The Outsider

by Rich Carriero
Onlyan American would claimto like a snake down the sun-haked, tree-  thepressaren'tinvited. are—nothingmore.

know [stanbul on short acquain-
tance, Thereis a tight-drawn, electric
tensionin Constantinople such as
only people who lvein acity that has
never been invaded conimaging.
Take the tension that comes when the
Ditcher steps into the box before the
packed stands at the first game of the
world sevies. ..

1922, a 23-year-old journalist,
covering the Greco-Turkish War for
the TorontoStar, likened an ethnic
andreligious feud toa baseball
game. EdwardSaid wouldhavea
field day (see Books). Couldanyone
so brashreally get this city?

After watching aristocrats hurl
infantry at machine gunsduring the
first World War, Ernest Hemingway
had come toview theideals of the old
order asa steaming pile of shit, and
migrated toParis where he could
drink deep of French nihilism. Just
ashesettledin,a Turk withan
aquiline face and marshal bearing
raised anarmy and challenged the
powers trying to carveup his coun-
try. Correspondent Hemingway
caught the Orient Express and head-
edtolstanbul towriteabouta war.

HistalebeginsataParis trainsta-
tion witha drunken cabbie who
flings hisbag to the pavement, dam-
aging the typewriter inside. A jour-
nalist cares only a littlemore for his
typewriter thanamother does for
her child,aFord owner for his car, or
aball player for hisrightarm.

EnroutetoConstantinople,
Hemingway pontificates (in pencil)
aboutlife, war and the obnoxious
Serbwith whom hemustsharea car.
Sav. Waliava thinkIpaid for this
coatin Paris? Hundertnfiftey francs.
Pretty good? Huh? He describesto
perfection Thracian meadows
daubed in tones of green and gold
unfurling past his windowhut fails
tomention the cigarette smokeand
body odor endemictoall Eastern
European 'express' trains.

His early impressions of Istanbul
arepoetry, notjournalism. They
evokeall the shimmering brilliance
of Yeats' Sailing to Byzantium.

Constantinople doesn't ook like
themouies. It does not looklike the
pictures, or the paintings, or any-
thing. Firstyour train comes winding

less, rolling plain fo the sea. ftrocks
along the shove where kids are
bathing and oul across the Dlue water
you see a big brown isiand and faintly
beyond it bulks the brown coast of
Asia.

Inthestationarea jamof porters,
hotel runners, and Anglo-Levantine
gentlemen inslightly soiled collars,
badly soiled white trousers, garli-
cized breaths and hopeful manners
whohope tobe hired as interpreters.

Hemingway getsoff at Sirkect
and eyes hisnew surroundings with
the detachment of an anthropologist.
Theauthor epitomizes the
Edwardian man of letters: crisp
whiteshirts, suspenders, creased
pantsanda cleanshave. Hispor-
trayalof Istanbul's grimebetraysan
obsession with dirty Jaundry:

Everything whiten
Constantinopleis dirty white. When
vou see the color awhite shirt getsin
twelve howrs you appreciate the color
awhite munarel getsin four hundred
years.

Hemingway staysin the Biytik
Londres Hotel. Built in 1892, it was
oneof the luxury palaces designed to
meettheinflux of foreignmoney
after the construction of the Orient
Express. Allcrystal chandeliersand
gilded molding, it fitshim perfectly.
Hisroom looksout overthe
Tarlahas hillside.

Inthe morning when you wake
and see a mist over the Golden Horn
with the minarets vising out of it slim
and clean toward the sun and the
wezzin calling the faithfulto prayer
in avoice that soars and dips like an
ariafrom a Russian Opera, you have
themagic of the East, Whenyoulook
from the window into the mirvor and
discover your faceis coveredwitha
mass of miraete ved speckles from the
latestinsect that discoveredyou last
sught, yout have the East.

Hemisses thereal fighting. [twas
attheend of August when

Ataturk crushed the Greeksat
Afyonand marched on Smyrna
(Izmir), which degenerated intoa
horrorshow of fireand refugees.
Hemingway arrives in Octoberand
simply collects stories while Kemal
meetstheallies at Mudanya tomake
peace. Unfortunately for our hero,

Soheinterviews Hamid Bey,
Ataturk's personal representative in
the city, who promises there will be
nomassacre of Christians. Healso
takes the time torant, atlength,
about a particularly officious Near
Eastcensorwhobutchered his
cablesto Toronto. Hemmgway even
remembers totake in the city.

Indescribing Turkish cuisine he
comments how the fishare good'
and yet how hisjaw muscles are
beginning to 'bulgelikea bull dog'
fromeating tough Turkish beef. Of
courseit'sdifficult picturing
Hemingway, who would prefer
western bistrosserving Porterhouse
andmashed potatoes, eating inany
back-alley lokanta. He venturesout
into the night-probably forbooze
and hookers.

Before the sunvisesin the wmorn-
ing vou canwalk through the black,
smoothawornstreets of Constanand
rals will scuttle out of vour way, a few
stray dogs nose at the garbage n the
gutters, and a bar of hght comes
through thevackin a shuller lethng
our a streak of light and the sound of
drunken langhing. That drumken
laughingis the contrast to the
matezzin's beautiful, winor, soaring,
swaying callto prayer and the black
slippery, smelly, offal-strewn streets
of Constantinople in the eavly morn-
ing are the reality of the Magic of the
East.

Rats and minarets, drunken
laughter and the muezzin. Two
ideals grapple throughout
Hemingway's work: that daydream
of bazaars, cigarettesmokeand
intrigue-The Orient—and thereali-
ty of the city—rotting garbage and
all. Turkey doesn'tfithis illusions.
He went Eastseeking Suleiman the
Magnificent but found Ataturk.

Hislater writings gush abouthis
immersionin Cuban and Spanish
culture with the enormous conceit of
which only whitemen are capable
(the natives could probably spothis
beefy red facea mileaway). In
Turkey, hemakes nosuchclaims
which meanshe didn'tfitinand he
knewit.

By the time he lefthe probably
learnedabitof the local language
and where the good fishing spots

After Mudanya Atatiirk gave the
Greeks timeto withdraw beyond the
Maritza. Hemingway followed to
Adrianople (Edirne) to watch
human beings forcibly relocated.

The main cohumn crossing the
Martiza River at Adrianople
(Edivne) is twenty miles long.
Tuwentymiles of carts drawn by cows,
bullocks and muddy-flanked waler
buffalo, withexhausted, staggering
men, women and children, blavkets
over their heads, walking blindly
along tn the vain beside their worldly
goods.

Gonearethe gauzy phrases of
minaretsrising like candles and gar-
licized halitosis, Hemingway
respects the Greeks trudging
throughrain enough not tohelabor
them withadjectives. The Greco-
Turkish War was Hemingway's
firstasa journalist. It shows. His dis-
patchesarehardly thesharp declara-
tive sentences of hismasterworks—
the 'electrictension' passage veerson
thehyperbolic. The experience was,
nonetheless, invaluable. Before

Constantinople his writing con-
sisted of verbose witticisms about
trout fishing and Frenchaperitifs.
After, hisprosebecameincreasingly
cleanandconcise. Ina year, he quit
the Star and began work on the
books that would make him
Hemingway. In1925headapted his
observations on Turkey into the
dark and sketchy vignettesofhis
first short story collection, In Our
Time—mostnotably the opening
piece, 'On the Quaiat Smyrna, ahar-
rowing retelling of Tzmir's fall.

Perhaps the gulf between
Hemingway and Istanbul actually
made for aptjournalism. He was the
productofa world that had under-
goneaRenaissance andan
Enlightenment depicting, with the
arroganceofaq 20th century west-
erner, a 13th century world that had
never heard of Lockeor
Montesquieu. He wasa caricaturist,
buta very good one, capturing the
essentialsina few bold lines for an
audienceback home whowould nev:
ercomehereanyway. Asaforeigner
thecontrastmade hisjob easy. His
work screamssmug outsider buthe
nailed this city—cold.
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