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its murderous misrule of Congo? Tragi-
cally, Washington’s involvement led to the 
Versailles Treaty, which set the stage for 
an even worse war a generation later.

Japan attacked America—in response 
to the latter’s imposition of a crippling 
economic embargo. Al-Qaeda struck the 
U.S. rather than Europe because the for-
mer actively warred against Muslim peo-
ples and governments. Washington was 
Exhibit A in the problem of blowback. 
Rasmussen’s Denmark, far too small to 
attempt to reorder the globe, generally 
avoided making new enemies intent on 
wreaking vengeance.

Rasmussen calls for an “Alliance for 
Democracy.” He wants America’s presi-
dent to “convene the world’s liberal de-
mocracies” to “coordinate their policies.” 
How very European. But does anyone re-
ally believe this would result in anything 
other than more dead trees?

“We who enjoy the privilege of liv-
ing in free societies have an interest, and 
I would say an obligation, to promote 
freedom and democracy in the world,” 
he writes. That sounds great, but that’s 
not what Rasmussen’s book is about. The 
Will to Lead explains why the U.S. must 
embrace this hallowed obligation to pro-
mote freedom and democracy around 
the world. Why Americans should sacri-
fice lives and wealth. Why the answer to 
every international problem is Washing-
ton’s responsibility. And why if the Ameri-
can people would just demonstrate “the 
will to lead” all would be well.

Rasmussen is part of a cottage indus-
try dedicated to ensuring that the United 
States fulfills the expansive role assigned 
by others. But Donald Trump’s election 
suggests there is little American support 
for promiscuous intervention. The peo-
ple of this country should chart their own 
“destiny,” one which emphasizes protect-
ing the lives, prosperity, and liberty of 
Americans. 
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The Circuitous Path 
of Papa and Ezra

by A L L E N  M E N D E N H A L L

Ernest Hemingway, fresh off his 
marriage to Hadley Richardson, 
his first wife, arrived in Paris in 

1921. Paris was a playground for writ-
ers and artists, offering respite from 
the radical politics spreading across 
Europe. Sherwood Anderson supplied 
Hemingway with a letter of introduc-
tion to Ezra Pound. The two littera-
teurs met at Sylvia Beach’s bookshop 
and struck up a friendship that would 
shape the world of letters.

They frolicked the streets of Paris 
as bohemians, joined by rambunc-
tious and disillusioned painters, aes-
thetes, druggies, and drinkers. They 
smoked opium, inhabited salons, and 
delighted in casual soirées, fine cham-
pagnes, expensive caviars, and robust 
conversations about art, literature, and 
the avant-garde. Pound was, through 
1923, exuberant, having fallen for 
Olga Rudge, his soon-to-be mistress, 
a young concert violinist with firm 
breasts, shapely curves, midnight hair, 
and long eyebrows and eyelashes. She 
exuded a kind of mystical sensuality 
unique among eccentric highbrow mu-
sicians; Pound found her irresistible.

Pound was known for his loyalty to 
friends. Although he had many com-
panions besides Hemingway—among 
them William Butler Yeats, James 
Joyce, T.S. Eliot, Marianne Moore, 
Robert McAlmon, Gertrude Stein, e.e. 
cummings, Pablo Picasso, Wyndham 
Lewis, T.E. Hulme, William Carlos 
Williams, Walter Morse Rummel, Ford 
Madox Ford, Jean Cocteau, and Mal-
colm Cowley—Hemingway arguably 
did more than the others to recipro-
cate Pound’s favors, at least during the 
Paris years when he promoted Pound 
as Pound promoted others. 

Pound was aware of Hemingway’s 
talent for publicity: he and Hemingway 

had combined their genius to promote 
Eliot’s The Waste Land. Hemingway 
introduced Pound to William Bird, 
an American reporter who arranged 
to publish an autobiographical piece 
about Pound’s childhood. Bird was 
instrumental to the eventual publica-
tion of Pound’s A Draft of XVI Can-
tos. Pound, for his part, secured for 
Hemingway a position as assistant edi-
tor of The Transatlantic Review. Their 
relationship matured into something 
symbiotic and mutually beneficial. 

Pound edited Hemingway’s work, 
stripping his prose of excessive adjec-
tives. Hemingway remarked that Pound 
had taught him “to distrust adjectives 
as I would later learn to distrust cer-
tain people in certain situations.” Un-
like, say, Conrad Aiken or Robert Frost, 
who resisted Pound’s editing, Heming-
way acquiesced to Pound’s revisions. In 
exchange, Hemingway taught Pound 
how to box. He acknowledged that the 
scraggly Pound had “developed a ter-
rific wallop” and had “come along to 
beat the hell wit the gloves.” Heming-
way worried that “I will get careless 
and [Pound] will knock me for a row 
of latrines.” He even treated Pound to 
a night at the prizefights to brighten 
Pound’s spirits as Pound battled vari-
ous illnesses.

Pound, however, grew disillusioned 
with Paris, where his friends were grav-
itating toward socialism and commu-
nism. Paris, he decided, was not good 
for his waning health. Hemingway 
himself had been in and out of Paris, 
settling for a short time in Toronto. 
In 1923, accompanied by their wives, 
Pound and Hemingway undertook a 
walking tour of Italy. The fond memo-
ries of this rejuvenating getaway in-
spired Pound to return to Italy with his 
wife Dorothy Shakespear in 1924. They 
relocated, in 1925, to a picturesque ho-
tel in Rapallo, a beautiful sea town in 
the province of Genoa, on the bright 
blue Tigullio Gulf. 

Pound found the weather in Rapallo 
to be soothing and agreeable. It was 
Hemingway who had first recommended 
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this scenic spot, having visited Sir Max 
Beerbohm there years before. Heming-
way’s tales of the sunshine, swimming, 
tennis, and other outdoor activity in Ra-
pallo appealed to Pound, who fancied 
himself an athlete. The fact that his mis-
tress Olga frequented Italy—where her 
father owned a house—made Rapallo 
all the more desirable, as did Dorothy’s 
seeming willingness to share her hus-
band with his lover. 

The friendship remained intact as 
Pound settled into Rapallo. About to 
vacate Europe for Key West, Heming-
way dashed off a missive to Pound that 
began “Dear Duce” and then boasted 
about how Papa, as people had begun 

to call Hemingway, was “going to know 
everything about fucking and fighting 
and eating and drinking and begging 
and stealing and living and dying.” 
Gradually, though, the Pound-Papa 
gulf widened. 

The move to Italy also effectively ter-
minated Pound’s glory years in Paris, 
about which Hemingway wrote affec-
tionately:

So far we have Pound the major 
poet devoting, say, one fifth of his 
time to poetry. With the rest of 
his time he tries to advance the 
fortunes, both material and ar-
tistic, of his friends. He defends 

them when they are attacked, he 
gets them into magazines and out 
of jail. He loans them money. He 
sells their pictures. He arranges 
concerts for them. He writes ar-
ticles about them. He introduces 
them to wealthy women. He gets 
publishers to take their books. He 
sits up all night with them when 
they claim to be dying and he wit-
nesses their wills. He advances 
them hospital expenses and per-
suades them from suicide. And 
in the end a few of them refrain 
from knifing him at the first op-
portunity. 

This last line is both teasing and 
fitting because there was, in fact, at 
least one assailant in Paris who didn’t 
refrain: a man who attempted to stab 
Pound at a dinner party hosted by the 
surrealists. 

Hemingway guessed that Pound 
might stay in Italy “sometime” even if 
he took “no interest in Italian politics.” 
Hemingway was right about Pound’s 
love for Rapallo but wrong about his 
political affinities. More than anything 
else, Italian politics—and the rise of 
fascism—damaged Hemingway’s re-
gard for Pound, who became a zealous 
supporter of Mussolini and a reckless 
trafficker in conspiracy theories.

Hemingway grumbled that if 
Pound “actually and honest to God … 
admire[d] and respect[ed] … [Musso-
lini] and his works [then] all I can say 
is SHIT.” Hemingway, true to character, 
remained manfully playful, stating, “I 
will take practical steps by denouncing 
you here in Paris as a dangerous anti-
fascist and we can amuse one another 
by counting the hours before you get 
beaten up in spite of your probity—
which in such a fine country as it must 
be would undoubtedly save you.” Such 
slight criticisms may have been colored 
with a lighthearted tone, but the disap-
proval was plain.

When Hemingway and Guy Hickock 
visited Pound in northern Italy in 1927, 
Pound was living in self-imposed exile. 

Michael Hogue
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Hemingway had recently converted to 
Catholicism and was enjoying renewed 
fame after the publication of The Sun 
Also Rises. He divorced and remarried 
that year, offering Hadley a portion of 
the profit from The Sun Also Rises as 
part of their divorce. Pound, mean-
while, was immersing himself in politi-
cal theories that likely baffled Heming-
way as much as they angered him.

Shortly after the stock-market crash 
in 1929 and the onset of a worldwide 
economic crisis, Pound took to writing 
in Italian. Mussolini’s March on Rome 
had occurred seven years earlier, and 
since then he had assumed dictatorial 
control of Italy, suppressed opposition 
parties, and built a police state. Pound 
was enthralled. He met Mussolini 
in 1933, peddling strange monetary 
schemes to the fascist leader. 

In 1933 Pound and Hemingway 
exchanged letters that highlighted 
their diverging attitudes toward 
Mussolini, fascism, and government. 
Pound, who’d embraced wild and 
polemical speculations about the 
economic theories of the American 
Founders—Jefferson in particular—
began to decry capitalism and taxa-
tion while celebrating fiat currency 
and a convoluted system of state 
central planning. “Since when are 
you an economist, pal?” Heming-
way mocked. “The last I knew you 
you were a fuckin’ bassoon player.” 
Hemingway offered Pound some 
money, sensing that money was 
needed, but Pound declined it. 

Pound was now enamored with 
Il Duce; Hemingway was furious. 
Hemingway hated government, he 
told Pound, and preferred organized 
anarchism and masculine sport to 
statist ideology. Hemingway saw 
through Pound’s charlatanic flour-
ishes and economic fallacies and ac-
cused Pound, quite rightly, of lacking 
clarity. Yet Pound’s admiration for 
Hemingway’s work did not diminish, 
and Pound, ever devoted, included 
Hemingway in an anthology that he 
was then editing.

Possibly the last time Pound and 
Hemingway saw each other, they 
were having dinner with Joyce on a 
warm summer night in Paris. Pound 
allegedly bloviated about economics 
and the decline of art and European 
civilization, and Hemingway and 
Joyce feared that Pound had gone 
mad. The date and details of the din-
ner are a matter of debate, as is the ve-
racity of any account of that evening. 
But one thing is certain: Hemingway 
was frustrated with Pound’s embrace 
of Italian fascism. By the time Pound 
voiced support for Franco in the 
Spanish Civil War, putting him once 
again at odds with Hemingway, their 
once thriving friendship had deterio-
rated beyond repair. 

The falling out was no secret, and 
other writers took sides. William Car-
los Williams wrote to Pound in 1938, 
saying, “It is you, not Hemingway, in 
this case who is playing directly into 
the hands of the International Bank-
ers.” Hemingway conveyed his con-
cerns about Pound to their friend Ar-
chibald MacLeish:

Thanks for sending the stats of 
Ezra’s rantings. He is obviously 
crazy. I think you might prove 
he was crazy as far back as the 
latter Cantos. He deserves pun-
ishment and disgrace but what 
he really deserves most is ridi-
cule. He should not be hanged 
and he should not be made a 
martyr of. He has a long his-
tory of generosity and unself-
ish aid to other artists and he 
is one of the greatest living po-
ets. It is impossible to believe 
that anyone in his right mind 
could utter the vile, absolutely 
idiotic drivel he has broadcast. 
His friends who knew him and 
who watched the warpeing [sic] 
and twisting and decay of his 
mind and his judgement [sic] 
should defend him and explain 
him on that basis. It will be a 
completely unpopular but an 

absolutely necessary thing to 
do. I have had no correspon-
dence with him for ten years 
and the last time I saw him was 
in 1933 when Joyce asked me to 
come to make it easier haveing 
[sic] Ezra at his house. Ezra was 
moderately whacky then. The 
broadcasts are absolutely balmy. 
I wish we could talk the whole 
damned thing over. But you can 
count on me for anything an 
honest man should do.

Hemingway was referring to 
Pound’s notoriety as a propagandist 
for radio and newspaper during the 
Second World War.  When he received 
transcripts of Pound’s radio broad-
casts, he surmised that Pound was 
“obviously crazy” for espousing such 
“vile, absolutely idiotic drivel.” Pound 
was a “crazy … and harmless traitor,” 
Hemingway concluded, and an “idiot” 
with a “distracted mind” who “ought 
to go to the loony bin.” And that’s pre-
cisely where Pound ended up: He was 
admitted to St. Elizabeth’s Hospital in 
Washington, DC, in 1945.

Pound’s friends put their reputa-
tions at stake to help him. MacLeish, 
expressing both love and admonition, 
dashed off these words in a missive to 
Pound:

… your information is all 
second-hand and distorted. You 
saw nothing with your own eyes. 
And what you did see—Fascism 
and Nazism—you didn’t under-
stand: you thought Musso be-
longed in Jefferson’s tradition and 
God knows where you thought 
Hitler belonged. I think your 
views of the history of our time 
are just about as wrong as views 
can be. But I won’t sit by and see 
you held in confinement because 
of your views. Which is what is 
really happening now. I am doing 
what I am doing partly because 
I revere you as a poet and partly 
because I love this Republic and 
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can’t be quiet when it violates its 
own convictions.

MacLeish helped to orchestrate 
Pound’s release from St. Elizabeth’s, 
drafting a letter to the government on 
Pound’s behalf that included Heming-
way’s signature, along with those of 
Robert Frost and T.S. Eliot. A year later 
Hemingway provided a statement of 
support for Pound to be used in a court 
hearing regarding the dismissal of an 
indictment against Pound.

Hemingway, who was now living in 
Cuba, did little else to help Pound. More 
for practical reasons than personal con-
viction, Hemingway, who was himself 
targeted by the American government, 
refused to sign a petition of amnesty 
for Pound. The petition had been Olga’s 
idea, and Hemingway didn’t believe the 
American people would rally behind 
the desperate pleas of an adulterous lov-
er. Hemingway never visited Pound at 
St. Elizabeth’s, but he did tell Pound, via 
Dorothy, that he had read and enjoyed 
The Pisan Cantos. And when he won 
the Nobel Prize in 1954, Hemingway 
announced that the year was good for 
releasing poets, a not-so-slight reference 
to his old friend. 

Hemingway awoke on the morn-
ing of July 2, 1961, put a 12-gauge, 
double-barreled shotgun to his head, 
and, alone in the foyer of his home, 
blew his brains out. He was 61. 
Pound’s friends and family didn’t tell 
him about Hemingway’s death, but a 
careless nurse did, and Pound react-
ed hysterically. The older of the two, 
Pound, at 72, was free from St. Eliza-
beth’s, where he’d spent 12 solemn 
years. He had returned to his beloved 
Italy to finish out his long and full life. 
In the autumn of 1972, he died peace-
fully in his sleep in Venice, the day 
after his birthday, which he’d spent in 
the company of friends.  
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A Few of Plutarch’s 
Oldies but Goodies

by S T E V E  D O N O G H U E

The Age of Caesar: Five Roman Lives, 
Plutarch, introduction and notes by 
James Romm, translation by Pamela 
Mensch, W.W. Norton, 432 pages.

Bard College classicist James 
Romm, author of memorably 
good books such as Dying Every 

Day: Seneca at the Court of Nero and 
Ghost on the Throne: The Death of Al-
exander the Great and the Bloody Fight 
for His Empire, provides the preface 
for a curious and inviting new book 
from W.W. Norton, The Age of Caesar, 
which is a selection of five Roman lives 
written in the first century AD by the 
Greek historian and philosopher Plu-
tarch. Romm quotes Plutarch himself 
(from his life of Alexander the Great) 
about the aim of his project: “For it is 
not histories I am writing, but lives; 
and the most glorious deeds do not 
always reveal the workings of virtue 
or vice. Frequently, a small thing—a 
phrase or a flash of wit—gives more 
insight into a man’s character than 
battles where tens of thousands die, or 
vast arrays of troops, or sieges of cit-
ies.”

This sentiment is as close to the ex-
pression of a working principle as Plu-
tarch ever comes, and it fits what we 
know of the man: confident but not 
overreaching, careful of distinctions, 
concerned more with the quirks of 
individuals than the affairs of nations. 
It’s that human focus, the endless vari-
ety of his character portraits, that has 
made Plutarch’s Parallel Lives, from 
which these five lives are quarried, 
such endlessly good reading for the last 
2,000 years. 

It’s a vast quarry. Plutarch was born 
around AD 46 in the central Greek 
town of Chaeronea in Boeotia, ap-
parently of a well-to-do family. As a 
young man, he was sent to finish his 

education at Athens, where in 66 AD 
the emperor Nero infamously toured 
Greece. Plutarch was a fairly conven-
tional Platonist, tutoring and giving 
lectures on morals and philosophy 
and giving dinners for well-heeled 
and influential guests, including some 
of the foremost Roman visitors of the 
day. One of these was Quintus Sosius 
Senecio, a close friend of the emperor 
Trajan, who would go on to hold the 
consulship and to whom Plutarch 
dedicated many of his works. Romm 
evokes something of this comfortable, 
cultured world in his introduction to 
this new volume, noting that his famil-
iarity with powerful Romans tells us 
something about Plutarch’s “breadth 
and temperament.” “Not covetous of 
power himself,” Romm writes, “he felt 
at ease with those who were; he no 
doubt shared with them many dinner 
parties of the kind he represents in his 
Table Talk, where learned conversation 
flowed freely in Greek.”

The Victorian poet Arthur Hugh 
Clough, in his 1859 revision of John 
Dryden’s 17th-century translation of 
the Parallel Lives, strikes a similar note 
about Plutarch’s congeniality, the way 
he constantly displays “the instructed 
happiness of one who had lived into 
good times out of evil.” For Clough, 
“his natural cheerfulness is undimin-
ished, his easy and joyous simplicity 
is unimpaired, his satisfactions are not 
saddened or imbittered by any over-
powering recollections of years passed 
under the immediate present terrors of 
imperial wickedness.”

In other words, Plutarch was envi-
ably free to recollect times of chaos 
from the security of peaceful times. He 
married, had children, traveled some 
(including to Egypt), and served as a 
city official at his beloved Chaeronea—
a small town, he remarked, where he 
stayed because he was reluctant to de-
crease its population by leaving. He also 
served as priest of Apollo at Delphi. He 
had none of the servility of his contem-
porary Pliny the Younger, nor any of 
the bitter acerbity of his contemporary 


