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The First Glimpses of War

NANA Dispatch - MARCH 18, 1937

VALENCIA, SPAIN.—As our Air Force plane from
Toulouse flew down over the business section of Barcelona,
the streets were empty. It looked as quiet as downtown
New York on a Sunday morning.

The plane hit smoothly on a concrete runway and
roared around to a stop before a little building, where,
chilled through by our trip over the edge of the snow-
covered Pyrenees, we warmed our hands around bowls
of coffee and milk while three pistol-armed, leather
jacketed guards joked outside. There we learned why
Barcelona looked so momentarily quiet.

A trimotor bomber had just come over, with two
pursuit planes as escort, and had dropped its load of
bombs on the town, killing seven and wounding thirty-
four. Only by a half-hour had we missed flying into the
dog-fight in which the Insurgent planes were driven off
by Government pursuit ships. Personally, I didn’t mind.
We were a trimotor job ourselves, and there might have
been confusion.

Flying low down the coast toward Alicante, along
white beaches, past gray-castled towns or with the sea
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2 By-Line: Ernest Hemingway

curling against rocky headlands, there was no sign of
war. Trains were moving, cattle were plowing the fields,
fishing boats were setting out and factory chimneys were
belching smoke.

5 Then, above Tarragona, all the passengers were crowd-
ed over on the landside of the ship, watching through
the narrow windows the careened hulk of a freighter,
visibly damaged by shellfire, which had driven ashore to
beach her cargo. She lay aground, looking against the

10 sand in that clear water like a whale with smokestacks
that had come to the beach to die.

We passed the rich, flat, dark-green fields of Valencia
spotted with white houses, the busy port and the great,
yellow, sprawling town. We crossed rice marshes, and up

15 over a wild mountain chain where we had an eagle’s
view of civilization, and down, ear-crackingly, to the
bright blue sea and the palm-lined, African-looking shore-
line of Alicante.

The plane roared on toward Morocco, while I rattled

20 into Alicante from the airport in a ramshackle bus. I
arrived in the midst of a celebration that packed the
beautiful sea promenade, lined with date palms, and filled
the streets with a milling crowd.

Recruits between the ages of twenty-one and twenty-

25 six were being called up, and they, their girls and their
families were celebrating their enlistment and the victory
over Italian regular troops on the Guadalajara front.



The First Glimpses of War 3

Walking four abreast, arms linked, they were singing,
shouting, playing accordions and guitars. Pleasure boats
in Alicante harbor were packed with couples holding
hands, taking their last rides together, but ashore, where
long lines formed in front of jammed recruiting stations,
the atmosphere was one of wild celebration.

All along the coast to Valencia, we passed through
celebrating crowds that reminded me more of the old
days of ferias and fiestas than of war, It was only the
convalescent wounded, limping along in heavy, shoddy
militia uniforms, who made war seem real.

Food, meat especially, was being rationed at Alicante,
but, in small towns between, I saw butcher shops open
and meat being sold with no lines formed outside. Our
driver resolved to get himself a good steak on the way
home.

Coming into Valencia in the dark through miles of
orange groves in bloom, the smell of orange blossoms,
heavy and strong even through the dust of the road,
made it seem to this half-asleep correspondent like a
wedding. But, even half asleep, watching the lights out
through the dust, you knew it wasn’t an Italian wedding
they were celebrating.
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A New Kind of War

NANA Drspatch - APRIL 14, 1937

MADRID.——The window of the hotel is open and, as
you lie in bed, you hear the firing in the front line seven-
teen blocks away. There is a rifle fire all night long.
The rifles go tacrong, capong, craang, tacrong, and then
a machine gun opens up. It has a bigger calibre and is
much louder, rong, cararong, rong, rong. Then there is
the incoming boom of a trench mortar shell and a burst
of machine gun fire. You lie and listen to it and it is a
great thing to be in bed with your feet stretched out
gradually warming the cold foot of the bed and not out
there in University City or Carabanchel. A man is singing
hard-voiced in the street below and three drunks are
arguing when you fall asleep.

In the morning, before your call comes from the desk,
the roaring burst of a high explosive shell wakes you
and you go to the window and look out to see a man,
his head down, his coat collar up, sprinting desperately
across the paved square. There is the acrid smell of high
explosive you hoped you’d never smell again, and, in a
bathrobe and bedroom slippers, you hurry down the
marble stairs and almost into a middleaged woman, wound-
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ed in the abdomen, who is being helped into the hotel
entrance by two men in blue workmen’s smocks. She has
her two hands crossed below her big, old-style Spanish
bosom and from between her fingers the blood is spurting
in a thin stream. On the corner, twenty yards away, is
a heap of rubble, smashed cement and thrown up dirt,
a single dead man, his torn clothes dusty, and a great
hole in the sidewalk from which the gas from a broken
main is rising, looking like a heat mirage in the cold
morning air.

“How many dead”™ you ask a policeman.

“Only one,” he says. “It went through the sidewalk
and burst below. If it would have burst on the solid
stone of the road there might have been fifty.”

A policeman covers the top of the trunk, from which
the head is missing; they send for someone to repair the
gas main and you go in to breakfast. A charwoman, her
eyes red, is scrubbing the blood off the marble floor of
the corridor. The dead man wasn’t you nor anyone you
know and everyone is very hungry in the morning after
a cold night and a long day the day before up at the
Guadalajara front.

“Did you see him? asked someone else at breakfast.

“Sure,” you say.

“That’s where we pass a dozen times a day. Right on
that corner.” Someone makes a joke about missing teeth
and someone else says not to make that joke. And
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6 By-Line: Ernest Hemingway

everyone has the feeling that characterizes war. It wasn’t
me, see? It wasn’'t me.

The Italian dead up on the Guadalajara front weren't
you, although Italian dead, because of where you had
spent your boyhood, always seemed, still, like our dead.
No. You went to the front early in the morning in a
miserable little car with a more miserable little chauffeur
who suffered visibly the closer he came to the fighting.
But at night, sometimes late, without lights, with the big
trucks roaring past, you came on back to sleep in a bed
with sheets in a good hotel, paying a dollar a day for
the best rooms on the front. The smaller rooms in the
back, on the side away from the shelling, were consider-
ably more expensive. After the shell that lit on the
sidewalk in front of the hotel you got a beautiful
double corner room on that side, twice the size of the
one you had had, for less than a dollar. It wasn’t me
they killed. See? No. Not me. It wasn’t me anymore.

Then, in a hospital given by the American Friends of
Spanish Democracy, located out behind the Morata front
along the road to Valencia, they said, “Raven wants to
see you.”

“Do I know him?”

“I don’t think so0,” they said, “but he wants to see

you.”

“Where is he?”

“Upstairs.”
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In the room upstairs they are giving a blood trans-
fusion to a man with a very gray face who lay on a cot
with his arm out, looking away from the gurgling bottle
and moaning in a very impersonal way. He moaned
mechanically and at regular intervals and it did not seem s
to be him that made the sound. His lips did not move.

“Where’s Raven?” I asked.

“Pm here,” said Raven.

The voice came from a high mound covered by a
shoddy gray blanket. There were two arms crossed on the 10
top of the mound and at one end there was something
that had been a face, but now was a yellow scabby area
with a wide bandage cross where the eyes had been.

“Who is it?” asked Raven. He didn’t have lips, but he
talked pretty well without them and with a pleasant 15
voice.

“Hemingway,” I said. “I came up to see how you were
doing.”

“My face was pretty bad,” he said. “It got sort of
burned from the grenade, but it’s peeled a couple of times 2
and it’s doing better.”

“It looks swell,” I said. “It’s doing fine.”

I wasn’t looking at it when I spoke.

“How are things in America?” he asked. “What do they
think of us over there?” %
“Sentiment’s changed a lot,” I said. “They’re begin-

ning to realize the government is going to win this war.”
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8 By-Line: Ermest Hemingway

“Do you think so?”

“Sure,” T said.

“P'm awfully glad,” he said. “You know, I wouldn’t
mind any of this if I could just watch what was going
on. I don’t mind the pain, you know. It never seemed
important really. But I was always awfully interested in
things and I really wouldn’t mind the pain at all if I
could just sort of follow things intelligently. I could even
be some use. You know, I didn’t mind the war at all.
I did all right in the war. I got hit once before and I
was back and rejoined the battalion in two weeks. I
couldn’t stand to be away. Then I got this.”

He had put his hand in mine. It was not a worker’s
hand. There were no callouses and the nails on the long,
spatulate fingers were smooth and rounded.

“How did you get it?” I asked.

“Well, there were some troops that were routed and
we went over to sort of reform them and we did and
then we had quite a fight with the fascists and we beat
them. It was quite a bad fight, you know, but we beat
them and then someone threw this grenade at me.”

Holding his hand and hearing him tell it, I did not
believe a word of it. What was left of him did not sound
like the wreckage of a soldier somehow. I did not know
how he had been wounded, but the story did not sound
right. It was the sort of way everyone would like to
have been wounded. But I wanted him to think I believed
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it.

“Where did you come from?” I asked.

“From Pittsburgh. I went to the University there.”

“What did you do before you joined up here?”

“I was a social worker,” he said. Then I knew it
couldn’t be true and I wondered how he had really been
so frightfully wounded and I didn’t care. In the war that
[ had known, men often lied about the manner of their
wounding. Not at first; but later. I'd lied a little myself
in my time. Especially late in the evening. But I was
glad he thought I believed it, and we talked about books,
he wanted to be a writer, and I told him about what
happened north of Guadalajara and promised to bring
some things from Madrid next time we got out that way.
I hoped maybe I could get a radio.

“They tell me Dos Passos and Sinclair Lewis are com-
ing over, too,” he said.

“Yes,” 1 said, “And when they come I'll bring them
up to see you.”

“Gee, that will be great,” he said. “You don’t know
what that will mean to me.”

“I'll bring them,” 1 said.

“Will they be here pretty soon?”

“Just as soon as they come I'll bring them.”

“Good boy, Ernest,” he said. “You don’t mind if I call
you Ernest, do you?”

The voice came very clear and gentle from that face
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10 By-Line: Ernest Hemuingway

that looked like some hill that had been fought over in
muddy weather and then baked in the sun.

“Hell, no,” I said. “Please. Listen, old-timer, you're
going to be fine. You'll be a lot of good, you know. You
can talk on the radio.”

“Maybe,” he said. “You’'ll be back?”

“Sure,” 1 said. “Absolutely.”

“Goodbye, Ernest,” he said.

“Goodbye,” 1 told him.

Downstairs they told me he’d lost both eyes as well as
his face and was also badly wounded all through the legs
and in the feet.

“He’s lost some toes, too,” the doctor said, “but he
doesn’t know that.”

“I wonder if he’ll ever know it.”

“Oh, sure he will,” the doctor said. “He’s going to get
well.” And it still isn’t you that gets hit but it is your
countryman now. Your countryman from Pennsylvania,
where once we fought at Gettysburg.

Then, walking along the road, with his left arm in an
airplane splint, walking with the gamecock walk of the
professional British soldier that neither ten years of mili-
tant party work nor the projecting metal wings of the
splint could destroy, I met Raven’s commanding officer,
Jock Cunningham, who had three fresh rifle wounds
through his upper left arm (I looked at them, one was
septic) and another rifle bullet under his shoulder blade
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that had entered his left chest, passed through, and lodged
there. He told me, in military terms, the history of the
attempt to rally retiring troops on his battalion’s right
flank, of his bombing raid down a trench which was held
at one end by the fascists and at the other end by the
government troops, of the taking of this trench and,
with six men and a Lewis gun, cutting off a group
of some eighty fascists from their own lines, and of the
final desperate defense of their impossible position his six
men put up until the government troops came up and,
attacking, straightened out the line again. He told it clear-
ly, completely convincingly, and with a strong Glasgow
accent. He had deep, piercing eyes sheltered like an ea-
gle’s, and, hearing him talk, you could tell the sort of
soldier he was. For what he had done he would have
had a V.C. in the last war. In this war there are no
decorations. Wounds are the only decorations and they
do not award wound stripes.

“Raven was in the same show,” he said. “I didn’t know
he’d been hit. Ay, he’s a good mon. He got his after I
got mine. The fascists we’d cut off were very good
troops. They never fired a useless shot when we were in
that bad spot. They waited in the dark there until they
had us located and then opened with volley fire. That’s
how I got four in the same place.”

We talked for a while and he told me many things.
They were all important, but nothing was as important
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12 By-Line: Ernest Hemingway

as what Jay Raven, the social worker from Pittsburgh
with no military training, had told me was true. This is a
strange new kind of war where you learn just as much
as you are able to believe.



The Chauffeurs of Madrid

NANA Dispaich - MAY 22, 1937

WE had a lot of different chauffeurs in Madrid. The first
one was named Tomas, was four feet eleven inches high
and looked like a particularly unattractive, very mature
dwarf out of Velasquez put into a suit of blue dungarees.
He had several front teeth missing and seethed with
patriotic sentiments. He also loved Scotch whisky.

We drove up from Valencia with Tomas and, as we
sighted Madrid rising like a great white fortress across
the plain from Alcald de Henares, Toméas said, through
missing teeth, “Long live Madrid, the Capital of my Soul!”

“And of my heart,” I said, having had a couple myself.
It had been a long cold ride.

“Hurray!” shouted Tomas and abandoned the wheel
temporarily in order to clap me on the back. We just
missed a lorry full of troops and a staff car.

“l am a man of sentiment,” said Tomas.

“Me, too,” I said, “but hang on to that wheel.”

“Of the noblest sentiment,” said Tomés.

“No doubt of it, comrade,” I said, “but just try to
watch where you are driving.”

“You can place all confidence in me,” said Tomas.
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14 By-Line: Ernest Hemingway

But the next day we were stalled on a muddy road up
near Brihuega by a tank, which had lurched around a
little too far on a hairpin bend, and held up six other
tanks behind it. Three rebel planes sighted the tanks and
decided to bomb them. The bombs hit the wet hillside
above us, lifting mud geysers in sudden, clustered, bump-
ing shocks. Nothing hit us and the planes went on over
their own lines. In the field glasses, standing by the car,
I could see the little Fiat fighter planes that protected
the bombers, very shining looking, hanging up in the sun.
We thought some more bombers were coming and every-
body got away from there as fast as possible. But no
more came.

Next morning Toméis couldn’t get the car to start.
And every day when anything of that sort happened,
from then on, no matter how well the car had run com-
ing home at night, Tomas never could start her in the
morning. The way he felt about the front became sort
of pitiful, finally, along with his size, his patriotism, and
his general inefficiency, and we sent him back to Valen-
cia, with a note to the press department thanking them
for Toméas, a man of the noblest sentiments and the finest
intentions; but could they send us something just a little
braver.

So they sent one with a note certifying him as the
bravest chauffeur in the whole department. I don’t know
what his name was because I never saw him. Sid Franklin
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(the Brooklyn bullfighter), who bought us all our food,
cooked breakfasts, typed articles, wangled petrol, wangled
cars, wangled chauffeurs, and covered Madrid and all its
gossip like a human dictaphone, evidently instructed this
chauffeur very strongly. Sid put forty liters of petrol in
the car, and petrol was the correspondents’ main problem,
being harder to obtain than Chanel’s and Molyneux’s
perfumes or Bols gin, took the chauffeur’s name and
address, and told him to hold himself ready to roll
whenever he was called. We were expecting an attack.

Until we called him he was free to do whatever he
wanted. But he must leave word at all times where we
could reach him. We did not want to use up the precious
petrol riding around Madrid in the car. We all felt good
now, because we had transport.

The chauffeur was to check in at the hotel the next
night at seven-thirty to see if there were any new orders.
He didn’t come and we called up his rooming house. He
had left that same morning for Valencia with the car and
the forty liters of petrol. He is in jail in Valencia now.
I hope he likes it.

Then we got David. David was an Anarchist boy from
a little town near Toledo. He used language that was so
utterly and inconceivably foul that half the time you could
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not believe what your ears were hearing. Being with =

David has changed my whole conception of profanity.
He was absolutely brave and he had only one real



16 By-Line: Ernest Hemingway

defect as a chauffeur. He couldn’t drive a car. He was
like a horse which has only two gaits; walking and run-
ning away. David could sneak along, in second speed, and
hit practically no one in the streets, due to his clearing

5 a swathe ahead of him with his vocabulary. He could
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also drive with the car wide open, hanging to the wheel,
in a sort of fatalism that was, however, never tinged
with despair.

We solved the problem by driving for David ourselves.
He liked this and it gave him a chance to work with his
vocabulary. His vocabulary was terrific.

He liked the war and he thought shelling was beautiful.
“Look at that! Olé! That’s the stuff to give the unmen-
tionable, unspeakable, absolutely unutterables,” he would

1” He was watch-

say in delight. “Come on, let’s get closer
ing his first battle in the Casa del Campo and it was
like a super-fireworks show to him. The spouting clouds
of stone and plaster dust that pulsed up as the Govern-
ment shells landed on a house the Moors held with ma-
chine guns and the great, tremendous, slither automatic
rifles, machine guns and rapid fire combine into at the
moment of the assault moved David very deeply. “Ayee!
Ayee!” he said. “That’s war. That’s really war!”

He liked the tearing rush of the incomers just as much
as the crack and the chu-chu-chu-ing air-parting rustle
of sound that came from the battery which was firing
over our heads on to the rebel positions.
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going into go into=3{1L %

Hipolito [i(:)pbuli(z)tou]

so big it came so big as to come, so big that it came
Salud [sald] good-bye, good luck 7o X DFEIHY, PRk
ik, TEAL 1) OFEBRTEAVOR TV 5 THD.
Montana barracks (Ev Z—=3 5% = VY —FEg
L VC@ > 71

Socialist Union, the U.G.T. [$EEQFHE &3y
{#5%8 41 (Unién General de Trabajadores)

Republic =2 TlEARAvHEDOT &.

Franco [frénko; Sp. fragko] Francisco [franfisko] Franco
(1892—1975) KHELEOHEE. 193948 X b L5k
Anarchists KIFA A oOE, AL v CREHD
Bhof MFHERES CNT) — 7 na -9v5awn
VA PEEEA) R T4V 7 - 7HFA MEES FAD—
TR A PSR REDABEREL ToBNLTHS 5.
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Notes 55

the way the ltalians do =as the Italians do. 7293
CEECIL the way 232D L 5 CERAMZEL & &b 5.

I was fairly average breathless average = averagely
Hotel Gran Via Gran Via [gran via] = F Y — Vo X
MWHL BARED, L%, REFED] E\vul bl sAT
H55.

which had been, always, Madrid’s~ [/, CiL, o,
(BHEHFELT R —F 7 = A DO EF L S ERHIR) <
FUV—VOERE-7e - - v ) AFHET v —Fo o111
z=a—a=—7OHKEED.

wiped a yawn on the back~ [FOFTOENni+ I3
Lishib b U L]

“Qué va, hombre” [ké va, dmbre] (Sp.)=Where you go,
sendr ?

Chicote’s Bar [F2—F D] <= F U — FifEd, ~
VT ARRLFS RSB L ARSI VTR
WA T A OERCIT X { T OWENTTL 5.

A Brush with Death

Usera [Gsero] &3 1L< F U — FiistOHA.

Milords Ecosses Whisky 3w —F.22,9 . %, 2%
—1 Ecosses [ekose:z]

no man’s land HWETAWEDOIALZ 5 BOMICH D e
A, 22

Cuenca [kwégke] 7=V hiX, ARAVHEBCHD.
water snake [RA~AOY 7Keh, K3 fe~Ot

deep sided (kFEDH S, BAD]

worth fighting for D& T AHEHITOH B
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28 20

21
26
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31 7

The Flight of Refugees

false —ff0D] =not permanent

Reus [rluos] Barcelona DS, i@@gkﬂpvjxﬁi{fﬁ
rubber =A% A ¥

wing over [ L% 3R.35)

turning his eight machine guns loose on [ FDOAZLOHE
Bigh%d S w3y turn loose=turn off

Falset [fdlset] ReusDEED/IFL.

for [egieh, L\WVHDWL - - - 12D B

But perhaps it was the day =DPerhaps it was (owing to)
the day.

Gandesa [guondéisa] Falset OFE, Ebrofilic il v,
Mora [méwra] I b+ydbF=7 wilid\ -0

them =—the enemy

Boming of Tortosa

Tortosa [tortéuse] Ebro jiF i X #EHC B ERFH.
Heinkel light bombers [hainkel] [~ v/ & L IRIRIEHE,
ERKRAPIBE L 1o F A4 v DB IEEE  Heinkel (1888-1958)
WEF A Y ORZEEBES. Yo FERRICRT L @9
39).

Messerschmidt pursuit planes [mésojmit] T 4y
2§ PABEE) messerschmidt (1898-) 1% N A v Difizoki
BEH.

Savoia-marchetti bombers [savbio-markéti] $ykkikeh
TR LA 2 ) — DR

San Mateo and La Jana [s&n matéo: la hd:na] San Mateo,
Ebro {5 0 % M F O/i%. La Jana 13786

La Tancada [la tenkd:de] REE



