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Death in the Afternoon / Muerte en la tarde
p. 36
If you want to see a bullfight in Spain there will be one of 
some sort in Madrid every Sunday from the middle of March 
until the middle of November, weather permitting. During the 
winter there are rarely any fights in Spain except very occa- 
sionally in Barcelona and sometimes in Malaga or Valencia. 

Referencia al matador Maera
The next time I saw him he had been gored in the neck in 
Barcelona. The wound was closed with eight stitches and he 
was fighting, his neck bandaged, the day after. His neck was 
stiff and he was furious. He was furious at the stiffness he 
could do nothing about and the fact that he had to wear a 
bandage that showed above his collar. 
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Ortega was made a full matador at the opening of the 
1931 season in Barcelona. I arrived in Spain immediately 
after the revolution and found him ranking with politics as a 
cafe topic. He had not yet fought in Madrid but every night 
the Madrid papers published notices of his triumphs in the 
provinces. Dominguin was spending much money on his pub- 
licity and Ortega cut ears and tails each night in all the eve- 
ning papers. The nearest he had fought to Madrid was in 
Toledo and I found good aficionados who had seen him there 
did not agree in their judgments of him. 
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Description of Luis Freg:
The last time he was given up for dead at Barcelona, torn 
open terribly, the wound full of pus, delirious and dying, every 
one believed, he said, "I see death. I see it clearly. Ayee. Ayee. 
It is an ugly thing." He saw death clearly, but it did not come. 
He is broke now and giving a final series of farewell perform- 
ances. He was marked for death for twenty years and death 
never took him. 

There you have portraits of five killers. If we can synthesize 
from studying good killers you might say that a great killer 
needs honor, courage, a good physique, a good style, a great 
left hand and much luck. Then he needs a good press and 
plenty of contracts. The location, and the effect, of estocadas 
and the various manners of killing are described in the glossary. 

If the people of Spain have one common trait it is pride 
and if they have another it is common sense and if they have 
a third it is impracticality. Because they have pride they do 
not mind killing; feeling that they are worthy to give this 
gift. As they have common sense they are interested in death 
and do not spend their lives avoiding the thought of it and 
hoping it does not exist only to discover it when they come to 
die. This common sense that they possess is as hard and dry 
as the plains and mesas of Castille and it diminishes in hard- 
ness and dryness as it goes away from Castille. At its best it 
is combined with a complete impracticality
p. 264.
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The Sun Also Rises / Siempre sale el sol
p. 155

That afternoon was the big religious procession. San Fermin 
was translated from one church to another. In the procession were 
all the dignitaries, civil and religious. We could not see them be- 
cause the crowd was too great. Ahead of the formal procession 
and behind it danced the riau-riau dancers. There was one mass 
of yellow shirts dancing up and down in the crowd. All we could 
see of the procession through the closely pressed people that 
crowded all the side streets and curbs were the great giants, cigar- 
store Indians, thirty feet high, Moors, a King and Queen, whirling 
and waltzing solemnly to the riau-riau. 

They were all standing outside the chapel where San Fermin 
and the dignitaries had passed in, leaving a guard of soldiers, the 
giants, with the men who danced in them standing beside their 
resting frames, and the dwarfs moving with their whacking blad- 
ders through the crowd. We started inside and there was a smell 
of incense and people filing back into the church, but Brett was 
stopped just inside the door because she had no hat, so we went 
out again and along the street that ran back from the chapel into 
town. The street was lined on both sides with people keeping 
their place at the curb for the return of the procession. Some 
dancers formed a circle around Brett and started to dance. They 
wore big wreaths of white garlics around their necks. They took 
Bill and me by the arms and put us in the circle. Bill started to 
dance, too. They were all chanting. Brett wanted to dance but 
they did not want her to. They wanted her as an image to dance 
around. When the song ended with the sharp riau-riaul they 
rushed us into a wine-shop. 

We stood at the counter. They had Brett seated on a wine- 
cask. It was dark in the wine-shop and full of men singing, hard- 
voiced singing. Back of the counter they drew the wine from 
casks. I put down money for the wine, but one of the men picked 
it up and put it back in my pocket. 

p. 196

The stretch of ground from the edge of the town to the bull- 
ring was muddy. There was a crowd all along the fence that led 
to the ring, and the outside balconies and the top of the bull-ring 
were solid with people. I heard the rocket and I knew I could not 
get into the ring in time to see the bulls come in, so I shoved 
through the crowd to the fence. I was pushed close against the 
planks of the fence. Between the two fences of the runway the 
police were clearing the crowd along. They walked or trotted on 
into the bull-ring. Then people commenced to come running. A 
drunk slipped and fell. Two policemen grabbed him and rushed 
him over to the fence. The crowd were running fast now. There 
was a great shout from the crowd, and putting my head through 
between the boards I saw the bulls just coming out of the street 
into the long running pen. They were going fast and gaining on 
the crowd. Just then another drunk started out from the fence 
with a blouse in his hands. He wanted to do capework with the 
bulls. The two policemen tore out, collared him, one hit him with 
a club, and they dragged him against the fence and stood flat- 
tened out against the fence as the last of the crowd and the bulls 
went by. There were so many people running ahead of the bulls 
that the mass thickened and slowed up going through the gate 
into the ring, and as the bulls passed, galloping together, heavy, 
muddy-sided, horns swinging, one shot ahead, caught a man in 
the running crowd in the back and lifted him in the air. Both the 
man's arms were by his sides, his head went back as the horn went 
in, and the bull lifted him and then dropped him. The bull 
picked another man running in front, but the man disappeared 
into the crowd, and the crowd was through the gate and into the 
ring with the bulls behind them. The red door of the ring went 
shut, the crowd on the outside balconies of the bull-ring were 

pressing through to the inside, there was a shout, then another 
shout. 

The man who had been gored lay face down in the trampled 
mud. People climbed over the fence, and I could not see the man 
because the crowd was so thick around him. From inside the ring 
came the shouts. Each shout meant a charge by some bull into the 
crowd. You could tell by the degree of intensity in the shout how 
bad a thing it was that was happening. Then the rocket went up 
that meant the steers had gotten the bulls out of the ring and into 
the corrals. I left the fence and started back toward the town. 

Back in the town I went to the caf6 to have a second coffee and 
some buttered toast. The waiters were sweeping out the cafe" and 
mopping off the tables. One came over and took my order. 

"Anything happen at the encierro?" 

"I didn't see it all. One man was badly cogido," 

"Where?" 

"Here." I put one hand on the small of my back and the other 
on my chest, where it looked as though the horn must have come 
through. The waiter nodded his head and swept the crumbs from 
the table with his cloth. 

"Badly cogido," he said. "AH for sport. All for pleasure." 

He went away and came back with the long-handled coffee 
and milk pots. He poured the milk and coffee. It came out of the 
long spouts in two streams into the big cup. The waiter nodded 
his head. 

"Badly cogido through the back," he said. He put the pots down 
on the table and sat down in the chair at the table. "A big horn 
wound. All for fun. Just for fun. What do you think of that?" 

"I don't know." 

"That's it. All for fun. Fun, you understand." 

"You're not an aficionado?" 

"Me? What are bulls? Animals. Brute animals." He stood up 

and put his hand on the small of his back. "Right through the 
back. A cornada right through the back. For fun you under- 
stand." 

He shook his head and walked away, carrying the coffee-pots. 
Two men were going by in the street. The waiter shouted to them. 
They were grave-looking. One shook his head. "Muerto!" he 
called. 

The waiter nodded his head. The two men went on. They were 
on some errand. The waiter came over to my table. 

"You hear? Muerto. Dead. He's dead. With a horn through 
him. All for morning fun. Es muy flamenco." 

"It's bad." 

"Not for me," the waiter said. "No fun in that for me." 
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Ayuntamiento de Pamplona.


Hemingway and Barcelona
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Thirty dispatches written by Ernest Hemingway while reporting from the Loyalist side during the Spanish Civil War have been published for the first time exactly as he wrote them. 
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Hemingway and Pamplona

Emest Heminguay (1835-1961) came to Pamplon for the first time, travelling from Paris,
on the 6th of July 1523, in the full sving of the Fiesta of San Fermin. The atmosphre in the
city and, particularly, the gratuitous contest batueen man, bull and death made such an
imprazsion on him that ha chose the fissts 2= the backdrop to his first succassful noval,
‘The Sun Also Rises’, published thras years later. Heminguay retumad to the Fiesta of San
Farmin sight times aftar that. His |ast visit was in 1935, fivs yaars aftar vinning the Nobal
Prize for Literaturs and twe bafore his suicids in Ketchum (14ahe), on the &ve of San

Fermin.

The great American uriter brought intarnational fame to Pamplona’s fiasta. His contribution
vas decisive in converting & simple local festivity, practically unheard of abroad, into one of
the veorld's most famous celabrations and the dastination svar since for thousands and
thousands of forsign tourists, many saduced by his pen.

Many of the establishmants vhich Hemingway frequsntad during his visits to the capital of
Navarre can stil be visited today: Bar Txoko, Hotel La Perla and Café Irufa, all in the Plaza
el Castillo, and Hotal Yoldi, the bullfighters hotel. Other stop-off points on the
“Heminguay route”, such as Hotel Quintana, Café Suizo or Casa Marceliano, have, hovever,
disappaared.

During that time, the novelist attended the Fiesta of San Fermin almost vithout fail. He
cama in 1523, 1524, 1925, 1526, 1527, 1525 and 1931 Folloving the parenthesis of the
Spanish Civil War, in vhich he actively participated for the Rpublican cause, and WWIL, he
came back tvice: 1953 and 1955. If anything can be said of Hemingvay s time in
Bamplons, it is that he naver came a5  distant onlooker; the author lived the fiestas to the
full, submerging himself totally in the atmosphere, 25 bafitted his passionate and intensely
vital tamperament.
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