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Papa Hemingway, 
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Preface 

“I can’t think of any other in history who directly influenced so many writers. Especially young writers.”

(John O’Hara on Hemingway’s legacy, New York Times, 3 July 1961) 

Sitting atop a peak in New Hampshire’s Presidential Range shows you just how flawed human eyesight can be. From the mountain’s base, its sides seem to ascend in elegant slabs. At the summit, however, you see the rocky shoulders for what they are: piles of stacked rubble. Each rock comes at blunted, odd points. Each boulder’s skin is calloused, coarse. They hold the centuries of wear from White Mountain winters. Finding your balance is difficult. Sitting is uncomfortable.

I realize that I was seeing this mountainscape in the way that Ernest Hemingway taught me. Not as a grand, sweeping picture, but as piece built upon piece. Rock upon rock. Sensation upon sensation. I think of the opening of For Whom the Bell Tolls, Robert Jordan lying along a mountainside and watching the dark road that he’s to block the Fascists from taking.

Looking out across a forested ravine, I see the Mount Washington Auto Road in the distance. Its black surface shines in the morning sunlight. Lone clouds had passed through earlier, sprinkling the ridges. The Auto Road isn’t busy just yet, but by afternoon trains of tourists will follow it to the summit. They’ll park their cars, get out, enjoy the view. Enjoy lunch. They’ll come down with a bumper sticker.

That view is worth taking in. These sights are why I bother using a different route up. The climb by foot, backpack weighing on your shoulders, forces you to slow down. Unhurried by traffic, you take in each tree. Each rock. Each animal. It’s the way one of Hemingway’s sentences forces you to slow down. Take in the details. Hemingway may not have been on this peak, but his way of seeing the world has.

On my way back down that day, I’m near the end of the Six Husbands Trail. One of the steepest ways down from the summit, the trail is also one of the most direct routes up. Where the trail levels off in the Great Gulf, I’m surprised by a woman standing in the middle of the path.

“How much further is the summit?” she asks.

I cock my head, unsure if she’s joking. “Far enough.”

She’s with a bearded man. Both wear matching hip-packs. Slung from their waists, each has a pair of plastic water bottles, the kind you get free with a bicycle.

“Do you think we have time to make it up and back?”

The man pulls a handkerchief from his pack. He wipes it across his brow.

“I don’t know,” I say. “It’s kinda late in the day.”

“The magazine said it could be done in a day.”

“Well, we should’ve left earlier.”

“And whose fault would that be?”

“Maybe we should stick to reading magazines.”

Listening to their exchange, I’m not hearing this woman and man so much as I’m hearing characters out of Hemingway. The man and Jig in “Hills Like White Elephants,” using idle chat about alcohol and hills to stave off what they’re trying to avoid discussing. The husband and wife in “Out of Season,” quarreling over bad weather and fishing laws.

If Hemingway taught me something about how to see the landscape, he also taught me something about how to see people. And a fight over a drink that tastes like licorice or an ill-planned hiking trip suggests much more than the surface tells.

The idea of this book is to learn what we can about writing from Ernest Hemingway, the man who did more than any other American author to change the face of the English written word. He also changed the way we use literature to see the world that we inhabit.

We’re going to read Ernest Hemingway deliberately, both the stories that he created and the life that enabled his craft. We’ll begin by following Hemingway over the years that he learned to write: the boy who started as a journeyman reporter, the teenager who went off to war but came back with experiences to put to ink, and the man whose matured writing style was manifest in The Sun Also Rises. From there, we’ll look at the essential techniques of storytelling as “Papa” Hemingway used them: style and voice, character, dialogue, setting and description, and narration and point of view.

Write Like Hemingway is designed for both aspiring writers who are new to Papa and old-time aficionados. We’ll cover both the basics of story writing and the special techniques that made Hemingway’s style powerful enough to win him both a Pulitzer and a Nobel Prize.

To use this book, you’ll want to have your copy of Hemingway’s Complete Short Stories nearby, whether its pages are new or dog-eared. And if you’re inspired to open Papa’s novels along the way, by all means do so. In each chapter, you’ll find writing exercises that are inspired either from Hemingway’s stories or from the master’s advice to writers just starting out. These exercises will help you along—if you’re unhappy with an aspect of one, change it into something that will get you writing. You can learn a lot from watching a master of the craft at work, but in the end it’s only through practice that any apprentice learns the art.

Let us see what Papa has to teach us.


The Education of 
Ernest Hemingway:
How a Nobel Laureate
 Learned to Write 


1 

“The hardest thing in the world to do is to write straight honest prose on human beings. First you have to know the subject; then you have to know how to write. Both take a lifetime to learn.”

(Ernest Hemingway, “Old Newsman Writes: A Letter from Cuba”1) 

All writers, if they’re any good, are asked at some point, “How did you do it?”

Ernest Hemingway was asked that question often during his life. In answering it, he could play the gate-keeping critic, pointing out the flaws in the literature of other writers, particularly those he sensed as competitors. But he could also enjoy playing the accomplished wordsmith to other writers. When he imagined F. Scott Fitzgerald’s angered response to his criticisms of Tender is the Night, Hemingway exclaimed: “Jesus it’s marvelous to tell other people how to write, live, die, etc.”2

The popular image of Hemingway today is the fully formed “Papa.” Robust and jowly, his face framed by a distinctive white beard, we picture him on safari in the African plains or on a boat riding the Atlantic waves. Rifle or rod in hand, he’s ready to teach us to hunt, to fish. From Finca Vigía, his Cuban villa, he answers the phone to accept his Nobel Prize or corresponds with biographers chasing after his life’s story. At Sloppy Joe’s Bar, Papa’s old haunt in Key West, the entrants for the annual Hemingway Look-Alike Contest invariably look like this elder statesman of storytelling, the man as he appeared in his fifties.

The nickname Hemingway preferred later in life, “Papa,” certainly plays into this image. It’s telling that Hemingway was going by that name while still in his twenties, as early as 1927.3 He was then a father, and his first son, John, was known throughout childhood as “Bumby,” a play on “baby.” But he was also then the author of The Sun Also Rises, the novel that established him as a writer of international note. As his publishing success continued, the nickname “Papa” spread from family to friends. In Cuba, the baseball team he coached for his sons all took to calling him “Papa Hemingway.”4 So did younger writers who looked to him for advice. By the time of his death, anyone casually reciting the name “Papa” knew that it carried the legacy of the author from Illinois who changed how we thought about what literature could do.

Papa Says Hemingway allowed Marlene Deitrich to call him “Ernest,” even though he preferred “Papa.” Hemingway’s nickname for Deitrich? “The Kraut.”5

As this father figure of modernist literature, Hemingway has been praised for doing more to change the style of American writing than any other author. His stories tell us something startling and unique about the modern experiences of war and love, money and religion. But as a paternal authority he has been criticized for his shortcomings—too much machismo and often patently sexist, prejudiced, and anti-Semitic.

Pulling back the curtain on Papa’s reputation, it’s important to remember that he wasn’t always such a literary force. Whatever literary genius Papa brought to his craft, it came after years of effort, revision, and learning from the writers around him. It’s important also to remember the young Hemingway: the Hemingway who playfully went by “Hemingstein” as a teenager, who wrote tall tales back home that he was engaged to the film starlet Mae Marsh (whom he never met), or who first struggled to improve his writing and find a publisher.

Here, we’ll trace the path of how Hemingway learned to write, from his early days as a junior newspaper reporter to the author that legendary editor Maxwell Perkins would take on at Charles Scribner’s Sons. Perkins had brought a generation of younger writers to his company that included Hemingway, Fitzgerald, and Thomas Wolfe. Eager to publish the manuscript of The Sun Also Rises, Perkins explained to Hemingway that he was astonished by the novel’s “extraordinary range of experience and emotion” that united in a “complete design.”6

How did Papa learn to write such a novel?

The Newspaper Trade: Lessons in Kansas City 

With a cub reporter’s job waiting for him, Ernest Hemingway arrived in Kansas City at the age of eighteen to set about making his career as a writer.

In the spring, he had graduated from high school in Oak Park, Illinois, a middle-class suburb outside of Chicago. There, he published several fictional stories in the school’s literary journal, typically at his English teachers’ insistence. But the articles he also wrote for the school newspaper, Trapeze, provided the early experience for what became his first trade as a journalist. The subjects about which he wrote in the paper ranged from the debate club to the football team, and they often included satirical witticisms about his Oak Park High classmates. More than once, he published in the imitative style of Ring Lardner, occasionally adopting his name in the byline. The gesture was the sign of an aspiring writer, learning his craft, who styled himself after a fellow Midwesterner known for his Saturday Evening Post stories and Chicago journalism.

But in the fall of 1917 Hemingway was in Kansas City to make his own name as an author. With America’s recent entry in the “Great War” and an eagerness for action, he might have joined the Army. His father, a successful physician, was against Hemingway going to war, and he had hopes that his son would continue a family tradition of attending Oberlin College. But Hemingway shirked his father’s expectations. He spent the summer of 1917 deciding upon his future. From June through September, he worked hard on his family’s Michigan farm and fished rainbow trout out of Walloon Lake. For a time he contemplated leaving for California, enrolling at the University of Illinois, or taking on a job at the Chicago Tribune.

Seeing his son intent upon becoming a man of the typewriter— and wanting to delay as long as possible his becoming a soldier of the trenches—Dr. Hemingway compromised with Ernest’s ambitions. The physician asked his brother, Alfred Tyler Hemingway, to inquire about getting the youth a starting position with the Kansas City Star.

Hemingway’s Uncle Tyler was a successful businessman, prospering in the lumber industry into which he had married. He was also Oberlin classmates with Henry Haskell, who was then the Star’s top editorialist. After Tyler wrote to his old classmate, he found that his nephew could start as a reporter in the fall. Hemingway arrived in Missouri on October 15, 1917, and began his stint as a paid writer three days later, accompanied by Tyler on his first-day’s interview. As an apprentice newsman, he earned $15 a week over the initial thirty days.

Decades later, Malcolm Cowley’s flawed “A Portrait of Mister Papa,” appearing in Life magazine, would claim that Hemingway had talked his own way into the Kansas City Star by misrepresenting his age. By then, however, Cowley was caught in the myth of Hemingway’s self-determining machismo. His account was colored by the aura of a sharp-talking youth, right out of high school, cutting out his own career as he would his distinctive writing style.

In reality, Hemingway relied upon the help of family and friends more than once to advance his career and to find ways of dedicating himself to his craft. In addition to Uncle Tyler’s help, Ralph Connable, a Canadian executive for Woolworth stores, introduced him at the Toronto Star, which would publish more than twenty of Hemingway’s pieces in its Saturday editions. Hemingway met Sherwood Anderson from Chicago’s advertising circles, and the author of Winesburg, Ohio provided him with letters of introduction to the luminaries of Paris’s Left Bank circle, among them Gertrude Stein and Ezra Pound. Once in France, supplementing his income as a correspondent for the Toronto Star, his first wife’s modest trust fund supported the writer’s socializing habits.

Hemingway Learns the Trade 

In Kansas City, Hemingway was living apart from his family for the first time and learning the habits of a professional writer. His newspaper job provided him with two ingredients that flavored much of his future writing: a succinct style that would shape sentences around only the necessary, and a taste for the real-life violence, emotion, and anxiety of modern humanity.

Papa Says Hemingway in a letter from Cuba: “Your correspondent is an old newspaper man.”7

At the Star, Hemingway reported to Clarence George Wellington, an editor nicknamed “Pete” who was known for his painstaking attention to style. Papa later remembered him as a strict but fair judge of a writer’s work.8 When Hemingway started at the paper, Wellington delivered to his desk the 110 commandments of the “Star Copy Style.” The style sheet was meant to guide every sentence a reporter produced, every paragraph that fleshed out a story. Hemingway had the impression that a reporter must know these commandments, the standards by which all conduct would be judged, the way a soldier was meant to know the Articles of War.

As his fictional heroes would adopt a code of life and stick to it through war and failed romance, Hemingway’s writing would always adhere to the principles he found at the Star. When Hemingway was interviewed in 1940—well after the success of The Sun Also Rises and A Farewell to Arms—he credited the Star style sheet as the “best rules” for prose he had known. In tones that cast good writing as the work of good manhood, Hemingway said: “No man with any talent, who feels and writes truly about the thing he is trying to say, can fail to write well if he abides with them.”9

For today’s writer, the 110 stylistic rules of the Kansas City Star offer such well-hewn suggestions as not to split infinitives and to keep verb tenses in order. In identifying the advice that marked Hemingway’s voice as it later matured, however, biographers most frequently point to the sheet’s opening dictums:

Use short sentences. Use short first paragraphs. Use vigorous English. Be positive, not negative.

Short, short, vigorous, positive. Writing should give readers what the story is, directly, not what it might be or ought to be. The spirit of the Star’s copy sheet cut through the florid style expected in overly wrought literature. It reported plain Midwestern facts in a hard Midwestern voice.

The Oak Park High writer that Wellington inherited had a style, evident in his Trapeze bylines, modeled between flamboyance and ribaldry. Flaunting the lesson of alliteration—picked up, perhaps, from Pope—Hemingway lined up his “p” sounds in sentences such as the following: “A new party enters the race next fall in the person of the anti-prohibition party.”10 A party enters in the person of a party? The sentence was designed to show off a nascent poetic skill, with a delighted jab against Oak Park’s temperance sensibilities. And when he experimented with the model found in Ring Lardner’s “In the Wake of the News” columns, Hemingway adopted the punchy style of editorial satire.

A Newspaper Style “Avoid the use of adjectives, especially such extravagant ones as splendid, gorgeous, grand, magnificent, etc.” —Rule 21 of the Kansas City Star Style Sheet.

The articles that Hemingway wrote in his six-and-a-half months at the Star show a style maturing into the serious and ironic detachment that would characterize some of his best-known works. And the short newspaper notices that Hemingway produced undoubtedly influenced the vignettes he published in his early collection, In Our Time, which he sold from Sylvia Beach’s Parisian bookstore.

In one Star story, “Kerensky, The Fighting Flea” (1917), Hemingway described an office-boy pugilist: “In size, Leo is about right for a spanking. But that never will happen to Leo.”11 Boxing characters such as Leo would reappear with a frequency in Hemingway’s fictional worlds—from Ad in “The Battler” to Ole in “The Killers” or Robert Cohen in The Sun Also Rises. The two sentences on Leo, nicknamed “Kerensky” due to his looking like the Russian revolutionary, also show the staccato rhythms of language that would come to typify the author’s style. Together they form a chiasmus, a mirror-image reversal of sentence elements. “Leo” being ripe for a “spanking” but a “spanking” not ready for “Leo.” The echoing of “Leo” from the first sentence’s beginning against the close of the second showed the journey-write man writer learning the ropes of a newspaper style’s potential for poetry. Hemingway was practicing the ways in which the style of his writing could convey the weight of its substance.

“Mix War, Art, and Dancing” (April 21, 1918) was the article Hemingway reportedly liked best from these Kansas City days. On the surface the article was a news item about a soldiers’ dance with the women of the Fine Arts Institute, but the story displays tones of Hemingway’s budding literary talents. Hemingway describes the jazz-playing, fox-trotting crowd packed inside a YWCA as a counterpoint to a lone prostitute, walking the street outside. The story refers to this streetwalker three times, first in introducing the scene: “Outside a woman walked along the wet street-lamp lit sidewalk through the sleet and snow.”12 Continuing the writer’s high-school experimentations with alliteration, the series of “w” and “s” sounds stamps the image of the prostitute into a reader’s mind. Repeating the details of wet, sleet-driven sidewalk, Hemingway returns to her midway through his description of the dancers and then once more to conclude with her looking up at the darkened hall after the crowd has gone.

Hemingway recalled this Star story as “very sad, about a whore,” not about the dance from which she was excluded.13 The inclusion of the streetwalker, then, shows Hemingway’s movement beyond the limitations of newspaper reportage into the more literary techniques of narrative framing and dramatic irony. As a reporting device, the detail about the hooker served little purpose in recounting the YWCA dance, except to set it amidst the city’s underworld of petty crime or else to allude to what might otherwise occupy a waiting soldier’s time. As a framing device, the prostitute served to establish a unity to the story that went beyond the lead writing typical of journalese, the expected standards of who, what, where, and when. As a literary device, though, the image captures a sense of irony, setting the camaraderie of the soldiers and their dancing partners against the loneliness of a solitary streetwalker. The article was the last Hemingway published before leaving for the Italian front of World War I.

A Dose of Life 

As Hemingway was honing his writing style under Wellington’s tutelage, his ambition also led him to seek out the grist of Kansas City’s police stations and hospitals. Initially, Hemingway was assigned to cover the Federal Building during his first weeks as a trial reporter, but the young writer bristled for a more desirable beat. He landed it with the “short-stop run” that served up a host of stories: petty crimes from the 15th-street-police station, the suspect denizens and celebrities alike who passed through Union Station, and the results of accidents and other violence that made their way to the city hospital. Writing back to his family in November, he explained the scope of his new circuit: “This last week I have been handling a murder story, a lot of Police dope and the YWCA fund stuff a couple of times so am mixing em up.”14 Reporters who worked alongside Hemingway— such as Francis Davis, the later coauthor of the Mr. and Mrs. North detective novels, and John Selby, the eventual novelist and then editor-in-chief of Rinehart & Company—described him as always chasing after ambulances for a story.

What Hemingway witnessed during these Kansas City months offered material for his early efforts at fiction writing, much of which has been lost to literary history. In December of 1922, Hadley Richardson Hemingway, Papa’s first of four wives, boarded a train at the Gare de Lyon in France. She was to join her husband on a skiing trip. After leaving a suitcase unattended in her train compartment, Hadley returned to find it missing— and along with it several manuscripts that Hemingway had been working on while in Europe. Papa would never recreate the lost stories, several of which concerned Kansas City.

He would later publish, however, two stories that did draw upon the city he covered as a Star reporter. “A Pursuit Race” describes an advance man for a burlesque show who, like Ole in “The Killers,” gives his life up to complacent fate in a Kansas City room, collapsed in alcoholism and sardonic love with a bed sheet. “God Rest You Merry, Gentleman” is set in the reception room of the General Hospital. In the story, two ambulance doctors (one inept, one taunting) recall a tormented boy who attempted to castrate himself over his sexual guilt. The doctors’ inability to help the boy work through his emotional turmoil recalls the hospital work covered in newspaper pieces such as “At the End of the Ambulance Run,” a description of the city-hospital surgeons. Picking up the detritus of robberies, razor fights, and charity cases, the doctors dealt with their patients as indiscriminately as a mechanic fixing an automobile. “And so the work goes on,” wrote Hemingway.15

From these Kansas City experiences and the lessons he took from Pete Wellington, Hemingway emerged from his Star training with a reporter’s gift for capturing in writing what he witnessed in life. He could also use a reporter’s ear for listening to others and transforming their experience in the stories he told. When later asked what defined good writing, Hemingway often derided fellow authors who wrote about what they had read, rather than what they had experienced. Such abstract writing, he thought, was ornamental and stolid. Firsthand experience, firsthand understanding should provide the uncut marble for the writer’s chisel.

It would be a mistake, however, to believe that Hemingway always lived first and wrote later. His vision of life was sharply defined by romantic ideas of manhood that shaped what he read, what he did, and what he wrote. He often exaggerated his adventures for the sake of a good story, whether they be a quick engagement to a movie star, his service during the Great War, or the cavorting he did with Left Bank friends. In his fiction—both literary and in letters home—Hemingway did not have a reporter’s responsibility to truth. He had an artist’s. For Papa, living and writing were inseparable. Life made fiction worth reading; fiction made life worth living.

Indeed, one might wonder, what could an American teenager, born outside of Chicago and learning journalism as his trade in Missouri, know about Italy to write a novel such as A Farewell to Arms? Enough to write about the horrors of World War I’s Isonzo Front? To write convincingly about the Caporetto retreat that he did not actually witness? The Milan love affair between a wounded ambulance driver and his nurse?

The War Experience: Lessons in Life and Love 

At the outbreak of World War I, Hugh Walpole joined the Russian Red Cross to work as a medic’s assistant, after being rejected by the British Army due to his eyesight. His experiences during the “Great Retreat” from Galicia provided the basis for The Dark Forest, a novel about a Brit working along the Russian front for the Red Cross who is thwarted in his love for a nurse. The New York Times praised Walpole’s novel as providing insight for Americans “far removed from the great war” who wanted to know its emotional impact upon those in it. The Times exclaimed that The Dark Forest was a “work of art so deeply rooted in real-write ity.”16The New York Evening Sun wrote of the romance, “Such a novel needed the war for its background. It needed the war for its origin.”17 The novel appealed in life-changing ways to the adolescent Hemingway.

Hemingway had always intended to join the same war that drew Walpole. After his arrival in Kansas City, he declared to his family that he would work until spring and then enlist. He wrote to his sister that the Army had turned him away on account of the poor vision that was his family’s inheritance. The experiences of Walpole and Ted Brumback, a fellow Star reporter who had driven an ambulance in France during the war, suggested another route for Hemingway to make his way to the European fronts. Commissioned as a second lieutenant in the American Red Cross, Hemingway volunteered to serve along the Piave River front in northeast Italy. His job was to move amongst the entrenched line, distributing chocolate and cigarettes to the soldiers. In July of 1918, Hemingway was hit by shrapnel from an exploding trench mortar and then shot by Austrian machine-gun fire as he carried a wounded Italian soldier to safety. Just a year before he had been bumming around Michigan, not even having begun his reporter job for the Star.

Taken to a hospital in Milan, Hemingway came under the care of an older American nurse, Agnes von Kurowsky. Inevitably, he fell in love. She finally rejected him for an Italian officer. Such unrealized romance, while a source of torment, provided Papa with the emotional experience he would need to write A Farewell to Arms and such love-lost stories as “The Snows of Kilimanjaro.”

In understanding what made Hemingway the author he was, it’s important to understand how such passages of his life—and his life could be read as an adventure novel—shaped his sensibilities as a writer. A Farewell to Arms is no more a story about World War I than Moby Dick is about 19th-century whaling techniques. Nor is “The Snows of Kilimanjaro” about the snow mantle of Africa’s highest mountain. These stories were about people’s experiences, their emotions. Amidst a European war, an American ambulance driver struggles to court the woman he adores to find his love ultimately unrequited. Lying in an African camp, a dying writer lashes out at his wife, regrets the stories he won’t live to write, and dreams of the peace of flight and Kilimanjaro’s summit.

Habits of Hemingway While healing from his wounds in the Milan hospital, Hemingway composed stories on Red Cross stationery.

Before the wounds Hemingway took in battle and in love led to these later works, they made him something of a wartime celebrity in the press. He was hailed as the first American to be injured along the Italian lines, although this wasn’t true. Upon his return home he took to delivering speeches at his old high-school auditorium and regaling the women of local social clubs. The extent of his wounds and the time he spent along the Italian front were often exaggerated by Papa in the accounts he gave at home and then later to his Parisian friends. For this reason the details of his injuries continue to be a source of debate for Hemingway’s biographers attempting to distinguish the reality from the literature. 

Hemingway himself, however, emphasized the power of a story to shape one’s memory over a narrow fidelity to detail. In a letter to Charles Poore, who was preparing an introduction to a collection of Papa’s work, Hemingway recalled that while recovering in the hospital from his wounds he most often listened to other soldiers and the stories they told. He explained, “Their experiences get to be more vivid than your own. You invent from your own and from all of theirs.”18 The key word for Hemingway, as an artist, was “invent.” A reporter’s responsibility, as he had learned in Kansas City, was to the facts and the type of truth found in science. An author, however, owed his responsibility to the creation of literature—the invention of good storytelling and the type of truth found in art. Papa had little patience when “some son of a bitch”19 tried to discredit the importance of his stories by proving that he hadn’t fought in a particular battle.

Early Efforts at Fiction and Sherwood Anderson 

When he returned from World War I, Hemingway dedicated himself to becoming a fiction writer. He might have continued his work in journalism—and indeed, when first interviewed by the New York papers about his war experience, he offered them his services as a reporter. But he returned for a time to Oak Park, went fishing in Michigan, and then rented a second-floor apartment in Petoskey, Michigan, to focus on his writing. There, he settled into the daily work habits that he would follow for most of his life.

Rise early in the morning. Get to the typewriter. Write until about noon.

During the early Petoskey days, Hemingway worked odd jobs after lunch to earn his rent, or he chased after local girls. In later years, afternoons might be spent drinking at a café, fishing or swimming at a nearby spot, or playing with his boys. In Cuba he wrote standing up, most often from his bedroom while Caribbean breezes came through the southern windows. But mornings were usually for writing. There were, of course, exceptions to this routine. In the burst of creativity that produced The Sun Also Rises, Hemingway wrote through lunch until the Madrid bullfights started. He hesitated to leave Spain and go to Paris while so hotly turning out prose. In a letter to Bill Smith, a childhood friend, Hemingway claimed that he was writing “like wildfire. . . . This book is going to crack right through.”21 Hemingway’s commitment to his work—to honing his craft— was exacting. He tried multiple openings for The Sun Also Rises before settling into that novel’s voice. And his dedication was shown in the seventy rewrites he attempted for the closing of A Farewell to Arms.
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