hemingway

Prologue and Epilogue by
PATRICK

HEMINGWAY

Edited by
BRENDAN HEMINGWAY
AND STEPHEN ADAMS

SCRIBNER
New York London Toronto Sydney New Delhi





OEBPS/e9781982196875/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


