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On the quai at smyrna

Ernest Hemingway, in a brief excerpt from Smana's Quay and Big two Heart River, said the story published in In Our Time (1925) was that he screamed in the middle of the night every night. I don't know why they screamed at the time. We were in port and they were all on the pier and in the middle of the
night they started screaming. We were turning searchlights on them to keep them quiet. It always did the trick. We run the search light up and down 2-3 times on top of them and they stopped it. ... The worst, he said, was a woman with a dead baby. You couldn't get a woman to give up her dead baby.
They would have let the baby die for six days. ... It smelled pleasant on canvas. There was already something mysterious and homely. Nick was happy to crawl in the tent. He was not unhappy all day. But this was different. Now things have been done. This had work to do. Now it has been done. It was a
hard journey. He was very tired. It was done. He camped. He calmed down. Nothing could touch him. It was a good place to camp. He was there, in a good place. He was in his house. Now he was hungry. ...The worst is .. how they cried in the middle of the night every night. I don't know why they started
screaming. We were in port and they were on the pier and in the middle of the night they started screaming. Ernest Hemingway, On Smana's Kay, In Our Time. Nobel Prize-winning novelist Ernest Hemingway starts his account of the Smana catastrophe in an attempt to confuse readers. Who are they,
who are us, and what is the connection between the speakers of the harbor and us or between the speakers and the events he describes? It is an easy target for the brutality of the winning Turkish army. Elsewhere he writes: At worst he said he was a woman with a dead baby. You couldn't get a woman
to give up her dead baby. They would have let the baby die for six days. wouldn't give them up. You couldn't do anything about it. Those laconic and relentless words that finally had to take them away reflect, as Thomas Strychch wrote, the fear of events bursting the boundaries of what is reasonably and
comfortably known. We learn that the speakers see one of the greatest crimes of the 20th century and are on board a British ship, in the port of Smyrna. As we do, Hemingway intervenes between the abstinence of military functions and the fear of slaughter, completely uncons invested in the human
tragedy unfolding before their eyes. Hemingway renders their discourse in clipped sentences, Worcesterian sentencesHorrible rage, buddies, toppings, my words yes, the most fun business. The most immediate priority for officers is to shout innocent people from destruction to the quay or put an end to
their suffering. Instead, it's to lock them up. We were turning searchlights on them to keep them quiet. It always did the trick. In two short sentences, the final humiliation and dehumanization of the victims take place. They are annoying. There's nothing better than that. But behind the solitude and irony lies
despair: You remember the port. There was a lot of nice stuff around it. It was the only time of my life, so I dreamed of things, the narrator lyes. But it is despair, not empathy, but rather that we must witness events that disturb his aesthetic. He sees a Greek woman, pulled by a British ship and, as an
animal, tinges in the hold: You didn't care about the woman who was having the baby just like the one that died. They were fine with them. Amazing how many of them died. You just cover them with something and let them go to it. They would always pick the darkest place in the hold to have them. When
they got off the pier, no one cared about anything. The act of birth, usually the movement from darkness to light, is here a movement to darkness, and in fact death. It was ultimately the plight of animals moving passionate British soldiers, not the Smirniotes slaughtered on the quay: The Greeks were
lovely chaps too. When they evacuated, they had all the baggage animals, so they couldn't take off with them, so they just broke their front legs and dumped them in shallow water. All the mules with broken fore legs were pushed into the shallows. It was all fun business. My words are yes, the most
enjoyable business. Hemingway has never made it to Smyrna. Alever he provided detailed symbolic reports of Greek hideouts from Adrianopur and the plight of Greek refugees in East Thracian, he arrived in Smyrna too late, but his short account proved very influential. In Hemingway's writing on the
events of 1922, almost everyone is a victim. As ethnic elucidation occurs, we have not been given any significant action or direction, but we have simply endured violence. All humans and animals suffer. As Mrs. Marie, the owner of the Adriano Pull Hotel Muse: They are all the same. Greeks, Turks and
Bulgers. They are all the same. Then, in his In Our Time, which opens in key scenes, Hemingway will link the tragedy of a corpse floating in the water in Smyrna with the senseless execution of six anti-Venizelist officials responsible for the defeat of Greek troops in the Asian minor: They tried to push him
against the wall, but he sat down.Puddle. He was sitting in the water with his head on his lap when they fired their first volley. For Hemingway, Smana is a cruel and evil madness, a symbol of the fierce sores of postwar war Europe. In 1966, the American writer John dos Passos published a memoir, The
Best Times, reporting on the Greco-Turkish War and recalling his 1921 trip in Constantinople. Strongly influenced by Hemingway, he wrote: There was a gravy little war going on in the Asian minors. One port in the Marmara Sea was crowded with waterlines with desperate Greeks, men, women and
children who had their villages burned by Turks. The other was crammed the Turks into the same plight, ironically, that the Greeks and turks and their pathetic women and crying children were all so similar that they would have taken language experts to distinguish them. The reasoning is clear: this is not
a crime against a particular race. It is a crime against humanity itself, and all innocence is a victim. A master of laconic cynicism in Hemingway's style, Dos Passos is hurt by the oblique condemnation of those who chose to focus politically rather than on the human dimension of the disastrous events of
the Asian minor catastrophe. In 1927's The Orient Express, there is an astonishing scene in which Archbishop Samsounta of Pontus, who was the early protagonist of the Macedonian struggle, Germanos Karavangelis, announces to a group of foreign journalists that the Greek population will be expelled
from the city: The full lips of the archbishop are on the edge of his little coffee cup. He drinks quickly and meticulously. Vision of a dark crowd crawling inland on a hill in the sun, in the heart beyond a red stuffed toy. The women were crying and crying in the streets of Samsoon, officers say. The news is
sent out and you have to continue as archbishop. The world must know the barbarity of the Turks, America must know. Once again, beyond stuffed animals and sophisticated phrases, in the mind. The road at night is under the dreaded blood orange moon of Asia, and the wind of The De files blows dust
among the mending women, stabbing the dark watchful eyes of the children and faring the sound of jockeys on hotly burned hills. As David Laussel writes in his chapter on Smyrna's Kay in In the Shadow of Byron: Modern Greek n English and the American Imagination, the master of Oson mission's art
deliberately excluded the political background from the Greco-Turkish War and subsequent catastrophe, instead focusing on immediate events. There is an omission from the text of that text, both Hemingway and Dos Passos, achieved the strength of focus to use the fate of the Greeks, and later as
metnim for the plight of the whole world.Hemingway's depiction of the catastrophe that appears in In Our Time is inherent in the Greek Anglophone cultural concept, which is similarly tied to the consequences of violence. In The Colossi of Maroushi, a book key to building modern Greece in the eyes of the



West, Henry Miller acknowledged the important importance of Hemingway's account of catastrophe in putting the tragedy in an enduring global context: The Smana incident far outweighs the horrors of The First World War. Somehow you're stepping on a soft pedal and almost being kicked out of modern
human memory. The peculiar fear of clinging to this catastrophe is not only due to the barbarity and barbarity of the Turks, but to the supremacy of the great powers. And as long as humans can sit and watch with their hands crossed while their fellow men are tortured and burned, civilization has become a
hollow taunt, an apparition of words suspended like a mirage over a sea of murdered corpses. Many murdered corpses later, the last hollow taunts of civilization, belong to Hemingway himself in his poem on the Treaty of Lausanne 1923: They all made peace - what is peace: Well, do you know what this
morning? They are se affordable. Don't talk about M. Venyzeros. He is evil. You can see it. His beard shows it, then Mosul and the Greek Patriarch, what about the Greek Patriarch? Remember Smyrna. By Dean Karimniu kalymnios@hotmail.com first published on NKEE on September 14, 2019
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