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ABSTRACT 

This interpretive study of The Garden of Eden manuscript examines the 

general critical conception of Ernest Hemingway as a male-chauvinist writer 

who valorizes masculine codes of heroic individualism while simplistically 

objectifying and debasing the feminine. T engage in a close reading of the 

manuscript, inferring thematic meaning through symbology, metaphor, 

implication, and intertextual allusions. My methodology demonstrates that 

Hemingway deploys the story of Bluebeard as a self-critical paradigm, to 

suggest (1) the sado-masochistic aspects of traditional gender relations, and 

(2) the creative vanity of an autobiographical artist figure whose stories 

embody violent fantasies of male power. Hemingway's moral self-awareness in 

the Eden manuscript, especially with respect to the gender-art nexus, 

problematizes the "Papa" stereotype. Indeed, the Hemingway of Eden emerges as 

a complex, introspective, and sensitive writer who sympathizes primarily with 

a well-drawn female character. Given Eden's carefully sustained matrix of 

tension, ambiguity, and irony, I conclude that the manuscript is a novelistic 

text that both moves within and pushes beyond patriarchal ideology. 
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IN/ 

A NOTE ON THE MANUSCRIPT 

Hemingway began writing The Garden of Eden in Cuba, in 1946, and worked 

on it, intermittently, for the next thirteen years. During an intense period 

of writing and revision in Ketchum, Idaho, from about September 1958 to 

February 1959, he brought Eden to rough completion. The original, autograph 

manuscript (Item 422.1 Hemingway Collection), consists of 1189 leaves of 

letter-size paper, measuring approximately 21 X 21 cm. Relatively small, 

early portions of the manuscript are in type. Most of it is handwritten, in 

pencil, averaging 24 lines and 200 words per page. As with other Hemingway 

manuscripts, descriptions and interior monologues tend to be altered more 

extensively than conversation. Additions are integrated between the lines, in 

the margins, and on inserted pages. 

The Garden of Eden manuscript as a whole contains roughly 300,000 words, 

and is tentatively divided into three "Books" of unequal length, having four, 

one, and forty-six chapters, respectively. Books One and Three focus on David 

and Catherine Bourne, a newly married couple who travel through France and 

Spain in the mid-1920s. The Bournes eventually meet up with a third main 

character, Marita. Book Two, the shortest of the three, presents a second 

couple, Nick and Barbara Sheldon, whose relationship parallels the Bournes.1 

Hemingway appears to have been uncertain about how to integrate the Sheldon 

subplot into the main plotline. A note dated "Sept. 20/ [19]58" describes a 

"tentative arrangement," but Hemingway's intentions regarding the inclusion 

and placement of Book Two remain unclear. Given the large volume of material 
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under consideration, I have decided to concentrate on Books One and Three, 

which, after all, constitute the bulk of the manuscript. 

In May of 1958, Hemingway wrote a "Provisional Ending" to Eden, 

explaining on a cover sheet that he feared "something might happen before book 

[sic] could be finished." This "Provisional Ending," and four stories 

Hemingway called the "Andy part" (Items 422.? Hemingway Collection), have 

caused some critical indecision about how Hemingway intended to end his novel. 

Robert Fleming, for example, suggests that Hemingway, "at some point," 

probably considered the last of the four Andy stories "as a possible ending" 

(266). Fleming might well be correct, but I believe that the ending of the 

Eden manuscript proper, Book Three, Chapter Forty-Six, probably represents the 

ending that Hemingway finally preferred. Indeed, the last few pages of 

Chapter Forty-Six are carefully revised, and provide the kind of indefinite 

and ironic "conclusion" that is characteristic of Hemingway. 

In 1986, Charles Scribner's Sons published a posthumously edited trade 

edition of the Eden manuscript. The Scribner's publication contains a 

prefatory "Note" that acknowledges "some cuts in the manuscript," and "a very 

small number of minor interpolations for clarity and consistency" (v). Given 

the demands of the commercial market, however, Scribner's "cuts" are 

necessarily large, and those "minor interpolations" involve the frequent 

rearrangement of passages and the insertion of some entirely new ones. 

Because I am primarily interested in Hemingway's version of Eden, I shall be 

relying upon the manuscript as my critical text. 

Forthcoming parenthetical citations to the Eden manuscript consecutively 

identify book, chapter, and page numbers. Numerical irregularities are noted 

within square brackets. 
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nrTRODOCTION 

• . . it is of serious political importance that our tools for 

examining the signifying relation[s] [of gender] be subtle and 

discriminate ones, and that our literary knowledge of the most 

crabbed or oblique paths of meaning not be oversimplified in the 

face of panic-inducing images of real violence, especially the 

violence of, around, and to sexuality. 

Eve Kosofsky Sedgwick, Between Men, 10. 

Traces of the Bluebeard story appear in the plot of Ernest Hemingway's 

The Garden of Eden manuscript. Bluebeard, of course, is a man who marries a 

number of women in succession, brings them to his castle, and forbids them to 

enter a certain room. The wives disobey and Bluebeard murders them, one after 

the other, turning his forbidden room into a bloody tomb. Hemingway deploys 

the Bluebeard story intermittently and freely, in ways that do not always 

afford a one-to-one allegory. The Bluebeard parallels are nevertheless fairly 

extensive, and provide an interpretive framework for the manuscript as a 

whole. 

The Bluebeard-like aspects of Eden can be drawn quickly. David Bourne, 

Hemingway's 1925-1927 biographical self-image and male protagonist, is a newly 

married writer on a European honeymoon. Early on in the manuscript, 

Catherine, David's bride, compares reading the adulatory reviews of his second 

novel to "opening Bluebeard's closet" (1.2.8). At a single stroke, then, 



Catherine explicitly portrays David-the-artist as Bluebeard, and her statement 

slowly acquires a cumulative, if not definitive force. For David later 

isolates himself behind the doors of his private work room, where he composes 

a series of violent African tales involving polygamy, human butchery, and a 

bloody elephant hunt. Moreover, a la Bluebeard, David jealously guards the 

contents of his forbidden chamber, locking up both the room and his stories 

after every writing session. Notably, too, at this stage of the manuscript 

David becomes involved with a second woman, Marita, whose appearance gives 

rise to a deadly serial-marriage pattern. Indeed, David associates Marita 

with "Scheherazade" (3.45.29), the Arabian Nights princess who marries King 

Schahrayar, an Eastern version of Bluebeard, in a similar vein, Catherine 

actually jokes about the possibility of David taking a "third wife" (^.?4.?7). 

The Bluebeard pattern culminates as Catherine, the recalcitrant first wi^e, 

breaks into and eventually plunders David's secret closet, inciting his 

murderous rage. 

These loose parallels, tangibly embedded in plot and imagery, become 

especially intriguing in light of a more abstract, structural relationship 

between the exploits of Bluebeard and the Edenic myth Hemingway's 

overdetermined title foregrounds. Each fable turns upon an archetypal 

plotline involving gender-inflected prohibition and transgression: just as 

Jehovah instructs against eating the fruit of his forbidden trees, Bluebeard 

instructs against peering into his forbidden closet; and just as Eve cannot 

resist tasting the prohibited fruit, Bluebeard's bride cannot resist exploring 

the prohibited room. Moreover, both Jehovah and Bluebeard are stern masters 

whose severe punishments bring suffering and death. Yet the similarities 

between the two stories are less remarkable than their differences: whereas 

Eve's transgression stands as a "sin" against divine grace, Bluebeard's 
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trespassing bride reveals the duplicity of a human law-giver whose crimes are 

far greater than her own; whereas Eve's disobedience disrupts paradise, 

plunging mankind into the nightmare of human history, Bluebeard's bride 

discloses the nightmare that underlies a false idyll. The morphology of the 

tales is the same, but their eschatology is different. In this sense, the 

Bluebeard parallels in The Garden of Eden manuscript seem to re-envision the 

moral implications of the title, complicating Hemingway's declared and rather 

orthodox theme of "the happiness of the Garden that a man must lose" (Baker 

512). 

I am getting ahead of myself, however, and would like to survey briefly 

Bluebeard's many faces before delving further into Hemingway's treatment of 

him. According to popular belief, the story of Bluebeard is partly based on 

the life of Gilles de Rais (1404-1440), Marshal of France, liegeman of Jeanne 

d'Arc, and mass murderer. De Rais sexually abused and tortured his victims, 

primarily young boys, before killing them. Charles Perrault's so-called 

"fairy tale," "Barbe-Bleue" (1697), provides the classic formulation of the 

Bluebeard legend, depicting the title character as a wife killer rather than a 

child killer. The plot of Perrault's tale is simple: a powerful man with an 

unsightly blue beard marries a young woman, brings her to his mansion, gives 

her his key ring, and tells her that she may "open everything [and] go 

anywhere," but "absolutely forbid[s]" her to "so much as open the door" of the 

room "at the end of the long gallery on the ground floor." Tormented by 

curiosity, the young bride unlocks the door of the forbidden chamber and finds 

the butchered corpses of Bluebeard's previous wives lying in pools of "clotted 

blood." Upon discovering his wife's transgression, Bluebeard draws his 

cutlass, preparing to kill again; yet, at the last moment, the young bride is 
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rescued by her two brothers. She later marries a kinder, more honest man 

(Carter, trans. 31-40). 

Perrault, a seventeenth-century bourgeois, tailors his tale to amuse and 

instruct a salon audience. Through judgmental narrative commentary and moral 

codas, he shifts attention away from Bluebeard's hideous crimes, focusing, 

instead, on the purported evils of female curiosity. Whereas Bluebeard's 

cutlass threatens decapitation, Perrault's quill pricks the female conscience; 

blood-and-gore savagery becomes an occasion for tongue-in-cheek urbanity. To 

paraphrase Maria Tatar, the brutalized victim is recast as a chastised fool 

(159). If the young wife is eventually rewarded for her trials, she is very 

much a country bumpkin, not the kind of heroine who would impress worldly 

young listeners in Paris society. Indeed, Perrault presents Bluebeard's bride 

as impetuous, if not stupid, and very lucky: she is saved not by her own 

initiative, but by her two brothers, and her future happiness depends upon 

still another male. The dismissal of misogyny engenders a profoundly sexist 

lesson. 

Since Perrault, the story of Bluebeard has been retold many times, with 

numerous modifications, in a variety of literary and performance genres. The 

history of Bluebeard retellings has already been traced by scholars such as 

Sherrill Grace, Juliet McMaster, and Maria Tatar, and need not be recounted in 

detail here. What matters, for my purposes, are patterns of meaning that 

emerge from the Bluebeard theme. Victorian novelists, playwrights, and 

librettists were particularly attracted to the image of Bluebeard, and tended 

to retain Perrault's light-hearted approach. Thackeray serves as a case in 

point. Toward the end of Barry Lyndon (1844), for example, the roguish Barry 

imprisons his detested wife within a remote castle, a la Bluebeard. Trollope 

called Thackeray's male protagonist "as great a scoundrel as the mind of man 
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ever conceived," but went on to suggest that the novel "is so written that it 

is almost impossible not to entertain some friendly feeling for him" (Morris 

vii). Juliet McMaster provides the definitive study of Thackeray's 

relationship to the Bluebeard theme, concentrating on an unfinished blank 

verse play entitled Bluebeard at the Breakfast Table. In a letter to Jane 

Brookfield, Thackeray confesses: "I was writing Bluebeard all day very [sic] 

sardonic and amusing to do, but I doubt whether it will be pleasant to read or 

hear, or even whether it is right to go on in this wicked vein" (qtd. by 

McMaster 198). Yet McMaster notes that despite Thackeray's moral qualms, he 

"evidently rather enjoyed the gruesome elements of Perrault's most sensational 

tale, and took a macabre satisfaction in drawing a comically inadequate veil 

over some of the grisly details" (208). If Thackeray's Bluebeard is a 

murderer, he is also a reflective, hen-pecked husband, an "Everyman," with 

only a little more than his share of skeletons in the closet. 

Moving into the twentieth century, Sherrill Grace cites Bela Bartok's 

one-act opera, Duke Bluebeard's Castle (I9"n), as a turning point in artistic 

treatments of the Bluebeard theme. ~ Based partly upon Maurice Maeterlinck's 

serious dramatic treatment of the theme in Ariane et Barbe Bleue (1901), 

Bartok's Duke Bluebeard "offers a profoundly disturbing picture of the darkest 

and most private recesses of the male psyche" (Grace 2^2; author's emphasis). 

The opera begins with a spoken prologue, in which a minstrel asks "teasing 

questions about whether the stage lies within or outside the 'curtain' of our 

eyelashes" (Griffiths 62). After the prologue, a literal curtain rises, to 

the first sinister stirrings of the orchestra, exposing a dark, circular 

gothic hall, which the stage directions describe as being "like a cave hewn in 

the heart of solid rock." The cavernous enclosure, whose walls are damp with 

blood, is a kind of "psychoscape," connoting the inside of Bluebeard's skull. 
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Along the far wall are seven large doors, and, to the le-̂ t, a flight of stairs 

leads to a smaller, iron door. Suddenly, the small door opens and the figures 

of Bluebeard and Judith, his new bride, appear silhouetted in a tiny square o? 

light. Bluebeard offers Judith an opportunity to escape before he closes the 

door, but she refuses, swearing her love. The two passionately embrace, 

calling forth the whole of Barton's orchestra, consisting of more than a 

hundred players (Griffiths 62). Judith then explains why she has come: 

"That the stone be done with weeping, 

That the air once more be live, 

That the walls be warm, T came here 

That my lips may dry them, and my 

Body warm them: let me, Bluebeard' 

Let me, husband! 

Let the joyous light completely 

Flood the darkness from your castle, 

Let the breeze in! Let the sun in' 

Soon, 0 soon, 

The air itself will ring with blessings'" 

According to Judith, "[l]ight must end the reign of darkness." 

As the drama advances, Judith demands the keys to the seven doors, 

seeking an immediate accession of light. Bluebeard informs her that the doors 

must never be opened, but Judith is insistent. The husband capitulates and a 

serial unlocking ensues. Because Bluebeard is present throughout, "[this] 

unlocking is not just an act of childish furtiveness [as in previous 

treatments of the Bluebeard theme], but one that engages the two characters in 

a shifting dialogue of pleading and restraint" (Griffiths 59). Bluebeard's 

cold and plain speech, in the key of "A," contrasts with Judith's poetic 



outbursts, in "A" flat; the two "are as distant from each other tonally as 

they are in understanding" (Griffiths 62). Each door Judith opens floods the 

hall with increasing light, but the exposed ante-chambers betray the secrets 

of Bluebeard's inner life: a torture chamber (cruelty), an armoury 

(aggression), a jewel-house (materialism), a garden (isolation), a kingdom 

(power). Everything is bathed in blood. The sixth door uncovers an even more 

blatantly symbolic spectacle, a lake of tears, Bluebeard's own. At this 

point, the duke calls Judith to him for a final embrace, richly embellished by 

the orchestra. Judith now suspects that Bluebeard has murdered his previous 

wives, but presses on to the seventh door. Her fears are realized as 

Bluebeard's three former wives, richly adorned, come forth amid pale 

moonlight. Enraptured by this ultimate display of his power, Bluebeard 

addresses the three women as the sources of his wealth—the loves of his 

dawns, noons, and evenings, respectively. He then turns to Judith, 

proclaiming her to be the "fairest of all," and tells her that she will reign 

over his nights once she assumes her place with the. other three. All four 

women retreat into the seventh chamber, leaving Bluebeard alone in his cavern. 

"Night," he whispers. "Nothing but darkness ..... Endless darkness ..." 

Bartok's masterpiece is extraordinarily suggestive. The -Four 

wives—Bluebeard's morning, noon, evening, and night—evoke nature in its 

temporal cycle, revealing Bluebeard's relationship to all of life: he desires 

to control and possess otherness, to lock up the outer world in the chambers 

of his mind, for his own private use. Like Thackeray's Bluebeard, Bartok's is 

"Everyman," but with more sinister implications. Doomed by a need to know and 

to have, the duke evinces a murderous acquisitiveness. Nevertheless, Bartok's 

Bluebeard cannot simply be dismissed as a monomaniacal monster. Insofar as 

the duke knows and understands his fate, he is an almost tragic figure who 
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somehow manages to evoke our sympathy. As for Judith, she not only fails to 

escape her husband, but in some way becomes like him: her serial unlockings 

parallel his serial murders. In this sense, Judith remains trapped in a 

mental construct that she helps to create. Male and female, man and nature 

are all doomed. There is no longer any fairy-tale possibility of a "happy 

ending." 

In drawing upon the Bluebeard story in The Garden of Eden manuscript, 

Ernest Hemingway displays what might be regarded as a "Bartokian" sensibility. 

I have found no evidence, as yet, that Hemingway ever saw a performance of 

Duke Bluebeard, and cannot, therefore, claim any direct influence. Instead, I 

present Hemingway as another gifted artist who seems to have found, in the 

story of Bluebeard, a "portentous darkness" that is "most appropriate in this 

century" (Grace 24^). Like Bartok, Hemingway uses the Bluebeard story 

self-consciously and symbolically, to convey a variety of deeply disturbing 

meanings. On one level, Hemingway deploys the Bluebeard theme as a sexual 

trope, to expose and to question the sado-masochistic aspects of traditional 

gender paradigms. In this regard, Bluebeard represents a man who imposes his 

ego on women in a way that is analogous to locking them up or imprisoning 

them. Bluebeard's bride, meanwhile, is caught in an impossible bind: her 

almost ruthless curiosity is both a moral obligation and a means of courting 

Bluebeard. On a second level, Hemingway uses the Bluebeard theme more 

specifically, as an artist parable, to suggest subtle links between the 

creative imagination, aggression, and a will to power. Indeed, whereas David 

Bourne, the writer, is Bluebeard, language is his castle, a "place" where he 

twists all possible dimensions into his own. 

In elucidating Eden's monstrous subtext, I will be challenging some 
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widely held assumptions about the supposedly unreflective gender politics of a 

Hemingway text. Carlos Baker articulates the normative view of Hemingway's 

attitudes toward the relative roles of men and women when he impassively 

states that "[Hemingway's heroines, to make the statement exactly, are meant 

to [perform] a symbolic or ritualistic function in the service of the artist 

and the service of man" (157). In her feminist re-reading of American 

literature, Judith Fetterley agrees with Baker, but "resists" the point: "All 

our tears are ultimately for men," Fetterley writes, "because in the world of 

A Farewell to Arms male life is what counts. And the message to women reading 

this classic love story and experiencing its image of the female ideal is 

clear and simple: the only good woman is a dead one, and even then there are 

questions" (171). I shall be arguing that Hemingway's attitudes toward gender 

and sexuality in the Eden manuscript are far more complex than either Baker or 

Fetterley would allow. In a related way, I shall argue that Hemingway's 

multi-leveled use of the Bluebeard story is ultimately self-critical, that he 

uses the fairy tale to critique chauvinistic and/or misogynistic tendencies in 

both himself and his work. In turn, I believe that The Garden of Eden 

manuscript reveals a greater authorial empathy toward the feminine than 

Hemingway is usually given credit for. In this text, at least, Hemingway 

presents an assertive female character, Catherine Bourne, who articulates her 

own desires, who affirmatively challenges notions of sexual polarity and male 

dominance, who matters of and in herself. 

I do not, however, intend to push my revisionary reading too far, and 

would immediately like to recognize what might be regarded as a certain 

rock-bottom male chauvinism in Eden. Carol H. Smith is helpful in this 

regard, insofar as she contends that even Hemingway's most sensitive 

portrayals of women retain traces of "mythic stereotypes" (130-131). This is 
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certainly true of "Eden," where Hemingway presents a good woman and a bad 

woman, although readers may disagree over how to allot such roles. Both 

women, moreover, are very much defined in relation to money and sex: Catherine 

(the "good" woman in my reading) is a wealthy innocent, a kind of rich 

child-bride who is also an unpredictable bed partner; Marita (the "bad" woman 

in my reading) is both an heiress and a whore. Further still, as the focal 

character in Eden, David Bourne, the man, is free to love or despise these two 

women. Notably, too, David's thoughts and. words, encouraged and echoed by 

Marita, become increasingly dominant toward the end of7 the manuscript, whereas 

Catherine conveniently disappears after destroying the contents of her 

husband's work room. I shall complicate this rather crude sketch in the coming • 

pages, but concede that its male-centred silencing of the female voice remains 

troublesome. Accordingly, I hope to qualify normative views of Hemingway's 

chauvinism, without turning such views on their head. The Eden manuscript, as 

I read it, is a novelistic text that both moves within and pushes beyond 

patriarchal ideology, employing tension, ambiguity, and irony to destabilize 

the "rigid patterns of gender" we expect ^rom Hemingway (Smith 143). 

David Bourne, the artist-Bluebeard in Eden, is a problematical character. 

As previously noted, David stands at the centre of the manuscript, and in many 

ways resembles the sort of male "hero" Hemingway criticism tends to valorize: 

he is a stoic, tight-lipped war veteran and dedicated craftsman, a man who 

apparently does his best to accommodate the demands of a curious, invasive 

wife. Nevertheless, I shall argue that Hemingway, as author-narrator, stands 

at an ironic distance from the trials and tribulations of his male 

protagonist, whose centralized consciousness is invested with a kind of 

free-floating ugliness. According to the Bluebeard configuration described 
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above, David's monstrousness ultimately lies in his creative vanity, in the 

self-absorption, detachment, and pride that inform his compulsion to write. 

Indeed, Catherine, at one point, accuses David of appropriating her unruly 

banter for his artistic ends, of "storeing [sic] it away" in the dark recesses 

of his own mind (3.15.1.2). Even at his most affectionate, David is stifling, 

and must be reminded by Catherine that they cannot keep their love "locked up 

like something in a vault" (3.4.4; emphasis added). There is, to be sure, an 

intended brutality in Hemingway's fictional self-image, a desire to master and 

control otherness, to reign over the world rather than participate in it. As 

a Bluebeard type who guards his own masculine superiority and identity, David 

Bourne emerges as lone male who derives his creative inspiration from a 

stratum of egocentric desires rooted in hostility and self-glorification. 

Accordingly, David asks himself, with a heavy conscience, "if it is possible 

that the only creation that is a moral act is pro-creation [sic] and that is 

why all other kinds are suspect?" (3.23.9.i). Self-critically, David also 

concedes that "no writer" is "completely soul" (3.39.20). But despite David's 

intermittent sensitivity, he remains an oppressive and violent protagonist, 

obtusely prone to self-delusion. 

Catherine Bourne, the female transgressor in Eden, figures among the 

gallery of mad or near-mad women who populate Hemingway's fiction. Certain 

passages in the manuscript imply that Catherine's madness is an hereditary, 

clinical, and debilitating condition. We learn, for example, that Catherine's 

father and uncle were both "silly" (a deliberately used, historical euphemism 

for "schizophrenic") (3.13[b].22-23), and that her father "[k]illed" both 

himself and. Catherine's mother "in a car" (3.13[b].22). Hemingway further 

hints that his female lead has undergone treatment in a Swiss sanatorium, an 

experience that has left her with a lasting resentment of "doctors" (3.16.22). 



Yet there is considerable ambiguity about the nature and source of Catherine's 

immediate psychological disturbances. "Crazy things aren't crazy now," 

Catherine tells David. "Sensible things are crazy. You know that" p.36.6^). 

Thus, Catherine suggests that her often bizarre behaviour offers a desirable 

alternative to more conventional versions of sanity. Tn this sense, Catherine 

merely "plays" at madness throughout much of the manuscript, attempting to 

escape the "shitty time" (3.12.1.6) in which she feels she lives. 

Alternatively, when Catherine finally does undergo what appears to be a 

genuine psychotic breakdown, there is a sense in which David and Marita drive 

her mad, exploiting and/or eliciting a pre-existing vulnerability. Thus, 

while Hemingway may not quite match the sort of Laingian privileging of 

madness found in, say, Doris Lessing's The Four-Gated City, Catherine's 

"craziness" makes her both better and weaker than the two other main 

characters in Eden. 

In the ongoing drama of the manuscript, we see Catherine as a 

twenty-one-year-old bride. She is rich, beautiful,- and very strange. 

Impossibly naive and childlike, she appears to entertain delusions of 

grandeur. Moreover, she wants David, her writer-husband, to write about her. 

Hoping to achieve a total oneness with her new husband, Catherine cuts and 

colors her hair, orchestrating "changes" that culminate in mysterious forms of 

love-making. These tonsorial and sexual experiments permit a continuum of 

metamorphoses whereby conventional gender relationships are inverted, turned 

upside down or inside out, so that old patterns can be traced in new ways. 

Under Catherine's polymorphic influence, human identity becomes "flexible, 

anarchic, ambiguous, layered with multiple meanings [and new possibilities]" 

(Vance 22; qtd. by Abbandonato 1112). In effect, then, Catherine struggles to 

rehabilitate both her Bluebeard-like husband and the nexus of socio-cultural 
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values he represents. Put another way, as the Eve in Hemingway's garden, 

Catherine emerges as a feminist heroine who questions the terms of a male 

"Paradise." She self-consciously aligns herself with the "Devil," and seeks 

"some good vices" (1.1.3; emphasis added). 

Thus, if Catherine embraces unattainable values, her excesses are somehow 

ennobling; if she ultimately becomes violent and destructive, mirroring the 

evil she hates, her frenzy is the result of unbearable oppression. Indeed, 

given David's "Gilies"-like presence, I will show that the short-haired, 

boyish Catherine also figures as a kind of Joan of Arc. Hemingway enhances 

the mystery of Catherine's character by refusing to annotate her 

consciousness. Whereas a selectively omniscient narrator regularly provides 

inside views of David, Catherine is presented almost entirely in the dramatic 

mode: the reader witnesses only what she does and says, not what she directly 

perceives. It follows that Catherine is forever implying more than we can 

immediately apprehend. Her words and actions are deceptively resonant and 

dazzlingly rich, presenting a special dialect to a discerning audience. 

Decoded, Catherine's "schizophrenese" reveals the visionary insights of 

someone seeking to achieve selfhood through cooperation, nurturance, and 

relationship. Further still, I shall argue that Catherine's needy but 

perceptive voice expresses deep authorial concerns and convictions, revealing 

a hitherto disregarded sensibility within Hemingway himself. 

Conversely, Hemingway draws Marita's character with a good deal of 

cynical detachment, ironically reworking the subservient-woman "ideal" that 

supposedly pervades much of his fiction. For although Marita partially meets 

the needs of a burdened male, her "dog"-like loyalty (3.42.21) conveys a 

vampiristic longing for self-empowerment, a desire, spurred by lostness, to 

feed on omnipotent authority. "[A] certified book reader" (3.21.40), as 
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Catherine describes her, Marita knows David's work (3.?1.14) and is quite 

probably "in love" with David long before she deviously arranges to meet him 

(3.21.11; etc.). Moreover, as David's self-described "business partner on 

writing" (3.37.40), Marita is inclined to "take" David away from Catherine, 

who meddles in his vocational secrets (3.71.4). Exhibiting unscrupulous 

fealty to an author-god, Marita undermines Catherine's tenuous emotional 

stability by exploiting her sexual compulsions (3.?0.2cS-?7; etc.). A woman of 

many talents, the submissive newcomer subsequently indulges David's darkest 

and most authoritarian sexual fantasies by copying and debasing Catherine's 

boyish roles. Marita's derivative and therefore insincere acts lead away from 

the complex intersubjectivity that excites Catherine, toward cruel and 

mutually exploitative sexual relations based on privileged usership. 

The written commentary on Eden—most of which relies heavily on the 

published text—has simply missed or underestimated Eden's complex irony. In 

most cases, Catherine's feminine recalcitrance has been devalued, while 

David's masculine artistry and his eventual relationship with Marita have been 

idealized. David, in particular, has been viewed as one of Hemingway's most 

admirable stoics, as an indulgent husband who tolerates the misdeeds of a 

"crazy," castrating wife before justly reclaiming his manhood. Somewhat 

predictably, that is, a group of mostly male readers identifies almost 

exclusively with the male protagonist. Frank Scafella^ -For example, 

reductively exaggerates the sex-money ingredients OF Catherine's character, 

suggesting that she is primarily motivated by a '"secret*" wish for a lesbian 

affair" and a desire to "control" David (??). This critic sees Catherine's 

"crisis of identity" as a self-inflicted "crisis of will" (?6). Scafella 

claims that David, on the other hand, retreats, via his work, "into the world 
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of the spirit" (27). Here, Sca^ella argues, the male protagonist discovers 

"the compassionating mood of the soul" (79), with Marita, a "fit helper," at 

his side (21). Robert Jones likewise believes that the role of Hemingway's 

"malevolent and willful" heroine (?) is "predicated upon the author's 

representation of androgyny in terms of the failure of womanhood and the 

encroachment of insanity" (4). Jones does add a qualification, asserting that 

Catherine emerges as a "sympathetic character" (4). Catherine, this critic 

writes, is "neither totally good nor totally evil" (S). Curiously, though, 

for Jones, Catherine's finest moment, one that brings "authentic selfhood," 

hinges upon her decision to "leave Davi^ before destroying him and his career" 

(5). It follows that David happily rediscovers "his identity as a man and as 

a writer" (6; emphasis added). "[T]hrough a Conradian devotion to efficiency 

and discipline" (5), Jones claims, David transforms "his consciousness" and 

alters "his relationship with the world," which, he comes to view "with pity 

and irony" (7). Other scholars read Eden in much the same way, stressing 

Catherine's failure and David's triumph (see Bauer, Broer, Cackett, Hillman, 

etc.). 

Briefly striking a different note, Robert E. Gajdusek finds in Eden "the 

eternally retold story of artistic guilt" 0 8). Gajdusek explicitly 

acknowledges Catherine's victimization, claiming that she is "driven to 

excesses of destructive behavior by historical time" 06). Tn turn, Gajdusek 

summarizes Eden, in part, as "a study of the dissatisfaction of contemporary 

woman in her role and her attempt to seize the attributes and authority of the 

male" (16). Yet Gajdusek is puzzling on this point, since he might appear to 

be taking female subordination and "male authority" ^or granted: to some 

extent, the essentialist tone of his remarks seems to reinscribe assumptions 

that the text challenges. Moreover, Gajdusek concludes that Catherine's 



16 

"dissatisfaction" ends in a censurable assumption of "unilateral power" (16), 

but celebrates David's artistic attainment of male-female "balance." Indeed, 

Gajdusek ultimately effaces the theme of creative guilt by presenting a 

glowing paean to the supposedly redeemed writer. The Garden of Eden, Gajdusek 

claims, "is [primarily] a study in . . . [David's-Hemingway's] relinquishment 

of [male] power and . . . [their attainment of] a new male posture" (15). As 

for Marita, she "is the new wife for the new man" (17). Gajdusek, surely one 

of the most sensitive readers of gender issues in Hemingway studies, might 

well offer a viable interpretation of the published text, but his comments 

misrepresent the complex irony of the manuscript. 

Among the critical celebrations of David Bourne's supposed triumph, I 

find a long article by Nancy R. Comley and Robert Scholes especially puzzling. 

Comley and Scholes touch upon the Bluebeardesque themes of transgressive 

behaviour and moral darkness, but still affirm Hemingway's commitment to 

David's masculine artistry. "What the unfinished text of The Garden of Eden 

is about," Comley and Scholes suggest, 

is the relationship between a search for artistic "truth" and 

a sexuality that trangresses the norms of the culture that 

Hemingway kept trying to outgrow. In this novel . . . 

sexual trangressions in thought and deed become the keys that 

unlock the artist's sources of inspiration and allow him that 

glimpse of truth . . . (277) 

According to Comley and Scholes, Catherine "initiates" such transgressions, 

but only "because she is losing her grip on reality" (279). Under Catherine's 

purview, then, sexual experimentation becomes a sign of madness. "Catherine 

herself," we are told, cannot "negotiate the passage between imagination and 

reality . . . " (283). Marita, however, succeeds where Catherine fails, 
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leading David to an artistic triumph endorsed by Hemingway. "Marita," Comley 

and Scholes write, "is the perfect writer's spouse, appreciative of [David's] 

work rather than jealous of it, smart, sexy, and submissive" (280). Her 

sexual trangressions are affirmative insofar as they are liberating, partly 

because they are "more fully imaginative, more consciously and deliberately 

performed" (283). As Comley and Scholes see things, then, the David—Marita 

liaison offers a complex but "happy ending," in which the thrill of artistic 

self-discovery outweighs any accompanying revelation of moral darkness. Yet 

Comely and Scholes, I would suggest, underestimate Catherine's role. 

Moreover, they do not inquire closely enough into the "primal and savage" 

nature of David's moral darkness, and thereby dodge the disturbing issues they 

raise. Indeed, I intend to demonstrate that Comley*stand Scholes's notion of 

a "happy ending" misleadingly glosses submerged but inferrable details that 

signal an unresolved authorial ambivalence toward artistic endeavor. 

Rightly, I think, some commentators have taken a more sceptical view of 

Eden's ostensible formula of male transcendence. John Updike, for example, in 

a remarkably perceptive review of the published text, regards Catherine as 

"the most interesting of [Hemingway's] heroines" (87). Updike suggests that 

the novel affords "a new reading of [the author's] sensibility" (86), one that 

"touch[es] upon the feminine within [Hemingway] . . . . countering his 

masculine values and public gestures" (86-87; emphasis added). Eden, Updike 

writes, "leaves us with a better feeling about the author's humanity . . . 

than anything else published since his death" (88). Mindful of the limited 

evidence before him, Updike goes on to acknowledge the ultimate failure of 

Hemingway's vision, asserting that the David-Marita relationship 

"reconstitute[s] the old impervious, macho Hemingway persona . . . " (86). In 

my view, however, Updike's tentatively offered conclusion is a little too 
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unequivocal, insofar as it underestimates the persistent irony and detachment 

that inform Hemingway's presentation of David and Marita. Indeed, Updike is 

inclined to reverse the basic authorial value structure argued for here, 

claiming that "[t]he [disobedient] wife is bad and the mistress good—i.e., an 

acolyte to the writer and his writing" (88). 

In a thorough study of the manuscript, Mark Spilka also detects 

Hemingway's emotional investment in Catherine, describing her as the author's 

"androgynous lesbian muse," that "secret female version of himself against 

whom his masculine artistry has always been opposed" (305-306). But while 

Spilka calls for a richer reading of Catherine, he depicts her character in a 

familiar way: for Spilka, Catherine's antagonism is primarily self-willed, 

evidence of jealousy, resentment, and competitiveness, of a striving for 

"hegemony" and "independent creativity at all costs" (305-308). Accordingly, 

Spilka, too, places Hemingway's conscious affinities elsewhere, concluding 

that we are meant to see Marita as "'the good wife' who ministers to the 

creative mystery but has no creative life of her own," except "as an adjunct 

to the great weight-carrying, narcissistic male" (310). Reading 

straightforwardly rather than ironically, Spilka laments the author's 

"colossal self-deception" (310). 

H.R. Stoneback carries the possibility of a revisionary reading one step 

further by foregrounding elements of deliberate authorial self-criticism. 

After touching upon the profound psychological aspects of Catherine's 

androgynous yearnings (26-27), Stoneback suggests that Hemingway sees David 

as an irremediably lost character who possesses "knowledge of his own radical 

insufficiency and betrayal" (26). David, Stoneback writes, "is a fallen and a 

broken man, and I am not at all convinced that his convenient new partner, 

Marita, will be able to help put him together again" (26). Yet if Stoneback 
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searchingly explores David's shortcomings/ he argues that Hemingway leaves his 

male protagonist with a last vestige of self-respect. Writing, Stoneback 

claims, is "the one thing [David] has not betrayed" (26). While Stoneback 

does not suggest that David's writing is a source of redemption, he does imply 

that David's writing imparts a measure of grace. Tnferrably, therefore, in 

Stoneback's view, Hemingway's self-criticism is confined to matters other than 

art. David emerges as a tragically flawed figure who, despite all else, 

remains loyal to his craft. Stoneback, then, preserves David's peculiar brand 

of writing as a sacrosanct value in the Hemingway text. 

Several newly published discussions of The Garden of Eden pay even 

greater heed to Catherine's voice. This material carefully probes the meaning 

of Catherine's resistance to David's masculine artistry. Arnold Weinstein, in 

Nobody's Home; Speech, Self, and Place in American Fiction from Hawthorne to 

DeLillo (1993), argues that Catherine's "enormous project of transformation 

and transcendence endows [The Garden of Eden, a ] seemingly privatist novel, 

with genuine metaphysical reach, placing Hemingway in a large and rich 

tradition of spiritual and erotic quests ranging from Hawthorne and Melville 

to Proust, Joyce, and Faulkner" (193). "The woman-as-(desiring)-subject 

stands (at last) at the tragic centre of this fable," Weinstein writes, "and 

Hemingway has been able to see it her way, even as he measures her intolerable 

threat to his male surrogate, even as he punishes her act[s]' of hubris" (209). 

Similarly, Jerry A. Varsava, in "En-Gendered Problems: Characteral Conflict in 

Hemingway's Garden" (1991), cites "the intellectual strength and moral courage 

of Catherine who first fiercely questions and then calmly violates everyone 

else's rules" (120). Catherine ultimately proceeds, Varsava observes, "to 

question a fixed precept of bourgeois mores—the very sacrosanctity of art and 

the artist—a precept firmly entrenched in our cultural code since the 
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Romantics . . . " (120). Kathy Willingham, in "Hemingway's The Garden of Eden; 

Writing the Body" (1993), recasts the argument in terms of a distinctly 

feminist affirmation. Willingham sees Catherine as an artist figure who 

attempts to reconstitute art on new terms. According to Willingham, Catherine 

struggles (a la Helene Cixous) "to create a language which is 'non-phallic' 

and 'non-fetishistic'" (47). Eden, Willingham claims, 

forces us to take a closer look at Hemingway himself. His treatment 

of Catherine challenges numerous critical charges of misogynistic 

insensitivity, for . . . he provides a sympathetic portrait of a 

creative woman who, contrary to critical assumptions, does not 

victimize the male protagonist; rather, she enables [or invites?] 

him to see beyond restrictive binaries: male/female, homosexuality/ 

heterosexuality, passive/active. Catherine enriches David's life; 

she does not destroy it. (60) 

Yet while Weinstein, Varsava, and Willingham make valuable contributions 

toward our understanding of Eden's complexity, I believe that all three 

continue to underestimate the revisionary force of the "Other" ground they 

open up. In my view, that is, each critic preemptively underwrites 

Hemingway's self-criticism, effacing the deeply problematical nature of 

David's masculine artistry. Jerry Varsava provides an especially interesting 

case in point. For Varsava labors under an a priori assumption that feminist 

critics who stand with Catherine must necessarily be reading 

"contratextually," or "against the grain." Hemingway, by implication, neither 

understands nor empathizes with the subversive claims of the female he 

creates. Thus, while Varsava admirably strives to avoid a dualistic reading 

of Eden (an interpretation which champions either David or Catherine), the 

premises from which he begins are suspect. From the very outset, this critic 
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confines the possible range of authorial intentions within the narrow 

preconceptions he seeks to escape. That is, Varsava solves a problem that 

exists only if one denies Hemingway's ability to challenge the misogynistic 

paradigms he is supposed to espouse. In some way, then, Varsava brings us 

back to Judith Fetterley's criticisms of Hemingway. 

Rose Marie Burwell's excellent article on Eden, entitled "Hemingway's 

Garden of Eden: Resistance of Things Past and Protecting the Masculine Text," 

appeared as my own study neared completion. Burwell further explores the 

legitimacy of Catherine's feminist challenge to David's art, extolling 

Catherine's "healthy anger" (205). Yet Burwell, as her title indicates, is 

among those who believe that Hemingway exclusively favours "the masculine mode 

of David's creative vision" (203). Curiously, then, Burwell again argues that 

Hemingway fails to appreciate the affirmative moral significance of the 

heroine he creates. For Burwell, Catherine affords "a striking analogue of 

the history of women's creative struggle," but only when she is "viewed apart 

from the burdens she bears as a facet of Hemingway's psyche and [as] a 

stand-in for the women he feared and/or desired" (204). "[T]he male narrating 

voice" (i.e. Hemingway's voice), according to Burwell, makes Catherine's 

pursuit of wholeness seem "trivial" (206). Similarly, Burwell argues that 

Catherine's cogent criticism of David's art is "presented as [mere] hysteria 

by the narrating male consciousness" (208). To my mind, however, Burwell is 

not generous enough in her attitude toward Hemingway, and again locks him into 

the "Papa" stereotype. Indeed, I would respectfully suggest that Burwell is 

guilty of a familiar critical error insofar as she conflates Hemingway's view 

with the blinkered views of his male protagonist. Moreover, the "evidence" 

Burwell brings forth in an effort to justify "the unity of Hemingway and David 

Bourne" is far from conclusive, and simply demonstrates a string of 
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connections between Hemingway and Bourne that say very little, if anything, 

about the author's attitude toward his fictional self-image (200-201). 

To date, only Toni Morrison has squarely confronted the disturbing 

implications of David's artistry (and Catherine's rebellion against it) as 

part of an intended authorial design. Perhaps Morrison's identity as a black, 

female novelist makes her especially sensitive to the "Other" side of Eden, to 

the force with which Hemingway objectifies the white-male subject position. 

In Playing in the Dark; Whiteness and the Literary Imagination (1992), 

Morrison devotes several paragraphs to the published version of Eden, noting 

Catherine's derogation of David's work. "Hemingway," Morrison states, thinks 

"she is right. . . . for the story we are reading and the one he has written 

is about her" (89). Morrison, therefore, unlike Burwell and many others, 

allows for a necessary and fundamental distinction between Bourne and 

Hemingway. Moreover, Morrison perceives in David's work an exclusionary 

violence that has otherwise gone unremarked: the protagonist's stories, 

Morrison claims, have "value as a cherished masculine enclave of white 

domination and slaughter . . ."(89; emphasis added). In effect, then, 

Morrison detects Hemingway's darkest implications, deploying language that 

allows for an intended kinship between David and Bluebeard. Like Eliot 

critiquing Hamlet, Morrison critiquing Eden perceives an authorial disgust 

that is "in excess of the facts as they appear." Thus, while Morrison seems 

to conclude that Hemingway himself ultimately remains imprisoned within 

certain ideological norms, she acknowledges the startling honesty of his 

self-examination. 

The foregoing overview of Eden criticism comprises a grid of response 

that increasingly qualifies Hemingway's commitment to the male artist. For 

the most part, however, the critical discourse upholds fairly stereotypical 
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ideas about Hemingway's work. Indeed, whether David Bourne achieves "halance" 

or succumbs to "betrayal," most critics assume that Hemingway identifies 

almost exclusively with the male viewpoint. Consequently, David's moral and 

vocational destiny as an artist tends to eclipse the aspirations and 

incriminations of a feminine "Other." For while the criticism often 

recognizes Catherine as a "sympathetic character," it either consigns her to 

what Gilbert and Gubar refer to as the attic of female madness, or portray her 

as character who somehow exceeds Hemingway's understanding. In the former 

case, Catherine is judged narrowly, as an Eve-like usurper whose ill-conceived 

schemes disrupt the supposed merits of a male order, whereby David, the 

creative artist, rightly serves his creator. Under the abstract simplicity of 

this Miltonic mythos, Paradise may be hopelessly lost or happily regained, 

but, whatever the outcome, the fate of man(kind) is writ large, in terms that 

exclusively valorize masculine endeavour. Catherine, we must infer, does not 

truly belong to the realm of the explicable. 

My own analysis of the Eden manuscript opens the text to affirmative, 

author-informed, proto-feminist considerations. I do not wish to contradict 

previous readings, so much as to show how these readings, like my my own, are 

selective. More pointedly, I hope to redress a chronic critical blindness to 

certain significant textual facts in Eden, exposing both the relentless force 

of Hemingway's self-criticism, and his deep emotional affinity with the female 

Other. Indeed, the most interesting aspect of Eden, I think, is the degree to 

which the text reflexively scrutinizes male privilege, casting doubt upon 

David's writing. Hemingway, in this respect, delves much deeper into the 

vexed waters of his own psyche than do most of his critics. For the Hemingway 

of Eden is critiquing aspects of his own art, a move that turns writing itself 

into the real battleground in this tale of troubled lovers. "What is so holy 



and sacred about writing anyway?" Catherine asks, stating the key problem in 

Eden. "There've been plenty of writers," Catherine observes, "and there will 

be plenty more" (3.3.6). Rather than taking the position that all writing is 

worthless, however, Catherine urges David to "write differently" (1.1.1.0), and 

that androgynous difference is precisely what Hemingway himself is aiming for. 

Insofar as I present Catherine as Hemingway's self-informed conscience, T 

should reiterate that the manuscript which emerges from my reading is a 

novelistic text that both moves within and pushes beyond the boundaries of 

patriarchal ideology, problematizing David's masculine artistry. 

The hermeneutical principles I shall be applying throughout my study of 

the Eden manuscript reflect my understanding of Hemingway "as a conscious, 

literate artist, fully in the modernist tradition" (Sylvester 91). I believe 

that Hemingway the modernist, a student of Pound, Eliot, and Joyce, deploys a 

language of realistic images charged with symbolic import, to the point where 

virtually every word in the text functions both literally and figuratively. 

My reading of Eden is informed by a series of supplementary presuppositions, 

most of which have been validated by Hemingway himself, and by generations of 

his critics: (1) words and images in the text derive added significance from 

context, repetition, and syntactic structures; (?) as a highly literate field 

of discourse, the text continually calls for comparative and/or intertextual 

readings; (3) thematic meaning sometimes resides in specialized knowledge of 

certain actions, objects, and events in the text, and this knowledge must be 

supplied by the reader; (4) much of what matters in the text is implicit 

rather than explicit, "left out," as it were, in accordance with Hemingway's 

so-called theory of omission or "iceberg" principle (A Moveable Feast 75; 

Death in the Afternoon 132); (5) the text, again working by implication and 

innuendo, frequently puts before the reader views other than those of the 



2.5 

central character(s); (6) the author frequently deploys a "natural" and/or 

archetypal symbology in which words and objects function as the "objective 

correlative" of certain emotions. To a lesser extent, I will also employ 

biographical considerations where these seem helpful. I do so cautiously, 

however, and shall attempt to respect the convoluted and often tortuous 

relationship between life and art. 

While the foregoing principles and presuppositions explain my readerly 

guidelines, they do not minimize the hazards of interpretation itself. Recent 

developments in literary theory, especially in the area broadly defined as 

reader-response criticism, oblige all close readers to acknowledge the highly 

subjective, often accidental, and infinitely variable experience of reading. 

In texts such as Hemingway's, which place extraordinary demands upon the 

reader by telling so little but implying so much, the problems of reading are 

acute. I want, therefore, to make explicit my own generative role in the 

reading process. For although I have taken great pains, over a period of 

several years, to get at Hemingway's intended meanings, no critic, regardless 

of energy and competence, can exactly reconstruct Hemingway's mind during the 

prolonged and intermittent composition of Eden. What T propose to offer here, 

then, is something other than a pristine correction of preceding, errant 

readings. At best, I have managed to view Eden from a different angle, and 

that angle of vision, like all acts of viewing, is necessarily constituted by 

selection and distortion. Nevertheless, I firmly believe that my interpretive 

framework tells us something new about the object of investigation, thereby 

complicating and enriching other critical viewpoints. My reading "matters" 

not so much because it may be true or false, but as a contribution to a 

much-needed exchange and revitalization of ideas in Hemingway studies. And 

so, without further apology, but with a self-conscious awareness of the 

conditions of viewing, I will proceed with my "interpretation." 
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The close readings which follow concentrate on the David-Catherine 

plotline as it develops over the course of the Eden manuscript, culminating in 

a triangular relationship with Marita. In an effort to trace the rich weave 

of the text, I will not limit my analysis to what I perceive as intended 

allusions to the specific topoi of the Bluebeard story. Instead, T will 

pursue the gender-art nexus as it appears in a wider array of textual motifs 

and allusions, returning to the Bluebeard story at intervals, as does 

Hemingway. In this sense, I shall be using the Bluebeard story more as a 

paradigm than a focal point. "Chapter One: The 'Happy' Couple" portrays Le 

Grau-du-Roi, the small fishing village where the Bournes begin their 

honeymoon, as a borderland region of time and space. The quiet town, it would 

seem, is a place of new beginnings, a womb-like enclave where David and 

Catherine, two spiritual orphans of the twentieth century, might rejuvenate 

their troubled psyches. Upon close consideration, however, Le Grau-du-Roi 

harbours sinister undertones of division, decay, and death. Indeed, the 

seemingly idyllic world of Le Grau-du-Roi is neither as "simple" nor as 

"happy" as David claims. "Chapter Two: Surprises and Changes" explores the 

ontological implications of Catherine's initial tonsorial and sexual 

experimentation. "Chapter Three: The Project" traces the brief enactment and 

failure of Catherine's scheme at La Napoule, another evocative Riviera 

setting. "Chapter Four: The New Girl" explores Marita's role in the 

narrative. "Chapter Five: African Digressions" analyzes the significance of 

Africa as David's boyhood home, and provides a psychoanalytical reading of his 

African stories. "Chapter Six: The Burning" examines Catherine's destruction 

of David's African manuscripts. "Chapter Seven: The Writer Recovers?" focuses 

on the circumstances that lead to David's questionable creative resurrection. 

A "Conclusion" reviews how Hemingway's breadth of vision and complexity in the 

Eden manuscript problematizes critical conceptions of his work. 
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Notes 

- Sherrill Grace demonstrates that Bartok's Duke Bluebeard has had a 

profound effect "upon certain later writers who are drawn to the Bluebeard 

theme, notably John Fowles and Margaret Atwood" (245). Grace observes (246) 

that Fowles saw a performance of Bartok's opera shortly before writing The 

Collector (1963), a novel about Frederick Clegg, a lepidopterist who locks a 

beautiful woman in a cellar room. Discussing the influence of Bartok, Fowles 

claimed: "the thing that struck me [about Duke Bluebeard] was the symbolism of 

the man imprisoning the woman underground" (Newquist 219; qtd. by Grace 246). 

According to Grace, Atwood is "more eclectic" in her use of Bluebeard sources, 

but also draws upon Bartok. Indeed, the carefully wrought topoi of Bartok's 

production—the cavernous castle, the sharp distinctions between inside and 

outside, etc.—appear to have spoken with special force to Atwood, an artist 

deeply concerned with what Grace elsewhere describes as "violent dual[ities]." 

See, for example, Atwood's Power Politics (1971) and Bluebeard's Egg (1983). 
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CHAPTER ONE: 

THE "HAPPY" COOPLE 

When she saw this rigid system close about her, draped though it 

was in pictured tapestries, that sense of darkness and suffocation 

of which I have spoken took possession of her; she seemed shut up 

with an odour of mould and decay. She had resisted of course; at 

first very humorously, ironically, tenderly; then, as the situation 

grew more serious, eagerly, passionately, pleadingly. She had 

pleaded the cause of freedom, of doing as they chose, of not caring 

for the aspect and denomination of their life—the cause of other 

instincts and other longings, of quite another ideal. 

Henry James, The Portrait of a Lady, 379. 

The Garden of Eden manuscript begins in the Camargue region of 

south-eastern France, on the marsh lands of the Rhone delta, at Le 

Grau-du-Roi, a small fishing village overlooking the Golfe du Lion. In one of 

his many centre-of-consciousness soliloquies, which constitute a kind of free 

indirect discourse, David Bourne recalls how he and Catherine arrived at the 

village: after marrying in Paris, they came down to Avignon on the train, with 

their bicycles, then cycled further south, with the Mistral, to Nimes, then to 

Aigues-Mortes, and, "still with the heavy wind behind them," they cycled on 

down to Le Grau-du-Roi (1.1.15). Here, the cool, gusting Mistral relents, and 

the newlyweds are soothed by spring breezes and warm sunshine. As "the only 
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foreigners in the village" (1.1.18), they enjoy celebrity status, and are 

granted special liberties. Their days consist of universal, timeless 

pleasures, such as eating, drinking, sleeping, swimming, and making love. 

Superficially, at least, the "tiny village," which has "no Casino and no 

entertainment" (1.1.5), is decidedly Edenic, a "cheerful and friendly" enclave 

untainted by the corruptions of modernity (1.1.1). "It was a very simple 

world," David thinks to himself, "and he had never been truly happy in any 

other" (1.1.15). 

More particularly, the "simple world" of the Camargue, where the 

honeymoon begins, connotes what might be considered a state of "mythic 

actuality." As David Bourne observes, Le Grau-du-Roi "was the port that 

Saint Louis sailed from to the Crusades" (1.1.9). Concomitantly, the Bournes 

are exhilarated by the stone contours of nearby Aigues-Mortes, a 

thirteenth-century garrison town built specifically for Louis1 two 

expeditions. "[W]e found [Aigues-Mortes] together," Catherine says, "and 

saw the towers and walls rising out of the flat country and the marshes. It 

was a brown blue color that afternoon. It's such a wonderful thing to have 

found" (1.1.9). David responds in kind: "We were in the thick grape country 

when we saw it first and they were spraying the vines and the young grapes. 

Do you remember how hot it was? The gray of the spray was on the green. And 

there was our walled city across the plain" (1.1.19). In part, at least, the 

Bournes* numinous vision of Aigues-Mortes recaptures the grand, medieval 

conception of a divinely inspired civilization. Like St. Louis' mounted 

knights, the cyclers are themselves crusaders, impelled by Utopian ideals. 

Indeed, for David and Catherine, the walls and towers that loom on the horizon 

are symbols of transcendence and rejuvenation. For them, and perhaps for us, 

the castle-like appearance of the "walled city" evokes the supernaturalism of 

fairy tales, of enchanted kingdoms where dreams come true. 



30 

Hemingway is clearly drawing upon the circumstances of his honeymoon with 

Pauline, among other possible sources. Baker's Ernest Hemingway: A Life Story 

suggestively sketches the actual wedding trip: 

The honeymoon lasted approximately three weeks and was spent at a 

small pension in Grau-du-Roi . . . . It was a warm and watery 

region, still largely unspoiled, and favored with a long, clean 

swimming beach where they disported themselves each morning. (?23) 

Bernice Kerts, in her biographical study of Hemingway's wives, embellishes 

Baker's outline with an anecdote that accents the fanciful quality of the 

wedding trip: "One day [Pauline and Ernest] stained their faces with berry 

juice, disguised themselves as gypsies, and rode their bicycles to a local 

festival" (203). Yet the Hemingway letters and biographies also confirm that 

the actual honeymoon was marred by Hemingway's guilt-ridden desertion and 

betrayal of Hadley, his first wife. Moreover, the discomfort of Hemingway's 

troubled conscience was exacerbated by a potentially symbolic injury: "They 

[Ernest and Pauline] both flourished," Kerts writes, "until Ernest cut his 

foot and developed an anthrax infection (a deep-seated abscess difficult to 

treat) that necessitated a ten-day stay in bed after their return to Paris" 

(204). Interestingly, then, psychobiographical considerations might actually 

problematize Hemingway's supposed identification with his younger, fictional 

self-image. For the emotional ambiguity of the "real" honeymoon points toward 

the possibility of a self-critical sensibility in the retrospective author, 

permitting us to regard David Bourne as Hemingway's version of an "infected," 

former self. 

In any event, upon closer consideration, Hemingway's signifying text 

systematically undermines its edenic pretensions. The peculiar ecology of the 

area—the excessive heat, the sprayed, gray-flecked vines, and the flat, 



3! 

swampy plain—holds a threat of oppression, dullness, and disease. And the 

very name "Aigues-Mortes," whose Latin derivation means "dead waters," 

ominously attests to the alkaline deposits that contaminate the hydrosphere of 

the delta. On yet another level, the rich history of the region is both 

inspiring and foreboding. For St. Louis' magnificent crusades, the second of 

which led directly to his own death, were unqualified failures (Wade LaBarge 

131; 243). And, two hundred years after St. Louis' defeat, those inspiring 

towers of Aigues-Mortes—which give the Bournes a euphoric sense of 

freedom—were used to incarcerate political prisoners (Jordan 74-75). 

Hemingway's awareness of this fact is confirmed by Mary, who records the 

sights of her husband's return visit to Le Grau-du-Roi, in the early fifties. 

"One woman," Mary writes, "was imprisoned there for thirty-eight years, [and] 

scratched 'Resistez' in the wall, an admonition which they now keep under 

glass" (252). 

Ultimately, of course, the sinister implications of the setting coalesce 

with the emergence of tensions that inform the Bournes' private lives: while 

Catherine, the schizophrenic, nervously anticipates her own psychic 

disintegration, David, the writer, continually broods about the interruption 

of his career. Indeed, the subject of writing, like Catherine's madness, is 

omnipresent, ruffling the smooth surface of the narrative. Thus, the 

seemingly idyllic world of Le Grau-du-Roi is neither as "simple" nor as 

"happy" as David, the editorializing protagonist, claims. The apparent 

happiness of the honeymooners, from the very outset, is somehow hallucinatory, 

more wishful than real. Like most fairy tale realms, then, Le Grau-du-Roi is 

deceptive and contains hidden dangers. At once an oasis and a waste land, the 

alluvial delta defies clear definition. An implied instability, a subtle, but 

fully intended hint of excess and obliteration informs the narrative. 
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Hemingway explicitly introduces the Bluebeard motif mid-way through the 

Grau-du-Roi section of the manuscript, alerting us to the male issues it 

raises through a preliminary account of the honeymooners' "mail" (1.2.4). 

Indeed, the arrival of the mail incites David's barely repressed hostilities 

by establishing a gender-monetary hierarchy in which Catherine comes out on 

top, usurping David's manhood. Her mail arrives in a "large" and "heavy" 

forwarding envelope (1.2.4), containing two big cheques from the trustees of 

her family estate (1.3.3); moreover, Catherine's package requires her 

signature upon delivery, a technicality that delays "the postman." David's 

less weighty literary affairs, on the other hand, require no signature, and, 

initially, at least, receive less emphasis: "There were," a dismissive 

omniscient narrator tells us, "three [envelopes] re-addressed from [David's] 

bank too" (1.2.4). Clearly, then, David's "mail"-ness does not measure up to 

Catherine's; in the "mail" order he comes in a poor second. As if to reassert 

his "rightful" place in the male economy, David then tips the postman "five 

francs" and invites him to the nearby "zinc bar" for a drink (1.2.5). Zinc, 

of course, is a hard metallic element that resists corrosion. As Catherine 

retreats to the hotel room, David, now in the company of another male, engages 

in what might be regarded as another show of masculine power, issuing a simple 

domestic statement that implicitly recognizes his superior physical strength: 

"Let me bring the rucksack up," he says to his departing wife. Unwittingly, 

it would seem, Catherine exposes the inconsequentiality of David's pose: 

"Leave [the rucksack] here," she replies. "It only clutters up the room. 

I'll look after the towells [sic]" (1.2.5). 

David takes leave of the postman and walks over to the soothing shadiness 

of the town cafe, where he orders yet another, stronger drink, "a vermouth and 

soda." Sitting alone with the fortified wine, David begins to read his mail. 
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The three envelopes, all from his publisher, contain reviews of his recently 

published novel and a long letter. The letter, which is "cheerful and 

guardedly optimistic" about the prospects for David's new book (1.2.5), 

resituates Catherine as a mere wifely adjunct, but does little to ease David's 

underlying insecurity. The excerpted passages David peruses are chatty and 

supercilious, evincing the banal niceties of a business relationship: 

It was too early to tell how the book would do but everything looked 

good. Most of the reviews were excellent. Of course there were some. 

But that was to be expected. . . .His publisher wished he could say 

more about how the book would do but he never made predictions as to 

sales. It was bad practice. . . .His publisher hoped that he was as 

happy as he deserved to be and taking the rest that he so richly 

deserved. He sent his best greetings to his wife. (1.2.5; emphasis 

added) 

"I sound very deserving," David thinks, rather cynically (1.2.5). 

Nevertheless, there is a certain poetic justice in the publisher's insincere 

well-wishing, which might be lost on David, but not, I think, on Hemingway: 

for perhaps David, the humorless and edgy writer, j.s, in fact, just as happy 

as he deserves to be. 

The possibility of authorial irony becomes more pronounced when David 

sets about calculating the limited wealth that he may expect to accumulate 

during his "richly deserved rest." Mechanically, it would seem, the 

protagonist begins to multiply, divide, and subtract, balancing royalties and 

advances. Given the "male" problems that are subtly at issue in this chain of 

events, David may have good cause, in his own mind, to be concerned about his 

earnings: he must make some money if he is to avoid the parasitic disgrace of 

becoming a "kept man." Yet, as Kathy Willingham has already observed, David 
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"actually possesses a very acquisitive attitude towards money" (56). 

Willingham further notes that "Hemingway devotes two full paragraphs to 

describing David's rather obsessive assessment of the sales" (56). There is, 

indeed, a bourgeois small-mindedness about the miserly calculations of this 

artist-turned-accountant, who measures the rewards of his labour with a 

waiter's pencil (1.2.5), as if he, too, were in the business of adding up 

lunch tabs. Appropriately, therefore, David's royalties, which increase 

incrementally, according to the total sales of his book, run between 10 and 

12% percent (1.2.5-6), approximating the traditional value of a modest tip. 

Somewhat appeased by the figures he arrives at, David immerses himself in the 

reviews, which bear both his name and his photograph. Hypnotized by his own 

image, he consumes his vermouth "without ever noticing it" and orders another. 

The clippings, Hemingway seems to be telling us, have awakened a kind of 

insatiable appetite in David. 

At this point in the narrative, Catherine joins David at the cafe, 

carrying "her heavy envelope of [unopened] letters" (1.2.6). Almost 

immediately, she senses that the adulatory reviews blight the marital bond. 

"Is Madame also a writer?" the ever-attentive waiter asks, impressed by the 

pictures of David. "[N]ot looking up" from the reviews, Catherine replies: 

"No . . . . Madame is a housewife" (1.2.6). Her distracted retort accurately 

renders the sentiments of David's publisher, who, by way of an afterthought, 

sends his "best greetings" to his client's "wife." Thus, with sibylline 

clarity, Catherine perceives the chauvinism implicit in the literary 

lionization of her husband. The waiter, amused by Catherine's remark, 

responds by slotting her in a more glamorous but equally stereotypical role: 

"Madame is probably in the cinema," he says (1.2.6). 

When the two honeymooners return to the reviews, the tone of Catherine's 
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concern becomes more intense, bringing us to the brink of the Bluebeard 

reference. "I'm frightened by them," she says. "They do a terrible thing to 

me" (1.2.7). After David reminds her that she "asked to see them," Catherine, 

in a passage excised from the published version of the manuscript, replies: "I 

know. And people open the door into Bluebeard's closet. They always do it. 

Look at Landru even" (1.2.8; emphasis added). While Catherine's reference to 

"[p]eople" seems to amalgamate wives and readers, the context of her statement 

foregrounds the former group. Thus, Catherine, who is literally "frightened" 

by what she reads, perceives the clippings as portents of aggression. More 

particularly, she implies that the reviews of David's novel implicate him in a 

Bluebeardesque atrocity. Henri Desire Landru, the Frenchman Catherine 

mentions, was popularly known in the twenties as "the modern Bluebeard" or 

"the Bluebeard of Gambais" (MacKenzie 13). Between 1915 and 1919, Landru 

swindled and murdered at least ten women, allegedly using an oven to dispose 

of their bodies (MacKenzie 15-22; 183-207). A great deal of public interest 

surrounded Landru's trial, which probably explains why Catherine chooses him 

to support her claim that "people" are "always" intrigued by Bluebeardlike 

crimes. 

Catherine's startling associations, overlooked by other critics, cannot 

simply be explained away as examples of jealousy or mental instability. Here, 

as elsewhere, her seemingly "schizoid" parlance deserves careful 

consideration. For, in keeping with Catherine's Bluebeard simile, David 

wields a "sharp knife blade" (1.2.8) to open the "fat" envelopes containing 

the clippings. The danger of David's razor-sharp pocket knife is implied in 

his recommendation that Catherine avoid using it (1.2.8). Thus, metaphorical 

details subtly corroborate Catherine's inexplicable "feeling" of dread 

(1.2.7), suggesting that the clippings do, in fact, embody a murderous secret. 
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For Catherine, as for Hemingway, the reviews reveal the monstrous vanity of 

David's writerly quest for self-validation. Indeed, such sycophantic 

journalism, typified by what Catherine calls "niggledy spit falseness" 

(1.2.8), feeds David's voracious ego, whose incessant devouring annihilates 

otherness, posing a very real threat to Catherine's own identity. Discussing 

"the theory of personality, as it develops from Hegel to Nietzsche to Freud," 

George Steiner claims: "[B]ecause the primary thrust of the libido is toward 

the ingestion of all realities into the self, there runs through human 

relations a drive towards the pulverization of the rival persona" (52). It is 

precisely this drive towards pulverization that Catherine senses in her 

review-reading husband. For as long as David chooses, as Catherine puts it, 

"to live in the clippings" (1.2.6) (to play the part of a great writer), he 

can be neither a loving husband nor a true friend. 

Moreover, as Catherine sees things, the clippings are a double-edged 

sword, posing a threat to David as well. "They could destroy you if you 

thought about them or believed them," she says (1.2.7). "I wouldn't want to 

die of eating a mess of dried clippings" (1.2.8). Thus, Catherine implies 

that David might choke upon his own grossly inflated ego. She correctly 

perceives an element of hero-worship in the reviews, a cult of personality 

that enshrines David as a veritable god. Appropriately, David's review 

reading is itself a kind of ceremony, infused with implications of 

self-worship. Indeed, with his tumbler of vermouth and soda on the table 

before him, David unfolds and refolds the clippings, carefully, it would seem, 

then places them back in their envelopes, as if they were of sacramental value 

(1.2.8). Catherine obliquely alludes to the flavor of self-immolation that 

haunts the clipping ritual: "I don't want to be stupid about them," she says. 

"But even in an envelope it's awful to have them with us. It's like bringing 
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somebody's ashes along in a jar" (1.2.7). Put one way, Catherine opens up a 

mock-heroic gap, suggesting that David, the writer-god, is depersonalized even 

as he is immortalized: by savoring such homage he becomes public property, a 

mere museum-piece in a pantheon of heroes. Notably, too, Catherine later 

portrays David's writing as a kind of masturbation, a criticism that might 

somehow be analogous to carrying "somebody's ashes along in a jar." "How can 

we be us and have the things we have and do what we do," Catherine continues, 

"and you be this that's in the clippings?" (1..2.7). in effect, then, 

Catherine is asking David to exchange "false" publicity for "real" intimacy. 

Later on, Catherine defends her position. "I can't help it about the 

clippings," she says. "I wasn't being crazy or strange. T hate the 

clippings. You'll try and understand about that won't you? It's not from 

choice and I can't help it anymore than if I were a negro" (1.3.3). The 

statement is rather odd, since Catherine will, in fact, "choose" to become a 

negro as the plot takes an African turn. Catherine, at any rate, explicitly 

identifies herself with an oppressed people, thereby fusing sexual with racial 

tyranny. The analogy is compelling and might lead an engaged reader to 

consider seriously Catherine's claim that she is not "crazy." Indeed, 

Catherine's contentions display a kind of polyvalent logic that evokes the 

"bilingual" abilities many feminist critics associate with women. Terry 

Eagleton makes the point in another context: "Oppressed peoples are natural 

hermeneuticists," he writes, "skilled by hard schooling in interpreting their 

oppressor's language. They are spontaneous semioticians, forced for sheer 

survival to decipher the sign systems of the enemy and adept at deploying 

their own opaque idioms against them" (qtd. by Kearns 109). In sum, while it 

is quite possible to read these matters according to the "traditional" 

paradigms of Hemingway criticism, involving stoic (good) men and destructive 
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(bad) women, alternative readings remain plausible, if not preferable, insofar 

as they illuminate the complexity of Hemingway's prose. 

Biographical details again provide helpful clues to the breadth of 

implication Hemingway seems to be aiming for in Eden, but such outside 

material must be used cautiously, and remains suggestive rather than 

definitive. In a remarkably forthright letter to Maxwell Perkins, from 

Gstaad, Switzerland, dated "19 February 1927," Hemingway wrote: 

. . . today I read something by Burton Rascoe in which I earned my 

way through college as a boxing instructor! As I never went to 

college and have never told a living person that I went to college 

that just was amusing as fantasy rascoe. But if Scribner's repeated 

it, people would think I had put it out and those that knew me would 

think I was mad. 

I know I should have given you some sort of biographical 

material but the only reason I didn't was because I hate all that 

so that I thought if I didn't furnish it there would not be any 

[sic] 

• • • • 

Of course the whole thing that is wrong is this damned clipping 

system. No living person should read as much stuff about themselves 

as they get through those cursed clippings. I ought to stop them 

but I don't because they are practically all the mail I get—and 

living in the country or by ones-self the mail becomes such an 

event. But I am going to have to stop them. So will you stop 

them?" (Selected Letters 247-48) 

It is particularly interesting, given the presence of a supposedly mad wife in 

The Garden of Eden, that the self-aware Hemingway of this letter associates 
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such David-like reviews with a personal, male madness. James Brasch develops 

the issue in an article entitled "The Writer and His Critics" (Nagel 203-215). 

Brasch cites a passage from another Hemingway missive: " . . . you would run 

into all kinds of shit, printed as well as verbal. Also it is bad for me. 

Makes me think about myself instead of about writing which is what I should 

do" (205). "The more [Hemingway] read about himself," Brasch concludes, "the 

less he knew about himself" (204). 

David, however, responds to Catherine's fear of the reviews in a superior 

and condescending manner. As if without thought or consideration, he 

immediately says "Let's burn them" (1.2.7). Ironically, however, toward the 

end of the manuscript, Catherine will do just that (see Chapter Six). Thus, 

David foreshadows future events, but apparently fails to appreciate the 

inevitability of his own proposal. Catherine, meanwhile, unwilling to be 

fobbed off, rejects David's facetious tone: "You have to read them and I have 

to read them. We have to know what they say. But they won't keep on coming 

will they?" she asks (1.2.8). After assuring Catherine that the clippings are 

only a temporary instrusion, David makes a partial concession: "They're bad 

for you," he admits, but maintains, somewhat unconvincingly, that "it doesn't 

last" (1.2.7). Sensing that David still does not appreciate "how wrong and 

dangerous" the clippings are, Catherine tries to clarify her concerns, 

arriving, finally, at the Bluebeard analogy. "We don't have to be so damned 

violent because a publisher sent the first reviews of a novel do we?" David 

asks. "Plenty of people would be happy if their damned husbands had good 

reviews" (1.2.8), he adds. "I'm not plenty of people," Catherine counters, 

"and you're not my damned husband except if we both are. People don't even 

know what it [being damned] means anymore. Maudite" 

(1.2.8). Thus, Catherine refutes David's impersonal appeal to objective 
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standards of reasonable behavior, while simultaneously stressing the moral 

seriousness of his careless profanity. For her, as for Hemingway, the 

condition of being "damned" carries theological weight, imputing a meaning 

that has been lost amid the banalities of a secular age. Indeed, the spectre 

of damnation that looms before Catherine, adumbrated by the resonant French of 

"Maudit," involves nothing less than the hellish agony of tortured souls. 

Moreover, Catherine's emphasis upon their mutual damnation is theologically 

sound, insofar as she acknowleges the joined edenic fate of man and woman, 

husband and wife. 

Appropriately, therefore, as the scene draws to a close, Catherine makes a 

plea for togetherness. "I know I'm a violent girl," she says, "and you're 

violent too. Please let's not fight" (1.2.8). But the shared violence that 

Catherine cites as a basis for compatibility involves an important 

distinction. For while Catherine's female "violence" bespeaks a passionate 

need for love and understanding, David's male "violence" (a la Bluebeard) 

entails an aggressive desire for supremacy and autonomy. Their irreconcilable 

differences persist when Catherine, having resigned herself to the presence of 

David's clippings, turns to her own version of "the mail," which, 

significantly enough, relays information about her independent wealth. At 

precisely this point, David, again defensive, interjects news of his pecuniary 

affairs: "The book's made some money already," he announces (1.2.8). "That's 

wonderful. I'm so glad," Catherine replies. "But we know it's good. If the 

reviews had said it was worthless and it never made a cent I would have been 

just as proud and just as happy" (1.2.8). Thus, Catherine graciously 

reassures her husband that the value of his work cannot be measured by the 

almighty dollar, that art provides incomparable spiritual riches. Catherine's 

comment strikes directly at David's deep insecurities, bringing the 

conversation to an abrupt halt. 



u I 

The omniscient narrator surveys the ensuing silence. "[T]he young man," 

we are told, disagrees with Catherine's sentiment, but does not say anything, 

opting, instead, to preoccupy himself with his self-serving reviews. "The 

girl," meanwhile, reads of her material wealth "without interest," an attitude 

that is entirely consistent with her previous statement of values. "Then," 

suddenly "very sad," "she look[s] out of the cafe at the sea": 

Her face was a dark gold brown and she had brushed her hair straight 

back from her forehead the way the sea had pulled it when she had 

come out of the water and where it was cropped close on her cheeks the 

sun had burned it to white gold against the brown of her chin. 

(1.2.8-9) 

There are canonical precedents for this intensely "colorful" verbal portrait 

of Catherine. In "The Sea Change," for example, the girl is "a smooth golden 

brown," her "blonde hair" is "cut short" (like Catherine's will be), and grows 

"beautifully way" at the forehead (Collected Short Stories 397). Here, 

Hemingway associates the golden brownness of the girl with female emancipation 

and self-exploration. For the girl is about to leave her belligerent male 

partner for another woman. More importantly, the rich coloring of the girl 

favorably contrasts with the pale whiteness of the bartender in the story, who 

prepares drinks for two homosexual men. Indeed, the "golden brown" girl of 

"The Sea Change" is also more enlightened than her "brown young man," who, 

sensing his own emasculation, joins the sickly white men at the bar. Thus, 

while the girl's own fate remains uncertain, her golden hue seems to imply a 

qualitative superiority in the Hemingway lexicon, and should be differentiated 

from whiteness or mere brownness, a baser color. Similarly, Catherine 

Bourne's "dark gold brown" face and "white gold" hair suggest that she is a 

character who embraces a wide range of affirmative but dangerous 
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Catherine is ready to experience a kind of visionary surfacing. In a related 

way, the golden Catherine may even figure as a kind of alchemical miracle 

worker, someone seeking a spiritual and emotional panacea. Yet Catherine's 

seaward eyes, which are "very sad," also seem to suggest an awareness that her 

goals are a very long way off, if not impossible to obtain. 

"Then," the omniscient narrator tells us, as one disjointed moment leads 

to the next, Catherine returns to her letters. "The young man," meanwhile, 

watches her, thinking she looks "a little as though she [is] shelling peas" 

(1.2.9). The odd simile has literal validity, in that the action of slicing 

and opening envelopes resembles a kind of shelling. This oblique parallel 

supports the apparent truthfulness of David's perception, which further 

conveys Catherine's boredom and despair; shelling peas, after all, is rather 

mundane work. Nevertheless, Hemingway, as author-narrator, explicitly allots 

this "thought" to David's consciousness, thereby telling us something about 

the subjective peculiarities of David's inner world. Indeed, David explicitly 

relegates his opinionated and wealthy bride to the kitchen, associating her 

with a kind of slave labor. In effect, that is, David turns Catherine into a 

mere "housewife," reinscribing the sexist sentiments of his publisher. Yet 

David's writerly "pea" simile backfires, at least to some degree, insofar as 

the "shelled" letters, provide evidence of Catherine's monetary power. At the 

risk of over-reading, I would like to suggest that the sort of subjective warp 

Hemingway is orchestrating here might even carry deeper, more insidious 

meanings. For the mindless activity of "shelling peas" might resonate beyond 

the kitchen, toward the asylum, placing Catherine in an even more confining 

position. Once again, then, it is possible to see David as a kind of 

Bluebeard, as a male whose "secret language of hate" (Pullin) imprisons women. 
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Having introduced Hemingway's overt acknowledgement of Bluebeard, 1 would 

now like to approach the first portion of the manuscript chronologically, 

tracing the subtly pervasive presence of the fairy tale as a thematic 

paradigm. For the first five paragraphs of Eden, an omniscient narrator 

speaks to the reader in a tone of surgical calm, revealing Hemingway the 

symbolist at his best. The language evinces a kind of poetic compression, and 

is charged with barely discernible meanings: 

They were living at Le Grau du Roi [sic] and the hotel was on 

a canal that ran from the walled city of Aigues Mortes straight down 

to the sea. They could see the towers of Aigues Mortes across the 

low plain of the Camargue and they rode there on their bicycles at 

some time of nearly every day along the white road that bordered 

the canal. There were mullet in the canal and in the evenings and 

in the mornings when there was a rising tide sea bass would come 

into it and they would see the mullet jumping wildly to escape from 

the bass and watch the swelling bulge of the water as the bass 

attacked. (1.1.1) 

Here, the dreamscape of the Camargue seems to coalesce into an image of 

maternal physiology. For the "walled city" whose canal runs "straight down to 

the sea" might be intended to evoke the womb and birth canal, respectively. 

The suggestion of such a design should come as no surprise, since Hemingway 

explicitly deploys unusual birth metaphors at the beginning of A Farewell to 

Arms, where "gray leather" cartridge boxes bulge forward under soldiers' 

capes, making them look "as though they were six months gone with child" (4). 

Moreover, in The Garden of Eden, as in A Farewell to Arms, our attendant 

expectations of delivery—reinforced by that outward flowing canal—are 

frustrated by contradictory implications of death. For the Bournes—whose 



very name connotes both the limitless possibilities of natal emergence (being 

born) and a set boundary (bourn)—are drawn inland, away from the sea, toward 

the "dead waters" of "Aigues-Mortes." Thus, the daily excursion of the two 

canal-dwellers, insofar as it may constitute a kind of birth ritual, implies 

repetition and regression rather than inception and progression. Indeed, the 

"white road" along which the Bournes ride, like the canal itself, is an 

unnatural, engineered route, whose hue imparts the pale sterility of those 

previously mentioned homosexuals in "The Sea Change." Hemingway's uncanny 

juxtaposition of birth and death is brilliantly captured in the "swelling 

bulge of the [canal] water," whose pregnant form betrays a submerged violence. 

This image, in particular, is reminiscent of the opening to A Farewell to 

Arms, where the soldiers' ammunition belts "bulge forward" (4). Curiously, 

then, a kind of inverse gestation prevails in this borderline region of time 

and space, where the river meets the sea. Charles Dickens, I might add, 

provides the classic version of this topography of liminality on the opening 

pages of Great Expectations (1-3). 

Eden's second paragraph, broadly considered, affords seemingly less 

problematical imagery of communal prosperity and harmony. While situating 

David and Catherine in the town cafe, where they dreamily watch the sailboats 

out in the gulf, the narrator surveys life at Le Grau-du-Roi: it is "late in 

the spring," the mackerel are running, and the fishing people of the port are 

"very busy"; the sea, less ominous than before, is "blue and pleasant," a 

benign domestic resource. The holidaying Bournes, moreover, help the 

fishermen haul "the long net" up onto the "long sloping beach" (1.1.1). Such 

work momentarily effaces the troublesome individuality of the honeymooners, 

enabling them to join in the expansive and bountiful skein of an anonymous, 

pre-industrial collectivity. Further, the Bournes' hotel, like the town 

itself, is small and comfortable: 
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. . . they liked the hotel which had a restaurant and two 

billiard tables downstairs facing the canal and the light house 

and four rooms up-stairs [sic]. The room they lived in looked 

like the painting of Van Gogh's room at Aries except there was 

a double bed and two big windows and with the windows opened you 

could look out across the sea and the marsh and sea meadows to the 

white town and bright beach of Palavas. (1.1.1) 

While the passage evokes the pictorial radiance of, say, William Carlos 

Williams' oft-anthologized bedroom poem, "Nantucket," the related Van Gogh 

intertext is especially pertinent. "This time it's just simply my bedroom," 

Van Gogh wrote of the preliminary sketches for his famous painting, 

"[everything] is to be suggestive here of rest or of sleep in general. In a 

word, to look at the picture ought to rest the brain or rather the 

imagination" (297). 

However, the added "exceptions" that embellish Hemingway's verbal 

picture—the two billiard tables and four rooms, the double bed and two big 

windows—suggest a more restless, dualistic reality, an existence typified 

solely by twos and multiples of two. In this sense, Hemingway may be hinting 

at the schizophrenic divisions that haunted Van Gogh's quest for unity and 

wholeness. Pointedly, after all, Kathy Willingham draws a connection between 

the psychic troubles of the visionary artist and Catherine's own mental 

condition. "The symbolic alignment" of "Catherine and Van Gogh," Willingham 

writes, "signifies Hemingway's great sympathy for her aesthetic trials and 

sufferings (49). 

On yet another level, the isolation and limitation of romantic love is 

conveyed through the redundancy and insubstantiality of the framed landscape 

("the sea and the marsh and sea meadows"). Moreover, the enigmatic view, 
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which opens onto marshy, dreamy perspectives, is bound by a kind of heavenly 

unreality ("the white town and bright beach of Palavas" ). "The window," 

writes Jean Rousset in another context, "combines open and enclosed space, 

represents an obstacle as well as an escape, a sheltering room as well as an 

area of endless expansion, a circumscribed infinity" (450). Rousset 

reinforces the significance of the window motif by citing a passage from one 

of Flaubert's journals. In a very Baudelairean frame of mind, Flaubert 

writes: "Ah! air! more air! give me space in which to breathe! Our oppressed 

souls are stifled and dying near the window. Our captive minds turn and turn 

upon themselves, like bears in cages, bumping against the walls that enclose 

them. Let my nostrils at least breathe in the scent of all winds that 

encircle the earth, and let my eyes escape toward all the horizons" (450; 

Flaubert's italics). Such feelings, Hemingway wants us to understand, inform 

the Bournes' panoramic outlook. 

The third and fourth paragraphs, which focus exclusively on the immediate 

facts of the Bournes' private world, are more obviously disquieting: 

They were always very hungry but they ate very well. They were 

hungry for breakfast which they ate at the cafe ordering brioche and 

cafe au lait and eggs and the type of preserve that they chose and 

the manner in which the eggs were to be cooked was an excitement. 

They were always so hungry for breakfast that the girl often had 

a headache until the coffee came. But the coffee took the headache 

away. She took her coffee without sugar and the young man was 

learning to remember that. 

On this morning there was brioche and red rasberry preserve and 

the eggs were boiled and there was a pat of butter that melted 

as they stirred them and salted them lightly and ground 

pepper over them in the cups. They were big eggs and fresh and the 
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girl's were not cooked quite as long as the young man's. He 

remembered that easily and he was happy with his which he diced up 

with the spoon and ate with only the flow of the butter to moisten 

them and the fresh early morning texture and the bite of the 

coarsely ground pepper grains and the hot coffee and chicory 

fragrant bowl of cafe au lait. (1.1.1-2) 

More than any other author, perhaps, Hemingway is famous for his descriptions 

of food, and this passage certainly matches the descriptive precision that we 

have come to expect of him. Yet Hemingway's realism also operates on the 

level of symbolism, engendering figurative and implicit meanings. 

Significantly, in this regard, the Bournes' hunger is unnaturally intense, 

desperate, and insatiable; bespeaking more than itself, such hunger is a 

textual metaphor for spiritual emptiness, suggesting a desire for emotional 

fulfillment. Emphasizing the metaphysical gist of the Bournes' hunger, H.R. 

Stoneback astutely relates their consumption of eggs to "the mysterious Orphic 

egg," " 'the basis of all initiations'" or births, the alchemical symbol of 

"'the world itself" (26). In light of Stoneback's observations, Hemingway's 

mannered description of "the preserve" and "the eggs" as sources of 

"excitement" (emphasis added) becomes especially meaningful. For, 

philosophically considered, such matters concern nothing less than the 

ritualistic preparation and preservation of the soul. Appropriately, 

Catherine's hunger does not strike in the lowly pit of the stomach, but in the 

head, the seat of consciousness. Moreover, it is worth noting that the 

identity-starved Catherine takes her headache-soothing coffee "without sugar," 

or, unsweetened. That is, Catherine, who prefers "real" beverages (1.3.1), 

yearns to savor the real taste of life, without any cloying or candied 

additives. Significantly, David, "the young man," has trouble remembering how 
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Catherine likes her coffee, and would, implicitly, prefer to forget such 

details. For there is something distinctly threatening about this strange and 

beautiful young woman who robustly refuses the conventional dash of feminine 

sweetness. 

Nevertheless, "the young man" at the breakfast table is consoled by the 

eggs, which are "big and fresh," fitting exempla, indeed, of the cosmic egg. 

Quite properly, the eggs are boiled—served intact and whole—in rounded, 

grail-like cups. Duly reverential, the Bournes garnish their eggs with loving 

care: they stir in the pat of melting butter, and meticulously apply salt and 

freshly ground pepper. Moreover, the way Catherine prefers her eggs conforms 

more readily to David's expectations: her eggs, we are told, are not "cooked 

quite as long" as his; hers, that is, are softer, more pliantly 

feminine—stereotypically different from his. Accordingly, David, who tends 

to be forgetful about Catherine's less orthodox culinary preferences, has no 

trouble remembering about the eggs: "He remembered that easily . . ."(emphasis 

added). In the final analysis, then, David's eggy "excitement" is 

reassuringly conventional, if not a little banal. There is, to be sure, a 

measure of narratorial bemusement toward what "the young man" can and cannot 

remember. Indeed, I would suggest that David ultimately addresses his 

carefully treated egg with a self-enclosed euphoria: "he was happy with his 

which he diced up with the spoon and ate with only the flow of the butter." 

Such passages deliberately rehash the sensual appreciation of, say, Nick Adams 

in "Big Two-Hearted River," problematizing the "code-hero" cliches upon which 

Hemingway criticism has long relied. David, the connoisseur of eggs, is 

limited by rather commonplace ideas about gender, identity, and male 

dominance. 

The fifth paragraph, which completes the descriptive opening of events at 
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focusing on the marriage bed itself: 

The fishing boats were well out. They had gone out in the dark 

with the first rising of the breeze and the young man and the girl 

had wakened and heard them and then curled together under the sheet 

of the bed and slept again. They had made love when they were half 

awake with the light bright outside but the room still shadowed and 

then they had lain together and been happy and played tired and then 

made love again. Then they were so hungry that they did not think 

they would live until breakfast and now they were in the cafe eating 

and watching the sea and the sails and it was a new day again. 

(1.1.2) 

Here, the restful happiness of the honeymoon further suggests a womblike 

existence. "[C]urled . . . under the sheet," David and Catherine experience 

fetal gratification, joining with each other on a plane where no other human 

relations matter. "[T]ogether," they exist in their own shadowy sanctum. 

There is, now, a marked contrast between the outer world of the community and 

the inner world of the entwined lovers: outside, in the "bright" light of 

awareness and activity, the busy townspeople are at work; inside, in the 

shuttered gloom of sleep, the langorous newlyweds are only "half-awake." The 

unnaturally prolonged dimness of the honeymoon enclosure sustains the previous 

implications of regression and avoidance, evoking a comfortable relapse into 

obscurity. For David and Catherine, in fact, sleep and sex function as 

anaesthetics, alleviating the burden of consciousness. Accordingly, the 

Bournes' seemingly blissful repose, like their hunger, is somehow desperate 

and urgent, more exhausting than the comparatively simple wakefulness of the 

town collective. For the Bournes' deceptively "happy" torpor is characterized 
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not simply by pleasure, but by the compulsive repetition of pleasure. Indeed, 

the anaphoric recurrence of "again," another obvious example of Hemingway's 

mannered prose, suggests a stifling cyclicity, an originary lack or absence. 

Sense and syntax are brilliantly fused as phrases wind in on each other: 

statement is enclosed within statement in an endless circularity, connoting a 

closed genetic circuit. The honeymoon womb is a kind of tomb, a Bluebeard's 

castle, as it were, in which the two lovers are imprisoned. 

Hemingway tightens the psychic strain of the narrative in an ensuing 

dialogue. "What are you thinking?" Catherine asks David, as they breakfast at 

the cafe. "Nothing," David replies. "You have to think something," Catherine 

insists. "I was just feeling," David responds. When Catherine presses 

further, asking David how he feels, he answers, simply: "Happy" (1.1.2). It 

should be evident by now, however, that "happy" is a red-flag word in the 

narrative, signalling a more ambivalent emotional state. "But I get so 

hungry," Catherine continues. "Is it normal do you think?" Given Catherine's 

history of mental illness, her reference to normality carries an unusual 

weight, innocuously raising the issue of sanity. "Do you always get so hungry 

when you make love?" Catherine asks, naively appealing to her husband as a 

reliable measure of well-being. David, however, dodges the intimate nature of 

the inquiry, impersonally deflecting Catherine's direct address: "When you 

love somebody," he remarks. Dissatisfied with the response, Catherine 

portrays David as an experienced Casanova, a jaded lover who knows "too much." 

"No," David counters. Considered as a whole, this first series of exchanges 

establishes a pattern of approach and avoidance. Catherine is open, giving, 

and inquisitive, David is broody and uncommunicative. Once again, of course, 

we might call upon the familiar paradigms of Hemingway criticism, and see 
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David as an admirable, tight-lipped stoic. However, such a reading would 

ignore an explicit negativity in David's character. Indeed, David's speech, 

which tends to be flat and programmatic throughout the manuscript, conveys a 

certain emotional deadness that coincides with hints of lifelessness in the 

environment. 

Catherine continues on a lighter note, claiming that she does not care 

about David's past, nor about what they do together. Nevertheless, Catherine 

chooses to act responsibly, declaring that she "should write a letter or maybe 

two" (emphasis added). It is intentionally ironic that this first overt 

reference to writing in Eden should relate to Catherine rather than David, the 

author by trade. The reversal gains significance when we later learn that 

Catherine's obligatory letters, addressed to the "trustees" of her family 

estate (1.1.10), bear upon money matters. For Catherine can accomplish more, 

financially, by casually writing a letter "or . . . two" than David can by 

writing a whole book. In a monetary sense, then, Catherine's "pen" is 

threateningly powerful. Nor does Catherine improve the situation by 

suggesting that David, the dormant writer, might as well go fishing (1.1.2-3). 

Catherine, that is, suggests that David should take up a purely recreational 

shaft. As one attempts to sort through the complex implications of this early 

dialogue, the temptation to read according to familiar paradigms remains 

strong: just as David seems to resemble the typical Hemingway good guy, 

Catherine might be seen as a typical Hemingway bitch, a woman who blithely 

emasculates her man. "But that," as Arnold Weinstein reminds us, "is only 

part of the picture" (202). For if Catherine presents a threat of 

emasculation, she does so in the interests of freedom, hoping to transcend the 

mutually confining precepts of gender-appropriate behavior. 

The underlying problem of spiritual fulfillment returns as the 
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honeymooners anticipate lunch while still at the breakfast table. Such 

indulgence excites Catherine: "That's wonderful," she says. "Let's give into 

[our hunger] completely just like it was a vice instead of just healthy and 

good for us. Maybe it will be more fun if it's a vice. We need some good 

vices" (1.1.3). Catherine's devilish banter temporarily alleviates David's 

morose self-absorption. Suddenly talkative, he contemplates the noon menu, 

declaring that it should begin with "very simple hors d'oeuvres" (1.1.3). 

Thus, the writer, the would-be creator of complex master works (i.e., "chef 

d'oeuvres"), alleviates his vocational insecurities by pondering "very simple" 

extraneous works or "hors d'oeuvres." Curiously, Catherine says of the "very 

simple hors d'oeuvres" David anticipates: "That's the only sort there are" 

(1.1.3; emphasis added). The puzzling comment obliquely reflects upon the 

comparable simplicity of the writer's literary "oeuvre," undercutting his 

desire for individual greatness. 

Undaunted by Catherine's disguised criticism, David goes on to plan the 

noon-time meal in considerable detail. His creative outburst culminates in a 

wry suggestion that, after lunch, he and Catherine "take a nap like good 

children" (1.1.4). Catherine applauds David's writerly ingenuity with mock 

admiration: "That's an absolutely new idea," she says. "Why have we never 

thought of that?" (1.1.4). Confirming the subliminal import of the scene, 

David humorously alludes to his authorial gifts: "I have these flashes of 

intuition," he says. "I'm the inventive type" (1.1.4; emphasis added). Once 

again, however, Catherine declares herself an adversary of the artist's ego: 

"I'm the destructive type," she says. 

"And I'm going to destroy you. They'll put a plaque up on the wall 

of the building outside the room. I'm going to wake up in the night 

and do something to you that you've never even heard of or imagined 

of [sic]. I was going to last night but I was too sleepy." (1.1.4) 
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More specifically, Catherine intends to exchange sexual roles, to let David be 

the girl, and thereby ameliorate his masculine obsession with vocational 

recognition and accomplishment. The commemorative plaque to which Catherine 

refers would, indeed, be a fitting tribute to the event, marking the death of 

a one-sided, all-too-public figure, the generic "famous man" who stands, 

finally, as an embodiment of patriarchal values. Clearly, the dehumanizing 

effects of such "monumental selfhood" bring us back to the problem of the 

clippings, to "ashes in a jar," and so on. David, meanwhile, does not take 

Catherine seriously: "You're too sleepy to be dangerous," he says. "Don't 

lull yourself into a false sense of security," she warns (1.1.4). 

The dramatic tension of the honeymoon intensifies as Hemingway provides 

an inside view of David's besieged consciousness. Such passages permit one to 

read both with David and against him. Still sitting at the breakfast table, 

the protagonist reviews the last few weeks of his life. The tanned 

honeymooner, we learn, wear shorts and "striped fisherman's shirts" that 

Catherine purchased from the "marine supplies" store (1.1.4). Twinned, the 

Bournes appear more like "brother and sister" than husband and wife, and this 

pleases Catherine "very much" (1.1.4). For, in Catherine's mind, the 

brother-sister relationship, based on mutual resemblance or sameness, 

signifies a fraternal equality rather than a marital hierarchy. In fact, as 

siblings, the honeymooners are, more simply, "brothers" in the ideal sense 

(1.1.4, etc.), compeers who treat each other with love and respect. 

Accordingly, the eponym of "brother" recurs throughout the Le Grau-du-Roi 

section of the manuscript in particular, offsetting David's desire for 

individual and self-authorizing freedom with a social concept of liberation. 

The passage at issue further reveals that the signifying garments of 
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brotherhood are ritualistically prepared: "[Catherine] had bought the shirts 

for them," David recalls, 

and then washed them in the basin in their room at the hotel to 

take the stiffness out of them. They were heavy and stiff 

and built for hard wear but the washings softened them and now they 

were worn and softened enough so that when he looked at the girl now 

her breasts showed beautifully against the worn cloth. (l.l.S) 

In effect, then, Catherine's baptismal washings remove "the stiffness" from 

narrowly male configurations, imbuing rigid masculine forms with feminine 

beauty. That is, Catherine exerts "'the softening feminine influence,'" that 

Hemingway refers to in the famous epigraph to Men Without Women, an influence 

that he felt was "missing" from his era, "whether as a result of "'training, 

discipline, death or other causes.'" 

Over the course of David's interior monologue, David's own voice 

imperceptibly gives way to Hemingway's, so that the honeymooners again become 

"the girl" and "the young man." "No one wore shorts either around the 

village," we are told, 

and the girl could not wear them when they rode their bicycles. But 

in the town village it did not matter because the people were very-

friendly and only the local priest dis-approved [sic]. But the 

girl went to mass on Sunday wearing a skirt and a- long sleeved 

cashmere sweater with a scarf and the young man stood in the 

back of the church with the men. They each gave twenty francs which 

was more than a dollar then and since the priest took up the 

collection himself their attitude toward the church was known 

and the wearing of shorts in the village was regarded as an 

eccentricity by foreigners rather than an attempt against the 

morality of the ports of the Camargue. The priest did not speak 
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to them when they wore shorts but he did not denounce them and 

when they wore trousers in the evening they bowed to each other. 

(1.1.5) 

Clearly, the priest represents a conservative structure of religious values 

that function to repress the Bournes' bohemian tendencies. Indeed, a trace of 

authorial irony laces the deadpan description of this ordained "father," who 

piously stands as a guardian of "the morality of the ports of the Camargue" 

(emphasis added). The irony of the passage becomes more overt when we find 

out that the priest is bought off. Moreover, it is interesting to note that 

David himself accepts Catherine's monetary donations, albeit grudgingly, and 

thereby stands in spurious complicity with the self-serving priest. Indeed, 

David, who also worries about Catherine's free ways, will soon remind himself 

to stop "being a moralist" (1.1.16). Nor do Hemingway's nudges end there. 

For the round of officious evening bows confirm the circular nexus of 

patriarchal "morality" in this provincial village, where mutual regard is very 

much a matter of manners, of shallow, public gestures. Catherine, however, 

employs such forms in order to subvert them. Her modest Sunday attire—the 

"skirt" and "long sleeved cashmere sweater [sic]" (emphasis added)—are mere 

tokens of submission to established authority, constituting a literal and 

figurative "cover up." 

Upon close consideration, Hemingway's excessively detailed recitation of 

religious life in the village harbours an even greater wealth of hidden 

meanings. For the local proprieties of Sunday mass suggest a now familiar 

link between the Catholic Church and misogyny. Indeed, if David stands "at 

the back of the church with the men," Catherine, by implication, kneels in 

front, with the women. The sexual segregation of the gathered laity, still a 

common feature of Catholic mass in many parts of the world, partly reflects 



56 

traditional attitudes toward women: as descendants of Eve, the archetypal 

temptress, women are humbly situated front and centre, under the purview of 

the male gaze. Paradoxically, then, Catherine's implied proximity to the 

altar enforces her exclusion from it. Obediently gathered around the male 

celebrant, the women of Le Grau-du-Roi simultaneously assume their "proper" 

role as reverential handmaidens, while the men watch from afar, conveniently 

near the exit, in a position of greater power and dignity. More pointedly, to 

borrow Mary Daly's terms, the Griselda-like women assume the role of 

"servant," "slave," or "institutional 'sufferer'" (qtd. by Weaver 67). And 

lest such a reading of Hemingway's authorial intentions seem unwarranted, it 

is worth noting that Catherine elsewhere alludes to the Napoleonic Code, which 

more or less summarizes the prevailing cultural attitudes toward women. "[l]f 

you'd been a European with a lawyer to go and see," she says, "[my] money 

would have been yours anyway" (1.3.5). 

The goings-on at Le Grau-du-Roi are briefly interrupted by David's 

previously proposed fishing venture, one of the few dramatic incidents in a 

manuscript which consists mostly of talk. Upon first glance, this fishing 

episode appears to reinstate the conventional Hemingway paradigms of hunting 

and fishing, which supposedly valorize sportsmen who resist chaos, earning a 

measure of dignity by exercising certain skills and adhering to certain codes. 

In Eden, however, Hemingway tends to cite these norms, then works to subvert 

them. Indeed, there are qualitative discrepancies between David Bourne, a 

shore angler who hooks a 15 pound bass, and Hemingway's most exemplary 

fishermen—risk takers such as Santiago who goes "too far out" and does battle 

with a 1500 pound marlin, or the Nick Adams of "Big-Two Hearted River," who 

casts into the deep holes of the Black River. Technically and spiritually, 
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David's fishing venture is much closer to Frederick Henry's rather uninspired 

trolling in A Farewell to Arms (254-256). 

Moreover, I shall be arguing that the problematical import of David's 

fishing venture casts aspersions on his writerly abilities. In my view, that 

is, Hemingway designs the fishing espisode as another artist parable, to 

suggest the paradoxical weakness of David's Bluebeardlike personality: if 

David as Bluebeard is frightening, he is also rather pathetic insofar as he 

can only embrace a limited range of imaginative possibilities. For while 

David, rod in hand, explores archetypally feminine depths, enacting a deed 

that promises to recover and make known the "Other" side, he does not so much 

assimilate feminine Otherness as triumph over it, reaffirming a narrow 

manliness. Once again, then, Hemingway's attitude toward David is typified 

more by detachment than identification. The fishing episode, in short, takes 

us into the Byronic realm of the mock heroic, realizing Catherine's teasing 

comment about commemorative "plaque[s]" on walls (1.1.4). Here, as elsewhere, 

I infer authorial meaning from a theoretical presupposition that Hemingway is 

a highly conscious artist who signifies through implication, repetition, 

metaphor, symbolism, and an intimate knowledge of his subject material. 

"Monsieur is going to fish?" Andre, David's waiter-friend asks (1.1.5). 

"I think so," the writer replies, evidently uncertain about the prospect. 

"How is the tide?" David asks. "This tide is very good," Andre says, implying 

that the moment at hand is particularly promising. Interestingly, however, as 

Comely and Scholes observe in another context, Hemingway often deploys the 

word "very" satirically, whether in omniscient exposition or dialogue, to 

connote excessive emotions (270). Obviously, the practice Comely and Scholes 

identify does not automatically apply in every circumstance, but their point 

is relevant here. For "Andre," as we shall see, is a little too helpful, even 
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over-eager. "I have some bait if you want it," he adds, offering 

encouragement. David remains reticent: "I can get some along the road," he 

says. "No," Andre insists. "Use [mine]. They're sandworms and there are 

plenty" (1.1.6). This discussion of bait is significant. For, according to 

many authorities, angling with bait is a vulgar or low method of fishing, and 

the "genuine sportsman" (or artist?) is always a fly-fisherman (Gallichan 53). 

With this in mind, we should note that Andre not only steers David in the 

direction of worms, but of "sandworms" (emphasis added), the lowliest of the 

low. The banality of the event is further suggested by the sexual innuendo of 

David's claim that he "can get some along the road." 

The exchange between David and Andre continues to resonate in remarkably 

subtle ways. "Can you come out?" David asks. The question has a juvenile 

ring, and seems to infantilize the two men, who are about to embark on a brief 

recess from women and work. "I'm on duty now. But maybe I can come out and 

see how you do," Andre responds. "You have your gear?" he inquires, posing a 

question that again points toward David's uncertain masculinity. As if to 

underscore the ignoble nature of the event, Hemingway again turns the 

conversation toward worms: "Stop by for the worms," Andre reminds David 

(1.1.6). Among other things, then, it becomes increasingly obvious that the 

waiter attaches some special importance to David's morning leisure: as someone 

who must abide the constraints of "duty," Andre, the worm man, falsely 

inflates David's angling into a display of male freedom and prowess. Indeed, 

Andre's oppressive helpfulness, combined with his announced intention to "come 

out" (to sneak away from servitude, if only for a moment), reveal his 

narcissistic investment in "the young man," a need to participate vicariously 

in the "great" event. Similar restrictions on time and value occur in A 

Farewell to Arms, where Emilio, Frederick Henry's waiter-helper, must cut the 
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fishing short in order to "be there" for the sexually suggestive "[l]'heure du 

cocktail" (256). Emilio, of course, later saves Frederick Henry's life by 

warning him that he is about to be arrested by the carabinieri, but apparently 

remains rather limited in his moral outlook on the world: "You're very good to 

help us," Catherine Barkeley tells Emilio. "That's nothing, lady," the barman 

answers. "I'm glad to help you just so I don't get in trouble myself" (267). 

As the fishing scene proceeds in The Garden of Eden, Hemingway's 

detachment adds a good deal of humor to what might otherwise be a fairly 

prosaic presentation of "phallic symbols." When David returns to the hotel 

for his "gear," he is ready to abandon the expedition altogether, and wants to 

do nothing more than "go up to the room and see the girl" (1.1.6). 

Appropriately, the genital-shaped tools of his trade—his pole and basket—are 

lodged "behind the [front] desk," where "the room keys" hang, signalling the 

domestication of his creative powers. Moreover, David's "long jointed bamboo 

pole" is an ungainly and awkward rod, figuratively broken. Things go from bad 

to worse for the reluctant hero, who proceeds "out into the brightness of the 

road," and on down to "the glare of the jetty" (1.1.6). Here, the sun is hot, 

but there is a fresh breeze and the tide is "just starting to ebb." Poorly 

equipped for the occasion, David wishes "that he had brought a casting rod and 

spoons so that he might cast out across the flow of the water from the 

canal[,] over the rocks on the far side" (1.1.6). This "wish" explicitly 

raises the issue of technique, nudging us toward a recognition that the scope 

of David's talents is not very far reaching. 

Given the strategic limitations of his undesirable "gear," David adopts a 

relatively unadventuresome tactic: "he rigged his long pole with its cork and 

quill float," we are told, "and let a sand worm float gently along at a depth 

where he thought fish might be feeding" (1.1.6). That floating "quill/" I 
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think, metonymically reinforces the writerly parallel, presenting a kind of 

interpretive puzzle. Considered in isolation, the floating quill might 

signify an affirmative condition of creative repose, a kind of Wordsworthian 

"joy" that precedes "poetic numbers." But given the enveloping context of 

problematical detail, David's floating quill seems to imply a certain 

enervation and/or absence of vitality. A mere daydreamer, David floats away 

inside himself, watching "the mackerel boats tacking back and forth out on the 

blue sea and the shadows the high clouds [make] on the water" (1.1.6). Like 

the impotent fisherman-protagonist Bickford Sylvester astutely describes in 

"Out of Season," an early Hemingway short story, David appears content to 

"drift uncommitted into an ambivalent half-life of mixed sensations" (82). 

Suddenly, however, David is jolted by a powerful tug: " . . . his float went 

under in a sharp descent with the line angling stiffly . . . and he brought 

the pole up against the pull of a fish that was strong and driving wildly and 

making the line hiss through the water" (1.1.6). 

Needless to say, this is no ordinary fish. The "sudden" occurrence may 

even signify along the lines of C.J. Jung's symbol-oriented depth psychology. 

Hemingway first learned about Jung in Paris, where the two submitted 

contributions to the same fledgling magazine, called "Transition" (Oldsey 63). 

And even if Hemingway did not have Jung specifically in mind here, the 

psychologist may still tell us something about what the writer was up to. "In 

alchemy," Jung claims, 

the fish is the mysterious prima materia, or initial 

material . . . the picis rotundus, the round fish in the sea, which 

must be cooked until it begins to shine . . . . According to certain 

texts it carries in its body the "dragon's stone," which many seek 

without knowing it. The fish exerts a magnetic attraction on human 

beings; it is a living stone out of which the elixir of immortality 
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More pointedly, as a locus of creative energy, the fish is in some sense 

David's opposite, embodying the "pull" of feminine Otherness. Indeed, the 

wildly "driving" fish is explicitly related to Catherine, who will also 

"drive" wildly in her Buggati race car (3.11.3; 3.39.12; etc.). Similarly, 

the "tragic violence" of the "thrashing" fish evokes Catherine's own 

resistance to imposed limitations. David confirms the link later on, when he 

tries to convince himself that he is "lucky to have a wife that is a wild 

animal instead of a domestic animal . . ." (1.1.23). Almost despite himself, 

then, David confronts transcendent powers. The text, it would seem, stages 

the possibility of a "sea change" that will reconcile self and other, male and 

female. 

Nevertheless, the ideal set up is undercut by an array of meticulous 

details. For "the fish," which is intially designated as "it" (1.1.6), and 

thereby assumes an ungendered or indefinite pronomial identity, soon becomes a 

"he" (1.1.6-7): "the fish kept pulling . . . as he drove [so] that a quarter 

of the rod was forced under water" (1.1.6; emphasis added) (it is worth noting 

that the gender of confusion of the fish mirrors the gender confusion in the 

narrative as a whole). Like most of the hunted animals in Hemingway, then, 

the fish is ultimately masculine (like Catherine "herself"?), an opponent 

against whom the male protagonist might prove himself. Yet the masculine 

re-identification of the fish occurs primarily in the fictionalized 

consciousness of David and Andre: "The waiter," we are told, "had come out 

from the cafe and was very excited. He was talking by the young man's side 

saying, 'Hold him. Hold him' (1.1.6). In The Old Man and the Sea, Santiago 

ponders the self-referential gender attributions of "younger fishermen" who 

think "of the sea as masculine . . . . as a contestant or even an enemy" 
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(32-33). Macho types bent upon manly deeds, these "younger fisherman" sound a 

little foolish. While Santiago himself might ultimately be accused of such 

egotism, it is very clear that David and Andre transform the sea into an 

all-male realm, a place of contests rather than reconciliations. 

Accordingly, the potential for an expansion of consciousness gives way to 

retrenchment. For at the very moment that David's own masculine identity is 

threatened—the moment when his "pole" is "bent to the breaking point" 

(1.1.6)—he attempts to "ease the strain" by "walking along the jetty." We 

should not underestimate the urgency of David's predicament: "the strain" of a 

15-pound bass, so I am told, would be considerable. Nevertheless, the 

author-narrator explicitly portrays David's strategy as a cool 

rationalization: "There was no way the young man could [further reduce the 

strain]," we are told, "except to get into the water with the fish and that 

did not make sense as the canal was deep" (1.1.6-7; emphasis added). I find 

this emphasis on making sense somewhat suspicious. For deepness does not 

deter Eddy of Islands in the Stream, who dives into the purple waters of the 

gulf stream in an effort to gaff David Hudson's big fish. Eddy, of course, is 

inebriated at the time, but his habitual drunkenness engenders selfless purity 

of motive and ability, as when he later saves David Hudson's life by shooting 

a hammerhead shark. Nor does the Nick Adams of "Big Two-Hearted River" quite 

display David's aversion to depth, although Nick does choose to avoid fishing 

"the swamp," another "tragic" enterprise (Collected Short Stories 231). The 

self-constricting implications of David Bourne's common sense emerge even more 

clearly when viewed in relation to the fishing scenes in Norman MacLean's "A 

River Runs Through It." MacLean's ideal fisherman, a fly caster who deplores 

the use of "worms" (10, etc.), repeatedly braves the swirling rapids of 

Montana's "Big Blackfoot River" (21-24, 108-109). David Bourne, on the other 
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hand, from his perch atop the artificial "jetty," assumes a comparably 

dispassionate and somewhat superficial stance. Constrained by circumstance, 

David does not confront the deeper implications of his encounter with the 

unknown. 

As the fishing episode in Eden proceeds, Hemingway continues to negotiate 

between the heroic and the ignoble. With Andre at his side, David leads the 

fish "around the end of the jetty," toward the town. "Softly does it," Andre 

incessantly urges. "Oh softly now. Softly for us all" (1.1.7). Andre's 

incantation explicitly suggests that David's anticipated landing of the fish 

will address an unspecified group need, setting up intertextual echoes with 

the myth studies of Frazer, Weston, and Eliot, whereby the hero transmits 

rejuvenating mysteries to his people. Jung is again useful in this regard: 

"The mystical fish," he writes, is "a harbinger of the unknown, [and] asserts 

itself with peculiar force, exercising an incomparably powerful influence on 

people in the mass" (Von Franz 184). Accordingly, "many" people gather as 

David leads the fish "past the terrace of the cafe," and on through the town 

(1.1.7). Interestingly, too, the narrator twice refers to David's following 

as a "procession" (1.1.8), which suggests that the event takes the form of a 

festival or fertility rite. Superficially, at least, David, the 

fisherman-artist, literally "channels" the elusive forces of the deep, 

promising a collective recovery of lost psychic treasures. 

Even Catherine is momentarily impressed by David's heroic deed, which 

interrupts and supercedes her quasi-literary letter writing. Upon seeing 

David's "procession" of followers from the hotel window, she shouts: "Oh what 

a wonderful fish! Wait for me! Wait for me'" (1.1.7). Catherine, who sounds 

a little silly at this point (in the more conventional sense of the word), 

overtly brings an aspect of mystical "wonder"-ment to the scene. Indeed, high 
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above everyone else, Catherine sees the event from the best possible angle: 

"She had seen the fish clearly from above and his length and the shine of him 

in the water and her husband with his bamboo pole bent almost double and the 

procession of people following" (1.1.7-8); she is that "ideally placed 

spectator" posited by Ivor Montagu in his discussion of cinematic camera 

angles. From her ideal vantage point, Catherine sees David as a wand-bearing 

messenger of light. The rounding of his rigid bamboo pole, in this context, 

perhaps evokes the androgynous flexibility that she has cherished all along. 

More specifically, given the fisherman-writer paradigm, David, in this 

pristine moment of "vision," embodies, for Catherine, the image of a 

self-transcending artist who harnesses magical powers. 

Yet there is also a sense in which David's endogamous route "up the 

canal" (1.1.7) reinscribes implications of closure and restriction, marking a 

return to the ordinary. "[W]e've beaten him," David declares, enforcing the 

extent to which the confrontation figures as a self-glorifying contest. 

"Don't say it," Andre cautions. "Don't say it. We must tire him. Tire him. 

Tire him" (1.1.7). "He's got my arm tired," David replies. Such fishing 

again differs from that in Islands in the Stream, where Hemingway describes 

the total exhaustion of David Hudson after his encounter with the broadbill. 

By comparison, David Bourne is only partially engaged. Moreover, the young 

David Hudson, who eventually loses his fish, is also less possessive than 

David Bourne: "Do you want me to take him?" Andre asks, anxious to get a piece 

of the action. "My God no," David says (1.1.7; emphasis added), uttering an 

expression that explicitly negates the metaphysical significance of the event. 

The ambiguity of the situation is confirmed by Andre's echoing of Catherine's 

softening objectives. "Hold him as softly as you can," Andre urges. "Soft 

with him. Softly. Softly. . . . Just easy, easy, easy. Softly, softly, 
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softly" (1.1.6-7). That is, David's fishing shirt, softened to promote 

brotherhood, now figures as the garb of one who uses softness to gain an 

advantage, to subdue and conquer. In this respect, it is also worth noting 

that Andre's advice both anticipates and debases Catherine's forthcoming love 

talk. 

The mystical quality of the episode becomes particularly suspect when 

Andre, David's male helper, withdraws the fish from the canal: 

the waiter bent down and brought his hands together from either 

side and then lifted the fish flopping with his thumbs in both his 

gills and moved up the bank of the canal with him. He was a heavy-

fish and he held him high against his chest with the fish's 

head under his chin and his tail flopping against his thighs, 

[sic] (1.1.8) 

Andre displays a good deal of skill here, and knows exactly what he is doing. 

Yet the value of the prize he claims remains uncertain. Curiously, for 

example, the author-narrator twice describes the supposedly "wonderful" fish 

as "flopping." While the word realistically depicts the awkward movements of 

a fish out of water, the added stress it gains through repetition suggests 

that Hemingway's meaning is more than literal. Notably, too, the previously 

uncertain pronomial identity of the fish now gives way to outright confusion. 

Hemingway's use of the singular possessive pronoun "his" and the singular 

third-person pronoun "he" creates an obvious referential ambiguity. Indeed, 

the syntax of the passage conflates Andre with the fish he is holding: "He was 

a heavy fish and he held him high against his chest with the fish's head under 

his chin and his tail flopping against his thighs." Nor should we overlook 

the fact that Andre's method of holding the fish acts out a comparable 

overlay: the fish parallels the man, head to chin, tail to thigh. Given the 
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gathering metaphor of birth, I would suggest that Andre as midwife extracts 

from "the canal" a mirror image of his and David's masculinity. In a related 

way, this big, "flopping" fish hanging on Andre's front functions as an 

overblown (and therefore ironic) symbol of male potency. Indeed, I would 

suggest that the "flopping" movement of this thigh-banging fish gives added 

force to the sexual imagery of the scene: to state the matter as bluntly as 

possible, the metaphysical accomplishment of David and his waiter-friend is 

"fucked-up." 

Accordingly, the celebration that ensues is faintly reminiscent of the 

adulatory clippings, which, as already noted, applaud David's writerly heroism 

with "niggledy spit falseness." Full of formality and flattery, Andre goes so 

far as to kiss David. "Madame," he declares, after kissing Catherine, too, 

"it is necessary . . . . It is truly necessary. No one ever caught such a 

fish on such tackle" (1.1.8). Notwithstanding the primitiveness of David's 

bamboo pole, Andre's compliment seems a little excessive. David, meanwhile, 

asks to have the fish "weighed" (1.1.8), a reasonable enough request. 

Nevertheless, Hemingway's use of realistic detail is again problematical. For 

David's desire to weigh the fish explicitly reduces his phallic accomplishment 

to a matter of measurements. Put another way, the record-breaking size of the 

fish becomes a rather crude trope for David's questionable masculinity. 

Thomas Strychacz makes a similar point in his recent article on trophy-hunting 

in Green Hills of Africa. "[Kudu and rhino] [h]orns, fish, and rifles stand 

in for a phallic power that in turn represents the authority, toughness, and 

prowess of the inner man," Strychacz observes (37). "What scholarly 

appraisals of Hemingway's preoccupation with masculinity have rarely 

recognized, however," Strychacz adds, is that the specific details of "trophy 

hunting and display [are sometimes intended to] subvert the codes of 

masculinity so long attributed to Hemingway's male characters" (37). 



Back at the cafe, where the honeymooners cool off with pre-lunch 

aperitifs, the "wonderful" nature of the fishing episode undergoes further 

debasement. By this time, the once-shining bass has begun to fade: lying on a 

block of ice in a camion bound for Nimes, the bass or loup is "still silver 

and beautiful" but the fierce color of his dark, "gunmetal" back has "changed 

to grey" (1.1.8). Meanwhile, as the Bournes watch the fishing people of the 

town process the communal catch, Catherine poses a resonant question: "What 

are we going to do with the big fish?" she asks (1.1.10). "They're going to 

take him in [to Nimes] and sell him," David replies. "He's too big to cook 

here and they say it would be wicked to cut him up. Maybe he'll go right up 

to Paris. He'll end in some big restaurant. Or somebody very rich will buy 

him" (1.1.10). Significantly, then, "the big fish" is simply "too big." As 

an oversized commodity, it will follow a distinctive and rather dubious route, 

one that sounds suspiciously akin to David's own writerly fate. For "Paris," 

in the Hemingway lexicon, is a locus of artistic stardom, a "big restaurant" 

of talent. Moreover, when Marita appears, David will, indeed, be bought by 

"somebody very rich." "He was so beautiful in the water," Catherine recalls, 

nostalgically relying upon memory to preserve an inviolate image of the fish. 

"I couldn't believe him when I saw him out of the window," she adds, "and you 

with your mob following you" (1.1.10). Curiously, however, Catherine's 

reminiscence actually undermines the ideal she cherishes. For the ritualistic 

order of the "procession," suggestively reported by the ironic narrator, now 

figures, more accurately., perhaps, as the riotous chaos of a "mob," a 

gathering devoid of sense and purpose. Thus, despite Catherine's wish to 

maintain a "wonderful" fantasy, her retrospective account of the event is 

subtly tarnished. "We'll get a small [bass] for us to eat," David says, 

consolingly, to Catherine. "They're really wonderful," he claims, as if 

attempting to reconstitute her initial sense of the marvelous.-
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In the aftermath of the fishing episode, as David and Catherine linger 

over their aperitifs, the omnipresent problem of writing resurfaces. "Did you 

get the letters written?" David asks. "I wrote the one I had to write to the 

trustees. But I can't write letters," Catherine says (1.1.10). "You write 

wonderful letters," David replies, alluding to the humorous, loving messages 

that Catherine sent him before they were married (3.43.24). "Not anymore. I 

don't need to," Catherine says, reminding David, however obliquely, that they 

are now together all of the time, or should be, joined, as it were, in holy 

matrimony. Moving ever closer to a forthright statement of vocational 

insecurity, David contends: "There's no one I want to write to" (1.1.10). 

Seeing through David's evasions, Catherine directly confronts the underlying 

issue, switching the topic of conversation from letter-writing to 

book-writing. "But you'll write again though," she says, and openly 

acknowledges that, since their marriage, David has not "written anything at 

all" (1.1.10). With a faint trace of resentful cynicism, David affirms 

Catherine's confidence in him: "Sure," he says. "I'll always write. But I 

don't have to write yet" (1.1.10). David's seemingly innocuous use of the 

word "always" warrants attention as an unwitting declaration of artistic 

immortality; through his writing, David believes that he will live forever. 

In turn, David's statement indirectly places a future "distance" between 

himself and Catherine, the merely mortal woman and wife. In a related way, 

David's contention that he does not "have to write yet" (emphasis added) 

subtly but ominously suggests that his writing is an inexorable, 

uncontrollable desire, driven by unconscious motivations. 

At precisely this point, Catherine poses a crucial question, one that 

succinctly encapsulates her reformative motivations: "Do you think you'll 
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write differently married to me?" she asks (1.1.10). The aesthetic difference 

Catherine seeks raises profoundly moral and psychological issues that emerge 

from the manuscript as a whole. Whereas David, the individualist, has always, 

as he later concedes, written about himself, "for" himself (3.46.20.i-ii), 

Catherine now urges him to attempt a less self-centred, more androgynous art, 

a kind of writing that subordinates or relinquishes his male ego. More 

particularly, whereas David relentlessly seeks and asserts interpretative 

priority over himself, his life, and his work, Catherine invites him to forge 

consensual relationships, to replace male freedom with male commitment. In 

effect, then, Catherine raises a timeless artistic dilemma, involving the 

artist's tendencies toward detachment and autonomy. Tactfully, she challenges 

David to develop a more "permeable, adaptable self," in contrast to his 

"solid, discrete self." The problem, as such, bears upon Freud's "The 

Relationship of the Poet to Day-Dreaming" (1908), insofar as David, in his 

various roles as clipping reader and fisherman, betrays what Freud calls 

"ambitious, self-exalting wishes" (176). On a theoretical level, it is also 

worth noting that Kathy Willingham draws a connection between Catherine's 

reformative scheme and Helen Cixous' "ecriture feminine," a kind of writing 

that subordinates or relinquishes the ego in favour of an elemental fluidity, 

a new openness to life. 

These are notoriously difficult issues, to be sure, and' I do not mean to 

suggest that the full implications of Catherine's plea for difference are 

immediately apparent. Nevertheless, the details of the manuscript as a whole 

elaborate upon and affirm Catherine's view, which leads me to believe that the 

difference she tries to articulate matters deeply to Hemingway, if not to 

David. Indeed, there is a sense in which Hemingway, as author-narrator, 

stands very close to Catherine, permitting her to function as a carrier of 
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moral, artistic, and perhaps even socio-political value. David, in turn, who 

neither understands nor appreciates Catherine's plea, seems to embody a more 

traditional (and limited) subject position that Hemingway may have been trying 

to outgrow. 

David, after all, is a consummate craftsman who dedicates himself to the 

attainment of "perfect" form (3.39.2.iii), placing great value upon the 

"accuracy" of memory and observation (3.39.2.ii). As someone who aspires 

toward the exact rendering of a determinable reality, David proudly conceives 

of his writerly eye as the "diaphragm of a camera," and believes that his 

vision can be "concentrated," like a magnifying glass, "to the point where the 

heat shine[s] and the smoke [begins] to rise" (3.39.2.ii). Similarly, he 

values his creative mind as a photographic "darkroom" (3.39.2.111), as a place 

where truthful images mysteriously develop. Catherine, however, seems to 

sense that David's camera-like eye is merciless, that the magnifying power of 

his writerly vision is both ruthlessly acquisitive and destructive. In this 

sense, David's likening of his image-making powers to a photographic 

"darkroom" reinscribes the "Other"-annihilating atrocities of Bluebeard's 

closet. For Catherine, in other words, David is guilty of a brutal 

reductionism: his art, she feels, figures as a kind of petrified iconography, 

tending toward a mythological permanence that denies the changeable texture of 

actual experience. Catherine, therefore, wants David to "write differently" 

insofar as she wants him to adopt a more fluid epistemology, to dislocate 

fixed perceptions through multiple perspectives. I would suggest, moreover, 

that the proof of Hemingway's commitment to Catherine's aesthetic views is in 

the textual pudding. For Hemingway, in writing The Garden of Eden manuscript 

itself, does, in fact, tell Catherine's story, a task that necessitates 

writing "differently." David, on the other hand, half-heartedly attempts such 
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all-male realm of his African stories. 

Even at this early juncture, David chooses to avoid the issue of writing 

"differently." "I don't know," he says, in response to Catherine's question. 

"I'll just write and then we'll see" (1.1.1.1). "Could you write now?" 

Catherine asks, hopefully. David's reply reveals the isolation of his 

writerly stance: "I'd have to be by myself in my head and I don't want to be," 

he says. Undaunted, Catherine elaborates on her plan. She phrases her 

proposition in collective terms, resurrecting (and revising) the altruistic 

promise of the fishing episode: "Couldn't you write just a little something so 

that we would have it from here and always have it?" she pleads (1.1.11). 

Under Catherine's plan, then, the immortality of "always" becomes a shared 

experience. Ironically, however, David seems to think that Catherine's 

request is rather egotistical: she is, after all, asking him to write about 

their life together; more particularly, Catherine wants David to write about 

her. David flatly dismisses the notion: ""We'll always have it anyway," he 

says, implicitly devaluing Catherine's version of immortality. "Do you want 

another one of those?" he asks, attempting to appease his uncomfortably 

demanding wife in other ways. Notably, that is, David offers Catherine 

another drink instead of offering himself. "Yes," Catherine says, accepting 

the drink in place of something else. Catherine, in fact, now states that she 

will have another drink "[i]f" David wants one (1.1.11), momentarily 

retreating into a compliant, mirror-like, and wifely role. With their second 

round of cinzanos, the honeymooners sit together, in an uneasy truce, looking 

out to sea. Catherine, however, is about to disrupt the illusion of 

happiness. 
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NOTES 

1 I paraphrase Wallace Stevens, who defined the subject of Hemingway's 

fiction as "extraordinary actuality" (qtd. by Steinke 62). 

Louis' first crusade occurred in 1248; the second took place in 1270 

(see Appendix, Figure 1 for an example of crusade iconography). 

In "Pilar's Tale: The Myth and the Message," Blowing The Bridge: 

Essays on Hemingway's "For Whom the Bell Tolls" (1992), Robert Gadjusek notes 

the "elaborate sexual joking taking place" around the "use of mail as male" in 

The Garden of Eden. Although Gadjusek does not have space to expand on his 

observation, he pointedly observes that the joking occurs after David says 

farewell to the (male)man. 

Willingham goes on to cite Peter Griffin's biography of Hemingway's 

Paris years, Less Than a Treason, which discusses Van Gogh. "Peter Griffin," 

Willingham observes, "says that as a result of reading Van Gogh's letters in 

1924, Hemingway became so touched by the artist's trials that he made a 

'pilgrimage' to his home and to the asylum where Van Gogh had been 

institutionalized. Griffin suggests that Hemingway was moved by Van Gogh's 

'suffering and sacrifice for the truth,' and adds, 'Ernest returned to Paris 

filled with compassion for the long-suffering artist who had wagered his life 

on this work.' As evidenced by his treatment of Catherine," Willingham 

concludes, "Hemingway shows a similar compassion for Catherine's aesthetic 

struggles" (68). 

K 

In A Woman and Catholicism: My Break with the Roman Catholic Church 

(1987), Sheelagh Conway discusses gender division in Catholic Mass in Ireland: 

"In the country churches . . . men and women were divided. All the men sat on 

the right-hand side of the church, and all the women on the left. The girls 
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sat with their mothers and the boys with their fathers. There was never any 

reason given for this division. It probably had a lot to do with how women 

were perceived in the church. Women were the temptresses. Daughters of Eve 

who tempted Adam and led to the fall of the human race, women were carriers of 

sin. . . . Better, then, to put the dangerous sex on the left-hand side" (10). 

In a related book, Eunuchs for Heaven (1990), a study of the 

attitudes of the Catholic Church toward women, Uta Ranke-Heinemann discusses 

how women "have been excluded from the altar down through the centuries to the 

present day" (114-115). 

The deflationary significance of the fishing episode is further 

suggested toward the end of the Grau-du-Roi section of the Eden manuscript, 

when Catherine recalls a subsequent seaside adventure involving an eel 

(1.4.1). "He wasn't an eel really," Catherine states. "How could he make 

electricity? He looks like before electricity was invented. Before gas even 

or candles." The prehistoric eel, it would seem, embodies a dark aspect of 

reality. More pointedly, the eel, like the bass, might function as an emblem 

of David's authorial ego, suggesting the writer's useless isolation. That is, 

as a kind of sea monster, the bottom dwelling eel evokes David's own 

subtextual ugliness. 

7 . 

Elise Miller employs these phrases in another context. See "The 

Feminization of American Realist Theory." American Literary Realism 23.1 

(1989): 21-39. 



T-i 

CHAPTER TWO: 

SURPRISES AND CHANCES 

. . . metamorphosis is, at its deepest level, a transfiguration 

of the self, a kind of mystic union by which heaven and earth 

are present in a single individual. 

Leonard Barkan, The Gods Made Flesh (44). 

Amid the false happiness of Le Grau-du-Roi, Catherine conceives of a 

tonsorial "surprise" that leads to mysterious nocturnal "changes." Previous 

critics have regarded these plot developments as evidence of Catherine's 

supposed neuroticism, writing off her feminine difference under the label of 

madness. However, the scrupulously worked details of the narrative suggest 

that Hemingway's intended design is far more complex and sensitive than such 

readings would allow, indeed, I will be attempting to show that much of what 

Catherine says and does has profound psycho-spiritual implications. Thus, 

while the textual account of Catherine's personal and family history contains 

scattered hints of mental illness, there is a sense in which she temporarily 

rises above this biological trap. Paradoxically, then, Catherine emerges as 

both madwoman and visionary, as a character worthy of careful consideration in 

her own right. "It is for her," John Updike writes, in his exceptional review 

of the published novel, "that [Eden] will continue to be read" (87). David, 

on the other hand, regarded by a large constituency of readers as the 

affirmative "Hemingway hero," is deliberately portrayed in various states of 
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morbid self-involvement. Indeed, as the slowly developing Bluebeard paradigm 

suggests, David's ongoing detachment and programmatic flatness betray a deadly 

"sickness" in his own inner world. The gender-inflected sanity/madness binary 

should therefore be qualified, if not reversed. For as the two fictional 

antagonists collide on the fictional plane, Hemingway slants a majority of the 

battles in Catherine's favour, although David, with Marita at his side, will 

enjoy a hollow victory when the war is over. Such complexity is a tribute to 

Hemingway's art, revealing an authorial self-awareness and self-criticism that 

mitigates the male-chauvinist, "Papa" stereotype. Hemingway emerges as a 

writer who might be regarded as his own best critic. 

In this early portion of the manuscript, Hemingway continues to rely very 

heavily on food as a metaphor for the moral, sexual, and artistic issues he is 

exploring. Accordingly, the long-awaited lunch, when it finally arrives, 

offers a telling comment upon the stoicism of the male protagonist. It is, 

after all, David's repaste, insofar as he plans the meal in advance (1.1.3). 

An omniscient narrator provides a lengthy description of the affair: the hors 

d' oeuvres, we are told, consist of "celeri remoulade" ("crisp thin sliced 

celery root in mustard sauce" [sic.]), "small radishes," "new fresh onions," 

and "home pickled mushrooms . . . in a big glass jar"; the main course 

consists of fresh-grilled mackerel, with "grill marks show[ing] on the silver 

skin," melting butter, "sliced lemon," "fresh bread," "fried potatoes," and a 

"good light, dry, cheerful unknown white wine [sic]" (1.1.1.1). It is a lunch 

of clear contrasts and crisp tastes: the spiced and pickled appetizers are 

piquant; the "dry" wine is cold, the fried potatoes are hot; the silver skin 

of the mackerel is chequered with "dark" grill marks; the mild taste of the 

fish is accented by lemon, and the baked bread is "fresh." As readers, we are 

treated to a feast of sharp discriminations. Here, at mid-day, the murky 
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noon nourishment, by implication, leaves nothing to chance: worked out in full 

detail, it is cut and dried, black and white. More pointedly, in the wake of 

David's manly fishing adventure, everything is solid, straightforward, and 

conventional. Here, with the Apollonian sun high in the sky, stability 

reigns. Nor should we miss the writerly implications of this lunch in a text 

where eating contributes to a seemingly inexhaustible range of aesthetic 

metaphors and artist parables: David-the-gourmand orders his food much as 

David-the-artist orders his world, with a view to certainty, sharpness, and 

detail. 

David's authoritative connoisseurship leaves Catherine feeling vaguely 

dissatisfied. "We're not great conversationalists at meals," she observes. 

"Do I bore you, darling?" Catherine asks. When David laughs at the question, 

his wife becomes defensive, displaying an edge of resentment: "Don't laugh at 

me . . . " she says (1.1.11). David's next response further undermines the 

purported happiness of the honeymoon: "I wasn't [laughing at you]," he 

protests. "No. You don't bore me. I'd be happy looking at you if you never 

said a word" (1.1.11). The comment is literally true: that is, David would, 

in fact, "be happy," perhaps even happier, if Catherine did not talk, if she 

were just another mutely attractive, clearly defined dish, served to quell his 

visceral, aesthetic, and sexual appetites. Catherine, however, goes on to 

assert her own subjectivity: "I do say a word though. I don't just eat all 

the time" (1.1.11). 

Attempting to avoid an open breach, David counters with a compliment that 

actually reinforces his latent misogyny: "I love to watch you eat," he says 

(1.1.11). Hemingway is surely alert to the way in which David's peculiar 

"love" further pre-empts feminine discourse, turning the woman into a 



"watch[edj" object. To follow Robert Gadjusek's explication of a comparable 

paradigm in "An Alpine Idyll," the textual emphasis upon spectatorship 

suggests that David is so far detached from his wife that she merely serves to 

support his clinical observation of "Otherness." Indeed, the wordless orality 

of eating binds Catherine to the cycles of nature, foregrounding body over 

mind, flesh over spirit. David's voyeuristic watching, from this perspective, 

becomes an exercise in what Gadjusek calls "the mastery of process." Once 

again, a writerly analogy suggests itself. "In detachment and objective 

assessment of what he sees," Gadjusek claims, "the writer [in "An Alpine 

Idyll"] is creating the materials out of which his stories will come" (174). 

"The mouth of the woman," this critic concludes, becomes "a finely focused 

metaphor," relating to the artist's separatist dreams (171). Similarly, in 

The Garden of Eden, a male gaze surreptitiously asserts interpretative 

authority. 

Nevertheless, in a now familiar maneuver, Catherine deftly turns the 

tables, presenting David with a mouthful of words. . Insisting, again, upon her 

subjective presence, Catherine returns the compliment about eating: "You eat 

very nicely," she tells David, "and you eat fish as though you had invented 

it" (1.1.11). The friendly witticism is encoded, double-edged. For Catherine 

knows that David-the-author (a self-professed "inventive type") has, in fact, 

"invented" fish through his literary planning of the lunch. It follows that 

David's "nicely" civilized table manners suggest the divine prerogatives of an 

artist who both creates and consumes the world around him. Catherine 

continues in a more obviously ironic vein: "It's nice to see people eat nicely 

and functionally and without affectation," she says, describing David's 

writerly way of eating in a way that evokes the celebrated stylistic virtues 

of Ernest Hemingway. "It sounds like architecture," David says, troubled by 
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Catherine's puzzling exposed "It is sort of," she replies, aligning the 

mannerisms of Hemingway's authorial alter-ego with an overtly constructed art 

form, one that erects walls, that pays great heed to appearance, order, 

stability, and the arranged placement of parts. In fact, then, despite 

Catherine's statement to the contrary, "affectation" (as opposed to affection) 

might well typify the formal expertise of the gourmet-artist. The complex 

ironies of the dialogue mount as Catherine's unlicensed verbal barrage 

eventually silences her husband. Uneasily, David pours Catherine "another 

small glass of wine and fill[s] his own," attempting, perhaps, to maintain the 

traditional hierarchies. 

Still dissatisfied, Catherine presses for a more egalitarian 

intersubjectivity. "And you really don't get tired looking at me?" she asks. 

"I think sometimes you're just counting the freckles" (1.1.12). Overtly 

resorting to artistry, David now becomes a veritable sonneteer, drawing upon 

stylized language of romantic love to extol Catherine's beauty: "The lovely 

golden freckles on the dark golden skin," he says, "and the beautiful hair 

that doesn't know what colour it is because the sun and the sea can't decide" 

(1.1.12). Thus, David articulates a dream image of his bride, following the 

Pygmalion-like ways of the Petrarchan love tradition. In effect, he practices 

a form of godly seduction, opting for an unrealistic engagement. To borrow 

Shoshana Felman's comments on the genre, David's "oppressive gesture of 

representation" reassigns Catherine "to the status of a silent and submissive 

object, to something inherently spoken for" (137). Accordingly, Catherine is 

overpowered: "Oh," she says. "You don't have to stop if you don't want" 

(1.1.12). Forced into the role of object, the female antagonist now complies 

with her husband's desires and shows off her profile. Catherine, in other 

words, becomes David's "model" woman, silent and submissive. 
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At precisely this moment, a waitress arrives with dessert, reinforcing 

the paradigm of female servitude. The aesthetic repercussions of the scene 

are suggested by the fact that the waitress presents (art)ichokes and wine, 

complying with David's previously placed order. Among Hemingway's many-sided 

metaphors, these "artichokes" initially seem to reflect David's artistic 

control. The waitress, meanwhile, smiles knowingly at Catherine, as if to 

acknowledge a j'oint understanding of the sexual economy upon which David's 

artistic authority is based. Catherine blushes, showing a rush of emotion 

that euphemistically connotes orgasm. Catherine's blush, by the way, 

foreshadows the eventual presence of Marita, a woman who frequently colors 

upon meeting the great writer. Feeling a little more comfortable, David "now" 

fills Catherine's glass, then his own. The lovers toast each other, and 

Catherine wistfully poses a question: "David," she asks, "will everything 

always be this wonderful?" (1.1.12). "Wine ought to be the same," he replies, 

"and surely artichokes will be. Fresh bread shouldn't change and neither 

should a fresh grilled mackerel" (1.1.12). Although Hemingway, as 

author-narrator, does not specify the tone of David's puzzling remark, I would 

suggest that the protagonist is being a little jaunty, perhaps even rakish. 

For while Catherine very explicitly returns to the theme of immortal love, in 

an effort to ward off impending loss, David directs his answer toward the 

physical world, uttering needlessly qualified conjectures about the permanence 

of concrete objects. Catherine, at any rate, senses that David is patronizing 

her: "I didn't mean that," she says, becoming more critical of his rhetorical 

flourishes. "Anyway," Catherine adds, "that sounds too much like poetry or 

the bible" (1.1.12). Implicitly, that is, Catherine places "David" in the 

role of an Old-Testament patriarch, suggesting that his somber declaration of 

external verities pre-empts internal spontaneity. 
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Attempting to avoid the "serious" undertones of the conversation, 

Catherine teasingly declares: "I have a big surprise. I didn't tell you did 

I?" (1.1.12). In fact, Catherine claims that she has "a very big big 

surprise" (1.1.13). Implicitly, therefore, Catherine's secret is more 

significant (literally twice the size) of David's "big fish." Later on, the 

omniscient narrator confirms that the two matters are somehow associated: ". . 

. there had been the big fish today and ordinarily there would have been much 

talk about that but this other [Catherine's suprise] was a big thing in the 

village too " (1.1.13). The other "big thing," Catherine explains, "is very 

simple but . . . very complicated" (1.1.13). "It's dangerous," she concedes, 

and implores David not to ask her about it. The new surprise, of course, 

relates to Catherine's androgynous aspirations, which, in turn, bear upon her 

desire to rehabilitate David's artistry. That is, Catherine's "surprise" 

informs her quest for spiritual wholeness, while furthering her complementary 

hope that David, the masculine realist, will begin to "write differently." 

Although she is not yet ready to divulge her plan, Catherine intends to get "a 

boy's haircut," and thereby to prompt contra-sexual self-exploration in both 

herself and David. If successful, Catherine's "big big suprise" will 

accomplish what David's "big fish" did not: the greater magnitude of the 

seemingly trivial tonsorial adventure might well soften the rigid boundaries 

between male and female, self and other, creating new possibilities for human 

compassion and well-being. 

Accordingly, the (art)ichoke dessert that David has requested now begins 

to reflect Catherine's preferences. For these "artichokes" function as 

anagrams, telling us that Catherine's "surprise" will "choke" the small self 

or "i" in David's "art." Whereas the early morning eggs subtly reinforced a 

gender polarity, the artichokes open up new possibilities: 

They ate the artichokes. They were big and very good. The leaves 
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plucked cleanly and each one was good and sound and firm at the 

base and then there was the vinaigrette sauce poured into the 

bowl of the cleaned hearts at the end. They ate them slowly 

and drank the Tavel. (1.1.13) 

Hemingway describes the consumption of the artichokes with a kind of 

liturgical gravity. Indeed, the honeymooners eat the artichokes "slowly," 

savouring "cleaned" and anointed "hearts." These suggestively cleansed hearts 

seem to promise a change of heart, and go well with "the Tavel," an indigenous 

and highly spirited Rose described by Catherine as "a great wine for people 

that are in love" (1.1.19). Most importantly, perhaps, the artichokes are 

"sound and firm at the base," possessing a texture that enriches and redeems 

Catherine's destructive enterprise. For Catherine's risky androgynous 

agenda, by implication, is equally "sound and firm at the base," presenting 

the possibility of Edenic salvation. 

Nevertheless, Hemingway embellishes the Bournes' lunch with a final, 

humorous touch: "After the artichokes," David and Catherine have "a fruit like 

a peach but with a smooth skin" (1.1.13). Along the margin of the manuscript 

page, the coyly indirect author instructs himself to be more forthright, to 

"name" the fruit. He accomplishes his intention in an added bit of dialogue. 

"What is it?" Catherine asks. "Brugnon," David replies (1.1.13), using the 

French term for "nectarine" (Larousse Gastronomigue 654). The pointed 

identification of the nectarines functions as a naturalized allusion to 

"nectar," a magical solution that confers immortality. Moreover, the mystical 

dessert fruit fits the dramatic context of the narrative, insofar as it evokes 

feminine malleability: for the smooth-skinned "Brugnon"—which the narrator 

immediately distinguishes from the larger, bearded peach—possesses, according 

to Larousse, "a melting, fragrant flesh" (654). Appropriately, though, the 
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"Brugnon" is something of a chameleon, a hybrid fruit whose tree occasionally 

produces the more masculine peach. Thus, Waverley Root's dictionary of food 

suggestively describes the nectarine as "a small, richly flavored peach so 

confused that if you plant its pits you may get nectarines or you may not" 

(283). 

The awaited "surprise" begins later that afternoon. "It's for you," 

Catherine tells David, as they lie together in bed. "It's for me too," she 

adds. "I won't pretend it's not. But it will do something to you. I'm sure 

but I shouldn't say it" (1.1.14). David,, however, is uncomfortable with such 

mysteries. "I like surprises but I like everything the way it is just now at 

this minute," he says (1.1.14). "You wouldn't have anything changed?" 

Catherine asks. "No nothing," David responds (1.1.14). Thus, David expresses 

a desire to prolong the state of womb-like regression that Le Grau-du-Roi 

affords; he prefers, in short, to remain in a neutral condition that effaces 

the very problem of selfhood. The denial of change bespeaks a desire to 

arrest life itself, a longing for suspension and stupefaction. Nevertheless, 

Catherine becomes adamant. "I'm going to do it," she claims, slipping out of 

bed (1.1.14). Ominously, Catherine then declares that she must "ride up to 

Aigues Mortes" (the city of dead waters), and insists upon going alone 

(1.1.14-15). She thereby follows the unpromising gestative channel of David's 

fishing venture, but with a noticeably different motive. Ambiguously situated 

both within and beside David's .centralized consciousness, the narratorial 

voice observes the female excursion: "She kissed [David] good bye and went 

down[stairs] and he watched her mount her bicycle and ride up the road riding 

smoothly and easily her hair blowing in the wind [sic]" (1.1.15). The 

series of images operate on at least two different levels, conveying the 
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irreducible ambiguities of Hemingway's Eden. For such innocence is both 

flighty and formidable, a combination of infantile naivete and childlike 

grace. If we have reason to believe that Catherine will not end well, perhaps 

her journey remains worth the taking. 

After Catherine departs, the omniscient narrator moves more closely into 

David's consciousness, initiating an extended soliloquy. The protagonist is 

badly shaken by what has occurred. Indeed, the afternoon sun, which warms the 

hotel room "too much" (1.1.1.5), evokes a comparably uncomfortable mental heat 

within the protagonist himself. Scattered by conflicting impulses, David 

heads to the beach, knowing that he "should" swim, but feeling too tired to do 

so (1.1.15). In a quandary, he walks inland "for a way," through the marshy 

"salt grass," then doubles back to the cafe, where he settles down with a 

paper and a "fine a l'eau." That paper and the "fine a l'eau" are bourgeois 

accouterments, representative of David's desire for retrenchment and 

stability. The brandy and water, in particular, is a staid beverage, and 

mixes smoothly with simple illusions. Accordingly, David begins to rehash the 

pretense of honeymoon happiness, telling himself how "wonderful" things have 

been and how "truly happy" he is. The incongruities of the passage accumulate 

as the problem-ridden David, who takes his mid-afternoon drink as a cure for 

post-coital depression, tries to convince himself that after he and Catherine 

make love "there [is] no problem" (1.1.15). David proceeds to note that this 

is the first time he has drunk alone since the honeymoon began. In an effort 

to make himself feel better, he then reminds himself that he is not working, 

and that his only rules about drinking are never to drink before or during 

periods of work (1.1.16). These "rules" are of questionable merit, and 

constitute an early sign of David's progressive slippage into alcoholism. 
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Aided by another brandy, the protagonist tries to "concentrate" on his paper, 

but it does not "interest him as it should." 

David's troubles are difficult to diagnose. We might view him in a 

rather straightforward way, as a writer who secretly feels that he has married 

a "crazy woman," and that his supposed "happiness" cannot last. Yet Hemingway 

deliberately complicates David's mental expenditure, making it as circuitous 

and entangled as the protagonist's simultaneous stroll through the marsh. In 

attempting to explain what is going on here, I find Freud's distinction 

between "mourning" and "melancholia" helpful. Freud associates mourning with 

grief over the loss of a loved object, a situation that might apply to David's 

expected loss of Catherine. Such mourning is "normal," and would contribute 

to a perception of David as sensitive, sympathetic, and so on. Freud defines 

melancholia, on the other hand, as a more "circuitous" (162) and diseased 

condition in which an individual grieves not so much for the loss of the 

"Other," as for a loss of self. Succinctly put, melancholia entails the 

subject's narcissistic loss of self as loved object. Such a predicament might 

well address David's unspecified inner travail, his claustrophobic 

self-absorption. Indeed, the protagonist's peculiar discomfort in the 

box-like hotel room, his lethargy in the marsh or swamp, and his final inertia 

at the cafe, seem to convey the sort of "morbid disposition" identified by 

Freud (156). Under such a reading, the self David fears he is losing would 

seem to be that "masculine" non-essence that he constructs through "working," 

and, more particularly, from writing. For Catherine's "dangerous" androgynous 

undertaking presents a foreseeable threat to both the pen and the penis of the 

worried writer. Freud's essay is worthy of close attention, since he also 

claims that melancholia involves the return of hostility turned against the 

self. If David fits the melancholic paradigm, then, we might even see him in 
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a rather poignant light, as a self-conscious hero burdened by a sense of his 

own inner flaws. 

David's interior monologue, as it goes on, seems to support the full 

implications of Freud's definition of melancholia. Indeed, the interstices of 

David's self-talk reveal a tension between masculine self-assertion and 

androgynous self-effacement. Overtly, David continues to deny that any such 

tension exists: he is so happy with Catherine, he tells himself, that he has 

not thought "of writing nor of anything but being with this girl that he loved 

and was married to" (1.1.16). Moments later, however, David is less certain 

about where his loyalties lie. "It would be good to work again," he thinks, 

but that would come soon enough as he well knew and he must 

remember to be as unselfish about it as he could and make it 

clear that the enforced loneliness was regrettable and that 

he was not proud of it. He was sure she would be fine about it 

and she had her own resources but he hated to think of it, the 

work, starting when they were as they were now (1.1.16). 

On one level, David struggles to resolve a conflict confronted by all artists, 

involving the competing demands of life and art. Yet the language of the 

passage conveys a more intensely personal problem. For David hates "to think 

of it, the work, starting when they were as they were now." That hate amounts 

to a form of self-reproach, hinting at a sense of inner monstrousness. 

Indeed, "the work," which will "come soon enough as [David] well knows," 

figures as an irresistable, monopolizing force that obliterates all feminine 

distractions. Moreover, David's implicit condemnation of selfishness is 

loaded with conscience-soothing equivocations: "he must remember to be as 

unselfish about it as he could and make it clear that the enforced loneliness 

was regrettable and that he was not proud of it" (emphasis added). This is 
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terrible work, to be sure, marriage-wrenching work that inspires a strange 

mixture of dread and desire. And how, we might ask ourselves, will David 

handle Catherine, that imposing "she" who will merely "be fine about it," and 

who has "resources" of her own? 

In thinking about the enabling condition of his work, David ultimately 

dwells upon a "clarity" (1.1.16) that is both "sudden" and "deadly" (1.1.15). 

The creative metaphor builds upon previously noted passages in which David 

associates his writerly eye with a magnifying glass and photographic dark 

room. The requisite "clarity," therefore, seems to reinforce the Apollonian 

rigour of David's artistry, confirming the absolutism of his aesthetic values. 

David's "deadly" clarity," in this sense, reinscribes a potentially cruel 

objectivity. The deliberate exploration of such themes links Hemingway to 

earlier American writers such as Hawthorne and Poe, both of whom demonstrated 

a keen interest in the excesses of the artist. More particularly, David's 

"clarity" is reminiscent of Hawthorne's "Unpardonable Sin," evoking the moral 

culpability of an artist-observer who irreverently scrutinizes an existential 

void. This archetype of the artistic-consciousness-turned-cleaver, bent upon 

dissection and discrimination, brings us back to the gathering image of 

Bluebeard, a femicidal despot who sacrifices "Otherness" to personal vanity. 

Hemingway's ambivalent attitude toward David's artistry is especially 

evident in a deleted passage that occurs midway through the soliloquy. After 

David unconvincingly tells himself his lovemaking with Catherine is problem 

free, he goes on to recall how, with other women, "the sudden deadly clarity" 

had always come "after intercourse" (1.1.15). "It had always made him see 

things so clearly," we are told, "that there could never be any doubt" 

(1.1.15). The precise nature of the matter over which "there could never be 

any doubt" remains ambiguous. Nevertheless, the implication of the deleted 
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phrase is disturbing. For David, we later find out, knows within himself an 

isolation and despair that overshadows human togetherness. Perhaps, then, his 

private knowledge, confined to the "clean, well-lighted place" of the artist's 

imagination, exposes Romantic hopes as lies, telling of meaningless intimacies 

in a godless universe. Indeed, David, it seems, is burdened by the kind of 

nihilism that Hemingway once described in a letter to John Dos Passos as 

"'that gigantic bloody emptiness and nothingness like couldn't ever fuck, 

fight [sic] write and was all for death.'" Significantly, however, David 

also senses that Catherine—the seemingly mad wife who urges him to "write 

differently"—is intent on counteracting his existential despair. For David 

realizes that Catherine understands "the clarity," and he wonders if that is 

why she has driven "beyond what they had for something new that nothing could 

break" (1.1.16). At some level, then, David recognizes that Catherine 

seeks a positive alternative to his own pessimism. 

The problematical nature of Catherine's undertaking is apparent upon her 

return. Newly shorn, she reappears while the writer-protagonist is staring at 

the "late afternoon sun," which, still befitting his own temperament, hangs 

"heavy" on the water. "Hello Darling," Catherine says, in a "throaty," 

passionate voice. She then comes "quickly" to the table, sits down, and lifts 

her chin, putting herself on display (1.1.16). The action both repeats and 

revises an earlier scene: whereas Catherine posed for David over lunch 

(1.1.12), she now poses for herself, showing off her tonsorial "surprise." 

Through carefully wrought nuances of action and repetition, then, Catherine 

claims a greater degree of subjectivity. The display continues: "She turned 

her head,' we are told, "and lifted her breasts and said, 'Kiss me please'" 

(1.1.16). Catherine's self-presentation culminates in a theatrical flourish. 
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"You see I'm a girl don't you?" she asks, rising to her feet, bracing her arms 

at her side, and repositioning her chin. "But now I'm a boy too," she 

declares, "and I can do anything and anything and anything" (1.1.1.7). As some 

readers perceive her, Catherine is certifiably crazy at this point, a 

character given over to overt narcissism, nervous excitement, and presumptions 

of grandeur. Yet Catherine's (and Hemingway's) self-conscious emphasis upon 

representation problematizes a straightforward or literal reading of the 

scene, and of the book in general. 

Indeed, Catherine, is actually more "shifty" than "schizy." Her poses 

and proclamations are forms of camping or clowning, self-informed performances 

that acknowledge a masquerade. Put simply, Catherine is deliberately acting, 

staging her own exploits. Her verbal finale—"I can do anything and anything 

and anything"—is especially revealing in this respect. For the repetitive 

and exaggerated utterance, to paraphrase Bakhtin, mimics and judges itself, 

making language its own object of representation (87). Not unlike Gertrude 

Stein's "[a] rose is a rose is a rose," Catherine's "I can do anything and 

anything and anything" is a form of conditional discourse that undermines 

straightforward meaning. In both cases, there is an ironic distance between 

the speaker and the spoken word, an implied awareness that "reality" is 

fictional, constituted, in large part, by an infinitely circular web of words. 

Through ironic indirection, then, Catherine actually acknowledges her own 

limitations: as a performing actress, she burlesques imperial ambition, 

asserting Napoleonic prerogatives on the basis of a haircut; self-parody gives 

rise to a new form of playful heroism. 

In a related way, Catherine now emerges as an artist in her own right, as 

someone whose visionary "jouissance" outstrips David's solitary egotism. Cut 

with "no compromises," her hair is "brushed back," "smooth and sweeping" and 
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"heavy as always." The back and sides, however, are cropped "short," exposing 

her neck and ears (1.1.16). The back, Catherine says, feels "free and light" 

(1.1.18.1), but she is more interested in the short-cropped sides: "Feel on my 

cheek and feel in front of my ear," she urges David. "Run your hands up the 

side. That's the surprise. Now I'm a boy and girl too" [sic] (1.1.17). 

"Don't you like it at the sides?" she insists. "It isn't faked for phony. 

It's a real true boy's haircut and not from any beauty shop" (1.1.18). After 

Catherine explains that she went to the barber who cut David's hair "a week 

ago," Hemingway adds a full two pages to the manuscript, embellishing 

Catherine's trip to "the coiffeur." The substantial accretion reveals what 

makes "the sides" of Catherine's haircut so attractive: Catherine explicitly 

states that she now has "pattes," or sideburns, "cut square not slanted" 

(1.1.18.1). Significantly, she observes that the coiffeur saved the sideburns 

"'for the last'" (1.1.18.1). Implicitly, then, the "pattes" are the finishing 

touch or coup de grace, a final, careful detail that ensures the androgynous 

effect Catherine desires (see Appendix, Figure 2). The artistic implications 

of the cut have already been noted by Kathy Willingham. "Catherine creates a 

text," Willingham writes, "not with language, but with her body, . . . 

literally [embracing] the [Cixousian] avenue of artistic expression which 

1'ecriture feminine advocates" (47). 

Confident of her accomplishment, Catherine insists upon' a second and 

third reading. "Look at the sides," she repeatedly urges David (1.1.18.11). 

Moreover, as a self-conscious artist, Catherine pays careful attention to 

technique: "[My hair] grows down far enough [in front of my ears] so that when 

[the coiffeur] cropped it up [it was] just the way I wanted. The way I love 

it that your's goes [sic.]" (1.1.18.11). "[H]aveing [sic] something to cut," 

she adds, " is why this is so good" (Ll.18.ii). In a very literal way, 

http://Ll.18.ii
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therefore, the metaphysical charge of the haircut reveals that which was 

hidden, an underlying form; the square-cut sideburns (en)gender 

self-definition, connoting male potency and force. Like her fisherman's 

shirt, then, Catherine's haircut is a form of "cross-dressing" that preempts 

rigid gender dichotomies. The soft facial down upon her cheeks merges into 

the coarseness of her pattes, evincing a carefully wrought sexual pluralism. 

Decribing herself as "half girl and half boy" (1.1.18), Catherine asserts a 

oneness derived from integrated differences rather than an inherent unity. 

More particularly, Catherine's paradoxical wholeness is a relational 

construct, another foreshadowing of her enthusiasm for Picasso's cubist 

compositions. Stressing the ordered flexibility of the cut, Catherine 

contends that it "will muss up well" (1.1.18.1). "Stupid people will think it 

is strange," she says. "But we'll just be proud. I love to be proud" 

(1.1.18). "So do I," David replies, but pride, in his case, has a narrower 

base. "We'll start being proud now," he adds (1.1.18), unwittingly announcing 

the onset of irreconcilable differences. 

Given the metaphorical significance of food throughout the manuscript, it 

is worth noting that the final meal of the day consists primarily of meat and 

potatoes. Such solid, manly fare is, perhaps, suitable for the would-be 

"brother[s]" (1.1.17), but also affords hints of David's underlying hostility. 

The omniscient narrator describes the meal with uncharacteristic terseness: 

"They ate a steak for dinner, rare, with mashed potatoes and flageolets and a 

salad " (1.1.19). The emphatically "rare" steak is bloody, the potatoes are 

"mashed," and the "flageolets" or kidney beans are a rather indelicate 

vegetable compared to those sumptuous afternoon artichokes. Such heavy fare 

does, indeed, require a "salad," which Hemingway inserted into the manuscript 
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as an afterthought. The intended meaning of this dinner emerges more clearly 

when it is viewed in relation to another particularly meaty meal, later in the 

manuscript. While in Spain, the Bournes visit an "old Posoda place," owned by 

a "middle aged, short, heavily built and square faced" man (3.9.9). Here, in 

a striking recurrence of minute detail, the Bournes dine upon "roast kid and a 

dish of white beans" (3.9.8), among other things. The restaurant has "thick 

stone walls" with high, narrow windows, and embodies an engrained cultural 

prejudice against Catherine's female questing. The talk in this place is 

tough, and the waiter refers to Catherine "as though he were speaking of a 

mare" (3.9.7). The "square faced" owner, meanwhile, insists that the Bournes 

"have some more meat of some kind" (3.9.9). "No . . . please," Catherine 

protests. "Just a salad" (3.9.9). As Catherine waits for the salad, she 

voices her own artistic aspirations and expresses a fear of dying (3.9.10-11). 

David, who belongs among the gallery of Spanish men, is unsympathetic 

(3.9.10-12). "I wish they'd bring the salad," Catherine says, feeling "cold 

and tight in her chest" (3.9.11-12). When the salad finally comes, it offers 

a temporary reprieve: "The salad came and its green-ness [sic] on the dark 

table and the sun on the plaza beyond the arcade took the cold feeling away" 

(3.9.12). 

The Grau-du-Roi dinner, as it develops, continues to foreshadow the 

sinister aspects of David's male response to Catherine's female quest. In a 

familiar scenario, the omniscient narrator permits us to eavesdrop upon 

David's thoughts as he watches Catherine: 

She had always looked, he thought, exactly her age which was now 

twenty one. He had been very proud of her for that. Tonight she 

did not look it and across the table he looked at the lines of her 

cheek bones that showed clear as he had never seen them sculptured 

before by the slanting rise where her hair was cropped above her 
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breaking in its sculpture. (1.1.19) 

David's artistic impressions add an almost indefinable gravity to Catherine's 

playful treatment of herself as an artifact. For while David appreciates 

Catherine's beauty, his perception of her sculpted face as "heart breaking" 

implies that he is experiencing some sort of acute distress. Once again, it 

is possible to regard David sympathetically, as a husband who is painfully in 

love with a woman who is, or is going, crazy. Nevertheless, Hemingway 

deliberately complicates the sentimental appeal of such a reading. For David, 

who looks "at the lines" of Catherine's cheekbones from "across the table," 

sits at an emotional distance from his wife. David, we gather, is 

particularly troubled by the fact that Catherine looks younger than her actual 

age of "twenty one." Implicitly, that is, Catherine's boyish haircut and 

smiling, childlike innocence carry pederastic associations for David, who 

re-envisions Catherine's "surprise" according to the unrevealed peculiarities 

of his own disposition. Hemingway confirms David's pederastic impulses later 

on in the manuscript, when the protagonist "invent[s]" a role for Catherine as 

his captive boy, and when Marita poses as his "Arab boy." In my view, 

moreover, the pederastic content of Eden is intended to cast asperions on 

David's well-guarded masculinity. Within the confines of Hemingway's 

fictional universe, then, "perversity," in both a sexual and creative sense, 

seems to necessitate certain value judgments. Indeed, the libidinal 

configurations Hemingway- is working with here ultimately point toward Gilles 

de Rais, a man often regarded as the real-life Bluebeard. De Rais, of course, 

led a kind of double life, publicly associating with Joan of Arc (a 

short-haired female saint), while privately abusing and murdering children. I 

do not mean to suggest that such a large constellation of issues is readily 
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apparent in the dinner passage at hand, but that David's artistic scrutiny of 

the short-haired Catherine, across a meaty table, prepares us for the 

subsequent development of such themes. The rare steak, after all, will soon 

be replaced by "roast kid" (emphasis added). 

Catherine, meanwhile, attempts to reassure David that all is well, that 

her short hair will not turn him into a monster. "You're nice, David," she 

says, "and I love you and nothing is dangerous when we love each other" 

(1.1.19; emphasis added). "Maybe we ought to eat cheese to be respectable," 

Catherine adds (1.1.19), sensing that her boyishly youthful appearance invests 

the honeymoon with an aura of disrepute. And back in the hotel room, after 

dinner, the honeymooners lie in bed, with "the top sheet" gone (1.1.19). The 

conspicuous absence of a protective covering, on this chilly spring evening, 

seems to imply Catherine's desire to shed all security blankets, to venture 

beyond the claustrophobic wrappings of orthodox sexuality. Indeed, Catherine 

now initiates a preliminary change of address, calling David "Dave" (1.1.19). 

Catherine's timely shortening of her husband's biblical name reflects her 

brotherly agenda, connoting an affection among equals. "Dave," Catherine 

asks, "you don't mind if we've gone to the devil do you?" (1.1.19). Closer, 

say, to Blake than to Milton, Catherine speaks with a subversive humour: 

suspicious of conventional morality, she is the gnostic advocate of "good 

vices" (1.1.3), seeking the divine in the forbidden. Put simply, for 

Catherine, a latter-day Eve, going "to the devil" is a necessary journey, a 

positive step toward freedom and self-realization. 

Predictably, however, the honeymooners do not see eye to eye on such 

matters. "No girl," David says (1.1.19), claiming that he does not, in fact, 



"mind" if they have "gone to the devil," even as his gender-specific use of 

the word "girl" contradicts or denies Catherine's androgynous redefinition of 

herself. In a related way, by employing the word "girl," 

"David"-turned-"Dave" indirectly refutes his diminutive stature. Indeed, 

David's subsequent sexual advances connote an all-embracing masculinity: with 

his "arms" "tight around [Catherine's] breasts," he "open[s] and closets] his 

fingers," feeling "the hard erect freshness" of her nipples (1.1.19). The 

Bluebeardlike oppressiveness of that "tight," squeezing grip physically 

imprisons Catherine, the would-be changer, within certain ideological 

definitions of "woman" as passive love-object. To borrow the language of 

feminist theory, Catherine ensures, "by an interplay of reflections," David's 

own "self-sufficiency as a subject"; the woman serves "as a mediator" in the 

man's "specular relationship with himself" (Felman 148). More importantly, 

perhaps, Catherine's objections suggest Hemingway's theoretical awareness: 

"Don't call me girl," she tells David, and admonishes him to "leave" her 

breasts. "They're just my dowry," Catherine explains, explicitly derogating 

her breasts as negotiable signs in a male-centred sexual economy. "They'll be 

there," Catherine assures David. "Feel my cheeks," she urges, redirecting 

David's attention toward her sideburns (1.1.20). "Oh it feels so wonderful 

and good and clean and new. Please love me David the way I am," Catherine 

says. "Please understand and love me" (1.1.20). Catherine,' in other words, 

seems to be telling David that her androgynous self is "the way" she really 

is. The obvious sincerity of Catherine's plea reaffirms her significance as a 

female character who is determined to pursue a complex form of self-discovery. 

In her attempt to guide the lovemaking, the newly sculptured Catherine 

asks David to remember a "sculpture in the Rodin Museum" (1.1.20). Shortly 



<\5 

thereafter (1.1.22), a deletion in the manuscript reveals that Catherine is 

referring to Rodin's "The Metamorphoses of Ovid" (Appendix, Figure 3), a work 

whose central theme is change. Accordingly, Rodin's "Metamorphoses" becomes 

an important signpost in Eden, functioning as a tangible image of Catherine's 

aspirations. For Catherine, at least, Rodin figures as an informed artist, 

someone capable of expressing her subversive desire for wholeness. In a 

related way, Catherine seems to believe that Rodin possesses the sort of 

androgynous understanding that she is hoping to cultivate in David. As Mark 

Spilka explains, the "Metamorphoses" embodies an "edenic invitation to 

forbidden mysteries and disturbing sexual ambiguities" (286-287). In turn, 

the sculpture promises the sort of psycho-spiritual renewal Catherine seeks. 

Yet the "disturbing" ambiguities Spilka mentions simultaneously convey the 

"dangerous" aspect of Catherine's androgynous undertaking, a danger that 

Catherine attempts to downplay. Indeed, some of Rodin's related compositions, 

particularly those grouped together under the heading "Femmes Damnees" or 

"Damned Women, are clearly pessimistic (Appendix, Figure 3). Thus, whereas 

Catherine jokes about going "to the devil," Rodin, in a more serious mood, 

would eventually situate the "Metamorphoses" in the upper-regions of his 

master work, "The Gates of Hell," a kind of nightmare in stone. Rilke 

captures the consequent enigma of the "Metamorphoses" in his appraisal of 

Rodin's "The Eternal Idol" (Appendix, Figure 5), another couple study: "There 

is something of the atmosphere of a Purgatorio in this work," Rilke writes. 

"A heaven is at hand but is not yet attained; a hell is near [and] is not yet 

forgotten" (qtd. by Sutton 82). 

Because Catherine's androgynous sexual experimentation in some way 

imitates Rodin's "The Metamorphoses of Ovid," the sculpture itself warrants 

careful attention. Instead of depicting a specific incident in Ovid's 
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mythological book of changes, Rodin freely renders a woodland, Ovid-like 

scene, involving strange, half-human forms: a bestial, satyr-like man kneels 

over a recumbent, nymph-like woman, cradling her in his arms; the supine 

female lies crosswise upon the male's lap, with her buttocks resting upon the 

platform of his thighs. The androgynous complexity of the piece depends 

largely on a single, striking detail. For an unnaturally muscular breast, a 

mysterious combination of masculine hardness and feminine softness, is plainly 

visible upon the man's chest. The woman, on the other hand, is overwhelmingly 

"feminine," in the conventional sense of the word. Her exposed abdomen 

conveys a softness and vulnerability, and she has crossed her arms over her 

face, as if fearing the satyr's approach. Nevertheless, the scene retains an 

almost inexpressible tenderness. For the monstrous sartyr might also be 

viewed as a nurturing figure. He is, after all, apparently undergoing a kind 

of feminizing "change." In this respect, his breast-endowed torso may afford 

shelter from past wrongs. Similarly, while the sartyr presses his fearsome, 

heavily boned face against the nymph's right temple, the gesture might be more 

sympathetic than aggressive. 

Catherine uses Rodin freely, much as Rodin uses Ovid freely, and does not 

intend to recreate allegorically the circumstances of "The Metamorphoses." 

"Now try and be good and not think and only feel," she says, mentally 

preparing David for changes that exceed the socially established boundaries of 

convention. "Don't think," she urges. "Don't think at all" (1.1.20). In 

describing David's compliance, the narrator echoes Catherine's injunction, 

insinuating that David is only half-heartedly involved: "He lay back," we are 

told, "and did not think at all" (1.1.20). "Are you changing like in the 

sculpture?" Catherine asks, a question that seems to imply, at this point, at 

least, some definable equivalence between artifact and action. Indeed, 



Catherine seems to be asking David, the Bluebeardesque writer, to experience 

the feminization of Rodin's satyr. Viewed in this way, Catherine's request 

fits her larger scheme of intentions, which involve an androgynous remaking or 

reforming of David and his art. David, however, proves uncooperative. "Will 

you try [to change]?" Catherine asks. "No," David replies. Thus, the writer 

enacts a kind of passive resistance, and refuses to participate in Catherine's 

imaginings. 

Catherine, however, proceeds. A circumspect omniscient narrator 

describes what happens next: David, we are told, "lay there and he felt 

something and then her hand holding him and searching and he helped with his 

hands and then lay back in the dark and did not think at all and only felt the 

weight and the strangeness . . . " (1.1.20). Despite the deliberate ambiguity 

of Hemingway's syntax, it is fairly obvious that Catherine uses "her hand" to 

sodomize David. On a symbolic level, the action feminizes him, reinforcing the 

sort of male androgyny that Rodin's satyr seems to represent. "Now you can't 

tell who is who can you?" Catherine asks, implying- that David is both the man 

and the woman in this strange tryst. Yet it is not clear, at this point, 

whether Catherine herself is feminine, masculine, or both; she, too, seems to 

have undergone some sort of change, but perhaps her invasive finger simply 

points toward a reversal of the old male-female binaries. From this 

perspective, Catherine now objectifies David the way he has previously 

objectified her. The scene is problematical in other ways, too. For anal 

eroticism, a taboo in the heterosexual hegemonies of the West, often functions 

as a trope for debasement in European and American literature (Henderson 5), 

and Hemingway clearly exploits this Eurocentric application later on in the 

manuscript, where the "Arab boy" anal sex that occurs between David and Marita 

is implicitly "rough" (3.45.2) or "dirty like pornography" (3.45.22). The 
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strong current of authorial irony running throughout the novel might also 

provide good reason to be sceptical of Catherine's experiment: perhaps 

Catherine's tonsorial clippings and the attendant lovemaking simply reinscribe 

the narcissism of David's literary clippings. Alternatively, given the almost 

exclusive emphasis, thus far, upon -what David is or is not feeling, feminist 

critics, in particular, might be inclined to regard Catherine as a mere 

characterological instrument in a male-authored homosexual fantasy. In a 

similar fashion, I, too, as a male critic, might be accused of "distorting" 

the text in order to live out some unrealized fantasy of my own. 

As the scene continues, the lovemaking becomes even more problematical. 

"Now will you please be that way now?" Catherine asks. "Will you? Will you? 

Will you please?" she begs (1.1.21; emphasis added). Catherine's latest 

request registers a subtle change in the sexual dynamic: she now wants David 

to experience an exclusively feminine identification, to change completely, 

and be like the nymph in the statue: "Will you change and be my girl and let 

me take you?" she implores (1.1.21). Then, as if to complete the gender turn 

around, Catherine imagines David as herself, while she becomes "Peter": 

"You are changeing [sic]," she said. "Oh you are. You are. Yes 

you are and you're my girl Catherine." 

"You're Catherine." 

"No. I'm Peter. You're my wonderful Catherine. You're my 

beautiful lovely Catherine. You were so good to change. Oh thank 

you Catherine so much. Please know and understand. I'm going to make 

love to you forever." (1.1.21) 

The subjective emphasis in the scene now shifts to Catherine, who realizes 

what might be regarded as a kind of ultimate narcissistic dream. For 

Catherine, at the most obvious level, succeeds in making love to herself. 



Accordingly most Eden critics have focused on the censurable overtones of the 

event, dismissing Catherine's role swapping as an example of her growing 

pathology. 

Nevertheless, I would maintain that Hemingway's design remains more 

affirmative than the critical consensus allows, that Catherine's 

taboo-breaking is qualitatively different from Marita's. Indeed, Hemingway, 

to my mind, plays the anal-sex taboo both ways, depending on the characters 

involved. For Catherine's fantasy of making love to herself is in some sense 

a perfect expression of the androgynous capacities at issue throughout the 

manuscript. Paradoxically, that is, Catherine's self-love is 

self-transcending, permitting her to know the "Other" in herself. Nor is 

Catherine's lovemaking entirely wasted upon David, who also gains some 

undefined androgynous knowledge: "He knew now," the omniscient narrator tells 

us, "and it was like the statue. The one there are no photographs of and of 

which no reproductions are sold" (1.1.21). At the most obvious level, the 

restricted content of Catherine's source material reinforces the flaunting of 

social taboos, but the ban on reproduction also differentiates Catherine's 

"art" from David's, which spawns innumerable copies, photographs, and 

comments. Indeed, I would suggest that Catherine's clippings do, in fact, 

take her beyond the publicity, hype, and egotism of David's clippings, toward 

a genuinely ecstatic, untranslatable state of mystical insight. In a related 

way, the unquestionable sincerity of Catherine's puzzling and often desperate 

lovemaking evinces a reverence, an emotional honesty, that is lacking in 

Marita's follow-up performances. 

Yet if Catherine's actions are to be convincingly idealized, one must 

still attempt to account, in some way, for what she actually does: if 

Catherine wants to "change" things for the better, why must she do it in this 
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way? A potential answer to this question lies in David's attitude toward 

money, which, in turn, is intricately bound to his sense of masculinity. 

Earlier on, for example, I demonstrated how David's calculation of expected 

book profits become the measure of his strangely pinched selfhood. We also 

know that David feels emasculated by the "two big" checks Catherine receives 

from the (male)man. Nor does the connection between money, manliness, and 

emasculation appear only in the Grau-du-Roi section of the manuscript. When 

in Spain, for example, David discusses money with Andrew Murray. "You have 

money," Andy tells David. "Use it intelligently" (3.11.2). "The money is 

hers," David replies. "It's not all that simple" (3.11.2). "Who complicates 

it?" Andy asks. "Don't try to tell me she does. She may complicate plenty of • 

things for you but she won't complicate money" (3.11.2). David, however, 

cannot get past his self-imposed (i.e., irrational) money worries, and 

continues to feel uncomfortable about "the figures in his bank balances" well 

into the La Napoule section of the manuscript. It is ironically appropriate, 

therefore, that when Catherine eventually burns David's African stories she 

offers to pay him twice their estimated value. For although David is 

disgusted by the offer, it precisely reflects his well-established pattern of 

monetary concerns. And that pattern of concern, according to Freud, has an 

"anal constitution" (548): "we have accustomed ourselves," Freud writes, "to 

trace back interest in money, in so far as it is of a libidinal and not a 

rational character, to excremental pleasure . . . " (549). I will have more to 

say about David's specifically scatological satisfactions in Chapter Seven, 

and merely wish to point out here that David's unspecified hang-ups might 

entail an intended anal subtext. It follows that Catherine's desire to free 

David up by inserting a finger into his anus may carry a certain poetic 

justice. 
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Let me elaborate. By prodding David as she does, Catherine perhaps 

focuses on a physical zone that correlates with David's emotional problems. 

Indeed, moving beyond the rather obvious unity of anality and money, one might 

regard David's underside as the debased "seat" of his personality. For the 

dark hole that Catherine enters might represent a kind of bio-psychic dungeon, 

connoting the violence, hostility, and egotism that Catherine elsewhere 

associates with Bluebeard's closet. In this sense, Catherine's transgressive 

crossing of a forbidden bodily threshhold might legitimately take on a 

redemptive significance: the shocking invasion becomes a necessary act of 

exposure. Viewed in such a way, Catherine's actions might also be related to 

the cleansing enema that Catherine Barkley gives Frederick Henry, just before 

his "leg operation" in A Farewell to Arms. But whereas Catherine Barkley is a 

passive nurse, who later promises to do whatever Frederick wants, Catherine 

Bourne is a more assertive caretaker, a woman determined to claim a new 

identity for both herself and her husband. 

If we become prepared to grant the possiblity of a deliberately engrained 

idealism in the lovemaking scene, Catherine's use of the word "Peter" raises 

some interesting questions. "Have you always been Peter?" David later asks. 

"No," Catherine replies. "I just made it up tonight" (1.1.22). Catherine's 

response is a pun, involving her phallic role in the lovemaking and the 

related act of making "it up." But there is probably more to the name than 

this. Indeed, given Hemingway's frequent use of biblical names, and of the 

New Testament in general, Peter of the Synoptic Gospels warrants at least some 

consideration as Catherine's spontaneously adopted alter-ego. The biblical 

Peter, at any rate, generates a number of intriguing intertextual parallels. 

For, as previously noted, Catherine's surprises and changes take place 

immediately after David catches his "big fish," and Peter the apostle receives 
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Christ's calling at the Sea of Galilee, a transformative incident also 

associated with a marvelous and uncontainable catch of fish (Luke 5:1-10). 

Peter, moreover, goes on to become "a fisher of men," and the same might be 

said of Catherine, whose sexual experiments surpass David's piscatorial 

skills. Elsewhere in the gospels, of course, it is Peter who recognizes 

Christ-the-divine, gaining the keys to the kingdom of heaven and "the power to 

bind and to loose" (Matthew 16: 13-14). And while Peter remains both 

impetuous and fallible, he maintains a preferred position and is the first 

apostle to see the resurrected Christ. 

Thus far, only Arnold Weinstein has appreciated the potential complexity 

of Catherine's undertaking. "Hemingway," this critic writes, 

seems to have discovered that lovemaking is the ideal cubist arena, 

the place where bodies and names metamorphose, offer recombinant 

possibilities only hinted at in the earlier texts. The bedroom is 

the new atelier for the artist, and this is because sexual desire 

is now seen to be the great dismantling,. demiurgic force, equipped 

with a creative and associative-dissociative power akin to nuclear 

fission. 

The woman's bid for power is spectacularly multileveled: she 

takes the lead, she initiates the male, she inaugurates the 

morphological play and role swapping; finally, she boasts an 

endless potency (could David do as much?) and makes us see that 

her form of erotic activity makes of intercourse a kind of 

pleasure that could go on forever. (197) 

Weinstein*s analysis reinforces the extent to which Catherine's lovemaking 

figures as an affirmative, healing gesture. Indeed, Weinstein implicitly 

reminds us that Hemingway himself is writing "differently," in Catherine's 
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sense of the term (1.1.10), so as to deconstruct and falsify the rigid 

binaries of a mere David-like writer. 

Accordingly, as Catherine's lovemaking continues under the light of the 

moon (1.1.21), David's solar "clarity" gives way to a lunar diffusion. "You 

look so lovely in this light," Catherine tells her husband, allusively hinting 

at the possibility of a "Transfiguration." "[l]t works," she declares, 

affirming "the dark magic" of the change. "I didn't know if it would happen. 

But it did" (1.1.22). And later still, as the moon rises, the intensity of 

the changes builds. "Now it's really the way T thought it," Catherine says. 

"Now we have done it. Now we really have it" (1.1.23). Predictably, however, 

the psychological toll of such experimentation is extreme: following a pattern 

common in mystical experience, Catherine undergoes much shaking and crying 

before succumbing to exhaustion and sleep. "More than sex, more even than the 

body is being altered here," Weinstein explains. "These are forbidden 

rituals" that transport the honeymooners far beyond the post-war Riviera 

(198). In turn, Catherine becomes a teacher, leading David toward new 

ontological and artistic possibilities. 

David, however, remains a half-hearted participant in the nocturnal 

revolution. The protagonist develops an addictive dependency on the bottle of 

wine at his bedside, a fact that raises further questions about the meaning of 

his self-professed drinking "rules." Indeed, this particular bottle of wine, 

which David uses to alleviate the stress of Catherine's experiments, seems to 

embody his craving for masculine workmanship. In a related way, the bottle 

itself becomes a finely focused metaphor for David's besieged insularity: 

"Maybe you ought to drink out of it first now," he tells his wife (1.1.21). 

Catherine takes the comment as a "nice joke," but David has clearly lost 
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whatever sense of humour he may have once had. "[l]nside himself," the,male 

protagonist says a private good-bye to his bed partner: 

the young man put his arms around the girl and held her very tight 

to him and felt her lovely breasts against his chest and kissed her 

on her dear mouth. He held her close and hard and inside himself he 

said goodbye and then goodbye and goodbye . . . his heart said good

bye Catherine good-bye my lovely girl good-bye and good-luck and 

good-bye. (1.1.22-23) 

Once again, we might read "with" David and "against" him. If we choose to 

regard David's seemingly lyrical "good-bye" as a legitimate expression of 

grief, he comes off sounding like a loving husband who is saddened at the 

prospect of his wife's supposed madness. Yet David's long "good-bye" might 

also be regarded as somewhat abrupt. In this respect, it is interesting to 

note how "the young man" again imprisons "the girl" in his physical grip, but 

even more possessively than before: this time, he holds her "very tight" 

(emphasis added). Moreover, the lyricism of David's language almost certainly 

reveals a rather sentimental, overdetermined itemization of female body parts: 

David feels Catherine's "lovely breasts" and kisses her on her "dear mouth" 

(emphasis added). 

The next day, at the cafe, immediately after Catherine associates David 

with Bluebeard, she introduces "an idea" that further undermines her husband's 

egocentric desire for power and control. As always, the bill of fare sets the 

emotional tone. "What is there that's real?" Catherine asks, desiring a drink 

that is neither false nor imitative nor compensatory. Catherine's search for 

a "real" spirit provides a clue to the larger issues in the manuscript, 

reinscribing her metaphysical quest at the level of concrete detail. 
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Interestingly, David recommends Armagnac brandy and Perrier water—a 

singularly stimulating highball whose golden hue and potent force evokes the 

transformative mysteries of alchemy. This beverage, David declares with a 

discernible note of reluctance, is "real enough." Tn fact, the writer, now a 

practitioner of chemical arts, portrays the Armagnac as a medicinal tonic that 

will "fix" their troubles (1.3.1). Catherine approves, entertaining an 

unspoken implication that the "fresh clean healthy ugly taste" of the brandy 

will clean out their diseased insides. "For heroes," David says, wryly 

toasting (or roasting) Catherine's quest for spiritual transcendence (l.^.?; 

1.3.1). "I don't mind being a hero," Catherine insists, inspired by her 

"idea," and by "the heavy brandy," which, as the narrator pointedly observes, 

has come "alive" with "the cold Perrier" (1.3.2). 

After a few more "long sips" of what David bemusedly calls "the hero 

medicine" (1.3.5), Catherine is ready to "speak out": "All right Davie," she 

says. 

"Who? Crockett I suppose. I thought why do we have to wait. Why 

do we have to be stuffy*7 Why don't we do it now When it can never 

be more fun? You'd naturally have a time now after you've finished 

a book when you wouldn't work and maybe it would be terribly hard 

to get started and maybe it wouldn't be good if you tried too soon. 

I know this because you told me. Didn't you? T remember. 

So now we can do whatever we want let's do it now and you can write 

afterwards and probably better than if you just tried now 

and worried". (1.3.5) 

Put simply, Catherine proposes that she and David should use her "spendable" 

trust benefits to prolong their honeymoon. But her "project," which she 

describes as "terribly constructive and even sound" (1.3.?; 1.3.3-4), involves 
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more than moneyed leisure. For Catherine's seemingly banal conception of 

"fun" (read fulfillment) raises the disconcerting prospect of total freedom. 

Indeed, doing "it" (fully living), in Catherine's mind, necessitates a brave 

departure from all "stuffy" social conventions; in her quest for direct and 

immediate experience, for something that is "real," she is prepared to abandon 

propriety. Her plan—which stresses the primacy of inner motivation over 

external behavior—notably lacks a definite outline, and does not entail any 

specific course of action (1.3.5). There is, in fact, a spontaneous, orgasmic 

urgency about Catherine's idea, a sense of liberation that follows from the 

intense sexual energy of the previous evening: "now we can do whatever we want 

let's do it now," she says (emphasis added). The plan, therefore, entails a 

deep regard for seemingly deviant behaviour. In dubbing her husband "Davie 

Crockett," Catherine invites him to explore the moral wilderness of their own 

psyches, to accept the polymorphous play of desire. 

The sheer openness of such a proposal ironically undermines David's male 

scripts. For the name "Crockett," a homonymic pun on "cock it," is about as 

male as it gets, amounting to a parody of heroic norms. In a related way, 

Catherine's programme displaces the kind of male violence she alludes to in 

her reference to Bluebeard. For while Bluebeard pretends to grant his wife 

freedom, telling her that she may "open everything [and] go anywhere," he 

mitigates his generosity with a severe restriction, barring her from a certain 

room in his mansion. The conflictual premise of permission and prohibition, a 

restatement of Jehovah's divine injunction in the garden, engenders the crisis 

of transgression around which Perrault's tale revolves. Catherine, on the 

other hand, does not await the measured favors of a law-giving husband, nor 

does she complicate her precept with limitations. Her distinctly revisionary 

pronouncement, which calls for spontaneity rather than obedience, applies both 
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unconditionally and equally, opening all doors. TTie house cleaning Catherine 

has in mind, her call for an all-embracing unity, ultimately challenges the 

subject-object dualism upon which David's male superiority is based. Fission, 

in this scheme, functions as the prelude to fusion, engendering a "both-and" 

rather than an "either-or" world. "We'll do everything you want" she 

reassures her husband (1.3.5), trading authority for reciprocity. 

Dazed by the onset of female initiatives, David offers a kind of 

misinformed resistance. Unable to grasp Catherine's mental shift, he remains 

mired in oppositional terms. For David immediately assumes that if they are 

going to do everything he wants, they will not be able to do anything she 

wants: "What about us doing something that you want to do?" he asks (1.3.5). 

Catherine hardens at precisely this moment, making it very clear that she 

vehemently rejects traditional patterns of female subjugation. "Darling," she 

replies, bristling, "don't don't don't ever worry about me not doing what T 

want to do" (1.3.5). At face value, the declaration might cast Catherine in 

the role of man-destroying shrew, a reading that certainly fits the 

conventional wisdom about Hemingway's portrayals of assertive women. On 

another level, however, Catherine's animus is a valid response to oppressive, 

patriarchal forces that would deny her individuality. In this sense, perhaps, 

Catherine's anger affirmatively reveals a bedrock of determination beneath her 

overt jouissance, suggesting that she is playing for keeps. It follows that 

the "rough" assertion imparts an especially sharp sting to David's besieged 

ego, since Catherine, given her.financial independence, can, in fact, do what 

she wants to do, with or without her husband's permission. "T see," says 

David, who, standing at a hostile distance, cannot really see at all. 

David's lingering ambivalence is signalled by the fact that "the [large] 

hero drink" does not, now, "taste so good" to him. Accordingly, he orders "a 
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fresh bottle of Perrier" and makes a "short" Armagnac, without ice (1.3.6). 

The modified highball, less imposing than before, connotes David's own sense 

of emasculation: unable to meet Catherine's tall order, the shrunken hero 

absent-mindedly savours a shorter, cubeless drink. Inevitably, David's 

thoughts turn to his own brand of "deadly" clear writing, the last reserve of 

male dominance. "[But] what if T want to write?" he asks, erroneously 

implying that Catherine has forbidden him to do so. "The minute you're not 

going to do something it will make you want to do it," he says (1.3.6). 

David's truism ironically reinscribes the prohibition-transgression paradigm 

that underlies the patriarchal worlds of Jehovah and Bluebeard. David, in 

other words, with some justification, perhaps, now imagines himself as a 

victim of tyrannical oppression. 

Catherine, however, immediately points out David's misreading of her 

verbal text: "If you feel like writing write," she says. "All we said was 

that we'd do what we wanted and go where we wanted and not worry about money 

or not writing. Nobody said anything about worrying if you wrote. Did they?" 

Catherine demands. "No," David concedes, without feeling any better. A 

narratorial aside confirms the protagonist's uneasiness: "[Sjomewhere," we are 

told, "something had been said and now he could not remember it because he had 

been thinking ahead" (1.3.7). I would suggest that the "something" Catherine 

has said involves a consensual way of being, and that David has "been thinking 

ahead" to the loss of an individualistic career, destiny, and selfhood. "If 

you want to write and you feel like writing you go ahead and write and I'll 

amuse myself," Catherine maintains. "I don't have to leave you when you write 

do I?" she asks. Significantly, though, David does not answer. For 

Hemingway's Bluebeardesque artist must, indeed, "leave" the feminine behind, 

trading androgynous togetherness for masculine isolation. 
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"Should we have lunch?" David asks, changing the subject. "I know, I'm 

stupid," he says. "I'm stupid too," Catherine replies, "and I said it 

stupidly. But it isn't a stupid thing." David agrees: "It's a very trusting 

thing," he says. "If we don't have trust what have we7" Catherine asks, 

obliquely raising the possibility that the Bournes may, in fact, have nothing. 

"Is [the Armagnac] better with the cold Perrier and without the ice'7" 

Catherine inquires, demonstrating a curiosity about David's suggestively 

shortened condition. "I think so," he says, uncertainly. "Make me one then 

please," Catherine responds. "Short like yours. And then let's let it start 

. . ." (1.3.7). On this sexually inflected note, Hemingway sends the 

honeymooners on their way, into a long, hot summer. 

Notes 

The special value that Catherine attaches to Tavel might reflect the 

distinguished history of the wine. Larousse Gastronomique notes that the wine 

was a favorite among Catholic priests in the region of Avignon. The spirited 

Rose, according to The Encyclopedia of Food and Wine, was also shipped to the 

Vatican. However, such circumstances might also fuel Hemingway's habitual 

irony. The possibility of an ironic inversion becomes likely, I think, after 

Catherine's night "change," when David (the writer-priest) compulsively quaffs 

the Tavel straight from the bottle. 

9 

Robert Gadjusek and Robert Fleming have already pointed out that 

Hemingway's thematic treatment of artistic inhumanity is closely related to 

similar elements in the work of Poe and Hawthorne. Gadjusek's study of "An 

Alpine Idyll," referred to elsewhere in this chapter, is especially 

instructive. "The artist's godlike creative function," Gadjusek writes, 
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makes him or her precisely the one to sacrifice nature to 

personal ends: the greater such idealism and the more rarefied 

such vision, the more fantasy and imagination play fast and loose 

with nature and the greater the de-formations nature suffers. The 

artist is ever the one who, often in serene detachment and 

necessary transcendence of materials can, like Whistler, paint a 

picture of his mother as merely "An Arrangement in Grey and Black," 

and can, like Hawthorne's and Poe's artists and scientists and 

imaginative adventurers, translate living flesh to a tone, a 

pigment, an area of color, a balance on a canvas, or a formal 

compositional problem. Hawthorne's Aylmer of "The Birthmark" and 

his Ethan Brand, and Poe's narrator of "Ligeia" and his artist of 

"The Oval Portrait," all sacrifice their women, however loved, to 

their absolutist fantasies of art or high, cold abstract perfection. 

In the work of Edgar Allan Poe a host of Ligeias and women on rue 

Morgues are the cost of their or their narrator's broken ties with 

the real world and their unworldly desire to transcend the cycles of 

the earthly process. Master of horror, Poe is also the writer who 

most fully explores the murderous cost of the imaginative creator's 

inhuman, creative vanity. Nathaniel Hawthorne's "Man in the 

Steeple" well knew-that although he could gain a betterf and more 

accurate detached view of the world from his height, he had to 

descend finally and rejoin mankind in the below. Hemingway, who 

studied the problem, never doubted that the descent to the valley 

was the necessary balance for the mountain journey. (I"7?) 

Robert Fleming, in "Perversion and the Writer in 'The Sea Change,'" 

explicitly links Hemingway's conception of writerly "perversion" to 

Hawthorne's "Unpardonable Sin," a connection argued for above. 
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3 Susan Beegel cites the passage from an unpublished letter in "Ernest 

Hemingway's 'A Lack of Passion"* (65). 

David's perception of Catherine's desire to find "something" that 

"nothing could break" recalls several passages in A Farewell to Arms. 

Thinking of Catherine Barkley, Frederic Henry ponders a well-known Hemingway 

proverb: 

If people bring so much courage to this world the world has to kill 

them to break them, so o^ course it kills them. The world breaks 

everyone and afterward many are strong at the broken places. But 

those that will not break it kills. It kills the very good and the 

very gentle and the very brave impartially. (?49) 

Later in the novel, on the operating table, Catherine confirms the point: 

"I'm not brave anymore, darling. I'm all broken. They've broken 

me. I know it now." C*?3) 

Rodin named the "Damned Women" series after a particular poem in 

Baudelaire's Les Fleurs du Mai (1857). As free embellishments of the poem 

upon which they are based, Rodin's "Damned Women" sculptures depict two 

lesbian lovers in the throes of a voracious, seemingly insatiable passion. A 

portion of the relatively languid poetic script reads as follows: 

In the pale clearness of the dull lamps, 

On the deep cushions all steeped in perfume, 

Hippolyte dreamed of powerful caresses 

Which would part the curtain of her youthful naivete. 

She watched the distant sky with a troubled eye, 

Through the storm of her innocence, 

Like a voyager who returns in memory 

To the blue horizons he passed in the morning. 
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Sluggish tears fell from her eyes as she reclined 

With a deadened look, stuporous, enjoying dismal pleasure. 

Her arms were limp, tossed aside like useless weapons. 

Wholly passive, she flaunted all her fragile beauty. 

Completely confident, calm and full of joy, 

Delphine covets her with ardent eyes, 

Like a strong animal who surveys his prey 

After having caught it with gnashing teeth. 

Strong beauty kneels before frail beauty. 

Magnificent, [Delphine] pleasurably tastes 

the wine of her triumph, stretching toward [Hippolyte] 

As if to receive a sweet thank you. (my translation) 

Although Baudelaire's "Femmes Damnees" seems fairly mild by today's standards, 

it was one of the poems censored out of the original volume. 



113 

CHAPTER THREE: 

THE PROJECT 

Tamed, madness preserves all the appearances of its reign. 

It now takes part in the measures of reason and in the labor of 

truth. It plays on the surface of things and in the glitter of 

daylight, over all the workings of appearances, over the ambiguity 

of reality and illusion, over all that indeterminate web, ever 

rewoven and broken, which both unites and separates truth and 

appearance. It hides and manifests, it utters truth and falsehood, 

it is light and shadow. It shimmers, a central and indulgent 

figure, already precarious in this baroque age. 

Michel Foucault, Madness and Civilization (36). 

After leaving Grau-du-Roi, the honeymooning Bournes drive across to 

Hendaye, on the South Eastern coast of France, then move down to Madrid. 

Hemingway's brief accounts of these two places are fully realized, and provide 

interesting reading. I will deal with the Spanish locale, in particular, 

later on. For now, however, I would like to begin discussing the important 

dramatic developments that occur in the lengthy La Napoule section of the 

manuscript. Upon returning to the French Mediterranean, David and Catherine 

take up residence in a remote and uninhabited hotel situated atop a 

pine-covered hill along the Esterel coastline (3.16.1), "four kilometers" 

outside of La Napoule (3.43.10). Here, Catherine intends to be "sensible" 

about her quest for selfhood (3.1.5.17). "How would it be," she asks David, 
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"if I just let things go along and let them happen and we see how they turn 

out?" (3.15.17). Catherine's "wait-and-see" attitude imbues her 

self-described "project" of spiritual transcendence with an improvisational 

freedom. "Let's love each other and do what we can for each other," she 

declares (3.15.13-14). In turn, David reluctantly begins to write about the 

androgynous honeymoon, as if to appease Catherine's wish that he might learn 

to "write differently." Yet David's heart is not in the work he does for 

Catherine. Indeed, the protagonist's honeymoon story, briefly excerpted 

within Hemingway's own, ultimately figures as a failed, inner version of the 

outer work that both envelops and transcends it. Glancing ahead, I would 

suggest that David's honeymoon narrative also provides a less explicitly set 

off but still identifiable parallel artifact to his forthcoming African 

stories, which are much more to his liking (see Appendix, Figure 6, for a 

diagram of the mise-en-abyme pattern). 

David's latent animosity is suggested by Hemingway's intensified use of 

the Bluebeard motif as an artist parable. Indeed, the "long low rose colored 

Provencal house [sic]" (3.16.1), where the newlyweds stay, functions as a 

carefully blueprinted stage, permitting Hemingway to re-enact, modify, and 

otherwise embellish the events that occur in Bluebeard's mansion, another 

many-chambered country dwelling. On the whole, the Bluebeard parallel remains 

more suggestive than exact, but provides an increasingly irresistible "angle" 

upon David's writerly ways. For it is at this point in the narrative that 

David emerges as the guardian of his private work room. Given Catherine's 

overt reference to Bluebeard, Hemingway is surely aware of the fairy tale 

precedent for such behaviour, and even goes so far as to discuss the "key 

ring" David uses to lock his forbidden chamber (3.17.3; etc.). It is also 

worth noting that just as Perrault situates Bluebeard's secret room at "the 
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further end of the long gallery on the ground floor" (Carter 43), Hemingway 

places David's work room "at the further end" of the "long low hotel" 

(3.16.1-2). And later on, of course, as the plot thickens, Catherine breaks 

into the forbidden place, arousing David's anger. In effect, then, 

David-as-Bluebeard upholds the remnants of an older, patriarchal order amid 

Catherine's androgynous schemes. It follows that the Bournes' circular return 

to the Riviera signifies their failure to achieve any real progress. Mere 

tourists in "the dead summer season" (3.1.6.3), David and Catherine are all but 

dead themselves. 

The underlying dysphoria of La Napoule becomes apparent as the omniscient 

narrator's introductory survey of the setting moves into David's 

consciousness. From the terrace of the hotel, David sees Catherine's "dark 

blue" Bugatti "coming along the road that border[s] the sea" (3.16.4). 

Catherine's new vehicle—a legendary, custom-made race car—functions as a 

superb emblem of her metaphysical aspirations (Appendix, Figure 7). indeed, 

Ettiore Bugatti, the designer of Catherine's car, was himself an artist. Ken 

Purdy describes this automobile pioneer as "one of a kind, greatly gifted, 

independent, impractical" (130). And C. F. Caunter writes that Bugattis "were 

notable for their progressive and original technical characteristics blended 

with an individual artistry of design" (56). According to Caunter, moreover, 

the excellence of the Bugatti cars was "typified by the combined grace and 

effectiveness of [their trademark] heart-shaped radiator" (56). The 

metaphorical suggestiveness of Catherine's new car might even remind us of the 

"driving" bass, back at Le Grau-du-Roi, which, in its "tragic violence," kept 

straining toward "the open sea." Indeed, David reinforces Catherine's 

identity as a "wild animal" (1.1.24) by noting the "snarl" of Bugatti. As in 
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the earlier fishing scene, however, David resists such border-crossing energy. 

For David's elevated stance upon "the terrace" is roughly equivalent to his 

position on "the jetty," re-establishing a hierarchical and self-protective 

relationship between a male subject and a mysterious "Other." 

As the scene progresses, the protagonist intensifies his watchfulness, 

presumably exerting the "deadly clarity" of his writerly vision. David's 

close attention leads to an imaginative reconfiguration: "It [the Bugatti] 

does look like a bug," he tells himself. Thus, from his hilltop perspective, 

David effects a "change" of his own, turning Catherine into a mere insect. The 

derogatory subtext of David's comment becomes very clear toward the end of the 

manuscript, when he privately tells Marita that "[t]he Bug is comic really" 

(3.45.21). "It's treason to say so," David says, "but it is" (3.45.21). 

Under the belittling eye of the artist, then, Catherine becomes the proverbial 

fly on the fresco, prowling over an artistic realm she can neither know nor 

appreciate. "That's the only place she can open it up," David thinks, as he 

watches the Bugatti race along a "flat" straight. "She might as well," he 

tells himself. In keeping with David's geographical and emotional distance, 

there is a faint trace of laconic condescension in this mental shrug, a 

submerged implication that Catherine "might as well" make the most of her car, 

since she has so little else. "She's driving sound and solid now," David 

tells himself (3.16.4), silently complimenting Catherine on her ability to 

handle the car, but that word "now" also implies that, in David's mind, 

Catherine might "crack-up" at any time. 

The tension of the scene mounts as Catherine approaches. Hemingway's 

omniscient commentary continues to be structured by character perception as we 

are told that "[t]he car was quieted as she came up the road to the back of 

the house. Then it was silent . . . " (3.16.5). A moment later, Catherine 
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appears: "she came walking down the gravelled path, bare headed, dark faced, 

incredibly dark-skinned, wearing a striped shirt, a skirt and espadrilles and 

carrying a bulky straw marketing sack [sic]" (3.16.5). This exhaustive 

account of Catherine's appearance suggests that Hemingway is again using 

detail both literally and metaphorically. On what might be considered an 

"objective" level, the description seems to imply that Catherine has "gone 

native," as it were. Her attire, or lack thereof, is very different from the 

long-sleeved cashmere sweater, scarf, and skirt that she wears at Sunday mass 

in Le Grau-du-Roi. "Dark faced" and "incredibly dark-skinned," the 

sandal-clad Catherine is, indeed, becoming "a negro" (1.3.3), moving toward a 

kind of polymorphous, African primitivism. But the image we are given of 

Catherine also tells us something about David's subjective response to her. 

It is interesting, for example, that David surveys Catherine from top to 

bottom, with his habitual "clarity." The male gaze, in this respect, seems to 

exert a rather critical, if not leveling force. Indeed, the reference to 

Catherine's bare head precisely echoes Jake Barnes'.first-person view of the 

bare-headed (and short-haired) Brett, when she enters the "bal musette," 

accompanied by a gaggle of homosexual men. In the earlier novel, as in this 

later novel, the woman's bare-headedness is both alluring and threatening, a 

sign of sexual freedom. Under the circumstances, then, Jake and David are two 

of a kind, hostile men frustrated by a sense of their own emasculation. In a 

related way, Catherine's "bulky straw marketing sack" is both womblike and 

testicular, ironically reinforcing her androgynous propensities. Even more 

ironically, however, that "marketing sack" also reflects back upon David's 

writerly "bag," suggesting his dubious commercialism. For David, Hemingway 

tells us, takes the bag from Catherine (3.16.5). 
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We now find out that Catherine is bored and depressed by the ongoing 

pettiness of the marriage: "I don't know whether I'm a good wife or a pack 

rat," she says, wryly associating her shopping trip with the fulfillment of 

wifely responsibilities. For Catherine, that is, the generically "good wife," 

a woman who stocks up on material needs and novelties, is little more than "a 

pack rat." And given David's recent treatment of Catherine as a bug-like 

specimen, her language evinces the legitimizing internal consistency that we 

have come to expect. Indeed, Marita, a woman who satisfies all David's needs, 

will later perfect the "pack rat" role. "What were you doing there on the 

flat?" David asks, as if to change the subject. "I didn't look at the revs. 

I just listened to them come up," Catherine explains, perhaps revealing a 

certain carelessness. "May I have a drink?" she asks (3.16.^). "I'm sorry," 

David says, behaving with that "bloody false politeness" that his wife 

elsewhere detests. 

Significantly, Catherine goes on to request straight "Gin," or, as she 

puts it, "[t]he old charwoman's special" (3.16.6). Such language again plays 

on degrading female stereotypes, marking a demotion from "good wife" to 

drunken servant. Once again, moreover, alcohol is "medicine" (3.16.7); but 

plain gin, which Catherine describes as "just medicine" (3.1.6.7; emphasis 

added), is a far cry from Armagnac and Perrier, the "hero medicine" (emphasis 

added) of Le Grau-du-Roi. Interestingly, too, Catherine informs David that 

"[tjhere's some [gin] in the sack" (3.16.6), a comment that, among other 

things, reinforces the extent to which David's writerly masculinity determines 

the "charwoman" image. For Catherine also describes the general contents of 

the bag as a "treasure trove," employing a phrase that evokes and subverts the 

value of the male-spawned African stories as forthcoming treasures (or 

jewels). Mirthfully, Catherine then professes to be "sorry too" (3.16.6), 
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more, for her own excesses, say, and, possibly, for marrying David in the 

first place. "Here's to nothing," she says, as if feeling empty inside. 

In an effort to make herself feel better, Catherine then recalls David's 

recent work on the honeymoon narrative. "Anyway you worked," she says 

(3.16.6), finding some solace in David's attempt to "write differently" 

(1.1.10). Catherine, that is, seems to hope that David's new way of writing 

will confirm her androgynous aspirations by reflecting them. In this sense, 

the work-in-progress becomes, for Catherine, a kind of private testament, a 

text that gives birth to a new kind of selfhood. "Could I have a dry clean 

martini now?" she asks. "I don't like to drink like a slut" (3.16.7). Thus, 

upon thinking of the honeymoon narrative, and its androgynous content, 

Catherine explicitly rejects a descending order of images that bear upon 

patriarchal definitions of womanhood: "good wife," "pack rat," "charwoman," 

and, finally, "slut." I should emphasize, once again, that Catherine stops 

where Marita begins. Indeed, the omniscient narrator tells us that Catherine 

"took the drink and sipped it and looked out at the sea and the wrinkled line 

the movement of the air made on the water" (3.16.7). This careful notation of 

controlled drinking and renewed vision negotiates a tenuous shift from trivia 

to meaning, from depression to renewed mysticism. More specifically, this 

stirring of the waters evokes the free flowing lines of the different writing 

Catherine hopes for, revealing a pattern that is not a prison, contours that 

do not arrest, directions that do not end. It is Rodin's "The Metamorphoses 

of Ovid" all over again: a subjectively perceived texture that liberates 

psychic potential. 

Articulating her transcendent aims, Catherine claims that she misses 

"ecstacy." The early-Greek derivation of the word, which links "ekstasis" to 
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"insanity" and "bewilderment," can be invoked to render Catherine's critically 

ascribed identity as a deluded woman or over-reaching Eve. Yet Catherine, as 

we have already seen, self-consciously manipulates these sexist stereotypes 

for her own purposes, and she continues to do so: "I know ecstacy is the name 

of a cat," Catherine says, "and I've been happy all right and God knows I've 

been as good as I know how but I miss ecstacy. If I was a cat I'd miss it" 

(3.16.8; emphasis added). Hemingway wrote about cats often, with varying 

intentions, but E. Roger Stephenson's outstanding essay on "Hemingway's 

Women," subtitled "Cats Don't Live in the Mountains," helps us to see that the 

hypothetical "cat" named ecstacy, to whom Catherine refers, is a whore. In 

discussing Frederick Henry's identification of Catherine Barkeley as "Cat," 

immediately after much textual talk about Milan whores, Stephenson points out 

that "cats" also live in "cathouses" or brothels (40). We should note, too, 

that David Bourne, like Frederick Henry, occasionally shortens the name of his 

own Catherine to "Cat" (1.3.3.; etc.). Nevertheless, Catherine Bourne 

herself, a deeply tanned "wild animal," reveals that she actually belongs to a 

less domesticated order of felines: "I'm lion color," she explains, elsewhere, 

"and they can go dark" (1.4.3). Thus, as a "lion," Catherine is better, more 

noble, than the crazy and/or whorelike "Cat" she now alludes to. At a deeper 

level, then, Catherine can also be viewed as a character who uses "ecstasy" in 

the post-classical sense of the word, as a synonym for mystical insight. "The 

very precondition of [such] ecstacy," Mark Luyster writes, is "abandoning the 

ego or mask, more than most of us can manage. . . . Only in ecstacy do we 

discover the truth of our being: that the life that everywhere surrounds us is 

us" (124). 

David, meanwhile, appears irritated by Catherine's expression of desire. 

Touchy as always on vocational matters, he misunderstands the gist of 
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narrative and try something else: "I've worked well for a month," David says. 

"The hell with that. I can always work" (3.16.7). David repeats the point 

several times, in a variety of ways, as if dwelling upon a term of indentured 

servitude. "I've worked hard for a month," he says next, recalling his 

"promise" to abide by Catherine's project. This time, however, David avoids 

any qualitative statment about his work. "I made the promise and I'll keep 

it," he tells himself. Then, as if trying to prove something, David silently 

measures his loyalty: "I've worked for one quarter of the time we've been 

together," he tells himself." But the statistic is less impressive than David 

would like to believe, and recalls his less-than-half-hearted, "jetty" 

engagement with the Grau-du-Roi sea bass, which, initially at least, could 

only force "a quarter of the rod" under water (1.1.6). By way of an inserted 

afterthought, David again claims to have "worked well," but a deleted portion 

of accretion is more telling: "It's a hell of a story if I've done it as I 

should," David thinks (3.16.7-10). "[A] hell of a story," indeed, belonging, 

no doubt on Rodin's "Gates of Hell." David, however, is not sure that he has 

"done it as [he] should" (3.16.10). The omniscient narrator, moreover, tells 

us that David realizes he '"took money'" in exchange for his writerly 

services. This unspoken thought rehashes the messy business of David's money 

complex, while ironically revealing that he conceives of himself as a 

prostitute, as an artist who has sold his talent for money. At some level, 

perhaps, the thought is true enough, but it also reinforces the loveless 

nature of David's enterprise. 

As the dialogue proceeds, we witness a kind of verbal sparring match, 

full of telling obliquities and innuendo. David, for example, projects his 
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tells her, alluding to his month of work on the honeymoon story. The 

self-pitying gist of such condolences then becomes remarkably transparent: 

"There's nothing duller than a writer when he's writing," David maintains. 

"It's the dullest thing there is except doing it" (3.16.1.0; emphasis added). 

Later on, however, when David writes his own stories, "doing it" greatly 

excites him. In effect, then, David hides private objections to his part in 

"the project" by mustering forth rather banal and unreliable statements about 

the hardships of his metier. The screening mechanism piques Catherine: "Don't 

let's be martyrs. . . They're what's really dull," she replies. On the one 

hand, Catherine's comment rightfully turns David's "suffering-artist" pose 

into an untenable cliche. Yet by using the sardonically inflected "let's" 

(emphasis added), Catherine includes herself in the realm of would-be martyrs, 

a proposition that warrants more serious consideration. For Hemingway's 

Catherine, who defies the rules of her time, may bear an intended relation to 

St. Catherine of Alexandria, who was martyred upon a flaming wheel for defying 

Roman authority. Moreover, Marita allusively relates Catherine's exploits to 

Joan of Arc, simultaneously reinforcing David's role as Gilles de Rais, or 

Bluebeard. In some sense, therefore, Catherine _is "a bloody martyr" 

(3.16.11), but not, perhaps, a very "dull" one. Accordingly, there might well 

be an element of self-conscious and/or authorial irony in Catherine's overt 

denial of tragic status. 

A string of contradictions ensues. "And please don't say I've been 

bored," Catherine adds. "That makes me a failure" (3.16.10). Given the 

"danger" of Catherine's androgynous schemes, "failure" carries a fatal heft, 

signifying madness and death. "You haven't been a failure. You've been 

wonderful," David replies, echoing Catherine's Utopian values without actually 
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believing in them. Exasperated by David's condescension, Catherine now 

appropriates and undermines David's language: "I haven't been wonderful," she 

says, "I've had a fine time" (3.16.11). Catherine's use of the word "fine" 

gives a bitter twist to David's previously noted certainty that his wife would 

be "fine" about the "enforced loneliness" of his masculinist writing. Indeed, 

the recurrence of the word here, in the context of David's attempt to write 

"differently," suggests that very little, if anything, has changed. 

At this point, Catherine cynically reviews her progress thus far. Among 

other things, she mentions her recent reading, suggestively placing "Proust" 

first on the list (3.16.11). Proust seems to afford a precedent for the kind 

of androgynous writing that Catherine wants David to undertake. In the Madrid 

section of the manuscript, however, where Proust becomes a topic of 

conversation, Catherine expresses some reservations about his work, implying 

that the homosexual content lacks metaphysical reach: "I know I shouldn't 

judge it out of context," Catherine says, "but it wasn't really instructive 

though, the Gomorrhe part at least" (3.9.3-4). David, meanwhile, is much 

harder on Proust, and accuses Catherine of talking like him (3.9.3). And when 

Catherine claims that "most writing is so worthless," David bitterly tells her 

that she has "Proust now," forecasting his own unmanly role as the writer of 

the honeymoon narrative. "Fuck Proust," Catherine replies, rejecting the 

implication that she simply wants a male patsy. "They say it's been done," 

David says, unwittingly reminding us of what Catherine has already "done" to 

him. But despite the rough treatment Proust receives in passages of dialogue, 

he remains, in some sense, a model for Hemingway himself, who undertakes the 

different writing David balks at. Indeed, Arnold Weinstein (193), and Rose 

Marie Burwell (198-199) have noted the Proustian design of the manuscript, 

commenting upon a wraithlike, proliferated style that is not as haphazard as 
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it may seem. In a related way, Milton L. Miller's description of Proust as 

"the most self-revealing of all authors" (263) is particularly relevant to the 

Hemingway of Eden. 

Appropriately, Catherine's creative frustration eventually centres on the 

childless state of her marriage: "[l]f you think we're going to go to a dirty 

French doctor and have him poke things inside of me and take your juices that 

belong to me and make slides of them and try to mess up our lives—" she says, 

before David interrupts (3.16.12-13). Catherine's outburst raises important 

questions about the cause and significance of her barrenness, but for now I 

would merely like to note that the sort of clinical objectification she abhors 

typifies David's detachment, affording still another artist parable. The 

parallel function of "that dirty French doctor" becomes a little clearer 

moments later, when Catherine resumes her tirade: "I'd like to have a chance 

to talk to that insuperable faker. That semen; stealer. That degrading filthy 

minded old quack. . . .He's obscene. He's my enemy" (3.16.17). Catherine 

is, of course, talking to David at precisely this moment, and even draws our 

attention to the fact: "[T]ry not to mind if I talk," she says (3.16.11). 

Moreover, Catherine will also lay similar charges against David, accusing him 

of fraudulence (3.38.11; 3.39.13-15), obscenity (3.38.4,14; 3.39.13), and 

malice (3.38.7). Thus, the imaginary doctor, whose scientific metier involves 

internal examinations and slides, does, indeed, bear a curious resemblance to 

David the writer, whose pictorial imagination variously figures as a 

magnifying glass and photographic "dark room." It follows that in lampooning 

the semen-stealing doctor, Catherine issues a veiled critique of David's 

masturbatory self-involvement. More obviously, in claiming David's creative 

"juices" for herself, Catherine simultaneously emphasizes her rightful claim 

upon the writerly "juice" needed to father the narrative of her erotic 

adventures. 
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As the conflict heats up, Catherine's talk attains a kind of manic 

intensity. Returning to the subject of a child, she says: "[A]nd as for that 

fucking patter of little feet. Probably running to the stables to ask the 

garageman for an ax [sic] to kill mummy" (3.16.13). Once again, Catherine's 

discourse warrants careful interpretation. On a literal level, we might 

simply understand her to mean that she hates children. Nevertheless, much of 

what Catherine says about children at this stage in the manuscript might also 

be read as a deliberate bluff, akin to her "I can do anything and anything and 

anything" speech. For the axe-murder scenario again suggests that Catherine 

is using a given language or cultural script so as to demonstrate that she 

does not accept nor wholly conform to its attendant set of values. The "given 

language" at issue, in this case, clearly derives from the British mystery 

novel, and, more particularly, from the world of second-rate thrillers. In 

turn, the axe murder that Catherine describes self-evidently belongs to "the 

common tongue," reinscribing the underlying patterns of femicidal aggression 

in Eden. By implication, then, the sort of maternal dismemberment Catherine 

envisions, at the hands of a child, vividly reinforces her fears of 

Bluebeard's closet. 

The verbal turbulence ultimately leads to metafictional complexities. 

Impressed by Catherine's wit, David ponders the murder Catherine describes: 

""Wouldn't the garage man give her a spanner?" he asks, obviously impressed. 

"What is a spanner?" Catherine inquires. "For what they're always using them 

for it must be either a wrench or a tire iron," David says. "Be careful how 

you spell tyre," Catherine replies, warning David about the variant British 

spelling of "tire." In effect, then, Catherine insinuates that her dazzling 

conversation deserves to be written down. But that task of recording is 
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actually performed by Hemingway himself, rather than David, who will 

eventually withdraw his writerly services. Thus, Hemingway orchestrates a 

modest "frame break," calling attention to Eden's status as a literary 

artifact. The technique occurs elsewhere in the Hemingway canon, most often 

in the lesser read short stories, such as "A Natural History of the Dead." 

Hemingway embellishes the metafictional implications of the dialogue, to 

the point where Catherine, in particular, explictly discusses "the book" she 

wants David to write— a "book" we know as the failed, inner version of 

Hemingway's outer narrative. "Have you got a spanner in the book?" Catherine 

asks David, suggestively associating his writing with the second-rate fiction 

she has already alluded to. Catherine's question develops her status as a 

self-consciously fictional character, while affording an authorial clue to 

future events. For the "spanner" at issue need not be limited to David's 

literal definition of "wrench" or "tire iron." In a colloquial sense, 

perhaps, Catherine asks David if he has "thrown a spanner into the works," if 

he has included something or someone who might disrupt the marital mechanism. 

Catherine herself is a rather obvious candidate for the part, but David 

replies "[n]ot yet" (3.16.14), and we can probably trust him in this instance. 

Nevertheless, his "[n]ot yet" (emphasis added) implies that "a spanner" may, 

indeed, be forthcoming. Perhaps, then, the undisclosed "spanner" will appear 

in the form of Marita, a middle figure who will come between David and 

Catherine, both emotionally and sexually. "Spanner," after all, according to 

the OED, also denotes a disreputable person associated with pimps and 

panderers, a definition that might well apply to David's future mistress. 

The metafictional flourish concludes on a suggestive note. "What's the 

book about?" Catherine asks. "I don't know," David replies, falling back into 

his habitual reticence about the honeymoon narrative. For David, we gather, 



neither knows nor cares what the book is about. Catherine chides him to find 

out: "If you don't know [what the book is about] nobody else ever will," she 

says. "Don't you think you should find out? Do you want me to tell you the 

plots of some good new books?" In effect, then, Catherine assumes authorial 

prerogatives, moving ever closer to Hemingway himself; later on, she will 

claim to feel as though she "created" David and Marita. Such passages 

unequivocally confirm that Catherine-as-artist stands in complicity with 

Hemingway-as-artist. Accordingly, when we begin to view Catherine as the 

artist's artist, her potentially debilitating schizophrenia becomes both an 

enabling condition and an aesthetic trope, mirroring the "split personality" 

of the outer narrative in which she appears, a narrative which both fosters 

and shatters fictional realism. Moreover, the identification runs both ways. 

For insofar as Hemingway self-reflexively explores the problematical 

distinction between fiction and reality, irony and straightforwardness, male 

and female, he, too, becomes a Catherine-like shape changer. It is in 

Hemingway's writing, after all, where all of Catherine's changes actually take 

place. In this sense, both the author and his female antagonist are trickster 

figures who undermine the "deadly clarity" of David's Bluebeardlike realism in 

order to foster new ways of seeing. 

Not surprisingly, Hemingway brings F. Scott Fitzgerald into the writerly 

fray. Loquacious after her second martini, Catherine recalls that she "saw a 

writer last week in Saint Raphael" (3.16.14). "At least the man in the 

vegetable shop said he was a writer," Catherine says, using the pronoun "he" 

in a suggestively ambiguous way. Catherine goes on to provide a very careful 

description of the anonymous author. "He wore plus fours," she says, 

and golf shoes and a lemon yellow pull over sweater over an American 

white shirt with the collar outside the sweater. He had almost 
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lemon color hair too and he looked sort of college and sly and 

puzzled. When he looked at me he looked sort of hunch backed. But 

it was the way he looked. Not his shoulders. He had a face like a 

collar ad only looking at you, not in profile. T wanted to ask 

him what he was peering at but it wouldn't have been polite." 

(3.16.14-15) 

The descriptive catalogue—including affluent, ivy-league garb, "college" 

looks, "lemon[-]color hair," and "collar[-]ad" features—paints a familiar 

picture of Fitzgerald, leaving little doubt about who this stranger is. The 

pointed reference to "Saint Raphael" provides a particularly intriguing clue 

to the writer's identity, since that city figures as a landmark in 

Fitzgerald's tumultuous relationship with his wife, Zelda. In A Moveable 

Feast, Hemingway writes of Fitzgerald: "He told me how he had first met her 

during the war and then lost her and won her back, and about their marriage 

and then about something tragic that had happened to them at St. Raphael . . 

." (170). The "tragic" event Hemingway alludes to concerns Zelda's love 

affair with "a French naval aviator" (170). 

Thus, the thinly veiled allusion to Fitzgerald obviously bears upon the 

sexual and creative problems that Hemingway is exploring in relation to David 

and Catherine Bourne. As was his wont, Hemingway portrays Fitzgerald as a 

rather pathetic figure: "plus-foured" (wearing sporty golfing clothes), 

Fitzgerald cuts the figure of an effeminate dandy. Symbolically, that is, he 

does not measure up: his flaccid pants are too short. Fitzgerald's 

inadequacies, as Hemingway imagined them, are evident in the way this unnamed 

writer behaves toward Catherine, another imposing, Zelda-like woman. 

Catherine explains that she did not want "to scare" the writer (3.16.15), and 

says: "he looked at me as though I were some sort of wild animal" (3.16.15). 
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"You are," David replies (3.16.15), as if to imply that he, unlike the other 

writer, can handle such female wildness. Taken at face value, then, 

Fitzgerald might simply be regarded as the butt of an authorial joke. 

Conceivably, that is, in this late manuscript, Hemingway merely reinscribes 

his well-known and faintly vicious caricature of Fitzgerald as a homosexual 

weakling: "Scott was a man . . . who looked like a boy with a face between 

handsome and pretty," Hemingway wrote in A Moveable Feast• "He had very fair 

wavy hair, a high forehead, excited and friendly eyes and a delicate 

long-lipped Irish mouth that, on a girl, would have been the mouth of a 

beauty. . . . The mouth worried you until you knew him and then it worried you 

more" (149). 

Yet the Hemingway of Eden is not as sure of himself as the Hemingway of A 

Moveable Feast apparently is. In turn, Fitzgerald's appearance in the 

concurrently written novel entails unexpected complexities: "when he looked at 

me," Catherine further explains, "he looked sort of hunch backed. But it was 

the way he looked. Not his shoulders." This sad figure, we gather, suffers 

from some unnamed moral deformity. And that deformity, significantly enough, 

is closely related to vision, to ways of seeing and being seen. Accordingly, 

in his ambivalent voyeurism, Fitzgerald should remind us of David Bourne. 

Fitzgerald's "peering" is, after all, vaguely reminiscent of David's rarefied 

spectatorship, connoting an ambivalent curiosity. Both writers—one a 

"Bluebeard," the other a "hunchback"—are somehow monstrous. There is, 

however, an important difference between the two. "Did he [the unnamed 

writer] have the evil eye?" David asks, referring to the folkloristic belief 

in a gaze that brings sickness, bad luck, and death. "No," Catherine says. 

"He just looked sort of hurt and puzzled and very curious" (3.16.16). 

Implicitly, therefore, the "hurt," "hunchback" writer is finally a rather 



130 

harmless figure, a victim himself. Indeed, I would go so far as to say that 

Fitzgerald's weakness in Eden is at least partially redeeming, the sign of a 

good heart. Perhaps, then, in relation to David Bourne, Fitzgerald does not 

come off all that badly. For David's Bluebeardism seems to involve a greater 

loss of humanity, indicating a mean streak of singular cruelty. Ironically, 

in fact, it is David himself, he of the "deadly clarity," who possesses the 

"evil eye," a gaze bringing sickness and death. Unlike the Fitzgerald of A 

Moveable Feast, David Bourne "hold[s] onto himself," and that self-preserving 

masculine insularity is more problematical than it sounds. 

Nor, in this Fitzgerald-Bourne parallel, does Catherine simply play the 

bitchy Zelda of A Moveable Feast. Hemingway's portrait of Zelda in the latter 

work is unsparing. Indeed, if Hemingway is hard on Fitzgerald, he is even 

harder on Fitzgerald's wife: she is disloyal and "insane" (184), and "more 

jealous of [her husband's] work than [of] anything" (181). Catherine Bourne, 

on the other hand, wants to enhance her husband's talent rather than destroy 

it. The Zelda of A Moveable Feast, therefore, constitutes a Catherine-like 

figure who has been emptied of affirmative meaning. As female characters in 

Hemingway's male imagination, the two women resemble each other in their 

frustration, but the selfish Zelda lacks Catherine's spiritual vision. It 

follows that certain physical similarities signal a qualitative difference: 

Zelda, too, has "beautiful dark blonde hair," but it has been "ruined 

temporarily by a bad permanent she had gotten in Lyon" (178); Zelda, too, has 

unorthodox sexual tastes, but hers find expression in the debauchery of 

"Montmartre parties" (179); Zelda, too, is "tanned a lovely gold color" 

(183-184), but her lips are "thin" and her eyes are "blank" (178); Zelda, too, 

is a wild animal, but she is "a hawk" and "hawks do not share" (184). 

Accordingly, Hemingway uses the Fitzgerald cameo to develop Eden's 
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tensions and conflicts in subtle ways. The "vegetable shop" where Catherine 

spots Fitzgerald, for example, evokes an early Fitzgerald play, entitled The 

Vegetable. Now of little interest except to those who research the more 

arcane corners of Fitzgerald's career, The Vegetable, written in 1923, tells 

of "Jerry Frost," a drunken and ineffectual "$3000-a-year" railroad clerk who 

dreams of becoming the President of the United States. The theme of 

unrealizable aspirations may well relate to Zelda (the would-be ballerina), 

and may have stirred Hemingway's interest insofar as it applies to Catherine 

(the would-be boy). But Fitzgerald's play very self-consciously documents the 

follies of male dreamers, and this, I think, is what most attracted Hemingway. 

Indeed, The Vegetable's relevance to Eden becomes unmistakable when 

Jerry, the disenchanted railroad clerk, boldly decides to practice his true 

vocation. Instead of becoming the President of the United States, Jerry 

becomes a postman: 

Jerry: I know my job. I can give any other mailman stamps and post

cards and beat him with bundles. I'm just naturally good. I 

don't know why. 

Doris: I never heard of a mailman being good. 

Jerry: They're mostly all good. Some professions anybody can get 

into them, like business or politics for instance, but you 

take postmen—they're like angels, they sort of pick 'em out. 

(Witheringly). They not only pick 'em out—they select 'em. 

[Doris's husband]: (fascinated). And you're the best one. 

Jerry: (modestly). Yes, I'm the best one they ever had (133-34). 

Jerry's move up constitutes another artist parable, in which Fitzgerald 

cleverly mocks the egotism of brilliant young writers such as himself, 

competitive, "good" young men with enormous natural talent who saw themselves 
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fulfilling a chosen role. More pointedly Jerry's specious triumph roughly 

parallels David Bourne's. For David, as we now see him, is a kind of clerk 

himself, in the sense that he is Catherine's scribe. Like Jerry, David, 

however, will claim a more manly role by taking responsibility for his own 

"bundle" of letters or stories. And, like Jerry, David will find an admirer 

or two, before whom he virtuously parades as "the best" (3.44.21). 

Thus, Hemingway's allusion to Fitzgerald ultimately contributes to an 

overarching pattern of male deviancy in Eden, undercutting David's writerly 

heroism. Doris, Jerry's sister-in-law in The Vegetable, straightforwardly 

summarizes the traditional qualities of a. real man: "I think a man's got to 

have push, don't you?" Doris asks. "I mean sort of uh! (She gives a little 

grunt to express indomitable energy, and makes a sharp gesture with her hand.) 

I saw in the paper about a fella that didn't have any legs or arms forty years 

old that was a millionaire" (31). Hemingway, who borrows and compounds 

Fitzgerald's irony, gives us a similar success story, imbuing his own 

absurdist comedy with even deeper shades of moral darkness. 

"[F]our days" later, Catherine announces that she is ready to resume her 

quest for wholeness. Opposite yet equal, the honeymooners lie "side by side 

in the dark with the sheet over them" (3.16.19). The protective covering 

imparts a new caution, distinguishing the scene from that uncovered night at 

Le Grau-du-Roi, when Catherine initially invoked the self-wrenching mysteries 

of androgynous love. "[T]his time," Catherine says, "I'm not going to start 

so bad and wild" (3.16.19). Emphasizing the playful aspect of her 

polymorphous perversity, she declares that her new plan "will be fun" 

(3.16.20). More pointedly, Catherine asks David if he will allow "Monsieur 
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Jean," a coiffeur in Cannes, to give them identical hairstyles. "We never 

went together before," she says (3.16.23). Jean, whom Catherine has already 

consulted, is enthusiastic: "He's crazy to do it," she says (3.16.24). Jean's 

craziness, of course, casts doubt upon the wisdom of Catherine's new plan, and 

should make us question her professed restraint. Nevertheless, Hemingway 

continues to permit a double reading, imbuing supposed insanity with a kind of 

hidden logic. For the "cut" Catherine has in mind follows "the natural 

hairline" (3.16.23), revealing her "natural" or true self. 

More specifically, Catherine envisions a sharply "bevelled" or chiseled 

style that angles back, away from the forehead and temples, in a graded 

incline. The multi-layered look Hemingway's female antagonist imagines 

provides yet another tonsorial representation of her ongoing metaphysical 

quest, expressing a richly textured depth of character. The "crazy" Monsieur 

Jean, who perfectly understands Catherine's aims (3.16.22), advocates a 

finishing touch: "He wants to lighten it," she explains (3.16.24). "He said 

he could make it as fair as Scandinavian" (3.16.24). The prospect of 

Scandinavian-light hair juxtaposed with African-dark skin enthralls Catherine, 

presenting the possibility of a Picasso-like, cubist composition that 

reconciles gender and racial polarities, creating a universalized self. 

Accordingly, Catherine's hopes again run high: "It's like my birthday," she 

declares (3.16.25), foreseeing the proposed cut as a new beginning. 

In her search for reciprocity and balance, Catherine again links her 

bodily text to David's written text. "Write for me, too, " she implores her 

husband. "No matter if it's where I've been bad. Put in how much I love you" 

(3.16.27). Catherine's renewed concern over David's honeymoon narrative, a 

lesser version of Hemingway's own, gives rise to more metafictional talk: "I'm 

nearly up to now," David says (3.16.27). "Can you publish it or would it be 
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bad to?" Catherine inquires, hinting at what Hemingway described as Eden's 

all-too-private, "unsaleable" content. Catherine, in fact, proposes a 

strategy that Hemingway eventually adopted: "You can wait and keep it," she 

says. "We don't have to be in a hurry about [publishing]. Just think you're 

writing it for practice" (3.16.27). Like Emily Dickinson, then, Catherine 

suggests that "Publication—is the Auction/ Of the Mind . . . Be the Merchant/ 

Of the Heavenly Grace—" she seems to advise David, "But reduce no Human 

Spirit/ To Disgrace of Price—" (348-349). "I'm so proud of it already," 

Catherine adds, believing that David's wholistic writing is both "instructive" 

and original (3.16.27). "You're so good to write it," she says (emphasis 

added), re-articulating a notion of artistic virtue in a text that is 

otherwise very hard on artists and artist-types. "Can I have it for my real 

birthday?" Catherine asks. "We wouldn't have any copies for sale," she 

reassures David, "and none for reviewers and then there'd never be clippings 

and you'd never be self conscious [sic] nor have remorse" (3.16.28). 

Catherine's derogatory reference to authorial self-consciousness in a passage 

that is itself so obviously "self conscious" raises a wide range of possible 

implications. In my view, Hemingway is toying with various versions of 

self-consciousness, enacting exuberant self-evaluation while dismissing 

egoistic self-justification, pitting a liberating desire for self-exposure 

against a limiting desire for self-protection. 

David, however, becomes uncomfortable amid such complexities, and clearly 

opts for self-protection, suggesting, at the very least, that the manuscript 

should be "copyrighted" (3.16.28). On one level, his suggestion is 

ironically appropriate, since Marita will soon begin to "copy" Catherine's 

activities, imitating her haircuts and so on. But, on another level, David's 

juristic response highlights the sort of self-protective concerns we have come 
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record-keeping, property, money, etc. David's habitual stuffiness then 

becomes faintly ominous: "You might not like the book," he says (3.16.28). 

"I'll like it if it's true. And you can't write any other way," Catherine 

replies (3.16.28-29). Yet Catherine's idealistic faith suggests that she 

still does not appreciate David's limitations. For David's version of "the 

truth" is actually part of the problem, insofar as it entails a rather 

superficial realism. In turn, we again see Hemingway talking to himself, 

asking questions about his own celebrated search for "one true sentence." He 

alludes to the problem in A Moveable Feast: "I was learning something from the 

painting of Cezanne that made writing simple true sentences far from enough to 

make the stories have the dimensions that I was trying to put in them" (12-13; 

emphasis added). Those unspecified "dimensions" now loom forth in Catherine's 

multi-layered, bevelled hair style. Indeed, Catherine is really speaking to 

Hemingway when she conditionally reaffirms the quest for artistic truth: "If 

you just could write from Grau-du-Roi through Hendaye true it would be a 

lovely book," she tells David (3.16.29). Hemingway, of course, does just 

that, creating the "lovely" truth Catherine pursues. David, on the other 

hand, fails to see the point. "It's not a novel," he replies (with a 

submerged sneer?), as if to insinuate that Catherine's idea of a "lovely book" 

2 adheres to the conventional love stories of popular romantic fiction. 

Catherine immediately dismisses David's narrow thinking, launching the 

dialogue into a highly allusive complexity. "Why should it [the narrative] 

have to be [a novel]?" she asks, obliquely dissociating the honeymoon story 

from normative paradigms of experience. Still defensive, David remains bent 

upon disputation: "I didn't say it had to be [a novel]. It's an account," he 

declares. "Travels and voyages" (3.16.29). To paraphrase, David now places 
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the narrative into the pseudo-literary category of travel writing, implying, 

perhaps, that Catherine's story is touristic and superficial, beneath the 

talent of a serious writer. As usual, though, Catherine outwits her husband, 

replying with a slur of her own: "Only not with a donkey I hope nor in Arabian 

deserts," she says (3.16.29). Catherine's puzzling comment contains echoes of 

R. L. Stevenson's Travels with a Donkey, a very widely read travel narrative 

in the 1890's, but might ultimately have more to do with Charles Montagu 

Doughty's Travels in Arabia Deserta (1888). In the latter work, Doughty 

recounts how, "mounted with [his] camel bags upon a mule" (5), he journeyed 

through the "empty waste" of the Arabian desert in search of ruins (8). The 

relevance of Doughty as an intended source of Catherine's comment is 

substantiated by the appearance of Arabia Deserta in Michael Reynolds's 

"inventory" of Hemingway's reading (119; item 767). Hemingway's familiarity 

with the book is confirmed by a private letter to Maxwell Perkins, written in 

1927. Writing to Perkins, however, Hemingway expresses his admiration for 

Doughty's work. Through Catherine, then, we again see Hemingway himself 

writing (and thinking) "differently," challenging normative and/or patriarchal 

conceptions of gender, art, and life. 

Doughty, "[a] strange, Victorian Englishman" (BBC Documentary), studied 

archaeology and geology at Cambridge, while harboring an overriding ambition 

to write an epic poem about the origins of the British people. Doughty would 

eventually compose his verse epic, the six-volume Dawn of Britain (1906), but 

he is best remembered for the idiosyncratic Arabia Deserta, whose inflated, 

archaic, and sometimes impenetrable style evinces an Elizabethan affectation. 

Doughty's prose alone might explain Catherine's reservation, but her 

disaffection is more likely related to the narrator's politically freighted 

world view. For Doughty, the university-educated Englishman, observes the 
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blatant sexism of Arab culture with abiding condescension. In particular, he 

describes the domestic unhappiness of young "Hirfa," a twenty-year-old bride 

whose older husband, "Zeyd" cannot give her a child. In Doughty's eyes, at 

least, Zeyd's impotence has no bearing upon his admirable masculinity. 

"Zeyd," we are told, is a "manly man," "a swarthy nearly black sheykh of the 

desert, of mid stature and middle age, with a hunger-bitten stern visage" 

(38). Hirfa, meanwhile, "the little peevish housewife" (67), is a 

"self-minded . . . bold-faced wench" with "a testy little body" (64). "Zeyd, 

I knew," Doughty writes, identifying with the beleaguered male, "wished to 

tame his willful little wife." Doughty's .empathy for Hirfa has a far 

different tone, suggestive of resignation rather than identification: "I could 

not but sigh for her," he writes. 

Elsewhere, in a chapter entitled "The Woman's Lot . . . " (68-75), Doughty 

places the drama of Zeyd and Hirfa in a larger cultural context. "The woman's 

lot is here unequal concubinage," he explains, 

and in this necessitous life a weary servitude. The possession in 

her of parents and tutors has been yielded at some price (in 

contempt and constraint of her weaker sex) to an husband, by whom 

she may be dismissed in what day he shall have no more pleasure in 

her. It may be . . . [as with Hirfa] that those few flowering years 

of her youth, with her virginity, have been yielded to some man 

of unlikely age. And his heart is not hers alone; but, if not 

divided already, she must look to divide her marriage in time to 

come with other [wives]. And certainly as she withers, which is not 

long to come, or having no fair adventure to bear male children, 

she will as [a] thing unprofitable be cast off; meanwhile all the 

house-labour is hers, and with his love will be lost. What oneness 

of hearts can be betwixt these lemans, whose lots are not faithfully 
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joined? Sweet natural love may bud for a moment, but not abide in 

so uneven ways. Love is a dovelike confidence, and thereto consents 

not the woman's heart that is wronged. (68) 

Remarkably, then, in his evocation of the wife who is "cast off," "as [a] 

thing unprofitable," Doughty broods, with sad fascination, over an Arabian 

version of "Bluebeard," graphically illustrating Catherine's worst fears about 

David. Concomitantly, Doughty's poetic effusions ("What oneness of hearts can 

be betwixt these lemans, whose lots are not faithfully joined?") turgidly 

addresses the very problem of togetherness that haunts the Bournes' marriage. 

More importantly, Doughty, who suffered a.series of petty martyrdoms during 

his travels, writes precisely the sort of self-serving "account" that 

Catherine admonishes David to avoid. For Arabia Deserta is, to be sure, an 

intimate expression of Doughty's own cultural heritage. In a book-length study 

of Doughty, Stephen Ely Tabachnick writes: "We may see in [him] both the best 

and the worst of the old imperial England . . . —great courage, belief, 

honesty, self-reliance, and technological superiority; but also class and 

cultural arrogance and closed-mindedness" (26). Guilty, perhaps, of a kind of 

intellectual imperialism, Doughty, the scientist, arrogantly dominates his 

subject, a feat that appeals to his upper-middle-class ego. Indeed, in the 

primitive land of the Bedouin patriarchs, Doughty implicitly affirms his 

superior, Christian-European consciousness, while "objectively" observing 

chauvinistic social codes that enact his own inherited myths. It is precisely 

Doughty's positional superiority, combined with his narcissistic 

self-involvement, that repels Catherine. "Put everything in," Catherine 

advises David (3.16.29), encouraging her author-husband to surrender himself 

to the complexity of his subject, something Doughty, she believes, was never 

able to do. 
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The very next morning, under the hypnotic spell of an August dawn, David 

ambivalently realizes Catherine's demands. When the "light" wakes him, the 

sea is "calm" and the early morning smells "of the dew and the pines" 

(3.17.1). Amid the notably Edenic setting, David appears to achieve a 

prelapsarian wholeness. "[B]arefooted" and simply dressed in "shorts and a 

shirt," he walks across the flagstones of the terrace, to the room at the far 

end of the long house, where he sits down at his writing table (3.17.1). 

David's working posture, on this morning, differs from the assertive 

"standing" position in which he will later compose (and recompose) his African 

stories (3.44.1; etc.). The implications of the discrepancy are suitably 

complex, suggesting both David's indenture to Catherine (the goddess who 

orchestrates the scene), and, more affirmatively, a relaxation of rigidly 

upright creative power. For his insular work place, on this morning, is 

freshly ventilated, and accommodates the fresh calm of the new day: the 

windows have all been left open, and it is "cool" inside (remember David's 

uncomfortable hotness in the hotel room at Le Grau-du-Roi, when Catherine's 

changes are just beginning). Moreover, on this semi-enlightened morning, the 

air, "even in the room," has "the early morning promise of that coast" 

(3.17.1). In this radiant moment, which implicitly reconciles the binary 

dualities of inside and outside, self and other, male and female, David, the 

would-be transcriber of Catherine's journey, comes close to relinquishing his 

ego-centred bid for domination. 

David, we are told, begins to write "about the road from Madrid to 

Saragossa," a road that suggestively leads from the high, arid plateau of the 

capital, to the low, fertile valley of the Ebro river. It is the strange, 

shape-shifting terrain that stirs the imagination of "the girl" in "Hills Like 

White Elephants," terrain that is also well-suited to Catherine, another girl 
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who explores the open country of Rodin's The Metamorphoses of Ovid. Indeed, 

the landscape itself affords a kind of fluid possibility as David writes about 

"the rising and falling of the road as they came at speed into the country of 

the red buttes" (3.17.1-2). The extraordinary, almost supernatural "speed" of 

Catherine's Bugatti race car predominates, bridging and embracing an 
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m-between land that goes up and down. The oceanic joining of high and low 

offsets the sterile, heat-baked permanence of "the red buttes," relativizing 

time-space co-ordinates. David, we should also note, is a mere passenger in 

the moving vehicle; it is Catherine, the driver, who is the catalyst, who 

moves up and down, establishing necessary psychic connections between the high 

and the low. 

The sheer velocity of the Bug permits an intriguing encounter. In 

writing about the scene, David recalls how "the little car on the then dusty 

road picked up the Express beyond Calatayud and [how] Catherine overhauled it 

gently car by car and finally [came alongside] the tender [and] then the 

engineer . . ." (3.17.2). While the metaphorical suggestiveness of the 

incident might permit a variety of readings, I would submit that Catherine, 

who toys with "the Express," playfully challenges a synoptic image of male 

power. Indeed, the track-bound linearity of "the Express"—which travels from 

Madrid to Barcelona—is somehow an expression of the goal-oriented, "deadly 

clarity" within David himself. In this sense, Catherine's game "gently" mocks 

a latent threat of uncontrollable aggression, engendering a kind of harmony. 

For the complementary movement of speeding bodies produces a slow-motion 

intelligibility, a measurable, "car-by-car" sequence of progression. 

Moreover, the race itself seems to culminate in a relational wholeness, 

insofar as the two workmen aboard the train bear a curious functional 

resemblance to the two inhabitants of the Bugatti: the "tender" parallels 
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David, the navigator-writer who tends to Catherine's needs by writing, while 

the "engineer" parallels Catherine, the driver-planner who steers the story. 

Paradoxically, then, in a world where nothing stands still, relativity itself 

functions as an enabling principle of coherence. The vital importance of the 

scene is suggested by Hemingway's manuscript notes: "make the scene with the 

car and the train better," the author instructs himself, "—much better—" 

(422.9b). 

Nevertheless, Catherine's metaphysical game is as precarious as David's 

willingness to render it. For a dissociative split inevitably occurs when 

Catherine pulls even with the train, at the exact moment that she is about to 

take the lead. In writing, David further recalls how Catherine "shifted to 

climb as the road switched left and the train escaped into a tunnel" (3.17.2). 

Pointedly, I think, Catherine is forced to make a wrong turn, in an 

unpromising direction. The unavoidable disjunction preemptively channels the 

free-flowing, multi-leveled diversity of her original course, effecting a 

violent severance: Catherine moves up, to potentially giddy heights, while the 

train moves down, into claustrophobic darkness. The scene is vaguely 

reminiscent of the conclusion to E.M. Forster's A Passage to India, where Aziz 

and Fielding are separated as they discuss the possibility of friendship: 

"they swerved apart," the narrator tells us, "the earth didn't want it, 

sending up rocks through which riders must pass single file . . . . [a] 

hundred voices [said], 'No, not yet,' and the sky said, 'No, not there"' 

(317). Such unbridgeable schisms, in both Forster and Hemingway, 

pessimistically reinstate the dualisms of the fallen world, separating East 

and West, Male and Female. 

Significantly, however, Catherine and David react to the loss of 

connection in very different ways: 

"'I had it,'" she had said, "'But it went to ground. Tell me 



if I can get him again."1 

He had looked at the Michelin map and said, "'Not for a -while.'" 

"'I'll let him go then and we'll see the country.'" 

(3.17.2) 

Thus, Catherine graciously accepts defeat. After choosing to "let [the train] 

go," she wisely and therapeutically turns to the patterns of nature, where 

elements might still cohere into an overall design. Indeed, the fertile 

country of the Ebro valley, in an understated way, affords substitute 

gratification: "Below them as the road climbed there were poplar trees along 

the river" (3.17.2). Given her breadth of vision, Catherine, the spiritual 

traveler, gayly surges ahead, moving mountains as she goes: "the road climbed 

steeply and he felt the car accept it and then Catherine shifted again and 

finally the engine command[ed] it happily as it flattened the steep grade" 

[sic] (3.17.2). David, on the other hand, is more laconic. His perfectly 

sensible decision to consult "the Michelin map" emphasizes a kind of negative 

detachment from the world around him. For David is in some sense already 

disconnected, separated by the self-protective cell of his male ego. In 

relying oh the map, this escapist writer habitually seeks the security of the 

written page, where routes and emotions can be safely planned in advance. 

David's ambivalence, as both participant in and composer of the scene, is 

particularly evident when Catherine's voice interrupts the writing session: 

"He heard her voice in the garden," we are told, "and he thought it was as 

good a place as any to stop" (3.17.2-3; emphasis added). The ambiguity of the 

indefinite pronoun might be intentional. For "it»" could refer to "the 

garden," thereby completing the Edenic implications of this immaculate 

morning. In such a reading, the intrusive female voice would ironically 

reinscribe, on an archetypal level, the Fall this man, David Bourne, whose 
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vocational paradise has been complicated by a scheming woman. Catherine, 

after all, is full of new ideas, ready to pluck another apple from the 

forbidden tree. The "Garden," in this sense, is "as good a place as any to 

stop" because much pain and suffering lies ahead. On a more literal level, 

however, "it" refers to the sentence David is writing, to an exact stage in 

the failed inner narrative. In this sense, David's "thought" belies his 

weariness with the work at hand, a weariness that an enthusiastic Hemingway 

does not share. Implicitly, that is, David's casual "stop" registers the 

feelings of a writer-husband who remains uncommitted to his wife and to the 

strenuous mobile perpetuum of the emotional themes she inspires. Put 

succinctly, his apparent desire to act on her behalf is not matched by a 

comparable energy of performance. One gathers, in fact, that David could 

"stop" at any time, and he will, indeed, bring the narrative to a premature 

halt in order to pursue his own separatist aesthetic. Accordingly, we witness 

him attempting to restore and protect the insularity of his imaginative 

domain, a la Bluebeard: "He locked the suitcase with the cahiers of 

manuscript," the narrator tells us, "and went out locking the door after him" 

(3.17.3). "The [house] girl," we are told, in added detail, "would use the 

pass key to clean the room" (3.17.3), which, by implication, has been sullied 

by David's ill will. 

The thematic compression of Hemingway's so-called "scene with the car and 

the train" is intensified by its metafictional nature. David's compositional 

monologue instigates a curious conceptual implosion: in effect, we witness the 

writer-protagonist composing a weaker, mise-en-abyme version of the narrative 

in which he appears. Remarkably, that is, David, in many ways an illegitimate 

writer, counterfeits Hemingway, the superior, authorial source of "real" 

value. We can be very sure that none of this is lost on Hemingway himself, 
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whose meticulous attention to the technique of insetting is confirmed by the 

double quotation marks that enclose portions of the dialogue, indicating a 

once-removed source. As previously suggested, moreover, this story within the 

story is both parallel to and different from the forthcoming African tales, in 

which David freely composes an alternative, masculinist reality, highlighting 

his artistic shortcomings in the process. Thus, the tissue of repetitions, 

the clever framing and refraining, ipso facto exposes the absurdity of David's 

desire for self-directed, autonomous artistry. In his longing for writerly 

absolutes, for greatness rather than playfulness, the protagonist emerges as a 

stifling, inflexible character, bent upon a closure that his Catherine-minded 

creator denies. Like the popularized "Hemingway" whom "Eden" self-consciously 

debunks, David longs to be the autonomous father (the "Papa") of his work, 

much as God (traditionally conceived as the origin and conduit of eternal 

truths) stands as the autonomous father of creation. Both conceptions, 

Hemingway suggests, are wish-fulfilling reflections of male narcissism. 

Shortly after David finishes work for the day, he accompanies Catherine 

into Cannes, where they visit the coiffeur. The scene at Monsieur Jean's 

provides some of the most humorous passages in the manuscript, leading David 

ever deeper into the uncertain realm of Catherine's spiritual relativism: 

"Perhaps we should experiment on Monsieur[!]" Jean says. "In case anything 

goes wrong" (3.17.7). Paradoxically, though, Hemingway is a deadly serious 

humorist. For Jean implicitly affirms the high metaphysical stakes of 

Catherine's undertaking: "It's ideal," he says, assuring Catherine that her 

"wonderfully thick" hair will cut well. "Fine hair," he says, "is a disaster" 

(3.17.8; emphasis added). And when Jean boldly decides against the proposed 

bevel, choosing, instead, to concentrate on making Catherine's head "truly 

fair," she becomes "desperate": 
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Catherine looked in the mirror as the water cleared the soap and 

said "Oh it's just a flat pale nothing. It 

hasn't any color . . . " 

"Wait. Please try to be patient. I have to give it just 

a plain Castile shampoo and then rinse it." 

"But it's just drab. It's nothing. You can hardly see it. If 

it's anything it's flat yellow." 

"Wait till it's dry. Can't you wait for anything?" 

"I've waited so long and it's nothing." (3.17.3) 

The mirror, the fear of nothingness, reinforces the narcissistic dangers of 

Catherine's own compositions. The lack of "color" (read life, character, 

vividness?) remind us of an omnipresent sickness, of disease and death. 

Nevertheless, Jean remains confident. His prolonged treatment, a carefully 

performed ritual, induces suffering with a purpose. In applying the "plain 

Castile shampoo," as a final measure, Jean metaphorically submits Catherine to 

the full brunt of Spanish machismo, then rinses it away. The "acrid" dye 

(administered a total of three times, over a basin) is a necessary stage in a 

process of rebirth. 

Jean, in fact, as Arnold Weinstein has already observed (194), emerges as 

another artist figure in a text already densely populated with artists: 

"[T]his," Jean tells David, "is as important to me as your metier is to you. 

They are not comparable," Jean modestly concedes, "mais j'aime mon metier" 

(3.17.9). Nevertheless, in The Garden of Eden, those artists who might seem 

to warrant the least respect (artists such as Catherine and Jean) are in some 

way the greatest. For Jean—who dries Catherine's head "softly" and "gently," 

using the protective covering of a towel (3.17.14)—is a more empathetic 

craftsman than David, the angry writer. "Now watch," Jean says dramatically, 
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as he begins to "play" a hair dryer through Catherine's hair. Hemingway, as 

omniscient narrator, attests to Jean's light-hearted magic: 

As the air drove through her hair it was turning from damp drab to 

a silvery northern shining fairness. The wind of the blower moved 

through it as they watched it change (3.17.14; emphasis added). 

Thus, under Jean's direction, the nihilistic wind that sweeps across the 

surface of the honeymoon now yields form and beauty. "You're a great man," 

Catherine says, deliberately echoing the more subtle mock-heroism of David's 

fishing and writing exploits. Yet Catherine's self-conscious judgment holds 

up, affirming Jean's artistic merits while casting aspersions on David, a 

supposed exemplum of "the great man" theory of literature. Even David, who 

jealously denigrates Jean's "miracles" (3.17.7), is impressed. "Really 

Devil," he later concedes, "it's unbelievable" (3.18.4). "You don't 

suppose it changed things?" Catherine asks (3.18.5), doubtfully hoping that 

Jean, the gifted coiffeur, has finally provided her with the right "formula" 

(3.17.10) for transcendence. 

In keeping with Catherine's plan, David, too, reluctantly submits himself 

to Jean's "miracles." Moreover, while Catherine agrees to forego the 

bevelling of her own hair, she is uncompromising when David is in the chair, 

insisting that his head be both colored and beveled. David, we gather, needs 

the full, dimension-giving treatment. His newly exposed and accented 

hairline, Jean observes, "is almost the same as Catherine's (3.17.16). Thus, 

in Jean's boutique, Catherine's bodily art attains an even higher level of 

imaginative abstraction. The honeymooners' brown faces and fair hair combine 

black and white, twinning male and female in a way that undermines concepts of 

individuality and gender difference. Considered together, the 

"Afro-Scandinavian" Bournes are bizarre, other-worldly apparitions who defy 



sexual and racial categorization. Their appearance flouts established 

boundaries, enacting a criminal assault upon convention. All of this makes 

Catherine, the Blakean devil, "feel wonderful" (3.18.2). "[l]t was the 

biggest step we ever took," she says (3.18.5). "We're the same" (3.18.5). 

"Let me feel you, silky," Catherine implores David. "I'm so happy to feel you 

and hold you I could break inside" (3.18.10.i; emphasis added). Overtly, of 

course, that potential "break" reminds us of Catherine's illness, but 

Hemingway, as always, permits a more complicated reading. For the recombinant 

power of Catherine's human collage permits a joyful "break," an inner 

breakdown that is also a breaking away, a reassortment of psychic parts. 

Indeed, that "happy" break reflects back upon the false happiness of Le 

Grau-du-Roi, implying a kind of self-transcendence. Paradoxically, that is, 

Catherine seems to have fulfilled David's prophesy: she has "driven beyond 

what they had for something new that nothing could break." 

Yet if Catherine experiences a potentially constructive "break," David 

simultaneously undergoes a psychotic splitting that recapitulates the 

destructive aspects of schizophrenia. "Hello, you son of a bitch," he says, 

holding a conversation with himself before the wall mirror in the bathroom of 

the Casa Longa. "I don't think I know you" (3.18.11.i). David's extreme 

dissociation is suggested by the Otherness of his reflection, which responds 

as a separate person: '"No?"* the reflection" asks, sustaining a string of 

negatives. In effect, then, David, the androgyne, loses his specious 

masculine authenticity, becoming a mere reflection of a reflection. 

Ambivalently, he takes a closer look at himself in Catherine's "big hand 

mirror" (3.18.11.i), a gesture that encloses the magnifying glass of his 

writerly imagination within a more capacious framework of female vanity. 

"[S]erious" one moment and "smiling" the next, the protagonist ponders his 
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resemblance to a "Danish girl" he saw in Biarritz (3.17.11; 3.18.11.i), a 

Dietrich-like icon of sex beyond gender. "So that's how it is," David says to 

himself, noting his erection. "All right you like it," he confesses. He then 

refuses to blame his condition on Catherine, in a way that actually 

reinscribes the Edenic paradigm of woman as corruptor: "Now go through with 

the rest of it whatever it is and don't ever say anyone tempted you or that 

any one bitched you" (3.18.12). David's unreliability becomes even more 

evident as he habitually (and unconvincingly) claims the writerly power of 

exact self-definition, attempting to restore a measure of ontological 

certainty: "You know exactly how you look-and how you are," David tells 

himself. "So you might as well drive into town and pick up the papers at the 

gare where they know you and get used to it" (3.18.13). "Of course," counters 

the corrective voice of the omniscient narrator, "he did not know exactly how 

he looked nor how he was and no one does" (3.18.13). 

That night, as the wind rises, amplifying the flurry of Jean's hair 

dryer, David and Catherine return to the self-transcending realm of 

metamorphic love. Outside, it is "very dark" and the "risen" wind wails 

through the pines, befitting mystery and disruption on the human level. "How 

are you girl?" Catherine asks. "Fine," David replies, numbly repressing his 

own excitement. "Let me feel your hair girl," Catherine says, initiating an 

intense verbal eroticism: "You're not a Danish girl are you?" she asks, 

alluding to David's Dietrich-like fantasy self. 

"You're so very fair but you're so dark. So am T. Let me kiss 

you girl. Oh you have lovely lips. Who cut your hair[,] girl? 

Was it Jean? It's cut so full and has so much body and it's the 

same as mine. I think it's fairer really. No it's the same. 

I didn't know whether it was a boy's or a girl's hair cut. It's 



a girl's now. If it isn't it will be in a month. I'll make it 

be. Shut your eyes girl." (3.18.16[bj) 

Sure of the change she has wrought, Catherine continues, easily quelling 

David's half-hearted resistance: 

"I'm so happy. Now don't think girl. Don't think at all. 

Just be my girl the way you were in Grau de Roi [sic]. Don't 

think at all. Just be. You can be more if you want. I know 

you're a Danish girl. It must be nice to be a 

Danish girl. Just be my girl and love me the way I love you. 

You can be even more. Don't try to not be. You can be 

now. You can be now so much better. You are now 

until you can't stand it. Please love me more than you could 

before. I know you can. The way you can now. The way we both are 

now. You now. Yes you. Please youl' (3.18.17-18) 

Once again, Catherine's strange love talk blends madness and mysticism, 

compulsion and ecstacy: her crazed possessiveness ("Just be my girl") contains 

a liberating imperative ("Just be"). Optimistic to the point of insanity, 

Catherine urges her one-sided husband to realize a new wholeness, to be in the 

fullest sense imaginable. Like Jean's secret "formula," Catherine's 

incantation functions as an exorcism, magically erasing non-being, narrowness 

and complacency: "You can be even more," she says. "Don't try to not be." 

Moreover, Catherine again emphasizes the here and now, imbuing life itself 

with an orgasmic immediacy: "You can be now," she says. "You can be now so 

much better. You are now." The extraordinary scene might well provide the 

clearest expression of Catherine's metaphysical "project," highlighting her 

doomed attempt to secure love and unity amid conflict and difference: "Just be 

my girl and love me the way I love you," she pleads. 
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When the lovemaking is over, the Bournes sit together in bed, "listening 

to the wind in the trees and drinking the house champagne" (3.18.18). "Do you 

think it will be the mistral?" Catherine asks David, wistfully recalling the 

invigorating promise of the cold flow at the outset of the honeymoon. Now, 

however, in the aftermath of David's unmanning, Catherine's reference to the 

"master wind" is ironically mistimed. Tt follows that the knowledgeable 

writer should disagree: "It shouldn't be now," David says, alluding to the 

fact that the mistral only comes in spring and winter. "[B]ut it feels like 

it. It's really blowing," he concedes (3.18.18). Perhaps, then, this freak 

storm, as surprising and changeable as Catherine herself, marks the 

revolutionary ascension of feminine power. Indeed, an added omniscient 

comment confirms the eruption of explosive and uncontainable energy: "The 

wind," we are told, "was high in the trees and increasing in force" (3.18.18). 

And yet, precisely as Catherine's energy peaks, she foresees an inevitable 

demise. "Thank you for all the things," she says, with fatalistic submission. 

"Don't thank me," David replies, coolly implying that his wife is responsible 

for all that has happened (3.18.18). Warding off disappointment, Catherine 

resolves to carry on: "I'm changed," she declares, "I know this time. I don't 

understand it all. We'll just have to work it out . . . . It's complicated 

but I feel so awfully good. You're so lovely to me . . . . Let's take it as 

lightly as we can. Whatever it is" (3.18.18). "We will," David assures her, 

pouring their glasses "full" (3.18.19), a gesture that foreshadows a messy 

spill-over of emotions. 

Elliptically, Catherine explains the new dynamic. "I'm still a girl," 

she claims. "I never changed at all. That's why it's so complicated" 

(3.18.19). Ominously, then, as the wind madly whips through the pines, 

Catherine reveals that her polymorphous sexuality has led to lesbian extremes. 
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For David, we know, also played the role of "a girl." Thus, the "brothers" 

have become sisters. Catherine, it seems, regards the prospect of women 

loving women as a means of escaping the oppressions of Bluebeard's closet. In 

this sense, the dephallused intimacy she instigates figures as the inevitable 

outcome of her attempts to realize a gentler and more humane version of human 

togetherness. Indeed, as some commentators have suggested, lesbian love may, 

in fact, be implicit all along in the strange contours of Rodin's "The 

Metamorphoses of Ovid." Problematically, though, this reified world of 

"women without men" is as susceptible to ethical deformities as Hemingway's 

short-story world of "[m]en without women." For Catherine's lesbian 

inclinations are prefigured by the moral chaos that has already befallen 

Barbara Sheldon, the female quester who appears in Eden's subplot. "The 

trouble is," Catherine says, "I feel so good" (3.18.19). David is 

unsympathetic: "Don't think about it then," he replies, attempting to deny 

what has transpired (3.18.19). "And you'll love me?" Catherine asks. 

Falsely, like the good prince he is not, David swears his abiding loyalty: "I 

love you," he says. "No changes can change that" (3.18.19). 

The following morning, however, David is less certain about things. 

"[T]he wind was blowing a gale," we are told, 

and when [David] woke Catherine was gone. Then he heard the water 

in the shower. He lay back on the pillow and did not think and 

listened to the wind. All he felt was loneliness. He had no 

remorse at all. Not yet, he thought. Then, hearing the wind and 

the stopping of the shower he was suddenly happy. He listened. 

(3.19.1) 

Hemingway is deploying concepts of absence and presence (the oldest 
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"language"), in order to trace emotions. Indeed, Catherine's initial absence, 

amid a violent windstorm, is a rather depressing fact. For David, it seems, 

Catherine is literally and figuratively "gone," lost amid her own obsessions. 

"Then," Hemingway tells us, David hears "the water in the shower." The 

adverb at the beginning of the sentence clearly signals some sort of emotional 

transition. I think the sound of the shower figures positively, as a needed 

source of comfort for David. Rain, in A Farewell to Arms, is oppressive, and 

Catherine Barkeley explicitly associates it with her own death. But the 

stream of water David listens to is different. Catherine Bourne's "shower" is 

gentler, softer, perhaps even rejuvenating. Accordingly, David does appear to 

relax: he lays "back on the pillow" without thinking, reassuming his passive 

posture in Catherine's androgynous lovemaking; yet David is still dissatisfied 

with his feminine role. He listens to the wind, feels only loneliness inside, 

and anticipates "remorse." "Then," another emotional change occurs, imparting 

a more definite upswing in David's mood. "[H]earing the wind and the stopping 

of the shower," he is "suddenly happy." Temporarily, that is, anxiety gives 

way to expectation, excitement replaces dread. The wording of the passage is 

remarkably effective in this respect. For whereas David "heard" and 

"listened" upon first waking, he is now depicted "hearing." The shift from 

past participles to a present participle connotes greater immediacy and 

involvement, imparting a heightened receptivity. Accordingly, the shower, in 

its "stopping," might still be affirmative, suggesting a clearing, an 

emergence and reunion. David "listened," the narrator tells us, but the 

detachment of the past tense seems to register a new note of curiosity and/or 

hope. Interestingly, therefore, the scene as a whole seems to imply that 

David resists the feminine even as he finds himself in it. Torn between 

depression and elation, the protagonist dwells in a kind of "no-man's" land. 
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Poised upon a sexual threshhold, the honeymooners ponder new 

possibilities. When Catherine enters the bedroom, David appreciatively gazes 

upon her radiant image: "The door of the bath room opened and Catherine came 

out lovely, dark and with her shining head in the morning light" (3.19.1). 

And, curiously, Catherine now sees what David sees: "Hello[,] silver head," 

she says (3.19.1). "I never slept so late," David, the habitual insomniac, 

observes (3.19.2). Catherine knows why: "You haven't changed from last 

night," she says. "I knew you wouldn't [have changed] when you slept so well" 

(3.19.2). Put simply, Catherine contends that David "slept so well" because 

he is still a girl, and, in his "girl-ness/" he does not need to prove himself 

by rising early to conquer the blankness of a page. Catherine's awkward use 

of the word "wouldn't" may even impart an element of choice or preference, 

implying that David has chosen to remain a girl. Either way, the connection 

between David's newly-acquired femininity and his long sleep suggests that he 

has temporarily relinquished his authoritarian personality. "Are you going to 

work?" Catherine asks, posing the all-important, self-defining question. "I 

can or not," David replies (3.19.2), no longer consumed by a sense of ambition 

and destiny. On this unusually lazy morning, David, in fact, echoes the 

procedural method that Catherine advocated back at Le Grau-du-Roi: "If you 

feel like writing write," she told him. "All we said was that we'd do what we 

wanted and go where we wanted and not worry about money or not writing" 

(1.3.7). In keeping with her earlier advice, Catherine now advises David to 

"do what's best" (3.19.2).. "Why don't you work so you'll feel good," she 

suggests, "and then we'll make a trip in the wind" (3.19.2). Temporarily, at 

least, spontaneity and co-operation seem to take the place of regimentation 

and individual accomplishment. 

Indeed, the refreshed artist does write that morning, but in a way that 
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further echoes the springtime aims and aspirations of Le Grau-du-Roi. David, 

that is, now attempts to "write differently" (1.1.10). Before departing for 

his work room, he holds another conversation with himself in the bathroom 

mirror. Ironically engaged in the masculine ritual of shaving, the feminized 

protagonist reviews the sexual confusion of the previous day. David's 

thoughts are characteristically entangled in a web of contradiction. Among 

other things, David contemplates his complicity in Catherine's schemes, "[f]or 

better or for much worse." The internal monologue concludes on a 

self-transcending note: "You're not the important one in this," David tells 

himself, in an added passage, "and don't give yourself any importance" 

(3.19.3). Thus, David consciously assumes the mantle of psychic healer, 

putting Catherine's welfare before his own. "Now," he tells himself, 

acknowledging the attitudinal change implicit in his resolution, "let's see if 

you can write" (3.19.3). 

Overtly, David succeeds: "He wrote well [and] easily," the omniscient 

narrator tells us; but we should note that the troublesome "clarity" is back 

(3.19.3). Significantly, too, Hemingway puzzled over how to describe the 

recurrence of David's writerly "clarity." Initially, he considered letting 

the word stand on its own, under the accumulated weight of previous contexts. 

He then penciled in and later lined out "the best post-coital clarity." 

Finally, the author decided upon "sharp post-coital clarity." Revised, the 

complete sentence reads: "[David] wrote well, easily and with sharp 

post-coital clarity" (3.19.3). Thus, while David outwardly adopts Catherine's 

values, he inwardly follows a programme of his own. Put another way, 

Hemingway "dresses up" the old David, he of the "deadly clarity," but very 

little has actually changed. Indeed, David's sharp clarity and "exact" ear 

(3.19.3) impart a "deadly" edge to his present efforts, reinscribing a latent 
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aggression. On a related level, the current sharpness might also reinstate the 

theme of writerly vanity, reminding us of the "sharp" knife David uses to open 

his clippings (1.2.8). For while David is now "happy making the country" he 

and Catherine have already traversed, such happiness may conceal deific 

pretensions. As a rule, after all, David's supposed felicity cannot be 

trusted. 

Authorial revisions further qualify David's writerly accomplishment. 

Originally, David regards his work as "good." Hemingway, however, pointedly 

inflates the first appraisal: "When he stopped," we are told, "he had done the 

best morning's work he had done in a month" (3.19.3; emphasis added). That 

superlative is somewhat excessive. Indeed, Hemingway proceeds to cast 

aspersions on the comment by attributing it to David: "[A]t least," we are 

told, "he [David] thought it was [the best morning's work he had done in a 

month]" (3.19.3). Curiously, too, David is "still in" his work when he comes 

"out to the car," to meet Catherine. David's writerly separation (which he 

previously ennobled as "regrettable" loneliness) may, in fact, be excused as 

the unavoidable cost of creativity, but the condition also carries a more 

sinister imputation of retreat and detachment, foreshadowing the 

marriage-breaking distance David will gain by writing the African stories. 

Indeed, as Rose Marie Burwell perceptively notes, David and Catherine now face 

"the tall African grass" that grows along the Riviera lowlands (3.19.4; 

Burwell 208). Nor, finally, do we see what David actually writes on this 

morning, and, lacking evidence to the contrary, we might conclude that his 

good resolutions and high estimations are double-edged. Despite Catherine's 

softening influence, then, the cluster of implications associated with the 

Bluebeard motif persists. 
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The "trip in the wind" brings the tensions and conflicts of Catherine's 

honeymoon project to a climax. As in "the car and train" scene, Catherine 

takes the wheel, assuming the role of guide, while David figures as a mere 

passenger. "You've scouted all this country," he tells Catherine. "Let's see 

your country" (3.19.4). To paraphrase, the Bournes now survey the psychic 

geography of Catherine's troubled mind. Appropriately, as the honeymooners 

"drop" down the hill upon which their hotel sits, the raging "gale" becomes a 

"big head wind" (3.19.4; 3.19.6; emphasis added). The terrain, down on the 

flats, is barren wasteland, establishing an Eliotic mood. As if to alleviate 

the oppressions of the environment, Catherine brings forth a bottle of "Tio 

Pepe," offering her companion a spirit(ual) boost (3.19.4). She then 

accelerates "up" a small rise, leaving the bleak flats behind (3.19.5). As 

the Bournes race on, past Cannes, Hemingway's metaphor-rich mind retraces the 

Riviera of his youth: David and Catherine pass "Golfe Juan" and "Juan Les 

Pins," and drive on through Antibes, "past the port and the square tower of 

the old defences," coming, finally, to "open country" (3.19.5). Implicitly, 

that is, upon passing "the square tower of the old defences," the honeymooners 

temporarily leave border struggles behind them. The "open country" is, 

indeed, Catherine's own, affording a last opportunity for an androgynous 

fusion of identities. 

Here, in the openness, Catherine exploits the full power of her dark blue 

Bugatti, enacting an imaginative release that approaches the limits of human 

experience. The rush forward is marked by superlatives: "This is the best 

wild country left on this part [of the coast]," David observes. "It's the 

very best fast stretch too," Catherine says. "This," she declares, "is where 

I have my fun" (3.19.5-6). In understated "fun," Catherine races on, defying 

the fierce resistance of the "big head wind." Her gusto is contagious. "I 

like you in the glasses and scarf," David says, prompting a wry exchange: 
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"You like me in anything you don't count." 

"How are your Saville Row slacks?" 

"They're cool in this wind. How's your boina from Talosa? 

[sic]" (3.19.6) 

In the exhilaration of the moment, the Bournes humorously caricature each 

other. For David (with a lingering trace of condescension?), regards 

Catherine's well-tailored "slacks,"—"the ones with the knife like creases 

[sic]" (3.18.15)—as an emblem of her masculine force. Never at a loss for 

words, Catherine responds in kind, but with a wit that is all her own. For 

David's "boina" or "beret" (the mark of a fashionable Frenchman), which 

Catherine associates with "T[o]losa" or "Toulouse" (the artistic centre of 

medieval Europe), figures, in her eyes, as a false token of cultural and 

literary sophistication. Put simply, Catherine correctly implies that her 

blonded and bevelled husband has not wholly forsaken his role as a high-brow 

"artiste." The speed and accuracy of her reply is daunting. 

Afraid that Catherine is becoming too reckless, David focuses on the 

complementary performance of the Bugatti: "That's about as many revs as she's 

got," he says (3.19.6). David's cautionary note signals Catherine's maximum 

expenditure of mental and mechanical energy, breaking the spell. "We're 

coming up on the Loup [River]," he observes, further implying that it is time 

to slow down. "It never lasts," Catherine says, wistfully. "I always eat 

that stretch [of road] too fast" (3.19.6). The ambiguity of this wolflike 

image reminds us of Catherine's voracious spiritual hunger, while allusively 

evoking the misguided appetites of Eve. Elsewhere, however, Catherine 

explicitly dissociates herself from the negative and/or predatorial aspects of 

feminine desire: "I'm not insatiable," she tells David. "Really, I'm satiated 

so easily" (3.9.8). It is noteworthy, too, that Catherine reserves the debased 
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implications of female gluttony for women of Marita's ilke, and will soon 

characterize Marita's friend, Nina, as "a wolf" (3.19.24). Marita, the 

sado-masochist, will later attempt to generalize the charge, claiming that 

"all women are pigs" (3.45.12), but she speaks neither for Catherine nor for 

Hemingway. 

Further still, the trip-in-the-wind dialogue might ultimately cast 

aspersions on David's latent appetite for transcendence. "I'll clock you 

going back," he suggests, habitually thinking in terms of "record" 

accomplishment. Indeed, David-the-measurer offers to "clock" Catherine much 

as he asks to have the Grau-du-Roi sea bass "weighed." Interestingly, 

Catherine dismisses the proposition: "It wouldn't mean anything unless we did 

it both ways," she replies (3.19.7). To elaborate, Catherine claims that her 

endogamic movement would be valuable only if she could measure it against her 

exogamic movement. The odd conversational detail places Catherine in a kind 

of schizophrenic competition against herself, but might also convey a 

redeeming self-reflexivity and/or bilateralism that mirrors her androgynous 

nature. At some level, that is, Catherine consistently searches for a new and 

more valid perspective upon herself and the world. Thus, her wish to be timed 

"both ways" or not at all fits a larger pattern of artistic and sexual 

relativism. Catherine, after all, wants everything "both ways." In this 

sense, she is more aware than David, who likes his sex and his art one way: 

whereas Catherine's thinking is playfully relational, David's thinking is 

sternly absolutist; whereas she seeks meaning in difference, he posits a 

single, fixed measurement as innately meaningful. 

Appropriately, therefore, David's uneasiness subsides only when Catherine 

reduces her speed, curtailing the destabilizing rush of experience. The 

writer reflects upon the ride in stoic terms, selectively valuing Catherine's 
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ability to hold tight under pressure: "You've done good home work on the Bug . 

. . . You're steady as a goat," he says, admiring the soundness of Catherine's 

reflexes. Catherine's light response affords another glimpse of Hemingway's 

overall design, exposing and validating the wider range of female drives: "I'm 

getting better," Catherine says (3.19.7; emphasis added). Thus, despite the 

manifest dangers of her enterprise, Catherine, we gather, has not entirely 

lost sight of the road to recovery. 

Problematically, however, Catherine's brief metaphysical flight leads 

nowhere. For, on this day, in this company, her envisioned destination ("the 

[open] place") affords an untenable position. Huddling "close together," 

David and Catherine eat lunch "in the lee of an old stone wall," next to the 

stony-bottomed Loup, as the wind flows "over them and to either side" 

(3.19.7-8). Nestled against their wall ("the ruin of some building"), the 

Bournes look out "across the waste country to [a] sea that [is] flat and 

scoured by the wind" (3.19.8). The bleak setting owes much to the "stony 

rubbish" of Eliot's Waste Land, where the speaker "know[s] only/ A heap of 

broken images . . . " (1.20-22). Indeed, Hemingway's wind, which pours "out of 

a funnel in the mountains," evokes the "cold blast" that beats at the back of 

Eliot's speaker-persona (3.185), suggesting a vast emptiness, a nothingness in 

which life and death are meaningless abstractions. Concomitantly, the "flat 

and scoured" sea might intentionally evoke the spiritually "blank" pages of 

David's forthcoming African stories, which contain references to "sand-scoured 

bones." Only the "clear stream," reminicent of Eliot's nostalgically 

remembered "Sweet Thames" (3.176-184), offers an image of hope. Deleted 

phrases explicitly recognize the "lovely" quality of the "gravel bedded" 

river, embellishing Catherine's appreciation for the singular clarity of this 

fluid bourn. 



160 

Nevertheless, disappointment prevails as the pristine spring flows into 

the sullen sea. "It wasn't much of a place to come to," Catherine concedes. 

"I don't know what I thought it would be like" (3.19.8). "There shouldn't be 

any such wind as this," David replies. "It's taken away all the smells of the 

brush," Catherine says. "There's no crushed bracken smell where we've spread 

the blanket. You can't even smell the lavender" (3.19.8). Catherine's 

comment imparts a deadening alienation, a loss of interrelations. Inferably, 

therefore, upon the numbing harshness of the "wild plain," David and Catherine 

lose all sense of belonging; the universe they inhabit is not a home. There 

is, moreover, an aspect of fatality inherent in the now familiar topography of 

the Mediterranean basin: the gusting winds, the flatness of the land, the 

river, and the sea—persistent images throughout the manuscript—confirm that 

the Bournes have returned to their ambiguous starting place. We see them as 

they began, trapped in a liminal state that mixes passage and compression, 

exit and entry, movement and stasis, birth and death. Unsuccessful pilgrims, 

they endlessly revolve within the prison of consciousness. 

Significantly, David then attempts to restructure the indefinite 

experience by invoking a more masculine point of view: "Let's stand up," he 

says, "and see the handsome part anyway before we eat" (3.19.8). At David's 

behest, the honeymooners look inland, toward the high country, where, as the 

narrator notes, villages stand "poised" among "the grey and purple" hills 

(3.19.8). "We could have gone somewhere up in there," Catherine says, 

contemplating the road not taken. "But it's so closed in and picturesque," 

she says. "I hate those hanging villages" (3.19.9). For Catherine, that is, 

the "hanging villages" perched among the hills—towns such as Cagnes-sur-Mer 

and Villeneuve, dating from the Middle Ages—embody a condition of unnatural 

suspension, whereby the self is entombed within sterile walls of custom and 
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tradition. More particularly, the "closed in and picturesque" atmosphere of 

these high places affords yet another art parable, ominously foreshadowing the 

claustrophobic artistry in which David will soon entrap his wife. Indeed, the 

cloistered and confined world of the aptly named "hanging villages" ultimately 

conveys the horror of Bluebeard's castle, where the feminine is hung up or 

locked up in remote realms of male fantasy. These "hanging villages," which 

represent fixity over flux, warrant Catherine's "hate" precisely because they 

present a deadly threat. Lofty and distant, they rise above the windswept 

plain, courting the separatist dreams of the male artist. 

Sensing Catherine's distress, David falsely commits himself (yet again) 

to the beleaguered intimacy of the honeymoon world. "This is a good place," 

he says. "It's a fine stream and we couldn't have a better wall" (3.19.9). 

"We'll turn our back on all the picturesque," he adds, temporarily postponing 

his inevitable retreat into more aloof regions of imagination. "Give me a 

kiss in the wind," Catherine responds. "Now I feel better," she says, wishing 

only to be with someone (3.19.9). And yet, in truth, Catherine is very near 

to being alone, and must soon endure an emotional desertion. Situated between 

the aesthetic villages and the agitated sea, she has nowhere left to go. 

Indeed, her well-planned picnic at the Loup River, that "clear stream," is a 

turning point in the narrative, effectively marking the end of her psychic 

journey, or its affirmative segment, anyway. Now, there can only be decline 

and preparation for the grave. Thus, moments after Catherine attests to 

"getting better," she acknowledges the "failure" of her outing: "You're being 

nice about my failure," she tells David. "You don't have to be" (3.19.9). 

But the "failure," of course, is not purely her own. In part, at least, she 

has been victimized by an insensitive and egocentric husband. Accordingly, 

Catherine unwittingly grants an abusive artistic license when she tells David 



that he doesn't have to be "nice." For David's forthcoming creativity, a kind 

of private and unreciprocal self-enrichment, will, in fact, take advantage of 

that questionable artistic license, revealing his barely hidden cruelty. 

Notes 

Charles Stetler and Gerald Locklin discuss Hemingway's 

"metafictional techniques" in "'A Natural History of the Dead' as 

Metafiction." Their essay demonstrates how "A Natural History of the Dead" 

calls attention to its own status as an artifact and raises questions about 

the uneasy relationship of fiction and reality. 

The gist of David's remark is suggested by a letter Hemingway wrote 

to Maxwell Perkins, 15 April 1925: "Somehow I don't care about writing a 

novel," Hemingway told his editor. "I like to write short stories . . . . 

Somehow the novel seems to me to be an awfully artificial and worked out form" 

(Selected Letters 156). The Hemingway of Eden, author of six published 

novels, may intend to cast aspersions on his youthful smugness, which he 

attributes to David Bourne. 

For a discussion of an up-down motif in another Hemingway text, see 

Linda Gajdusek's "Up and Down: Making Connections in 'A Day's Wait.'" 

Jean's role as an artist figure becomes even more apparent later in 

the "La Napoule" section of the Eden manuscript, when Catherine receives 

another hair treatment amid David's neglect. Back at the Casa Longa, 

Catherine initiates a discussion of the coiffeur: 

"I think he'll probably make a fortune[,]" Catherine said. 

"Can he patent his formulas?" [Marita] asked. 

"I hope so," Catherine said. "Anyway it was very exciting and 
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extremely interesting . . . . I hope you worked well." 

"Nothing spectacular like Jean," David said mixing the three 

drinks in the crystal pitcher. "But I did some work." 

"You're not jealous of Jean are you? [Catherine asked]. "That 

would be silly" (3.24.16). 
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CHAPTER FCOR: 

THE NEW GIRL 

. . . she had built for herself a most magnificent castle in 

the air, of which she was mistress, with a husband somewhere in 

the background (she had not seen him as yet, and his figure would 

not therefore be very distinct); she had arrayed herself in an 

infinity of shawls, turbans, and diamond necklaces, and had mounted 

upon an elephant to the sound of the march in Bluebeard,^] in 

order to pay a visit of ceremony to the Grand Mogul. 

Thackeray on Becky Sharp's machinations in Vanity Fair (28). 

A late addition to the Eden manuscript, Marita seems to come out of 

nowhere. Hemingway does not introduce this "new girl" until Book Three, 

Chapter Nineteen, after David's and Catherine's previously discussed "trip in 

the wind." Until new evidence sheds more light on the composition of Eden, 

one can only speculate about the oddly belated appearance of a third major 

character in a dualistic plotline. In my view, Marita did not figure in 

Hemingway's plans before the late Spring of 1958: the "Provisional Ending," 

dated "May '58," makes no mention of her; in fact, Catherine's comments in 

this tentative ending preclude the important role Marita eventually plays in 

the manuscript. Only in the new material that Hemingway seems to have begun 

writing toward the end of May (Book Three, Chapter Ten; Book Three, Chapter 
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Fourteen, et seq.), do we see the first possible foreshadowings of Marita's 

appearance. Interestingly, too, when Marita finally steps forth, a few 

chapters later, Hemingway launches into David's African stories. After twelve 

years of intermittent progress, the narrative suddenly appears to burgeon out, 

becoming Hemingway's longest work. Marita, it would seem, adds a necessary 

"pull" to the rather static tension between the two honeymooners, tipping the 

scales of creative power in David's favor. Shy, sly, and seductive, she is 

David's sort of woman, the perfect "business partner on writing" (3.37.40). 

As previously noted, most critics have assumed that Marita is also 

Hemingway's sort of woman. Yet her sudden appearance at "La Napoule" 

(emphasis added) indicates that Marita is the intended "poule" or whore in 

Hemingway's story. Indeed, Marita, the new wife, instigates sexual and 

artistic arrangements that give free rein to David's darkest fantasies of 

power and control, completing his slow transformation into Bluebeard. David 

himself, of course, makes the folkloric connection explicit, comparing Marita 

to "Scheherazade" (3.45.29), the suppliant but cunning wife of King 

Schahrayar, the Eastern Bluebeard of the Arabian Nights tales. In some 

ways, perhaps, the evil peculiarities of Marita's manipulativeness, viewed in 

relation to Catherine's relative innocence, point toward the angel-whore 

syndrome Gilbert and Gubar identify, and which Carol Smith suggests is present 

in virtually all of Hemingway's work. But while it will come as no surprise 

that Hemingway's version of "eden" contains a femme fatale, the author defies 

our expectations by presenting the subservient Marita as more deadly (or 

deadening) than the aggressive and recalcitrant Catherine. Paradoxically, 

then, while Hemingway may continue to exploit gender stereotypes, he does so 

in a way that partially reverses the traditional value structures upon which 

these stereotypes are based. More than ever, "Papa" emerges as a chameleon, 
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emerges as a chameleon, as a writer who crafts a highly idiosyncratic and 

novelistic text that both moves within and pushes beyond patriarchal ideology. 

The possible foreshadowings of Marita occur late in the "Madrid" section 

of the manuscript, during Catherine's several discussions of what she has 

learned at the Prado museum. Notably, Catherine focuses on a female type that 

appeals to David. "You know your Del Sarto girl? The one you were in love 

with?" Catherine asks (3.14.8), referring, it would seem, to Andrea Del 

Sarto's "Portrait of a Woman" (Appendix, Figure 8), a work that Baker singles 

out as one of Hemingway's Prado favorites (Life Story S1.3). The picture 

depicts the serpentine beauty of a demure, dark-haired young woman with an 

enigmatic smile, restaging a Mona Lisa-like fusion of the tender mother and 

the devouring vulture: harmony, serenity, and moderation belie traces of 

distortion, excess, and anxiety. The model, as in most of Del Sarto's studies 

of women, is the artist's infamous wife, Lucrezia. According to popular 

belief, Del Sarto suffered from a crippling devotion to the woman he married, 

and the attachment eventually thwarted his artistic potential (Osborne 4ci). 

Robert Browning's poem, "Andrea Del Sarto," tells of the love affair, 

immortalizing Del Sarto as an uxorious weakling. At first glance, the 

scenario seems to provide one way of reading Catherine's own role in Eden. 

Curiously, however, Catherine explicitly distinguishes herself from David's 

"Del Sarto girl," opening the wicked-wife role to other candidates. "I was 

[in love with her] too," Catherine says. "The same as you were. Now I know. 

But I wouldn't marry her. You wouldn't either would you?" (3.14.8). "It was 

just fun," Catherine says (emphasis added), imparting the shallowness of the 

girl's enticements (3.14.8). "Do you love me more than that Andrea Del Sarto 

girl?" Catherine asks David, a little earlier in the manuscript. "She looked 
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as though she were hoping you'd come to see her" (3.10.4). As foreshadowings, 

Catherine's oddly pointed comments are exact. For Catherine, like David, will 

fall in love with Marita, but will come to view Marita's attractions as 

salacious rather than spiritual. Accordingly, Catherine will also warn David 

about the wiles of Marita-as-"girl." 

Catherine's discussion of a related work, Goya's Maia Desnuda (Appendix, 

Figure 9), provides an even more compelling anticipation of Marita. In this 

well-known work, a smiling, dark-haired nude reclines on a bed of cushions, 

her hands invitingly folded above her head in a false show of ease. The Maja 

Desnuda, critics agree, subtly exemplifies the "ferocious abnormality" 

(Encyclopedia of World Art) for which Goya's work is famous. "She's no 

rival," Catherine declares, accurately imagining a contest for David's 

affections. "She's a tramp in nude's clothing" (3.10.4). "She's just a 

trick," Catherine adds, using a word that is suggestively associated with the 

business of whoring. Later on, the association becomes explicit: "I never saw 

anybody so self-consciously unself-conscious," Catherine says of the woman in 

Goya's painting. "She's cold like a whore" (3.14.8). Similarly, Catherine 

will attribute a certain vagabondism and trickiness to Marita, whom she views 

as David's "literary whore" (3.39.5). The complexities of Catherine's art 

commentary again suggest that Hemingway is deliberately working on a rich 

intertextual and "subtextual" level, allusively opening Eden to a variety of 

readings. Nor should we overlook the metafictional aspects of such dialogue, 

which literally "frames" Marita's presence within a set of mise-en-abyme 

pictures. 

Marita's eventual appearance is also foretold by patterns in Hemingway's 

own life. For her identity as a wealthy French heiress (3.27.10-12) marks the 

intrusion of "the rich," an autobiographical scenario that the author 

caustically describes in A Moveable Feast: 
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When you have two people who love each other, are happy and gay 

and really good work is being done by one or both of them, people 

are drawn to them as surely as migrating birds are drawn at night to 

a powerful beacon. If the two people were as solidly constructed as 

the beacon there would be little damage except to the birds. Those 

who attract people by their happiness and their performance are 

usually inexperienced. They do not know how not to be overrun and 

how to go away. They do not always learn about the good, the 

attractive, the charming, the soon-beloved, the generous, the under

standing rich who have no bad qualities and who give each day the 

quality of a festival and who, when they have passed and taken the 

nourishment they needed, leave everything deader than the roots of 

any grass Attila's horses' hooves have ever scoured. (206) 

The migrating Marita, of course, is also numbered among "the poor miserable 

bloody rich" (3.22.26), and is drawn to the Bournes, who are "happy and gay," 

working well (or so it would seem), and not very "solidly constructed." Nor 

do the Bournes know "how not to be overrun." And when the "festival" is over, 

everything is, indeed, dead. Thus, in Eden, Hemingway enacts, at great 

length, the personal and marital misjudgments and vulnerabilities he only 

touches upon in the simultaneously composed book of sketches. 

As a final preliminary consideration, it is worth noting that much of 

Marita's sinister trickiness lies in the carefully textualized uncertainty 

over what she knows of (and wants from) the Bournes before meeting 

them—Madame Merle, in Portrait of a Lady, is comparably mysterious. Like 

James, Hemingway is purposefully vague about the intruder's motives and 

foreknowledge, offering mere suggestions of an elaborate subterfuge. Marita, 

we know, tracks Catherine for several days before confronting the Bournes• 
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together (3.19.23). Late in the manuscript, in one of her few interior 

monologues, Marita recalls the situation: "I was looking for [Catherine] when 

[I] saw them first together. Then I was in love with them as them but I loved 

David alone when I saw him . . ." (3.24.23). Marita discusses her 

"intentions" in a way that also points toward some degree of premeditation: 

"They didn't work out so well because of so many changes," she says, "but they 

were very firm. They modified and developed with the movement of the battle. 

I didn't know it was a battle when I came" (3.42.18). Elsewhere, David 

wonders about this new girl: "She didn't choose the terrain where she's making 

her fight," he tells himself, but adds, contrarily: "Maybe she did. At least 

she knows what she wants" (3.36.57). What Marita wants, of course, is David 

the writer, and the emotional high of his creative talents. As a "certified 

book reader" (3.21.40), she has already read his first novel, and craves 

another dose of escapism. "I didn't have to tell you about [the writing]," 

David says to her. "You knew about it when I met you" (3.37.50). Marita 

affirms the point: "I love your work," she says (3.33.26). 

Hemingway, in fact, draws Marita with a streak of quasi-religious 

fanaticism: "I feel I've never been anything else than married to you and 

loveing [sic] you all my life," Marita tells David. "I love you at night when 

I go to sleep and in the night when T wake and in the morning when I wake up. 

Then I wait to see you and then I love you all day the way I love you now this 

minute" (3.27.13-13i). The accumulated weight of such passages raises the 

distinct possibility that Marita intends, all along, to discard Catherine. 

"Don't try to put me outside," Marita says, when David refers to the "fine lot 

of trouble" she becomes involved in. "I know what I got into," Marita states 

(3.42.14). At any rate, the ambiguity of Marita's "intentions" establishes a 

tension between honesty and dishonesty, knowing and not knowing, malice and 
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innocence. The nagging uncertainty of the conundrum is probably what makes 

Marita so disturbing. Beneath her devotion and subservience to David there 

lurks, among other things, a preconceived desire to participate vicariously in 

the power and control of the artist, whatever the cost. "I wish I'd met you 

first and you'd never seen Catherine," she says (3.27.12[b]). 

Marita first appears when David and Catherine are sitting in the Cafe des 

Allies, at Cannes, after their disappointing "trip in the wind" 

(3.19.17-18). "Who are those two?" Catherine asks, alluding to two "girls" 

disembarking from a conspicuously large and expensive automobile. "The one 

girl," Nina, is a "handsome," Amazonian woman with "fine legs" (3.19.19; 

3.19.26). The other one, Marita, is a "beauty," a more feminine, "pretty" 

woman (3.19.9). Having seen the two before, in Nice, Catherine senses that 

they are lesbians: "They're sisters," she says, using 1920's slang. The scene 

is again reminiscent of the Bal Musette passage in The Sun Also Rises, where 

Jake Barnes encounters a group of homosexuals. Like the emasculated Jake, 

David is both fascinated and repelled by the incoming party. The mannish Nina 

makes the greatest impression on him: "The one is a damned handsome girl," he 

says (3.19.21; emphasis added), evoking the darker versions of Ovidian change 

that Rodin embodied in "Femmes Damnees." As previously noted, David also 

characterizes Nina as "a wolf" (3.19.24), an image that evokes archetypal 

notions of the all-devouring female. In this sense, the androgynous Nina can 

be seen as a debased (future?) version of the "hungry" Catherine, who, during 

the preceding "trip in the wind," "eat[s]" her favorite "stretch" of road "too 

fast" (3.19.6). Hemingway provides a related context for the term "wolf" in A 

Moveable Feast, while writing about a discussion with a satirically rendered 

Gertrude Stein: 

I tried to tell Miss Stein that when you were a boy and moved 



1U 
in the company of men, you had to be prepared to kill a man, know 

how to do it and really know that you would do it in order not to 

be interfered with. . . . I could have expressed myself more 

vividly by using an inaccrochable phrase that wolves used on the 

lake boats, 'Oh gash may be fine but one eye for mine,' (18) 

The phrase used by these male, lake-boat wolves describes their sexual 

preference for young boys, reconfiguring the female genitalia as a "gash" and 

the male backside as a "one eye[d]" receptacle. Such language foreshadows 

David's own pederastic inclinations while permitting us to see Nina as a 

sexual predator given to lust rather than love. Catherine reinforces the 

overtly negative implications of Nina's sexuality, calling her "a handsome 

bitch" (3.19.26). Marita, on the other hand, "the beauty of the two," exudes 

a deceptive and seductive charm. "The very dark one is pretty," Catherine 

observes (3.19.19). An accessory personage, even in her relationship with 

Nina, Marita suggests unmitigated female subservience. On this evening at the 

Cafe des Allies, then, David encounters a covert ally, a woman who will meet 

his (author)itarian needs. 

Hemingway embellishes the arrival of the two "sisters" with more heavily 

coded detail. "They're not Americans," David says of Nina and Marita, 

implying, through a kind of Jamesian elision, that the pair evince a European 

sophistication and complexity, an ethically ambiguous over-refinement and 

poise. Nor, David later observes, are they "Italians" (3.19.24), suggesting, 

perhaps—a la "Che Ti Dice La Patria?" and "A Simple Enquiry," two Hemingway 

short stories—that public displays of lesbianism defy the right-wing 

strictures of fascist Italy. Indeed, Catherine observes that the car out of 

which Nina and Marita emerge has "Swiss plates," a literal sign of their 

status as exiles and rootless cosmopolites. Imposing in every way, Nina 
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requests "a Chambery Cassis" (3.19.19), a rich, black-purple cordial whose 

denseness and sweetness seems to befit an overbearing nature. Marita, on 

the other hand, requests "a fine a l'eau" (3.19.18), adroitly acknowledging 

the Bournes, who are also drinking brandy and soda (3.19.18). In an oblique 

way, then, we glimpse the "shady manipulations and tenebreuses [sinister] 

affaires" that Marita will later associate with her murky family "history" 

(3.28.34). Considered together, the two lesbian cosmopolites pose an 

unspecified threat to the comparatively innocent and complacent Bournes. They 

are, as David seriocomically suggests, "spooky" (3.19.74): "queer" in both a 

sexual and uncanny sense. 

The expensive car, which belongs to the wealthy Marita, is especially 

noteworthy. "It's an old Isotta," David says, identifying a famous brand of 

Italian-made luxury cars. Massively aristocratic vehicles, Isotta-Fraschinis 

were owned by the likes of Rudolph Valentino (Nicholson, T. R. 198). More 

pointedly, as an "old Isotta" (emphasis added), Marita's car is a pre-war 

model, dating back to the early days of the motor-car industry, when 

Isotta-Fraschini was commonly recognized as a symbol of Edwardian elegance. 

These "muscular," "overly romantic" automobiles, "lovely ugly monsters," as 

Ralph Stein describes them (193), were the glamour toys of high society, the 

chic attributes of the wealthy upper crust. And Marita's Isotta, we find out, 

is a "convertible" (3.20.11), especially designed to impress. Ralph Stein 

explains: 

. . . . some Isottas were fitted with two-seated convertible 

bodies of surpassing arrogance. But these were for the kinds of 

people whose egos required that they drive a conveyance that took 

some three tons of machinery mounted on a chassis with no less than 

146 inches of wheelbase to transport the driver and his single pas

senger. They sat behind a hood that stretched for some seven feet 
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between radiator and windshield.(190). 

Interestingly, too, for all their speed and elegance and comfort, Tsotta 

Fraschini's were notoriously poor-braking cars. Their awkwardly designed 

four-wheel brakes, a technological innovation at the time, were prone to 

seizure and irregular engagement. Thus, when David drives Marita's car for 

the first time, we see him "feeling and condemning the too-sudden brakes and 

finding how badly the motor needed to be worked over" (3.20.18). "You'd kill 

yourself with this car," David later tells Marita. "It's a crime to drive it 

the way it is" (3.23.23). In terms of style and performance, we are no 

longer in the class of Catherine's "snarly little Bug," which corners "tight 

and fast," and holds "the road when it wants to fly" (3.16.9). 

As the cafe scene continues, Nina and Marita become involved in "a big 

row." The two women apparently argue over how and when to approach the 

Bournes, since there is a hint of jealousy in the "vicious" (3.19.21) 

exchanges, a competitive desire to claim new territory. Nina moves ahead. 

"The rich," Hemingway writes in A Moveable Feast, "'have a sort of pilot fish 

who goes ahead of them, sometimes a little deaf, sometimes a little blind, but 

always smelling affable and hesitant . . . " (205). Nina does pretend to be 

"affable and hesitant," but her overtly mannered speech reeks of false 

politeness, and is more oppressive than sincere: "I'm sorry," she says, 

apologizing for the intrusion. "Please forgive me . . . . You will forgive 

me?" (3.19.20-21). "I could be awfully rude to Nina," Catherine tells David, 

later on. "It wouldn't touch her," David says. "No. She's well armoured," 

Catherine agrees (3.19.26). 

Interestingly, too, when Nina explains that she would like to know where 

Catherine had her hair cut, Catherine offers to "write it down" (3.19.21). In 

a text that is so heavily concerned with David's artistic writing, we can be 



very sure that writing in any form carries intended and related meanings. On 

the one hand, perhaps, Catherine now poses as the artist in the family, a 

position she has held throughout most of the narrative thus far. On the other 

hand, the odd detail might suggest that David, the writer by trade, is 

actually the main attraction in this gathering of female admirers. Indeed, 

Nina reveals that Marita is particularly sensitive about the propriety of 

"copying" Catherine's haircut: "[l]s it like copying a dress?" Nina asks. "My 

friend [Marita] said it was more offensive" (3.19.21). Marita, however, will 

emerge as an unscrupulous "copy (C)at," copying (and revising) the 

implications of Catherine's short hair in order to win David. In a related 

way, such talk should also remind us of David's desire to have the honeymoon 

narrative "copyrighted." Hemingway makes the most of the situation, 

indirectly stressing the complexity of implication surrounding the issue of 

copying. After Nina temporarily retreats, David says to Catherine: "She'll be 

back to ask you where you had your slacks cut" (3.19.22). But Catherine's 

"cuttings" again reflect back upon David's "cuttings," those worshipful 

reviews that are somehow linked to Bluebeard's closet. And Nina, meanwhile, 

demonstrates precisely the sort of "niggledy spit falseness" that Catherine 

has already attributed to David's literary admirers. 

Moments later, Nina returns with Marita, initiating an absurdly formal 

round of introductions. "You were very nice to let us come over . . . It 

was an impudent thing to do," Marita says, blushingly referring to Nina's 

inquiry. "I couldn't have done it," Marita adds. "But Nina is much braver" 

(3.19.23). The reader should immediately sense that Marita's 

self-deprecations, again like Madame Merle's in Portrait of a Lady, are 

actually self-serving. For in painting Nina as the "brave" one, Marita 

secures for herself the position of an unpresuming acquaintance. And, like 
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James' Isabel, Catherine falls for the ploy: "It's very flattering," she 

replies, acknowledging Nina's compliments in a way that further recalls 

David's clippings (3.19.23). As if to confirm the sinister shade of the 

conversation, Hemingway offers an intervening narratorial observation: "She 

[Marita] had a breathless way of speaking," we are told, "and she blushed 

again" (3.19.23). Nor is Marita's second blush her last (3.19.23). 

Implicitly, that is, Marita's multiple blushes simulate an orgasmic 

impressibility, confirming the erotic promise of her soft voice and ardently 

feminine manner. Indeed, Marita, who shyly awaits permission to "come over," 

finally comes with ease, surpassing the "handsome" and brashly intrusive Nina, 

whose color, David notes, rises only "once" (3.19.26). David, however, cannot 

help but wonder if Marita is faking it: "She can't blush again," he thinks. 

"But she did," the narrator adds (3.19.23). 

When the two "sisters" finally depart, David and Catherine discuss the 

occurrence, condemning Nina (3.19.26). Marita, on the other hand, has left a 

more ambivalent impression. "The friend is nice," David says, "but she could 

make you nervous blushing" (3.19.24). "She's in love with you," Catherine 

declares with clairvoyante intuition, succinctly stating the crux of the 

matter. "Sure. She saw me in Nice," David sceptically replies, 

underestimating Marita's complicity. "Well I can't help it if she is [in 

love] with me," Catherine counters. "It [sic] isn't the first girl that ever 

was and a lot of good it did them." But given Catherine's growing interest in 

lesbian sexuality, as witnessed in Chapter Three, her confidence is misplaced. 

Indeed, Catherine, too, senses Marita's appeal: "[T]he friend was nice. "She 

had beautiful eyes. Did you see?" (3.19.25; emphasis added). Thus, Marita's 

Del Sarto-girl sweetness manages to impress both of the combatants in 

Hemingway's ongoing battle of the sexes. "The closer you saw her the prettier 
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warning that he himself will fail to heed. 

The following afternoon, Catherine returns to the Casa Longa with Marita. 

The new girl, demonstrating her facility for imitation, has had her hair 

"cropped short," in a way that resembles one of Catherine's previous styles 

(3.20.4). "Look who I brought to see you," Catherine says to David (3.20.4). 

"Go muss her head up" (3.20.5). Having been away on another "collecting trip" 

(3.16.4), Catherine brings back Marita as yet another material novelty, 

without any definite plan (3.20.17). Marita, Catherine believes, is simply a 

temporary and extravagant distraction, a "fun" addition to her "treasure 

trove" of books and magazines (3.16.3-4). "She's decorative all right," David 

agrees, later on. "But whose girl is she?" he asks (3.20.16). "Don't be 

rough," Catherine replies. "She's nobody's" (3.20.16). Catherine, however, 

has waded into deeper waters than she realizes. For Marita, who asks if she 

might taste David's martini (3.20.6), does seem to have a plan. "It tasted 

very good but terribly strong," she says, acknowledging the intoxicating power 

of David's mixtures (3.20.6). "I'll be useful if I can," Marita says 

(3.20.11), indicating her desire to serve David. A Moveable Feast further 

explains the operative paradigm as "the oldest trick there is": 

. . . an unmarried young woman becomes the temporary best friend 

of another young woman who is married, goes to live with the husband 

and wife and then unknowingly, innocently, and unrelentingly sets 

out to marry the husband. When the husband is a writer and doing 

difficult work so that he is occupied much of the time and is not 

a good companion or partner to his wife for a big part of the day, 

the arrangement has advantages until you know how it works out. The 

husband has two attractive girls around when he has finished work. 
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One is new and strange and if he has bad luck he gets to love them 

both. (207-08) 

In The Garden of Eden, Hemingway objectifies this fantasy set-up at great 

length by hinting at the cold and calculating nature of Marita's 

manipulations. "What about your friend Nina?" David asks. "She's gone away," 

Marita replies (3.20.8). But it is more likely that Marita drove her away, a 

scenario that foreshadows Catherine's fate. For, in a parasitic chain of 

progression, Marita will discard Catherine much as she secretly discards her 

previous female companion. 

Hemingway dramatizes a more literal sleight of hand during the brief 

scene in which David drives Marita back to Cannes, "to retrieve the big old 

Isotta" (3.20.11-13). Alone with David for the first time, Marita exercises 

her seductive charm. "Your wife is wonderful and I'm in love with her," she 

says, cautiously screening her real affections. At this point, a seemingly 

detached narrative voice interjects: "She was sitting beside him," we are 

told, "and David did not look to see if she blushed" (3.20.12). Implicitly, 

that is, Marita does not blush. A coolly cerebral coquette, she no longer 

poses as an excitable innocent who lacks self-control. "I'm in love with 

[Catherine] too," David replies, weakly attempting to distance himself from 

the situation. "I'm in love with you also," Marita counters, revealing her 

guiding incentive in a carefully muted context. "Is that all right?" she 

asks, with apparent meekness. But Marita's deferential question is actually a 

double entendre, cloaking a more forthright advance. For, at this precise 

moment, she places her hand in the vicinity of David's lap. Indeed, the 

reworked narratorial passage that concludes the scene reads: "she . . . did 

not say anything more nor change the position of her hand nor take her own 
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hand away until they turned at the Boulevard and pulled up behind the old 

Isotta Franchine . . ." (3.20.14). Subsequent details, at any rate, confirm 

Marita's initial advance: for that evening, after the threesome swim together 

"without clothes," David, in a deleted passage, claims that Marita "already 

knew how [he] was built" (3.20.20); and, further on, he asks Marita for 

another tactile favor: "Put your hand where the way you put it [sic] the first 

day we drove down to get your car," he instructs (3.22.14). 

Significantly, too, in the scene at issue, David musters what, at best, 

might be viewed as a sort of passive resistance to Marita's light touch. "Is 

that all right?" Marita asks (3.20.12). David responds in kind. "He dropped 

his arm," the narrator tells us, "and closed his hand on her shoulder and she 

leaned close against him" (3.20.12). The closeness suggests a conspiratorial 

gathering, a huddling of forces. "We'll have to see about that," David says, 

alluding to the prospect of fellatio, and to the implied elimination of 

Catherine. Looking ahead, Marita celebrates their good fortune: 

"I'm glad I'm smaller." 

"Smaller than who?" 

"Catherine," she said. 

"That's a hell of a thing to say," he said. 

"I mean I thought you might like someone of my size or do you 

only care for tall girls?" 

"Catherine's not a tall girl." 

"Of course not. I only meant that I was not as tall" 

(3.20.12-13). 

That is, Marita regards her relative smallness as a measure of her willingness 

to adopt a diminutive feminine role, which, in turn, will make David feel 

larger. In effect, therefore, Marita callously implies that she is a better 
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not manly ambitions. David—despite his rather feeble, literal-minded dissent 

—is taken in: "Yes," he says, admiring Marita's stature. "[A]nd you're very 

dark too," he adds, acknowledging her naturally dark complexion, which, 

implicitly, is very different in tone and effect from Catherine's idealized, 

(art)ificial darkness. Put another way, Hemingway is deploying two very 

different notions of primitivism: in the symbolic structures of the 

manuscript, Marita's real darkness suits David's sadistically skewed "African" 

tastes, signalling her rightness for a liberating yet immoral version of 

darkness. "We'll look well together," Marita claims. "Who will," David asks. 

"Catherine and I and you and I," Marita replies. Her oddly formulated 

response verbally "breaks up" the Bournes, foreshadowing a strategy whereby 

she will cleave to first one and then the other, precipitating the 

disintegration of their marriage. 

As the physical and lexical entanglements of the scene mount, a heavily 

revised passage conveys David's moral surrender: "[H]e was driving with only 

one hand on the wheel," we are told, "leaning back and looking up the road 

ahead [sic] at the juncture with the N. 7" (3.20.13). David's casual guidance 

of the car and heedless recumbency imply an inattentive indolence and 

passivity. Literally in Marita's grip, he carelessly divests himself of 

responsibility for the lives of others, absenting himself from actions that 

involve ethical decisions. Indeed, the oncoming "juncture with the N. 7," the 

highway that will take the two motorists into Cannes, suggests David's 

psychological turn onto the well-travelled road of the seven deadly sins. 

"We're just riding in the same car," he says to Marita, implying that their 

togetherness is founded upon impersonal behavioral mechanisms. Marita then 

begins to sound much like Mae West, whose "promiscuous woman" films included 

She Done Him Wrong and My Little Chickadee, with W. C. Fields: "But I can feel 
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that you like me," Marita says, still with her hand in David's lap. "Yes," 

David replies, "I'm very reliable that way but it doesn't mean a thing" 

(3.20.13). Indeed, Marita's intimacies betray a kind of genital 

reductiveness, presenting the reader with a sexual burlesque show that is less 

sophisticated, both in action and mood, than Catherine's previous camping. On 

Marita*s Westian path of sin, "the automobile mediates human 

q 

relationships," turning David into a lothario of the motorway. 

Back at the hotel, when David and Catherine are "finally" alone, they 

discuss Marita's accommodations. Significantly, Marita has "taken" the "two 

rooms" immediately adjacent to David's work room. "I think she'll be 

comfortable," Catherine says. "Of course," she adds, "the best room next to 

our own is the one at the far end where you work" (3.20.14). That is, 

Catherine accurately implies that Marita would be most comfortable sharing 

David's literary chamber. The implication makes David angry: ". . . I'm going 

damned well and I wouldn't change my work room for any imported bitch—" he 

snaps. "Don't say it," Catherine cuts in. "What are you being so violent 

about? No one asked you to give it up. I just said it was the best. But the 

next two work out very well" (3.20.14). "Who is this damn girl anyway?" David 

asks, unappeased. "Don't be so violent," Catherine repeats (emphasis added). 

"She's a nice girl and I like her. I know it was unforgiveable to bring her 

up with out speaking to you first and I'm sorry. But I did it and it's done" 

(3.20.15). 

David's "violent" indignation over this real and imagined female invasion 

of rooms echoes Bluebeard's peculiar brand of violence. Indeed, the excessive 

force of David's resentment toward Marita is also aimed at the meddlesome 

Catherine, and seems to convey a misogynistic hatred of female transgression 

in general. For what David does not say, only because Catherine prevents him 
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from doing so, would seem to involve Marita's lesbian background, her sexual 

relations with other women. Yet the Bluebeard paradigm might be complicated 

by the possibility that David's outburst is also rooted in self-disgust, in a 

realization that Marita has already played upon his most primitive desires, 

and will continue to do so. In this sense, David as Bluebeard is protesting 

not only against women, but against himself. Either way, it is becoming 

increasingly obvious that women are "hung up" in David's writing, in ways that 

create a complex dynamic of attraction and repulsion. "[l]f you ever want me 

to read anything I'm always there," Marita later tells David. "I know," he 

replies. "Next door" (3.27.3). 

In the evening, as the threesome assemble around the hotel bar, Marita 

boldly restates her marriage-wrenching intentions, priorizing her developing 

liaison with David: "I hope you still like having two girls," she tells him. 

"Because I am yours and I'm going to be Catherine's too" (3.20.25). While 

David remains warily silent, Catherine balks at the prospect of an inferably 

second-rate lesbian affair (3.20.25). Her demurral elicits a comment from the 

omniscient narrator, who intrudes to emphasize another moment of extreme 

psychological tension. Catherine's voice is "very quiet," we are told, "and 

it did not sound right either to herself or to David" (3.20.25). Implicitly, 

then, Catherine is more unsure of her sexual preferences than she was in 

Hendaye, where she confidently rebuffed Barbara Sheldon. On the previous 

occasion, Catherine naively declared: "I don't like girls . . . " (3.1.4), 

conceiving of homosexuality as little more than a potential fancy or fondness. 

Now, however, her frightened and barely audible reproof reads: "I don't go in 

for girls" (3.20.25). The oral denial—which images forth the mechanics of 

lesbianism ("I don't go in[to] girls")—emerges from a more inward place, 

imparting a deep-seated confusion and anxiety. For as Catherine's recent 
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Thus, Hemingway's female antagonist, who does not "sound right," is beside 

herself, locked in an internal debate. 

Having struck a sensitive chord, Marita persists. "Don't you ever [go in 

for girls]?" she asks (3.20.26; emphasis added), teasing Catherine with the 

Bluebeardesque tempation of an unopened door. "I never have," Catherine 

replies, with even less conviction, making a newly qualified remark that does 

not preclude future involvements. "I can be your girl if you ever want one 

and David's too," Marita offers, reversing the pecking order so as to give 

Catherine preferential status. "Don't you think that's sort of a vast 

undertaking?" Catherine asks, cynically (3.20.26). "That's why I came here . 

. . I thought that was what you wanted," Marita responds, coyly invoking 

Catherine's desire to escape social proscriptions and inhibitions (3.20.26). 

"I've never had a girl," Catherine says, pondering the idea with ever 

lessening resistance. "I've been so stupid . . . I didn't know. Is it true? 

You're not making fun of me?" Marita asks, in a rather overdone show of 

self-deprecation. Catherine, realizing that she is being manipulated, 

insinuates an opposite circumstance: "I'm not making fun of you," she says 

(3.20.26; emphasis added). 

The coincidental game of (C)at and (M)ouse continues: "I don't know how I 

could be so stupid," Marita repeats, an assertion that should remind us of the 

previously mentioned Mala Desnuda: "She's just a trick," Catherine says of the 

girl in Goya's painting. "She's tricky stupid" (3.14.8.i). Similarly, in the 

scene at issue, an added omniscient comment conveys the Bournes' mutual 

suspicion of Marita's declared stupidity: "She means mistaken, David thought 

and Catherine thought it too" (3.20.27). But the Bournes, who merely perceive 

error beneath a pretence of ignorance, still underestimate the trickiness of 
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Marita, who plays "the oldest trick there is." More pointedly, David and 

Catherine fail to realize that this new girl is actually mistaken about very 

little. For even if Marita does misjudge Catherine as an experienced lesbian, 

she skillfully exploits Catherine's underlying homosexual desires. "I think 

you'd like it," Marita says, hustling the noviciate. "Truly," she adds, 

proclaiming her integrity at a time when it is most in doubt. "Don't try to 

sell it to me," Catherine replies, alluding to the whorish nature of Marita's 

proposition. Concomitantly, David admonishes Marita to relax "and not have 

any projects," ironically recalling and dismissing Catherine's own "project." 

For David, we know, does not like his women to have agendas of their own. 

"But my projects were so wonderful," Marita protests (emphasis added), 

deviously and precisely echoing the metaphysical accents of Catherine's 

aspirations. Stimulated by a false advertisement of her own ideals, Catherine 

announces that she is once again "hungry" (3.20.27). 

Later on, however, Catherine reveals that she holds no illusions about 

the metaphysical prospects of Marita's availability. "I love you," she tells 

David, "and all this is nothing" (3.20.29). That is, Catherine implicitly 

dismisses her attraction to Marita as an irrelevant offshoot of her struggle 

for selfhood. More pointedly, given the intrusion of Marita's debased sexual 

economy, Catherine now implies that her female identifications have taken a 

crudely libinal turn, toward a kind of unconsecrated passion. Her 

relationship with Marita is "nothing" in the sense that it is salacious rather 

than spiritual, carnal rather than magical. For while Catherine intuits 

Marita's duplicity, she cannot resist the sensual appeal of such cunningly 

offered forbidden fruit. "I don't want to be with her," Catherine confesses. 

"It's only something that I have to do" (3.21.18). Thus, Hemingway's Eve 

explicitly attests to the wolf-like ferocity of her own obsessions. In an 
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attempt to "rid" herself of a debilitating compulsion (3.20.26), Catherine 

decides to go "through with it" (3.20.30), hoping, thereby, to win a new 

freedom and maturity: "Once I get it over with I'll be grown up and it will be 

nothing" (3.21.18.ii). Blithely, she further resolves not "to be solemn" 

about the affair (3.20.29), to substitute jpuissance for conscience. That is, 

the childlike Catherine, a questing female who stands on the brink of a 

lesbian detour, mischievously resolves to disregard the moral seriousness of 

her traditional-minded husband, who attempts to enforce heterosexual 

oppressions. "I think that's how you save yourself," she tells David, 

ironically appropriating conventionally religious notions of salvation within 

a context that would ordinarily entail damnation (3.20.30). "You could go to 

the guillotine and it wouldn't hurt you if you weren't solemn," she maintains 

(3.20.31). In effect, then, Catherine both foresees and defies the cutthroat 

violence of a distinctly Bluebeardesque brand of discipline, one that 

punitively enforces a literal severance of her mind-body dualism. But such 

bravado, while blunting the retributive edge of masculine authority, imbues 

the possibility of imaginative transcendence with a masochistic aura. The 

aptly named Catherine, we might infer, is destined to be martyred upon a wheel 

of power. 

The following morning, amid the notably "fallen" wind, Catherine 

tentatively indulges her lesbian appetites while on a drive with Marita. A 

series of oblique verbal clues insinuate that Marita skillfully orchestrates 

the corresponding moral fall. Marita, for example, suggestively assumes the 

dominant role in the lesbian affair, demonstrating a remarkable adaptability. 

"[W]e stopped on the way home," Catherine explains, "and she said it was 

better if I was her girl and I said I didn't care either way and really I was 
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glad because I am a girl now anyway and I didn't know what to do. I never 

felt so not knowing ever. But she's nice and she wanted to help me _I think" 

(3.21.17.i; emphasis added). The possibility of a hidden agenda resurfaces 

when Marita herself reflects on the outing. After passionately kissing David, 

as if to reaffirm her true loyalties, Marita says: "[L]et me tell you this. I 

won't take [Catherine] away from you. Nor try to." She then adds: "I'd take 

you away from her if I could. But I know I can't do that" (3.21.10). The 

statement presents a riddle, in which the new girl evaluates the relative 

strengths and weaknesses of the marital bond. To paraphrase the assessment, 

Marita claims that she "won't" attempt to make Catherine leave David (not yet, 

anyway). Nor, one might gather, would the effort be worthwile. For 

Catherine's love, despite her superficial disloyalty, is still too strong to 

break. Catherine, after all, is the marital partner who has sought "something 

new that nothing [or no one?] could break" (1.1.16). However, the clinging 

Marita now seems to realize that David, in some sense at least, is the weak 

link in the chain, the breakable one who might be lured away. For Marita's 

possessive kiss partially achieves what she claims she "can't" do. Indeed, 

David immediately affirms the effectiveness of Marita's marriage-wrenching 

clutch: "It was a nice kiss," he says (3.21.10). "It was a true kiss at 

least," Marita responds (3.21.11), implying, perhaps, that the roadside kiss 

bestowed on Catherine was untrue. Other such clues, suggesting the duplicity 

of Marita's lesbian maneuvers, proliferate throughout the text. Catherine, 

for example, reveals that when she and Marita are alone, David is "all 

[Marita] likes to talk about" (3.21.19). 

Later that afternoon, Catherine announces that she is going to consummate 

the affair. "I liked it," she says, "and I'm really going to do it" 

(3.21.18). Accepting an open invitation (3.21.17), she visits Marita's 
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bedroom, where Marita is "waiting" for her (3.21.18). The author-narrator 

does not describe what happens in Marita's room, but when Catherine returns to 

her own room she is overcome with remorse, and appears to be in a state of 

extreme depression: 

When she came back to the room David was not there and she 

stood a long time and looked at the bed and then went to the 

bathroom door and opened it and stood and looked 

in the long mirror. Her face had no expression 

and she looked at herself from her head down to her feet 

with no expression on her face at all. The light was 

nearly gone when she went in the bathroom and shut the door 

behind her. (3.21.20) 

Marita, we know, has already stated that she will not (or cannot) take 

Catherine away from David. Unexpectedly, however, she accomplishes something 

much worse: Marita makes Catherine believe that she has betrayed David (her 

supposed soul mate), inducing a conviction that takes Catherine away from 

q 

herself. Indeed, Catherine's "long" look at the empty marital bed suggests 

that the cause of her sudden collapse lies not in the enactment of lesbianism 

per se, but in a feeling that she has demystified the sexual transformations 

that inform her quest for wholeness. In turning away from the empty bed, 

Catherine confronts an inner emptiness: she opens the bathroom door and stares 

into the mirror, a stranger to herself. Catherine's spiritual deadness at 

this point is conveyed by. her emphatically expressionless face. When "[t]he 

light" is "nearly gone," she retreats into the bathroom, of all places, as if 

withdrawing into a place of waste. Moreover, Hemingway's imagery, involving a 

series of rooms and the literal opening of a door, is again very 

Bluebeardlike, suggesting the extent to which the now "dead" Catherine figures 
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as a victim- In this instance, however, Hemingway's free use of the Bluebeard 

motif permits us to see that another woman has had a hand in Catherine's 

mutilation. Marita the lover is also a murderess. 

David, meanwhile, both permits and resents Catherine's sexual 

insubordination. A stern counselor throughout her experiment, he remains 

aloof and judgmental. "You work and don't worry [about me]," Catherine tells 

him, the night before. "I'll work," David responds, exempting himself from 

the situation. And the next day, when Catherine resolves "to really do it," 

David untenably portrays the issue as a matter of rational choice, ignoring 

the compulsive force of his wife's desire. "You don't have to [do it]," he 

says (3.21.18), echoing "Phil" of "The Sea Change," who shallowly and 

hypocritically appeals to reason in an attempt to dissuade his wife from 

embarking on a lesbian affair. * "Phil's position," Warren Bennett 

explains, "is that man's behavior is never determined by forces beyond his 

control; consequently, the girl is simply refusing to exercise restraint and 

is making a "choice" between him and the woman: she is choosing the woman" 

(230). After a series of angry, unresponsive silences, David, like Phil, 

ungraciously capitulates: "I'm going up to Paris," he says (3.21.18), 

following the mock-heroic route of the Grau-du-Roi sea bass, which might also 

"go right up to Paris," where "somebody very rich will buy him" (1.1.10). 

"You can reach me through the bank," David adds, choosing a coldly impersonal 

avenue of communication (3.21.18). 

At this crucial moment, Catherine asks for support. "You have to help 

me," she says. "I couldn't stand it if you went away. . . . Please 

understand. You always understand" (3.21.18). "Not this part," David replies 

3.21.18..1). Curiously, then, David objects to a liaison that ultimately 

ensures his own freedom. "I try to [understand]," he adds, "but I hate it" 
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(3.21.18.ii). Such hatred brings us back to Jake Barnes, and his troubling 

attitude toward the homosexuals at the Bal Musette: "I was very angry," Jake 

writes. "Somehow they always made me angry. I know they are supposed to be 

amusing, and you should be tolerant, but I wanted to swing on one, any one, 

anything to shatter that superior, simpering composure" (20). Similarly, 

David's anger suggests that he is in some way threatened by Catherine's 

designs. Implicitly, that is, Catherine's overt lesbianism reminds David that 

his own relationship with Catherine has been unmanly. For another woman is 

about to become Catherine's second "girl," taking David's place. "Don't do 

it," David says, resorting, a la Bluebeard, to male prohibitions. "The hell 

with both of you," David says to Marita (3.21.21), when the deed is done, 

painting himself as the enemy of women in general. "Don't you want to take 

care of her?" Marita asks, shocked at the sudden unraveling of Catherine's 

personality. "Not particularly," David responds (3.21.21). Thus, despite his 

assurances to the contrary, David does "go away," establishing a protective 

emotional distance between himself and his wayward wife. 

David's detachment'is apparent when he reluctantly rejoins the shattered 

Catherine as she sits alone "at the empty bar" (3.21.21). The writer offers 

small talk and alcohol. "The wind's dropping," David observes (3.21.22). "It 

will be a good day tomorrow," he adds (3.21.22), disregarding the potentially 

tragic implications of the dying storm. For Catherine, in her lifelessness, 

is now suicidal: "I don't care about tomorrow," she says (3.21.22). "Sure you 

do," David maintains, in effect asking her to cheer up. "No I don't," 

Catherine insists. "Don't ask me to" (3.21.22). "I won't ask you to," David 

replies, revealing an impatient hostility. "Have you had a drink?" he asks, 

and then proceeds to prepare a pitcher of martinis despite Catherine's 



contention that "[i]t won't do any good" (3.21.22). David's bit part as 

bartender metonymically reflects the whole of his emotional involvement as 

Catherine's friend and confidante. For we see him "making the drink" just as 

he makes his lesser version of the honeymoon narrative, "stir[ring] and 

pour[ing]" much as he mixes the ingredients of gender. The narrator, 

moreover, tells us that Catherine watches him "mechanically," an adverb that 

reflects both her own lifelessness and David's. Indeed, David's heart is not 

in his work, and that, perhaps, is at least part of the reason why "[i]t won't 

do any good." Not unlike the writer-lovemaker who is simply doing what he 

has "hired out" to do (3.18.12), David the bartender considers himself a mere 

functionary, a service man who has "accepted money" (3.16.19). The pervasive 

enmity of the male protagonist is further suggested by an implication that he 

might forget an important and flavorful ingredient: "Put in the garlic olive," 

Catherine reminds him (3.21.23). That spicy "garlic olive," a sort of apple, 

should emblematically remind us of female desire, of the forbidden fruit that 

David, the artist-god, has all along left out. Guardedly ungiving in 

virtually everything he does, David frustrates rather than satisfies. 

Accordingly, the tension of this finely realized scene mounts. "Here's 

to us," David says (3.21.23), touching his glass against Catherine's. The 

banal toast, so incongrouous with the circumstances and the way David actually 

feels, simply reinforces his emotional distance. As always, there is more 

truth in what David does than in what he says, for the touching glasses befits 

the tangential relationship of two selves that meet without intersecting. At 

the risk of interpreting Hemingway's dense significations too literally, I 

would even suggest that the toast dramatizes a kind of insular confinement of 

fluidity. Catherine, at any rate, rejects the sentiment and the gesture: "She 

poured her glass out on the bar," the narrator tells us, "and looked at it 
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flow along the wood" (3.21.23). In spilling her glass, Catherine clearly and 

deliberately acknowledges the recent and messy spill over of her own emotions. 

Yet her action, which in some sense concedes defeat, also figures as an 

inevitable response to David's false friendship. For David has, in fact, 

provoked the spill. Indeed, the "flow" of the drink "along the wood" might 

suggest the dissipation of Catherine's fluid possibility along the hard 

surface of David's wooden exterior. Interestingly, however, Catherine then 

takes something back: "she picked up the olive off the wood," the narrator 

tells us, "and put it in her mouth" (3.21.23). That is, Catherine 

reappropriates the fruit of desire, taking back what David does not want to 

give her. In effect, she claims the fruit for herself. Appropriately, 

therefore, at this precise moment, Catherine herself hardens, becoming more 

antagonistic. "There isn't any us," she says. "Not any more" (3.21.23). 

Overtly, perhaps, the loss of togetherness is largely Catherine's fault, the 

result of her ill-advised foray into Marita's bedroom. But there is also an 

accusatory undertone in Catherine's declaration, a hint that the separation is 

also due to David's antipathy. Catherine, I think, realizes that David, as he 

now stands before her, is in some sense the enemy. 

As the scene continues, David's underlying violence emerges through a 

rather stunning allusion. Methodically, it would seem, David takes "a 

handkerchief out of his pocket and wipe[s] the bar and [makes] another drink" 

(3.21.23). At the most obvious level, David's pointed use of the handkerchief 

signals his readiness to wipe the increasingly messy Catherine out of his 

life, much as he now wipes up the spilled drink. Less obviously, perhaps, 

David's handkerchief is also intended to align him with Shakespeare's Othello, 

whose infamous handerchief figures in the wrongful condemnation of Desdemona. 

Indeed, the manly Othello—who is newly married, who likes to tell frightening 
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African stories, who demonstrates a curious dependency upon and sudden 

hostility toward the feminine, who endures a loss of "Occupation" and is moved 

to murderous violence, who drives his honeymoon bride crazy before killing 

her—provides another useful literary precedent for David, the Bluebeardlike 

writer. ^ Othello and Bluebeard, in fact, are two of a kind, characters who 

ultimately embody "an anti-life spirit that seeks the destruction of 

everything outside the self" (Kernan 1090). 

The dramatic and allusive complexity of the scene continues to mount. 

Catherine pours the second drink out on the bar and David again deploys his 

trusty napkin. This time, we are told, he "mopped . . . up and wrung out his 

handkerchief" (3.21.24). The wringing motion is perfectly natural, since 

David's handerchief is presumably saturated, but this realistic gesture also 

connotes a certain remorselessness, an inclination to shed every last drop of 

Catherine's annoying nonsense. David drinks his own martini and makes two 

more. Clearly, there is an endless supply of the spirit he mechanically 

produces and angrily distributes. Once again, then, David the bartender tells 

us something about his equally embittered composition of the honeymoon 

narrative. He now issues an order: "This one you drink," he says (3.21.24). 

Catherine obliges him, uttering a curse that could never come from the lips of 

"gentle" Desdemona. Lifting her glass, she says: "Here's to you and your God 

damned handkerchief" (3.21.24). The narrator describes what happens next: 

"She drank the glass off," we are told, "and then held it, looking at it, and 

David was sure that she was going to throw it in his face. Then she put it 

down and picked the garlic olive out of it and ate it very carefully and 

handed David the pit" (3.21.24). Put another way, Catherine critically 

inspects the empty vessel of her maligned, feminine selfhood, contemplating 

violent retaliation. Upon reconsideration, however, she favors wit over 



force. Catherine again retrieves the sacred inner fruit. "[C]arefully," she 

consumes the nourishing meat, leaving David the pit. That is, Catherine keeps 

what is most valuable and gives up the rest. "Semi-precious stone," she tells 

David, a comment that further aligns this husband-writer with Othello, the 

"base Judean" who "threw a pearl away/ Richer than all his tribe" 

(V.ii.346-347). "Put it in your pocket," Catherine instructs (3.21.25), 

giving David permission to use the unwanted remainder. But Catherine has, in 

fact, already planted a seed in David's compartmentalized person. For she 

exacerbates the insecurities out of which David's Othello-like African stories 

will grow. And those gemlike stories, in my view, are, indeed, 

"[s]emi-precious"— little more than jewels for the jaded. 

Temporarily, at least, the honeymooners now seem to achieve an unspoken 

understanding. The tone of the dialogue lightens, turning, again, to camp and 

play: 

"I'll have another one if you'll make it." 

"But drink this one slowly." 

"I wish we had the real Pernod." 

"I have that we [sic] smuggled in the botas. It's in my bag 

in the work room." 

"You better save it. I might spill it." (3.21.25) 

Yet the lighter tone does not diminish the seriousness of what has transpired. 

For if Catherine has handed over something roughly equivalent to an olive 

branch, the prospect of peace is now mediated by a confirmed separation. 

Thus, like Frederic Henry before her, Catherine foresees, at best, a "separate 

peace." Indeed, when David offers to dip into his illicit supply of 

spirits—the "real Pernod" he keeps "in his [male] bag in the work 

room"—Catherine wisely advises him to reserve such treasures for himself. In 
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a remarkably subtle way, the exchange foreshadows Catherine's eventual 

spilling (or burning) of the African stories, which she will also find 

unpalatable. 

The illusoriness of the Bournes' renewed togetherness becomes apparent 

when Marita enters the room. At two-against-one odds, Catherine is the sure 

loser. Marita's collusive intentions are immediately evident: "She looked at 

[David] and looked away," the omniscient narrator tells us, "then she looked 

back at him and held herself very straight . . . " (3.21.29). Marita's body 

language presents a hermeneutical riddle that might be deciphered in a variety 

of ways. There is certainly something flirtatious about such looking, looking 

away, and looking back. Marita's multiple looks are faintly analogous to her 

multiple blushes, and amount to a form of coquetry, particularly since she has 

just demonstrated her sexual availability. The series of looks may even 

constitute Marita's silent acknowledgement that she and David now "share" 

Catherine as a sexual secret. Alternatively, one might detect a suggestion of 

guilt in Marita's behaviour, a compunctious awareness of the damage she has 

wrought. Either way, Marita's redirected gaze and erect posture are boldly 

unapologetic, imparting her determination to supplant the fractured Catherine. 

David is impressed, and tells the previously "pretty" Marita that she now 

looks "very handsome" (3.21.30). Marita's handsomeness connotes her masculine 

and/or leading role in the lesbian fling, echoing the "handsome" appearance of 

Nina. But whereas Nina is "damned handsome," Marita is "very handsome," and 

thereby wins male approval. The smaller Marita, it seems, is less 

threatening. Excluded from the private exhange of looks, Catherine naively 

fantasizes about what has occurred. Striking a false note, she describes 

Marita as "lovely," and goes on to paint a falsely rosy picture of the affair: 
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"I told [David] all about everything and how lovely it was," Catherine informs 

Marita, "and he understands perfectly. He really approves" (3.21.30). At 

this point, however Marita turns Catherine into an object of condescension: 

"I'm glad you feel better," Marita says (3.21.30). 

Witnesses to the madness they have induced, David and Marita exchange 

more secret signals. "The girl," we are told, 

looked at David and he saw the way her teeth met on her upper 

lip and what she said to him with her eyes. He found her hand 

and held it very tight and then released it as he passed her the 

glass. She lifted the glass and drank then held it in her left 

hand. (3.21.30) 

Marita, we gather, turns to David and bites her "upper lip" in a severe way. 

The self-inflicted pain subtly hints at the sado-masochistic nexus of Marita's 

personality, reinforcing a mix of compunction and aggression (later on, of 

course, Marita will bite David's lip, drawing blood). "[W]ith her eyes," she 

tells David that Catherine is gone. David, however, forgives her. A 

self-centred master, he condemns Catherine's naive infidelity while excusing 

Marita's murderous duplicity. Indeed, David, who holds Marita's hand "very 

tight," figuratively takes another wife, a woman who will submit to his 

oppressive gestures in order to outmanoeuver him. The passing of the glass 

imbues the new allegiance with an appropriately ceremonial aura, both echoing 

and cancelling Catherine's previous spilling. It is noteworthy, too, that 

Marita holds the emptied glass "in her left hand." Hemingway was obviously 

• 1 ? 

thinking in "leftist" terms throughout this scene, for a deleted phrase 

has David taking Marita's left hand in the clasp cited above. The left side, 

of course, is traditionally associated with evil, and suggests, among other 

things, an illegitimate or "left-handed" marriage. The expression certainly 

fits, given the surreptitious nature of the union at issue. 
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The collusion continues. Fortified by Marita's support, David places 

Catherine's sudden deterioration alongside everyday occurrences. "It was dull 

in town. I missed the swimming," he says (3.21.31). Then, in a manuscript 

accretion, David adds: "I missed you both" (3.21.31). The inserted comment 

explicitly includes the new girl in David's range of affection, altering the 

emotional dynamics of the honeymoon. Marita responds in kind, promptly and 

covertly: "[David]," we are told, "felt the girl's hand find his and thank him 

and he held it firmly" (3.21.31). Unaware of such "firmly" allied opposition, 

Catherine gushes on: "You don't know what you missed," she says. "You missed 

everything. It was what I wanted to do all my life and now I've done it and I 

loved it. . . . The most wonderful thing is that I feel so grown up now. It 

really made me feel mature" (3.21.31). The joy of lesbian sex, as Catherine 

presents it, aggravates her husband's wounded masculinity. Reeling and/or 

angry, David drops Marita's hand, but the new girl reassures him: "[S]he 

touched him very gently on his thigh," the narrator tells us, "as you might an 

animal that has been hurt" (3.21.31). The measure succeeds. David, we are 

told, "found her hand and squeezed it and then dropped it" (3.21.31). The 

writer-protagonist, we learn, is now ready to defend himself against his 

wife's emasculating tongue. 

The ensuing exchange provides several crucial insights into the 

developing love triangle. Quite accurately, in a way, Catherine implies that 

she has really desired a woman all along: "Of course it's what I always wanted 

and now I've finally done it. I know I'm just an apprentice" (3.21.31). 

David hardens invoking the language of horse racing: "Apprentice allowance 

claimed," he snaps, casting Catherine as an apprentice jockey. "But we never 

did go racing did we?" he asks (3.21.32). By implication, that is, David 

suggests that Catherine has merely engaged in a form of gambling. In A 



Farewell to Arms, horse racing, gambling and all, is a "crooked and disgusting 

sport" (130), but Hemingway is more explicit about the sport of Kings in A 

Moveable Feast, where he writes about his Paris days with Hadley: 

We went racing together many more times that year and other years 

after I had worked in the early mornings, and Hadley enjoyed it and 

sometimes she loved it. But it was not the climbs in the high 

mountain meadows above the last forest, nor the nights coming home 

to the chalet. . . . It was not really racing either. It was 

gambling on horses. But we called it racing. 

Racing never came between us,, only people could do that; but for 

a long time it stayed close to us like a demanding friend. That was 

a generous way to think of it. I, the one who was so righteous 

about people and their destructiveness, tolerated this friend that 

was the falsest, most beautiful, most exciting, vicious, and 

demanding because she could be profitable. . . . 

You knew too many people finally, jockeys and trainers and 

owners and too many horses and too many things (61-62). 

In a similar way, Marita—"the falsest, most beautiful, most exciting, 

vicious, and demanding" of friends—comes between David and Catherine, 

destroying their relative innocence. Indeed, Marita, a woman who has been 

around the track many times, knows "too many things": "They have racing [in 

Hong Kong]," she observes. "But not thoroughbreds" (3.21.32). The comment 

elicits an appreciative smile from David, who compliments Marita on her 

"encylopedic knowledge" (3.21.32). Although taken very seriously, horse 

racing in Hong Kong is a humorous spectacle, involving tiny Mongolian ponies 

who lack the grace and speed of thoroughbreds. In effect, then, Marita seems 

to imply that Catherine, the lesbian adulterous, is also a non-thoroughbred, a 

kind of joke. 



With such an able assistant at his side, David twists the knife deeper, 

unconsciously engaging in an even more censurable form of gambling. David 

takes "a chance," the narrator tells us, and addresses Catherine "very 

cheerfully": "Don't you ever talk on any other subjects?" he asks. 

"Perversion's dull and it's very old fashioned. I didn't know people like us 

even kept up on it" (3.21.32-33). As Warren Bennett notes, "[pjerversion" is 

a technical term in the Hemingway canon, denoting "the willful disposition to 

go counter to what is natural, an abnormal [or perverted] condition of the 

sexual instincts" (234). Indeed, Bennett, who discusses the role of Pope's 

Essay on Man in "The Sea Change," shows that "perversion" is a Hemingway 

byword for "th' Extreme of Vice . . . " (234). Thus, David's pointed use of 

the term at this stage of manuscript signals the thrust of his long-checked 

disdain. Marita discreMy celebrates the breakthrough: "The girl's fingers," 

the narrator tells us "came three times hard and good against his thigh and 

she smiled as a very young owner might seeing her horse start to make his move 

at the three quarter pole" (3.21.33). Curiously, then, the omniscient 

narrator explicitly recycles the metaphor of horse racing, applying it to 

David's exploits just as David earlier applied it to Catherine's exploits. 

The net effect is ironic. For although Marita implictly sees David as a 

winning horse, he remains tainted by the innate corruption of the sport. 

Indeed, Marita, David's new "owner," would be most comfortable at Enghien, 

"the small, pretty and larcenous track that was the home of the outsider" 

(Moveable Feast 50). 

At this point, the combative colloquy nears a climax. Catherine wryly 

qualifies her position: "I suppose [lesbianism is] only really interesting the 

first time one does it," she concedes (3.21.33). David, however, is 

unappeased: "And then only to the person who does it and a bloody bore to 



everyone else," he replies (3.21.33), as if to slur the absence of "blood" in 

a "first-time" lesbian experience. "Do you agree, Heiress?" David asks, 

giving Marita a name that she will bear, intermittently, throughout the 

remainder of the manuscript. This "nice funny name," as Catherine describes 

it (3.21.33), seems to connote both Marita's wealth and her inheritance of 

David's writerly treasure chest. "Do you agree Heiress?" David asks again. "I 

always thought [lesbianism] was over-rated and silly . . . It's only something 

that girls do because they have nothing better," Marita says (3.21.33), 

maliciously demeaning the affair that she instigated, in fact, Marita, who 

now claims David, appears to disown her lesbian past, slandering Catherine as 

another Nina. The abrupt volte face sharply illustrates Marita's duplicity, 

revealing her as someone who has mastered a game that Catherine is not 

equipped to play. 

David then delivers the final, deadly blow. In a prolonged outburst, he 

parodies Catherine's imaginative flights while extolling Marita as a woman who 

wisely perceives the finite boundaries of human achievement: "[Wjould you want 

to always talk about your first ride at Steeple chase Park," David asks 

Catherine, 

or how you, yourself, personally solo-ed alone all by yourself 

in a plane absolutely away from the earth and up in the sky? 

. . . . Just remember how you'd like to hear old Heiress here 

recall how she went up in that plane, just herself and the plane, 

and there was nothing between her and the earth, imagine the Earth, 

with a big E, but just her plane and they might have been killed 

and smashed to horrible bits both of them and she lose her money 

and her health and her sanity and her life with a capital L and her 

loved ones or me or you or Jesus, all with capital letters, if she 

"crashed"—put the word crashed in quotes, [sic]." (3.21.35; author's 
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emphasis) 

In providing a neat parody of Catherine as a mere female thrill seeker, David 

deliberately "textualizes" his account, miming the conventional "disaster 

story," which, in the 1920's, had already become the staple of daily 

newspapers. Catherine, in short, figures as a kind of Charles Lindbergh, 

whose 1927 "solo" flight across the Atlantic incited a frenzy of morbid 

speculation among journalists of the day. Posing as a reporter himself, David 

callously implies that Catherine's adventures do not merit his literary 

talents. Indeed, his self-conscious hackmanship literally rips Catherine 

apart, smashing her into "horrible bits." That is, David writes out 

Catherine's destruction, indulgently sensationalizing the gruesome details. 

The parodic text he spontaneously creates constitutes an alternate version of 

the honeymoon narrative Catherine has asked him to write, and puts an emphatic 

end to her annoying "changes." Predictably, this more violent text excites 

Marita, who immediately declares her "love" for David (3.21.36). The new 

girl, who provides the rapt audience such journalism requires, "transforms the 

suffering and horror associated with traumatic injury into a scene of erotic 

enjoyment." The implied perversion of David and Marita, who denigrate 

Catherine's "perversion," might lead us to believe that the joke ultimately 

backfires. Indeed, the textual assassination that occurs here foreshadows the 

African stories, which destroy Catherine in more subtle ways, through a 

complex symbology. By implication, then, the African stories themselves, like 

David's news update, are a form of yellow journalism. In turn, the "clipping" 

David offers us, as a parody of Catherine's clippings, ultimately reflects 

back upon his own literary clippings, which are themselves undercut by egotism 

and solo flights. 
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The action I have traced so far brings us to the midpoint of the Eden 

manuscript. "[F]irmly" allied, David and Marita will soon consummate their 

relationship at one of the nearby coves, while the ostracized Catherine begins 

a long, downward spiral into madness. The writer and his new wife carry on a 

show of concern for the alienated "Other," prescribing bed rest (3.21.42; 

etc.), monitoring her temperature (3.22.8), and so on. Yet Catherine, who 

resents being treated like "a damned invalid" (3.23.20), offers continual 

reminders that her overt sickness obscures the diseased spirits of her 

supposed caretakers. Indeed, Catherine's voice can never be finally ignored, 

and continues to offer a compelling, alternative perspective on surface 

events. As for surrendering the role of wife, Catherine tells David: "Marita 

can't ever have anything from you that I haven't had better. Really it's like 

giving her my old clothes" (3.27.27-28). And Catherine, in a sense, is right. 

For the David of the African stories is very much a hand-me-down, embodying 

derivative, old ideas that neither Catherine nor Hemingway place much value 

on—any longer. Marita, of course, is always there to proclaim otherwise 

(3.28.43), but her banal reassurances are less credible than Catherine's 

criticisms. Under the new arrangement, sexual seduction accompanies and 

deflates aesthetic revelation, leaving the writer and his handmaiden in a 

moral wilderness of their own making. 

Notes 

The passage from Vanity Fair refers to Bluebeard, the opera (1798), 

with words by George Colman and music by Michael Kelly. 
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2 A leaf of Chapter Fifteen is dated "June 8/ 58." I include the 

"New" Chapter Ten among the post-"Provisional Ending" material on a hunch 

only, because it, too, contains an apparent allusion to Marita. 

Literary criticism being what it is, Scheherazade's character has 

been interpreted in different ways. According to some readers of the Arabian 

Nights, Scheherazade is an admirable heroine, a woman whose patience and 

intelligence curb her husband's murderous impulses. But there is also a sense 

in which Scheherazade, the supposedly "good wife" in this tale, must pander to 

patriarchal tyranny in order to save her life. Indeed, Scheherazade's success 

depends upon her knowledge of how to please a man. And no matter how 

insightful or skillful the Princess is in this game of sexual intrigue, the 

rules are set by the King. Scheherazade's ultimate reward is also telling: 

she becomes the mother of Schahrayar's son. 

Hemingway does not name the cafe in Cannes, but the implied 

exclusiveness of the establishment, combined with the nearby "plane trees" and 

"boulevard" (3.20.14), seem descriptive of the famous "Cafe des Allies," which 

also figures, by name, in Fitzgerald's Tender is the Night (14). The presumed 

setting in Eden functions much as it does in Tender: just as Marita (David's 

younger lover) haunts the unnamed cafe in Cannes, Rosemary (Dick's younger 

lover) haunts the Cafe des Allies. 

According to Frank Schoonmaker's Encyclopedia of Wine, "[o]nly the 

deplorable but now diminishing French preference for sweet aperitifs . . . 

can conceivably explain" the popularity of Cassis (qtd. by Root). 

Interestingly, Hemingway associates similar liqueurs with Gertrude Stein, 

another imposing and mannish woman (Moveable Feast 14). 

Hemingway gets good mileage out of the Isotta-as-metaphor, and 

returns to it frequently. "There are two [sic] many cars around here," David 



zoz. 

claims, after Marita moves in with the Bournes at La Napoule (3.23.4). That 

is, the presence of the Isotta signals the presence of one-too-many women, the 

second of whom is as deadly as her malfunctioning vehicle. Indeed, the "big 

old bitch car" (3.27.16), as David calls it, personifies Marita herself, 

another all-too-attractive bitch. With a sure hand, Hemingway makes the 

association explicit. After David suggests that they should "get the brakes 

fixed on that miserable Isotta," Marita replies: "It's a beautiful name for a 

girl . . . . I wish it were my name" (3.24.11). "Let's trade in that car," 

David says, "and I'll call you Isotta" (3.24.11). "Isotta da Rimini," he adds 

(3.24.11), invoking the violent history of the Malatesta family, the clan who 

ruled the Italian city of Rimini between the thirteenth and fifteenth 

centuries. Interestingly, too, the soldier and patron of the arts, Sigismondo 

Malatesta (1417-68) (a favorite character of Ezra Pound's), was accused of 

killing his first and second wives in order to marry the beautiful Isotta, a 

scenario that precisely fits the Bluebeard paradigm operative in Eden. 

Nina apparently introduces Marita as a woman of title, but 

Hemingway, perhaps wary of an eventual audience, leaves a blank in place of 

Marita's official appellation, and lines in place of Nina's last name. The 

manuscript appears as follows: "May I present my friend the I am 

Nina " (3.19.22). 

Q 

The phrase appears in Dennis A. Foster's "J. G. Ballard's Empire of 

the Senses: Perversion and the Failure of Authority." PMLA 108.3 (May 1993), 

519-532. Foster's article, especially the segment dealing with Crash 

(523-525), indirectly sheds light on Marita's relationship to cars and 

motor-ways. 
Q . . . . . . 

Marita's role as a planter of destructive ideas is implicit rather 

than explicit. The following passage is especially suggestive: "I wasn't 

unfaithful," Catherine protests. 
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"Really David. How could I be? I couldn't be. You know 

that. How could you say I was? Why did you say it?" 

"You weren't." 

"Of course I wasn't. I wish you hadn't said it though." 

"I didn't say it, Devil." 

"Somebody did. But I wasn't. I just did what I said I'd do. 

Where's Marita?" (3.21.27-28; author's emphasis). 

The complexity of Hemingway's psychosexual meanings challenges 

Jeffrey Meyers' assumption that lesbianism in itself drives Catherine crazy 

(18). The homophobic sensibility in Eden belongs more to David than to 

Hemingway as author-narrator. 

The connection between David and Phil is further suggested by the 

fact that David, in an early compositional stage of Eden, bore the name of his 

short-story counterpart. In the Grau-du-Roi section of the manuscript, the 

author leaves the following editorial instruction: "change Philip to David 

throughout and Phil to Dave" (1.1.1). Hemingway makes the correction himself, 

in his own hand (1.1.8; etc.). He also appears to have considered "John" as a 

name for the male protagonist (1.1.5; etc.). 

Othello blatantly figures in A Farewell to Arms: "Othello with his 

occupation gone," Catherine Barkley teases, after Frederic Henry has left the 

Italian army. "Othello was a nigger," Frederic replies. "Besides, I'm not 

jealous. I'm just so in love with you that there isn't anything else" (257). 

David's view of Marita as a loyal soldier-type is especially 

apparent later in the manuscript, when he thinks she looks "like a young 

native warrior of a good tribe under interrogation, [sic] to be followed, 

probably, by torture" (3.26.12). In a related but different way, Colonel 

Boyle sees Catherine as "the young chief of a warrior tribe who had gotten 



loose from his councillors [sic] and was looking at that marble of Leda and 

the Swan" (3.13[b].28). Marita's tribal loyalty differs from Catherine's 

rebelliousness. 

1 The motif of Marita's "leftness" occurs throughout the manuscript. 

Elsewhere, for example, Hemingway depicts her standing very close to David, on 

his "left side" (3.21.7). 

-5 This phrase also appears in Foster's PMLA article on Ballard (524). 
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CHAPTER FIVE: 

AFRICAN DIGRESSIONS 

The worst to be said about a writer is that he can take 

a coward's revenge. 

Norman Mailer, Deer Park (1957) 

The critical response to David's African stories shows how readerly 

values shape textual meaning. With the notable exception of Burwell, 

Morrison, and Weinstein, Eden critics, thus far, have unequivocally praised 

David's self-directed artistry. The affirmative paradigms, all of which 

demonstrate an indebtedness to the ideological tenets of liberal humanism, 

valorize Hemingway's embattled male as the touchstone of truth. Predictably, 

perhaps, the psychological idealism of C* G. Jung, which seeks to identify the 

universal and the absolute, is employed in a number of the readings. For 

example, James Hillman argues that David's '"primordial images'" (98) access 

eternal verities, uncovering an "animal intelligence" that points "the way to 

the Gods" (112-113). Alternatively, Cathy Cackett [Willingham], in the first 

of her two articles on Eden, valorizes David's African material and the 

elephant story in particular as a male "initiation tale" (157). According to 

Cackett, David recalls and works through the evils of his past, a feat that 

presumably equips him to deal with the present (161). But whether the African 

stories are read as fables of mysticism or maturation, the result is the same: 
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David's creativity transcends and surpasses Catherine's,- moving us from the 

impure to the pure, the false to the real. Cleansed of female trivia, the 

African tales, as they have been read so far, reveal the "earnest" side of 

Hemingway. 

In turn, the critics who celebrate David's accomplishment downplay a wide 

range of textually explicit distinctions between David, as male protagonist, 

and Hemingway, as male author. This oversight is understandable in the case 

of the African stories, where Hemingway's omniscient-narrator voice cuts 

editorial commentary to a minimum, giving us the stories as they lyrically 

unfold in David's mind. Nevertheless, the apparent fusion of author and 

protagonist is frequently mitigated by the self-exposing quality of David's 

compositional thoughts. Indeed, the stories themselves are intentionally 

presented as fictional constructs, as memories retrieved by a particular 

consciousness at a particular time. Accordingly, David's apparent aesthetic 

transcendence disguises the defence mechanisms of his ego, permitting a 

reactionary escapism and retrenchment. The African stories, after all, are 

antithetical to the androgynous honeymoon narrative that Catherine advocates. 

For the Africa of David's boyhood is a world of the fathers, a masculinist 

realm in which women function as objects of gratification in a carefully 

regulated male economy. Oedipal relations supplant Catherine's polymorphous 

perversity, outlining structures and controls that reconstitute the writer as 

a male subject. The father-son relationship is ambivalent, to be sure, but 

identification tempers animosity: David, the troubled son, submits to the 

rules of the father in order to become a father himself. Viewed in the 

context of technique and gender, then, David's African stories sow the seeds 

of repression, representing what Rose Marie Burwell has called an 

"internalization of a vision that can tolerate nothing that is not unalloyedly 

masculine" (213). 
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More particularly, the African stories allow David to rewrite the 

honeymoon story on his own terms, according to his needs rather than 

Catherine's. The protagonist denies the payoff, attempting to keep the two 

levels of meaning separate: "What happened with Catherine goes in the 

narrative," David tells himself. "Don't confuse things" (3.29.11). 

Nevertheless, "things" are confused. For by returning to the Proustian 

territory of "things past," David rewrites the present: he abandons the 

honeymoon narrative only in order to retell it, from a different vantage 

point. Through a complex symbology, the African stories emerge as 

palimpsestic texts that both conceal and reconstruct an underlying script. 

This metafictional interruption and duplication of the honeymoon narrative, in 

an African context, imparts what Marcia Westkott has called the "dialectics of 

fantasy." Drawing upon Freud's "The Relation of the Poet to Day-Dreaming," 

Westkott argues that: 

Fantasy not only opposes real conditions, but also reflects them. 

The opposition that fantasy expresses is not abstract, but is rooted 

in the real conditions themselves, in concrete social relations. As 

a negation, fantasy suggests an alternative to these concrete 

conditions, (qtd. by Habegger 7) 

Similarly, David counters Catherine's feminizing influence by composing master 

narratives that hegemomcally reaffirm male authority. 

The regressive/oppressive nexus of the African stories emerges through 

Hemingway's deliberate reinscription of the Bluebeard motif. For David's 

unnamed father—a man of many (African) wives, a killer of animals and humans 

alike—evokes the most terrifying aspects of the Bluebeard archetype. By 

implication, then, David's father is the sort of man who would have dealt 

harshly with Catherine: "Would [your father] have liked me?" Catherine asks 
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David. "Good God," David scoffs. "He would have sold you the N'Gorogoro 

crater [an edenic but unsaleable portion of the Serengetti Plain] and poxed 

you twice before the first check had ever been cleared through Barclay's 

Mombassa branch" (3.38.15-16). The puzzling details of this imagined 

real-estate deal hint at a distinctly ruthlesss version of male conduct, 

conveying the sort of swiftly executed punishment that David himself secretly 

wishes to exact upon Catherine. Accordingly, the Bluebeard paradigm, reified 

through a legacy of paternal misconduct, continues to afford an angle upon the 

writer-protagonist. Indeed, the persistent implications of David's underlying 

monstrousness achieve a cumulative certainty as the female antagonist 

repeatedly trespasses into the forbidden room. On one occasion, Catherine 

even uses a secret key. And, in keeping with the fairy-tale precedent, 

Catherine discovers unspeakable horrors between the covers of David's 

notebooks: "I don't call them stories," she says. "I call them intolerable 

little essays in juvenile sadism and bathos" (3.38.14). 

Before considering David's stories in detail, we should recognize that 

Africa occupies a special and prior place in the mental lives of both David 

and Catherine, exerting a powerful psychic pull throughout the manuscript. 

For the ritualistic sun-tanning of the "lion"-colored Catherine is itself a 

form of "Africanization," an attempt to shed the false values of civilization 

(Morrison 87-89). It follows that Catherine entertains singularly romantic 

ideals about Africa: "We could go to bed and keep warm and hear the rain on a 

tin roof," she says (1.4.1-2). Implicitly, that is, Catherine envisions 

Africa as an Edenic place of primeval (or pre-Oedipal) unity. For David, 

however, who lived there "when he was very young" (3.21.13), Africa means 

something very different. His Africa, a fatherland, foregrounds power over 



love, self-aggrandizement over innocence. Accordingly, David puts off the 

trip, knowing that it will have unpleasant consequences: "[ijt's too early [to 

go to Africa]," he maintains. "The roads turn to mud and you can't get around 

and everything is like a swamp and the grass gets so tall you can't see and 

it's no good" (1.4.2). Nevertheless, for David, that ominous mental marshland 

holds sinister attractions of its own. Indeed, Morrison rightly suggests that 

David's Africa constitutes "a blank, empty space into which he [will insert] 

himself, an uncreated void ready, waiting, and offering itself up for his 

artistic imagination, his work, his fiction . . . " (88-89). Morrison's 

language aptly evokes a kind of rape, suggesting the way in which David's 

Africa ultimately involves a desecration of the feminine. 

Thus, while Catherine encourages an African holiday, a return to 

primitivistic darkness, she fails to appreciate what she is getting herself 

into. Ironically, that is, Catherine's hopeful African quest brings out the 

worst in David. For as Catherine blackens up in a pursuit of her own ideals, 

she intensifies the threat of her husband's latent anger; put another way, 

curiosity kills the [C]at. The proverbial conundrum complicates the 

manuscript, adding to the tension of the honeymoon: "how dark can [Catherine] 

become," David asks himself, "and how dark will she ever really be?" (1.4.6). 

Overtly, the protagonist's rhetorical question suggests an anxiety about his 

wife's sanity, insofar as he seems to associate darkness with derangement. 

But David, who possesses a "deadly clarity," also worries about what 

Catherine's darkness will do to him. Moreover, as David's hostility becomes 

overt, Catherine herself begins to have doubts about Africa: contemplating the 

prospect of a safari, she wonders if she will "be any good at it" 

(3.19.15-16). By this time, however, David is bent on going. Later still, 

David discusses the problem with Marita. Africa, he explains, was the source 



zio 

of a "basic misunderstanding" (3.44.23) between himself and Catherine, and 

that "misunderstanding," we might infer, concerns the nature of human nature, 

the problem of light and dark, good and evil. "[S]he didn't want to go to 

Africa," David says, referring to Catherine's change of heart. "She never did 

want to go," Marita replies, striking a false note (3.44.23). The new girl, 

like David, is "truly dark" (3.44.32), and. boasts of her ability to appreciate 

Africa on David's terms. The protagonist, meanwhile, remains uneasy. 

The Bournes' midsummer hiatus in Spain foreshadows the problematical 

significance of Africa. Catherine associates the two locations in the 

Provisional Ending: "We had the money to go wherever we wanted to so we didn't 

go to Africa," she says. "It was too much like Spain." David confirms the 

link by eliminating the distinction: "We went to Africa," he replies (5), 

suggesting that they experienced Africa in Madrid. More particularly, David 

implies that in Madrid the sexual changes of the honeymoon followed the "truly 

dark" African tendencies of his own psyche. Catherine, who is both impressed 

and surprised by what occurs, retrospectively claims that, until Madrid, they 

"were both virginal" (Prov. End. 2). "That was something," she says. "I had 

to seduce you . . . . And I didn't even know what I was seducing you into" 

(Prov. End. 2). During the coupling Catherine refers to, she again plays the 

part of a boy, but this time David leads the way. "Please you invent," 

Catherine says. "I think I know but you invent first" (3.14.19). A deleted 

narratorial comment alludes to what happens next: "He [David] had never 

thought that he could do what he did now happily and completely and he did 

without thinking and with delight what he could never do and would never do" 

(3.14.19.ii). David, we gather, commits a kind of ultimate moral 

transgression. Although the details of the lovemaking are never specified, 



Catherine's boyish passivity implies pederasty. David, it seems, now 

reverses the digital intromission introduced by Catherine: he enters her 

anally. The Africanist nature of the act, within the symbolic field of the 

manuscript, is suggested by the fact that David later feels "[b]lack remorse." 

Thus, for David, Africa, by way of Madrid, comes to represent an animal 

sexuality predicated on male dominance and usership. The coarseness and 

brutality of the encounter resonates in Catherine's naive claim that she is 

"proud of it [David's invention] like of a wound" (3.15.4). 

The dark link between Africa and Spain is also evident at the "old Posoda 

place." This finely realized scene, briefly mentioned in Chapter Two, 

consists mostly of a three-way conversation between Catherine, David, and 

Andrew Murray, a minor character who resembles Archibald MacLeish. "They 

always say that Africa begins at the Pyrenees," Catherine states (3.9.7). "I 

thought it [the country] began to look like what I thought Africa looked like 

after Burgos. Or anyway around Burgos. But how can I tell?" (3.9.7). 

"[0]nce you are in from the coast it gets to be Africa fast enough," Andrew 

Murray agrees (3.9.8). The "posoda place" itself, you will recall, is a very 

Bluebeardesque setting, an old castle that has been turned into a 

hotel-restaurant. It is "cool and very old" inside. There are "wine casks 

around the walls," the tables are "old and thick," and the chairs are "worn" 

(3.9.6). A door affords the only light. The food is meaty, as previously 

noted, and the wine, a "manzanilla," is "tough" (3.9.7-8). "You like [the 

wine] or you don't," David explains. "It's an African wine really," he adds 

(3.9.7). "Not South African," Andrew Murray says. "No. Just sort of a 

warning of Africa," David replies (3.9.7; emphasis added). Catherine is not 

sure she likes the beverage: "It tastes like the circus smells," she says. "I 

don't mean the actual odor; the feeling that you get from the odor as you 



2IL 

first come in" (3.9.7). There is, one gathers, something claustrophobic about 

this "old" castle, with its thick stone walls and high, barred windows. 

More specifically, the castle-restaurant in Madrid imparts a gridlock of 

patriarchal control that imprisons and alienates the female "Other": 

"Do you want gazpacho?" the waiter asked Andrew. He was an old 

man and he filled their glasses again. 

"Do you think the senorita would like it?" 

"Try her," the waiter said gravely as though he were speaking of 

a mare." (3.9.6) 

Catherine-as-"mare" deserves little consideration. In this traditional 

establishment, she should not, in fact, be eating with the two men. Given 

Pablo's Spanish "customs" in For Whom the Bell Tolls (215-216), the 

narratorial aside may even enforce the objectification and dehumanization of 

Catherine by hinting at the practice of bestiality. Situated in a negative 

space, where she can neither participate in male discourse nor escape from it, 

the female antagonist experiences a kind of breakdown. Under extreme 

stress, she alludes to her creative frustration: "All the way we came [to 

Madrid] I saw wonderful things to paint and I can't paint at all and never 

could. I know wonderful things to write and I can't even write a letter that 

isn't stupid" (3.9.8). Catherine's frustration culminates in a fear of death: 

"There's nothing except through yourself," she says. "And I don't want to die 

and it be gone" (3.9.10). David, who issues injunctions of silence throughout 

the meal, is unsympathetic: 

"But what about when I'm dead?" [Catherine asks.] 

"Then you're dead." 

"But I can't stand to be dead." 

"Then don't let it happen till it happens." 

"But what can I do about it?" 



l'3 

"Nothing. Look at things and listen and feel." 

"What if I can't remember?" 

"Bad luck," David said. (3.9.11) 

Trapped in an intolerable position, Catherine decides to flee Bluebeard's 

castle: "Maybe I'd better go back into our world," she tells Andrew. "David's 

and my world that I made up; we made up I mean. I was a great success in that 

world Andy" (3.9.14). 

Nevertheless, in an effort to "understand" (3.9.15) the patriarchal 

world, Catherine remains committed to exploratory measures. "Andy," she asks, 

"do you believe it about women for breeding, boys for pleasure, and melons for 

delight?" (3.9.14). The misogynistic Arab proverb that Catherine cites ranks 

"women," "boys," and "melons" according to the degree of genital gratification 

each affords. The proverb suggests that the cool, "delight[ful]" flesh of 

"melons" provides a more stimulating orifice than the female vagina, which 

should only be used for the practical necessity of "breeding." Andy denies 

knowledge of such Eastern exotica, saying of melons: "I only eat them" 

(3.9.14). Catherine, however, persists: 

"I always thought of it as everything that Kipling left out," 

Catherine said. "Imagine how he would have been with all that in. 

Sometimes it's almost there but then it moves away. He knew it for 

a while and then he was ashamed of it. That's what I want David not 

to leave out." (3.9.14) 

Thus, Catherine portrays Kipling, a teller of Eastern tales, as a kind of 

second-rate Conrad, as a writer who did not deal openly or honestly with a 

Kurtzlike heart of darkness. There is remarkably little critical consensus 

about Kipling, but I would venture to say that Catherine's estimation of him 

is accurate enough, and that she speaks for Hemingway, who, as Mark Spilka has 
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recently reminded us, read a great deal of Kipling in his youth. Traces of 

Catherine's "women-boys-melons" proverb show up in "With the Main Guard," one 

of six short stories in Soldiers Three (1887), a favorite volume of the young 

Hemingway (Spilka 92). In this story, Sergeant Mulvaney, a raffish but 

valiant British soldier remarks of close combat: "Each does ut his own way, 

like makin' love . . . the butt or the bay'nit or the bullet accordin' to the 

natur* av the man" (66; qtd. by Spilka 120). As Catherine suggests, however, 

the hint of male depravity "moves away." Like most of Kipling's war stories, 

"With the Main Guard" ultimately glorifies military life and the British 

Empire, presenting an implicitly justifiable slaying of heathen enemies. 

Catherine urges David, on the other hand, to be more honest about the 

disturbing permutations of male pleasure, but does so in a naive belief that 

he is different from those for whom "the proverb" is true. 

Colonel John Boyle, another minor character who appears in the Madrid 

section of the manuscript, exemplifies the hypermasculinity associated with 

David's African leanings. A variation on David's father, Boyle might be 

viewed affirmatively, as a mentor-type who fortifies the protagonist's shaken 

identity. For the accomplished Colonel John Boyle, based largely on Colonel 

Charles Sweeny, Hemingway's "soldier-of-fortune" friend (Baker 144), exudes 

the sort of hardboiled elan that informs traditional definitions of the 

Hemingway hero. Indeed, Boyle is a self-assured, perceptive, well-educated 

military man who performs skillfully whether he is on the field of combat or 

the floor of an art gallery. As an older male who possesses inside knowledge, 

Colonel Boyle seems to belong among the supposedly good men in the canon, a 

list that might include characters such as the Abruzzian Priest in A Farewell 

to Arms, Anselmo in For Whom the Bell Tolls, and Santiago in The Old Man and 
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the Sea. Even Catherine is impressed. After meeting Boyle, she tells David: 

"He seemed the way men ought to be. I was proud of him" (3.14[b].3). 

Nevertheless, a careful consideration of the complications that underlie 

Boyle's characterization reveals an authorial ambivalence toward this icon of 

manliness. Like David, Boyle is another white male whose African commitments 

betray a censurable moral warp. 

Colonel Boyle first appears when David is feeling especially embittered 

and emasculated by the androgynous schemes that have sidetracked his career. 

In his anger, David curses his sycophantic publisher and "that thin lipped 

bastard Coolidge" (3.13.[b].19), men who seem to represent a spurious American 

masculinity. "Wind coming now," David tells himself, as he sits in the bar of 

the Palace Hotel. "Straight from Africa" (3.13[b].19). Enter Boyle: "Hello 

young man," the Colonel says, interrupting the protagonist's indignant tirade. 

David, the narrator tells us, "felt suddenly happy" (3.13[b].20). For Boyle, 

a man's man, displays none of David's own weaknesses. Indeed, the Colonel's 

gravelly voice and "tanned face that looked as though it had been chiseled out 

of flint by a tired sculptor who had broken his tools on it" (3.13[b].20) 

indicate his firm opposition to Catherine's artful changes. Put another way, 

the Colonel signifies a hardening, focal presence. Boyle's authority is 

immediately apparent: "Bring me a bottle of whatever this young man is 

drinking to that table," he tells the bartender. "Bring a cold bottle. You 

don't need to ice it. Bring it immediately" (3.13[b].20). "Yes sir . . . . 

Very good sir," the bartender replies (3.13[b].20). "Come along," Boyle 

instructs David. "Do you want a job?" the medal-adorned Colonel asks, raising 

the thorny issue of David's vocational pursuits. "No," David answers. "I'm 

on my honeymoon," he explains (3.13[b].21-22). "Silly expression," the 

Colonel replies. "I never liked it. It sounds sticky" (3.13[b].22). Boyle's 
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odd comment might reveal his inside knowledge of African ways, for, as Rose 

Marie Burwell notes, "bee tubs" were commonly used as "the bride price among 

East African tribes" (223). Through a kind of locker room humor, the Colonel 

then acknowledges (and partially defuses) David's latent fear of emasculation: 

"It [the marriage] makes no difference," he contends. "You'd be worthless in 

any event" (3.13[b].22). The strutting machismo of such verbal sparring draws 

the two men closer together, renewing a homosocial bond that obviates 

Catherine's androgynous brotherhood. 

More specifically, Colonel Boyle's "job" offer affords an African outlet 

for male violence, prefiguring David's "work" on the forthcoming stories. 

Borrowing specific details from Colonel Sweeny's life, Hemingway portrays 

Colonel Boyle as the commander of a French bomber squadron involved in the 

suppression of Abd el Krim's Rif Rebellion. In fact, Boyle tries to involve 

David in the mercenary campaign just as Sweeny once tried to involve 

Hemingway. The biographical parallels are fascinating in themselves, but what 

matters here is that Boyle displays a David-like secrecy about what he does, 

guarding the privacy of his African exploits with an obsessiveness that 

borders upon paranoia (3.13[b].24). Further still, Catherine uncovers Boyle's 

African entanglements in a way that anticipates her discovery of David's 

writerly barbarism: through a newspaper, yet another text, Catherine finds out 

that Boyle's Moroccan activities include the "bombing [of] [native] villages" 

(3.39.7), a detail that resonates with implications of horrific brutality. 

Indeed, David S. Woolman provides a detailed account of the historical 

circumstances that lie behind Catherine's discovery: 

Bombers were used by both the French and the Spanish, who seemed 

to have no qualms about bombing villages from which all the men were 

absent. The Franco-Spanish forces regularly used artillery barrages 

against tribal communities that stood in the way of their advance, 
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and on more than one occasion they used poison gas.(202) 

David, we should note, rebuffs Boyle's invitation to participate in such 

atrocities, saying: "I don't fight" (3.13[b].24). Nevertheless, the 

protagonist's violent nature continues to simmer just below the surface of the 

text. For Boyle, who seems to understand David, ominously reassures the 

younger man of his vocational destiny: "You'll write," the Colonel tells David 

(3.13[b].36), hinting, perhaps, at a comparably bloody mission. 

The African complicity of Boyle and David becomes more apparent through 

directly and indirectly stated similarities between the two. "You're a 

deceptive son of a bitch," the Colonel tells David. "So are you, John," David 

replies (3.13[b].24). Moreover, Boyle's relationship with France mirrors 

David's relationship with Marita: "He's in love with France," David explains. 

"He is in her service. He serves her as though she was a beautiful woman. He 

knows all about her and now she's a whore he loves her just as much and pimps 

for her. He's pimping for her now" (3.14.4-5). Moments later, David 

unwittingly enforces the identification, summarizing Boyle in a way that 

further reflects upon his own character: "He's very accurate and he does 

really know things and he's sensitive past believing when he allows it," David 

tells Catherine. "He is educated and civilized and infinitely tolerant. He's 

loving as you said. But he can be merciless . . . . He also has a temper that 

comes right to the edge of insanity and it's homicidal" (3.14.5-6). Deftly, 

then, Hemingway might well be suggesting that the terrorist and the writer, 

the tutor and the tyro, are enmeshed in a murderous "insanity" that is far 

more censurable than Catherine's supposed mental illness. Indeed, Boyle—whom 

Rose Marie Burwell perceptively describes as "a harbinger of the worst 

possibilities for David" (222)—embodies a madness of his own, a desirous and 

aggressive egotism that craves mastery. 
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Accordingly, Boyle patronizes Catherine's own African aspirations:, 

"You're the darkest white girl I've ever seen . . . . Tell me where you got so 

dark . . . . Do you know how dark you are? . . . . How long did it take to get 

so dark?" (3.13[b].29-31). The abrupt inquisition, which occurs over several 

pages, trivializes Catherine's aims. "Don't make me sound silly," she 

protests, in a deleted passage (3.13[b].32). "I saw you in the Prado looking 

at the Grecos," the Colonel says (3.13[b] .28). "I saw you too . . . Do you 

always look at pictures as though you owned them and were deciding how to have 

them re-hung properly?" Catherine asks (3.13[b].28). Another authorial pun, 

the question identifies Boyle as Catherine's masculinist adversary, a man who 

appreciates well-"hung" art. "Probably," the Colonel replies, acknowledging 

the point. Boyle then queries Catherine's antinomian artistic tastes: "Do you 

always look at them as though you were the young chief of a warrior tribe who 

had gotten loose from his councillors and gone into the Luxembourg by himself 

and was looking at that marble of Leda and the Swan?" (3.13[b].28). Boyle's 

snappy retort indicates that Catherine, the dazzling conversationalist, has 

finally met her match. For his comeback extracts the African essence of 

Catherine's project, cross-dressing her as a negro warrior attracted by 

mysterious exotica. Catherine, who blushes "under her dark tan," is excited 

by the image Boyle offers, and misreads the intuitive Colonel as a friend: "I 

like you," she says. "Tell me some more" (3.13[b].28). Thus, Catherine the 

seducer is now seduced herself, taken in by a worldy male who secretly opposes 

her dark changes. In demolishing Catherine's initial reticence (3.13[b].30), 

Boyle treats her much as he deals with Andrew Murray, the poet: "The Colonel 

tramples over him," David explains, "like a troop of cavalry in a village 

square" (3.14.5). "Was I too rough?" Boyle asks, alluding to his 

condescending interrogation of Catherine. 



Considered in greater detail, Boyle's reference to the Leda myth provides 

an important clue to the subtextual depths of his relationship to Catherine. 

"[T]hat" particular "marble" the Colonel mentions is listed in the 1907 and L^iO 

Baedeker Guides to Paris, which confirm that "Room D" of the sculpture gallery 

in the old Luxembourg Museum (now the home of the French Senate) contained a 

marble representation of Leda and the swan (Appendix, Figure 9). The sculptor 

of the piece is identified as Jules Desbois (1851-1935), who, like the 

better-known Camille Claudel, served as one of Auguste Rodin's assistants. 

Desbois' Leda, in fact, nicely complements Rodin's The Metamorphoses of Ovid, 

providing a relatively obscure sequel to the primary sculptural "sign" in 

Eden. The thematic similarities between the two works are remarkable: both 

sculptures involve themes of micegenation, transformation, and androgyny, 

depicting two forms intertwined in a closed shape. In Desbois' work, Leda is 

sitting on the ground, bending forward. Her head is bowed downward, and her 

limply extended right arm rests upon a powerful swan, which is situated 

between her partially opened legs. The swan's neck and bill curl along the 

girl's exposed side, above her right breast. As in much of the modern 

sculpture that belongs to Rodin's school, movement is a crucial aspect of the 

design. The swan exerts a surging, pressing force, and is more muscular than 

downy. Its elongated bill and broad wings are almost surreal, evoking the 

supernatural aspect of the scene. One might almost say that Leda appears to 

be swept off her feet. Alternatively, the concave shape of her voluminous, 

soft body resembles a kind of vaginal pocket that passively receives the 

phallus-like bird. 

Like Rodin's The Metamorphoses of Ovid, Desbois1 Leda eludes definitive 

interpretation, affording a rich complexity of dramatic and erotic 

possibilities. Several early commentators, in a flush of appreciation, 



describe the scene in ideal terms. According to Paul Adam (1896), "Leda has 

abandoned herself to the swan," and "leans the twin fruits of her breasts" 

against the bird's neck (459). For Adam, the meeting is one of "loyal and 

mutual compliance" (459). Oddly, Adam seems untroubled by what he describes 

as Leda's "languid" and "halfhearted" participation. Untenably, too, he 

refers to the "tender body" of the swan. Gustave Geffroy (1892) reads the 

situation in a similar way, describing the two bodies as a "harmonious group" 

(287). For Geffroy, Leda's bowed head, rounded body, limp arms, and upturned 

palms indicate a "happy lassitude" (287). Andre De Arnyvel, in a 

Paris-Journal article, dated 1912, provides a more objective criticism of the 

work. De Arnyvel detects a puzzle "worth investigating," and suggests that 

the "message" of Desbois' Leda depends upon the physical position of the 

onlooker. According to this critic, the side view is disturbing: "the 

vaporous smile" of the woman, her "languid head" and "limp hands" confirm "the 

savage reality of the relationship." Conversely, De Arnyvel suggests that a 

front view obscures Leda's human frailty, revealing a mythical encounter in 

which the woman lovingly caresses the swan god. A published contemporary 

critic, whom I have not been able to identify, agrees that the location of the 

viewer determines the effect of the piece. This critic, too, asserts that a 

side view "gives expression to the trouble of Leda in an impossible 

situation," while a front view empowers her (Leda 88). Thus, Desbois' work 

seems to incorporate two divergent strands in the traditional iconography of 

. 7 i . . . 

the Leda motif, mixing pleasurable acquiescence and bestial violation. 

Catherine's blush, at any rate, conveys her sense of the erotic intensity 

of the sculpture. Catherine, in fact, appears to regard Desbois' strange 

couple much as she regards Rodin's, as expressions of her sexual and spiritual 

idealism. The Leda motif, after all, enacts what Helen Sword, in "Leda and 
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the Modernists," calls "the divine imposition of a mythic design on human 

existence" (308). In taking up the theme of divine illumination, Catherine 

romantically and hopefully embraces one aspect of the dramatized encounter 

between woman and god. Yet Helen Sword reminds us of "the essential violence 

of the [original] situation" (306), a comment that brings us back to the 

ambivalent nature of Debois' Leda, in which a rather sinister swan imparts the 

horror of imposed closeness. Desbois' literary contemporaries were certainly 

alert to the possibility of Leda's victimization by the swan-god. "Being so 

caught up," William Butler Yeats asks, in his famous sonnet, 

So mastered by the brute blood of the air, 

Did she put on his knowledge with his power 

Before the indifferent beak could let her drop? (115) 

Similarly, T. Sturge Moore and Aldous Huxley, neither of whom will be 

remembered for their sensitivity to the feminine, neverthless imply "that 

Leda's fascination with the swan might be tempered by fear and suffering" 

(Sword 306). 

In an attempt to make thematic sense of all this, I would suggest that 

the dark and/or disquieting side of Desbois' Leda reinscribes that "warning of 

Africa" to which David alludes elsewhere in the Madrid section of the Eden 

manuscript. Accordingly, Boyle's reference to Leda can be regarded as 

"loaded," freighted with an animosity that Catherine does not immediately 

apprehend. In such a reading, Boyle appeals to Catherine's androgynous desire 

for change, but does so in a way that secretly underscores an accompanying 

male violence. Indeed, the element of rape in the Leda scenario may, in Bram 

Dijkstra's words, return Leda (and Catherine) to "woman's supposedly 

'predestined position of abject submission to male authority'" (qtd. by Sword 

307). From a politicized perspective, then, Boyle catches Catherine off 
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guard, exploiting her romantic sensibilities while covertly announcing a 

chauvinist agenda. This view becomes particularly compelling when one 

realizes that the imperious Boyle, a flyer engaged in deadly bombing raids, 

enacts the sinister role of the transfigured Zeus in the sculpture he alludes 

to. For Boyle, in the guise of an attractive and graceful friend, undoubtedly 

descends upon Catherine with a certain ruthlessness. By his own admission, 

after all, he is "rough." In turn, Boyle-the-bomber provides a kind of flying 

lesson for David, a pilot turned writer, who resents Catherine's imaginative 

flights (3.21.34-35). And David, it would appear, is a good student, a member 

of the Zeus-Boyle-Bluebeard fraternity. "You posed as someone so different 

than you are," Catherine later tells him (3.38.11). 

As the exchange between Catherine and the Colonel continues, Boyle's 

double-edged discourse becomes even more elliptical. "Is [David] everything 

you want?" he asks (3.13[b].29). "Don't you know?" Catherine returns. Boyle 

then paraphrases Theophile Gautier, the flamboyant nineteenth-century man of 

French letters, who told the Goncourt brothers: "Je suis un homme pour qui le 

monde exterieur existe." Hemingway's Colonel says: "'To me the visible world 

is visible*" (3.13[b].29). Boyle, therefore, dissociates himself from the 

invisible, highly subjective fancies of Catherine's world, opting, instead, 

for the realism of Gautier, who believed that "'beauty was visible truth with 

its own implicit message'" (Richardson 131-1.32). Gautier's emphasis upon the 

"visible," a credo that Boyle adopts as his own, evokes a supposedly objective 

epistemology that veers toward materialistic determinism. For Gautier, who 

began his writing career as a Romantic, under the influence of Balzac, is now 

commonly recognized as "the grandfather of French Naturalism." The uneasy 

tension between Gautier-the-Romantic and Gautier-the-Naturalist is evident in 

his belief that the artist should pursue eternal verities through a system of 
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exact transposition. In a related way, Gautier was a champion of the 

"Art-for-Art*s-sake" movement. For Gautier, that is, art should express a 

human ideal, but, paradoxically, "it should also remain above human 

considerations" (132). Interestingly, Joanna Richardson, author of the only 

Gautier biography written in English, explains the novelist's position in a 

way that brings us back to the Leda scenario: "The white stork winging its way 

across a painting of human torture symbolized, to Gautier, the lofty nature of 

the artist . . . he believed that great artists were not only indifferent to 

human suffering but superior to human passion" (132). "[A]ll my life," 

Gautier claimed, "I have only tried to see properly, to study nature, draw, 

interpret, paint it, if I could, just as I saw it" (Richardson 286). 

Many of Gautier's aesthetic beliefs sound very much like those we have 

come to associate with Hemingway. Hemingway, after all, is a celebrated 

deployer of the conventions of realism. In Green Hills of Africa, moreover, 

Hemingway's biographical self-image defends the art-for-art*s-sake position in 

a debate with "Kandisky," an ironically portrayed Austrian philanthropist: "Do 

you think writing is worth doing—as an end in itself?" Kandisky asks. "Oh, 

yes," the Hemingway persona replies (26). And in Death in the Afternoon, 

another artistic treatise from the mid-thirties, Hemingway identifies war as 

the best possible training ground for the artist (2). Seeking a substitute, 

the Hemingway of Death in the Afternoon studies "violent death" in the 

bullring, hoping to convey "the real thing, the sequence of motion and fact 

which made the emotion and which would be as valid in a year or in ten years 

or, with luck and if you stated it purely enough, always . . . " (2). 

Notably, too, in a book-length, critical study entitled Hemingway and 

Nineteenth-Century Aestheticism, John Gaggin cites Gautier as an influence 

upon Hemingway (121). The apparent confluence of opinion between Gautier and 



Hemingway further suggests that Colonel Boyle (the quoter of Gautier) figures 

as a wise insider, a character who speaks for the author himself. 

Nevertheless, Boyle's reference to Gautier synthesizes the sort of moral 

and artistic values that an extraordinarily self-critical Hemingway is 

questioning in The Garden of Eden manuscript. Indeed, Boyle's dogmatic denial 

of Catherine's invisible, androgynous world reasserts a questionable model of 

behavior for David, who will use his realistic African stories as an 

exclusionary religion. In this respect, it is also worth noting that Gautier, 

the dedicated craftsman, was renowned for his "Turkish attitudes" toward 

sexual matters. Accordingly, Boyle's Gautier-based preoccupation with the 

visual might ultimately remind us of the problematical "clarity" that David, 

until now, has checked. 

Hemingway's ambivalence toward Gautier (and, by implication, toward 

Boyle, who cites Gautier as an authority) emerges later in the text, when 

David and Marita are discussing girls who dress up as boys. "What about 

[Mademoiselle] du Maupin?" Marita asks, referring to Gautier*s first novel, 

about a young woman who disguises herself as a man. The question rankles 

David, who is perhaps reminded of Catherine's role in the honeymoon narrative 

that he has been forced to write. In any event, David discusses Gautier's 

androgynous limitations in a way that reflects upon the shortcomings of his 

own narrative, the lesser version of Hemingway's: "That was just pleasant 

fancy writing to make excitements," David says. "It was what we do made into 

musical comedy . . . . it doesn't re-read for grown up people" (3.4^.22). 

Boyle's carefully veiled opposition to Catherine culminates in the 

prospect of bodily harm. "There's only one thing," Boyle says to David, after 

Catherine departs. 

"What?" 
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"The g e t ' s no good." 

"There i s n ' t any get ye t . 

" I t ' s kinder to shoot the ge t . " 

"Kinder?" 

"Better." 

To paraphrase, Boyle implies that if Catherine were to become a mother, the 

child ("get") would inherit her mental illness. Moreover, he implies that 

abortion ("shoot[ing] the get") would be the most practical ("[b]etter") way 

of dealing with the prospect of children. Boyle's unsparing advice aligns him 

with some of the most censurable figures in the Hemingway canon—characters 

such as "the young man" in "Hills Like White Elephants" and the doctor in "Top 

of the World"—selfish males who advocate abortion to further their own 

interests. Hemingway's intensely negative feelings about abortion are 

confirmed by a letter to Pauline Pfeiffer, written in the winter of 1926, 

during their enforced separation: "You see Pfife I think that when two people 

love each other terribly much and need each other in every way and then go 

away from each other it works almost as bad as an abortion" (Selected Letters 

234). 

Alternatively, Rose Marie Burwell has suggested that Boyle's denunciation 

of "[t]he get" casts more aspersions on the honeymoon narrative that David is 

writing, the figurative "offspring" of the Bournes' union (202-203). David 

will, of course, "shoot the [textual] get" by abandoning it, an act that 

Burwell asserts is tantamount to the "symbolic murder" of Catherine. 

Burwell's ingenious inference about the double meaning of "get" can be 

substantiated by the fact that David immediately asks Boyle to "[c]larify" the 

point, a term that again recalls the "deadly clarity" of David's writerly eye. 

Curiously, however, Boyle demurs: "My dear fellow," he says, "don't you know 
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nothing has been clarified? If any one of us could clarify even one small 

thing" (3.13[b].35). Boyle's statement, which does not sit very easily 

alongside his earlier reference to Gautier's aesthetic of pristine vision, 

might slur David's own artistic practices, temporarily (and tenuously) uniting 

Hemingway and the mysterious Colonel. 

In the final analysis, however, Boyle is probably intended to remain a 

mostly comic figure, a mere caricature of masculine perspicacity, potency, and 

integrity. For Catherine observes that Andrew Murray is "pleased" to lunch 

with the Colonel, "as though" Boyle were "a rhinoceros" (3.14.1). "[I've] 

never seen a rhinoceros," Catherine reflects, "but then neither has Andy" 

(3.14.1). Green Hills of Africa provides the sort of intertextual dictionary 

needed to decipher Catherine's puzzling comment. Rhinos figure often in that 

work, as the objects of sightings and shootings. More importantly, as Thomas 

Strychacz has recently noted, they function as parodic tropes of manhood. On 

one occasion, for example, an especially large rhino taf$es castration 

anxiety among the male onlookers. Hemingway describes "this rhino whose 

smaller horn was longer than our big one, this huge, tear-eyed marvel of a 

rhino, this dead, head-severed dream rhino . . . we all spoke like people who 

were about to become seasick on a boat . . . " (83-84). Green Hills of Africa 

perhaps comes closest to Catherine's idea of the rhino-like Boyle when 

Hemingway describes his own trophy: 

There he was, long-hulked, heavy-sided, prehistoric looking, the 

hide like vulcanized -rubber and faintly transparent looking, scarred 

with a badly healed horn wound that the birds had pecked at, his 

tail thick, round, and pointed, flat many-legged ticks crawling on 

him, his ears fringed with hair, tiny pig eyes, moss growing on the 

base of his horn that grew out forward from his nose. M'Cola looked 

at him and shook his head. I agreed with him. This was the hell 
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[sic] of an animaL" (79) 

And still another rhino appears in Green Hills, looking "so huge, so 

ridiculous . . . " (104). Thus, Catherine seems to characterize Boyle as a 

veritable dinosaur, an anachronistic embodiment of brute strength. And, as 

usual, her perceptions are too witty, too rooted in authorial ideas and 

concerns, to be dismissed. 

Boyle's comic significance becomes explicit in the "Provisional Ending," 

where Catherine further undermines the Colonel's credibility, revising her 

initial impression of him as a "strange and amazing man" (3.14.1). "Do you 

remember that comic Colonel?" she asks David. "The one who knew everything. 

He was comic. Did we ever see him again? (4). "Yes. We did," David replies 

(5), reflecting Hemingway's unrealized intention to reintroduce Boyle during 

"the bad time" at la Napoule. "Was he just as comic?" Catherine inquires. 

"He probably was. He was the one [who] said I was to take care of you. You 

can't get much more comical than that," she says, acknowledging her own 

deterioration (5). "He was fine when we saw him," David responds, echoing 

Boyle's own contention that he is "always well" (3.13[b].21). Nevertheless, 

Catherine's wryness seems to run a little deeper than David's apparent 

defensiveness, and may, in fact, point toward another possible intertext. For 

Hemingway's Colonel John Boyle, while resembling Colonel Charles Sweeny, might 

also constitute an intended reworking of "Captain Jack Boyle," from Sean 

O'Casey's Juno and the Paycock (1924). In O'Casey's grimly satiric 

tragicomedy, Jack Boyle is a Falstaffian poseur, a braggart-warrior who 

remains comically and horribly unaffected by the domestic tragedies that 

surround him. As O'Casey's play concludes, Boyle drunkenly expounds on a 

disintegrating world: "I'm telling you," he mumbles, "th' whole worl's . . . 

in a terr . . . ible state o' . . . chassis" (45). Hemingway's Boyle, who 
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proclaims that "nothing has been clarified, [not] even one small thing," is 

another compromised messenger of moral darkness. 

When the African stories finally begin to evolve in David's mind, his 

creative disposition bears the stamp of Boyle's truculent masculinity. For 

David is "completely detached" as he writes (3.23.1), and tells himself that 

he must work in order to "fort up" against Catherine's feminine willpower 

(3.22.7). The combative implications of David's artistry are further 

suggested by a deleted passage in which he tells himself that the "problem" 

presented by one of his stories must be "faced and conquered" (3.21.5). 

Accordingly, David works slowly, "attacking each thing he [had] put off 

facing" (3.22.1). His new work, moreover, relieves an unspecified "pressure" 

which is described in another lined-out phrase as having mounted "to the point 

of bursting" (3.26.1). And whereas David does not "care" if he finishes the 

androgynous honeymoon narrative (3.46.16), he must now force himself to "break 

off" writing the African stories. He realizes, too, that if the new material 

"obsess[es]" him, he will have to "drive through and finish it" (3.20.1). 

"You're in a belle epoque," Marita says (3.26.6), comparing David's 

flourishing talent with the so-called "golden age" of European history, 

between the end of the Franco-Prussian War and the beginning' of World War I. 

Yet David's "belle epoque," like the historical period it parallels, depends 

upon a martial power that subdues and annihilates Otherness. Indeed, the 

vocabulary of domination that accompanies David's furor scribendi imparts an 

aesthetics of violence that erases all evidence of Catherine's softening 

influence. Fulfilling an implication that has been latent all along, the 

writer moves ever closer to Bluebeard. 



The chronological development of David's African material allows for 

three stories. As previously noted, the trilogy focuses on the exploits of 

David's father: the first story, rendered only in fragmentary images, concerns 

"the evil in the shamba"; the second, entailing a more developed but still 

fragmentary plotline, involves the Maji-Maji Uprising of 1904; the third and 

longest story, which appears in its entirety, deals with the hunting and 

slaying of an huge elephant. Curiously, however, David claims to have written 

"four" African stories (3.27.20). Assuming David is correct, the undocumented 

fourth story seems to concern his boyhood "fiancee," an "African girl" who 

briefly appears at the end of the elephant tale (3.37.19). Marita provides 

the main bit of evidence for such an inference: "I read . . . the story about 

you and your fiancee," she tells David (3.44.31). Moreover, Marita associates, 

the mysterious "fiancee" story with that night in Madrid, when David 

"invent[ed] first," making love to Catherine as though she were a captive boy. 

In full, Marita says: "I read the [honeymoon] narrative and the story about 

you and your fiancee. I know how she was and how you were. I know about 

Madrid" (3.44.31). Thus, David's black fiancee becomes linked to past 

pleasures that defy white norms. More specifically, David's "African girl" 

figures as a prototype of female acquiescence, a dream girl who embodies a 

nostalgic longing for ultimate gratification. Intentionally, perhaps, 

Hemingway "hides" this fourth story among the other three, to suggest the 

problematical nature of David's personal investment in the paternal realm. 

The "fiancee" story, at any rate, clearly entails a storehouse of erotic 

reminiscence that conveys David's Oedipal renegotiation of his relationship to 

the feminine. For the young David implictly merits his African girl as a sign 

of paternal favour. Indeed, the "tribal" social structure that underlies 

David's boyhood experience of Africa sanctions a male traffic in women. "How 
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many god damn wives does a man need?" the young David asks himself. "My 

father only had one but he likes natives better. So do I. There you go back 

on his side in everything again" (3.32.8). In short, David's fiancee 

represents his initiation into the ways of the father, establishing a system 

of male complicity and privilege in which women exist primarily as 

possessions. Early on, Catherine understands the allure of David's fiancee 

and promises to cultivate her talents: "I'll be your African girl too," she 

promises David (1.4.1). But it is Marita who truly knows and understands 

David's African past. "I'm like you," she tells David, after reading the 

Madrid section of the honeymoon narrative, "and I'm however you ever want me 

to be" (3.33.30.ii). And elsewhere, as Marita fondles David while he sleeps, 

she thinks: "Maybe it will make him have a lovely dream . . . Maybe he will 

dream he's back in Africa and his first girl is playing with him . . . . I 

know what she did and I'll do that too" (3.33.32). 

David's taste for African women is further associated with references to 

his "Somali girl" (3.33.32), and to "Somali women" in general (3.23.24-33; 

etc.): "Is it true that Somali women have ways of holding a man so he can 

never leave them?" Catherine asks David. 

"It's happened that way." 

"Any men or just Somali men?" 

"All sorts of men." 

"You?" 

"A little." (3.23.25) 

Hemingway is very coy about the Somali allusions, which hint at the most 

secretive aspects of African sexual culture. In part, perhaps, the Somali 

subtext evokes the ritual practice of clitoral excision, followed by an 

infibulation or stitching together of the labia, an operation designed to 



increase friction upon the penis during intercourse (see Edwardes, . 

Laurence, Walker). More particularly, however, the language of the text might 

suggest a related matter. For the talk of "holding" can be interpreted quite 

literally, as a reference to the imprisonment of the penis by the sphincter 

cunni. The technique, Allen Edwardes explains, 

is known as el-imsak (the clasp) or el-qebdz (the clutch) among 

the Muslims. The Arabs use the exclamation imsik lisanek 

(hold your tongue) in its sexual sense, i.e., "hold your penis." 

To the Turks, emsik means "cunnis penis" and emsik lisani 

(hold my tongue) would be the same as saying "hold my penis in 

your cunnus." (77) 

The muslim component of Somali culture presumably entails a similar tradition 

of exotic lore. 

Edwardes further describes the practice of "holding" among other African 

branches of Islam: 

In Arab literature we find mention made of "the 

muscular violence of an Upper Egyptian wench," the jedhb 

(grasping, seizing) or qebdz (clasping, squeezing) which 

[Sir Richard F.] Burton [translator of the Arabian Nights] 

notes as "alluding to a peculiarity highly prized by Egyptians: 

the use of the constrictor vaginae muscles, the sphincter for 

which Abyssinian women are famous." The qebbadzeh or "holder 

woman," as she is called by the Arabs, "can sit astraddle upon 

a man and provoke the venereal orgasm not by wriggling and mov

ing but by tightening and loosing the male member with the 

muscles of her privities, milking it as it were. Consequently, 

the casse-noisette [nutcracker] costs treble the money of other 

concubines." (75) 
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David indirectly attests to the latter fact, contending that Somali women are 

the "only whores, on the coast" (3.23.25). And while Catherine 

enthusiastically intends "to be Somali" (3.23.24), it is Marita, again, who 

better appreciates the sexual arts of Africa. "We're both apprentice Somali 

wives," Catherine says. "That's good," Marita replies. "I'm going to learn 

to be a good one" (3.23.33). On the whole, I think, the Somali angle 

reinforces the sort of genital reductiveness that typifies David's African 

creativity. Indeed, Marita's expert abilities suggest the way in which she 

deliberately and vampiristically becomes an instrument of male pleasure, 

suctioning onto David. "You only run into one Somali woman and you're 

ruined," he concedes (3.23.25.i). 

David begins "the evil in the shamba" story, the first in his trilogy of 

documented tales, on the morning after he and Catherine meet Marita at the 

Cafe des Allies. It is the second day of that midsummer gale, and the wind has 

"not slackened" (3.20.1). David, the "early" riser, resolutely retreats to 

the solitude of his work room, leaving the bedroom where Catherine remains 

asleep. At precisely this point, he also leaves the honeymoon narrative, the 

diary of Catherine's stormy changes: "he left the [honeymoon] narrative where 

it was," the author-narrator tells us, "to write a story that had come to him 

four or five days before and had been developing, probably, he thought, in the 

last two nights when he had slept so well" (3.20.1). However, David soon 

realizes that the story has been incubating over a longer period of time. The 

author-narrator confirms the point: "The story had not come to him in the past 

few days. His memory had been inaccurate in that. It was the necessity to 

write it that had come to him" (3.20.2). Impelled by an irresistable inner 

"necessity," then, David implicitly accesses material that is rooted in the 
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unconscious depths of his personality. Moreover, it would seem that the 

unspecified "necessity" which elicits David's story is related to his domestic 

problems. Indeed, the larger context of events suggests that David is now 

motivated by a need to divorce himself from the ongoing, bilateral 

complications of Catherine's androgynous "project." Through the African 

material, David will declare and reclaim his masculinity. 

As the story unfolds, the author-narrator retreats into the background, 

providing an increasingly unmediated transcription of David's creative 

musings. On this morning, the protagonist's heavily revised monologue is 

particularly dense and entangled. The passage as a whole has an 

hallucinatory, nightmarish quality, and involves the "felt" presence of a 

mysterious "reef" that is somehow related to the story itself (3.20.2-2i). 

"It was all true now," we are told, "because it happened to him as he wrote 

it" (3.20.2). Thus, if Catherine's mental journey is effectively over, 

David's has just begun. Inexorably, it would seem, he undergoes an 

imaginative passage into a Conradian heart of darkness. For only in the wilds 

of Africa, the land of his father, where white taboos no longer apply, can 

David unleash his marital resentment. Above all else, Africa satisfies his 

obscure but primal craving for a free space that permits mastery. The 

stories, as Toni Morrison puts it, have "value [primarily] as a cherished 

masculine enclave of white domination and slaughter . . . " (89). 

The fragmented, eerie phenomenology of David's first story does not make 

immediate, narrative sense. In accordance with Hemingway's theory of 

omission, however, certain "gaps" in the story might be construed from 

minimally rendered clues. As previously indicated, the substance of this 

first story is primarily denoted by "the evil in the shamba" (3.20.2.i). A 

flexible word in Swahili, "shamba" may simply mean "hut" or "building," but 



might also refer to a "plantation" (Swahi1i-English Dictionary; see also Green 

Hills of Africa 17). The latter possibility is particularly plausible, since 

an array of textual details imply that David's father owned an African 

plantation at the turn of the century, in what was then German-occupied 

Tanganyika. Catherine, for example, commiserates with David over "all that 

trouble about [his] father . . . and the locusts and all" (3.21.35-26), 

alluding, it would seem, to the locust plagues of the 1890's and 1900's, which 

decimated plantation crops throughout Tanganyika (Iliffe 125). It is 

noteworthy, too, that plantations were, indeed, an integral part of 

Tanganyika's colonial economy. Attempting to make imperialism in East Africa 

profitable, German administrators instituted a "plantation system," whereby 

arable land was leased or sold to white settlers who then raised cash crops 

such as cotton, coffee, rubber, and sisal. 

The possibility that "shamba," in this context, means "plantation" is 

suggestive in terms of "the evil" in David's story. For John Iliffe, in A 

Modern History of Tanganyika, observes that working conditions on the 

plantations were abhorrent. The "manifest abuses" Iliffe cites include 

"brutality, flogging, bad housing, hunger, overwork, disease, and death. In 

1888," he notes, "the whole labour force at Lewa deserted a sadistic manager," 

and from 1909 to 1911 "the Dar es Salaam Provincial Court convicted 27 

Europeans of brutality against Africans" (158-1.59). Iliffe's comments 

delineate a familiar pattern of imperialistic corruption that roughly 

coincides with the emerging characterization of Mr. Bourne, who uses his 

shamba residence as a libinal playground. In the elephant story, for example, 

David discovers his drunken father with a bevy of African women (3.32.7), 

looking as though he had "a dirty secret" (3.32.3). On a related level, after 

reading David's stories, Catherine admonishes him to return to the honeymoon 
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narrative, claiming: "It's certainly much more interesting and instructive 

than a lot of natives in a Kraal or whatever you call it covered with flies 

and scabs in Central Africa with your drunken father staggering around 

smelling of sour beer and not knowing which one of the little horrors he had 

fathered" (3.35.42). Thus, while the precise nature of "the evil in the 

shamba" remains a mystery, the phrase almost certainly alludes to the cruelty 

and/or debauchery of David's Kurtzlike father. Moreover, the 

writer-protagonist's timely resurrection of this ruthless, carnal father 

refutes his own state of vocational and sexual emasculation, pointing the way 

to male independence. 

The other sea and beach images associated with David's first tale also 

warrant consideration. As if anticipating what lies ahead in the story, David 

recalls how "he woke in the nights and knew the dragging of the anchor when 

the stars were wrong and heard the heavy pounding. He had to write that too 

he knew and [how] the two dhows careened and the lights along the beach ..." 

(3.20.2.i). The dragging anchor, the disorientation imparted by the 

unfamiliar position of the stars, the careening "dhows," and the "lights along 

the beach" all suggest a rather sinister circumstance. Interestingly, too, 

there is another reference to "dhows" in "Get a Seeing-Eyed Dog" (one of the 

"Two Tales of Darkness"), among the last material Hemingway published during 

his lifetime. In this work, Philip, a blind and impotent writer whose memory 

is failing, struggles to recall his recent trip to Africa. "Do you remember 

when the big dhow came in and careened on the low tide?" his wife asks him. 

"Yes," Philip replies. "I remember her and the crew coming ashore in her 

boats and coming up the path from the beach, and the geese were afraid of them 

and so were the women" (66). The careening dhows in David's story, then, 

might also be associated with a frightening invasion of domestic realms. More 



particularly, the dhows or cargo ships in David's story may even be a sign of 

Mr. Bourne's involvement in the illegal slave trade that continued along the 

eastern coast of Africa during the first decade of the twentieth century. 

Complicated by innumerable ambiguities, this first story ends, ominously 

enough, with "the wind and sand scoured bones" of a killing field (3.20.2). 

The marital ramifications of David's new work are subtly reinforced as he 

emerges from his work room and orders breakfast. As David awaits his meal, he 

is pestered by Monsieur Auron, the loquacious and self-important hotel 

proprietor. Conveying David's impatience, the omniscient narrator derisively 

paraphrases the ensuing conversation. The two men discuss the unusual 

weather, the atmospheric index of Catherine's emotional vexation: "Monsieur 

Auron said the wind came this way sometimes. It was not a true Mistral, . . . 

but it would probably blow for three days" (3.20.2). Auron's meteorological 

assessment then assumes a distinctly clinical slant: "The weather," he 

declares, "is insane now" (3.20.2; emphasis added). Auron goes on to infer 

that David has "undoubtedly noticed" the climatic psychosis. "If anyone kept 

track of [the weather]," Auron adds, "they would know that it has not been 

normal since the war" (3.20.2-3). As the conversation continues, Auron 

complacently appeals to common sense, suggesting that David, "as a man of the 

world, probably saw it the same way" (3.20.3; emphasis added). Patronizingly, 

David agrees, stating that it is necessary "to renew the cadres [the general 

plan]." An inserted narratorial comment confirms David's boredom, informing 

us that he seeks "a decisive and terminal idiocy" that will end the 

conversation (3.20.3). Ostensibly, therefore, David figures as the wise 

insider who tolerates Auron's platitudes. Yet Auron*s observations, read as 

unwitting reflections upon Catherine's condition, are less shallow than David 
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believes. In fact, Hemingway's carefully deployed invocations of insanity 

ultimately undermine David rather than Auron. For the "decisive and terminal 

idiocy" that David seeks in an effort to end the tedious interchange evokes 

the secretly desired circumstance that will end the tedium of his marriage. 

Further still, in view of the African stories he has just initiated, David 

has, in fact, renewed "the cadres," following his own deceitfully offered 

advice. 

Upon finishing breakfast, David guiltily begins to think of Catherine, 

who, not wanting "to disturb him," has "gone out" for the morning (3.20.2). 

He then fetches a book from his bedroom and settles down at a sunny table on 

the terrace, "out of the wind" (3.20.4). As a reader in search of escapism, 

David chooses the evocatively entitled Far Away and Long Ago, from his 

splendidly bound "Dent edition" of W. H. Hudson's collected works. David, the 

narrator tells us, cherishes the collection, a gift from Catherine: "[W]hen 

the books had come they had made him feel truly rich. The figures in his bank 

balances [Catherine's money], his franc and dollar accounts, had, ever since 

Le Grau-du-Roi, seemed completely unreal and he had never considered them as 

actual money. But the books of W. H. Hudson had made him feel rich . . ." 

(3.20.4.i). There is an intended irony in the way David equates Hudson's 

collected works with material wealth, suggesting the literary vanity of a 

writer who judges his books by their cover. Appropriately, therefore, Marita 

will later propose to adorn David's own works with an expensive "book plate" 

by Picasso (3.27.8-9). 

Upon close inspection, Hemingway's calculated reference to W. H. Hudson 

holds a mirror to David's own writings. Hudson's complementary function in 

Eden is confirmed by the fact that David chooses another volume from the 

collected works when the African material is nearly complete (3.36.60). Far 
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Away and Long Ago is particularly relevant, and serves as a Kind of parent 

work or guide book to David's stories. For Hudson's autobiographical account 

of his "plantation" upbringing on the "pampas," the remote plains of 

Argentina, clearly parallels David's youthful tales of high adventure on the 

plains of Africa. Hudson's "good-natured and credulous father" (247) and the 

presence of a sympathetic mother are among the obvious discrepancies between 

his novel and David's stories, but both writers recall an exotic, boyhood 

milieu that juxtaposes horror and enchantment. Indeed, Hudson refers to "that 

great naked pampa, sparsely inhabited, where life was so rough, so primitive" 

(321). It was "an enchanted realm," the author writes, "a nature at once 

natural and supernatural" (294-295). "[w]e moved and brathed and had our 

being ina strange moral atmosphere," Hudson recalls, "where lawless acts were 

common and evil and good were scarcely distinguishable . . . " (237). 

Similarly, David writes about a cruel but magical world that inspires awe and 

wonder. On occasion, the two writers are even attracted by the same images. 

For just as Hudson describes a large black snake whose "seemingly endless 

body" flows past him like "a coal-black current" (217-128), David promises 

Catherine that he will one day write about "the python" that came to hunt "on 

the dry mud flat" at night (3.27.27). 

The connection between David and W. H. Hudson further discredits David. 

For those familiar with the Hemingway canon will have already recalled that 

David has the same literary tastes as a dreamy Robert Cohn, who also reads 

Hudson compulsively. "He [Cohn] had been reading W. H. Hudson," Jake Barnes 

explains. 

That sounds like an innocent occupation, but Cohn had read and re

read "The Purple Land." "The Purple Land" is a very sinister book 

if read too late in life. It recounts splendid imaginary amorous 

adventures of a perfect English gentleman in an intensely romantic 



land, the scenery of which is very well described. For a man.to 

take it at thirty-four as a guide-book to what life holds is about 

as safe as it would be for a man of the same age to enter Wall 

Street direct from a French convent, equipped with a complete set 

of the more practical Alger books. Cohn, I believe, took every word 

of "The Purple Land" as literally as though it had been an R. G. 

Dun report. You understand me, he made some reservations, but on 

the whole the book to him was sound. It was all that was needed to 

set him off. (Sun Also Rises 9) 

Hemingway may also have had Hudson in mind in Death in the Afternoon, when he 

derides the "bedside mysticism" of writers such as Waldo Frank: 

The whole thing is what, to make a belated entry into the pseudo-

scientific field, I call erectile writing. It is well known, or not 

known, whichever you prefer, that due to a certain congestion or 

other, trees for example look different to a man in that portentous 

state and a man who is not [sic]. All objects look different. They 

are slightly larger, more mysterious, and vaguely blurred. (S3) 

Accordingly, the insulated, mythopoeic rhapsodies of Hudson in Far Away and 

Long Ago say much about the cynosural narcissism that pervades David's African 

stories. For both Bourne and Hudson, the creative keynote is nostalgia, a 

Proustian longing to return to things past. "You write with the most terrible 

nostalgia anyone has ever had," Marita tells David. "It frightens me," she 

adds (3.27.4), echoing Catherine's previously expressed fear of David's 

Bluebeardlike clippings. The sado-masochistic Marita, however, is both 

attracted and repelled. 

David's second African story consolidates his masculinist bid for 



autonomy. He begins the middle tale during Catherine's and Marita's lesbian 

foray to Nice. Feeling "sick" at the thought of the two women together 

(3.21.3), David defensively returns to his work. "You better write another 

story," he tells himself. "Write the hardest one there is to write that you 

know. Go ahead and do that. You have to last yourself if you're to be any 

good to [Catherine]" (3.21.4). Yet the altruistic pretences under which David 

begins this "hardest" story are suspect, since the story itself is clearly a 

means of emotional disengagement. Indeed, the supreme difficulty of writing 

this particular story may, in part, lie in the marriage-wrenching break it 

effects. Nevertheless, David is resolute. He goes back into his work room, 

sits down, and begins writing: 

He sat down and wrote the first paragraph of the new story 

that he had always put off writing since he had known what a story 

was. He wrote it in simple declarative sentences with all of the 

problem ahead to be lived through and made to come alive. It was 

written and all he had to do was go on. That's all, he said. You 

see how simple what you cannot do is? (3.21.4-5) 

That is, in writing the new story, David crosses over to his father's side, 

decisively committing himself to paternal treachery. Indeed, David's interior 

monologue echoes his previous desecration of the feminine in Madrid, when he 

made love to Catherine as though she were a captive boy. As already 

suggested, that occasion also involved a kind of ultimate moral trangression: 

"He had never thought that he could do what he did . . . and he did without 

thinking and with delight what he could never do and would never do" 

(3.14.19.i). Engaged in another form of self-indulgent invention, David now 

writes Catherine out of his life. 

The Madrid-like overtones of David's creativity are reinforced when he 
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emerges from his -work room and gruffly orders a whiskey and Perrier from 

Auron's nephew, "the young waiter" (3.21.25). The hierarchical exchange, 

involving a dominant man and a subordinate boy, befits David's entry into a 

hardened, militant world of men without women. Respectfully, the "boy" 

(3.21.5) brings the bottles to the table and mixes the drink before David's 

learned eye. "Monsieur had no breakfast," the young waiter observes, becoming 

personal. "I worked too long," David replies, obliquely conceding that he has 

evaded his marital responsibilities. "C'est dommage," the boy says, 

weightily. "Can I bring you anything? A sandwich?" (3.21.5). Very 

deliberately, David then makes what seems to be an informed choice: "In our 

store-room," he states, "you will find a tin of Maquereau Vin Blanc de 

Captaine Cook. Open it up and bring me two on a plate" (3.21.5). "They won't 

be cold," the boy protests (3.21.5). "It makes no difference," David replies, 

beginning to sound a lot like Colonel Boyle. "Bring them" (3.21.5). 

As H. R. Stoneback contends, David's purposefully chosen meal reveals his 

sense that the marriage is all but over. Stoneback, who points out that 

"mackerel" is a slang term for "pimp" or "panderer" ("Memorable Eggs" 27), 

persuasively argues that David realizes he has been Catherine's mackerel, "the 

agent administering to [her] sexual misadventures" (28). The minute 

specifications of David's order are suggestive in this respect: "Bring me two 

on a plate," he instructs (emphasis added), indirectly foregrounding a 

luke-warm coupledom that has lost its freshness. Situating such delicacies 

amid a larger pattern of "canned happiness" (28), Stoneback further suggests 

that the "Captaine Cook" brand name connotes David's role as a psychological 

explorer. Drawing an even more extensive parallel, Stoneback also reminds us 

that Captain Cook was ultimately killed by the dark-skinned Kanakas whom he 

exploited. The scenario provides an interesting twist on the Bourne 
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honeymoon, insofar as Catherine hopes to become as dark as a Kanaka (1.2.1, 

etc.; Stoneback 28). It follows that David has trouble swallowing his 

ill-served repast, which he forces down with bitter determination. An added 

narratorial aside stresses the cheerless aspect of the task: "It did make a 

difference," we are told, "that [the macquereau] were not cold" (3.21.6). "We 

ate fresh mackerel at Le Grau-du-Roi," David recalls, wistfully remembering 

more promising days (3.21.6). Meanwhile, the patriarchal and imperialistic 

implications of the Captain Cook paradigm extend the overarching pattern of 

masculine oppression, reinforcing and enriching the Bluebeard motif. 

Tersely evasive about the content of his second story, David eventually 

tells Catherine that it is "about Africa back before the 1914 war. In the 

time of the Maji-Maji War. The native rebellion of 1904 in Tanganyika" 

(3.26.16). The conflict David refers to comprises an especially bloody period 

in the long history of East African imperialism. Iliffe's Modern History of 

Tanganyika, again a useful source, describes the rebellion to which David 

refers as an outbreak "of African hatred of European rule" (168). The 

immediate cause of the rebellion, Iliffe explains, was the injustice of 

Germany's plantation system. On a warm July morning, as the cotton-picking 

season was about to begin, the men of the Nandete township, in the 

southeastern highlands, hiked toward a ripening cotton field that they had 

been forced to cultivate, and, in a symbolic gesture of defiance, uprooted 

several plants. Although they acted on their own, the Nandete cotton pickers 

were inspired by a prophet, Kinjikitile Ngwale, who had been plotting an 

uprising for over a year. Kinjikitile himself, a religious mystic and prophet, 

was supposedly possessed by "Hongo," a spirit subordinate to "Bokero," one of 

the chief cultic deities in the area. Guided by Bokero, Kinjikitile began 

distributing "Magi," the magical potion after which the rebellion was named. 
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Kinjikitile's medicine, consisting of water, corn, and sorghum seed, was 

intended to make native warriors immune to German bullets. John Hatch, in 

another study of early-twentieth-century Tanganyika, explains that the 

rebellion quickly acquired a millenial fervor. The rebels, Hatch explains, 

believed that they would attain "a kind of utopia governed by a new god who 

would banish all evil" (80). For nearly two years, most of southern 

Tanganyika was in a state of chaos. The rebellion as a whole was typified by 

horrible acts of cruelty, and casualties on both sides were extremely high. 

On one occasion, 8,000 native warriors, animated by the spirit of "Magi," but 

armed with only spears, attacked a German garrison defended by machine guns 

(Hatch 80). Thus, David accurately characterizes the conflict as "a very odd 

rebellion" (3.26.19). By 1907, when the uprising was finally quelled, the 

native population had been decimated, arable land had been scorched by fire 

and drought, and famine was inevitable. 

David's intermittent compositional reveries imbue the Maji-Maji story 

with a barely sketched plot. The story begins with Mr. Bourne's "night 

crossing" of a "broken volcanic desert" (3.23.1). At daybreak, "dry gray 

lakes" lie ahead of David's father, and "the distant blue of an escarpment" 

shimmers on the horizon (3.23.2). At some level, perhaps, the parched African 

landscape evokes the emotional sterility that now characterizes the honeymoon. 

In the story, Mr. Bourne carries a "heavy double [barrelled] rifle. Ahead of 

him, there is "no one." Behind him, there is a native adjutant and a "line of 

porters" (3.23.2). The heavy rifle (an elephant gun?) and the "line of 

porters" would be appropriate for a safari. Yet hunting is not the immediate 

aim of the expedition. Mr. Bourne, as David depicts him, is urgently 

attempting to reach the distant hills, and the porters know that they have 

reached the alkaline lakes "three hours too late," that the desert crossing 
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should have been completed in the darkness (3.23.2-2.i). Moreover, the, 

urgency of the situation, it would seem, is due less to the anticipated 

hardships of the blistering heat than to an unspecified and unexpected 

occurrence in the highlands. Something terrible appears to have happened up 

in the distant hills, and the hunting party is hurrying toward the scene. 

Accordingly, Mr. Bourne and his foreman "share the guilt and knowledge of the 

delay" (3.23.2.i). The ominous tension of the story is reinforced in an 

ensuing scene, when the hunting party reaches the base of the escarpment. 

Here, David's father camps amid the "heavy branches" and "green and yellow" 

trunks of a fig grove that has been littered with "foul"-smelling "baboon 

droppings" (3.24.2). Once again, the African imagery seems intentionally to 

parallel the despoiled edenic garden of the honeymoon. The forebodings of 

disaster intensify the next morning, as Mr. Bourne asks his foreman if a 

prowling leopard has "taken meat." When "Molo," the foreman, replies 

affirmatively, David's father adds: "There's plenty [of meat] where we're 

going" (3.25.4). Implicitly, that is, the "meat" that lies ahead is butchered 

human flesh. Concomitantly, when David rewrites the story after Catherine's 

transgressive burning, he experiences the sour odour of his father's sweat, 

but realizes that there will be "worse things to feel and smell and hear" 

(3.46.4). 

After the morning camp scene, Hemingway becomes more circumspect about 

the content of David's second tale. Nevertheless, scattered narratorial 

comments and passages of dialogue permit the reader to construe some of the 

missing facts. The author-narrator, for example, refers to "the story of 

[David's] father and the raid in the year of the Magi Magi rebellion . . . " 

(3.46.2; emphasis added). Inferably, then, David's father, who attempts to 

reach the highlands as quickly as possible, but bears the "guilt and knowledge 
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of the delay," is "too late" to avert a rebel attack. Indeed, the narratorial 

reference to a "raid" nudges the reader toward an understanding of Mr. 

Bourne's contention that "[t]here*s plenty [of meat]" ahead. Similarly, the 

unseen "raid" may also explain David's realization that there will be "worse 

things to feel and smell and hear." Catherine, however, complicates matters. 

In an apparent allusion to this second story, she refers to "the massacre in 

the crater and the heartlessness of [David's] own father" (3.40.11). "[T]he 

massacre" Catherine mentions might simply constitute a more graphic definition 

of "the raid." Yet another possibility presents itself: perhaps "the 

massacre" is a retaliatory event, perpetrated by David's father. Indeed, 

Catherine's attendant reference to "the heartlessness" of David's "own father" . 

unequivocally indicates that Mr. Bourne responds to the initial "raid" in a 

disquieting way. In fact, Marita confirms that David's father mounts a 

counter-offensive of his own: "He took up the march immediately after he had 

eaten the bad eggs," she says (3.42.11), embellishing David's recollection of 

his father's resolve. Further still, after David permits Marita to read the 

story, she again focuses on Mr. Bourne's implied reaction to the event that 

has occurred in the highlands. "It's your father again isn't it?" she asks. 

"Sure," David replies. "Was this when you stopped loving him?" Marita 

inquires. "No. I always loved him. This was when I got to know him," David 

says (3.26.3). Ultimately, therefore, the Maji-Maji story seems to involve a 

kind of unimaginable paternal vengeance. 

The exact nature of Mr. Bourne's apparent reaction to the raid remains a 

mystery. Yet the general historical circumstance upon which the tale is based 

may provide some extra-textual clues. The wartime cruelties Hatch and Iliffe 

vaguely allude to are described more fully in a group of papers written by 

graduate students at the University College of Dar es Salaam, during the 
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spring of 1968. The research project, funded by a grant from the Rockefeller 

Foundation, relies primarily on the oral testimony of tribal elders. Many of 

the papers are written up as interviews, in a question-answer format. The 

following exchange is representative of native accounts of European brutality: 

Question: What did the Germans do after the rebellion? 

Answer: Bwana Funga, the European who came from the countryside, 

suggested either the annihilation of all the people or 

the torturing of them on the grounds that they were 

barbarians. He said that pregnant women should have 

their wombs cut open in public. Men were to be castrated 

and young men pierced through their stomachs and roasted 

like meat. . . . The Germans suggested the annihilation of 

all. (paper # 1.68.2.3.12) 

"Bwana Funga," also known as "Captain Fock" (paper # 1.68.2.4.5.2), may or may 

not be the historical prototype of David's "heartless" father. Either way, 

the implied violence of Mr. Bourne affords a sinister subtextual pull toward 

human depravity. In keeping with his theory of omission, Hemingway instills a 

powerful feeling of something by not describing it. 

The psychoanalytic significance of David's second story centres upon his 

complete identification with his father. The omniscient narrator, who pays 

careful attention to the writing process itself, depicts a condition of 

cathartic possession, in which the creator merges with his character, 

solipsistically consummating the self-other union that motivates Catherine. 

Timothy P. Jackson makes the point in his study of the published text, noting 

that David explicitly cultivates "his father's ability to forget . . . and not 

dread anything that was coming" (168; 3.23.2.i). The manuscript amplifies 

this father-son fusion in a series of long passages (3.23.2.ii; 3.25.2-8; 



3.46.4). The author-narrator, for example, tells us that "[i]t had been 

necessary" for David 

to think: what his father would have thought sitting that evening 

with his back against the green-yellow trunk of the fig tree with 

the enameled cup of whiskey and water in his hand. His father had 

dealt so lightly with evil, giving it no change ever and denying 

its importance so that it had no status and no shape nor dignity. 

He treated evil like an old entrusted friend, David thought, and 

evil, when she poxed him, never knew she'd scored. His father was 

not vulnerable he knew and, unlike most people he had known, only 

death could kill him. Finally he knew what his father had thought 

and knowing it, he did not put it in the story. He only wrote 

what his father did and how he felt and in all this he became his 

father . . . (3.25.3-4) 

Remarkably, then, from David's patriarchal point of view, evil is explictly 

en-gendered as feminine. Moreover, Mr. Bourne, who dismissively treats 

feminine evil "like an old entrusted friend," displays the qualities that 

David needs to free himself from Catherine's emasculating schemes. Indeed, 

Mr. Bourne, who figuratively withholds monetary "change" in his dealings with 

evil, denying it "status" and "shape" and "dignity," provides an apt model for 

David, who casts a cynical eye upon the metaphysical "change" sought by his 

"devil" wife, denying her "status" and "shape" and "dignity." 

In the manuscript, as in the published text, Hemingway also effects 

another "frame break," permitting Mr. Bourne to enter the honeymoon world: 

"[David's] father," we are told, 

was still with him as he locked the door of the room and walked 

back to the big room and the bar. . . . The sky outside was very 

much the sky that [David] had left [in the story]. It was high 
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blue and the clouds white cumulus and he welcomed his father's 

presence at the bar until he looked in the mirror and saw he was 

alone. He had intended to ask his father about two things. His 

father, who ran his life more disastrously than any man that he 

had ever known gave marvelous advice. He distilled it out of the 

bitter mash of all his previous mistakes with [a] freshening 

addition of the new mistakes he was about to make and he gave it 

with a Tyburn Hill accuracy and precision that carried the 

authority of a man who had heard all the more grisly provisions 

of his sentence and gave it no more importance than he had given 

to the fine print on a transatlantic steam ship ticket which too, 

if one read it constituted a contract. He was sorry that his 

father had not stayed but he could hear the advice clearly 

enough and he smiled. His father would have given it more 

exactly but he, David, had stopped writing because he was 

tired and, tired, he could not do justice to his father's style. 

No one could, really, and sometimes his father could not either. 

He knew now, more than ever, why he had always put off writing 

this story and he knew he must not think about it now that he had 

left it or he would damage his ability to write it. 

You must not worry about it before you start nor when you stop 

he told himself. You're lucky to have it and don't start fumbling 

with it now. If you cannot respect the way you handle your life 

then certainly respect your trade. You know about your trade at 

least. But it was a rather awful story really. By God it was. 

(3.25.6-8) 

The "two things" David intends to ask his father almost certainly relate to 
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the honeymoon dilemma, which involves two women. And the advice David's 

father gives, "with a Tyburn Hill accuracy" (the accuracy of an executioner?), 

is presumably ruthless. For this reason, it would seem, David now knows why 

he has "always put off writing this story." Implicitly, that is, the "awful" 

tale he now tells gives him the poetic license to metaphorically murder the 

rebellious woman he has married. Here, at the bar of the Casa Longa hotel, 

art and life meet, on David's terms, and life must suffer. 

Indeed, as David continues to work on the Maji-Maji story, he 

increasingly views his "Kanaka"-like wife in terms that evoke the native 

insurgents his father presumably slaughters. When Catherine and Marita return 

from Nice, for example, David observes, in a lined out accretion, that his 

wife looks "darker than ever and very excited and defiant" (3.21.8). And after 

Catherine consummates her relationship with Marita, David is "shocked at the 

dead way she look[s] and at her toneless voice" (3.21.21). Again treading in 

his father's footsteps, David compares the devastating psychological effects 

of Catherine's sapphic exploits to a "big disaster or tragedy" (3.22.10). The 

author-narrator embellishes such associations, observing that Catherine looks 

at David "lovingly but irebelliously" (3.21.8). Nor should we overlook the 

fact that Catherine, like the Maji-Maji rebels, is animated by a Utopian 

idealism. Relying upon a set of private, mystical beliefs, Catherine, too, 

defies an all-powerful author(ity). More specifically, there is a comparable 

futility in Catherine's attempt to overthrow her husband's egotism and the 

rebels' attempts to overthrow imperialism: in both cases, the insurgent drive 

toward self-realization is self-destructive. The overlapping imagery bears 

out a writerly tendency that Hemingway discusses in an unpublished letter 

Bickford Sylvester cites in another context. Sylvester notes that Hemingway 

claimed to detest "atrocity stories . . . because of the false sentiment for 
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Unpublished Remarks on War" 144). Applying the same logic to the story of the 

raid, another atrocity story, David vicariously participates in his father's 

implied punishment of the African rebels, thereby gratifying a latent wish to 

destroy his recalcitrant wife. 

The Bluebeardlike aspect of David's writerly triumph is especially 

apparent when Catherine insists upon reading what she sardonically calls his 

"famous important story" (3.26.11). In effect, then, Catherine, as previously 

suggested, unlocks the forbidden closet (3.26.19). "It [the story] starts 

very well, she tells David. However, Catherine adds a humorously revealing 

criticism, informing her husband that his "handwriting is atrocious" (3.26.17; 

emphasis added). The seemingly trivial observation provides a graphological 

clue to David's true character, hinting at the violent nature of his art. 

David, meanwhile, retreats to "the far end of the bar," where he begins 

"shaking dice out of [a] leather cup" (3.26.17). The dice come out "too well 

twice," and he puts the cup away, telling himself that he cannot afford to 

waste any good rolls" (3.26.17). The odd diversion suggests, among other 

things, that David is now gambling with Catherine's sanity, risking her 

collapse in order to gain an advantage. Accordingly, as Catherine reads on, 

she is overcome by terror. In disgust, she "[tears] the cahier in two and 

[throws] it on the floor" (3.26.18). "It's horrible," she says. "It's 

bestial. So that was what your father was like" (3.26.18). "It's even more 

horrible written in that child's notebook," Catherine continues. "You're a 

monster" (3.26.19). Thus, in keeping with Perrault's fable, Catherine 

discovers that a chamber of horrors lies behind the locked door. The tearing 

or splitting of the manuscript is also highly suggestive, connoting both the 
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one-sided nature of David's exclusionary art. "I didn't want you to read it/" 

David says, uttering a questionable defence (3.26.18). Catherine disagrees: 

"You both conspired to make me read it," she says (3.26.19). Catherine's 

accusation contains a hidden truth insofar as it hints at the subtle 

coerciveness of David and Marita. The folkloric resonance of the scene 

culminates as Marita, after retrieving the torn manuscript from the floor, 

asks David for "the key" to his room so that she can "lock [the story] up" 

(3.26.19). 

Later that night, when Catherine and David are alone, Catherine 

characteristically regrets her macabre accusations. Yet even as she 

deprecates her "horrible" outburst, Catherine accurately intuits the 

Bluebeardlike nature of David's sinister designs: "You'll have me shut up or 

put away," she says (3.26.21). Disingenuously, David ameliorates the 

imputation: he suggests that they "go to Switzerland" to "see a good doctor," 

"the same way" they might "go to the dentist" (3.26.21). Despite Catherine's 

objections, David persists: 

"They have very good intelligent doctors that—" 

"Don't try to make me go, David. I won't go." 

"All right but we could go and see a doctor that we both 

liked and had confidence in." 

"I won't go." 

"If you didn't like him and didn't have confidence in him we 

wouldn't have to take his advice." 

"I won't go. Didn't you hear me? I won't go." 

"It's an easy drive and beautiful. We'd go by Aix and 

St. Remy and up the Rhone from Lyon to Geneva. We'd see him and 

get some good advice and make a fun trip out of it." (3.26.21-22) 
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The passage as a whole is again reminiscent of "Hills like White Elephants," 

where the "young man" patiently and brutally presses the girl, Jig, to have a 

"simple operation." Indeed, Catherine, like Jig, finally threatens "to 

scream" (3.26.22; 237). In effect, then, the writing and reading of the 

Maji-Maji story constitutes a psychic threshhold in the honeymoon plot, 

exposing the latent horror of David's writerly disposition. 

Thus, early the following morning, a very curious thing happens: justly 

accused of being a "monster," David wakes from a nightmare and begins an 

African tale that mitigates the incriminating implications of the father-son 

fusion. In this third and final story, young "Davey" discovers a bull 

elephant, brings his father to the location of the sighting, and Mr. Bourne 

then tracks and slays the animal. Overtly, at least, the story affirms the 

humanity of the boy and the inhumanity of the man. For young Davey loves the 

elephant that his father ruthlessly destroys. "Do you like it [this story]?" 

Catherine asks David. "Yes. I think you might too," David replies (3.27.20), 

referring, it would seem, to the romantic evocation of his boyhood empathy. 

The critics certainly "like it": Comley and Scholes, Hillman, Jones, Nagel, 

and Scafella, to name only a few, regard the elephant story as the spiritual 

heart of the Eden manuscript. Reading straightforwardly, these critics savour 

the mystical and tragic overtones of Davey's bond with the elephant. 

Hemingway, however, ironically undermines the sublime suggestiveness of the 

elephant story by relating it to the enveloping context of the Bourne 

honeymoon. Indeed, Davey's relationship with the elephant both parallels and 

sanitizes David's relationship with Catherine. That is, the dying elephant 

functions as another African analogue for the dying wife, alleviating David's 

guilty conscience. For Davey, the jungle boy, exudes the sort of wholehearted 
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love that eludes David, the self-centred husband. In effect, then, David 

wishfully re-authorizes Catherine, transforming her into an abstracted and 

beloved "Other." Under the new dispensation, the elephant (like Catherine) is 

doomed, and there is "nothing" that Davey (nor David) can do to prevent the 

"Other's" demise (3.37.2). Thus, while Davey betrays the elephant (just as 

David betrays Catherine), the animal forgives the boy (simultaneously 

unburdening the conscience-stricken writer). Put simply, Davey and the 

elephant recast David and Catherine as victims of paternally imposed evil. 

The scenario reinstates the pathos of A Farewell to Arms, where Frederic Henry 

helplessly watches Catherine Barkley die on the operating table. Yet, in The 

Garden of Eden, Hemingway frames the story of male loss as a transparent 

fictional construct that is both sentimental and self-serving. The mythopoeic 

resonance of the tragedy disguises a specious rhetoric of self-exoneration. 

The elephant story affords a rich array of intertexts that cannot be 

fully explored here. Hudson and Kipling again come to mind. Davey, for 

example, bears a distinct resemblance to Mowgli, another jungle boy immersed 

in the wonders of nature. More importantly, perhaps, Hemingway draws 

extensively on Faulkner's "The Bear," in which a "boy," Ike McCaslin, 

embraces the mystery of the "big woods" while repudiating the violent legacy 

of his forefathers. Arnold Weinstein alludes to the Faulkernian connection, 

claiming that "[t]he ten-year-old David Bourne will be initiated into the 

values and priorities of the adult world much the same way that Isaac McCaslin 

is initiated into the wilderness and the twin curses of ownership and racism" 

(205). Shifting emphasis, Weinstein also stresses that David's "dark Africa" 

is "Faulkner country," a land of "incest and miscegenation" in which the sins 

of the fathers are on "the far side of any act of forgiveness" (209). Using 

Richard H. King's theory regarding the "Southern family romance," Cathy 
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Cackett [Willingham] discusses the Faulkner intertext in greater detail, 

idealizing both Ike and Davey as sons who recollect and transcend the 

"dominative [sic]" mode of the fathers, awakening from the nightmare of 

history. Yet Ike McCaslin, like David Bourne, is more problematical than 

Cackett allows. For, as Michael Millgate observes, 

There is dignity in Ike's position, but it clearly represents a 

withdrawal from the realities and the difficulties of life . . . . 

Ike has idealism on his side, but by his act of repudiation and 

withdrawal, he disqualifies himself from making any effective 

contribution to the developing historical situation . . . (208) 

Similarly, David Bourne's filial repudiation precludes his involvement in "the 

developing historical situation," situating him in the dreamier realms of 

fantasy. Thus, Hemingway, to his credit, discerns and exploits Faulkner's 

complexity of vision. 

The elephant story begins with the appearance of the bull on a magical, 

moonlit night. Davey and his dog, Kibo, are hunting. They crouch together in 

the forest, watching and listening as the moon rises. The dog is shivering 

with excitement, and "[a]ll of the night sounds" have stopped (3.26.22). 

Massive and silent, the elephant glides by: "They did not hear the elephant 

and David did not see him until the dog turned his head and seemed to settle 

into David. Then his [the elephant's] shadow covered them and he moved past 

making no noise at all . . ." (3.26.24). The epiphanic meeting inspires Davey 

with a sense of awe and wonder. Feeling as though he must "see the bull 

again," he drops his hunting spears and tracks the animal to a clearing. 

Here, the elephant stands with the moon on his head, slowly "moving his huge 

ears" (3.26.26), and Davey is able to see "both of the great tusks" (3.37.2). 

The Wordsworthian occurrence, in which bodily shapes multiply, join, and 
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merge, suggestively evokes Catherine's moonlit, multi-layered blendings of 

self and Other. Indeed, although David does not yet "love" the elephant, the 

rising moon in the story reinscribes the promise of the (honey)moon, creating 

an aura of edenic togetherness: in a brief, pristine moment, young Davey moves 

outward, toward a mysterious presence beyond self. We are, to be sure, 

squarely in the Garden. Accordingly, the writer, through his creative 

meditation, succeeds where the husband fails, entering an anterior state that 

effaces difference. Nevertheless, as compensation for the marital break up, 

David's womanless version of Eden is both regressive and exclusionary, 

suggestive, in some ways, of Huck Finn's river voyage. 

The connection between Catherine and the elephant emerges through a 

network of images in which everything speaks for everything else. Indeed, 

David's obsessive insistence upon Catherine's ivory beauty is merely the most 

obvious clue to the elephant's genealogy: "You're just like ivory," David 

tells his blonde and sea-polished wife. "That's how I always think. You're 

smooth as ivory too" (3.29.31). Hemingway's metaphorical economy, based on a 

system of exchanges and confluences, is subtly pervasive: while David later 

attributes anthropomorphic feelings to the elephant, he considers Catherine a 

"wild animal" (1.1.24; 3.16.15), and Marita compares Catherine to a "brave 

animal that will not die" (3.24.21)); whereas the elephant has "great," 

"slowly moving ears" (3.26.26), Catherine, in her own way, has bewitchingly 

"perfect ears" (3.5.7); while the elephant travels in search of his "dead 

friend" (3.32.5-6), Catherine wants to befriend David (3.38.5; etc); whereas 

the elephant is very old (3.26.24), Catherine, as her illness progresses, also 

begins to feel "old" (3.37.22); while the dying elephant loses all its 

"dignity and majesty and . . . beauty," becoming "a huge grey wrinkled pile" 

(3.37.10), Catherine, too, fears ugliness, and begins to feel like her 
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"mother's old clothes" (3.27.29); and whereas Davey bemoans the loss of the 

elephant, David, as he puts it, "embalm[s] the dear dead days [with Catherine] 

like a bloody taxidermist" (93.29.27.i; emphasis added). The litany of 

contrapuntal images, only touched upon here, culminates in the motif of 

brotherhood: just as Catherine beseeches David to think of her as a brother 

(1.2.1; etc), Davey comes to regard the elephant as a "brother" (3.37.2). 

Interestingly, David himself consciously acknowledges the interplay of 

past and present, telling himself that he must "use the sorrow [he] has now" 

(the sorrow of losing Catherine) to make himself understand "how the early 

sorrow came" (the sorrow of losing the elephant). Similarly, David associates 

his painstaking fictional portrayal of the elephant with his love for 

Catherine: "In the story he had tried to make the elephant alive again as he 

and Kibo had seen him in the night . . . . Maybe I can, he said. Maybe T can 

make Catherine whole again and happy too" (3.29.7-8). In a related way, David 

realizes that he has Catherine to "thank" for the stories: "It [the writing] 

is going to be rough to do but so far they [the stories] have gone well and 

maybe you can thank Catherine and her disasters for them . . . her disaster 

that embraces everything. You can [also] thank the other girl who loves you 

and handles and canalizes you like an engineer" (3.29.11). Elsewhere, 

however, David attempts to deny Catherine's influence: "What happened with 

Catherine goes in the [honeymoon] narrative," he tells himself. "Don't 

confuse things. You're not that tired because you've done a day's work" 

(3.29.11). At best, then, David possesses an occluded understanding of his 

creative motivations, and deliberately chooses not to analyze (or 

psychoanalyze) his African material, fearing that he will damage his ability 

to write it (3.29.11; 3.39.2.ii-iii). Such evasions further suggest the 

elephant's role as a cover figure, tempering the mystical quality of the tale. 
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To a large extent, David's inspiration is predicated on a kind of muddled 

thinking that betrays his desire to escape responsibility in the adult world 

of human relations. 

As the story progresses, Mr. Bourne and his African assistant, Juma, 

follow the elephant's trail through the forest. Juma's identity as a 

cannibal, and the "dirty secret" he and Mr. Bourne share (3.32.3), evoke 

David's and Marita's collusive tracking of Catherine. The two ivory hunters, 

like the writer and his mistress, are "very sure of themselves" (3.32.1), and 

the trail soon becomes "easy" to follow (3.32.1). Davey, meanwhile, begins to 

regret his part in the hunt: "Many times during the [first] day of [the hunt] 

he had wished that he had never betrayed the elephant and in the afternoon he 

remembered wishing that he had never seen him . . . . [but] he knew that was 

not true" (3.40.43). And on the second day, when Juma claims that he does not 

care about how long the elephant "had been together" with his dead friend, 

Davey flatly opposes the thoughtless brutality of the hunt: "I care, he tells 

himself. "I saw [the elephant] in the moonlight and he was alone but T had 

Kibo. . . . The bull wasn't doing anyone any harm and now we've tracked him to 

where he came to see his dead friend and now we're going to kill him. It's my 

fault I betrayed him" (3.32.6-7). Later on, Davey poses a question that 

simultaneously addresses David's part in the honeymoon: "Why didn't you help 

the elephant when you could?" the boy asks himself (3.32.8). Further still, 

Davey's remorse finds expression in a phrase that explicitly speaks to the 

marital debauchery: "Fuck elephant hunting," the boy says (3.32.8). 

Demonstrating the distinctive impact of tragedy, the bloody plot of the 

elephant story ultimately effects a catharsis, purging David of past and 

present guilt. For David, through Davey, aligns himself with the victimized 

"Other," becoming a fellow sufferer: "He tried to remember how he had felt. 
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He had no love for the elephant yet. He must remember that. He had only a 

sorrow that had come from his own tiredness that had brought an understanding 

of age. Though being too young he had learned how it must be to be too old" 

(3.37.2). In a deleted passage, Davey also comes to realize "how much it 

meant to him to have seen the elephant in the moonlight and for him to have 

followed him with Kibo and come close to him in the clearing so that he had 

seen both of his great tusks" (3.37.?). "[Njothing," the writer realizes, 

"would ever be as good as that again" (3.37.?). Davey, in fact, carries his 

emotional identification with the elephant to childish extremes: "They would 

kill me and they would kill Kibo too if we had ivory," he thinks (^.37.3). 

And when the elephant lies dead and butchered, after attacking Juma, Davey 

affirms a bond that transcends death and betrayal: "He [the elephant] didn't 

look at me as though he wanted to kill me," Davey thinks. "He only looked sad 

the same way that I felt" (3.37.14). By implication, then, the elephant 

serves as a forgiving surrogate for the estranged and hostile wife. Exalted 

and relieved, David, in turn, feels himself start to be "whole" again 

(3.32.11.i). 

Yet Hemingway continues to prod the reader, hinting at the deceptive 

nature of David's writerly therapy. For Davey's repudiation of his father 

actually underlines David's guilt: "If they kill him," Davey thinks, "Juma 

will drink his share of the ivory or buy himself another goddamn wife" 

(3.32.7-8), prospects that precisely describe the behavior of the increasingly 

alcoholic writer, who also becomes involved with "another wife." Elsewhere, 

as David cools out after a writing session, Marita, the attentive helper, 

attempts to divert his attention with a "murder" story that implicitly 

reflects upon the exculpatory significance of the elephant story in the 

marital realm: "Here's the Eclaireur," Marita says, handing David the local 
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newspaper. "There's quite a good murder in it from up in the hills. It's not 

bad really. I'll be right back. I'm so glad that you worked" (3.37.1.7; 

emphasis added). Thus, in a twisted way, David remains guilty of his father's 

"professional" (3.30.37) savagery. For in the very act of writing, David, 

another consummate professional, engages in an ivory trade of his own, 

transforming the ivory-like Catherine into a mere artifact. 

Notes 

By "liberal humanism," I mean the cluster of Western values 

associated with a belief in the unique value of the individual and the 

creative realm of the interpersonal. "The impotence of liberal humanism," 

according to Terry Eagleton, 

is a symptom of its essentially contradictory relationship to 

modern capitalism. For although it forms part of the "official" 

ideology of such society, and the "humanities" exist to reproduce 

it, the social order within which it exists has in one sense very 

little time for it at all. Who is concerned with the uniqueness 

of the individual, the imperishable truths of the human condition 

or the sensuous textures of lived experience in the Foreign 

Office or the boardroom of Standard Oil?" (199-700). 

Cackett's two articles are somewhat contradictory. Cackett (1) 

claims that Catherine is bound up in an "incestuous preoccupation" insofar as 

she tries to stop or escape time (166). According to Cackett (1), "Catherine 

cannot cope with progress, change, or evolution of any kind. She desires, 

instead, to solipsistically live in a reality of her own creation. . . . 



Although Catherine fails miserably at the historical consciousness process, 

David succeeds" (166-167). Cackett (2), however, writing under a new surname, 

champions Catherine by employing the theories of Helene Cixous. 

I borrow the term "masternarratives" from Linda Abbandonato, who 

redefines Fredric Jameson's original coinage of the word, intending a specific 

reference to gender. 

A kind of Hemingway bugaboo, pederasty obliquely figures throughout 

the canon, in short stories such as "The Battler" and "The Undefeated," and in 

Across the River and Into the Trees, where "the boy with the wave in his hair" 

is "a little bit pederaste" (83). In Eden, the issue has an intriguing (but 

perhaps unintended) thematic resonance, since Gilles De Rais, the historical 

Bluebeard, was convicted of the crime. According to Leonard Woolf, De Rais 

abused and murdered scores of children, primarily young boys. 

This is one of the few places in the manuscript where Hemingway 

provides an "inside view" of Catherine. "I just started on my good new fine 

life," Catherine thinks, "and I'm going to keep it up but we ought not to be 

in any town this time of year. Maybe we'll go" (3.9.9). A narratorial 

comment, a few pages later, provides another rare glimpse of Catherine's 

unspoken thoughts (3.9.12). 

Although DesBois' "Leda" generated considerable interest when it was 

first displayed at the Salon de la Societe nationale des Beaux-Arts, in 1896, 

it did not continue to receive the attention accorded to many of Rodin's 

works. I would not have been able to identify the "Leda" in question without 

the help of Professor George Knox (former Chairman of the UBC Fine Arts 

Department), who happens to own a 1907 Baedekker, and the help of Madame Laure 

de Margerie (a Documentalist at the D'Orsay Museum in Paris), who ably traced 

the "complicated" history of the sculpture. According to Madame de Margerie, 

Le groupe en marbre a ete commande par l'Etat en 1892, expose au 
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Salon de la Societe nationale des Beaux-Arts de 1896 (#?2) et, 

place au musee du Luxembourg la meme annee. En Juillet 1918, il 

a ete depose a la ville du Chambon - Feugerolles (dans la Loire) 

ou il etait place devant une ecole communale. En 1985, l'oeuvre 

a ete deposee au Musee - Chateau de Saumur afin d' etre pretee a 

la maison natale de Jules DesBois a Parcay - les-Pins (49390), ou 

elle se trouve actuellement. 

7 . . . 

For a detailed examination of Leda's iconography from classical 

times to the present, see Ian Fletcher's '"Leda and the Swan' as Iconic Poem." 

Hemingway instructs himself to "bring in Boyle again" in a marginal 

note. Although Boyle does not reappear in person, at La Napoule, as David's 

statement implies, the Bournes do refer to him in conversation. 

Baker's biography discusses Hemingway's familiarity with "The Bear" 

(768). In the Selected Letters, Baker also notes that Hemingway, in private 

correspondence, called Faulkner "a no good son of a bitch," but praised "The 

Bear" (864). 
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CHAPTER SIX: 

TOE BURNING 

Still, my dear, I should like to know myself whether this kind of 

thing is usual with young wives. Eh? 

George Tesman, upon Hedda's burning of the 

manuscript in Ibsen's Hedda Gabler. 

David's Africanized "belle epoque" is abruptly interrupted by an act of 

singular dramatic gravity: Catherine, the alienated and seemingly "crazy" 

wife, burns her husband's stories. In effect, then, Hemingway reworks 

Hadley's apparently unintentional "loss" of his own early work. The shocking 

turn of events in Eden permits David to portray Catherine as the moral 

criminal, a Bluebeard in her own right. "No one," David tells himself, "could 

do that to a fellow human being" (3.40.3). Marita is even more judgmental: 

"The burning could be jealousy or rage or just being a monster," she says 

(3.42.11). Madame Auron, the proprietress of the hotel where the event 

occurs, utters the most severe condemnation: "La Bruleuse [the burner]," 

Madame excoriates. "La putaine [sic] Bruleuse sadique et pervertie [The 

sadistic and perverted burner-whore]." Similarly, commentary on the book 

and/or the manuscript tends to portray the burning as simply a malicious and 

vindictive gesture, as final proof of Catherine's censurable madness. 

Nevertheless, The Garden of Eden affords a complexity of implication that 

frustrates simple moral scenarios. Indeed, given the underlying marital 
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implications of David's furor scribendi, Catherine's view of the burning 

warrants careful consideration: like the characters who judge her, the female 

antagonist expresses disgust at what she does; but Catherine also defends her 

act. "I did it for you David," she states, "and for all of us" (3.40.6; 

emphasis added). Her curious claim echoes the fishing episode at the 

beginning of the novel, where David triumphantly lands a huge sea bass. In 

the earlier scene, Andre, the sycophantic waiter who is "very excited," 

advises David how to handle the fish: "Softly does it," Andre says. "Oh 

softly now. Softly for us all" (1.1.7; emphasis added). The fishing episode, 

as Andre's extreme excitement suggests, functions ironically, as an artist 

parable in which the fisherman-writer supposedly enriches the community with 

treasure gleaned from mysterious depths. Catherine's complementary altruism 

enhances the irony of the piscatorial adventure, casting aspersions on the 

metaphysical accomplishments of her writer-husband. More broadly, Catherine's 

claim undermines and inverts a male-centred myth of heroic achievement, 

whereby the lone "hero" represents a positive moral force. That is, in 

burning her husband's secret manuscripts, Catherine enacts a "necessary" 

(3.40.11) feminist anti-myth, symbolically incinerating the Bluebeardlike ego 

of her writer-husband. In a theological sense, especially, the burning 

emerges as an appropriate form of retribution: Catherine, the female "Devil" 

who deliberately defies patriarchal authority, out-maneuvers her 

"self-righteous" husband (3.3.6; etc.), committing his "body" of words to 

infernal annihilation: "I'll drink to your damnation," Catherine tells David 

(3.38.12), after destroying the stories. "I mean it," she insists (3.38.12). 

Paradoxically, then, Catherine's destruction of the African stories 

constitutes a rise toward authentic judgment and understanding, even as it 

ensures her alienation. Put succinctly, Catherine is a woman who does bad 

things for good reasons. 
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A comparable fictional burning occurs in "Now I Lay Me," an earlier 

Hemingway short story. Here, the war-traumatized Nick Adams, who avoids sleep 

for fear that his soul will "go out of [his] body," remembers fires from his 

childhood: 

I remember, after my grandfather died we moved away from [his] 

house and to a new house designed and built by my mother. Many 

things that were not to be moved were burned in the back-yard and 

I remember those jars from the attic being thrown in the fire, 

and how they popped in the heat and the fire flamed up from the 

alcohol. (Short Stories 365) 

The "jars," we already know, contain "snakes and other specimens" that Nick's 

father "had collected as a boy and preserved in alcohol, the alcohol sunken in 

the jars so the backs of some of the snakes and specimens were exposed and had 

turned white . . . " Nick continues to remember: 

I remember the snakes burning in the fire in the back-yard. 

But there were no people in that, only things. T could not 

remember who burned the things even, and I would go on until I 

came to people and then stop and pray for them. 

About the new house I remember how my mother was always cleaning 

things out and making a good clearance. One time when my father was 

away on a hunting trip she made a good thorough cleaning out in the 

basement and burned everything that should not have been there. 

When my father came home and got down from his buggy and hitched 

the horse, the fire was still burning in the road beside the house. 

I went out to meet him. He handed me his shotgun and looked at the 

fire. "What's this?" he asked. (Short Stories 366) 

Nick recalls what happened next in minute detail: 
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"I've been cleaning out the basement, dear," my mother said from 

the porch. She was standing there smiling, to meet him. My father 

looked at the fire and kicked at something. Then he leaned over and 

picked something out of the ashes. "Get a rake, Nick," he said to 

me. I went to the basement and brought a rake and my father raked 

very carefully in the ashes. He raked out stone axes and stone 

skinning knives and tools for making arrow-heads and pieces of 

pottery and many arrow-heads. They had all been blackened and 

chipped by the fire. My father raked them all out very carefully 

and spread them on the grass by the road. His shotgun in its 

leather case and his game bags were on the grass where he had left 

them when he stepped down from the buggy. 

"Take the gun and the bags in the house, Nick, and bring me a 

paper," he said. My mother had gone inside the house. I took 

the shotgun, which was heavy to carry and banged against my legs, 

and the two game-bags and started toward the house. "Take them one 

at a time," my father said. "Don't try and carry too much at once." 

I put down the game bags and took in the shotgun and brought out a 

newspaper from the pile in my father's office. My father spread all 

the blackened, chipped stone implements on the paper and then 

wrapped them up. "The best arrow-heads went all to pieces," he 

said. He walked into the house with the paper package and I stayed 

outside on the grass with the two game-bags. After a while I took 

them in. In remembering that, there were only two people, so I 

would pray for them both. (Short Stories 366) 

Although Nick is unsure about who started the first fire, with the popping 

jars and the snakes, his mother's organization of the second blaze suggests 
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that she was responsible for both incidents. Some women, it seems, according 

to the patterns of the Hemingway canon, burn male "things." They are wilful 

women, to be sure. Such women design and build their own houses, usurping 

male prerogatives. Accordingly, they are also vaguely threatening figures, 

imbued, perhaps, with shades of malice. There is something condescending and 

unsettling about this busy, self-directed mother who calls her husband 

'"dear,"' but remains under her own roof, waiting for him to come to her. And 

what of her possibly mysterious smile? Does it hide something? Silently, 

Mrs. Adams disappears into the house. 

Yet the passage from "Now I Lay Me" probably reveals an even greater 

authorial ambivalence toward the father, the collector and preserver of 

discolored snakes, "stone skinning knives," and "arrow-heads." For Mr. Adams, 

more so than Mrs. Adams, attempts to empower himself by controlling Otherness: 

his "specimens" suggest a coldly scientific, clinical detachment from the 

natural world he studies. Indeed, this oxymoronic urban woodsman, who 

cherishes primitive hunting tools, nostalgically arrests the very processes of 

life the hunt might otherwise connote. As someone who dwells upon static 

images of male aggression and domination, the maligned father is both pathetic 

and oppressive. Indeed, the "pile" of papers on his desk is yet another kind 

of collection, betraying a regressive triviality: if the mother is a 

compulsive cleaner, the father is a compulsive hoarder. It follows that his 

masculine baggage—symbolized by the leather-encased shotgun and the two game 

bags—is "heavy to carry," and bangs awkwardly against Nick's legs. "Take 

them one at a time," the father advises, offering advice that is both 

practical and sensible, but which also suggests the "arrow-head"-like 

crumbling of his own manhood, and perhaps Nick's as well. With a kind of 

masturbatory self-conciliation, Mr.Adams protectively wraps up his damaged 
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tools and retreats into the house. And Nick, who uneasily lingers "outside on 

the grass with the two game-bags," is very much his father's son. 

Hemingway, however, remains more detached from this scene of male 

trauma, which frustrates any simple or straightforward incrimination of the 

female burner. Mrs. Adams, who is "always cleaning things out and making a 

good clearance," who makes "a good thorough cleaning out" of the basement 

(emphasis added), may be a kind of moral puritan, but her "good" work 

effectively eliminates tokens of a sentimental and censurable male 

self-involvement. Perhaps, then, young Nick is closest to Hemingway when he 

decides to pray for "both" his parents, a-decision that hints at their mutual 

flaws. Put another way, it is at this point that the author seems to most 

fully appropriate Nick's voice. 

In portraying Catherine's fiery fait accompli, Hemingway also draws on 

outside sources, incurring a significant debt to Henrik Ibsen. The bleakness 

and magnitude of Ibsen's revolutionary feminism seems to have provided an 

irresistable precedent for Hemingway, who sought to imbue Catherine's demise 

with comparably tragic implications. Hedda Gabler, in particular, affords a 

wide range of deliberate intertextual similarities. ' While Hemingway slyly 

buries the connection by switching, combining, or otherwise altering certain 

characters and motifs, innumerable clues to the Gablerian nexus remain 

evident. Both Hedda and Catherine, for example, are resourceful and 

imaginative brides who undertake extended, summer-long honeymoons that 

culminate in disappointment. Whereas Ibsen shows us Hedda at the end of her 

honeymoon, Hemingway begins at the beginning. Either way, September, with its 

implications of darkness and death, eventually weighs heavily on both women: 

"just think," Hedda mutters, observing yellow and withered leaves. "We're 



x«>8 

already in—in September" (276); "It's really getting quite cool," Catherine 

says. "We forget it's September" (3.39.16). And for both Hedda and 

Catherine, the struggle for self-realization in a male-dominated world fosters 

intense feelings about hair as a polyvalent symbol of cultural imprisonment 

and liberation. Indeed, Hedda, whose own hair is "a beautiful light brown, 

though not noticeably abundant" (272), despises the "curly hair" of Thea 

Elvstead (345), a properly feminine woman. Remarkably, Ibsen fuses the 

fire-hair complex, as Hedda elsewhere threatens to "burn . . . off" Thea's 

locks (324). Further still, Ibsen's destructive heroine satirizes the 

dissipated Ejlert Lovborg, another writer-lover, as a Dionysian god "with 

vineleaves in his hair" (325). Hemingway's Catherine, of course, has even 

more to say about hair than Ibsen's Hedda, turning her tonsorial exploits into 

the sin qua non of feminist insurgency. "You see why it's dangerous don't 

you?" Catherine asks David after her first haircut. "I've thought all about 

it. Why do we have to go by everyone else's rules. We're us" (1.1.17). in 

any event, the gist of such comments might remind us of Hedda and Ejlert 

Lovborg, in their happier times. And, most importantly, given the focus of 

this chapter, both Hedda and Catherine decide to burn the masterpiece of an 

estranged male writer. Briefly glancing ahead, we should also note that in 

Ibsen, as in Hemingway, the destroyed book is "recreated" under speciously 

triumphant circumstances. 

To elaborate on the central intertextual connection, Hedda burns the 

"precious, irreplaceable manuscript" of Eilert Lovborg, her former suitor. 

Lovborg, of course, provides at least one rather obvious characterological 

parallel for David. Moreover, in Hedda Gabler, as in The Garden of Eden, the 

supposedly great work is inspired by a subservient and idolatrous woman: Thea 

"share[s]" Lovborg's work, much as Marita shares David's. Even more 
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(287). Interestingly, too, Ibsen intensifies the psychological implications 

of the burning by associating the manuscript with a child. "Now I am burning 

your child, Thea," Hedda raves. "You, with your curly hair. Your child and 

Eilert Lovborg's. . . . I'm burning it—burning your child" (345). Hemingway, 

an alert student, recycles the metaphor of infanticide, in a slightly 

attenuated way. "David," Catherine's parting letter begins. "You must know 

how terrible [the burning] was. Worse than hitting some-one [sic]. A child 

is the worst I guess . . . . The thump on the fender or maybe just a small 

bump and then all the rest of it" (3.43.21; emphasis added). The implication 

of child-murder is reinforced by Marita's belief that she and David conceive a 

child immediately after he finishes his last story (3.37.26-27). Thus, in an 

atmosphere of expectancy, consummation, and apotheosis, Marita foresees a real 

child at the exact point that David realizes his artistic aims. As in Hedda 

Gabler, sexual procreation merges with intellectual creation: the erotic and 

the aesthetic overlap. Overtly, then, Hemingway's heroine, like Ibsen's, 

commits an atrocity that defies understanding. On the face of things, both 

Catherine and Hedda are guilty of "ttindermord," a kind of ultimate crime. 

Ibsen, however, qualifies Hedda's culpability by situating her act within 

a larger context of deviant behavior: on a drunken debauch, Lovborg carelessly 

loses the manuscript before Hedda burns it. Lovborg's ambivalent neglect of 

the shared creation surely says something about the flawed relationship that 

produced it. For Thea's Marita-like devotion to the great artist masks a 

disturbing, power-hungry hollowness, an unsettling lack of self. Having lost 

the manuscript, Lovborg lies to Thea, telling her that he has destroyed the 

book himself. Thea's response is resonant: "[A]11 my life," she says, "it 

will seem to me as if you had killed a little child" (342). "You are right," 
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Lovborg agrees, a little too eagerly, perhaps. "It is like murdering a little 

child" (342). Moments later, Lovborg secretly confesses to Hedda that his 

irresponsible loss of the child is the "worst thing a father can do, worse, 

even, than the "killing" of it (343). In effect, then, Hedda's eventual 

burning of the lost work positively affirms an existent state of affairs: 

dramatically, the "child" is already dead; or, "worse, even," it is 

lost—neither dead nor alive. Within the context of the play, therefore, 

Hedda's crime assumes a relative value: the child-manuscript that she destroys 

is itself somehow fraudulent, reflecting the spiritual deficiency of its 

parents (Otten 116-118). Ibsen reinforces the moral illegitimacy of Lovborg's 

manuscript by juxtaposing it with a real (but unseen) child—the consequence 

of Hedda's loveless honeymoon with George Tesman, the male writer she has 

married. Less stoogelike and more cunning than he appears, Tesman, as Mervyn 

Nicholson has shown (365-377), is deceptively ruthless, and might also remind 

us of the brooding David Bourne. In any event, both the Lovborg manuscript 

and the Tesman foetus are products of selfishness and deceit, and Hedda, who 

finally commits suicide, destroys them both. 

Similarly, Hemingway employs Catherine's perspective to impugn the moral 

value of David's and Marita's child-manuscript. After Catherine discloses her 

burning of the manuscripts, for example, she implies that the child-stories 

were puerile rather than redemptive. "You can go to Africa and write them 

again when your viewpoint is more mature," she tells David (3.40.10). "He 

writes in those ridiculous child's note books," Catherine tells Marita, 

elsewhere, "and he doesn't throw anything away. He just crosses things out 

and writes along the sides of the pages. The whole business is a fraud 

really. He makes mistakes in spelling and in grammar, too. Did you know 

Marita that he doesn't even really know grammar?" (3.39.13-14). In an 
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especially bitter mood, Catherine also warns that if Marita does not "take 

care" of herself, her children will have to study David's stories "in school" 

(3.26.13). The slur implies that David's childhood material is somehow 

childish, confirming and negatively slanting David's own awareness that the 

elephant tale is "a very young boy's story" (3.37.15). Through Catherine, 

then, Hemingway exploits the negative aspects of the child archetype, playing 

upon the regressive, counter-Romantic image of the child. David, in turn, 

emerges as a man-child whose stories permit a sentimental escape into 

self-pity. To some degree, at least, such stories merit the punishment 

Catherine exacts. 

Following the Gablerian precedent, Hemingway also complicates Catherine's 

commission of metaphorical infanticide by portraying complementary forms of 

child-murder. A version of writerly "Kindermord" is, in fact, implicit all 

along in Eden, as David, the "stuffy" artist (1.3.4-5), attempts to eliminate 

Catherine's polymorphous perversity. On still another level, the absence of a 

child in the Bournes' marriage may reflect more upon David than Catherine. 

For while the cause of the Bournes' failure to conceive a child remains 

uncertain, David concedes that it "may be" his "fault" (3.15.16). David's 

puzzling concession, we eventually find out, involves the fact that he 

contracted syphilis during his boyhood in Africa, where he enjoyed the sexual 

favors of "native women." As the Bourne marriage deteriorates, an 

increasingly angry and distraught Catherine presses the point, informing 

Marita that it "is quite possible" that "David really is sterile" (3.26.13). 

Catherine then gives David the benefit of the doubt, but with no slackening of 

resentment. "It may not be your fault that we can't have a baby," she tells 

him. "It just barely may not" (3.26.14). Her minimal retraction seems to 

imply that David's sterility is actually moral rather than physical, and 



thereby cancels out the good qualities of the archetypal child, qualities such 

as "spirit, innocence, joy, authentic selfhood, life itself" (Durbach 63). 

More particularly, Catherine seems to imply that David has an inadequate 

capacity to "give," in the metaphysical sense of the word. Similarly, she 

elsewhere concedes that he is "always" a "satisfactory lover," but claims that 

his skills are mechanically "dull" (3.35.50). David's figurative sterility, 

then, functions as an intangible ounce of prevention, negating the possibility 

of the child as Ideal, as a symbol of togetherness: if Catherine is 

biologically at fault for the infertility of the marriage, David is 

spiritually at fault. Thus, the absent child—the perpetually un-"Bourne" or 

"Bourne"-entombed child—is the symptom and the emblem of an already dead 

relationship, killed, in part, by David's solipsistic commitment to himself. 

Accordingly, kindermord, to borrow James Kernans' comments on Ibsen, 

constitutes "an ongoing event in the psychic life" of the male protagonist 

(192). 

In Eden, the underlying problem of paternal infanticide is intermittently 

explicit. For, as already noted, Colonel Boyle, David's military friend and 

advisor, claims that Catherine should not have a child, even if she is capable 

of doing so. The Colonel, you will recall, insinuates that a child would 

inherit Catherine's mental illness: "The get's no good," Boyle secretly tells 

David. "There isn't any get yet," David replies. "It's kinder to shoot the 

get," Boyle insists. "Kinder?" David asks, foregrounding the issue of 

kinder(mord). "Better," Boyle says (3.13[b].35). David demurs, of course, 

but silently shares Boyle's way of thinking. For the writer-husband, as Rose 

Marie Burwell has observed, soon discontinues the honeymoon narrative, another 

child-manuscript insofar as it represents Catherine's legitimate claim upon 

David's creativity: as the spiritual issue of the Bourne marriage, the 
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narrative realizes Catherine's yearning for an Ideal child, while becoming a 

surrogate for the absence of a real child. Indeed, Catherine herself regards 

the narrative—something only David can give her—as their mutual "project" 

(3.35.38), and links it to the birth of a child by asking David if she can 

have it for her "real birthday" (3.16.28). Thus, in aborting the shared text, 

David, the possibly syphilitic writer, obliquely follows Boyle's advice: in 

effect, he shoots "the get" of his troubled marriage (Burwell 208). "That's 

dirty," Catherine says, when David proclaims that he is "through with the 

damned narrative" (3.35.38). Ultimately, then, Catherine, like Hedda, emerges 

as a woman who confirms rather than initiates a prevailing motif of 

"kindermord." Her crime, in many ways, reflects her victimization, and 

thereby stands as an appropriate response to a Bluebeardlike husband who, a la 

Gilles de Rais, is himself a child-killer. 

Hemingway, moreover, departs from Ibsen's characterization of Hedda in 

significant ways. The imperious Hedda, for example, uncategorically hates all 

children. A number of Eden critics, Rose Marie Burwell included, have assumed 

that Catherine feels the same way. Yet a close reading of the manuscript 

counters such an assumption. Like the young wife in "Cat in the Rain," 

Catherine wants to have a child. The subject first arises in Le Grau-du-Roi, 

at the beginning of the honeymoon. "How do I know when I'll have a baby 

even?" Catherine asks David, ambiguously expressing both a desire to live for 

the moment and an acceptance of her maternal role (1.3.5). For later on, in 

Madrid, where Catherine temporarily restrains her conflicting desire to be a 

boy, she voices frustration at remaining childless: "I thought if I'd be a 

girl and stay a girl I'd have a baby at least. Not even that" (3.15.16). 

Catherine's implicit wish for a child might be ironically undercut by this 

"boy"-"girl" dynamic, which seems to preclude the procreative capacities of 
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"men" and "women," but her good intentions complicate matters. And in a 

previously noted passage from the La Napoule section of the manuscript, 

Catherine's frustration leads to mirthful pessimism: "If we'd had the damned 

baby I wouldn't want to have it around anymore than my parents wanted me 

around," Catherine says. "[A]nd as for that fueling patter of little feet. 

Probably running to the stables to ask the garageman for an ax [sic] to kill 

mummy" (3.16.13). In effect, then, Catherine exchanges the prevailing motif 

of infanticide for matricide. The tongue-in-cheek reversal veers toward a 

kind of absurdism that denies all possibility of life. Indeed, the absent 

child, which Catherine comically accuses of murder, becomes representative of 

an overarching futility and cruelty. 

The idiosyncracies of Hemingway's text further suggest that Catherine 

fights fire with fire, that her burning of David's manuscripts is, in some 

sense, a desperate act of self-defence. For the Hemingway of Eden 

occasionally reverses the paradigm of a woman who burns male things: in this 

text, men commit burnings too, exercising the questionable prerogatives of the 

warrior and the artist. Colonel Boyle, for example, who orchestrates the 

"bombing" of "native villages" (3.39.9), advises David to "burn" a letter that 

exposes his destruction of civilian targets (3.13[b].25). Elsewhere, David 

recalls how Rodger, a war-time friend, burned to death after his plane was 

shot down by enemy fire: "Rodger certainly burned. He did indeed. But there 

was plenty of him left because the petrol was almost gone. He looked like a 

roast pig except he didn't have a pig's head and nobody had put a piece of pie 

between his jaws instead of an apple" (3.39.2.i). In a deleted passage, David 

also recalls the ceremonial burning of Baron von "Richt[h]ofen," the famous 

German pilot (3.42.21). Curiously, too, David's writing, which is consumed by 
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passage, Hemingway associates the "deadly clarity" of David's writerly 

perception with the "fourn[ing]" of "the sun's rays" (3.39.2.ii). The 

male-orchestrated burnings culminate in an explicit reference to the 

punishment of Joan of Arc, another short-haired female heretic: with Joan (and 

Catherine) in mind, David and Marita sadistically joke about "[t]he at the 

stake look" (3.45.2). Thus, Catherine's burning of the manuscripts decisively 

counters bloodier forms of male aggression, which rage across the textual 

backdrop. "I had to," Catherine tells David, in an attempt to explain her 

action. "I'm sorry if you don't understand" (3.40.14). 

Hemingway, who does understand, simultaneously imbues the burning of the 

manuscripts with an aura of intense determinism. At Le Grau-du-Roi, David 

contemplates Catherine's desire to transcend egotism, asking himself: "[w]hat 

can there be that will not burn out in a fire that rages like that?" (1.1.23). 

Shortly thereafter, when Catherine objects to the adulatory tone of David's 

reviews, he suggests that they should "burn them" (1.2.7), facetiously 

acknowledging the scourge of writerly vanity. Yet Catherine remains 

unappeased, and continues to resent the clippings (3.3.6), displaying an 

increasingly hysterical but insightful hostility toward them. Goaded by 

David's complacency, Catherine mentions the "press cuttings" again, at La 

Napoule: "There were hundreds of them," she tells Marita, 

"and everyone, almost, had his picture and they were all the same 

picture. It's worse than carrying around obscene postcards really. 

I think he reads them by himself and is unfaithful to me with them. 

In a waste basket probably. He always has a waste basket. He said 

himself it was the most important thing for a writer—" 

(3.39.12-13) 
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Catherine's comments are both apt and disturbing: the innumerable copies of 

David's picture connote an infinite perpetuation of the self as static model, 

exposing a writerly enterprise that is both narcissistic and masturbatory. At 

this point, David repeats his previous proposition, knowing that Catherine's 

critique is somehow right: "You take the clippings and burn them," he tells 

her. "That would be the soundest thing" (3.39.16). Thus, David unwittingly 

seals the fate of his writerly endeavors, sanctioning an inexorably 

appropriate union of word and flame. 

By this time, however, Catherine has taken matters into her own hands, 

burning both the clippings and the stories. "It probably would have been 

enough to burn the clippings," she later admits. "But I really thought I 

ought to make a clean sweep" (3.40.8). That is, Catherine obliquely suggests 

that the African stories are tainted by the self-serving function that 

contaminates the reviews. "You couldn' t know how worthless they were David," 

she declares. "I had to show you," Catherine repeats, stressing the 

psychological inevitability of her action. "I want to make you realize why it 

was necessary to burn them," she adds (3.40.11; emphasis added). Although 

David refuses to listen, metaphorical details unequivocally support 

Catherine's argument. For when David examines the backyard site of the 

burning, he discovers, amid the charred remains of his work, a scrap of 

newsprint bearing "the Providence R[hode].l[sland]. date line" (3.40.7). By 

implication, then, as H. R. Stoneback has already observed, the burning itself 

is an act of "Providence" ("Memorable Eggs 28). Indeed, given Hemingway's 

familiarity with and frequent use of the New Testament, one might find an 

intended analogue in II Corinthians, where Paul prophesizes that "the fire 

shall try every man's work of what sort it is" (3:13). St. John of the 

Cross's classic work, Dark Night of the Soul, a text Hemingway was 



particularly fond of, might provide another theological precedent for the 

burning: as fire consumes the rust of metal and burns flesh off the bones, St. 

John argues, so the soul's impurities are destroyed by fire (222). Thus, 

Catherine might well figure as an agent of divine retribution. 

Hemingway uses the details of the burning to undermine David in other 

ways. The protagonist finds, for example, that Catherine has incinerated his 

work in a "trash burner" (3.40.7; emphasis added). This "trash burner," David 

notes, is "a fifty-five gallon gasoline drum with holes punched in it" 

(3.40.7)—an apt symbol of the hollow artist, whose integrity has long since 

been punctured. A la Joyce of "Araby,"4 the deflation of artistic values 

is further confirmed by David's nearby racing bicycle, "the tires of which," 

he notices, need "inflation" (3.40.8). Stunned by what has occurred, David 

also notices that Catherine used "an old broom handle" to stir the ashes. The 

witchlike broomstick, "freshly blackened on one end," may imply the 

performance of a gnostic ritual, enriching the antinomian and providential 

aspects of the burning. Notably, too, David observes that the "ashes" have 

been well stirred" (3.40.7): Catherine, in other words, has blended the 

stories into the reviews. The dark mix erases any meaningful or qualitative 

difference between creativity and critique, suggesting that the private artist 

has become an all-too-public man. Indeed, the ashy remains of David's work 

ironically echo Catherine's earlier claim that reading the reviews is "like 

carrying somebody's ashes along in a jar" (1.2.7)—like preserving and 

worshipping a deific icon. Accordingly, the retaliatory blaze destroys rather 

than preserves, confirming that the textualized hero is a dead man. Rather 

pathetically, it seems, David then attempts to deny the decrees of 

"Providence" by tearing the scrap of legible newsprint "into small pieces" 

(3.40.8). 
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As readers, we never actually witness Catherine performing the burning. 

The mysterious incident occurs, however, on the very morning that David 

finishes the elephant story: when the writer-protagonist emerges from his work 

room, Catherine is away on business of her own; it is at this point that David 

and Marita make love to commemorate the completion of the story, then go to 

town for lunch; during their absence, Catherine returns to the Casa Longa and 

disposes of the African material. Given the carefully plotted synchronism of 

events, David's and Marita's celebratory lunch assumes a keen dramatic irony. 

Indeed, Hemingway, again uses the consumption of food as a metaphor, casting 

aspersions on the edenic desires of his adulterous lovers. Much is made, for 

example, of David's dessert preference: quite self-consciously, it would seem, 

he chooses "a cherry tart" (3.37.46-48), a verbal recipe that combines 

virginal and/or edenic innocence ("cherry") with whorish debasement ("tart"). 

Thusly compromised, David and Marita discuss women, war, and writing, even as 

their shared work goes up in flames. David assumes the role of artist-sage, 

Marita questions and listens. The set-up engenders a deliberately strained 

and hackneyed dialogue in which Hemingway caustically reprises some of his 

most familiar themes. 

For David and Marita, that is, art and religion become two sides of the 

same coin. "It's a mystere," David Bourne says of his writing. "But you know 

about it," he tells Marita. "It's a true mystere," Marita agrees. "The way 

they had true mysteres in religion. Have maybe" (3.37.50). Thus, David and 

Marita now claim to have God on their side, preempting the supernatural 

shadings of Catherine's attack. As a special designation, the word "mystere" 

applies to sacramental rites (such as the Eucharist), or to incidents in the 

life of Christ (the "Mysteries of the Passion") (Dictionary of Catholicism; 

OED). By common usage, the term might also refer to spiritual truths that 
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exceed rational comprehension. On more remote levels, however, the possible 

subtextual derivations of "mystere" impart an array of ironic twists. For 

Hemingway almost certainly deploys "mystere" with a view to the secrets of 

David-the-craftsman, whose "tricks of the trade" involve furtive deceptions. 

Indeed, Marita, who accuses herself of "pig[gishly]" seducing the talented 

artist, acknowledges the problem of "cochonnerie"—the perpetration of a dirty 

trick (3.37.38-45). Further still, the "mystere" of writing, in this context, 

might be analogous to the more prosaic "mystery" of David's and Marita's kinky 

sexual partnership, reinforcing Hemingway's Tbsenesque blending of the erotic 

and the aesthetic. In a related way, Hemingway may also be alluding to the 

medieval mystery play, commonly known as "le mystere." Originally based on 

the synoptic gospels, the plays came to include a good deal of extraneous and 

ribald material, and were eventually banned from church premises. Similarly, 

the moral decay of high art is an issue in The Garden of Eden. 

As David and his helpmate elaborate upon the writerly "mystere," their 

credibility becomes even more questionable. 

"I didn't have to tell you about it," David said. "You knew 

about it when I met you." 

"I only really learned with the stories," the girl said. "It 

was like being allowed to take part in the mystere. Please David. 

I'm not meaning to talk trash. (3.37.50-51) 

"It isn't trash," David assures her. The structure of events, however, casts 

a shadow of doubt upon the pairs' disavowal of rubbish. For Catherine, 

presumably at this exact moment, is back at the hotel, trashing David's 

stories in the enormous "trash burner." The eerie confluence of speech and 

act incriminates both David and his work. For "trash," after all, is 

peculiary applicable to writing itself, to "trashy" novels and the like. 



Catherine, in fact, later makes the connection explicit, suggesting that 

David's writing has become second rate: "You certainly have slipped," she 

tells her husband. "You don't know how far you have slipped" (3.38.11). "The 

worst thing [about the stories]," Catherine maintains, "was the dirt and the 

flies and the cruelty and bestiality. You seemed almost to grovel in it" 

(3.40.11). Despite Marita's disclaimer, then, the writerly "mystere" is 

tainted by an element of sleaze. In many ways, that is, David and his loyal 

mistress are far more profane than the seemingly blasphemous Catherine. 

The forced religiosity of the lunch-time dialogue continues ad nauseam, 

to the point where David himself speciously assumes the mantle of Christ: 

"It must be a very powerful mystere," Marita marvels. 

"It is," David said. "Maybe the most powerful one there is." 

"Except love," Marita said. 

"You can't do it without love," David said. (3.37.54) 

But that, of course, is precisely David's problem: he has not done it with 

love. For this literary "mystere," which supposedly depends on "love," evokes 

the previously noted "Mystery of the Passion": the mystery of Christ on the 

Cross, of self-sacrifice, of dying so others might live. But the suggestion 

of an authorial Imitatio simply does not fit David Bourne, who preserves his 

artistic "integrity" against all other claims. The "love" under discussion 

may, therefore, take the form self-love. For David, who professes to love 

only the obedient handmaiden, Marita, is primarily attached to himself. "Do 

you still love Catherine?" Marita asks him. "Not today," David replies 

(3.37.49; emphasis added). 

In fact, the overwhelming pleasure that David and Marita experience upon 

his completion of the stories perceptibly shades into "tribal" (3.37.27; 

3.37.50; et al.) feelings of hostility and vengeance. Recalling how Catherine 
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derided his wartime flying career as mere "acrobatics" (as yet another trick), 

David tells himself: "I'd like to turn inside of her until acrobatics ran out 

of her ears like pus out of a dead Arab's ass" (3.37.30.i). This disturbing 

passage, which Hemingway would surely have been forced to excise, had the 

mansucript ever reached publication stage, vividly betrays the pathological 

violence that informs David's pose of Christly transcendence. Nor is David 

completely blind to the falsity of his position. "Time goes so fast when we're 

together," he tells Marita (3.37.43), underscoring the regressive nature of 

their "fun." Indirectly, at least, David also acknowledges the occasional 

stupidity of their talk: "Is this conversation?" he asks (3.57.51-52). 

The tonal ambiguities of the lunch scene become especially pronounced in 

a closing narratorial comment. David, we are told, 

only hoped that when he read the story the next day that it would be 

a true mystere of work and that it would be wonderful as good as he 

believed it to be and have the things in it that they both had felt 

and that had given them the feeling that they could not explain and 

that they, being shy, modest and avoiding over articulateness, had 

called by a religious term which for various reasons sounded more 

valid in French than it did in English. (3.37.54-55) 

Taken at minimal value, such irony merely affords an apologetic explanation 

for David's and Marita's use of "a religious term." Read as an apology, the 

comment may, in fact, function as both explanation and justification. 

However, the rhetorical formality of the passage strikes a false note, 

effecting a final, satiric reduction of the preceding idealism. The 

narrator-author, in this sense, forcefully qualifies his involvement with his 

characters. In large measure, Hemingway is poking fun at the two faithful 

adulterers who are described, tongue-in-cheek, as "shy," "modest," and 
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unforthcoming: they are, in fact, conceited, brash, and verbose, as their 

lengthy discussion reveals. Notably, too, the narrator feigns ignorance as to 

why the "religious term" David and Marita employ sounds "more valid in French" 

than in English. Hemingway, of course, who sat through many Latin masses in 

his lifetime, knows that anybody's second language is a "mystere" relative to 

their first, and thereby hints at the underlying banality of the two 

enthusiasts. Indeed, David and Marita, who prefer the romantic flair of 

French, display the touristic affectation of 1920's expatriates, favoring 

style over substance. More than ever, therefore, the mystere" takes on a 

macaronic quality, suggesting the sinister influence of Marita, a rootless 

(and ruthless) cosmopolitan polyglot. 

When David and Marita return to the hotel, Catherine does not immediately 

disclose that she has burned the stories. Instead, the estranged honeymooners 

discuss Pablo Picasso, of all people, whom Catherine has just visited in 

Antibes. Catherine, we learn, now wants to hire Picasso as an illustrator of 

the unfinished honeymoon narrative: having indirectly paid David to write her 

story, she will now pay Picasso to draw it. In part, then, Picasso, like 

David himself, figures as an artist who curries the favor of rich women. 

Elsewhere in the manuscript, for example, Marita claims that Picasso designed 

the decor of a ballet for her cousin (3.27.8-9). Nor do the implied 

parallels between David and Picasso end there. For Hemingway, as he wrote and 

revised Eden in 1958-59, was almost certainly aware of Henri Clouzot's 1956 

"film-portrait" of Picasso, entitled "Le Mystere." The extra-textual but 

unavoidable recurrence of the metaphysical term, in relation to Picasso's own 

work, might indicate that Hemingway intended to ironically deflate Catherine's 
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ongoing quest for an artist-savior. Indeed, a rather clear pattern emerges at 

this point: Catherine's searching out of Picasso, to a large extent, simply 

repeats her misplaced faith in David as the kind of man who might "tell" her 

story. David himself implies as much, insinuating that Picasso consented to 

meet Catherine only because of her wealth (3.38-6-7). Thus, the thematic 

design of the manuscript suggests that David and Picasso, notwithstanding 

differences in metier and technique, are very much two of a kind: Bluebeards 

in artist's clothing. 

Hemingway's conscious extension of the Bluebeard paradigm is evident in 

textual allusions to Picasso's personal life. "He's married to a really 

beautiful woman," Catherine explains. As the dialogue continues, it becomes 

very obvious that the "woman" in question is Olga [Kokhlova] Picasso, whom 

Picasso married in 1918, shortly after his first wife, Eva, died (Daix 155). 

"I didn't like her . . ." Catherine explains (3.38.6). Olga's 

disagreeableness is, in fact, a matter of record among the researchers of 

Picasso's life. Pierre Daix describes her as a snobbish and unimaginative 

woman: "While she ran a conventional bourgeois household, he [Picasso] did a 

self-portrait in front of a bird cage, the face marked with alarm" (166). But 

the artist would, of course, exact his own revenge. Although in his msd-

forties, Picasso would leave Olga for the seventeen-year-old Marie-Therese 

Walter, a woman who would thereafter serve, a la Marita, as the artist's muse. 

By the late twenties, in fact, the time of Catherine's supposed visit to 

Picasso, his marriage to Olga was already in ruins. As for Marie-Therese, she 

would not be the last of Picasso's mistresses. Francoise Gilot, who lived 

with Picasso much later, explains that the artist talked often of her 

predecessors, and enjoyed playing them off against each other (64). "You 

see," Picasso is reported to have told a male friend, "getting a woman with 
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child is for me taking possession, and helps to kill whatever feelings 

existed. . . . I know that the birth of a child will be the end of my love for 

her" (Oppler 331). 

Hemingway develops the Bluebeard motif by returning to a now familiar 

pattern of images. Asserting the enlightened superiority of her new man, 

Catherine says to David: "You couldn't be in the same room with him" (3.38.3; 

emphasis added). "I have been," David replies, implying that he and Picasso 

share the same artistic and mental space. "He [Picasso] told me," Catherine 

concedes. "Oddly enough he likes you. He called you his savage friend" 

(3.38.3). Among other things, perhaps, this "savage" friendship connotes a 

mutual interest in Africa, hinting both at David's African stories and at the 

Africanism that informed Picasso's Cubist enterprise from a very early date. 

According to Pierre Daix, "[w]e know from Kahnweiler [Picasso's dealer] that 

it was an African mask of the Wobe tribe (today known as Grebo) which inspired 

Braque and Picasso to change their art in 1912" (119). Daix continues: "it 

was the restatement of structural, non-imitative forms in dialogue with a 

variety of plastic signs which aroused and entirely altered Picasso's interest 

in African art. This art no longer struck him as primitivism but as skillful, 

knowing, individualized work—the creation of a new plastic space" (119). 

Catherine, it seems, would like to believe that Picasso's surreal 

dislocations of reality will perfectly complement her own metamorphic 

"project." Indeed, Picasso, in many ways, might be viewed as the logical and 

inevitable "illustrator" of Catherine's desire to violate mimetic norms, as an 

artist whose "modele interieur" might freely express her desire to break the 

quotidian "rules" of her time. Interestingly, too, the standard, textbook 

commentary on Picasso's peculiar "genius" confirms this kind of ideal reading. 

Consider, for example, H. W. Janson's analysis of the Three Dancers (See 

Appendix, Figure 10), a well-known work from the mid-twenties: 
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Human anatomy is here simply the raw material for Picasso's 

incredibly fertile inventiveness; limbs, breasts, and faces 

are handled with [a] sovereign freedom . . . . breasts may 

turn into eyes, profiles merge with frontal views, shadows 

become substance, and vice versa, in an endless flow of 

metamorphoses. (656) 

Ironically, however, Janson's description of Picasso's "fertile inventiveness" 

and "sovereign freedom," whereby female "anatomy" functions as "the raw 

material for artist," seems to reinscribe a Bluebeardlike mode of vision. 

Indeed, less traditional critics, such as Brigitte Baer, have claimed that 

some of Picasso's work betrays "aggressive fantasies" toward women (qt. by 

Oppler 331). This might even be true of a supposedly joyful work such as the 

Three Dancers, whose "endless flow of metamorphoses" transforms distorted, 

puppetlike women into a set of "visual puns" (Janson 656). The figure on the 

left is especially nightmarish, and consists partly of various fabrics cut out 

with pinking shears. Pure collage cubism, the picture conveys an indefinable 

humanity. The "original identity" of the dancers, Janson declares, "no longer 

matters" (656). Despite Catherine's optimism, then, the unspecified savagery 

that Picasso shares with David might entail a "savage" treatment of women. 

Catherine finally confesses to burning David's manuscripts later in the 

afternoon, while lying on the beach with her husband and his mistress. The 

revelation occurs as she continues to vent her resentment: "I can't say I've 

given the best years of my life to [David]," Catherine tells Marita. 

"Because I've only lived with him since March I think it was but 

I've certainly given him the best months of my life. The ones I've 

had the most fun in anyway and he certainly made them fun too. I 

wish it hadn't ended in complete disillusion too but what are you 
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to do if you discover that the man who was your hero is illiterate 

and practices solitary vice in a wastebasket full of clippings from 

something called the original Romeicke's, whoever they are. Any 

girl would be discouraged and frankly I'm not going to put up with 

it." (3.39.15) 

This synopsis of the honeymoon plot is interesting for a variety of reasons. 

Among other things, the passage foregrounds the close link between Catherine's 

rapid deterioration and her relationship with David. More obviously, perhaps, 

Catherine's expression of disgust strikes at the masturbatory aspect of 

David's African creativity, portraying his writing as an illegitimate form of 

self-indulgence. "(Rome)icke's," the name of the clipping service David uses, 

is also suggestive, and may reinforce the imperialistic stamp of the 

protagonist's writerly disposition. David, at this point, reiterates his 

earlier suggestion that Catherine should burn the clippings. Catherine then 

looks at him "slyly" (3.39.15). "How did you know I did it?" she asks 

(3.39.16). David and Marita rise to their feet in shock as Catherine, now 

"calm and reasonable," refuses to reveal what else she has burned. Back at 

the hotel, the writer confirms that his wife has, in fact, made "a clean 

sweep" (3.40.9). 

The hollowness (3.39.16) and "despair" (3.40.2) that David feels upon 

realizing his loss mixes with conflicting moods of anger and 

self-recrimination. When Catherine attempts to defend her action, claiming 

that "it was necessary" (3.40.11), David abruptly silences her. "All I want 

to do is kill you," he says. "And the only reason I don't do it is because 

you're crazy" (3.40.11-12). David's "flat statement" of homicidal intent has 

been glossed as a spontaneous response to Catherine's transgression (Cackett, 

etc.), but actually discloses a deep network of subtextual implications. 



2.8* 

Indeed, David, who tells himself that his statement is "inadmissible," has, in 

fact, been repressing (and sublimating) an intense hostility toward his 

wayward wife throughout the manuscript. Problematically, therefore, David's 

threat of murder is both a reaction and an unmasking, a cumulative exposure of 

his latent desires. Put another way, Hemingway's writer-protagonist, a 

Bluebeard in hiding, is never more "truly" (3.41.1-2) himself than when he 

threatens to kill his recalcitrant bride. The full extent of David's 

other-annihilating violence is evident as he heaps verbal abuse upon Catherine 

in a caustic apology for failing to behave "like a gentleman." "I'm sorry," 

he tells her. "I'm sorry I ever met you.. I'm sorry I ever married you—. . . 

. I'm sorry your mother ever met your father and that they ever made you. I'm 

sorry that you were born and that you grew up. I'm sorry for everything we 

ever did good or bad—" (3.40.13). Yet the guilt remains. "God damn her to 

hell," David thinks. "But how could he have damned her worse?" David asks 

himself. "Poor bloody Catherine" (3.41.2; emphasis added). "Everything 

today," David later tells Marita, "was because [Catherine] was hurried really" 

(3.42.8-9)—hurried, that is, by his own vocational and marital betrayal, and 

by a related fear of spiritual death. At some level, then, David senses that 

he is partially to blame for what has happened. 

That night, after Catherine leaves for Paris, David is consoled by Marita 

and Madame Auron, the hotel proprietress. A self-described "woman of the Midi 

[the French Mediterranean]," Madame Auron expresses a culturally constructed 

view of the burning. Her Provencal passions betray the narrow-mindedness 

evident in many of Flaubert's country types. A "flat" rather than a "round" 

character, Madame Auron is a chauvinistic and patriotic matron whose thoughts 

are frozen in prejudgment and prejudice. In her bigotry, the proprietress 
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upholds the perennial sexual double standard: whereas she is able to joke 

about David's infidelity (3.23.5-6), she is outraged by Catherine's. The 

scene is essentially comic. Madame Auron, who knows her place, emerges from 

"the kitchen" (3.43.1), and urges David to eat. Amid the crisis, she is all 

efficiency and practicality. "What would you eat?" she asks. "Some cold 

chicken and a salad? An omelette to start. There's lamb too if Monsieur 

would rather have it" (3.43.2). As always in Eden, food is suggestive. 

Madame's compensatory offerings betray the excessiveness of Jake Barnes' final 

meal in The Sun Also Rises, hinting at the gluttonous physicality of David's 

writerly appetites. More particularly, the "cold chicken" leftovers suit 

David's moral cowardice, while the proposal of "lamb"—which Madame utters 

with pointed reference to "Monsieur"—befits the ritual sacrifice of David's 

work while ironically accenting his failure as an artist-savior. The omelet 

is even more resonant, and unmistakably counterpoints those whole, fresh eggs 

that David and Catherine enjoyed for breakfast back at Le Grau-du-Roi. 

Indeed, as a notably beaten egg, the omelet is the objective correlative of 

all that has happened since, connoting the injury and violence of an exotic 

sexual melange. 

Appropriately, therefore, the omelet becomes a topic of conversation, 

further bearing out Barbara Probst Solomon's contention that The Garden of 

Eden "has got to be the 'eggiest' novel ever written" (33). "You can't break 

an omelet without making eggs," David says (3.43.9), inverting the familiar 

proverb: "You can't make an omelet without breaking eggs." In discussing the 

passage, H. R. Stoneback observes that the original phrase is "used in 

reference to a process which cannot be accomplished without the sacrifice of 

something valuable" (25). In a way, of course, David has sacrificed Catherine 

to his own version of the artistic process. Catherine, however, has now 
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turned the tables, and David's puzzling inversion of the conventional saying 

seems to recognize that fact: his art—the end product of the mixed-up 

honeymoon—becomes an omelet analogue, something that has been broken through 

Catherine's feminine desire to make eggs—to return to an a_ priori condition 

of organic wholeness. Thus, when Madame Auron states that no omelet "can take 

the punishment that it receives . . . in the journey from the kitchen to the 

terrace" (3.43.9; emphasis added), David explicitly identifies with the 

omelet. "You and me both, omelet," he says (4.43.9). Similarly, David later 

identifies with Humpty Dumpty, the egg who could not be put back together 

again, despite the efforts of "all the King's horses and all the King's 

men."6 Madame, on the other hand, does not understand David's word games, 

and hears the proverbial wisdom in its orthodox form, as a justification for 

the costly but valorous deeds of great men. "That was Napoleon," she says, 

referring to someone who epitomizes male ambition. "A famous egg maker," 

David quips, treating Madame's imperception to a comic-ironic hearing. For 

Napoleon, a militarist who redrew the national boundaries of Europe, figures 

as an egg breaker rather than an "egg maker," and belongs with David and other 

omelet-males who sacrifice human life for selfish ends. 

Impervious to double meanings, Madame attempts to soothe the anguish of 

the stricken writer. "I know the whole histoire," the proprietress declares. 

"She [Catherine] burned the works of Monsieur. She told me the whole thing. 

Now she repents. But that is impardonable. Monsieur I apologize for all the 

women of this world" (3.43.3). By implication, therefore, Madame Auron 

invokes the Edenic script, whereby women, the daughters of a disobedient Eve, 

are to blame for the suffering of men. Grace a_ Dieu que nous avons Madame 

[Marita] ici," the proprietress says, issuing another dubious assertion that 

God is on David's side (3.43.3; author's underscoring). Indeed, according to 
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the patriarchal mores of Madame Auron, Marita, the supportive helpmate, is a 

divine blessing, an exception to feminine dissimulation. Madame Auron thrice 

repeats the phrase "Grace a Dieu," stressing her belief in the metaphysical 

side of David's writerly pursuits. "Sure," David finally replies (3.43.8), 

doubting the sanctity of his writerly enterprise. The two Mesdames, however, 

keep the faith. "We are a good race," Marita tells David as she protectively 

puts her arm around him, tightening the exclusionary circle of the 

self-chosen. Madame Auron then becomes more vehement, issuing the supreme 

condemnation of Catherine: "La Bruleuse . . . . La putaine [sic] Bruleuse 

sadique et pervertie" (3.43.4). "Madame spat it out," the author-narrator 

tells us. "Monstrous," Madame continues. "I've never heard of nor read of 

such a thing. Against her own husband and his work. Contre nature et contre 

la litterature de son propre pays. Monstrous is the only word" (3.43.5). 

Thus, the rhetoric of atrocity comes full circle: Catherine is accused of 

perpetrating the sort of "horrible" deeds she condemns (3.26.18-19). 

Hemingway, however, continues to discredit Madame Aaron's point of view, 

structuring the text so that the proprietress's shrewish fulminations backfire 

on her. For, the next morning, Madame Auron has a black eye. Her husband, we 

learn, has been away in La Napoule, "mixing belote and politics (3.43.5). 

"[Bjelote," according to The Oxford Guide to Card Games, is the "national card 

game of France" (8), and enjoys a particularly loyal following in the south. 

Like "boule," in fact, "belote" is a kind of male rite. On any given 

afternoon, in Provencal cafes, one can apparently witness cliques of men 

huddled around card tables, playing this French version of pinochle or 

Klaberjass. Suggestively, too, "belote" is a "classic two-hander," a 

"cut-throat" game in which each man plays for himself (Oxford Guide 25). Upon 

returning home, a presumably drunken Auron strikes his wife, who greets him 
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with insults. "She has a bad tongue with him," Marita explains (3.44.22). 

The scenario adds a rather sinister twist to the sporting fun of Peter Mayle's 

A Year in Provence, where boule playing is a passionate but harmless affair. 

"Did Auron really give her a black eye?" David asks (3.44.22). "Not a real 

one," Marita replies, dismissively. "Mais on a bagarre [But they fought] . . 

. . There is the difference in age and he was within his rights to hit her if 

she was insulting. She said so. At the end" (3.44.22). Yet Auron's "rights" 

outlined by Madame and relayed through Marita, explicitly sanction male 

violence against women, hinting at the misogynistic aspects of the Provencale 

honor system. Moreover, the Aurons' domestic squabble, which is marked by a 

"difference in age," reflects upon the battle of the sexes in the main plot 

line, speciously sanctioning the murderous hue of David's retaliatory violence 

toward Catherine. Marita, meanwhile, a woman who thrives on sado-masochism, 

laughs off the affair of the black eye (3.44.8). 

The extensive textual commentary on the burning culminates in Catherine's 

letter of apology. Overtly, at least, the letter seems to retroactively 

cancel out possible readings of the burning as an affirmative, right-thinking 

act. Calmly and sensitively, it would seem, "la Bruleuse" concedes that she 

has committed a terrible error. Catherine, in fact, explicitly portrays her 

transgression as the act of a "crazy" person, depriving the incident of any 

affirmative value. Indeed, the letter constitutes a remarkable volte-face, in 

which Catherine withdraws her previous claims that the burning was 

"necessary," and that she destroyed the stories for David's own good. Her 

capitulation belongs to the realm of phallocentric readability, and has 

therefore been applauded as the belated readjustment of a skewed character. 

Robert Jones, for example, regards Catherine's recantation as her "finest 



hour" (27). In my view, however, the utter banality of Catherine's written 

apology is not lost on Hemingway. For the letter, if we read between the 

lines, reveals a crippling absence of self in someone who has abandoned the 

visionary aspects of madness and collapsed into nullity. Perhaps, then, 

Catherine's letter is intended to mark her worst hour rather than her 

"finest," an enforced retardation rather than awakened responsibility. Like 

Clarissa, an alienated and oppressed letter-writer who undergoes a semiotic 

collapse, Catherine batters herself upon the altar of male pleasure. But 

unlike Samuel Richardson, who represents Clarissa's self-flagellation as a 

virtue, Hemingway, to universal shock and surprise, partly resists such 

. . . . 7 . . 

chauvinistic paradigms. If the burning deserves serious consideration as a 

"necessary" revolutionary gesture, the letter evinces a pathetic exhaustion of 

antinomian energy. Climax and anti-climax, act and reflection follow each 

other in a descending scale of integrity. 

Hemingway presents the troubling epistle in toto, as David reads it. 

Sitting alone at the bar of the Casa Longa hotel, the protagonist unfolds the 

note: 

David, it read. I knew very suddenly you must know how terrible 

it was. Worse than hitting some-one [sic]. A child is 

the worst I guess although God knows you're not a child—with a 

car [sic]. The thump on the fender or maybe just a small bump and 

then all the rest of it happening and the crowd gathering to scream. 

The horror and.the guilt and we can skip that. It's only the 

result that counts. We know that so let's skip that part too. 

The French women screaming Ecraseuse [sic] is the worst even if it 

was the child's fault. But that has nothing to do with this. I knew 

the ghastly thing I'd done to you the only person I ever loved or 

could love. I did it and I knew I did it and I can't undo it. 
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Don't ever try to forgive me nor understand. You understand too 

easily and completely and I understand too. It's too awful to 

understand something so ghastly. I always hated that word but 

now I'm using it properly. It's so ghastly and horrible and 

unbelievable. But it happened. 

So naturally I knew I couldn't (shouldn't) drive the car and 

do things to other people beside you. I'll cut this short. I'll 

be back and we'll settle things the best we can. I feel completely 

all right in my head except my shame and competent and do not 

worry at all. I'll wire and write and do all the things for my 

book so if you ever finish. I don't blame you if you don't 

Think of me saying the stories were sordid. Now I feel 

as I would if I'd blown up the Bosch room in the Prado. The 

Prado was the only thing I ever loved beside loveing [sic] you. 

I might as well. No. Only I will try to do this one thing. Please 

be good to Heiress and not blame it on women. She has been good to 

you and to me both [sic] and I don't hate her and never did. I only 

hated you when I was crazy. I didn't just throw away what I had. I 

had to burn it. I mean you and what you did and me too. The worst 

was being righteous about it but I don't have to tell you that. We 

were partners but I didn't know enough to love what I didn't 

understand. If ordinary people understand it at the time it's 

worthless I know. Heiress understands so take good care of her 

and don't worry about me because I will come back and do whatever 

the right thing is and you will help me. I do not ask for 

forgiveness which I have no right to and anyway it is the most 

mawkish thing I know about. Please have good luck and I will 

do everything as well as I can. Please don't think of me at 
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all and be happy with the end of the summer for us both. 

I won't end as I'd like to because it would sound too 

preposterous to believe but I will say it anyway since T was 

always rude and presumptuous and preposterous lately as we 

both know. I love you and I always will and T am sorry. What a 

useless word. 

Catherine (3.43.21-23) 

In effect, then, Catherine herself inexplicably replots the narrative as a 

tale of female wrongdoing. The letter is far more persuasive than Madame 

Auron's invective, and is enough to make even the most ardent supporter of 

Catherine run for cover. 

Interestingly, however, David opens another tin of "Macquereau Vin Blanc 

de Captaine Cook" as he reads the missive. The presence of the canned 

mackerel provides a subtle clue to the fishy nature of the written apology. 

For, as already noted, H. R. Stoneback points out that the slang meanings of 

"mackerel" convey David's role as "pimp" and "panderer" in the disastrously 

prolonged honeymoon (225). Moreover, Stoneback observes that this second tin 

of mackerel is "perilous with edge-level juice," regarding the detail as a 

sign of David's increasingly precarious moral predicament. The protagonist 

"opens the second tin of mackerel," Stoneback explains, after Catherine is 

gone, as he reads the letter she left for him, and meditates his all-too-easy 

change of "allegiance" from Catherine to Marita (28). David knows, Stoneback 

concludes, "that he has been 'cold-hearted,' that he has done 'a grave and 

violent thing'" (28). Indeed, David explicitly perceives that the "letter 

compound[s] the gravity and the violence" of what he has already done 

(3.43.25; emphasis added). Thus, Catherine's lifeless letter, like the 

mackerel that accompanies it, provides food for unpleasant thought, 



2,95 

suggesting, perhaps, that the female antagonist is more sinned against than 

sinning, more victim than aggressor. To reiterate Stoneback's analogy, David, 

like Captaine Cook, the namesake of the tinned mackerel, is an imperialistic 

explorer who "slays and is slain" by the dark-skinned "Other" he exploits. 

Moreover, Catherine's letter may actually tell us more about her own 

mental state than the events she describes. For, broadly considered, the text 

indicates a massive character shift. Indeed, the submissive and somber tone 

of the message utterly lacks the kind of esprit that typifies Catherine's 

verbal presence in the rest of the novel. The letter, we learn, does not even 

resemble the written notes that Catherine sent to David in happier and 

healthier days, before they were married. "Those letters," David recalls, 

"were short and disorganized and always written . . . as though they were 

designed to be innocuous if read in court" (3.43.24). David further recalls 

how "[h]e had said this once to Catherine," and how 

she had replied that if he needed to be told on paper that she was 

in love with him when they were sleeping together every afternoon 

and all possible evenings, although evenings were more difficult, 

then she would be glad to go with him to the American Hospital at 

Neuilly to have his head examined. She could not write slush nor 

sickening endearments she said and if he wanted a girl who could 

she would find him hundreds of them. (3.4?.?4) 

By implication, then, Catherine's orthodox "letter of apology" might exemplify 

the sort of soft-headedness that she disparages. For the penitent wife does, 

indeed, declare her love on paper, writing what could be regarded as "slush" 

and "sickening endearments": "be happy with the end of the summer for us both. 

. . . I love you and I always will and I am sorry." David unwittingly 

confirms the sentimental quality of Catherine's letter by describing it as 
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"tres belle . . . . Very beautiful . . . " (3.4?.^). His assessment places us 

squarely in the realm of "belles-lettres," where convention and forethought 

supercede originality and spontaneity. Remarkably, too, Catherine herself 

indirectly warns us about the text she leaves behind: "T can't even write a 

letter that isn't stupid," she says C^.9.8; emphasis added). Later on, she 

repeats the point: "I can't write things . . ." (3.40.11). Thus, Catherine 

actually apologizes, in advance, for the banality of her apology. 

Further still, upon close inspection, Catherine's polyvalent syntax might 

reinscribe David's crimes. "I knew very suddenly you must know how terrible 

it was," Catherine begins. That "it" is a suggestively ambiguous pronoun. 

Catherine, of course, means the burning; but "it," at another level, resonates 

beyond her tortured psyche, and might also refer to David's literary and 

sexual betrayals. Indeed, "it," according to Catherine, is "[w]orse than 

hitting some-one [sic]" with a car. Driving is an important metaphor 

throughout Eden, and we already know that Catherine has a tendency to drive 

wildly; yet Marita, in her poor-braking Tsotta, is even more dangerous behind 

the wheel: "It's a crime to drive it the way it is," David says p.7^.23). 

Envisioning "the worst" automobile accident imaginable, Catherine then fuels 

the Ibsen parallels by comparing the burning of the stories to hitting "[a] 

child." Given the enveloping references to David's juvenile background and 

behaviour, the analogy is a compelling one, and hints at the ambivalent nature 

of the child archetype. Catherine pursues the comparison: "The French women 

screaming Ecraseuse [sic] [steam-roller] is the worst even if it was the 

child's fault." The scene Catherine now imagines clearly parallels and 

mitigates her own guilt as a female destroyer. For a French woman, namely 

Madame Auron, does, indeed, scream insults, even though the deadly episode may 

have been "the child's fault." Thus, while Catherine persistently negates 
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self-doubt, Catherine both perceives and denies the truth. 

Catherine's dubious self-negations accumulate. Practicing a form of 

censorship, she continues to "skip" things: "Don't ever try to forgive me nor 

understand. . . . It's too awful to understand something so ghastly." Yet 

Catherine does "understand," and claims that David understands too. 

Implicitly, therefore, Catherine blocks out her aggressive motives without 

invalidating them. The truth, she now feels, is simply too "horrible and 

unbelievable" to accept. Such vague, evasive language again functions as an 

umbrella, gathering the creation and destruction of the stories under one 

roof. In a particularly curious line, Catherine then promises to "cut [the 

letter] short." She has, of course, spent most of the novel cutting her hair 

short. Among other things, the striking confluence seems to confirm 

Catherine's current loss of direction. For while her short-cut hair 

represents a consciously coded statement of personal empowerment, the 

comparatively unconscious letter betrays a fall into ennui and 

meaninglessness. Ironically, that is, Catherine, the letter writer, is now 

cutting things to please David. Having finally put pen to paper, she 

subscribes to his way of seeing the marital conflict. 

The inconsistencies and ironies of the letter intensify. For despite the 

obvious confusion of her prose, Catherine proclaims her mental health: "I feel 

completely all right in my head except my shame and competent and do not worry 

at all," she assures David. As if attempting to convince a jury of her 

sanity, Catherine becomes super practical: "I'll wire and write and do all the 

things for my book so if you ever finish." But Catherine no longer feels that 

David owes her anything. "Think of me saying the stories were sordid," she 

writes, dwelling upon the apparent sordidness of her own acts. Yet the 
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awful story, really," he tells himself. "By God it was" (3.26.25). "Now I 

feel as I would if I'd blown up the Bosch room in the Prado," Catherine 

concedes, hyperbolically magnifying the nature of her "crime," even as she 

draws a telling parallel between David's sadistic stories and the nightmarish 

visions of Hieronymus Bosch. "The Prado," Catherine tells David, "was the 

only thing I ever loved beside loveing [sic] you." The statement is intended 

as a compliment, but in using the Prado as a synecdoche for the creative 

imagination, Catherine suggestively recasts David as Bluebeard, equating him 

with a castle of often terrifying art. Having declared herself well, 

Catherine then considers suicide, only to cancel out the thought: "I might as 

well. No." Jerry Varsava, however, astutely suggests that the letter might 

be seen as a kind of "symbolic suicide," "the final icon of her humiliation" 

at the hands of David and Marita. "Confused, anguished, stripped of her 

individuality, Catherine," according to Varsava, "engages in symbolic suicide 

by saying she's sorry" (127). 

The self-immolation continues: "Please be good to Heiress and not blame 

it on women," Catherine says, exactly countering Madame Auron's apology "for 

all the women of this world." Less credibly, Catherine sums up Marita's role 

in the text, telling David: "She has been good to you and me both ..." 

Nothing, in fact, could be further from the truth. Returning to the problem 

of the burning, Catherine then writes: "I didn't just throw away what I had. 

I had to burn it. I mean you and what you did and me too." The shorthand 

explanation ("I had to . . .") reappears here as a kind of textual refrain, 

reinforcing an overarching determinism. David ("you"), his stories ("what you 

did"), and Catherine herself ("me") are caught up in a cycle of inevitable 

violence. "The worst [thing]," Catherine concedes, "was being [self] 
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ambiguity of "it" allows for alternative readings. On the one hand, of 

course, Catherine acknowledges her own self-righteousness. Yet David has also 

been sanctimonious, bearing out Catherine's previous characterization of 

writers as "self-righteous." (3.3.6). Thus, uncanny rebuttals, insights, 

falsehoods, and double entendres follow each other in a jumbled outpouring 

that becomes increasingly difficult to decipher. 

As the letter concludes, Catherine extolls the stories she instinctively 

despises: "I didn't know enough to love what I didn't understand," she claims. 

Implicitly, that is, Catherine now implies that David's atrocity stories have 

some redeeming value. Although the ambiguity of the relative pronoun "what" 

makes the specific nature of Catherine's assertion difficult to pin down, she 

seems to be suggesting that the stories might function as a kind of moral 

praxis, permitting David to cleanse himself of paternal sins. Yet there is 

nothing in the text to indicate that David's writing makes him a better 

person. To the contrary, David himself realizes that his writing improves as 

he deteriorates morally. Alternatively, therefore, Catherine's contention 

might function as an unwitting reflection on the value of her own "project." 

Perhaps, that is, Catherine "didn't know enough to love" (and remain faithful 

to) the personal desires she "didn't understand." In a final gesture of 

self-abasement, Catherine explicity lets David off the hook:•"Please don't 

think of me at all," she pleads. Marita, of course, will do her best to make 

sure that David does, in fact, forget Catherine. 

Despite his guilty conscience, David, the mackerel eater, derives obvious 

satisfaction from what Catherine writes. Indeed, the protagonist uses "a 

piece of bread to sop up the liquid in the long tin" (3.43.?5), much as he 

saps up Catherine's slushy reassurances. David, moreover, reads the letter 
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three times, savoring the flavor of Catherine's surrender. Demonstrating a 

newfound appreciation for his departed wife, he untenably declares the 

confused letter to be "very well written," and eventually tucks it away in his 

"hip pocket" (3.41.2; 3.41.21; 3.41.25), a location that colloquially denotes 

power over another. Curiously, too, David's pocketing of the letter echoes 

his pocketing of the elephant's congealed blood, which is "like a dried piece 

of sealing wax" (3.37.16). The connection suggests that the tenderness David 

now shows toward his departed wife, like his tenderness toward the elephant, 

is directly proportional to the amount of sympathy the "Other" permits him to 

feel for himself. The letter, in this respect, may also afford a late 

parallel to the "niggledy spit falseness" of the ego-stroking reviews. In a 

variety of ways, then, Hemingway invites us to see that the husband-writer is . 

a self-fondling type who cherishes a falsely exonerating "document" (3.41.25). 

Legalistically, that is, David, like most Eden critics, prefers to read the 

letter as hard evidence of Catherine's faults. Yet, in doing so, he fails to 

read between the lines. 

Ultimately, therefore, the burning of the manuscripts is neither as 

terrible nor as unjustifiable as it appears on the surface. The 

self-withering letter, for the most part, functions as a red herring, 

diverting all but the most careful readers ̂ rom David's underlying 

culpability. Paradoxically, that is, Catherine's "insanity" (distinguished by 

the reckless abandonment of the burning) is more truthful than her supposed 

"sanity" (distinguished by the moral convenience of the letter). Catherine 

herself outlines the problem: "Crazy things aren't crazy anymore," she tells 

David. "Sensible things are crazy, you know that." The two cheerleaders of 

David's writerly phallocentrism, Madame Auron and Marita, elaborate upon the 
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problem without grasping the implications of their comments: "[P]erhaps, 

Madame Auron suggests, Catherine "was more herself [when she burned the 

stories] than she had ever been" (3.43.6). "Some people," Marita agrees, "are 

just more the way they really are when they're insane" (3.42.8). Thus, 

despite the letter, Catherine's destruction of the stories emerges as an 

authentic, absolute act of retribution amid a larger pattern of oppression. 

Simply put, Catherine burns the manuscripts for constructive purposes, 

incinerating David's artistic ego in an attempt to purify his soul. "How 

could she have done it?" Marita asks. "Christ knows," David replies, uttering 

more than he realizes (3.42.4; emphasis added). But for Catherine, the true 

hero in Eden, moral victory comes at an enormous cost: according to a familiar 

Hemingway pattern, the winner takes nothing. 

Notes 

Arnold Weinstein mentions the Hedda Gabler intertext in passing, 

with regard to David's re-writing of the burned stories (208) (see Chapter 

Seven). 

* "By now," E. Roger Stephenson writes, "most readers and critics 

agree that Hemingway knew and used the New Testament in his work" (37). 

Stephenson relates Hemingway's portrayal of Brett in The Sun Also Rises to the 

story of the Samaritan woman in John (4:4-26). Many other examples might be 

cited. 

See H. R. Stoneback's "From the rue Saint-Jacques to the Pass of 

Roland" for a brief discussion of Hemingway's familiarity with Dark Night of 

the Soul. 
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In Joyce's "Araby," the naive first-person narrator, a boy, 

discovers in his backyard a "rusty bicycle pump" that belonged to "a priest." 

This seemingly trivial object casts aspersions on the priest's "good" 

character. Curiously, too, with regard to Eden, the boy also discovers, in 

the "waste room" behind the kitchen, some "old useless papers" belonging to 

the priest. These "useless papers" include several gothic romances. 

Picasso's wealthy patrons in real life included Gerald and Sarah 

Murphy, who were also involved with Hemingway and Fitzgerald. Picasso, 

Hemingway, Fitzgerald, and the Murphys all summered in the South of France 

during 1924-25. 

Humpty Dumpty figures more explicitly in the elephant story, when 

Mr. Bourne attends to Juma, who is wounded by the charging elephant: 

"Well we got him Davey, thanks to you," his father had said. 

"Now we'd better get a fire going so I can put Juma back together 

again. Come here you bloody Humpty Dumpty." (3.37.10) 

H. R. Stoneback discusses the significance of the motif: "David, too, is 

Humpty dumpty . . . in mythic and in the strictest of etymological terms: he 

has humped and he has dumped, he is a fallen and a broken man and T am not at 

all convinced that his convenient new partner, Marita, will be able to help 

put him back together again" ("Memorable Eggs" 26). 

7 

Linda Abbandonato discusses Alice Walker's use of Clarissa as a 

revised parent text in "A View from 'Elsewhere': Subversive Sexuality and the 

Rewriting of the Heroine's Story in The Color Purple." I found Abbandonato's 

discussion useful in linking Catherine and Clarissa. 
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CHAPTER SEVEN: 

THE WRITER RECOVERS? 

What greater pleasure can there be to a Man that loves to enjoy 

a brutish Sin, than that he can be sure to make a Change of the 

Hand, and when he has a Woman in his arms to be able to turn her 

into a Male, as his sensuality inspires him. 

Letter from "a Bawd," Book IT, The Pacquet Broke Open (1692) 

As The Garden of Eden manuscript concludes, David Bourne attempts to 

resume writing after Catherine's destruction of the African stories. Most 

critics argue that David succeeds brilliantly. In a suggestively entitled 

paper, called "Death and Resurrection in Hemingway's Garden of Eden," Lawrence 

Broer declares David a hero "who allows his tender androgynous self to ascend" 

(qtd. by Stoneback "Memorable Eggs" 26). Robert Gajdusek, too, argues that 

David, like other Hemingway heroes, undergoes a "psychic defeat and 

breakthrough" ("Elephant Hunt" 16), achieving "the new [androgynous] balance 

required for the future" (17). And Robert Jones believes that David, like 

Santiago, "affirms the realization that a man can be destroyed but not 

defeated" (8). Arnold Weinstein, on the other hand, expresses a minority view 

when he describes the ending as "very saccharine" (208). As previously noted, 

Weinstein develops the Gablerian intertext by relating the recovery project of 

David and Marita to that of George and Thea. While Ibsen's collaborators are 
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more merely pathetic than Hemingway's, I share Weinstein's general suspicions 

about the salvage operation in Eden, and shall attempt to elicit the intended 

artistic and psycho-sexual debasement that accompanies it. For while David 

turns to his brutal and debauched father for strength, he ambivalently accepts 

the whore-like ministrations of Marita, who ultimately transforms herself into 

the writer's captive "boy." More than ever, in fact, Marita emerges as a 

copy-"Cat," a woman who repeats Catherine's sexual trangressions in ways that 

are more to David's liking. As a mere imititation of Catherine, Marita is 

both less imaginative and less profound. Accordingly, Eden's closing chapters 

expose the narcissism, depravity, and regressiveness of the writer-protagonist 

with a kind of cumulative irony. A prisoner of his appetites, David descends 

into a besotted phase of "bad love" that is more compulsive and repetitious 

than anything Catherine could have dreamed up. Tmagistically, therefore, 

Bluebeard's castle becomes a "cess house" (3.43.26) 

After re-reading Catherine's letter of apology, on the morning after the 

burning, David bitterly contemplates his options: 

All right Bourne . . . don't spend time thinking about how bad 

things are because you know. You have three choices. Try to 

remember one that is gone and write it again. T don't think you 

can and pretty soon you'd know it. The conditions of the day and 

the shape you're in are all against it even if you could. You 

should hit that when you're in shape so you won't be carrying 

unnecessary weight. D'accord? D'accord Bourne. Second. You 

can try a new one. Correct. . . . You'd feel good again if you 

made it and be in shape to attempt the impossible next against it. 

. . . So that's the second one. Here's the third: write on the 

God-damned narrative. You could do that anywhere and anytime 
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because all you need is your metier and your memory and your ear 

and Christ knows no woman or womens [sic] can take I mean have not 

taken (do not brag) that from you (yet). So there's no choice my 

boy unless you want to gamble. (3.43.26-27) 

David's attitude can be gleaned from his reference to "the God-damned 

narrative": he not only resents Catherine and what she has done to him, but 

her androgynous claims upon his creativity. In an overflow of misogynistic 

animosity, the protagonist employs a harem-mentality locution, denouncing 

"womens" in general. All women, it now seems, present a threat to David's 

beleaguered masculine identity. There is a digital simplication in all this 

tough-guy resolve, a fresh determination to reject anything "that is not 

unalloyedly masculine" (Burwell). Indeed, David now resembles the Hemingway 

hero of popular repute, dedicating himself to a kind of hard-boiled and/or 

muscular intellectualism: the writer adopts the tactics of a boxer, promising 

to "hit" the lost stories when he is "in shape," so he "won't be carrying 

unnecessary weight." For now, then, he will respect the unfavorable odds and 

attempt a new story rather than "gamble" on rewriting one of the old ones. 

The "God-damned narrative," meanwhile, derisively (but tellingly) associated 

with what "Christ knows," is not worth the effort. 

At this point, the writer-protagonist also invokes the murderous image of 

his father. As if to legitimate his own craving for vengeance, however, David 

re-envisions his violent father as a trusted exemplar of manly resolve.- In 

an adjacent passage, he asks Marita: "What was it my father said in the 

[Maji-Maji] story about it not being easy to eat thirteen bad eggs?" The 

statement does not actually appear in the version of the story Hemingway 

presents, nor have I been able to identify the specific cultural context of 
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the phrase. Nevertheless, the woman-hating David might well be using the 

adage as a euphemism for cunnilingus, to suggest that he has eaten, to unlucky 

excess, the "bad eggs" of Catherine's polymorphous sexuality. "Well what do 

we do now . . . ?" Marita inquires, posing a leading question that subtly 

points toward their forthcoming exploration of sexual gratification on David's 

terms. "Let's sit here for a little while," David answers, as if to avoid the 

inevitable. "That wasn't what your father did," Marita responds. "He took up 

the march immediately after he had eaten the bad eggs and marched all day" 

(3.42.11). David again demurs, temporarily resisting the notably aggressive 

paternal precedent. 

Still thinking about his father, David heads into his work room and 

attempts to write. Yet on this morning, when David remains unable to accept 

the full implications of his paternal allegiance, he is unsuccessful: 

He had started a sentence as soon as he had gone into his working 

room and had completed it but he could write nothing after it. He 

crossed it out and started another sentence and again came to the 

complete blankness. He wrote a sentence about the dog Kibo and was 

unable to write the sentence that should follow it although he knew 

it. He wrote a simple declarative sentence again and it was 

impossible for him to put down the next sentence on paper. He had 

never in his life been impotent but in an hour standing before the 

armoire on the top of which he wrote he learned what impotence was. 

At the end of two hours it was the same. He was a one sentence 

writer. He knew that it had to go away; that it must be a passing 

thing but it was absolute. He could not write more than a single 

sentence and the sentences themselves were increasingly simple and 

completely dull. He kept at it for four hours before he knew that 

resolution was powerless against what had happened. Then he 
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admitted it without accepting it, closed and put away the note book 

with the rows of crossed out lines and went to find the girl. 

(3.44.1-2) 

Passages like this one are particularly interesting, since they seem to 

obviate the ironic distance that frequently separates Hemingway, the author, 

from Bourne, the protagonist. Hemingway himself, after all, experienced a 

similar creative block after Hadley's loss of his early stories, under 

circumstances that faintly resemble Catherine's burning of the manuscripts. 

The argument for authorial identification can also be buttressed by the fact 

that David, who writes standing up, displays the well-known work habits of his 

creator. Accordingly, David Bourne seems, to some extent, to be fighting 

Hemingway's own battle against "complete blarikness" and "impotence." 

Nevertheless, the highly autobiographical depiction of the struggling 

writer is laced with details that might indicate Hemingway is still attempting 

to objectify and distance aspects of himself. For the scene is encoded with 

gender-related details that appear crudely reductive. Indeed, David's 

assertive decision to stand provides a somewhat comic refutation of his 

previously passive inclination to sit when working on Catherine's emasculating 

honeymoon narrative (3.21.4-5). Given the scatological image patterns T shall 

soon discuss, this whole issue of gender-inflected writing postures may even 

relate to the elimination of waste, turning David's (urinary) "stand" into an 

overdetermined "pose." In any event, the deviousness of the passage is 

confirmed by the compositional evidence of the manuscript itself, which 

reveals that Hemingway sought "le mot juste" to describe the surface upon 

which David writes. Hemingway initially considered "dresser," but then opted 

for the militaristic resonance of "armoire," in effect turning David into a 

toy soldier—a wooden caricature of manly endurance. Hemingway also wanted to 



308 

explicitly portray David writing "on the top of" the armoire, and inserted the 

prepositional phrase as added detail. The specification implies a kind of 

libidinal spillage that refutes Catherine's sexual mountings: David the 

soloist, as we now see him, is finally "on the top," having assumed an 

onanistic sexual authority. Writing, therefore, may re-emerge as a form of 

mental masturbation, reinscribing Catherine's charge that David practices 

"solitary vice." 

In a related way, the very page upon which David tries to write functions 

as a psychic map, providing subtle clues to his engrained character traits. 

For Hemingway's depiction of David as "a one sentence writer" conveys a 

linguistic self-containment that suggests the protagonist's larger failure to 

make emotional and spiritual connections. Indeed, the measurable start and 

finish of David's "simple declarative sentence" may offer a lesser version of 

Hemingway's own artistic goals, limiting the range of David's creative talents 

to a symbolic, one-way hierarchy consisting of a subject, a verb, and an 

object. David's single sentences, after all, are "increasingly simple and 

completely dull." Such simplicity explicitly echoes those regretfully 

"simple" hors d'oeuvres that Catherine comments upon at Le Grau-du-Roi, as if 

to suggest the limitations of her husband's "deadly clarity." The 

accumulation of "crossed out lines" also signify, turning David's cahier into 

an emphatically linear but meaningless text. Earlier on, Catherine draws our 

attention to David's habit of crossing out lines: "He writes in those 

ridiculous child's note books and he doesn't throw anything away. He just 

crosses things out and writes along the sides of the pages. The whole 

business is a fraud really" (3.39.13; emphasis added). Such "business" is 

fraudulent, in part, because it turns back upon itself, following an 

incestuous and labyrinythine path. Catherine's complaint also elicits an 
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infantilism that is evident in David's emotional dependency on Marita, who now 

awaits the outcome of his trials: he puts away "the note book with the rows of 

crossed out lines," we are told, and goes out "to find the girl." That 

generic "girl," as we shall see, is easily transmutable, someone capable of 

gratifying the writer's most self-indulgent fantasies. 

As David continues to struggle, Hemingway diversifies the sinister 

implications of Marita*s role as helpmate. For the most part, Marita's 

corruptions are subtle, appearing in the form of thoughtful gifts. Early on 

in the recovery programme, for example, Marita promises to buy David "a new 

car": "I'm going to get us a new car," she says, "and it's going to be yours. 

. . . [Y]our's in your name and nobody can call it mine and I don't want to 

drive it" (3.43.30-31). As an alternative to both the Bugatti and the Isotta, 

David suggests "a Lancia" (3.45.20). Marita approves: "I'm glad we're going 

to have a Lancia," she says (3.45.20). "Now we've done something practical" 

(3.45.20). "You'll like the Lancia," David promises. "Tt has everything that 

these two freaks [the Bugatti and the Isotta] lack" (3.45.21). As David's 

car, that is, the suggestively named "Lancia" embodies an Italian machismo, 

connoting the masculinist sharpening of his phallic pen. Marita, meanwhile, 

hints at the aggressive subtext of the proposed purchase: "I'd like to kill an 

enormous white Mercedes 200 with our Lancia," she says. "I'd like to eat him 

up" (3.45.20). Marita's desire to mutilate a "Mercedes," particularly a 

"white Mercedes 200," a large sedan, entails an attack upon respectability. 

For a "Mercedes," in this context, figures as an eminently dignified 

automobile, very different in character from the slick and sexy Lancia. In 

effect, then, Marita recycles Catherine's penchant for anti-establishment 

behaviour, encouraging David-the-artist to accept the role of outlaw. Yet 
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Marita's derivative and therefore debased antinomianism, which figuratively 

involves a cannibalistic consumption of Otherness, is much more vicious than 

Catherine's. Under Marita's purview, that is, the animus of the artist 

becomes lowdown, mean, and violent. Nor are Marita's tutelary gifts limited 

to large and expensive items: "I'll have a good reading light for you with 

plugs to fit every type of socket in the world," she tells David (3.45.1.9). 

The prospect of interchangeable "plugs" coyly hints at Marita's corresponding 

sexual adaptability, which promises to electrify David's one-way thinking 

(3.45.26). 

At this late stage of the manuscript, the author-narrator also makes 

frequent sorties into Marita's mind, providing "inside views" of her 

character. Contrary to the untenable claims of Comely and Scholes, who 

celebrate the new girl's imaginative powers, Marita emerges as a dull but 

dangerous woman: "I hope I'm not over-stepping or going in where I should not 

go," she thinks, before daring to discuss David's writing block (3.44.6). 

Such language resonates beyond the limited awareness of the speaker, 

reflecting back upon Catherine's unruly sexual transgressions while 

simultaneously hinting at the Bluebeardlike nature of David's closed doors. 

"I hope he won't think that I'm manageing [sic] him," Marita tells herself, 

reinforcing the extent to which David now figures as a kind of writer-jock. 

Indeed, Marita's interior monologues elsewhere paint David-the-writer as a 

kind of athletic god: "He moves as though he owned both the sea and the land," 

Marita marvels, as the two swim together (3.44.13). And, later on, as David 

sleeps beside her, Marita thinks: "He looks like a warrior on a tomb" 

(3.45.8). The image transforms David into an icon of masculine prowess, 

vividly realizing a kind of static and monumental selfhood that both echoes 

and refutes Catherine's statutory desire for change. Nor does Marita's 
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hero-worship end there: "He's really a greater writer than anyone," she thinks 

(3.45.15). Accordingly, in the mind of this new girl, Catherine's ideas about 

the romantic fusion of two souls degenerate into a kind of self-effacing 

psychobabble: "I'll . . . take care of his needs and make him new ones. His 

needs are mine and mine are his, and mine and his are his and mine" (3.45.9). 

Further still, in managing David's recovery, Marita openly prescribes 

homosocial bonds that denigrate and/or exclude women: "I think it's good for 

you to be away from girls for a while," she says. "You've been over-run with 

them" (3.45.17). "I want you to have menfriends," Marita continues, "and 

friends from the war and to shoot with and to play cards at the club" 

(3.45.23). Marita's good intentions begin to sound both fanatical and ironic 

as she expounds on the dangers of women. For in attempting to remove David to 

all-male realms, she disparagingly (and unconsciously) recaps her own 

barracuda-like role in the Marital plot: "Will they take you away because they 

know more than I do?" she asks David (3.45.23). The irony of Marita's 

position intensifies as she becomes fixated on the prospect of feminine 

intrusion: 

"But we don't have to have you have women friends do we? 

Fresh, new ones who will fall in love and really understand you 

and all that? . . . . T hate all these women that will be so 

different and fresh and new. It's their newness that's so 

dangerous. . . . there will be new models and they'll change. The 

literary ones won't be literary. They'll come disguised as 

something else. There will be the beautiful dewy fresh wholesome 

ones too. They're the worst. I won't be able to warn you. . . . 

They are new all the time . . . . There are new ones every day. 

No one can ever be sufficiently warned. You most of all" 

(3.45.23-24; emphasis added). 
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David's reassurances are equally revealing: "I don't run around with women," 

he says. "You know that. And I truly can't stand the literary ones and the 

flattery ones" (3.45.24). But in fact, David has "run around with women," 

Marita should "know that," and she herself is a "literary" one and a 

"flattery" one. In her jealousy, moreover, Marita articulates a specifically 

male project that plays up to David's Bluebeardlike sexual loathings: "Fuck 

all women," she says (3.45.25[a]; emphasis added). As a logical extension of 

this proposition, Marita also reasserts her killer instinct, threatening to 

"kill" her female rivals (3.45.23). 

Catherine also figures more directly, in Marita's machinations. For 

Marita continually refers to Catherine in ways that reinforce the latter's 

estrangement. "It seems as though she didn't exist now," Marita says of 

Catherine. "'When she did that [burned the manuscripts] she ceased to exist" 

(3.42.6). "I can't stand to see her," Marita adds (3.42.8). "She is crazy," 

David claims, pardoning Catherine while simultaneously consigning her to the 

attic of female madness (3.42.8; author's emphasis). The new girl then 

becomes more forthright in her hostility, further underscoring her murderous 

intentions: "She's always been wicked," Marita says of Catherine. "I'd kill 

her" (3.42.8-9). "I nearly did," David concedes (3.42.9). On the whole, 

however, Marita maintains a tactful restraint in her efforts to dispose of 

David's first wife: "I thought I'd put [Catherine's car] in the garage," she 

says (3.43.30), warming David up to the possibility that they may have to put 

Catherine away, too. Marita, thoughtful as ever, favors somewhere "safe," and 

proposes Switzerland as "the best place" (3.44.17-1.8). "She has to be taken 

care of," Marita reminds David, in what appears to be a gangster pun 

(3.44.18). The criminal element of Marita's proposed "care" is reinforced by 

the fact that she never dwells upon the subject for very long, and 
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consistently tries to downplay and/or postpone David's responsibilities: 

"There isn't anything that we can do about her today," Marita claims, "so 

let's not think about it" (3.44.18). "[W]e don't have any[thing] except 

routine problems," Marita adds (3.44.18), promising David that his duty "will 

define itself" (3.44.27). 

Interestingly, too, David's slowly developing comeback systematically 

retrieves and intensifies scatalogical image patterns that are only minimally 

present in the earlier sections of the manuscript. Indeed, the final chapters 

of the Eden manuscript abound with anal dialogue and imagery: "In the pig's 

asshole," David says (3.42.3), when Catherine orders him to return to the 

honeymoon narrative; "Gone to see Picasso my ass," David excoriates (3.43.4), 

upon learning that Catherine has gone to see the great painter. Such language 

lends itself to a variety of interpretations. On the one hand, David's 

frequent verbal obscenities might be viewed as an affirmative badge of 

manliness, enabling him to exercise some degree of self-control amid his 

writerly trials. For as Jeffrey Henderson explains in The Maculate Muse, 

"[o]bscene words replace physical aggression" (10). Richard Cantwell, 

Hemingway's belligerent Colonel in Across the River and Into the Trees, 

certainly uses scatological language in this way, to lessen the pain of his 

wartime experiences. At one point, of course, Cantwell even backs up his 

words with action, and defecates upon the battlefield where he was wounded in 

World War I (18-19). Yet Cantwell's anal hostility also reinforces an inner 

condition of moral decay and (de)composition. For while the Colonel has 

erected a "defence against brown-nosing [his] superiors and brown-nosing the 

world," he is perhaps closest to Hemingway when he condemns himself as 

"brusque" and "brutal" (57). "[W]hy am I always a bastard and why can I not 
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suspend this trade of arms and be a Kind and good man as I would have wished 

to be[?]" Cantwell asks himself (57). Later still, the Colonel associates his 

death wish with "going to the bathroom": "That is one thing we do alone," he 

says. "[l]t is a very egotistical and an ugly process" (191). Similarly, 

David Bourne is contaminated by the language he employs. For David, who will 

eventually sodomize Marita-as-Arab-boy, _is, in fact, "in the pig's asshole," 

occupying the very position he derides. The manuscript, which so often talks 

back to itself, confirms David's plight when Marita declares that "all women 

are pigs" (3.44.12). 

Thus, in The Garden of Eden, David Bourne's habitual use of the word 

"shit" (3.40.12-14; 3.40.8) acquires an accumulated weight, becoming 

self-definitive. "Horseshit," he says, early on, punning upon the phrase 

"whore's shit," when Marita claims that "[m]en are supposed to be sad" 

(3.27.27). David's response discredits both Marita and her sentiment, 

verifying Catherine's later charge that David is involved in increasingly 

"dirty" deeds. And later still, in the final stage of the manuscript, David 

again resorts to obscenity when Marita expresses her faith in David's ability 

to "make it [the story] again." "Don't shit me," he says (3.42.13-15), 

associating Marita's confidence in his creative abilities with a comparably 

endless supply of excrement. At this point, moreover, "shit" becomes a focal 

expression for several pages of dialogue, and David ultimately describes it as 

"the oldest word" (3.42.17.i). "I'm glad we use it," Marita says, obviously 

excited by the shock value of the term (3.42.17.i). David, however, is less 

enthusiastic. For as Madame Auron bemoans the loss of the manuscripts, the 

protagonist explicitly equates his work with "shit": "It's shit," David says, 

in a line that Hemingway eventually chose to delete (3.43.7). Similarly, as 

David contemplates his loss, he tells himself that he is "in the cess house" 

(3.43.26), and calls himself "a shit" (3.43.28). 
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Hemingway's scatological design becomes even more evident as David 

slanders "the water closet boys" (3.44.5), second-rate writers who "just 

run-off like toilets when they pull the chains" (3.44.3). "Let's have a 

drink," Marita replies. "And drink to all the bloody writers pulling away at 

their chains" (3.44.3). David obliges her by lifting his glass and uttering a 

kind of Marxian-political joke: "Water closets of the world unite," he says. 

"You have nothing to lose but your chains" (3.44.4). The focal word in 

David's toast—"chains"—binds writers and workers alike to the water closet. 

Nor does David exempt himself from this lower and/or oppressed "class" of 

writers. For when Marita subsequently promises "to keep a book of all the 

cuttings" (the marriage-wrenching reviews that Catherine fears), David 

explicitly aligns himself with the hack writers he derides: "We can keep it on 

a chain in the toilet," he quips (3.46.11). The protagonist's claim that his 

own "cuttings" belong in a water closet, with the work of other "bloody 

writers," is particularly resonant, insofar as it adds a scatological wrinkle 

to the Bluebeard motif. Hemingway, after all, makes much of the way 

David-as-Bluebeard isolates himself in a private chamber, pouring out "awful" 

stories that reflect the dirty content of his verbal relationship with Marita. 

To cite only a few examples, the African stories contain references to 

foul-smelling "baboon droppings" (3.24.2), the rumbling stomachs of elephants, 

the thud of their falling dung, and the "smoking piles" they leave behind 

(3.23.3). The discursive-creative overlap becomes quite stunning when Mr. 

Bourne calls Junta, his cannibal assistant, a "bloody pig fucker" (3.32.8), 

further undermining David's bitter contention that he would never venture 

"in[to] the pig's asshole." 

On at least one occasion, moreover, David's scatological anger achieves a 

kind of pathological fury. Catherine, you may recall, accuses David, the 
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one-time fighter pilot, of being a merely "acrobatic" lover and writer. Later 

on, David rehashes the charge: "I'd like to turn inside of [Catherine]," he 

thinks, "until acrobatics ran out of her ears like pus out of a dead Arab's 

ass" (3.37.30.i). Following the patterns I have established, however, David's 

wish will, in fact, come true, insofar as it anticipates the "rough" 

gratification Marita will soon afford in her guise as "Arab" boy. David, 

therefore, acts out his secret desires, albeit with a woman whose willing 

surrender sanctions such violence. Hemingway's design is as impressive as it 

is disturbing. 

Catherine, of course, indulges in anal pleasures of her own throughout 

The Garden of Eden, beginning with her digital penetration of David in Le 

Grau-du-Roi (see Chapter Two). For the most part, however, Catherine's 

scatological adventures display none of the aggression that characterizes 

David's anality. Indeed, Catherine, who relies upon the cleansing power of 

(sham)poo to achieve "miracles," is very much a taboo-breaking trickster. In 

her drive to defy the bourgeois values of a "shitty time," she embraces a 

polymorphous peversity that is both humorous and affectionate. "Will you 

change and be my girl and let me take you?" she asks David (1.1.21), effecting 

an exchange and fusion of identities. As H. R. Stoneback observes, there is 

an alchemical imperative in Catherine's quest, a desire to transform and 

purify base materials. Indeed, I have already noted how Catherine's 

invasiveness constitutes a curious reworking of the enema that a more 

compliant Catherine Barkley performs upon Frederick Henry, before his "leg" 

operation in A Farewell to Arms. "I have to do the chart, darling," this other 

Catherine tells Frederick, "and fix you up" (102). "There," she concludes. 

"Now you're all clean inside and out" (104). 

A good example of Eden's scatological juxtapositions occurs in the Madrid 
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section of the manuscript, as Catherine Bourne retreats into "the inside part 

of the Alvarez," a Madrid beer parlour, to use the "Senoras" or womens' 

washroom (3.9.5-7). At this exact point, David and Andrew Murray, another 

male writer, turn to private matters of their own. Angrily, it would seem, 

David refers to the androgynous honeymoon narrative as "dross," and claims 

that he is ready to "unload" (3.9.5). He then disparages his trade through a 

dirty joke (3.9.6). In the very next line of the narrative, Catherine returns 

from the washroom with a knowing smile on her face. Andy sees her first: 

"She's just leaving Alvarez's Senoras," he says. "She doesn't look too 

shocked. She's smiling. She must have nerves of steel" (3.9.6). Indirectly, 

that is, Andy seems to be referring to an arrangement that would have required 

Catherine to crouch over a pit or hole. It follows that Catherine's nervy 

smile connotes an unsqueamish desire to move beyond "ladylike" norms: in her 

struggle for self-realization, she is prepared to confront a primitivism that 

ultimately leads to Africa. David, on the other hand, who simultaneously 

expresses a wish to unload his feminine "dross," articulates a counterveiling 

project that demeans Catherine's exploratory measures. Indeed, according to 

David's masculinist lexicon, which fully emerges in the closing chapters of 

the manuscript, "Senoras" becomes a synonym for "womens"—the polluted 

"Other." Put another way, the female water closet verifies the misogynistic 

implications of Bluebeard's closet. 

As the final plot block of. the manuscript continues, David and Marita 

enjoy a seemingly idyllic swim. Indeed, the last of Eden's many beach outings 

has been regarded as a profound moment in which the stricken writer assumes 

androgynous powers. Thus, David and Marita appear to succeed where David and 

Catherine fail. However, the lyrical strains of this Shelleyan gambol 
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simultaneously undercut the overt promise of spiritual transcendence. For the 

coupledom that Hemingway apparently exalts transforms Marita into a passive 

dream girl who participates in a faintly sadistic display of male power. The 

malleable but manipulative Marita, in short, is what David makes her, and it 

is but a small step from the sheltered cove, where she is David's adoring 

swimming partner, to the bedroom at the Casa Longa hotel, where she is his 

Arab boy. Implicitly, then, Marita, the supposedly good mate, is more 

whore-like than ever, and practices a kind of compliance that further 

denigrates "woman" as "Other." In turn, the swimming episode brings David 

ever closer to his debauched and brutal father, another man who consorts with 

"bibis" or whores: "bed," David now tells Marita, is "a good fatherland" 

(3.44.24). A "good fatherland," indeed: under the regressive spell of a 

watery rebirth, David-as-patriarch comes into being, delivering himself from 

Catherine's troublesome emasculations. Further still, Hemingway—in his 

meticulous attention to diction and to the use and placement of detail here 

and elsewhere—is entirely conscious of the problematical connections that 

emerge. 

At the beginning of the scene, David and Marita set off together with 

their beach gear, as if repeating David's and Catherine's previously discussed 

drive (see Chapter Three). David and his new woman, however, take a different 

route, traveling "up the road and around the promontory through the forest . . 

." (3.44.9). Their woodland trip sets up a more far-ranging, canonical echo, 

evoking the flight of Nick and "Littless" in "The Last Good Country," an 

unpublished Hemingway novella in which brother and sister flee the local game 

wardens after Nick illegally shoots a blue heron. Indeed, just as Nick and 

Littless eventually camp beside a "clear spring" with a "cedar swamp" behind 

it, David and Marita arrange themselves beside the "clean and . . . amber 
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clear" water of the cove after hiking through "the broken shade" of "stone 

pines." As the similar settings imply, both narratives involve a baptismal 

search for renewed innocence after the commission of criminal or sinful acts. 

Mark Spilka insightfully defends "The Last Good Country" against critical 

assessments of sentimentality and "barely sublimated incest," finding 

"healthy" childhood affections that are essential to tenderness between men 

and women (270). Yet the derogatory readings of sentimentality and incest, 

whether justified or not in relation to the novella, inadvertently describe 

Hemingway's intended design in the later novel, where the relations "between 

men and women" are anything but tender. 

Indeed, the introductory scenic details of the beach outing, considered 

in toto, tend to deflate the appearance of blissful unity. For the invitingly 

"clear" water of the cove, when David and Marita first see it from above, is a 

forbidding "dark and blue" color, reminding us that this excursion is tinged 

with multiple shades of meaning. And the emotional significance of that cold, 

Bluebeardlike blueness is subtly reinforced by "a little breeze from the 

East," which ruffles the dreamy surface of the setting. That "little breeze 

from the East," needless to say," evokes the Turkish nature of the 

David-Marita liaison, and is symbolically distant from the "big head wind" 

that accompanies Catherine's more daring drive. In fact, a very 

"un-Catherine-like" East wind blows throughout the latter half of the 

manuscript, and David elsewhere tells Marita that this "cool breeze" comes all 

the way from Kurdistan" (3.33.30.iii). "At least they don't have this 

particular breeze in any of the cheap literature you've been reading," David 

adds (3.33.30.iii). Marita, of course, has just been reading the honeymoon 

narrative. As if to confirm the implied difference, Marita then suggests that 

she and David "go off" together "while they have the wind from Kurdistan" 
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(3.33.30.iv). A few pages later, as David sleeps beside her in bed, Marita 

reaffirms her commitment to emulate David's "first African girl" or his 

"Somali girl" (3.33.32). Thus, on the day of David's and Marita's swimming 

gambol, "the little breeze from the east" carries an accumulated and rather 

sinister meaning, signalling culturally determined gender relations based on 

male privilege. 

The beach setting is meaningful in other ways, too. For the cove itself 

is a snug feminine inlet, catering to the adolescent ego gratification of the 

male. In a related way, perhaps, Frederick Henry dreams of taking Catherine 

Barkley to the "Cava" Restaurant in Milan, shortly after he and Rinaldi 

discuss whores in A Farewell to Arms. David and Marita, moreover, come to 

their favorite cove, "the smallest" of three, a place distinguished by high, 

"red" rocks (3.27.1; 3.27.5; 3.44.9). The latter detail makes explicit and 

thereby amplifies the Eliotian, Waste Land imagery that subtly informed 

David's and Catherine's previous drive. "Only/ there is shadow under this red 

rock," Eliot writes: 

(Come in under the shadow of this red rock), 

And I will show you something different from either 

Your shadow at morning striding behind you 

Or your shadow at evening rising to meet you; 

I will show you fear in a handful of dust. 

(I. "The Burial of the Dead," lis. 19-30) 

As if to surmount such pessimism, David strikes an heroic pose: he climbs the 

tallest of the red rocks and stands there "naked and brown in the sun, looking 

out to sea" (3.44.9). Marita, meanwhile, can only wonder what he is thinking 

(3.44.9).3 
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Standing atop the red rock, David prepares to dive, repeating a "game" 

that he and Marita have played before. On a previous day at the beach, David 

mounts the rock as Marita talks about becoming an "African girl," and about 

being "different" from Catherine (3.27.1-5). "I'll swim out," Marita says, 

"and you dive over my head" (3.27.5). The "game" involves an implied danger: 

"All right," David replies. "But hold still when I dive" (3.27.5). Marita is 

unafraid, and likes the hazardous nature of the stunt: "See how close you can 

come," she says (3.27.6). Hemingway, as author-narrator, describes what 

happens next. Once again, Marita looks up, "her wet dark head back," watching 

David "poised on the high rock, brown against the blue sky" (3.27.6). "Then," 

we are told, "he came toward her like a projectile and the water rose in a 

spout from a hole in the water just behind her shoulder" (3.27.6). "I cut it 

too fine," David says, after turning under the water and surfacing in front of 

Marita (3.27.6). The girl remains enthusiastic: "It was wonderful," she 

replies, copying Catherine's favorite expression. David, however, voices 

certain doubts: "It's too rough a game," he says. "We won't play it anymore" 

(3.27.6). The "rough[ness]" to which David attests affords a vital clue to 

the emotional significance of the "game," bringing into the open the 

sadomasochism that subtly contaminated his previous relationship. For David, 

who "cut[s]" the dive "too fine," who comes toward Marita "like a projectile," 

symbolically enacts a deadly male assualt upon a passive and vulnerable female 

playmate. The cutting diver jLs Bluebeard, a killer disguised as a lover. In 

this sense, then, David's underwater "turn" fails to mark the ascendance of a 

newly balanced personality. Every bit the "acrobat" Catherine disdains, David 

flips toward the vicious side of his personality. 

The protagonist's climactic display of aquatic skills in the final 

swimming scene follows a similar script. As before, David invites Marita to 
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out into the cove. Marita's slow immersion, which the author-narrator 

describes in minute detail, seems to convey a progressive liquidation that 

dramatizes her self-effacing role in the writerly partnership. It is almost 

as if Marita, the ideally submissive woman, dissolves or disappears, becoming 

a numb cipher: "she . . . waded out feeling the water cool on her ankles, then 

cold on her knees and thighs" (3.44.9). "How is it?" David calls, literally 

looking "down" upon the girl (3.44.10). "Much cooler than it's ever been," 

Marita says. "Almost cold" (3.44.10). "Good," David replies, anticipating a 

bracing jolt (3.44.10). The author-narrator then describes David's dive, from 

Marita's adoring perspective: "she watched him," we are told, "feeling the 

water come over her belly and touch her breasts," and 

he straightened, rose on his toes, seemed to hang slowly without 

falling and then knifed out and down into the water making a boil 

in the water that a porpoise might have made re-entering slickly 

into the hole that he had made in rising. She swam out toward 

the circle of milling water and then his head rose beside her 

and she saw his eyes and his head shaking the water and felt his 

arms holding her up and close and then his salty mouth against her 

own. (3.44.10) 

Reading in terms of mythical resolution, Robert Gajdusek elicits the Jungian 

suggestiveness of the event: 

He [David] dives into the sea like a porpoise, mythic creature 

who reconciled the worlds of life and death, uroborically diving 

back into the very hole he made in rising—so affirming that in 

his end is his beginning, death meets birth. For a moment before 

he dives he seems "to hang . . . without falling," then he has given 

himself to the "circle of milling water." This icon of eternal 
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return allows him to accept both sides equally, the heights and 

depths." (17) 

Nevertheless, Gajdusek's ideal reading does not adequately account for the 

textually engrained problems associated with Marita's Eastern servitude. Once 

again, I think, Hemingway is being rather devious, giving with one hand while 

taking away with the other. 

Indeed, the uroboric details of David's dive warrant reconsideration: 

David, it would seem, plunges into the deep waters of his unconscious, and 

does so in a way that resembles a leaping porpoise's return to the exact spot 

at which it emerged from the sea. The ceremonial formality of the dive, 

however, compromises Gadjusek's finding of renewed innocence. For David's 

"knife"-like leap is an emphatically controlled gesture, exemplifying the taut 

discipline of an Olympic event rather than an uninhibited freeing-up of 

emotions. Accordingly, David's clean, perfectly executed dive evokes his 

reclamation of an aesthetic rigor that is founded on pinpoint precision and 

"deadly clarity." In many ways, that is, David the diver is really a kind of 

bullfighter, a lone male performer who renacts what has come to be regarded as 

Hemingway's highest expression of ideal manliness. But in this fantasy-like 

reworking of manly courage, Marita, the woman, becomes la bete noire, the 

black beast that must be slain if David is to prove himself. Interestingly, 

too, Marita's womanly passivity loads the situation in David's favor: 

presenting no opposition whatsoever, she simply "wait[s]" for him. The 

long-delayed plunge, therefore, involves "rigged" gender relations that 

unilaterally empower David, a swimmer who is not nearly as brave as he 

appears. In turn, one might begin to wonder if David's dive is too "slick"—a 

staged event that lacks substance. In many ways, that is, David is a lesser 

version of Fitzgerald's troubled protagonist in Tender is the Night, a "[d]ick 

[d]iver" who reclaims a very limited manhood. 
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Mark Spilka, moreover, observes that Hemingway exploits the negative side 

of the uroboric mythos in other texts. In "The Snows of Kilimanjaro," for 

example, Spilka notes that Harry, a selfish and dying writer, warns himself 

that "he must not turn like some snake biting itself because its back was 

broken" (32; qtd. by Spilka 241). Spilka also cites a particularly disturbing 

variation upon the motif of self-return in Green Hills of Africa; 

It was funny to M'Cola [a native gunbearer] to see a hyena shot 

at close range. There was that comic slap of the bullet and the 

hyena's agitated surprise to find death inside him. It was funnier 

to see a hyena shot at a great distance, in the heat shimmer of the 

plain, to see him go over backwards, to see him start that frantic 

circle, to see that electric speed that meant that he was racing 

the little nickelled death inside him. But the great joke of all, 

the thing M'Cola waved his hands across his face about, and turned 

away and shook his head and laughed, ashamed even of the hyena; the 

pinnacle of hyenic humor, was the hyena, the classic hyena, that hit 

too far back while running, would circle madly, snapping and tearing 

at himself until he pulled his own intestines out, and then stood 

there, jerking them out and eating them with relish. 

"Fisi," M'Cola would say and shake his head in delighted sorrow 

at there being such an awful beast. Fisi, the hyena, 

hermaphroditic, self-eating devourer of the dead, trailer of calving 

cows, ham-stringer, potential biter-off of your face at night while 

you slept, sad yowler, camp-follower, stinking, foul, with jaws that 

crack the bones the lion leaves, belly dragging, loping away on the 

brown plain, looking back, mongrel dog-smart in the face; whack from 

the Mannlicher and then the horrid circle starting. "Fisi,' M'Cola 

laughed, ashamed of him, shaking his bald black head. "Fisi." Eats 
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himself. "Fisi." 

The hyena was a dirty joke (GHA 37-38, author's italics; qtd. by 

Spilka 241-242). 

The hyena's backward turn, circling, and electric speed, are all reminiscent 

of David's plunge. Indeed, the "Fisi," who "eats himself," exactly prefigures 

David's "fishy" ability to pierce the water like a porpoise re-entering "into 

the exact spot he had made in rising." Considered together, both images 

connote an incestuous self-enclosure that follows the direction of David's 

writerly lines, which also curl back upon themselves. At some level, then, 

the scatological-minded writer, like the hyena, is merely "a dirty joke." 

As the briny tryst proceeds, Hemingway unequivocally reinforces the 

themes of narcissism and incest. For David, who moves in close, who holds 

Marita up and presses his "salty mouth against her own," takes possession of 

his woman as though she were an inflatable rubber doll. Alternatively, one 

might detect faint echoes of the male surge in Desbois * Leda and the Swan, 

Colonel Boyle's deceptively tender version of phallic authority. 

Significantly, too, the dialogue and imagery of the scene become more maternal 

than connubial: "C'est bon[ne] la mer," David says. "Tu aussi" (3.44.10). 

Implicitly, that is, in equating Marita with "la mer," or "the sea," David 

declares his love for the new girl as "mere" or "mother" figure. 

Appropriately, mother and son then enact the birth process by swimming "out of 

the cove" and "into the deep water," where Marita floats "with her back arched 

high" and "her head all under the water but her nose . . . " (3.44.11). In 

this position, "her brown breasts [are] lapped gently by the movement the 

light breeze [gives] the sea. Her eyes," moreover, are "shut against the sun 

but she [sees] it yellow and red through her eye lids" and feels "David beside 

her in the water" (3.44.11). There is a sense of total feminine surrender in 
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all this: the mother, whose arched and floating body is penetrated by the 

"sun," even as she feels "David beside her" (emphasis added), sacrifices 

herself upon an altar of male pleasure. 

The ritual continues: David kisses "the tip of" Marita*s "left breast" 

and then her "other breast" (3.44.11). There is, perhaps, an androgynous 

impulse in this bilateral gesture, a desire to take in the "Other" side. 

Indeed, David's kissing of Marita's two breasts in some way repeats young 

Davey's need to see both of the elephant's great tusks. Yet David, like his 

youthful alter-ego, remains in the service of his self-aggrandizing father. 

For David, like his father before him, in effect takes possession of "mother 

nature," telling Marita that her breasts are "like two hills with the sun rise 

on top" (3.44.11). "They taste like the sea," he adds (3.44.11), invoking 

"taste" in a way that underlines Marita's maternal function. A similar 

paradigm occurs in For 'Whom the Bell Tolls, when Pilar asks Maria, another 

compliant woman, if she must "care" for Robert Jordan as though he were "a 

suckling child" (203). Accordingly, David's insulated rhapsodies operate on a 

variety of levels, suggesting, in part, an infantile return to the pleasures 

of the nursery. In this watery cradle, "the sounds of exteriority are 

muffled" as the protagonist retreats into "a securely selfish inner space." 

Feminist critics, of course, have been reading Hemingway's love scenes in 

such a light for some time now, but the "surprise," in Eden, is that the 

author himself consciously objectifies such patterns, critiquing the 

phallocentrism he is supposed to represent. 

The swim concludes as David and Marita go "far out": 

They swam far out, further than they had ever swam before, far 

enough so they could see past the next head land and on out until 

they could see the broken purple line of the mountains behind the 

forest. They lay there in the water and watched the coast. Then 
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they swam in slowly. They stopped to rest when they lost the 

mountains and again when they lost the headland and then swam 

slowly and strongly on in past the entrance to the cove and pulled 

themselves out on the beach like seals. (3.44.12) 

This testing of limits, expanded horizon, and strong finish suggest the kind 

of spiritual (if not suicidal) breakthrough that many critics celebrate in The 

Old Man and the Sea. As "seals," however, David and Marita might also figure, 

less nobly, as trained performers. Indeed, when the two swimmers proceed to 

discuss their seal-like appearance, they associate their totem animal with 

"circuses and zoos" (3.44.14). Marita, who does not have a brilliant sense of 

humor, misses the irony of the connection: "I wish we could go to a good zoo," 

she says (3.44.14). "The [N'gorogoro] crater is the best zoo," David replies 

(3.44.14), reinforcing the spurious African agenda that underlies their 

athleticism. 

As a postscript to the swimming scene, it is worth noting that David's 

and Marita's "seal" talk actually takes up several pages, and involves some 

further allusions to Kipling, the writer Catherine particularly dislikes. 

"When [David] kissed me," Marita thinks, "he looked like a white headed seal" 

(3.44.13). Mark Spilka, in an admirable display of source checking, traces 

the source of Marita's comment to Kipling's Second Jungle Book, which contains 

a story called "The White Seal" (358). Kotick, the white seal to whom the 

title of the story refers, spends many years searching for a safe breeding 

ground after witnessing the slaughter of his fellows on the shores of 

Novastoshnah, a place "away and away in the Bering Sea." Like many of 

Kipling's childrens' stories, "The White Seal" is a grossly sentimental tale 

in which anthropomorphic animals enact barely sublimated versions of violent 



human fantasies. The Oedipal dynamics of the story, running parallel to the 

emotional underpinnings of David's writerly heroism, are particularly obvious. 

For Kotick is sired by Sea Catch, an imposing, rogue father who ruthlessly 

defends his place on the beach: "He was scarred all over with the marks of 

savage fights but he was always ready for just one fight more" (30). After 

finding a safe haven and a wife of his own, Kotick fulfills an ancient 

prophecy by returning home to lead the other seals to his "new country" (54). 

The others, however, are reluctant to leave Novastoshnah, and Kotick must 

fight to prove his worth. "Don't tackle your father, my son! He's with you!" 

Sea Catch shouts (56). Kotick's mother and his fiancee then look on as father 

and son massacre the disbelievers (56). The story affords a final and rather 

startling intertextual detail as Kotick climbs "a bare rock" to declare his 

victory. "The Killer Whale himself could not have cut them up worse," Sea 

Catch confirms. "Son, I'm proud of you, and what's more, I'll come with you 

to your island . . . " (57; author's emphasis). Like David, another "white 

headed seal," Kotick is a son who lives up to his paternal heritage. 

Interestingly, too, David explicitly attributes his knowledge of seals to 

"The Naulahka by Kipling" (3.44.14). Mark Spilka, however, points out that 

"there are no seals in The Naulahka," and suggests that Hemingway himself 

inadvertently confuses The Naulahka with "The White Seal" (358). Yet, as 

Spilka also suggests, Hemingway's mistake is understandable insofar as The 

Naulahka bears a certain thematic connection to The Garden of Eden. Kipling's 

novel, subtitled "A Story of East and West," tells of Kate Sheriff, a 

strong-willed young woman who must choose between her desire to improve "the 

state of women in India" (134), and a life with her overbearing admirer, Nick 

Tarvin. Spilka claims that "the persuasion of an American woman to give up 

her independence . . . for marriage is decidedly relevant to Marita's 
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voluntary status as an adjunct wife" (358). Moreover, Kipling's Kate, who 

attempts to defy centuries of patriarchal oppression (133, 293; etc.), 

superficially resembles Hemingway's Catherine. For Kate's idealistic 

ambitions bring Ibsen back into the mix, sparking a discussion of The Doll's 

House; "They [the Indians] don't know Ibsen a little bit," Nick tells Kate. 

"If they really knew the modern young woman, I suppose her life 

wouldn't be worth an hour's purchase. But they've got some 

rattling good old-fashioned ideas, all the same—the sort I used 

to hear once upon a time at my dear old mother's knee, away back 

in the State of Maine. Mother believed in marriage, you know; 

and that's where she agreed with me and with the fine old-style 

natives of India. The venerable, ramshackle, tumble-down 

institution of matrimony is still in use here, you know." 

"But I never said I sympathised with Nora, Nick," exclaimed 

Kate, leaping all the chasms of connection. 

"Well, then, that's where you are solid with the Indian 

Empire. The Doll's House glanced right off this blessed old-

timey country. You wouldn't know where it had been hit." 

"But I don't agree with all your ideas either," she felt 

bound to add. (129-130) 

Notwithstanding Kate's feminist reservations, Kipling affirms a chauvinistic 

view of female identity and place. For Kate ultimately emerges as "a very 

small little girl—a very sweet, very extra lovely little girl" (360) who 

undertakes too much and experiences a breakdown. Ironically, that is, Kate 

herself becomes "burnt out" (357), and must rely upon the "sure and saving 

strength" (312) of Nick: "We'll put in new [mental] works," he promises her, 

"and launch you on a fresh system" (357). Hemingway, who takes his own 
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heroine and her Ibsenesque leanings more seriously, resists such easy 

resolutions. 

Resting on the beach after their long swim, David and Marita afford an 

ironically skewed version of male strength and female frailty. At one point, 

David suggests that they should "put on some clothes," so Marita "won't catch 

cold" (3.44.15). "Why clothes?" she asks. "When you're tired you might catch 

cold," David explains (3.44.16). "Can we just wear shirts?" Marita inquires. 

"Sure," David agrees (3.44.16). He then fetches their shirts and "the lunch," 

advising Marita to "lie down and breathe slowly and relax" (3.44.16). David 

is hungry, and wants to eat right away. Marita, however, concedes that she 

hasn't "stopped pounding" (3.44.16), and urges him to eat first: 

"I'll eat in a little while. But you please go ahead." 

"I'd rather wait." 

"No. Eat a piece of chicken. You had an early breakfast and 

you worked all morning." 

"All right." 

"That's nicer than making me pretend to eat." 

"Are you still pounding?" 

"No. I'm fine now. Isn't it nice with shirts on and our legs 

bare?" (3.44.17) 

This rather petty argumentation about clothing and dietary co-ordination is 

too good to be true, and subtly reinforces the inequality of the relationship: 

David is protective and active and hungry; Marita is solicitous, passive, and 

abstinent. Marita's aversion to food particularly distinguishes her from 

Catherine, who almost always has a good appetite: "Good Lord I'm hungry," 

Catherine says, after a strenuous night of lovemaking (1.1.24). As if to 
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underline the new sexual economy, Marita openly acknowledges another 

distinction between herself and Catherine: "Catherine wouldn't have gotten 

tired," she says (3.44.16). David disagrees, but the assertion of difference 

hints at a larger truth. For Catherine's brotherly egalitarianism has given 

way to formal "nice[ties]" that are more sentimental than sincere. The 

picnickers who sit with their shirts on and legs bare are a puerile pair, 

playing a new game of husband and wife. Indeed, Hemingway, not wanting to 

give away too much, eventually chose to delete an omniscient-narrator comment 

that has David feeling "dull and banal" (3.44.15). Importantly, therefore, 

David himself seems to be at least partially aware of his degenerating 

circumstances. 

The food at this picnic lunch is also telling. Obeying the new girl's 

promptings, David consumes "a piece of chicken" precisely as the conversation 

turns to Catherine. "[C]hicken" that he is, David agrees that Catherine "has 

to be taken care of" (3.44.18). "You eat something now," he tells Marita. 

"Start with the radishes. They're very good" (3.44.19). More particularly, 

we learn that these radishes are "young and crisp and sharp in flavour" 

(3.44.19). The pleasing tartness of the "young" radishes is in some way 

analogous to the tart pleasures afforded by Marita herself. The metaphorical 

implications of the meal then become rather ingenious: "There's two fresh fond 

d'artichoke in this jar with some sort of mustard looking dressing," David 

observes (3.44.19). The word "fond," meaning heart or bottom, functions as a 

bilingual pun on the sexual arrangements at issue (fondement=buttocks). 

Accordingly, these mustardy artichoke "bottoms," the highlight of the lunch, 

are similar to but different from the simpler "artichoke hearts" David and 

Catherine consume during that previous seaside lunch, back at Le Grau-du-Roi 

(see Chapter Two). Indeed, the earlier, "cleaned" hearts (served whole, in 
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vinaigrette sauce) are now anally tainted, as it were, signaling Marita's 

proclivity for dirtier and more debased versions of art and sex. 

It is worth noting, in this respect, that Marita, who is about to get a 

boyish haircut of her own, has prepared the artichokes herself. The procedure 

is suggestive: Marita has "cut the heads off," put them in a "jar," and then 

added the mustard dressing. "Let me stir them up with the sauce and you eat 

first," Marita tells David (3.44.20). Thus, instead of hand plucking his 

fresh, whole artichoke, as at Le Grau-du-Roi, David now cuts it up with a fork 

and eats "the chunks swirled in the sauce"—a less appetizing prospect, to be 

sure. Indeed, the demise of the originally Edenic artichokes resembles the 

demise of the mackerel, which are freshly caught, "elegant, pointed, sharply 

striped, blue backed, [and] silver bellied" in Le Grau-du-Roi (when David is 

with Catherine), but tinned, small, plump, and pungent in La Napoule (when 

David is with Marita). It follows that Marita's carefully prepared artichokes 

offer a false corrective to Catherine's art-choking androgyny. Indeed, the 

tart-like Marita, who has intuitively dressed her artichokes in "mustard," a 

counter-irritant, fears that the sauce is "too mustardy" (3.44.20). As if to 

highlight the progression from innocence to corruption, Marita later samples 

the main course, favoring the word "poulet" over "chicken" (3.44.20). 

Hemingway's ongoing word play stresses Marita's role as the "poule" or 

"prostitute" in "La Napoule." 

Sickened by the new arrangement, David orchestrates a makeshift dessert: 

he knowingly hands Marita "the jar with the artichoke base and the dressing," 

and takes "a long drink of the wine" (3.44.24). The guilt-ridden protagonist 

then begins to defend Catherine against Marita's charges of disloyalty and 

jealousy: "She [Catherine] handled the writing all right," David says 

(3.44.24). By minimalizing the meaning of David's comment, one might argue 
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that he is merely expressing a grudging admiration for Catherine's bold 

action. Yet the passage is deceptively resonant, and may actually imply that 

Catherine has done the "right" thing. Indeed, the moral reading of "right" 

fits the broader context of David's remarks: "She could have burned Africa 

too. They [the native tribes] burn it [Africa] all to hell each year," he 

concedes (3.44.24). In a deleted passage, David provides more detail, 

claiming that "tribes" burn off "the dead grass" (3.44.24). The practice that 

David describes provides a legitimate precedent for what Catherine has done, 

underscoring her attempt to eliminate a comparable deadness in the African 

stories. David goes on to juxtapose his limited imaginative resources with 

the enduring fertility of Africa: "Africa," he says, "can stand it" (3.44.24). 

"So can you," Marita says, predicting that David, too, will undergo an 

life-affirming renewal of creative energy (3.44.24). "Let's not deceive 

ourselves too far," David replies (3.44.24). 

The protagonist then utters a complex speech in which he bitterly refutes 

Marita*s assertion of writerly omnipotence: "You've been admirable," David 

tells her, 

and I've tried to be a good boy; but we're burned pretty badly. The 

sea is a great healer and you're lovely to me. Wine is fine and 

bed's a good fatherland. But we're burned out. The farm I mean. 

The barn's burned and the house is burned. The guns burned and the 

pictures and the books and the great tusks too. Who burned the 

Bournes out? Crazy woman burned out the Bournes." (3.44.24) 

Much of what David says is intentionally ironic. David knows, for example, 

that his characterization of Catherine as a mere "Crazy woman" is reductive. 

In effect, he is simply playing up to Marita. Nor can we trust David when he 

claims that Marita has been "admirable": the word, in this context, is faintly 
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synonymous with "honorable," and blatantly misrepresents the whorish qualities 

of the new girl. Similarly, David may have "tried to be a good boy," but the 

scatological and incestuous image patterns throughout the recovery portion of 

the manuscript are incongruent with notions of goodness. Given the 

problematical undertones of the recent swim, one might also be wary of David's 

rather sentimental characterization of the sea as "a great healer." 

Nevertheless, David's speech also contains hidden truths. "Bed," for example, 

has become "a good fatherland," a place where David follows the ways of his 

own father. And David-the-artist is, indeed, "burned out," destroyed beyond 

all hope of genuine recovery. In a related way, David's portrayal of himself 

as a fire-struck African colonist accurately evokes the collapse of his 

imperialistic creativity. 

Oblivious to David's witticisms, Marita attempts to promote her own 

position: "Are we the Bournes?" she asks (3.44.24). "Sure," David replies, in 

an inferably patronizing tone. 

"We're the Bournes. It may take a while to have the papers. But 

that's what we are. Do you want me to write it out? I think I 

could write that. . . . "I'll write it in the sand . . . . That's 

my new medium. I'm going to be a sand writer" (3.44.25). 

Relying on the heavily-edited published text (243-244), Robert Gadjusek 

idealizes David's gesture, claiming that it conveys the protagonist's 

broad-minded acceptance of "cyclical death" (17). For Gadjusek, that is, 

David's apparent willingness to undertake an impermanent form of writing 

amounts to a kind of epiphany, revealing that he has finally come to terms 

with natural process and change. In the manuscript, however, where David's 

boredom and self-disgust are more evident, such a reading is untenable. 

Indeed, David is actually paraphrasing a Spenserian sonnet in which sand is 

the proper medium of a "Vayne man": 
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One day I wrote her name upon the strand, 

But came the waves and washe'd it away: 

Agayne I wrote it with a second hand, 

But came the tyde, and made my paynes his pray. 

"Vayne man," sayd she, "that doest in vaine assay, 

A mortal thing so to immortalize, 

For T my selve shall lyke to this decay, 

And eek my name shall be wyped out lykewize." 

"Not so," quod I, "let baser things devize 

To dy in dust, but you shall live by fame: 

My verse your vertues rare shall eternize, 

And in the heavens wryte your glorious name. 

Where whenas death shall all the world subdew, 

Our love shall live, and later life renew. 

The first eight lines of the sonnet introduce a dissatisfying transience, 

while in the last six lines the speaker devises a poetic strategy for 

immortalizing his beloved. David, on the other hand, self-consciously remains 

on the level of "decay," where cyclical death insinuates a nihilistic denial 

of meaning. By opting to write in the sand, then, David might also be 

acknowledging his failure to write the honeymoon narrative, which would have 

inscribed Catherine's name "in the heavens." Accordingly, the Spenserian 

theme of undying love gives way to artistic cynicism and self-absorption. 

The protagonist's embittered attitude fully emerges in an adjacent 

Elizabethan intertext. Planning the content of his proposed sand inscription, 

David tampers with a line from Hamlet's "To be or not to be" speech: "The 

David Bournes, sand writers," he says, "announce their unsuccessful peak [sic] 

into that undiscovered country from whose bourne no traveller returns who 

hasn't been there" (3.44.25). The lines actually read: 
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Who would fardels [burdens] bear, 

To grunt and sweat under a weary life, 

But that the dread of something after death, 

The undiscovered country, from whose bourn 

No traveller returns, puzzles the will, 

And makes us rather bear those ills we have, 

Than fly to others that we know not of? (III.i.76-82). 

By turning the relevant phrase into a tautology, David, the "burned out" 

writer, suggests that he has, in fact, "been there"—that he has peeked into 

that previously "undiscovered country" of death. Thus, for David, life and 

death no longer stand in clear opposition to each other, as they do for 

Hamlet. David now seems to acknowledge a living death, a liminal state of 

being and non-being. In effect, then, David counters Hamlet's existential 

uncertainty with an existential pessimism: as an "unsuccessful" explorer of 

previously unknown regions, he lays claim to an even greater degree of 

suffering and insight, slighting the Dane as a relative innocent. 

Interestingly, David's allusion to Shakespeare may also carry certain 

"privileged" meanings which signify at a higher, authorial level. In this 

sense, the previously cited passage is doubly ironic. For David, like Hamlet, 

is haunted by his father's ghost, and maintains ambivalent ties with a woman 

he thinks of as a mother-whore. Moreover, Hamlet pushes the relatively 

innocent Ophelia toward insanity and death, affording a prototype for David's 

treatment of Catherine. The psychoanalytic criticism of Hamlet embellishes 

such parallels. Ernest Jones, for example, whose well-publicized readings 

l 

were likely to be in Hemingway's orbit, claims that Hamlet's "problems" are 

primarily Oedipal: Jones regards the oft-idealized Prince as an incestuous son 

who secretly hates his father. This classical formulation of the Oedipal 
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paradigm is too programmatic for The Garden of Eden, -where, paradoxically, 

mother-love brings David closer to his father. Nevertheless, the 

psychoanalytic model, freely used, helps to illuminate gender-encoded 

self-deceptions that may ultimately bring us back to Hemingway's interest in 

Othello, another femicidal Shakespearian "hero" whose shaky masculinity 

precipates disaster. Once again, then, it is possible to regard Hemingway as 

an author who stands behind but a little to one side of his protagonist, 

crafting a novelistic text that operates on different levels at the same time. 

As the picnic on the beach concludes,. Marita reintroduces her African 

agenda as part of the healing process. "I'm going to do the Africa thing," 

she says (3.44.29). And, surely enough, "the Africa thing" completes David's 

questionable recovery, giving him the emotional boost he requires to begin 

writing again. Accordingly, most Eden critics have regarded the new girl's 

final display of African eroticism as an affirmative step toward creative 

renewal. Comley and Scholes, in particular, idealize Marita's encore 

performance, claiming that Hemingway provides an "equivocal but genuine 

endorsement of her trangressive eroticism" (284). These scholars argue that 

Marita once again brings "David . . . into that imaginative territory—call it 

Africa—in which he can reach his fictional truth" (283). Oddly, however, 

Comley and Scholes do not comment upon the specific implications of the 

"abnormal" (283) relationship they describe, and, in a related way, fail to 

elucidate the content of David's "fictional truth." Instead, the critical 

discussion remains at a rather superficial level, valorizing "primal and 

savage" practices (279), in general, as a means of overcoming false cultural 

repressions. Comley and Scholes, therefore, unintentionally rehash 

Catherine's romantic notions of darkness, while at the same time legitimating 
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David's desire to underwrite the moral significance of his Africanism. In 

short, Comley and Scholes gloss over an irresolvable authorial ambivalence 

toward David's "dark" side, affording a false sense of resolution. For if The 

Garden of Eden documents David's Conradian quest for truth, as these critics 

suggest, the manuscript also uncovers "the horror" of a writer who is drawn 

toward Kurtzlike crimes. 

The exact nature of Marita's eleventh-hour "Africa thing" emerges through 

innuendo. Setting aside her earlier wish to master the "holding" techniques 

of Somali women, Marita now intends to replicate the androgynous allure of 

David's prepubescent African fiancee. Hemingway has prepared us for Marita's 

maneuver, for we already know that she wants to have her hair "cut short like 

the young African girl" who ambiguously figures in the scheme of David's 

stories (3.27.3). The novelty, Marita hopes, will help David to "forget 

things" (3.27.4). Put another way, Marita hopes that her African hair cut 

will make David "forget" Catherine's more self-assertive version of female 

androgyny. Indeed, David associates the "very short" cut at issue with that 

guilt-drenched night in Madrid (3.44.31), when Catherine posed as his 

catamite. Marita, however, promises that her impersonation of a submissive 

boy will not leave David feeling remorseful (3.27.4): "You'll like it," she 

says (3.27.4). "How do you know?" David asks (3.44.31). "Because we're the 

same. We really are. Catherine always wanted to make you change because she 

had to change. I don't want to make you change. I know how we are," Marita 

replies (3.44.31). She then complies with David's request to "[s]ay it" 

(3.44.31), but Hemingway deletes much of the ensuing dialogue. Among the 

excised passages, Marita claims that she and David are "[g]ood and bad" 

(3.44.31), and that they "both have a darker side than anyone. A truly dark 

side" (3.44.32). In a summary statement that the author let stand, Marita 
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adds: "I love it and I"m proud of it. That's why I can really be your girl 

[and boy]. You know it too" (3.44.32). What David "know[s]," we can infer, 

is that Marita genuinely desires the exploitative relationship she hopes to 

re-enact. 

The problematical reality of Marita's tonsorial remedy is suggested by 

her modified appearance. Comely and Scholes contend that Marita's changes 

"are more fully imaginative, more consciously and deliberately performed" than 

Catherine's (283). Yet when David rejoins Marita at the Cafe des Allies, 

after her visit to the coiffeur, the "imaginative" success of her experiment 

is suspect. For Marita's new hair cut—which may, in fact, be too 

"consciously and deliberately performed"—reveals an attendant debasement. 

Indeed, although Marita tries to look like David's African sweetheart, she 

fails to achieve the desired effect, and now describes herself as a "Bizerte 

street urchin" (3.45.1). Early twentieth-century "Bizerte," a naval port and 

military base of French Tunisia, signifies as a focal point of the criminal 

activities that once flourished along North Africa's Barbary Coast. More 

particularly, as a colonial "street urchin," Marita now figures as a child 

prostitute. Her newly defined identity unsettles Western notions of the 

street boy or picaro as a romantic figure, turning juvenile roguery into a 

sexually "dirty" business. In a brief editorial comment, Hemingway, as 

author-narrator, elaborates upon the seediness of Marita's new look: "Her 

thick, black, shiny hair was cropped as close and ragged as a waterfront 

Arab's," we are told, "and she looked at [David] impudently" (3.45.1). Boldly 

and shamelessly, that is, Marita-as-boy advertises herself as a sexual 

commodity. 

In portraying Marita's Arabian transformation, Hemingway likely drew upon 

Andre Gide's The Immoral ist (1902). For Hemingway certainly knew Gide's work, 
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and The Immoralist, in particular, provides some close intertextual parallels: 

like David, Michel, the male protagonist in Gide's novel, is a troubled writer 

who marries, then decides to explore Africa in order to recover his health; 

physically and emotionally ill, Michel wants to discover "authentic being, 

'the old Adam1" in himself (51); along the way, Michel stops in Biskra, 

another Northern port, where he becomes enchanted by a "dark-skinned Arab 

boy," named Bachir, whose "hair is shaved in Arab fashion" (22-23). Although 

Bachir is more innocent than Marita in her "street urchin" phase, Michel 

ultimately permits himself to imagine the waterfront debauchery such liaisons 

imply: 

That tiny harbor of Syracuse! The smells of rancid wine, muddy 

alleys, the stinking tavern crowded with stevedores, tramps, drunken 

sailors. The dregs of society were delectable company to me, and 

what need had I of understanding their speech when my whole body 

savored of it! Here too the brutality of passion assumed in my eyes 

a hypocritical aspect of health, vigor. It was no use reminding 

myself that their wretched lives could not have for them the savor 

they assumed for me . . . I actually longed to roll under the table 

with them and waken only with the sad shudders of dawn. . . . (155) 

In closing, Michel describes his relationship with Ali, another Arab boy: 

He turns shy with strangers, but with me he's as affectionate as 

a dog. His sister's an Ouled-Nail—each winter she goes back to 

Constantine and sells her body to anyone who wants it. She's 

quite pretty and sometimes, during those first weeks, I let her 

spend the night with me. But one morning her brother, little Ali, 

surprised us in bed together. He seemed very angry, and wouldn't 

come back for five days. Yet he knows perfectly well how and on 

what his sister lives; he used to speak of it before without the 
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slightest embarrassment. Was he jealous, then?—Tn any case, the 

rascal got his way, for half out of boredom, half out of fear of 

losing Ali, I haven't had the girl here again ever since. She 

didn't mind that, but each time I see her she laughs and claims 

I prefer the boy to her. She claims he's what keeps me here more 

than anything else. There may be some truth in what she says . . . 

(170-171) 

Throughout the course of the narrative, Michel further realizes that "each 

man's worst instinct is his most sincere" (157). " I know now—I have found 

out at last what gives me my special value," the protagonist says. "It is a 

kind of stubborn perseverance in evil" (194-195). Gide's view of Michel, like 

Hemingway's view of David, is complicated by a profound ambivalence: the 

author scorns the moral "righteousness" of critics who simply "vilify" Michel 

("Preface xiii), but surely rejects the crass selfishness of his protagonist's 

excesses. Indeed, "[h]omosexuality in The Immoralist' " according to J. 

Korges, "is a metaphoric index of Michel's ironically increasing self-interest 

and cruelty . . . " (qtd. by Kiell 228). 

If we return to the homosexual configuration in the final chapters of The 

Garden of Eden, minute textual details continue to enforce Marita's status as 

a degraded sexual object: "Am I too awful?" Marita asks, referring to her 

altered appearance (3.45.1). "You're wonderful," David replies, further 

repeating the spiritual rhetoric of Catherine's sexual transgressions. Yet 

when David subsequently describes Marita, the street boy, as "lovely" 

(3.45.2), his judgement is clearly unreliable. "No," Marita replies, 

acknowledging the falsity of such claims. "I'm just yours," she adds, 

insinuating that her role as catamite invests David with certain property 

rights (3.45.2). The sordid implications of Marita's hair cut also emerge 
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through her contention that "it was such a rough thing to do" (3.45.2). The 

"rough" quality of Marita's waterfront shave is deceptively resonant, and 

subtly rules in the possibility of sadistic violence. Indeed, while Marita 

intends her hair cut to function as a kind of "shock" treatment for the 

devastated writer (3.45.1), we, as readers, experience a comparable "shock" 

upon realizing an implied kinship between sexuality, cruelty, and writing. 

Hemingway reinforces the questionable significance of Marita's haircut by 

indulging his penchant for obliquely allusive dialogue: "You look like a tout 

for a gilly-gilly man," David tells Marita (3.45.1). Hyman E. Goldman's 

Dictionary of the American Underworld identifies a "tout" as someone who 

directs people to a travelling carnival or "gilly-show"; "Gilly-gilly man," in 

turn, refers to a carnival manager. Goldman's Americanized definition of 

these originally Celtic terms probably hits upon David's intended meaning, 

further aligning Marita with a criminal fringe. For the amusement parks 

Goldman describes were often little more than a front for illegal activities. 

Indeed, the carnival "tout" was a veritable "pimp,", someone who attempted to 

involve gullible patrons in gambling, illict sex, and freakish sideshows. A 

comparably bleak picture of circus life appears in Hemingway's "A Pursuit 

Race," where William Campbell, an advance man for a burlesque show, crawls 

under a white bed sheet to escape the "wolf" at his door (352). Interpreting 

the word "wolf" in this short story as it is used elsewhere in The Garden of 

Eden, Ernest Font ana argues that William Campbell is himself tormented by an 

unseen homosexual lover. . Fontana's main point is that the short story can be 

read as "an understated study of homosexual self-hatred" (qtd. by Putnam 192). 

Similarly, while Richard Hovey does not make an explicit connection between 

homosexuality and Campbell's anguish, he suggests that "A Pursuit Race" should 

perhaps be included in the "half-dozen stories [that] deal with homosexuality, 
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a phenomenon [H]emingway was drawn to in anxious, puzzled loathing" (qtd. by 

Putnam 192). 

Shortly after David's reference to travelling amusement shows, Marita 

offers another heavily coded analogy: "You're sure I don't look like 

Falionelli in Jeanne D'Arc?" she asks. While the tone of Marita's inquiry is 

difficult to determine, I would suggest that she is being facetious. Indeed, 

the puzzling reference to "Falionelli in Jeanne D'Arc" seems to be uttered in 

a way that is more sly than sincere: "I tried for that too at the end," Marita 

adds. "The at the stake look. When they were going to burn her" (3.45.2). 

Interestingly, too, in the manuscript, above the name "Falionelli," a circled 

note in the author's hand reads "verify spelling." The editorial reminder 

serves as a starting point in attempting to discern the source and meaning of 

Marita's comments. For as Hemingway suspected, he did not have the name quite 

right, and seems to have been thinking, instead, of Renee "Falconetti," the 

French actress who starred in Carl Dreyer's ground breaking silent film, La 

Passion de Jeanne d'Arc (1927-28). According to David Bordwell, Dreyer's 

Jeanne d'Arc, conceived at the height of the post-war avant-gard movement, is 

"one of the most bizarre, perceptually difficult films ever made, no less 

disruptive and challenging than the early films of Eisenstein or Ozu" (66). 

It is a work composed almost wholly of disturbing facial close-ups within 

decentred frames. Curiously, too, with regard to Hemingway, Dreyer's camera 

shots place particular emphasis on "the top of the human head" (Bordwell 72), 

isolating the tonsured skulls of the priestly persecutors, and the closely 

shaven head of Jeanne herself. Numerous graphic motifs—torture wheels, 

crosses, spears, sawtooth shapes—simultaneously play across the screen 

surface, yielding a "cubistic space which sets elements in a tug-of-war with 

each other" (Bordwell 74). Yet if Jeanne d'Arc's unremitting distortion of 



representational systems brings us back to the imaginative possibilities of 

Picasso's collage cubism, Dreyer anticipates the nightmare of Guernica—a 

world overrun by atrocity and suffering. 

The one light in Dreyer's film is Jeanne herself. In the climactic scene 

that Marita mentions, the perfectly cast Falconetti becomes an "almost purely 

spiritual presence" (Carney 93; see Appendix, Figures 12.i-ii). Accordingly, 

an anonymous old man in the crowd of sympathetic onlookers may speak for the 

director himself when he cries out: "You have burned a Saint!" Nevertheless, 

Dreyer, in the words of Raymond Carney, imbues Joan's "martyrdom with an awful 

tactility" (90). Indeed, Falconetti's death at the stake is very different 

from that of Ingrid Bergman, who would star in Hollywood's Joan of Arc 

twenty-odd years later: whereas a beautiful Bergman expires with her eyes cast 

heavenward, amid triumphant music, Falconetti dies in a realistically horrible 

distress that still shakes audiences today. "[H]er agony," according to Roger 

Milne, "simply exists, naked, unromantic and real in its ugly, sweat-soaked 

torment" (102). It is noteworthy, therefore, that Marita apparently refers to 

the burning of Dreyer's Jeanne in a pejorative or dismissive tone. To Marita, 

in fact, Jeanne's agony seems to be little more than an inside joke, something 

she "trie[s] for at the end." In turn, one might argue that Marita 

deceitfully copies and exploits Jeanne's suffering, much as she copies and 

exploits Catherine, another female martyr. Through Marita's allusion to 

Jeanne d'Arc, then, Hemingway perhaps gives us the travesty of a spiritual 

ideal. For Marita, if one accepts my reading of her tone, manipulatively 

sensationalizes pain and suffering, betraying the sadomasochistic dimensions 

of her character. 
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Upon returning to the Casa Longa hotel, David and Marita give more 

thought to their fantasy arrangement: "I wish I could have been exactly like 

your African girl," Marita laments. "You're better," David replies. "I don't 

want to be better," Marita counters. "I want to be worse and I want to be 

your boy too." Considered in context, Marita's desire "to be worse" again 

seems to connote a sexual relationship based on degradation. Yet Marita 

continues to defend her plan: "It's not perversion," she maintains. "It's 

variety" (3.45.5). "Is that what variety is?" David asks, unconvinced 

(3.45.5). Later still, the two lovers attempt to dispel the sinister terms of 

their relationship by invoking the seemingly harmless homoerotica of pop 

Orientalism: "May I draw the Sahib's tub?" Marita asks. "You haven't a young 

sister have you?" David inquires. "I am my own small sister," Marita replies. 

"At the Sahib's bidding" (3.45.15). In part, at least, Hemingway seems to be 

drawing on the Indian Empire movies of the twenties and thirties, in the genre 

of Rudolph Valentino's The Sheik of Arabia. Accordingly, the kitschy ring of 

such banter might reflect back upon Marita's apparent insensitivity to an 

adjacent cinematic signpost, Dreyer's Jeanne D'Arc, which presents a more 

thoughtful view of power relations. For although David and Marita mean to be 

funny, their humor almost certainly backfires, revealing a tacit acceptance of 

the servitude they parody. "Oh David," Marita gushes. "You're fun to be 

with. Do I make a good boy?" she asks, again sounding much like Catherine 

(3.45.17). 

David, meanwhile, experiences recurrent twinges of self-disgust, even as 

he plays along. It is at this point, for example, that David slurs Marita's 

Islamic ways by citing the Arabian Nights: "Look," he says, 

You don't have to amuse me as though I were an idiot child. I 

like fun and games but I'm perfectly happy that we're going to 

have dinner together and you don't have to make so many inventions 
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to keep my mind off my troubles. . . . We don't have to play 

charades and you don't have to be Scheherazade" (3.45.79). 

As usual, Hemingway's intertexts are telling. For Princess Scheherazade curbs 

the femicidal impulses of King Scharayar by telling him a series of magical 

and/or erotic tales, several of which, such as "The Tale of Ala al-Din Abu 

Shamat" (the 258th and 259th nights of Mather's translation), involve 

pederasty. Moreover, while some critics, as previously noted, portray 

Scheherazade as a feminist heroine who cunningly saves her own life, the 

princess continues to perform a subservient function in a brutal male world. 

Indeed, Sheherazade's success depends upon her singular ability to gratify 

Scharayar's tyrannical desires. 

Eventually, David and Marita follow through with their own "Arabian 

night." The copulation scene is muted by ambiguous dialogue, and reveals 

little, if anything, in the way of physical detail: "Can we then?" Marita 

asks. 

"Yes." 

"Would you like to? I know how. Really." 

"Yes." 

"Not like Madrid." 

"No?" 

"No. Don't think nor worry." 

"I won't." 

"Just feel and know we both wanted to. We both do because we 

want to. It isn't against us and it makes me so happy. Do you 

want to?" 

"Yes." 

"Did you always want to?" 

"No." 



"I believe you. T know it's true. But now you do?" 

"Yes." 

"And I am really. You know I am?" 

"Yes." 

"I'm so happy. And we both are. We really are." 

"What?" 

"You know." 

"Yes." 

"You know it truly?" 

"Yes." 

"Oh thank you for us both. Now don't think. Only feel and be." 

(3.45.32-33) 

Perhaps the most striking aspect of the preceding exchange is that Marita's 

admonition to "feel and be" precisely echoes Catherine's love talk. Yet 

Marita's plea, like the passage in general, lacks the emotional and 

philosophical complexity that typifies Catherine's coital promptings. For the 

question-and-answer dialogue conveys a peculiarly "negotiated" form of 

sexuality that lacks affection or joy. All that is at stake here, it would 

seem, is sex itself. Accordingly, David's "Yes"-"No" responses seem to 

indicate a degree of detachment on his part. As T see him, David has resolved 

to act out Marita's "Arab boy" version of anal sex, but he has also decided to 

shut off his conscience. In this sense, he is only half there, present in 

body but not in mind. Such a dualism would reflect back upon Catherine's own 

schizophrenic splitting, further problematizing questions of sickness and 

health. The limited possibilities of the encounter are confirmed by a deleted 

omniscient-narrator comment which simply reads: "There was everything of 

Madrid" (3.45.33). The flat statement implicitly reinscribes the negative 
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significance of David's earlier self-indulgence, partially contradicting 

Marita's contention that her catamitic favors are somehow "different." 

Hemingway's ambiguous descriptions of transgressive sexuality in Eden end 

here, on a low note. For the re-emergence of an abusive sexual dynamic, 

predicated upon a fantasy of homosexual pedophilia, seriously undermines ideal 

readings of the David-Marita liaison. Indeed, the Arab-boy incident 

constitutes a "bottoming out" of the spiritualized sexuality that typifies 

Catherine's quest for wholeness: from the polymorphous eroticism of 

Catherine-as-"Peter," we move to the dirty fact of Marita-as-"Ali." The new 

girl (or boy) brassily takes centre stage, permitting David to guiltlessly 

traffick in hidden desires. Accordingly, the Romantic promise of unleashed 

energy, celebrated by Comley and Scholes, actually gives way to a wearisome 

predictability and underlying boredom. For Marita, the late-blooming flower 

of David's innermost wishes, offers little more than arrogantly normalized 

perversion. The development irresistably confirms the Bluebeardesque 

dimensions of David's personality by fully exposing his latent sadism. 

Indeed, Marita's parodic imitation of Saint Joan might place David in the role 

of Gilles de Rais, Joan's comrade-in-arms. Generally recognized as the 

"historical" Bluebeard, de Rais abused, tortured, and murdered scores of 

children, primarily young boys. Alternatively, David, like Juma, now figures 

as a "bloody pig fucker" (3.32.8). 

The aesthetic repercussions of Marita's boyish submission are evident the 

next morning, when David wakes at "first light" and notices that the view from 

the window is different: the "pine trunks" outside are not the ones he usually 

sees upon waking, and there is "a longer gap beyond them toward the sea" 

(3.46.1). Curiously, too, we are told that David's "right arm was stiff 
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because he had slept on it." David then realizes that he is in a "strange 

bed," and looks over to see Marita sleeping beside him. That "strange bed" of 

Marita's, in which David now lies, symbolizes both a physical and 

psychological relocation, as do the "different" pine trunks and more distant 

sea. A similar geo-psychic shift occurs on a parallel occasion, in the "Buen 

Retiro," the morning after "that night in Madrid." During the previous 

instance, David notices that "the trunks of the trees were dark and the 

distances were all new" (S.l^.l). In a stunning confluence of minute detail, 

David also notices that "[t]he lake was not where it had been"—it is, in 

fact, further away (3.15.1). In Madrid, moreover, the distance of the water 

carries a negative signification, evoking some personal weakness in the 

remorse-ridden protagonist: "He could see the lake now from a long distance 

but he knew it was too far to ever walk to it" (3.1^.1). Hemingway's 

reiteration of the distant-water image, on the final morning at La Napoule, 

conveys another moral weakening, unequivocally decimating Marita's assertion 

of difference. Indeed, the total composition of the two morning-after 

scenes, both of which situate far-off water in relation to nearby trees, 

suggests an internal "gap" or separation that might be conceived in terms of 

gender oppositions. For the tree "trunks," in this sense, are masculine, 

while the sea is feminine. It follows that the "forest"-like appearance of 

the trees in the Buen Retiro foreshadow the degree to which David's primitive 

sexual practices isolate him within a savage male realm—the Africa of his 

imagination. Thus, contrary to the wishful thinking of some critics, David, 

the writer, is less androgynous than ever. The notable stiffness of David's 

right side, on the final morning, cinches the meaning of Hemingway's symbolic 

landscape, imparting a partial paralysis or incapacity. Nor should we 

overlook the fact that it is the writer's "right" side which is dys-Functional, 

the side associated with moral correctness. 
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David, we gather, has duped himself into seeing things Marita's way. 

For, upon remembering "everything," he leans over and kisses her. He then 

gazes at her "lovingly" and covers her "brown body" with the sheet. After 

kissing Marita again, David finally steps out into the "dew-wet early 

morning," carrying "the image of how she looked with him" (3.46.10). we know 

that Marita has conveniently changed back into a boy by this time, but "the 

image" David absorbs, "brown body" and all, is manifestly that of his street 

urchin. Accordingly, the Edenic suggestiveness of this "dew-wet early 

morning" is charged with a hint of corruption. Indeed, after David cleans 

himself, he takes yet another look at the sleeping Marita, and smiles, before 

heading to his work room (3.46.1-2). "I thought about you all the time T 

bathed and shaved and went back to the room. T looked at you once more and 

then I started," David later tells Marita (3.46.7). "You looked lovely," he 

says (3.46.7.6). "That's good," Marita replies. "I only would to you," she 

adds, alluding to the butch effect of her new hair cut. (3.46. "7). David, at 

any rate, is now ready to transform the personal pathology of his homoerotic 

fantasies into the collective pathology of art. 

Thus, when David turns to his work, the limitations of his supposed 

recovery are subtly apparent. Tn a rather over-determined show of resolve, he 

sharpens "five pencils" and begins "to write the story of his father and the 

raid in the year of the Maji Maji Rebellion . . ." (3.46.?). Tn effect, then, 

David solves the problem of not knowing where to begin re-writing by returning 

to the story Catherine dislikes most. The Maji Maji story, after all, which 

begins now "with the trek across the bitter lake" (3.46.?), entails a 

"massacre," whereby David's father ruthlessly regains authority over 

rebellious natives. For David, moreover, the element of paternal 

identification is stronger than ever: "he found he knew much more about his 
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father than when he had first written this story and he built in small things 

which made his father more tactile and [gave him] more dimensions than . . . 

before" (3.46.^). Implicitly, that is, David, the "Sahib," once again becomes 

his father, and vicariously participates in a wholesale slaughter of the 

"Other" side. Correctly, I think, Robert Gajdusek describes "the struggle in 

Hemingway's important works: an incomplete or vain or egocentric man learns 

that he must alter and achieve a new stance which balances masculine and 

feminine parts ..." (15). Elsewhere, Gajdusek describes this "new stance" 

as a form of "crossing over," and suggests that David successfully completes 

the journey. Yet Mr. Bourne's desert trek, insofar as it echoes the motif of 

"crossing over," suggests retrenchment rather than extension, reinforcing 

David's adoption of a patriarchal ethos that excludes the feminine. 

On a related level, David's rejuvenation rekindles the uncertain merits 

of his "deadly clarity." For Hemingway elaborates on the protagonist's 

newfound creative confidence by stressing the kind of photographic precision 

that has informed David's African writing all along: "The sentences that he 

had made before came back to him complete and entire as though they were being 

delivered to him like enlargements of contact prints from negatives he had 

sent to the photographers and he put them down, corrected them, and cut them 

as if he were going over proof" (3.46.2). The simile is empowering, to be 

sure, implying the writer's absolute mastery of his material. Yet there is 

also a sense in which David's camera-like accuracy turns him into a mere 

copying machine. For the. protagonist's reproductive efficiency betrays the 

sort of petrified iconography that typifies the infamous reviews of his work: 

"There were hundreds of them," Catherine tells Marita, in a previously cited 

passage, "and everyone, almost, had [David's] picture and they were all the 

same picture. It's worse than carrying around obscene post cards really" 
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(3.39.12-13). Arguably, then, both the reviews and the recreated stories 

perpetuate a self-mythology that enshrines David as a veritable demi-god. 

Nor, we are told, is there any "sign" that David's African stories will "cease 

returning intact" (3.46.4). The published version of Eden stops here, 

affording an optimism that is articially manufactured through numerous 

excisions. The unabridged complexity of the manuscript, however, permits us 

to see that David's writerly intactness might also convey the insularity of an 

ego responsible only to itself. 

After the writing session is over, Marita congratulates David: "You're 

like Mazeppa," she says (3.46.5). Marita appears to be making an important 

point, for she compares David-the-writer to Mazeppa on a number of previous 

occasions. The possible meanings of Marita's comment involve a complex 

assortment of historical, folkloric, and literary material. Ivan Stepanovich 

Mazeppa (c. 1644-1709), was a Polish chieftain or "hetman" of Turkish descent. 

It follows that Marita's reference to Mazeppa provides a Slavic variation upon 

the Eastern or Oriental basis of David's recovery. The historical Mazeppa, 

moreover, is famous for his desertion of the Russian army in the Great 

Northern War. After deserting, Mazeppa joined forces with Charles XII of 

Sweden, only to suffer a crushing defeat at the Battle of Poltava. The life 

and times of Mazeppa subseguently inspired several fabulous stories. 

According to one Ukrainian folktale, the young Mazeppa was tied, naked, to the 

back of a wild horse, as punishment for adultery. The fictional incident, 

known as "Mazeppa's ride," traditionally figures as an initiation rite: tied 

to the charging steed, the young man undergoes a journey of self-realization 

whereby he discovers the heroic fury and resolve that lie within his own 

personality. Later still, the Mazeppa's ride became a common theme among 
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nineteenth-century painters, musicians, and poets, who frequently valorized 

the young chief as a Promethean-like symbol of the questing Romantic artist. 

Marita, David's biggest fan, is almost certainly invoking the motif in a 

comparable way, to acclaim David's writerly prowess. Alluding to Mazeppa!s 

binding earlier on, an awestruck Marita tells David that his writing makes him 

"the horse and rider both." That is, Marita approvingly suggests that David's 

writing delivers him over to a force more wild and tameless than himself: put 

another way, one might say that David's "literary" horse carries him to 

Africa, a realm of untamed passions. However, the ambivalent resonance of 

desertion, adultery, and ambition in David's life raises the possibility that 

his Mazeppa-like voyage in The Garden of Eden signifies beyond Marita's 

adulation. 

Indeed, Hemingway, who owned The Complete Poetical Works of Lord Byron, 

may have been trying for something closer to Byron's ironic treatment of the 

Mazeppa motif. In Byron's long poem, which mixes fact and myth, we listen to 

the aging hetman on the evening after his defeat at Poltava, as he recalls the 

fantastic ride of his youth. In turn, the metaphysical implications of the 

much-celebrated ride are framed within his eventual downfall, brought on by 

lust and greed. As Hubert Babinski observes in his thorough study of the 

Mazeppa motif in European Romanticism, "Byron is obviously aware of the flaws 

in Mazeppa's character," and "develops them with an eye to the [chieftain's] 

betrayal of friendship and trust" (?3). Thus, while Byron's Mazeppa may be a 

sympathetic character in some respects, the poem as a whole is vintage Byron 

insofar as it points out the brutality and futility of human ambition: "men" 

are the "vain votaries" of war, seeking "power and glory." Babinski cites 

William Marshall, who states the problem succinctly: 

The tale is not unlike the stories of fall and redemption, of death 

and rebirth ["The Rime of the Ancient Mariner," etc.], except that 
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in the words of the garrulous and egoistic old man [Mazeppa himself] 

it becomes an unconscious travesty of these. There is sin but not 

atonement, rescue but no salvation, recollection but no selfless 

understanding (42; emphasis added). 

This pattern of "recollection" without "selfless understanding" nicely fits 

David Bourne, who, thanks to Marita, now manages to remember the lost African 

stories. 

In the few remaining pages of the Eden manuscript, David and Marita 

engage in a series of brief discussions. David drinks Tuborg beer (from the 

bottle), and eats hard-boiled eggs, again wringing subtle changes on patterns 

established in the earlier portions of the manuscript. Marita is full of 

compliments: "David. My blessed good David," she says (3.46.6), treating the 

writer as though he were a saint. In another highly self-reflexive passage, 

the two discuss ways of forestalling their "critics" (3.46.1.1). Inevitably, 

the talk turns to Catherine. "I ought to find out where she is and how she 

is," David says. "I'll find out," Marita replies. "You finish your work" 

(3.46.16). "Please let's not talk about her," Marita adds. "Tomorrow she is 

my duty but tonight we have together and we don't have to have her do we° You 

don't need to think about her do you? . . . . I wish there was only you and me 

and your work" (3.46.20.v-vi). David, however, demonstrating a brief sign of 

residual decency, continues to worry about Catherine (3.46.25-27), eliciting a 

final promise from Marita: "In the morning I'll go into town and call and find 

out how she is," the new girl says. "You're worried about her and so am I. 

But we don't have to quarrel because of that" (3.46.27). In effect, then, 

Marita attempts to dismiss Catherine as a minor inconvenience, a difficulty 

that might be alleviated by a mere phone "call." With "two very big martinis" 

before them (3.46.28), the writer and his mistress finally retreat into a 
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mind-numbing alcoholic fog: "I feel so marvellous and powerful and so 

successful," Marita says, in the last words of the manuscript. "Don't let me 

brag or be conceited" (3.46.30). This prolonged ending, culminating in 

Marita's triumphant declaration, is probably the most ironic fictional 

conclusion Hemingway ever wrote. 

Notes 

Rose Marie Burwell has already commented upon the filial 

rapprochement described here, arguing that David begins a benign "reassessment -

of his father" (199). David's father, Burwell claims, is "shriven" in the 

mind of the protagonist, becoming a "complex man" rather than a "friend 

killer" (200). 

o 

E. Roger Stephenson makes the connection between Frederick's and 

Rinaldi's discussion of whores, and Frederick's later desire to take Catherine 

Barkley to the "Cova" (38). Stephenson's excellent article, entitled "Cats 

Don't Live in the Mountains," shows how Hemingway's male protagonists—from 

Jake Barnes to Robert Jordan—consistently perceive their women as whores. 

"What this says about Hemingway's own view of women," Stephenson maintains, 

"is debatable" (35). 

The "Provisional Ending" to the Eden manuscript confirms the 

intertextual derivation of Hemingway's red rocks. Here, David and Catherine, 

rather than David and Marita, occupy the small cove. In keeping with Eliot's 

poem, David lies down amid "the shade of the red rocks," and invites Catherine 

to join him. "She stood up," the narrator tells us, 

and looked out at the sea and then down at the sand. Then 

she looked behind her at the red rocks and saw the shadow on the 
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sand. She walked over to it and kneeled down and looked at the sand 

and then carefully lay down on the beach robe [David] had spread 

for her and shut her eyes. (S) 

In this superceded ending, there is no pretence of recovery, for either husand 

or wife. Catherine, who confronts Eliot's "fear in a handful of dust," is 

crazy at this point, and appears to demonstrate little of the redeeming wisdom 

that typifies her presence in the main manuscript. Moreover, David, who 

prepares a comfortable spot for Catherine under the red rock, clearly bears 

some measure of responsibility for his wife's collapse. They agree on a joint 

suicide if Catherine's condition worsens (10-11). 

I borrow these phrases from Mark Spilka's Hemingway's Quarrel with 

Androgyny. 
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OONCLUSION 

things may not be immediately discernable in what a man writes 

. . . but eventually they are quite clear and by these and the 

degree of alchemy that he possesses he will endure or be forgotten. 

from Hemingway's Nobel Prize address, 1954. 

I would like to recap and embellish my reading of the Eden manuscript by 

briefly turning to Kurt Vonnegut's Bluebeard, a novel published in 1987. 

While Vonnegut's novel spoofs many things, including Saul Bellow's Humboldt's 

Gift and about half of Philip Roth, it would be fair to say that Hemingway's 

ghost broods with a special urgency over Bluebeard, which contains both an 

explicit reference to "Ernest Hemingway" (152) and an allusion to A Farewell 

to Arms (170). Moreover, Vonnegut draws upon Hemingway in presenting a an 

especially Bluebeard-like character, a painter by the name of Dan Gregory. 

The similarities between Hemingway and Gregory have gone unremarked, but are 

nevertheless unmistakable: Gregory, who once refers to himself as "'Papa'" 

(166), is "possibly the best-known American artist in history" (207). A 

distinctly "Hemingwayesque" male, Dan Gregory is also a misogynist, a global 

adventurer, a yacht owner, and a "weapons nut" (108) who collects animal 

trophies and has a fondness for things military. More importantly, perhaps, 

as "the world's champion of commercial art" (77), Gregory is a dedicated 

realist who paints the sort of manly and heroic stories that Hemingway is 

supposed to write. Indeed, Gregory attempts to "[d]raw everything the way it 
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really is" (139), and "loves most to paint historical scenes of violence and 

bloodshed" (164-165).* As in The Garden of Eden, then, the 

Hemingway-Bluebeard analogy operates tangentially but paradigmatically, on at 

least two different levels: (1) Gregory mistreats women, and (?) his art is 

somehow lethal. 

Vonnegut describes Bluebeard as the "hoax autobiography" of Rabo 

Karabekian, a thinly disguised fictional version of Arshile Gorky, the founder 

of the first major American school of painting, Abstract Expressionism. More 

importantly, for my purposes, there is also a good deal of Kurt Vonnegut in 

Rabo Karabekian, who suggestively figures as a student of the Hemingwayesque 

Dan Gregory. Over the course of the novel, then, an aged Rabo (Vonnegut) 

recounts how he was once Gregory's (Hemingway's) "apprentice." Yet Bluebeard 

is both an admission of influence and a statement about the prevalence of 

stereotypical Hemingway values in American culture.' Indeed, Rabo finds 

himself in danger of becoming like Gregory, and "regrettably [does] in many 

ways" (134). Like Bluebeard, that is, Rabo lives alone in a nineteen-room 

mansion on the waterfront of East Hampton, Long Island. Having failed at 

marriage and at art, he is an embittered, depressed man, haunted by a violent 

past. Rabo's condition is summed up by a symbolic war injury, his "most 

secret disfigurement": he is "a one-eyed man," a cyclopian, phallus-like 

cripple. Rabo, however, manages to exorcise his "unhappy past" by composing a 

massive painting about Germany's freeing of prisoners and concentration camp 

inmates at the end of World War II. Rabo calls his surreal masterpiece "Now 

It's the Women's Turn," and keeps it locked up in an old potato barn. The 

secret of Rabo's self-described "forbidden chamber" ultimately permits him to 

pose as a mock Bluebeard (46-47), for the painting itself transcends the 

Bluebeard precedent, freeing Rabo from Gregory's legacy of violence. "[T]here 
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are no bodies in my barn," Rabo says (48). Needless to say, Rabo's victory is 

Vonnegut's. 

For the Hemingwayesgue Dan Gregory, however, there is no such redemption. 

Gregory's own mansion, teeming with hellish omens, contains image-distorting 

mirrors (97), pictures of false paradises (93), and a mantelpiece arrangement 

of eight human skulls—"a marimba for cannibals" (96). Under circumstances 

that resemble a pastiche of reassembled facts from Hemingway's life, Gregory 

eventually dies on an obscure World War II battlefield, at the age of sixty, 

wearing an Italian uniform. "Everything about Dan Gregory, except for his 

paintings," Rabo concludes, "had fewer connections with reality and common 

sense than the most radical modern art!" (168). Deploying the broad strokes 

of visible caricature, then, Vonnegut offers an enlarged and exaggerated 

version of Hemingway's Bluebeardesque self-criticisms in The Garden of Eden. 

After Gregory pushes his live-in mistress down a flight of stairs, he 

gives young Rabo some advice on women: 

"Every so often they will get it into their heads that they 

understand what you're doing better than you do yourself," he said. 

"You've just go to throw them out, or they will screw up everything! 

They've got their jobs and we've got ours. We never try to horn in 

on them, but they'll horn in on us every chance they get. You want 

some good advice?" 

"Yes, sir," I said. 

"Never have anything to do with a woman who would rather be 

a man," he said. "That means she's never going to do what a woman 

is supposed to do—which leaves you stuck with both what a man's 

supposed to do and what a woman's supposed to do. You understand 

what I am saying?" 

"Yes, sir, I do," I said. 
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He said that no woman could succeed in the arts or sciences or 

politics or industry, since her basic job was to have children and 

encourage men and take care of the housework. (14?) 

Like Gregory, David Bourne feels "horned in on" by a mannish woman who 

professes to understand what he is doing better than he does. And David, too, 

reacts in violent ways, eventually turning to a more submissive woman who 

understands "her basic job." 

Elsewhere in Bluebeard, Rabo tries to explain Gregory's approach to art. 

"[Ljet's forget me for the moment," Rabo writes, 

and focus on the works of Gregory. They were truthful about 

material things, but they lied about time. He celebrated 

moments . . . . But he lacked the guts or the wisdom, or maybe 

just the talent, to indicate somehow that time was liquid, that 

one moment was no more important than any other, and that all 

moments quickly run away. 

Let me put it another way: Dan Gregory was a taxidermist. He 

stuffed and mounted and varnished and mothproofed supposedly great 

moments, all of which turn out to be depressing dust-catchers, like 

a moosehead bought at a country auction or a sailfish on the wall of 

a dentist's waiting room. (84) 

Similarly, David Bourne is a "taxidermist" (3.39.2), insofar as he uses both 

his memory and his various writings to embalm the "dear old days" with 

Catherine. And David, too, distorts life, offering little more than a 

petrified iconography of self-serving images. In fact, Rabo's description of 

Gregory's art offers a succinct precis of David Bourne's African stories, and 

of the elephant story in particular. For David, in writing his final African 

tale, stuffs and mounts and varnishes and mothproofs a supposedly great moment 
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that turns out to be a depressing dust-catcher, "like a moosehead bought at a 

country auction or a sailfish on the wall of a dentist's waiting room." The 

unreliability of such realism is apparent in the way Gregory uses Sam Wu, "a 

wonderful cook: of good, honest American food," as a "model for the sinister 

master criminal Fu Manchu" (159). 

While Vonnegut makes good sport of the Bluebeard story, there is a sense 

in which the serio-comic Gregory might permit us to appreciate Hemingway's own 

use of the Bluebeard motif in even more profound ways, beyond the gender-art 

nexus. For Dan Gregory, the sterile, mechanical creator, arrests life itself. 

The hierarchies of man/woman, artist/creation, ultimately bespeak a self/other 

binary in which an egomaniacal subject attempts to entomb and subjugate 

everything that belongs to the outer world. Indeed, Vonnegut's Dan Gregory is 

among those artists who play at God, acting as "justices of the Supreme Court 

of Good and Evil" (141). In The Garden of Eden, this last equation is 

implicit in Hemingway's title. For David, the deific author, is the old Adam 

in mankind, bent upon dominion over the earth, obsessed with his own power and 

prestige. "Did your father have to kill everything?" (3.27.26) Catherine asks 

David, even as she accuses David himself, a chip off the old block, of using 

"names" "that are deadly" (3.38.8). And Catherine, as usual, is dead on. For 

David, who repeatedly sees his wife as ivory, reinscribes his father's crimes, 

butchering and commodifying everything beyond the narrow boundaries of his own 

masculine selfhood. Woman, in this sense, becomes emblematic of "big[ger] 

game" (3.9.15), metonymically suggesting mankind's antagonistic abuse of 

nature. Hemingway's "garden," therefore, is more nearly a chamber of horrors, 

a mental dungeon in which the male subject becomes trapped in his own madness. 

Perhaps, too, Hemingway is telling us that there is something fundamentally 

wrong with our inherited conceptions of Eden, that the romantic quest for 
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Vonnegut, moreover, Hemingway turns to the feminine for a way out. 

Postscript 

One need not look very hard in English departments these days to find a 

sense that Hemingway's work is passe, if not offensively wrongheaded. If the 

truculent, whittled style remains "important," the bullfighters-with-balls 

machismo of Hemingway's supposed world view is thought to border upon a kind 

of fascism. Faith Pullin, for example, reaffirms Judith Fetterley's reading 

of Hemingway (173), claiming that the canon as a whole speaks a "secret 

language of hate" (172-192). Even those teachers and students who have read 

very little of Hemingway seem to "know" what he is about. And, in a sense, 

they do. But the surprise in The Garden of Eden is that Hemingway "knows" 

more than his critics, that he looks into himself with a kind of brutal 

honesty, presenting a personal and collective critique that is particularly 

relevant as we near the end of the twentieth century. 

Attempting to explain the discrepancy between the Hemingway of Eden and 

the Hemingway of popular repute, Arnold Weinstein suggests that Eden is 

anomalous among Hemingway's works. Weinstein portrays Hemingway as a 

late-bloomer, claiming that Eden demonstrates a new "generosity of vision." 

In an article written thirty years ago, however, long before the Eden 

manuscript became available, Alan Holder claims that Hemingway is capable of 

displaying "what is not generally attributed to him, a capacity to question 

some of his own deepest responses," especially his responses "toward women" 

(156). Nevertheless, Holder regards this "other Hemingway" as an intermittent 
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from some of the novels. Accordingly, Holder subordinates the "other 

Hemingway" to the "major Hemingway," whose "dominant attitudes" do, indeed, 

reflect a more limited, "masculine sensibility" (153). In another pre-Eden 

article, Linda Martin-Wagner finds a third way to question the agreed-upon, 

machismo values of Hemingway's fiction. Tn what amounts to a reversal of 

Weinstein's supposition, Martin-Wagner identifies a phallocentric bias in 

Hemingway's late work, but views the early stories differently: "that there 

are few Hemingway stories in which male-female love is idyllic, that 

[Hemingway's] second story collection was titled Men Without Women, lies less 

in his attitudes toward his women characters . . . than in his [portrayal] of 

male characters as adolescent, selfish, misdirected" (145). "There is 

evidence [in the early work]," Martin-Wagner adds, "of much sympathy on 

Hemingway's part [toward] the women he portrays . . ." (145). 

In my view, however, these see-sawing efforts to distinguish periods 

and/or texts in Hemingway's career appear somewhat forced. While not wishing 

to discount the possibility of some development or regression, I am more 

inclined to agree with Roger Whitlow's claim that Hemingway has consistently 

and intentionally presented female characters "who offer a vision of life that 

is more humane and decent than that offered by the 'heroes' with whom they 

spend—and often waste—their lives" (113). Indeed, recent book-length 

studies by Mark Spilka and Kenneth Lynn show that Hemingway was engaged in a 

lifelong debate with his feminine side, and foreground "androgyny" as the new 

key to reading Hemingway. Spilka makes yet another attempt to order 

Hemingway's masculine and feminine predilections longitudinally, but also 

calls, in a more general way, for "a major revision of the machismo legend" 

(13). Similarly, Lynn perceives Hemingway as a "conflicted, haunted man" 
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whose "best work was infused by more sensitive and complicated feelings about 

himself and the world than the stereotypes of Hemingway criticism have ever 

allowed" (10). 

Notes 

Kurt Vonnegut's keynote speech at a 1990 Hemingway conference in 

Boise, Idaho, indirectly confirms the deliberate connection between Dan 

Gregory and Ernest Hemingway. Speaking to an audience of "real Hemingway 

scholars," Vonnegut praises the "power" of Hemingway's simple language, 

comparing him to a painter: "If Hemingway were a painter," Vonnegut says, "I 

[would] sure as hell respect his brush work" (22). Similarly, Rabo admires 

Gregory's vivid brush work, but questions the depth of Gregory's talent. On 

a more critical note, Vonnegut the speaker claims that Hemingway's "subject 

matter"—bullfighting, wars, big-game hunting, etc.—is "a little hard to read 

nowadays" (21; Vonnegut's emphasis). Thus, Vonnegut paraphrases Rabo 

Karabekian's views of Gregory's enthusiasms and passions: "[Gregory's] 

pictures were vibrant with the full spectrum of his own loves, hates and 

neutralities," Rabo claims, "as dated as that spectrum might seem today" 

(155). And just as Rabo describes Gregory and Fred as "men's men" (162), 

Vonnegut maintains that "male bonding, the freedom of one man to somehow 

express love for another one in the neighborhood of danger or bloodshed, is 

very often the greatest reward for a viewpoint-character in a Hemingway story" 

(23). But whereas Rabo explores Gregory's attendant attitudes toward women in 

considerable detail, Vonnegut the speaker avoids discussing Hemingway's 

attitudes toward women, choosing not "to expand on that." "[T]hat," of 
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course, would take Vorwegut back into the recognizable territory of the 

Bluebeard myth, a terrain that might disrupt the otherwise congenial tone of 

his talk. 

? . . . . 

Irvin and Marilyn Yalom, in "A Psychiatric View" of Hemingway, the 

man, describe him as "both mirror to and architect of the 20th-century 

American character" (485). More specifically, the Yaloms suggest that the 

Hemingway persona quintessentially embodies a certain cultural conception of 

manliness: 

. . . always there is virility, strength, courage: he is the soldier 

searching out the eye of the battle storm; the intrepid hunter and 

fisherman compelled to pursue the greatest fish and stalk the most 

dangerous animal from the Gulf Stream to central Africa; the 

athlete, swimmer, brawler, boxer; the hard drinker' and hard lover 

who boasted that he had bedded every girl he wanted and some that 

he had not wanted . . .; the lover of danger, of the bullfight, of 

flying, of the wartime front lines; the friend of brave men, heroes, 

fighters, hunters, and matadors. (487) 

One morning in Madrid, Catherine enters the Plaza Santa Ana "walking 

as though she owned the morning and the square and was haveing [sic] a look at 

it to see if it was functioning properly" (3.12.9). With habitual irony, 

Catherine later informs Andrew Murray that she learned to walk that way 

carrying books on her head, "[e]ither Larousse or Roland Ward's Records of Big 

Game" (3.12.11). 
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FIGDRE 1: 
St. Louis (centre of ship) approaching Cyprus 
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FIGURE 2: 

Pauline Hemingway with short hair and sideburns (Baker, Life, 336) 

photograph taken at the Nordquist Ranch, Idaho, 1932—Pauline's hardened appearance 

does not fit the early Catherine Bourne, but their haircuts are similar 
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FIGURE 3 (over): 

The Metamorphoses of Ovid (Taillander 20) 

bronze version 

c. 1884—height 13 inches—Rodin Museum, Paris 
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FIGURE 4 (over): 

Feinmes Daitmees or Damned Women (Tancock 257) 

plaster version 

1885 (executed after 1911)—8 X 11 X 5 inches 

signed and inscribed on front of base: "a Mucha/ Rodin" 

Rodin Museum, Paris 
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FIGURE 5 (over): 

The Eternal Idol (Laurent 106) 

marble 

1889—73.2 X 59.2 X 41.1 centimeters 

Rodin Museum, Paris 

Like The Metamorphoses of Ovid, The Eternal Idol was destined for The Gates of 

Hell, but was removed from the final assembly, perhaps because Rodin thought 

it too gentle and sensitive. 



3* 4-

^«fe 



FIGURE 6: 

The Mise-En-Abyme Pattern 

Hemingway's honeymoon narrative 

(base or outer narrative) 

David's honeymoon narrative 

(inner narrative 1) 

/1\ 

David's African stories 

(inner narrative 2) 

failed, aborted version of Hemingway's outer 

narrative—Catherine should be writing this, 

as, on their bodies, she is 

much more satisfactory to David (if not 

to Hemingway, Catherine, or to the reader) 
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FIGURE 7 (over): 

The Bugatti (Purdy 1.8̂ ) 

1928—model type 37A—light blue (Catherine's is dar^ blue)—4 cylinders— 

90 horsepower—this particular model has a small supercharger—top speed, 

110 mph. 
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FIGDRE 8 (over): 

Andrea Del Sarto's Portrait of a Young Woman (Johnson 53) 
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FIGURE 9 (over): 

Goya's Maja Nude (Guidol 1.1.1 ) 

oil on canvas 

c. 1.800—37 x 74 inches 

The Prado Museum, Madrid 
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FIGURE 10 (over): 

Desbois1 Leda (de Margerie, from Musee D' Orsay Archives) 

marble 

c. 189? 

Parcay-les-Pihs, maison natale de Desbois 
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FIGDRE 11 (over): 

Picasso's Three Dancers (Janson 113) 

oil on canvas 

1925—84^ x 56% inches 

Tate Gallery, London, England 
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FIGURES 12.1-12.2 (over): 

Stills from Carl Dreyer's La Passion De Jeanne D'Arc (Bordwell 70; Milne 104) 
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