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			Prologue

			One evening in the mid-1990s I attended a panel on Ernest Hemingway and his work at New York’s Mercantile Library. The Mercantile was known for lively programming arranged by its then director, Harold Augenbraum, and this evening was no exception. Hemingway had been somewhat under fire of late. A controversial 1987 biography by Kenneth Lynn had left Hemingway fans reeling with the revelation that Ernest had been dressed as a girl in his early years, which Lynn argued had shaped the author’s psyche and sexuality.

			The previous year Hemingway’s posthumously published novel, The Garden of Eden, had revealed a writer seemingly obsessed with androgyny, its hero and heroine cutting and dyeing their hair to become identical, beyond gender—just as in the explicit sex scenes they move beyond traditionally male and female roles. At roughly the same time, Hemingway and his place in the Western literary tradition came under full-on attack, as readers, scholars, educators, and activists urgently questioned what “dead white males” like Hemingway had to say to us in a multicultural era that no longer accords them automatic priority. The so-called Hemingway code—a tough, stoic approach to life that seemingly substitutes physical courage and ideals of strength and skill for other forms of accomplishment—increasingly looked insular and tiresomely macho.

			That night at the Mercantile Library, these issues were roiling the waters. Should we still read Hemingway? Are his concerns still relevant? Was Hemingway gay? (The short answer is no.) Why could he not create a complicated female heroine? Does Hemingway have anything at all to say to people of different races and ethnicities? On the plus side, does his intense feeling for the natural world take on greater significance at a time of growing environmental consciousness? If we were to continue to read Hemingway, we needed to take note of how we read him, it seemed.

			The discussion after the panel was animated. The moderator called on a burly man with a peppery crew cut. I recognized him as a professor and critic who wrote about the literature of the 1920s, especially Hemingway’s friend F. Scott Fitzgerald. “I just want to say one thing,” he stood up and announced. “Hemingway made it possible for me to do what I do.”

			I thought about what he said for a long time afterward. He seemed to mean something very specific and personal—something to do with reading literature and writing about it as a vocation. He was not talking about teaching or making money. He was talking about whether writing was an acceptable occupation for a man, both on his terms and the world’s. Hemingway, not only in his extraliterary pursuits as a marlin fisherman, a big game hunter, a boxer, and a bullfight aficionado but also in his capacity as an icon of American popular culture, was the very personification of virility—and he was a writer. Any taint of femininity or aestheticism attached to writing had been wiped clean.

			I was reminded of a rather extraordinary statement made late in life by the writer Harold Loeb, the model for Robert Cohn in Hemingway’s first full-length novel, The Sun Also Rises—the lover of Lady Brett Ashley who proves himself a wet blanket during the Pamplona bullfighting fiesta. It was hardly a flattering portrayal, but Loeb had not forgotten why he, like so many others, had been drawn to Hemingway when they both were young: “I admired his combination of toughness and sensitiveness….I had long suspected that one reason for the scarcity of good writers in the United States was the popular impression—that artists were not quite virile. It was a good sign that men like Hemingway were taking up writing.”

			As I went on to think and write about Hemingway myself in the period following this panel, I thought I understood the critic’s remarks that evening. But I couldn’t account for the risky, emotional, and highly personal nature of his confession. What I couldn’t understand was his passion. It seemed to me that something was being said here about being a man and a writer, and it made me feel excluded.

			There is no shortage of Ernest Hemingway biographies—one of them runs to five volumes. His first biographer, Carlos Baker, set the bar in 1969, and the efforts of most of those who followed have been impressively researched and, for the most part, insightful. There has not yet been a biography written by a woman. This doesn’t necessarily mean that much; mainly, I find that I am interested in different aspects of Hemingway’s life from the ones that drew his previous (male) biographers. I shrink from describing what aspects those are: I’d rather not encourage the notion that men and women see things in fundamentally different ways. By definition, studying Hemingway is about the rough opposite, the cultural construction of gender—how sex roles are determined by the forces around us rather than our genes. It is through figures like Hemingway that masculinity gets defined—even if that same cultural construction affects him in turn.

			Before turning to Hemingway, I wrote biographies of two major writers who also helped define American masculinity through both their lives and their fiction: Henry Miller and Norman Mailer. Himself a (later) expatriate in Paris. Miller curiously never spoke of Hemingway, though Miller, like Hemingway, lived—from the outside, that is—a life that is the stuff of many a male fantasy. Mailer was a great admirer of both Miller and Hemingway; while he may have enjoyed Miller’s work more, he considered Hemingway easily “America’s greatest living writer.” Yet he seemed to recognize that somewhere along the way, Hemingway’s work and life became one—that without Hemingway’s image of a ruggedly physical man of action, the work would not be the same. Mailer asked us to acknowledge how “silly” A Farewell to Arms or Death in the Afternoon “would be if…written by a man who was five-four, wore glasses, spoke in a shrill voice, and was a physical coward.” A valid point, perhaps, but how useful is this really?

			As I began to consider writing my own biography of Hemingway, I asked myself whether a woman could bring something to the subject that previous biographers had not. But perhaps the point was what I did not bring in tow.

			I have no investment in the Hemingway legend. No doubt I come to him with my own baggage, but I cannot see what the legend has to offer to a female reader. I am not interested in the issue of who said what about whose hair on whose chest, the occasion for some thrown punches between Hemingway and Max Eastman in the Scribner’s offices in 1937. I think we should look away from what feeds into the legend and consider what formed this remarkably complex man and brilliant writer.

			*  *  *

			I thought once that I might begin to understand Hemingway if I understood what it was like to know him when he was beginning his career in Paris in the 1920s, before we knew what we now know, before he was enveloped in the cloak of fame. I came up with a way to think about him that worked for me: I imagined a handsome young man who came out of nowhere and was dropped into Greenwich Village, perhaps, or, more likely these days, into Williamsburg or Bushwick or Red Hook, probably living over a very interesting shop or other workplace. This young man would be rangy and darkly handsome, his presence so arresting that heads would turn when he walked into a room. He would always have a sheaf of manuscripts in his inside coat pocket, which he would pull out in cafés and scribble on—but he would always spring up if you came over to his table, ever happy to see you, happy to make time for you. The word would be that he had a book out, printed on a little hand press in Brooklyn, and that a big New York publisher had picked it up and was soon to release it. He would have a whole new way of writing—stunningly simple, seemingly effortless. Of course there would be a book party—an enchanted evening, an occasion everyone would remember.

			He would be madly in love with his wife too, a beautiful, serene-looking redhead who put you at ease instantly, whom you felt you could talk to about anything, who plainly adored her husband. As a couple they would glow. Everyone would be drawn to this young man—eager to be part of his energy field. He would be more curious than anyone you’d met. The life before him would seem to take on the outlines of a great adventure. It would be intoxicating to know him. Then, as part of my effort to understand my subject better, I picked this dazzling writer up and dropped him mentally into Montparnasse in the early 1920s, with F. Scott Fitzgerald, Gertrude Stein, John Dos Passos, Ezra Pound for companions.

			Imagined this way, Hemingway’s life took on the animation it must have if I were to see it clearly. The landscape he occupied gained color and dimension, and it seemed as if the world did not stop noticing him—even after his tragic death in 1961. He became, willy-nilly, a symbol of male potentiality, man as it seemed he always had been and was made to be. (The culture demanded no less; it was as if he filled a need that no one knew existed.) Ever since he first appeared, grinning devilishly and waving a crutch from his hospital ward during World War I, in an early newsreel shown on movie screens across the country, Hemingway captured the public imagination. Yet always, it seemed, a different Hemingway. The callow, lanky chronicler of the Lost Generation gave way to the mustachioed and virile Hemingway of the 1930s, as people read of his exploits in the bullring, on the deep seas, and in the African bush. He morphed yet again, into the politically engaged reporter of the Spanish Civil War, then into the intrepid, fighting journalist of World War II, and finally into “Papa,” the bearded, white-haired living legend of the postwar Cuban years. He published a string of novels and stories that made readers see the world, because of him, as a different place, more vibrant, more alive, more elemental, and at the same time more romantic.

			Yet something began to go wrong. The potential for this eventuality was there all along—it was in his genes, and in his childhood in the eccentric Hemingway household. Perhaps the times or the public asked too much of him. Maybe he shut out the critical voices he needed to hear to produce his best work. At some point in the unfolding of his brilliant career, a tragedy began to take shape.

			Ernest seemed to find it difficult to give and receive love, to be a faithful friend, and, perhaps most tragically, to tell the truth, even to himself. By the end of World War II, and while still in his forties, he had done himself out of many of the rewards of the good life: he had three failed marriages behind him, had few good friends, was not writing well, and had surrounded himself with flunkies and sycophants. He was burdened by serious physical injuries, including several concussions—which we would today call traumatic brain injuries, whose scope and variety are only beginning to be understood. The dangers of retrospective diagnosis duly acknowledged, it seems probable that Hemingway also suffered from mental illness that included mania and depression so severe it became at times psychotic. The son of a doctor, Hemingway was drinking too much and taking varying cocktails of prescribed pills, and he refused to follow his doctors’ orders. His habits of mind, the limitations of the psychopharmacology of his day, and the desire to avoid embarrassing himself as a public figure made it impossible for him to get the help he needed. His later fiction indicated a persistent confusion about gender identity or, to put it more positively and progressively, an openness to fluidity in gender boundaries.

			Worse, by the 1950s his talent was befuddling him. Even at his peak, sentimentality and a garrulous streak sometimes crept into his writing. He began to run repeatedly into dead ends with ambitious projects like The Garden of Eden and so published very little: even the most acclaimed works, like The Old Man and the Sea, lacked the ambition and passion of his earlier work. Things got worse, and his world shrank to the grounds of the Finca Vigía in Cuba, the property that became his own private fiefdom. Then, after it became virtually impossible to remain in Castro’s Cuba, he took refuge in a big concrete house in Idaho. Soon, no longer able to get the enormous pleasure he had once taken from life, no longer believing in his ability to write, he took his own life.

			What happened to Hemingway was a tragedy for him; a tragedy for his family, who had to endure it and were often damaged in the process; and a tragedy for us. It does no good to read (or write) his biography anew if we simply shine up the legend and find more ways to admire it—or if we reflexively debunk a literary legacy that has proved durably fascinating and inspiring for nearly a century. We need to understand what happened, in part because what was lost is incalculable. Hemingway was without question one of the greatest American prose writers. He changed the way we think, what we look for in literature, how we choose to lead our lives. He changed our language. He changed how we see Paris, the American West, Spain, Africa, Key West, Cuba, northern Michigan. Even his place of birth, Oak Park—though he very rarely wrote about it, this suburb, equidistant from Chicago and the wilderness of the Des Plaines River, was part of what made Hemingway, and we will always see it differently for his presence.

			If we are to understand all of this, it is important that we look at how it unfolded, how his unique gift came into full flower, how he came undone, even if the spectacle is one from which we might prefer to look away. It is painful to contemplate how Hemingway ceased engaging with a world he made new for us, so that even following the corrida circuit in the last years of his life became a nightmarish palimpsest of what it had been when he was young.

			Because he died so young, we have been left to imagine what Hemingway, if he had regained his full powers and denied the suicidal impulse, would have made of, say, the domestic upheavals of the 1950s and 1960s in the U.S., the revolutions that swept the so-called Third World, feminism, environmentalism, Watergate, Reagan. The New Journalism. His beloved Spain after Franco.

			Harry, the narrator in one of Hemingway’s most powerful stories, “The Snows of Kilimanjaro,” is himself a writer who reviews his life and his career and who, while slowly dying, recognizes his failed mission. “There was so much to write,” Harry thinks. “He had seen the world change….He had been in it and he had watched it and it was his duty to write of it, but now he never would.” Hemingway acknowledged that he, like Harry, had at times been derelict in his “duty” as a writer—perhaps an impossible standard. Indeed, it’s hard to argue that a writer “failed” when he revealed to us so much about war and violence, nature, relations between men and women, trauma, the creative life.

			There’s something else. As the heated discussion that mid-1990s evening in the Mercantile Library began to deflate and cool, someone got the attention of the moderator and stood up to add something. Echoing the professor who had said earlier that Hemingway made it possible for him to do what he did, this person said, “I just want to say that Hemingway made it possible for me to be who I am.” And sat down. It was difficult to determine the speaker’s gender, only that it appeared to have recently changed.

			In the years to come, I would learn, in my study of Hemingway’s life, what she or he meant.

		

	
		
			ONE

			Adelaide Edmonds Hemingway, Ernest Hemingway’s paternal grandmother, remembered shaking Abraham Lincoln’s hand, and Ernest Hall, his mother’s father, noted that at a parade in London, two couples passed him by: Queen Victoria and Prince Albert; Napoleon III and the Empress Eugénie. Their grandson would become the master of literary modernism, at once the harbinger and product of a new age. In many ways this disjuncture represented the battleground on which Hemingway forged his identity in his early years. It is commonly believed that he carried scars from his physical wounding in World War I and from his emotional wounding when the Red Cross nurse who tended him rejected him for another man. But other, more lasting scars reached further back than that.

			Ernest Hemingway would lead a peripatetic and bohemian life, but his family were religious, hardworking, and solidly middle-class people, eminently respectable, just the kind of Midwestern folk who helped build that part of the country from prairies into an economic powerhouse in the decades before and after the Civil War. They were successful, morally straitlaced when that was the rule in their level of society, confident that their material success was the just reward for their virtuous private lives.

			And yet several of his antecedents were strange. His mother’s father assembled the family and the servants every morning to pray on their knees. Not so unusual, maybe, for the time (though it is odd to think of the ne plus ultra literary modernist beginning his days this way). But Ernest Hall prayed looking up with his arms stretched upward, as if locked in a face-to-face with God. The man cut a strange figure in suburban Oak Park, for he wore his clothes “much too large” because, according to his granddaughter, he could not abide clothing touching his skin, “lest he feel bound in any way.” Born in Sheffield, England, in 1840, Hall was educated in London; when he was fifteen, his father brought his extended family to America, eventually settling in Dyersville, Iowa, probably because he had family or friends from England in the area.

			Another English family, the Hancocks, had settled nearby in Iowa, and Ernest Hall always remembered that he met his future wife, Caroline Hancock, on an occasion that evoked their dual allegiances: a cricket match held in Dyersville on the Fourth of July. Originally from Somerset County in the U.K., Alexander Hancock was a sea captain who lost a young wife. Immigrating with his three children—Caroline, Annie, and Benjamin Tyley—to Australia after taking them around the world on his ship, the Elizabeth, he found he didn’t like Australia and brought his children to Iowa in 1854. Caroline, born in 1843, had to wait for Ernest Hall when the Civil War intervened. Hall fought with the 1st Iowa Cavalry for under a year, discharged “for wounds” in 1862 in Butler, Missouri; he had taken an enemy minié ball in his thigh, one of the most damaging weapons in the Confederate arsenal. (His grandson would carry fragments from enemy weapons in his leg.) Before the war Ernest Hall had journeyed down the Mississippi as far as Louisiana; after marrying Caroline in 1865, they moved to Chicago, where they had two children, Leicester, born in 1874 and Grace, Ernest Hemingway’s mother, born in 1872. After establishing, with his brother-in-law, William Randall, a wholesale cutlery firm in Chicago, Ernest Hall moved his family to the new Chicago suburb of Oak Park, eventually settling at 439 North Oak Park Avenue.

			Across the street from the Halls’ Victorian house stood a similar large home, where lived Anson and Adelaide Hemingway, Ernest Hemingway’s paternal grandparents. Ernest Hall, a pillar of Grace Episcopal Church, boasted about his English stock. Anson Hemingway was descended from Ralph Hemingway, who came to America with the Great Migration, and through him from a line of Puritan and Congregationalist ministers. Ernest Hemingway’s sister Marcelline, the family historian, wrote that it was rumored that a Hemingway was the first student at Yale, and indeed, a Jacob Hemingway was the first to enter the new college in 1672.

			Anson Hemingway’s father, Allen Hemingway, had come to Chicago from East Plymouth, Connecticut, in 1854, saying he wanted to find a farm for his boys. In Connecticut he had worked for a clock manufacturer, which in 1853 became the Seth Thomas Clock Company; possibly he resolved to go west when it became clear he would not have an advantageous place in the newly incorporated company. He had fathered five children with his first wife, Marietta; after her death he and Harriet Louisa Tyler had one son, Anson. The only Hemingway son who survived the Civil War, Anson fought in the bloody Battle of Vicksburg in 1863 with the 72nd Illinois Regiment; he later received a commission and served as first lieutenant—at the age of twenty—in Company H of the Colored 70th Regiment. On his discharge he signed on with the Freedmen’s Bureau in Natchez, finding work for freed slaves on Southern plantations. He came north in 1866 and attended Wheaton Academy (later Wheaton College), founded by Wesleyan abolitionists. A devout Christian who had undergone a conversion experience in 1859, Anson met Adelaide Edmonds, three years older than he, his first night at Wheaton at a prayer meeting; they married two years later. Adelaide, a schoolteacher when she married, would become the only grandmother Ernest Hemingway knew, fondly remembered for telling him that the only regrets she had in life were the things she hadn’t done.

			After Wheaton, Anson Hemingway opened a small real estate office in Chicago, settling into a house in Oak Park at the corner of Oak Park Avenue and Superior Street when children began to arrive. He sold real estate for eight years, but put most of his energies into religion, in 1878 leaving real estate to become general secretary of the Chicago YMCA. He had been involved in the YMCA, an organization founded in 1844, for several years. His first Civil War regiment, quartered at Camp Douglas outside Chicago, had been known as the “YMCA regiment” for its association with evangelist and YMCA official Dwight Moody, who saw the Civil War as an opportunity to proselytize among the new recruits. Anson Hemingway’s great friendship with Moody, president of the Chicago YMCA from 1865 to 1870, and his tenure at the YMCA confirmed his deeply felt spirituality. Typically for a devout Christian of his day, he was opposed to such habits as smoking, drinking, dancing, and card playing, among other things. Though most of Anson and Adelaide’s children were born before he took the YMCA job, evidently evangelical work was not financially feasible for a man with a growing family, for Anson left to reopen his real estate practice in 1888, with an office at 189 LaSalle Street in the city, now announcing that he specialized in suburban properties. At this point area real estate was becoming a big business: Chicago was enjoying a boom as the nation’s largest railroad hub and the center for grain and livestock processing and shipping, and the real estate business was equally vibrant. By the time of the birth of Ernest Hemingway’s father, Clarence, in 1871, Anson’s business was thriving. He was able eventually to send all six of his children to Oberlin College in Ohio.

			Anson Hemingway was a handsome man, but he had a pigeon breast, or a protrusion of the sternum and rib cage. A slight deformity common in his time, it often appeared with mitral valve prolapse—a bad heart, from which Anson suffered. The condition was said to be caused by rickets. Whether this contributed to his son Clarence’s decision to become a doctor is not known, but Dr. Hemingway would notably make a point of insisting that his patients (and his family) eat lots of vegetables to avert the rickets that caused pigeon breast. Ernest’s father, Clarence, known as Ed, himself matured to be a good-looking, bearded man with an intense gaze who stood straight and tall. Prompted, perhaps, by his mother, who studied botany and astronomy at Wheaton College, Ed grew up with strong feelings about nature and the out-of-doors. His children remembered him talking about a period of some months spent with the Sioux in South Dakota and a month spent cooking for a government surveying team in the Smoky Mountains—which he particularly enjoyed. His youngest daughter, Carol, with some pride, later wrote, “Here are the things my father could do:

			
				He could saw down a tree and let it drop exactly where he wanted. He could chop wood and make a good fire under any weather circumstances, with a minimum of fuss. He could milk a cow, hitch up and drive a horse, pitch hay, clean a chicken or any other animal, and clean and cook the fish he caught. He made pickles, jam, and sauerkraut in the summer months and special shore dinners.

			

			Ed spent three years at Oberlin, which had become the Hemingway family’s favorite college. During this time he began his long association with the Agassiz Club, a fellowship that followed the teachings of the Swiss-born Harvard professor and naturalist Louis Agassiz, including the precept that amateurs (especially children) could best learn about the life and earth sciences by getting outside and studying nature firsthand. Ed delivered two papers on “The Extermination of the American Buffalo” before the Oberlin chapter of the Agassiz Club; he would later open an Oak Park chapter, whose meetings were religiously attended by all of his children, but especially Ernest. Ed’s study at Oberlin was followed by enrollment at Rush Medical College in Chicago. A “Rush doctor” was highly esteemed in the nineteenth century, and Ed could expect a prosperous practice. He studied in Edinburgh in 1895, followed by a European tour, and after his graduation served an apprenticeship with local Oak Park doctor William R. Lewis.

			With Dr. Lewis, Ed Hemingway tended the wife of his neighbor, Ernest Hall, when Caroline was diagnosed with cancer in 1894, at the age of forty-nine. At this point he renewed his acquaintance with Ernest’s daughter, Grace Hall, now twenty, five feet eight inches tall, a buxom woman with beautiful “English” coloring: porcelain white skin with red cheeks and blue eyes. Among Ernest Hall’s antecedents was Edward Miller, an eighteenth-century musician of some note, a church organist and composer. (His son, William Edward Miller, was also a talented professional musician for a time.) The Hall passion for music reached perhaps its highest expression in Grace Hall, who had an excellent voice and began to think as an adolescent of a serious singing career. Ernest Hall encouraged the musical education of his family; he had sent to England for his wife’s parlor organ. The family often made music together. Ernest Hall was a baritone; his wife, Caroline, a soprano; Caroline’s brother, Tyley (who lived with the family), a tenor; and the children had fine contralto voices. Grace took lessons in piano, violin, and voice. Ernest Hall regularly took Grace and her brother, Leicester, to the opera and other musical performances in Chicago.

			In 1886, when Grace was fourteen, Ernest Hall moved his family to a substantial turreted house at 439 North Oak Park Avenue, equipped with a bathroom and a telephone, which were coming to be necessary accoutrements for the aspiring middle class. Her robust physique as an adult belied Grace’s medical history, as she had nearly died from a run of childhood diseases that were leading causes of death among nineteenth-century children, but are now treatable with antibiotics. All derived from streptococci bacteria, which first laid her low with scarlet fever. In those days, the bacteria often led to rheumatic fever. The combination of scarlet and rheumatic fevers often led to sight impairment, and indeed Grace Hall often told the story of her blindness and the seemingly magical restoration of her sight. Rheumatic fever in children at that time often led as well, as it did with Grace, to St. Vitus’s dance (now known as Sydenham’s chorea); jerking limbs were this disease’s more frightening symptoms—to the onlooker but also the patient. As a result of this barrage of disease, Grace’s eyesight remained poor, and she was especially bothered by bright lights. (Later, her children remembered that the lights in the family home were kept dimmer than they might have been when they were growing up.)

			Grace Hall and Clarence Hemingway had crossed each other’s paths at Oak Park High School without particularly noticing each other. Grace later told her children that she found Ed—Clarence—thin and awkward, his well-mended clothes often outgrown. But Grace was writing to Ed in a teasing exchange as early as 1890, and a flirtatious 1893 letter from Grace assures him that she sees no “impropriety” in his writing to her father. Writing to Ed at the medical school, she apologizes for having used the word “butcher” in connection with doctoring, and asks Ed whether he can “prescribe for affection of the heart.”

			Though Grace would always be more permissive than Ed, both were devout, and they soon found they had much else in common. They exchanged letters when he went to Edinburgh to study in the spring of 1895, followed by a tour of the rest of Europe. Grace described how much she enjoyed the voice lessons she had recently started giving, and confided her hope to study in New York and pursue a career as an opera singer. In July she reported that she was probably leaving for New York, and she seems to have departed that fall. No letters from her year in New York survive, but there must have been correspondence, and it seems likely that Ed would steadily petition that she return to Oak Park.

			Grace Hall and her family had followed the career of the Austrian-born singer Louisa Kapp-Young Cappiani, who had retired from the stage to give voice lessons, “known all over the country, as well as in Europe, as the great voice builder and teacher of perfect singing.” Mme. Cappiani, as she was known, had appeared at the 1893 Columbian Exposition, or the Chicago World’s Fair, and had lectured on the teaching of singing and training required of a musical hopeful. It seems clear that Grace met Mme. Cappiani at the Exposition and received some encouragement from her; at any rate, Grace made the journey to New York in the fall of 1895 to study with the teacher. She would always tell her family that she lived at the Art Students League during her time in the city, but records show that the League never accommodated residents. Her youngest son later noted that she settled “in upper Manhattan” for her music studies, and Grace’s correspondence with a cousin, Mallinson Randall, indicates she stayed with him and his wife on West 130th Street, near St. Andrew’s Church, where Randall was choirmaster.

			During her New York year Grace made her singing debut at Madison Square Garden under the direction of Anton Seidl, the conductor of the Metropolitan Opera (as well as the musical director of the New York Philharmonic). Her reviews were said to have been excellent, but Grace remembered only that the stage lights so bothered her eyes that she was frightened off pursuing a singing career. It seems unlikely that this detail alone stood between her and the profession, but she never gave another explanation. It is likely, on the other hand, that Ed Hemingway was unremitting in his courtship of her by letter while she was in New York. Afterward, Ernest Hall took Grace on a whirlwind tour of Europe in the summer of 1896. From the ship, the R.M.S. Campania, she wrote Ed that she was flirting “with any person of the male persuasion,” and made suggestive reference to “a tender sweet old red sofa.” Grace returned to Oak Park and married Ed Hemingway on October 1.

			Had Grace seriously considered a lifelong career as a musical performer? When Mme. Cappiani spoke in Chicago at the 1893 World’s Fair, her topic was “Voice Culture as a Means of Independence to Women,” and, though she clearly laid out the steps a woman should take in pursuing a profession as a singer, she also clearly set forth what a woman trained in singing can bring to family life: “The musically well-educated woman in private life…becomes an anchor of hope and safety in case the husband is overtaken by sickness or other reverses. In such cases—and only in such [Mme. Cappiani cautioned], the wife will be the breadwinner….Welfare and independence will then soon re-enter the threatened household; and all this by the acquired charm of music.” Grace took this to heart. By the time of her marriage, she had a sizable roster of voice and musical instrument students and, she told her husband, loved the work: “You have no idea, how fond I am of my girls [her students], it is such a constant joy to feel that I have the power to mould them in some degree.” In the early days of the marriage, when Ed was building his practice, her financial support was essential. The doctor only earned $50 in some months, though his obstetrical practice grew rapidly. Grace’s contribution from the lessons was what enabled the Hemingways to take their place in the middle class.

			As a music teaching professional, Grace seems to have had supreme self-confidence. She is said to have charged $8 an hour for her teaching, although that figure is surely too high. Similarly, she is said to have earned as much as a thousand dollars a month—again, an unlikely sum. Whatever her fees, she clearly brought in far more than did her husband. Though her son Ernest never cited this imbalance directly, his general complaint against his mother, that she had emasculated her husband, clearly had some of its beginnings here. He had a similar complaint about what he saw as his mother’s extravagance, spending money on herself rather than her family. At the age of seven, Ernest would remember, he saw a bill for a hat his mother ordered from Marshall Field’s department store in Chicago; it was $135, he noted—again, probably an absurdly elevated figure—but Ernest, ever one to nurse resentments, clung to this story as evidence of his mother’s financial selfishness.

			Grace was extravagant. She had a generous, expansive, and loving nature. Apparently her personal presence was extraordinary; when she entered a room, everyone was immediately aware of her. Her youngest daughter, Carol, said, “Living with Mother was a bit like living with someone on the stage.” From her European tour she brought back thirty-five pairs of gloves, since duty fees were slapped onto three dozen pairs; she bragged that her wedding gown had ninety yards of organdy. Her energy was inexhaustible. She gave public musical performances all around the Chicago area (presumably in venues without the blinding footlights of Madison Square Garden) and composed numerous songs whose words and music a Chicago company published, bringing her modest royalties each year. Daughter Marcelline remembers waking up in the middle of the night and hearing her mother at the piano; the melodies often came to her in dreams, said Grace, and unless she got them down right away they were lost. Most striking, however, were the enthusiasm and high spirits she brought to the raising of the children, who began to arrive with some regularity a year after she and Ed married.

			Marcelline Doris came first, in January 1898, and Ernest Miller (both his names were from Grace’s family) a year and a half later, on July 21, 1899. Ursula (1902) and Madelaine (Sunny) would follow not long after, and the Hemingways would later have two more children, born seven years after Sunny’s birth in 1904, Carol, born in 1911, and another son, Leicester, born in 1915. Grace’s devotion to her children when they were young was extraordinary. For each child she created what she called baby books, not so different in ambition from the prefabricated ones common today among new parents—who generally tire of filling in the blanks after an initial burst of enthusiasm. Grace’s baby books, or scrapbooks, were massive affairs, bursting with clippings, photographs, and Grace’s handwritten descriptions and anecdotes. And they were multivolume: Ernest’s took up five books, covering his birth to the age of eighteen (though Grace only filled the fifth book’s earliest pages, so disappointed was she in his progress after his high school graduation). Such particulars as height and weight were recorded, along with notes on what he liked to eat, his sleeping habits, his earliest words, and so on. Entire pages are given over to Ernest’s teeth, for example, at each stage of babyhood and childhood. Each gift delivered to the newborn was recorded, and the floral arrangements sent in honor of the new arrival were meticulously described down to the last lily. Grace later said she “burned the midnight oil to produce” the baby books, and indeed there is something more than a little excessive—perhaps manic—in her enterprise. Though she had servants to help with childcare, she breastfed each child in turn. With children arriving so frequently, she had to have been exhausted for the first months of each child’s life—especially given the needs and desires of the preceding children.

			Grace’s maternal energies were not called into play in the more quotidian aspects of childcare, however. “Beyond singing lullabies and breastfeeding,” her son Leicester later wrote, “our mother lacked domestic talents. She abhorred didies [diapers], deficient manners, stomach upsets, house-cleaning, and cooking.” Her mother had raised her that way: “There is no use any woman getting into the kitchen if she can help it,” Caroline Hancock Hall had told her. Similarly, a playmate noted that Grace never learned to sweep, “and said she was never going to, because then she would have to do it.” Grace seldom cooked, and the exceptions were notable, as when she successfully followed a recipe for teacake, a British favorite served with melted butter. She then baked the specialty for Boxing Day (observed in the Anglophile Hall/Hemingway household), but otherwise prepared food only when dire necessity demanded.

			It was Ed who enjoyed cooking, having perfected his technique preparing food for the survey team in the Smokies. He especially loved to bake—he made excellent pies—and was famous for his doughnuts. Though the Hemingways employed a cook, and though Grace presumably was consulted about menus, it was Ed who saw to the family’s significant food supplies: barrels of apples and potatoes, and jar after jar of vegetables, fruits, and other foodstuffs he had put up himself. Similarly, he took charge of the laundry, taking the dirty clothes to the laundress, and oversaw the child—for a long time it was Ernest’s job—who sorted them into piles for the children to carry upstairs and stow. “My mother was exempt from household chores,” said Carol, “because she must have time to practice her music.” Their father’s constant refrain was, “Don’t disturb your mother.”

			Yet Grace Hemingway did her part to ensure that childhood was an uncommonly rich time for the young Hemingways. With her thrilling voice she read to them in the evenings: Dickens, Twain, Robert Louis Stevenson, Pilgrim’s Progress. She took each child in turn on a trip east to see relatives and tour historic Boston, the centerpiece of the journey being a visit to Nantucket of a week or more, creating indelible, sunny memories of the sea and boats and the shore. It was a time for Grace and the children to get to know each other.

			In these years, the American upper middle class was coming of age, discovering the ways in which prosperity could enable them to realize their economic, cultural, and social aspirations through their children. The young doctor and his cultured wife, both from eminently respectable families, were ideally situated to pursue this path, which led almost inevitably to the newly created American suburbs. Ed and Grace put a lot of thought into the raising of the children even before they began to arrive. Oak Park, Ed later wrote to his youngest daughter in a special birthday letter, seemed the ideal place to raise a family. “We planned a long time before our children were born,” he wrote, “that our children should have good, healthy bodies and some good food and a nice place to live and grow up without all the naughty people of the cities to bother them.” They were determined that their offspring make good use of the cultural resources of Chicago while they derived all the benefits of suburban living touted at the turn of the twentieth century: wholesome air, safe streets, plenty of young families to provide suitable playmates for their offspring.
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						The family, 1906. From left to right: Marcelline, Sunny, Ed, Grace, Ursula, and Ernest.

					

				

			

			Grace and Ed set the scene for vivid childhood memories in the summer of 1898, when they visited a Hall cousin near the north shore of Lake Michigan, at Bear Lake, later known as Walloon Lake, near Petoskey. The Hemingways bought a plot of land fronting the clear and cold, spring-fed lake from Henry Bacon, and made plans to build a cottage there the following summer, when Ernest was a newborn. By the summer of 1900 a small, two-bedroom cottage had been built, with a huge, seven-foot fireplace and a long screened porch looking out over the lake, as well as a dock where they tied up the family’s succession of rowboats. Grace named the place Windemere, after the English lake of Wordsworth and Scott (the Hemingways left out the first of the two “r”s). At Windemere there was an outhouse and no bathtub, and in the kitchen, a wood stove for cooking and a hand pump in the sink. Great organization was required to move the growing Hemingway family en masse from Oak Park to Walloon Lake each year, involving several trains, a steamer, and finally a rowboat, but somehow they all got there with most of their belongings intact, ready to enjoy a summer of picnicking, boating, swimming, and fishing and hunting.

			Ernest, who killed himself with a gun and whose father killed himself with a gun, was around guns from the very start. As a little baby, his mother said, she held him in her left arm while she shot a pistol with her right, Ernest shouting with delight at every report. Grace recorded his accomplishment in his baby book: before he was three, she wrote, “Ernest shoots well with his gun and loads it and cocks it himself.” By his fourth birthday his grandfather Hall was asking about “that great hunter Ernest Miller.” The Hemingway girls were taught about guns just as Ernest was, and every child learned the proper care of firearms and how to use them safely. As the children grew, target practice, held on Sundays, was the high point of the week; Ernest was an accomplished wing shot by the age of ten. He also developed a passion for fishing at a young age, going fishing with his father as a two-year-old, wrote Grace, and successfully landing the biggest fish of the day. Walloon Lake abounded in perch, largemouth bass, pike, and bluegills, and the toddler Ernest learned to eat what he called “hish” with gusto. Ed Hemingway taught that it was wrong to shoot an animal or catch a fish unless it was to be eaten.
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						About thirteen, with a good catch, ca. 1912

					

				

			

			Dr. Hemingway taught his children about life outdoors. His son was an enthusiastic member of the Oak Park branch of the Agassiz Club. From Ed, Ernest learned how to survive in the wilderness, how to walk like an Indian, how to preserve and stuff animals after they were dead, how to tie flies to catch trout, and countless other lessons about the out-of-doors. The Agassiz Club was in his young mind even on his Nantucket trip, when he wrote his father asking him whether it would be worth the two dollars needed to buy the foot of an albatross for the club. In later years Ernest would make a point of learning the best way to do things—choosing a wine, for example, or writing in a café, or cooking a trout properly, or the art of bullfighting—indeed, some say Hemingway fetishized the proper ways of doing things at the expense of his emotions, especially as he grew older. (That is often his message, in fact, in many of the Nick Adams stories; for example, in “The Big Two-Hearted River.” The horrors of mental turmoil and shell shock can be kept at bay by the mechanics of simple acts performed well, like hiking, packing a knapsack, fishing, and camp cooking.)

			But Ernest commonly boasted, his mother wrote in his baby book, that he was “ ’fraid of nothing,” which of course meant he knew fear, however much he could rise above it. Grace recorded other bits in the baby book that would embarrass any child: he sang “Fee blind mice / See how day run”; he had a dimple in each cheek, and a Cupid’s bow of a mouth. “Ernest is a very loving boy,” wrote Grace. “He cuddles round my neck and says, ‘I’m Mama’s little mink ain’t I. Will you be my Mama Mink?’ ”

			The photographs Grace pasted into Ernest’s baby books show an infant and toddler in dresses, with bonnets and long hair, looking angelic. Grace described his “white lacey dress with Pink bows” in the caption. Sometimes he appeared in pink gingham frocks with Battenburg lace collars and crocheted bonnets; sometimes his hair was cut short, boyishly, while at other times it was long, or styled into a shoulder-length bob matching his sister Marcelline’s. Of course many boys were dressed as girls at the turn of the century. The practice was an expression of a general sentimentalization of childhood, wherein innocence—associated with what was thought to be the gentler, fairer sex—was highly prized. Frances Hodgson Burnett’s Little Lord Fauntleroy (1885) touched off a fad for shoulder-length curls, often rendering little boys indistinguishable from little girls. But after the first year boys were generally taken out of dresses and put in male clothing. What is remarkable in the case of Grace’s firstborn children, however, is how often, after the first year, Marcelline and Ernest alternated between being dressed as girls and as boys.

			For whether as girls or boys, Ernest and his older sister were dressed alike. For some reason of her own—perhaps in a determination to bring her often thwarted creativity to child-raising—Grace decided, soon after Ernest’s birth, to treat him and his sister, eighteen months older, as twins. Later she would say she always wanted twins. Marcelline would remember that she and her brother had matching dolls and matching tea sets for their dolls, as well as matching air rifles. Grace wanted the children to feel like twins, so she encouraged them to do everything together: to fish and hike, to wheel their dolls in their dolls’ carriages. Photographs of the pair at Windemere show them both in overalls with Dutch boy haircuts, cut straight across on the sides and back, with severe bangs.
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						Ernest and his older sister, Marcelline, ca. 1901. Grace Hemingway enjoyed dressing them alike—here, as girls.

					

				

			

			Other photographs of Marcelline and Ernest around 1902 suggest that Grace had clothed them androgynously well after the children were old enough to know what was going on. The chubby toddler, his legs plump under a dress, did not look out of place, but the three-and-a-half-year-old Ernest displays long, slender legs in white stockings and Mary Jane–type shoes beneath his knee-length dress, sporting an outsize flowered hat on his head. The effect is decidedly odd—which is borne out by a remark Ernest made soon after these photographs were taken: “He was quite fearful before Christmas,” Grace wrote in his baby book, “that Santa Claus would know he was a boy, because he wore just the same clothes as his sister.”

			Grace Hemingway, it seems, made much of hair. Ernest was blond at birth, with blue eyes, and remained so until about the age of five; Marcelline’s hair was brown. Grace emphasized that Ernest, and later Sunny and the baby, Leicester, had Hall coloring—though Ernest’s eyes would become brown about when his hair did. “His hair is yellow,” noted Grace with satisfaction in one of his baby books, “worn in bangs, with curly ends round his head.” Grace thought highly of blond hair, but especially prized red hair, and was disappointed that none of her children were redheads. “Mother always pointed it out to us as the most beautiful hair in the world,” wrote Marcelline, noting that Ernest’s first wife, Hadley, had hair the shade of auburn Grace most favored. Judging from the attention she paid to her two first children’s hairstyles, she paid equal attention to the desirability of certain cuts, impressing on them, perhaps demonstrating on their younger siblings, the curve of a curl or the vulnerable spot at the nape of the neck, laid bare by a little boy’s haircut such as those she had given both Ernest and his sister. It is not altogether surprising that Ernest would develop a fascination with hair—its color, its texture, its length—that became nothing less than an erotic fetish in the grown man. He would enact erotic scenarios regarding hair color and sex that each of his four wives would participate in. He and Hadley played out a drama in which he grew his hair while she kept hers trimmed until, when they were off on a skiing holiday and none of their city friends would see, their hair was the same length. In early drafts of A Moveable Feast, his memoir about his youth with Hadley in Paris, he writes of their exchanges about hair—and how their haircuts looked and felt—and alludes to the changes their gender-challenging haircutting wrought in their sexual practices—which they characterize as “secret pleasures” (AMF, 183–192).

			The nature of what was going on in young Ernest’s mind and psyche concerning androgynous clothing and hairstyles is by no means clear, however. It was overlaid with his apprehension of the ways his mother herself challenged traditional sex roles: with her profession and with what Ernest came to think was her dominance in their household—about which Ernest apparently had then and would demonstrably have later very mixed feelings.

			To the two children, the twinning must have been at times pleasurable and at times annoying or embarrassing, especially as the practice continued. Marcelline was made to repeat her year in kindergarten so that she and Ernest could enter the first grade together. After Ernest’s death in 1961, Marcelline would write a memoir about family life, and among the bits edited out was a protracted description of a friend’s attempt to do something with Marcelline’s Dutch boy haircut. The result was what one might expect from two little girls and a pair of scissors. Grace was not just dismayed by the state of her daughter’s hair, she was enraged, the act somehow threatening her sense of propriety or even her dominion over her children. “I want you to remember this as long as you live,” she told Marcelline, forcing her to wear a baby bonnet belonging to the youngest sibling, Sunny, until her hair grew out. After two weeks, Marcelline’s second-grade teacher spoke up in the mortified girl’s defense, and the punishment was ended. Shortly after, the same teacher recommended Marcelline be moved up into the third grade, and for the rest of grammar school she and Ernest were in separate grades. Between seventh and eighth grades, however, Marcelline was taken out of school for a year, thus entering high school with Ernest and graduating with him. The reasons Ed and Grace gave the girl for this action are at once practical and mystifying: they told her that, first of all, they wanted her to concentrate on music and gymnastic dance lessons; second, they had “strong-minded” theories, Marcelline said later, about child-rearing, “and one of them was that girls ought not to be kept in school and rushed through strenuous routines during the difficult maturing times of the early teens.” For Marcelline and Ernest, the result was that through five difficult, adolescent years they were in the same classroom—with predictable social embarrassments and conflicts. They were Grace’s favorite children, Marcelline because she was first and Ernest because he was the first boy—and competition between them was inevitable. Especially humiliating was Grace’s insistence that Ernest escort Marcelline to the first high school dance they attended.

			Marcelline and Ernest’s relationship over the years was, as one might expect, fraught. They were extremely close as very young children and again in adolescence and immediately thereafter. Marcelline seems to have undergone a major personality change as she reached adulthood and married, seemingly adopting all of her mother’s worst qualities, eventually becoming a clubwoman who dabbled in the arts. (Even her mother evidently came to dislike her.) Ernest would develop a violent hatred for his older sister, especially after a major quarrel following their father’s death and a later disagreement about the fate of Windemere. The relationship with his sister touched chords in his emotional nature to which he reacted very strongly, suggesting how much the early twinning complicated his development.

			Yet Ernest owed many of his best qualities to his mother: the youngest girl, Carol, thought Grace “was a very big and good influence on him in his early years.” (Carol also remarked about her brother, “He’s the one who’s most like her.”) For the first nine years of their marriage, Grace, Ed, and their growing brood lived in Ernest Hall’s generously sized house at 439 North Oak Park Avenue, directly across from Anson and Adelaide Hemingway’s home. Aside from the morning prayer regimen—conducted with the entire family on their knees—Ernest Hall was an easygoing, loving man. His brother-in-law, Benjamin Tyley Hancock, known as Uncle Tyley, lived there when he was not on the road selling Miller Hall bedsteads, and endeared himself to the young family. Marcelline, Ernest, Ursula, and Sunny were all born in the house’s front bedroom. For his part, Ernest Hall was extremely solicitous about his family, especially in letters from the West Coast, where he went every winter, in part to see his other child, Leicester, who had settled there after a brief, mysteriously disastrous stint following the Gold Rush up to Alaska. Hall commented almost daily on the performance of stocks or bonds that either he or his daughter held, constantly urged the doctor (whom he addressed as “dear boy” and called “the blessed doctor”) not to work so hard, commenting often, in a somewhat curious turn of phrase, that he hoped the children were “laying up stores of happy, sunshiney memories.” Ernest Hall and his daughter initiated the custom of affixing to each letter “tussies,” or hugs, symbolized by several circles at a letter’s end; a dot in a circle meant a hug and a kiss. “I trust you are all well and the Doctor growing fat and sassy with the children growing like weeds,” he wrote in the summer of 1901 on a trip to England.

			But Ernest Hall returned from his trip west in 1904 with Bright’s disease, a kidney ailment then almost uniformly fatal, and died in May 1905. Uncle Tyley and the Hemingways were rudderless, suddenly, and must have felt at loose ends living on in the Hall home. Moving was to be the least of the changes rung in the wake of the patriarch’s death.

			*  *  *

			Fifty years later, Ernest Hemingway wrote to a young friend in the aftermath of his mother’s death. He admitted that his feelings started to change toward his mother only after what he perceived was a change in how she treated his father; only then did he cease to love her. In any case, he said, it meant little now that she was dead. Perhaps written in a sentimental moment, this letter indicates a willingness to consider Grace’s good qualities, which he otherwise almost never entertained. He knew that his hatred was unreasonable, but insisted that no one could speak as harshly as he was wont without cause. So he fixed a time when things soured. Before then the Hemingways lived in a sort of domestic Eden, insular and self-sufficient, fully functional.

			Things began to fall apart, according to Ernest, around the time that Ernest Hall died—just when the boy was reaching the age at which he could form and keep memories. It is important to note that when Ernest spoke about his mother in later years he usually did so toward a particular end. It often served his purposes to present his father as a henpecked husband, dominated and hounded by an overbearing wife. He also had to make it sound as if his anger was justified, so found bases for it in what he presented as facts but really were imagination. One remark pinned the beginning of what he saw as the deterioration of his parents’ marriage on the death of Ernest Hall. Everything between them before the death of his grandfather, he said, was fine, because he was strict with his daughter and “controlled her terrible selfishness and conceit.” Ernest would later indulge in some fancy emotional footwork in childhood revisionism after his father’s suicide. He blamed his mother for emasculating his father, wearing him down until he had no strength to weather crises of confidence. One such crisis, Ernest believed, led to his suicide.

			There is no question, however, that the life of the Hemingway family was transformed with Ernest Hall’s death, though hardly for the reasons Ernest later insisted on. It is true, in fact, that Grace came into her own at this juncture, though the transformation in her was hardly sinister. She inherited some money when her father died, and resolved to build a new house for her growing brood—one that could accommodate both her husband’s practice and her own interests and professional activities. For “years,” according to one biographer, Grace had been reading about architecture and specifically home design, and she had pronounced ideas on many aspects of the subject. She hired an architect and put her father’s property on the market, moving her family to a rented house, and bought a lot on the corner of Kenilworth Avenue and Iowa Street. Construction began in spring 1906; in the fireplace stone was laid a collection of family keepsakes.

			It is commonplace among Hemingway biographers to blame Grace Hemingway, when not for her “careerist zeal,” for designing a house “that was much too grand for them” and strained the family finances, this despite the lack of any indication that the Hemingways ever quarreled about money. There is no evidence, for instance, that they went into debt to build the house. And the house was only as “grand” as was necessary for a family with two working parents, an uncle who was a regular boarder, six children, and one or two sleep-in servants. The family needed eight bedrooms; even at that, some of the girls would need to double up. Rather, Grace’s involvement in the building of the house became a means for her to express herself creatively and to demonstrate her knack for imaginative practical solutions to domestic issues. The kitchen, for instance, was carefully thought out according to the latest trends in efficiency; counters, for example, were higher than usual to accommodate both Grace and Ed, both tall. The pantry was abolished as a thing of the past; food and cooking implements were stored in cupboards, themselves a kitchen novelty. Grace extended the kitchen to include areas in the basement that held built-in tubs for the wash, cement cabinets for preserved food, and a gas burner on which the doctor could both demonstrate the making of bullets for his children and, as one observer has noted, heat candy for taffy pulls.
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						The family’s home after 1906, designed by Grace Hemingway, at 600 North Kenilworth, Oak Park, Illinois

					

				

			

			The rooms for the doctor’s office were separated from the living room by a door with a frosted panel on which was etched the Hemingway family crest, devised by Grace and Ed. Bookshelves lined his anteroom, filled both with books and examples of his taxidermy skills. A telephone occupied a place at the dining room table, in case patients called the doctor at mealtime. At the other end of the living room (which had what Marcelline described as a “severely modern” fireplace) was the house’s most distinguishing feature: Grace’s music room, designed according to the latest acoustical specifications. It was thirty feet square with a ceiling fifteen feet high, which could accommodate a balcony for spectators. On the radiators were placed large, galvanized containers of water, which Grace had read would keep the Steinway grand piano in tune (there was another piano in the dining room for the children’s use). On a rug-draped platform Grace’s students presented their performances, and on one wall, where Grace hoped one day to install a pipe organ, hung a portrait of the children’s great-great-grandfather, William Edward Miller, who was, like his father, musical, but gave it up as a worldly pursuit when he became a Wesleyan minister late in life.

			While the design of the Hemingway house was quite practical in its details, it seems to have been true that Oak Parkers believed that the house was too expensive for the family, and that they talked about it. A playmate of Marcelline’s remembered just how large the house seemed, and the “unconventional” planning that appeared to have gone into it. “It had a touch of the grandiose,” she observed, “which they evidently couldn’t afford.” The house was three full stories tall and drew neighborhood attention.

			Ernest and Marcelline started first grade at the Lowell School while the house on Kenilworth Avenue was being built. They both learned to read quickly. Their rented house was next door to Oak Park’s public library, called the Scoville Institute. Evidently the Hemingways no longer had a nursemaid, or if they had one her attentions were devoted to the younger girls, for brother and sister went every day after school to the Scoville, where they read books in small chairs at low tables until the librarian sent them home at dinnertime. In fall 1906, when the move into the new house was complete, the two eldest children transferred to the Oliver Wendell Holmes School.

			The Oak Park house was not the Hemingways’ only construction project. Around the time Ursula was born, they added a kitchen wing to the cottage at Walloon Lake; later, a separate three-bedroom structure was added. As the family grew, so did the responsibilities. Washday at Windemere was a good example. Ed had concocted a cleaning solution that he believed would clean clothes, linen, and bedding without soaping or rubbing. As this was added, loads of wash were boiled in two separate boilers. When a boiler had cooled a little, Ed and one of the children carried it precariously down to the lake, where the other children were waiting, standing waist-deep in the water, to rinse each item. Ed helped them wring out the washing and carry it up to the clothesline behind the cottage. As Marcelline later pointed out, the children may have gone barefoot and dressed only in overalls, but starched petticoats and ruffles, not to mention the considerable amount of bedding and linens (towels alone!), made for an enormous Windemere chore. Characteristically, Grace had devised a schedule that rotated the cooking duties, so that she had to cook only two nights in every eight. On the first two nights of a given period, she and her third daughter (Sunny) cooked; for the next two, the mother’s helper (Ruth Arnold) and the youngest girl (Carol) cooked; on the next two, Marcelline and a school friend; and on the last two nights, Ed and Ernest. “Even at that age I realized it was a bit strange, the way things were done,” remembered a family friend, who also noted, “there was no supervision of any kind in the kitchen.”

			Management of such a large family could border on the comical. Ed’s bobwhite whistle summoned the children when they got separated in crowds, often on trips to the circus or state fairs or to Chicago’s zoo or the Field Museum, a natural history museum opened in 1893 and a Hemingway favorite. The children were expected to assemble “instantly,” said Marcelline. At Windemere the children received lifesaving lessons. Ed would take out the rowboat and rock it until it capsized, telling the children to swim to shore or to climb on top of the boat. Later, he dropped them off fully clothed in water over their heads and timed them as they removed shoes and clothes and swam to shore. The children were exceedingly competitive with each other.

			Though outright rebellion wasn’t to catch hold among the Hemingway children until adolescence, early on they chafed at parental restrictions that seemed straight out of the Victorian age. Ed, with his New England and Puritan ancestry, his upbringing by a follower of the evangelical Dwight Moody, and his exposure to Protestant strictness at Oberlin College, took a hard line when it came to what he would and would not allow for his family. In 1886 he had joined a group called the “Band of Hope,” pledging he would not indulge in “wine, beer, intoxicating liquors, tobacco, and swearing.” He also spoke against dancing, card playing, and gambling. Grace, who had asked Ed flirtatiously in an 1893 letter whether he frowned on theatergoing, was more lenient than her husband. Ernest Hall had a billiard table in his home and had taught his daughter to play what many saw as a morally suspect game. For the early years of their marriage, Grace’s husband had accepted—willingly or not—her father’s nightly pipe after supper, enjoyed with his brother-in-law, Uncle Tyley, behind closed doors in the parlor. Grace liked games in general and favored social dancing—the latter becoming a battleground when the girls reached adolescence.

			Not surprisingly, Ed Hemingway was the disciplinarian of the family. Like many children, the Hemingway offspring knew that, rather than bringing major issues to their father and receiving an automatic no, they should, rather, work on their mother first, thus making it more likely that Ed would eventually agree. He felt free to spank for misbehaving, and often brought out his razor strop. (Grace
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