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			You are all a lost generation.

			—GERTRUDE STEIN (in conversation)

			One generation passeth away, and another generation cometh; but the earth abideth forever. . . . The sun also ariseth, and the sun goeth down, and hasteth to the place where he arose. . . . The wind goeth toward the south, and turneth about unto the north; it whirleth about continually, and the wind returneth again according to his circuits. . . . All the rivers run into the sea; yet the sea is not full; unto the place from whence the rivers come, thither they return again.

			—ECCLESIASTES
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			INTRODUCTION

			I first found Ernest Hemingway as a fifteen-year-old high school student.

			I was a Mexican immigrant growing up on the South Side of Chicago. My dad was a nerdy scientist and medical doctor who had brought our family from Mexico to the United States in 1962. There, he would continue his work of helping to invent the cochlear implant—giving deaf people and others the ability to hear if they wanted it. My mom, who never graduated from high school, raised us children—my sister, the eldest; my two brothers in the middle; and me, the youngest, her chicle (that’s “gum” en español, y’all). Later in life, she became a nationally recognized social worker, supporting women survivors of domestic violence.

			Spanish was my mother tongue, and I lived in a Spanish-speaking household. The library study, which was my dad’s prized possession (after, of course, his American-made car), was filled with medical journals, National Geographic magazines, and the Spanish-language novellas that my mom read. Books written in English by American writers rarely found their way onto the wraparound shelves.

			My earliest reading experience in the English language was reading Dick and Jane books in the first grade. These were the simplest of the simple books. They told stories through short, clipped sentences—see Dick run, see Jane jump—alongside explanatory illustrations. As the words began making sense to me, I came to love this simple and clear style of writing. This kind of English I could handle reading and writing. But as that little Mexican girl, I often felt inadequate when it came to more advanced types of English. The Spanish we spoke at home was comfortable and familiar; the English-language world that loomed outside our door could be intimidating and sometimes mysterious.

			By the time I got to high school, my imposter syndrome had ballooned. Somewhere along the way, I’d been given the impression that good writing meant flashy, long-winded sentences composed of multisyllabic words, imbued with deep, compelling thoughts at every turn. I began second-guessing my straightforward writing style. I worried that my English wasn’t up to par, that my sentences weren’t perfectly constructed and flowery in all the right places, that my writing was too simple, too “Dick and Jane” to impress anyone. Writing became a source of stress during my teenage years. I was no longer certain how to write in a language that didn’t feel like mine.

			Everything changed, though, my sophomore year of high school when a preppy, sweater vest and horn-rimmed glasses–wearing English teacher assigned Ernest Hemingway’s The Old Man and the Sea. I immediately fell in love with Hemingway’s direct, unencumbered style. I understood the story with so much clarity, and for once, I could see myself as a reader with authority and agency. I loved it! Even though Hemingway was like so many other “dead white male” authors taught in schools—like Plato, Socrates, Conrad, and Dostoyevsky—I didn’t feel intimidated reading his work.

			I forced myself to speak up in class. I was always scared, but, hey, class participation was part of my grade, and getting good grades was one way to prove that I belonged. The teacher, who was working toward a PhD in English at the University of Chicago, had listened carefully when I spoke about the book, had read my book report, and he could see that Hemingway had touched me in a special way. Doors of possibility had opened in my mind. I was transformed because of a dead writer’s words from another era, which when you’re a teenager feels like centuries ago, even if it was just decades. Hemingway had taken his own life fifteen years earlier, but his spirit as an American cultural icon and literary giant was still very much present in the mid-1970s. And because I was told by this teacher that my writing had a taste of Hemingway in it, I suddenly felt free to live in that space of simplicity and directness. There was no need to overwrite, I realized.

			During the winter holidays that year, I traveled with my family on our annual trip to Mexico. I knew my next assignment was going to be The Sun Also Rises, so I asked my mom if my tío Benito would take me to a bullfight in Mexico City. She looked at me in confusion and said, “What?” She told me it would be very bloody, and that I wouldn’t like it. But I insisted.

			“I’m fifteen years old and I can handle it,” I asserted. “Besides, it’s for a book we’re reading in school.”

			I imagined what the adult conversations about my unexpected request must have sounded like.

			Mi tía: “¿Puedes creerlo? Can you believe that our little Malulis (this was my family’s nickname for me based on my full name, Maria de Lourdes) wants to go see los toros? ¿Por qué? She is so sweet, tan chiquitita, tan linda. Why would this gringita (I hated it when they called me that) want to go see the bulls? Yo nunca he ido. I’ve never gone, nor even been interested in los toros. ¡Que horrible!”

			Mi abuelita: “Ay, esa Malulis, siempre con sus ideas tan peculiares. And el tío Benito needs help walking. Malulis is going to have to escort him into the stadium and find their seats. ¿Puedes creerlo? ¡Malulis es una niñita!”

			Of course, I stood firm, and, being the youngest, I got my way. But no one else from my entire family of about 140 people, from cousins to parents, would come with me. For this bloody outing, I was on my own.

			My dad dropped me off with my tío Benito at the massive bullfighting ring, which back then was in the seedier part of downtown Mexico City (I kind of loved that). I could feel the electricity in the air as soon as we got out of the car. The street was crowded with people selling calendars, popcorn, beer, papitas with chile and lime, everything you could imagine. But despite the adrenaline rush of being there, taking it in with hundreds of other people, the bullfight was hard to watch.

			I tried to pay attention to the matadors and admire their artistry like Hemingway would have done. I recognized the beauty and seduction of the dance between man and beast—the way they had to lock eyes before either one made a move; the ballet of the toro and his hooves pounding into the sand, making little clouds of dust; and the ballet of the toreador with his chest up high and his arms in a perpetual second position. But I couldn’t get away from the fact that it was a battle on unequal footing. There were the picadores on horseback with their swords; there were the payasos in the ring to distract a rageful bull; and there were so many wooden walls for the men to slip behind and disappear altogether. No, this was not a game of equals, of man versus nature. It hurt to admit it, but in the end, my mom was right—just like always, it seemed. I didn’t like what the bullfight stood for.

			The Sun Also Rises itself is like a bullfight, problematic in many ways and yet filled with great beauty, and perhaps Hemingway intended it that way. The book is short and drawn-out at the same time. Nothing and everything happens in it. There is glamour, lust, violence, and rage. Nearly all the characters end up metaphorically gutted and bloody by the book’s end. The author’s artistry is seamless and total, entrapping us in his spectacle. We despise the characters, but, rather than turning us off the book, they compel us to keep turning the pages toward their inevitable destruction, like a car crash you can’t look away from.

			The first time I read the book as a fifteen-year-old girl, I had a hard time connecting to the characters. The narrator, Jake Barnes, and the rest of the crew—Robert Cohn, Bill Gorton, and Mike Campbell—are all so macho and proud to show it off. Lady Ashley, better known as Brett, is manly in her own way, too. She wears her hair in an Eton crop as short as a boy’s and succeeds in emasculating all the men, including hotshot matador Pedro Romero. They were all wrapped up in a childish pissing contest, which showed a negative but sometimes true side of friendship. I knew what it was like to want to be cool and to seek out the approval of my peer group, and how insecurities can make people behave very badly and even bully their own friends. The toxic group dynamic fueled by ostracism, jealousy, and alcohol abuse was relatable and revealing. They were petty, aimless adults, heedless of their privilege, and not that different from teenagers. It showed how ugly human relationships can be.

			After rereading The Sun Also Rises forty-five years later (!), the characters remain as unsympathetic as they were when I was fifteen. These are not good people, and they do not behave well. They are proudly oblivious to their own racism and anti-Semitism, to the suffering of others. Just out of frame, though, is the underlying cause. What we don’t hear about is the fact that they’ve collectively survived a catastrophic war. On first reading, I didn’t yet understand that war can lead to deep trauma, which manifests in different ways for different people. When reading Hemingway, what’s not on the page is just as important as what is.

			As a high school reader, I was repelled by and attracted to all the men in this book, including Robert, whom I struggled to understand. How could he be so oblivious to people not wanting him around, so oblivious to his own self-loathing? I was repulsed by the men and their machismo but fascinated, too. The peek inside their heads helped me understand how men might think—or not think—about the people around them.

			One of the things I loved about the book, then and now, is Brett, who exists in a time when women have barely won the right to vote, much less the right to live independent lives. She does whatever she wants, no matter the consequences. At one point, the narrator describes watching her return to their group of disaffected men: “I looked and saw her coming through the crowd in the square, walking, her head up, as though the fiesta were being staged in her honor, and she found it pleasant and amusing.” Brett is a queen. Soon after, Mike eggs her on about her tryst with Pedro, and she instantly Shuts. Him. Down. “ ‘How’s your boyfriend?’ ” Mike asks, to which Brett replies, “ ‘Damned well . . . Watch him this afternoon.’ ”

			Of course, she is completely incapable of seeing her own privilege, the thing that allows her to behave this way. However, even as a high school sophomore, there was something incredibly attractive to me about her because I was searching for my own sense of freedom and independence in the 1970s. In Brett, I saw a woman who makes her own choices—maybe not the best ones, but she does what she wants and no one can stop her. Alas, I didn’t do that with men when I was younger, but I did heed this attitude in my career. I fearlessly went where others had not, and did what I wanted as a professional journalist and storyteller.

			I must admit, reading The Sun Also Rises in 2021 was much more uncomfortable than it was when I was younger. You cannot read Ernest Hemingway without acknowledging how different the society that we live in today is, when the #MeToo movement has raised fundamental questions about men’s treatment of women. In its own way, the novel speaks to our current day. Although it’s never said in so many words, it’s obvious that the men in the book are all deeply insecure. This is actually a hugely important life lesson. Take heed! Jerks are just very insecure people. That’s why they feel the desperate need to prove themselves to Brett and to each other, and, in particular, to prove to Pedro the matador that they are man enough by running with the bulls and drinking with abandon. What an archaic concept: “man enough.” And yet this kind of desperate masculinity is still absolutely a part of our society today.

			Interestingly, Hemingway succeeds in making Robert Cohn, the “once middleweight boxing champion of Princeton,” the most unlikable character in the novel. Throughout the book, he inserts himself into social situations where his presence is a buzzkill; he whines about wanting to go to South America; he’s always letting women dictate his life; and while the other men grin and bear Brett’s sexual conquests, Robert turns wild with rage and nearly pummels the star matador to oblivion.

			It would have been nice to build sympathy for the only Jewish character in the novel. Again, this is Hemingway showing us the nastiness of the moment and the fragility of perceived masculine power. Robert’s accolades as a prize fighter are held up as a kind of counterfeit masculinity, in contrast to the other male characters, who fought in an actual war. He has only learned to box, a sport he dislikes, in order “to counteract the feeling of inferiority and shyness he had felt on being treated as a Jew at Princeton.”

			Even though I was disgusted by Robert, there were certain things about him that I could relate to. I was forever the smallest kid in my grade. There were times when I was ostracized by my best friends and treated like an outsider within my own friend group. Other kids made jokes about me being Mexican or an immigrant, but I chose not to hear them in the same way that Robert probably knows his friends are deeply anti-Semitic. As an older reader, I see that this poor guy suffers a lot as the tagalong, as the outsider. There is something within all of us, whether or not we want to admit it, that clicks as we get to know him.

			In hindsight, I understand that this is what trauma looks like. Robert is Jewish at a time when anti-Semitism was on the rise and becoming increasingly mainstream. Being hated and othered could destroy anyone’s self-esteem. Robert is surviving the best way he knows how during a hateful time not that different from our own.

			What’s obvious to me now is: Out of all the characters, the one who must have resonated with me most was the narrator, Jake Barnes. He’s not only a writer but a journalist. He makes his nine-to-five living as an American foreign correspondent in Paris. There was something about being a war correspondent straddling multiple worlds—life back home in the States and a peripatetic existence in post–World War I Europe—that recalled my own experiences blending Mexican and American cultures in Chicago. I was hooked following Jake’s travels through Spain and France. The way he talks about journalism is incredibly alluring. The recent war that looms just off the page evoked images of witnessing bombs and death, struggling to live off rationed food, running for cover during air raids, reporting the news under threats of censorship. Those images, inspired by The Sun Also Rises but conjured up by my own imagination, planted a seed in my head. That seed grew to its potential when I embarked on a career as a journalist more than thirty years ago.

			The Sun Also Rises is often lauded as “the great American novel,” and yet none of it takes place in the Americas. The fact that Ernest Hemingway situated the book primarily in Spain around the Festival of San Fermín and the running of the bulls in Pamplona said something to me. Similarly, The Old Man and the Sea, about an aging fisherman, is set in Cuba, where he lived for three decades. Hemingway was the quintessential American, and yet he chose to live much of his life in countries where passion, the thin line between life and death, and the absolute necessity of being an aficionado were a part of the fabric of everyday life. He chose to live where the colorful, sensual language of Spanish was spoken. All of this touched me and validated an essential part of me.

			On a bus through Basque country, Jake and Bill, the American tourists, share their freshly filled wine sack with the locals. “Everyone took a drink very politely, and then they made us cork it up and put it away. They all wanted us to drink from their leather wine bottles. They were peasants going up into the hills.” Hemingway’s narrator makes a point of showing what hospitable, “swell people” the Basques are. The author’s admiration for the Basques, the Spaniards, the Cubans, and many other peoples around the world made it known that people like me, Spanish-speaking immigrants, were not a threat. The truth is that when I was in high school, Latinos and Latinas were, and I would argue continue to be, invisible from the national narrative. I recall such a distinct need to feel seen at that point in my life, and Hemingway satisfied it.

			Reading The Sun Also Rises in the twenty-first century is also a challenge because of the language Hemingway uses. As a journalist, my instinct is to question, critique, and dialogue about the sexism, racism, and misogyny in his work, but sadly, Ernest Hemingway is no longer with us to have that much-needed conversation and confrontation. Otherwise, we could ask him why the two characters portrayed the most negatively in the book are a Jewish man and a sexually liberated woman.

			One of Hemingway’s gifts to us is the gift of sincerity. He wrote plainly and truthfully about the time he inhabited. He shows us the ugliness of expat society, the horrible language his contemporaries were capable of using, and the chaos that flowed from their callous and selfish actions. As President Harry S. Truman famously said, “I never did give them hell. I just told the truth, and they thought it was hell.”

			Hemingway apparently went on a trip very similar to the one immortalized in The Sun Also Rises, with a very similar group of friends. When the novel was published, many of his friends criticized it for being a thinly veiled account of their actual experiences together. He’d essentially used their trip as the basis for his story. There are a lot of ethical considerations involved in doing something like that. However, a writer finds inspiration where a writer finds inspiration, and sometimes the best stories and the best characters are the ones right in front of your face—another great life lesson for future writers.

			But did Hemingway just transcribe the conversations, moments, and characters from his trip? No, his training as a journalist taught him to document and then use the best, most effective conversations, moments, characters—particulars as fleeting as the pleasant feeling of a cool breeze on a steamy evening. His descriptions elevate everyday life to the level of art, as it does here when he describes the preparations for a bullfight in Pamplona: “The big gate of the bullring was open, and inside the amphitheater was being swept. The ring was rolled and sprinkled, and carpenters replaced weakened or cracked planks in the barrera. Standing at the edge of the smooth rolled sand you could look up in the empty stands and see old women sweeping out the boxes.”

			Later he recounts the beginning of the festivities in a manner that manages to be both straightforward and magical:

			
				At noon on Sunday, the 6th of July, the fiesta exploded. There is no other way to describe it. . . . There were so many people in the arcade, that had been empty a minute before, that the waiter, holding the bottle high up over his head, could hardly get through the crowd to our table. People were coming into the square from all sides, and down the street we heard the pipes and the fifes and the drums coming. They were playing the riau-riau music, the pipes shrill and the drums pounding, and behind them came the men and boys dancing. When the fifers stopped they all crouched down in the street, and when the reed pipes and the fifes shrilled, and the flat, dry, hollow drums tapped it out again, they all went up in the air dancing. In the crowd you saw only the heads and shoulders of the dancers going up and down.

			

			Those details, so precise and so evocative. . . . This is why a journalist always carries a notebook.

			A key turning point for me in my career as a journalist was when I realized that the best way to tell a story is to write it as if you are telling it to your mom or a good friend. It has to be compelling, dramatic, entertaining, but not too complicated; and perhaps above all, it must be forthright. That’s what Hemingway was doing as a journalist but also as a novelist. In fact, that is what The Sun Also Rises is—a story full of twists and turns that takes place in a recognizable world with recognizable, though ridiculously flawed, people.

			Discovering Hemingway as a teenager was a revelation. Seeing what he did with the English language gave me confidence in my own writing. He also showed me that there are complicated, terrible people in the world who are still human like the rest of us and deserve compassion and understanding.

			I can’t stress enough how deeply I felt this connection with Hemingway as a writer. He couldn’t have been more different than me, and yet his prose activated all these feelings inside me. He inspired me. If you believe in spirituality, then, well, I found my connection with him on and off the page.

			He left this world the exact same day and year I came into it: July 2, 1961. I’ve always thought that a little part of Hemingway found me as we crossed celestial paths.

			It’s my turn now to pass this lesson on to you: Can you find the humanity in the person most unlike you? Can you see yourself in another person with whom you outwardly share nothing? When you see yourself in the person most unlike you, they can sometimes inspire you to become the person you’re meant to be. Look for the connections, and find the alegría (joy) in life. And after living through a pandemic, I think every one of us across the world understands what alegría truly is—living another day to see the sun rise.

			—Maria Hinojosa
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			Robert Cohn was once middleweight boxing champion of Princeton. Do not think that I am very much impressed by that as a boxing title, but it meant a lot to Cohn. He cared nothing for boxing, in fact he disliked it, but he learned it painfully and thoroughly to counteract the feeling of inferiority and shyness he had felt on being treated as a Jew at Princeton. There was a certain inner comfort in knowing he could knock down anybody who was snooty to him, although, being very shy and a thoroughly nice boy, he never fought except in the gym. He was Spider Kelly’s star pupil. Spider Kelly taught all his young gentlemen to box like featherweights, no matter whether they weighed one hundred and five or two hundred and five pounds. But it seemed to fit Cohn. He was really very fast. He was so good that Spider promptly overmatched him and got his nose permanently flattened. This increased Cohn’s distaste for boxing, but it gave him a certain satisfaction of some strange sort, and it certainly improved his nose. In his last year at Princeton he read too much and took to wearing spectacles. I never met anyone of his class who remembered him. They did not even remember that he was middleweight boxing champion.

			I mistrust all frank and simple people, especially when their stories hold together, and I always had a suspicion that perhaps Robert Cohn had never been middleweight boxing champion, and that perhaps a horse had stepped on his face, or that maybe his mother had been frightened or seen something, or that he had, maybe, bumped into something as a young child, but I finally had somebody verify the story from Spider Kelly. Spider Kelly not only remembered Cohn. He had often wondered what had become of him.

			Robert Cohn was a member, through his father, of one of the richest Jewish families in New York, and through his mother of one of the oldest. At the military school where he prepped for Princeton, and played a very good end on the football team, no one had made him race-conscious. No one had ever made him feel he was a Jew, and hence any different from anybody else, until he went to Princeton. He was a nice boy, a friendly boy, and very shy, and it made him bitter. He took it out in boxing, and he came out of Princeton with painful self-consciousness and the flattened nose, and was married by the first girl who was nice to him. He was married five years, had three children, lost most of the fifty thousand dollars his father left him, the balance of the estate having gone to his mother, hardened into a rather unattractive mold under domestic unhappiness with a rich wife; and just when he had made up his mind to leave his wife she left him and went off with a miniature-painter. As he had been thinking for months about leaving his wife and had not done it because it would be too cruel to deprive her of himself, her departure was a very healthful shock.

			The divorce was arranged and Robert Cohn went out to the Coast. In California he fell among literary people and, as he still had a little of the fifty thousand left, in a short time he was backing a review of the Arts. The review commenced publication in Carmel, California, and finished in Provincetown, Massachusetts. By that time Cohn, who had been regarded purely as an angel, and whose name had appeared on the editorial page merely as a member of the advisory board, had become the sole editor. It was his money and he discovered he liked the authority of editing. He was sorry when the magazine became too expensive and he had to give it up.

			By that time, though, he had other things to worry about. He had been taken in hand by a lady who hoped to rise with the magazine. She was very forceful, and Cohn never had a chance of not being taken in hand. Also he was sure that he loved her. When this lady saw that the magazine was not going to rise, she became a little disgusted with Cohn and decided that she might as well get what there was to get while there was still something available, so she urged that they go to Europe, where Cohn could write. They came to Europe, where the lady had been educated, and stayed three years. During these three years, the first spent in travel, the last two in Paris, Robert Cohn had two friends, Braddocks and myself. Braddocks was his literary friend. I was his tennis friend.

			The lady who had him, her name was Frances, found toward the end of the second year that her looks were going, and her attitude toward Robert changed from one of careless possession and exploitation to the absolute determination that he should marry her. During this time Robert’s mother had settled an allowance on him, about three hundred dollars a month. During two years and a half I do not believe that Robert Cohn looked at another woman. He was fairly happy, except that, like many people living in Europe, he would rather have been in America, and he had discovered writing. He wrote a novel, and it was not really such a bad novel as the critics later called it, although it was a very poor novel. He read many books, played bridge, played tennis, and boxed at a local gymnasium.

			I first became aware of his lady’s attitude toward him one night after the three of us had dined together. We had dined at l’Avenue’s and afterward went to the Café de Versailles for coffee. We had several fines after the coffee, and I said I must be going. Cohn had been talking about the two of us going off somewhere on a weekend trip. He wanted to get out of town and get in a good walk. I suggested we fly to Strasbourg and walk up to Saint Odile, or somewhere or other in Alsace. “I know a girl in Strasbourg who can show us the town,” I said.

			Somebody kicked me under the table. I thought it was accidental and went on: “She’s been there two years and knows everything there is to know about the town. She’s a swell girl.”

			I was kicked again under the table and, looking, saw Frances, Robert’s lady, her chin lifting and her face hardening.

			“Hell,” I said, “why go to Strasbourg? We could go up to Bruges, or to the Ardennes.”

			Cohn looked relieved. I was not kicked again. I said good night and went out. Cohn said he wanted to buy a paper and would walk to the corner with me. “For God’s sake,” he said, “why did you say that about that girl in Strasbourg for? Didn’t you see Frances?”

			“No, why should I? If I know an American girl that lives in Strasbourg what the hell is it to Frances?”

			“It doesn’t make any difference. Any girl. I couldn’t go, that would be all.”

			“Don’t be silly.”

			“You don’t know Frances. Any girl at all. Didn’t you see the way she looked?”

			“Oh, well,” I said, “let’s go to Senlis.”

			“Don’t get sore.”

			“I’m not sore. Senlis is a good place and we can stay at the Grand Cerf and take a hike in the woods and come home.”

			“Good, that will be fine.”

			“Well, I’ll see you tomorrow at the courts,” I said.

			“Good night, Jake,” he said, and started back to the café.

			“You forgot to get your paper,” I said.

			“That’s so.” He walked with me up to the kiosk at the corner. “You are not sore, are you, Jake?” He turned with the paper in his hand.

			“No, why should I be?”

			“See you at tennis,” he said. I watched him walk back to the café holding his paper. I rather liked him and evidently she led him quite a life.
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			That winter Robert Cohn went over to America with his novel, and it was accepted by a fairly good publisher. His going made an awful row I heard, and I think that was where Frances lost him, because several women were nice to him in New York, and when he came back he was quite changed. He was more enthusiastic about America than ever, and he was not so simple, and he was not so nice. The publishers had praised his novel pretty highly and it rather went to his head. Then several women had put themselves out to be nice to him, and his horizons had all shifted. For four years his horizon had been absolutely limited to his wife. For three years, or almost three years, he had never seen beyond Frances. I am sure he had never been in love in his life.

			He had married on the rebound from the rotten time he had in college, and Frances took him on the rebound from his discovery that he had not been everything to his first wife. He was not in love yet but he realized that he was an attractive quantity to women, and that the fact of a woman caring for him and wanting to live with him was not simply a divine miracle. This changed him so that he was not so pleasant to have around. Also, playing for higher stakes than he could afford in some rather steep bridge games with his New York connections, he had held cards and won several hundred dollars. It made him rather vain of his bridge game, and he talked several times of how a man could always make a living at bridge if he were ever forced to.

			Then there was another thing. He had been reading W. H. Hudson. That sounds like an innocent occupation, but Cohn had read and reread 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. I did not realize the extent to which it had set him off until one day he came into my office.

			“Hello, Robert,” I said. “Did you come in to cheer me up?”

			“Would you like to go to South America, Jake?” he asked.

			“No.”

			“Why not?”

			“I don’t know. I never wanted to go. Too expensive. You can see all the South Americans you want in Paris, anyway.”

			“They’re not the real South Americans.”

			“They look awfully real to me.”

			I had a boat train to catch with a week’s mail stories, and only half of them written.

			“Do you know any dirt?” I asked.

			“No.”

			“None of your exalted connections getting divorces?”

			“No; listen, Jake. If I handled both our expenses, would you go to South America with me?”

			“Why me?”

			“You can talk Spanish. And it would be more fun with two of us.”

			“No,” I said, “I like this town and I go to Spain in the summertime.”

			“All my life I’ve wanted to go on a trip like that,” Cohn said. He sat down. “I’ll be too old before I can ever do it.”

			“Don’t be a fool,” I said. “You can go anywhere you want. You’ve got plenty of money.”

			“I know. But I can’t get started.”

			“Cheer up,” I said. “All countries look just like the moving pictures.”

			But I felt sorry for him. He had it badly.

			“I can’t stand it to think my life is going so fast and I’m not really living it.”

			“Nobody ever lives their life all the way up except bullfighters.”

			“I’m not interested in bullfighters. That’s an abnormal life. I want to go back in the country in South America. We could have a great trip.”

			“Did you ever think about going to British East Africa to shoot?”

			“No, I wouldn’t like that.”

			“I’d go there with you.”

			“No; that doesn’t interest me.”

			“That’s because you never read a book about it. Go on and read a book all full of love affairs with the beautiful shiny black princesses.”

			“I want to go to South America.”

			He had a hard, Jewish, stubborn streak.

			“Come on downstairs and have a drink.”

			“Aren’t you working?”

			“No,” I said. We went down the stairs to the café on the ground floor. I had discovered that was the best way to get rid of friends. Once you had a drink all you had to say was: “Well, I’ve got to get back and get off some cables,” and it was done. It is very important to discover graceful exits like that in the newspaper business, where it is such an important part of the ethics that you should never seem to be working. Anyway, we went downstairs to the bar and had a whiskey and soda. Cohn looked at the bottles in bins around the wall. “This is a good place,” he said.

			“There’s a lot of liquor,” I agreed.

			“Listen, Jake,” he leaned forward on the bar. “Don’t you ever get the feeling that all your life is going by and you’re not taking advantage of it? Do you realize you’ve lived nearly half the time you have to live already?”

			“Yes, every once in a while.”

			“Do you know that in about thirty-five years more we’ll be dead?”

			“What the hell, Robert,” I said. “What the hell.”

			“I’m serious.”

			“It’s one thing I don’t worry about,” I said.

			“You ought to.”

			“I’ve had plenty to worry about one time or other. I’m through worrying.”

			“Well, I want to go to South America.”

			“Listen, Robert, going to another country doesn’t make any difference. I’ve tried all that. You can’t get away from yourself by moving from one place to another. There’s nothing to that.”

			“But you’ve never been to South America.”

			“South America, hell! If you went there the way you feel now it would be exactly the same. This is a good town. Why don’t you start living your life in Paris?”

			“I’m sick of Paris, and I’m sick of the Quarter.”

			“Stay away from the Quarter. Cruise around by yourself and see what happens to you.”

			“Nothing happens to me. I walked alone all one night and nothing happened except a bicycle cop stopped me and asked to see my papers.”

			“Wasn’t the town nice at night?”

			“I don’t care for Paris.”

			So there you were. I was sorry for him, but it was not a thing you could do anything about, because right away you ran up against the two stubbornnesses: South
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