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DEATH IN THE AFTERNOON

cade covered shoulders and their faces. If, in one car, there are
several men in silver or dark jackets and only one in gold and
while the others may be laughing, smoking and joking, his face
is still, he is the matador and the others are his cuadrilla. The
ride to the ring is the worst part of the day for the matador.
In the morning the fight is still a long way off. After lunch it is
still a long way off, then, before the car is ready or the carriage
comes, there is the preoccupation of dressing. But once in the
car or the carriage the fight is very near and there is nothing
he can do about it during all that closely packed ride to the
ring. It is closely packed because the upper part of a bull-
fighter’s jacket is heavy and thick at the shoulders and the
matador and his banderilleros, now that they ride in the motor
car, crowd each other tightly when they are dressed in their
fighting clothes. There are some that smile and recognize friends
on the ride, but nearly all are still-faced and detached. The
matador, from living every day with death, becomes very de-
tached, the measure of his detachment of course is the measure
of his imagination and always on the day of the fight and
finally during the whole end of the season, there is a detached
something in their minds that you can almost see. What is
there is death and you cannot deal in it each day and know
each day there is a chance of receiving it without having it
make a very plain mark. It makes this mark on every one. The
banderilleros and the picadors are different. Their danger is
relative. They are under orders; their responsibility is limited ;
and they do not kill. They are under no great strain before a
fight. Ordinarily though, if you wish to see a study in appre-
hension see an ordinarily cheerful and careless picador after
he has been to the corrals, or the sorting of the bulls, and seer
that these are really very big and powerful. If I could draw
I would make a picture of a table at the café during a feria
with the banderilleros sitting before lunch reading the papers,
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a boot-black at work, a waiter hurrying somewhere and two
returning picadors, one a big brown-faced, dark-browed man
usually very cheerful and a great joker, the other a gray-
haired, neat, hawknosed, trim-waisted little man, both of them
Jooking the absolute embodiment of gloom and depression.

“Qué tal?” asks one of the banderilleros.

“Son grandes,”
“Grandes?”

“Muy grandes!”

says the picador.

There is nothing more to be said. The banderilleros know
everything that is in the picador’s mind. The matador may be
able to assassinate the big bull, if he swallows his pride and
puts away his honor, as easily as any small bull. The veins of the
neck are in the same place and as easily reached with the point
of the sword. There is no greater chance of a banderillero’s
being caught if the bull is big. But there is nothing the pica-
dor can do to help himself. After the bulls are above a certain
age and weight, when they hit the horse it means the horse goes
up into the air and perhaps he comes down with the picador un-
der him, perhaps the picador is thrown against the barrier and
pinned under the horse, or if they lean forward gallantly, put
their weight on the vara and try to punish the bull during the
encounter it means they fall between the bull and the horse
when the horse goes and must lie there, with the bull looking
for them with the horn, until the matador can take the bull
away. If the bulls are really big, each time they hit the horse
the picador will fall and he knows this and his apprehension
when “they are big” is greater than any the matador, unless
he is a coward, can feel. There is always something the matador
can do if he keeps his nerve. He may sweat ink, but there is a
way to fight each bull no matter how difficult. The picador has
no recourse. All he can do is turn down the customary bribe
from the horse contractor for accepting an undersized mount
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and insist on a good strong horse, tall enough to keep him
above the bull at the start, try to peg him well once and hope
for not the worst.

By the time you see the matadors standing in the opening of
the patio de caballos their worst time of apprehension is over,
The crowd around them has removed that loneliness of the
ride with people who know them all too well, and the crowd
restores their characters. Nearly all bullfighters are brave,
Some are not. This seems impossible since no man who was not
brave would get into the ring with a bull, but in certain special
cases natural ability and early training, commencing the train-
ing with calves where there is no danger, have made bull-
fighters of men with no natural courage. There are only about
three of these. I will go into their cases later and they are
among the most interesting phenomenons of the ring, but the
usual bullfighter is a very brave man, the most common de-
gree of bravery being the ability temporarily to ignore possi-
ble consequences. A more pronounced degree of bravery, which
comes with exhilaration, is the ability not to give a damn for
possible consequences ; not only to ignore them but to despise
them. Nearly all bullfighters are brave and yet nearly all bull-
fighters are frightened at some moment before the fight begins.

The crowd starts to thin in the patio de caballos, the bull-
fighters line up, the three matadors abreast, their banderilleros
and picadors behind them. The crowd goes from the ring, leav-
ing it empty. You go to your seat and, if you are in a barrera,
you buy a cushion from the vender below, sit on it, and with your
knees pressing the wood look out across the ring to the doorway
of the patio you have just left with the three matadors, the sun
shining on the gold of their suits, standing in the doorway, the
other bullfighters, on foot and mounted, making a mass behind
them. Then you see the people around you looking up above
them toward a box. It is the president coming in. He takes his
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seat and waves a handkerchief. If he is on time there is a burst of
clapping; if he is late there is a storm of whistling and booing.
A trumpet blows and from the patio two mounted men in the
costume of the time of Philip II ride out across the sand.

They are the aguacils or mounted bailiffs and it is through
them that all orders by the president who represents the con-
stituted authority are transmitted. They gallop across the ring,
doff their hats, bow low before the president and presumably
having received his authorization gallop back to place. The
music starts, and from the opening in the courtyard of the
horses comes the procession of the bullfighters ; the paseo or
parade. The three, if there are six bulls, four, if there are
eight, matadors walk abreast, their dress capes are furled and
wrapped around their left arms, their right arms balance, they
walk with a loose-hipped stride, their arms swinging, their
chins up, their eyes on the president’s box. In single file behind
each matador comes his cuadrilla of banderilleros and his pica-~
dors in the order of their seniority. So they come across the
sand in a column of three or four. As the matadors come in
front of the president’s box they bow low and remove their
black hats or monteras—the bow is serious or perfunctory de-
pending on their length of service or degree of cynicism. At
the start of their careers all are as devoutly ritual as altar boys
serving a high mass and some always remain so. Others are as
cynical as night club proprietors. The devout ones are killed
more frequently. The cynical ones are the best companions.
But the best of all are the cynical ones when they are still de-
vout; or after; when ha\'ing been devout, then cynical, they
become devout again by cynicism. Juan Belmonte is an ex-
ample of the last stage.

After they have bowed to the president they replace their
hats, settling them carefully, and go to the barrera. The pro-
cession breaks up as, all having saluted, the matadors remove
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their heavy gold brocaded and jewelled parade capes and g
them or pass them to friends or admirers to spread along
front of the wall protecting the first rows of seats, or, so
times, send them by the sword handler to some one, usually ]
singer, a dancer, a quack doctor, an aviator, a cinema actop.
a politician or some one notorious in the news of the day
happens to be in a box. Very young matadors or very C:\'ni
ones send their capes to bullfight impresarios from other towng

who may be in Madrid, or to the bullfight critics. The best

ones send them to friends. 1t is better not to have one sent o
you. It is a pleasant compliment if the bullfighter has a good
day and does well, but if he does badly it is too much respops
sibility. To have an obvious allegiance to a bullfighter why

through bad luck, a bad bull, some accident that makes him

lose confidence, or bad nerves from coming back to the ring jg
poor physical shape after a goring, disgraces himself and
finally makes the public so indignant that he may have to be
protected by the police as he goes out of the ring, head down,
under a bombardment of thrown leather cushions, makes ong
conspicuous when the sword handler comes dodging around the
falling cushions to reclaim the cape. Or perhaps, anticipating
the disaster, the sword handler has come for the cape before
the last bull so that you can see the cape, so proudly received,
drawn tightly around the disgraced shoulders, being carried
sprinting across the ring, the cushions sailing, a few of the
more violent spectators being charged by the police as they
pursue your matador. The banderilleros give their capes to
friends to display too, but as these capes are regal looking
only at a distance, are often thin, well-sweated and lined with
that same striped material that seems to form the lining for
vests all over the world and as the banderilleros do not take the
conferring of this favor seriously, the honor is only nominal.
While the capes are being thrown and spread and the fighting
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cAPES taken from the barrera, the bull ring servants smooth the
gand of the ring that has been disturbed by the procession of
the mounted picadors, the harnessed mules for handling of
dead bulls and horses and the hooves of the horses of the al-

aacils. Meantime the two matadors (it is inferred that this is
a six-bull fight) who are not killing retire with their cuadrillas
into the callejon or narrow passage way between the red fences
of the barrera and the first seats. The matador whose bull is
to come out selects one of the heavy percale fighting capes.
These are usually rose-colored on the outside and yellow in-
side with a wide stiffened collar, and big and full enough
so that if the matador should put it over his shoulders the
bottom of it would fall to his knees or just below and he would
be able to wrap himself completely in it. The matador who is
to kill places himself behind one of the little flat plank shelters
which are built out from the barrera, wide enough for two men
to stand in and just narrow enough to dodge behind, the
alguacils ride up to under the president’s box to ask for the
key to the red door of the toril where the bull is waiting. The
president throws it and the alguacil tries to catch it in his
plumed hat. If he does the crowd claps. If he misses it whistles.
But it does not take any of this seriously. If it is not caught
a bull ring servant picks it up and hands it to the alguacil who
gallops across the ring and hands it to the man who stands
ready to open the door of the toril, gallops back, salutes the
president and gallops out while the servants smooth away the
traces of the horse marks on the sand. This smoothing com-
pleted there is no one in the ring but the matador behind his
little shelter or burladero and two banderilleros, one on each
side of the ring, tight against the fence. It is very quiet and
every one is looking at the red plank door. The president gives
a signal with his handkerchief, the trumpet sounds and the
very serious, white-haired, wide old man, his name is Gabriel,
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In a sort of burlesque bullfighter’s suit (it was bought for

. . . }ﬁm
by ipopular subscription) unlocks the door of the tori] and
pulling heavily on it runs backw

way that shows as the door swings open.

ard to expose the low Passage-
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CHAPTER SEVEN

Ar this point it is necessary that you see a bullfight. If I
were to describe one it would not be the one that you would
see, since the bullfighters and the bulls are all different, and
if I were to explain the possible variations as I went along the
chapter would be interminable. There are two sorts of guide
books ; those that are read before and those that are to be read
after and the ones that are to be read after the fact are bound
to be incomprehensible to a certain extent before; if the fact
is of enough importance in itself. So with any book on moun-
tain ski-ing, sexual intercourse, wing shooting, or any other
thing which it is impossible to make come true on paper, or at
least impossible to attempt to make more than one version of at
a time on paper, it being always an individual experience, there
comes a place in the guide book where you must say do not come
back until you have ski-ed, had sexual intercourse, shot quail
or grouse, or been to the bullfight so that you will know what we
are talking about. So from now on it is inferred that you have
been to the bullfight.

You went to the bullfight? How was it?

It was disgusting. I couldn’t stand it.

All right, we will give you an honorable discharge but no
refund.

How did you like it? Tt was terrible. How do you mean ter-
rible? Just terrible. It was terrible, awful, horrible. Good. You
get an honorable discharge, too.

How did it seem to you? I was simply bored to death. All
right. You get the hell out of here.
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Didn’t anybody like the bullfight? Didn’t anybody like the
bullfight at all? No answer. Did you like it, sir? I did not. Dig
you like it, madame? Decidedly not.

An old lady in the back of the room: What is he saying?
What is that young man asking?

Some one mear her: He’s asking if any one liked the bull-
fight.

0ld lady: Oh, I thought he was asking if any of us wanted
to be bullfighters.

Did you like the bullfight, madame?

0ld lady: 1 liked it very much.

What did you like about it?

0ld lady: I liked to see the bulls hit the horses.

Why did you like that?

Old lady: It seemed so sort of homey.

Madame, you are a mystic. You are not among friends here,
Let us go to the Café Fornos where we can discuss these mat-
ters at leisure.

Old lady: Wherever you wish, sir, provided it is clean and
wholesome.

Madame, there is no wholesomer place in the Peninsula.

Old lady: Will we see the bullfighters there?

Madame, the place is packed with them.

Old lady: Then let us be off.

Fornos is a café frequented only by people connected with
the bullfights and by whores. There is smoke, hurrying of
waiters, noise of glasses and you have the noisy privacy of a
big café. We can discuss the fight, if you wish, and the old
lady can sit and look at the bullfighters. There are bullfighters
at every table and for all tastes and all the other people in
the café live off bullfighters in some way or another. A shark
rarely has more than four remoras or sucking fish that fasten
to him or swim along with him, but a bullfighter, when he is
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making money, has dozens. The old lady does not care to dis-
cuss the bullfight. She liked it; she is now looking at the bull-
fighters and never discusses things she has enjoyed even with
her most intimate friends. We talk about it because there were
a number of things you say you did not understand.

When the bull came out did you notice that one of the ban-
derilleros ran across his course trailing a cape and that the
pull followed the cape driving at it with one horn? They run
him that way always, at the start, to see which horn he favors.
The matador, standing behind his shelter, watches the bull run
by the trailing cape and notices whether he follows the zig-zag-
g-ing cape on both his right and his left sides, this showing
whether he sees with both eyes and which horn he prefers to hook
with. He also notices whether he runs straight or if he has a ten-
dency to cut ground toward the man as he charges. The man who
went out with the cape in both hands after the bull had been run,
and cited him from in front, standing still as the bull charged,
and with his arms moving the cape slowly just ahead of the
bull’s horns, passing the bull’s horns close by his body with
a slow movement of the cape, seeming to keep him controlled,
in the folds of the cape, bringing him past his body each time
as he turned and recharged; doing this five times and then
finishing off with a swirl of the cape that turned the man’s
back on the bull and, by cutting the bull’s charge brusquely,
fixed him to the spot; that man was the matador and the slow
passes that he made were called veronicas and the half pass
at the end a media-veronica. Those passes were designed to
show the matador’s skill and art with the cape, his domina-
tion of the bull and also to fix the bull in a certain spot before
the entry of the horses. They are called veronicas after St.
Veronica who wiped the face of Our Lord with a cloth and are
so called because the saint is always represented holding the
cloth by the two corners in the position the bullfighter holds
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the cape for the start of the veronica. The media-veronica that
stops the bull at the end of the passes is a recorte. A recorgg
is any pass with the cape that, by causing the bull to try tq
turn in less than his own length, stops him brusquely or checkg
his rush by cutting his course and doubling him on himself,

The banderilleros are never supposed to use both hands on
the cape when the bull first comes out. If the}' use only one
hand the cape will be trailed and when they turn it at the enq
of a run the bull will turn easily and not sharply and brusquely,
He will do this because the turn of the long cape gives him ap
indication of the turn to make and gives him something to fol.
low. With the cape held in both hands the banderillero can
snap it away from the bull, flop it brusquely out of his sight
and stop him dead, and turn him sharply so that he twists hig
spinal column, lames himself, has his speed cut, not by bein
worn down, but by laming, and make him unfit for the rest of
the fight, Only the matador is Supposed to use two hands on
the cape during the early part of the fight. Strictly speaking
the banderiHeros, who are also called Peones, are never sup-
posed to use two hands on the cape except when bringing the
bull out from g position he has taken and refused to leave,
But in the way buHﬁghting has developed, or decayed, with
emphasis increasingly Placed on the manner of execution of the
various passes rather thar their effect, the banderilleros now do
much of the work of Preparing the bul] for killing that was fop-
merly deone by the matador; and matadors without resources or
science, whose only ability is their Plastic or artistic talent, have
their bulls, if these offer the slightest diﬂ‘iculty, Prepared, worn
down, dominated and everything but killed by the skilled and
destructive cape of an experienced banderillero.

It may seem foolish to speak of almost killing such an animal
as a fighting bull with » cape. Of course you could not kill, but
you can so damage the spinal column, twist the legs and lame
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the animal and, by abusing its bravery, force it to charge use-
lessly again and again, each time recorting it ferociously, that
you may tire it, lame it, and deprive it of all speed and a great
part of its natural forces. We speak of killing a trout with
a rod. It is the effort made by the trout that kills it. A catfish
arrives at the side of the boat in ful] possession of all its force
and strength. A tarpon, a trout or g salmon will often kill
himself fighting the rod and line if you hold him long enough.

It was for this reason that banderilleros were prohibited
from caping the bull with both hands. The matador was sup-
posed to do all of the preparation for killing and the killing
himself. The picadors were to slow the bull, to change his tempo,
and to bring down the carriage of his head. The banderilleros
were supposed to run him at the start, to place the banderillas
quickly and in such a position as to correct any faults of hook-
ing if they existed, and never to do anything to destroy the
strength of the bull, in order that he might come intact into
the hands of the matador who was supposed, with the muleta,
to correct any tendencies toward hooking to one side or the
other, to place him in position for killing and to kill him from

muleta and killing him with the sword, driving it in high up
at the top of the angle between the two shoulder blades.

As the corrida has developed and decayed there has been
less emphasis on the form of killing, which was once the whole
thing, and more on the cape work, the placing of the bande-
rillas and the work with the muleta. The cape, the banderillas
and the muleta have a]] become ends in themselves rather than
means to an end and the bullfight has both Iost and gained
thereby.

In the old days the bulls were usually bigger than they are
now ; they were fiercer, more uncertain, heavier and older. They
had not been bred down to a smaller size to please the bullfight-
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ers and they were fought at the age of four and a half to five
years instead of three and a half to four and a half years. Mata-
dors often had from six to twelve years of apprenticeship as ban-
derilleros and as novilleros before becoming formal matadors,
They were mature men, knew bulls thoroughly, and faced bullg
which were brought to the highest point of physical force,
strength, knowledge of how to use their horns and general dif-
ficulty and danger. The whole end of the bullfight was the
final sword thrust, the actual encounter between the man and
the animal, what the Spanish call the moment of truth, and
every move in the fight was to prepare the bull for that killing,
With such bulls it was not necessary to give emotion for the
man to pass the animal as deliberately close to him with the
cape as was possible. The cape was used to run the bulls, to
protect the picadors, and the passes that were made with it,
by our modern standards, were exciting because of the size,
strength, weight and fierceness of the animal and the danger
the matador ran in making them rather than by the form or
the slowness of their execution. It was exciting that the man
should pass such a bull at all, that a man should be in the ring
with and dominate such an animal furnished the emotion rather
than that he should deliberately, as now, try to pass the points
of the horn as mathematically close to his body as possible
without moving his feet. It is the decadence of the modern
bull that has made modern bullfighting possible. It is a de-
cadent art in every way and like most decadent things it reaches
its fullest flower at its rottenest point, which is the present.
It 1s impossible, day in and day out, to fight bulls that are
really bulls, huge, strong, fierce and fast, knowing how to use
their horns and old enough so that they have their full growth,
with the technique that has been developed, starting with Juan
Belmonte, in modern bullfighting. It is too dangerous. Bel-
monte invented the technique. He was a genius, who could
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preak the rules of bullfighting and could torear, that is the
only word for all the actions performed by a man with the
bu]i, as it was known to be impossible to torear. Once he had
done it all bullfighters had to do it, or attempt to do it since
there is no going back in the matter of sensations. Joselito
who was strong (Belmonte was weak), healthy (Belmonte was
sickly), who had an athlete’s body, gypsy grace and an intui-
tive and acquired knowledge of bulls that was never surpassed
py any bullfighter ; Joselito for whom everything in bullfight-
ix;g was easy, who lived for bullfighting, and seemed to have
peen made and bred almost to the measurement of what a great
pullfighter should be, had to learn Belmonte’s way of working.
Joselito, the heritor of all great bullfighters, probably the great-
est bullfighter that ever lived, learned to torear as Belmonte
did. Belmonte worked that way because of his lack of stature,
his lack of strength, because of his feeble legs. He did not ac-
cept any rules made without testing whether they might be
broken, and he was a genius and a great artist. The way Bel-
monte worked was not a heritage, nor a development; it was a
revolution. Joselito learned it, and during the years of their
competition, when they each had around a hundred corridas a
year, he used to say, “They say that he, Belmonte, works closer
to the bull. It looks as though he does. But that isn’t true. I
really work closer. But it is more natural so it doesn’t look so
close.”

Anyway, the decadent, the impossible, the almost depraved,
style (;f Bélmonte was grafted and grown into the great healthy,
intuitive genius of Joselito and in his competition with Juan
Belmonte, bullfighting for seven years had a golden age in
spite of the fact that it was in the process of being destroyed.

They bred the bulls down in size; they bred down the length
of hOI‘I:l; they bred them for suavity in their charges as well as
fierceness be;ause Joselito and Belmonte could do finer things
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with these smaller, easier bulls. They could do fine enoug},
things with any bulls that came out of the torils; they were not
helpless with any of them but, with the smaller, easier bullg
they were certain to do the wonderful things that the publie
wanted to see. The big bulls were easy for Joselito although
they were difficult for Belmonte. All bulls were easy for Joselitg
and he had to make his own difficulties. The competition ended
when Joselito was killed in the ring on May 16, 1920. Bel-
monte went on one more year, then retired, and bullﬁghting
was left with the new decadent method, the almost impossible
technique, the bred down bulls and, as bullfighters, only the
bad ones, the hardy, tough ones who had not been able to
learn the new method and so no longer pleased, and a crop of
new ones, decadent, sad and sickly enough, who had the method
but no knowledge of bulls, no apprenticeship, none of the male
courage, faculties or genius of Joselito, and none of the beay-
tiful unhealthy mystery of Belmonte.

Old lady: 1 saw nothing decadent or rotten about the spec-
tacle we observed to-day.

Nor did I, to-day, madame, for the matadors were Nicanor
Villalta, the courageous telephone pole of Aragon ; Luis Fuentes
Bejarano, the valorous and worthy workman, the pride of
Union Labor, and Diego Mazquiaran, Fortuna, the brave
butcher boy of Bilbao.

Old lady: They all seemed to me to be most valorous and
manly chaps. In what way, sir, do you speak of decadence?

Madame, they are most manly chaps although Villalta’s voice
is a shade high sometimes, and the decadence I speak of does
not apply to them but to the decay of a complete art through
a magnification of certain of its aspects.

Old lady: Sir, you are hard to understand.

I will explain later, madame, but indeed decadence is a dif-
ficult word to use since it has become little more than a term
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of abuse applied by critics to anything they do not yet under-
stand or which seems to differ from their moral concepts.

Old lady: 1 always understood it to mean that there was
something rotten as there is at courts.

Madame, all our words from loose using have lost their edge
but your inherent concepts are most sound.

02d lady: If you please, sir, I do not care for all this dis-
cussion of words. Are we not here to be instructed about the
bulls and those who fight them?

If you so wish, but start your writer to talking of words
and l;e will go on until you are wearied and wish he would
show more skill in using them and preach less of their sig-

nificance.
0ld lady: Can you not stop then, sir?
Have you ever heard of the late Raymond Radiguet?
0ld lady: I cannot say I have.
He was a young French writer who knew how to make his

career not only with his pen but with his pencil if you follow
me, madame.

0ld lady: You mean?

Not exactly, but something of the sort.

Old lady : You mean he——?

Precisely. When the late Radiguet was alive he often wearied
of the tenuous, rapturous and querulous society of his literary
protector, Jean Cocteau, and spent the nights at an hotel near
the Luxembourg Gardens with one of two sisters who were
then working as models in the quarter. His protector was
greatly upset and denounced this as decadence saying, bitterly,
yet proudly of the late Radiguet, “Bebé est vicieuse—il aime
les femmes.” So you see, madame, we must be careful chuck-
ing the term decadence about since it cannot mean the same to
all who read it.

Old lady : 1t repelled me from the first.
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Then let us return to the bulls.

Old lady: Gladly, sir. But what finally happened to the late
Radiguet?

He caught typhoid fever from swimming in the Seine and
died of it.

0ld lady: Poor chap.

Poor chap, indeed.
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CHAPTER EIGHT

TuoseE years after Joselito’s death and the retirement of
Belmonte were the worst bullfighting has gone through. The
bull ring had been dominated by the two figures that, in their
own art, remembering of course that it is an impermanent and
so minor art, were comparable to Velasquez and Goya, or, in
writing, to Cervantes and Lope da Vega, though I have never
cared for Lope, but he has the needed reputation for the com-
parison, and when they were gone it was, as though in English
writing Shakespeare had suddenly died, and Marlowe retired
and the field left to Ronald Firbank who wrote very well about
what he wrote about but was, let us say, a specialist. Manuel
Granero of Valencia was the one bullfighter the aficion had
great faith in. He was one of three boys who had, with pro-
tection and money furnished, been made into bullfighters by
the best mechanical means and instruction; practicing with
calves on the bull ranches around Salamanca. Granero had
no bullfighting blood in his veins and his immediate family
had wanted him to be a violinist, but he had an ambitious uncle
and natural talent for bullfighting, aided by much courage, and
he was the best of the three. The other two were Manuel Jimi-
nez, Chicuelo, and Juan Luis de la Rosa. As children they
were all perfectly trained miniature bullfighters and the three
of them all had pure Belmontistic styles, beautiful execution in
everything they did, and they were all three called phenom-
enons. Granero was the soundest, the healthiest, and the bravest
and he was killed in Madrid in the May following the death of
Joselito.
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he is dead I will tell you about him and it is g S’fl‘ange-enough
story.

The last time he was given up for dead at Barcelona, torp
open terribly, the wound full of pus, delirious and dying,
one believed, he said, “I see death. I see it clearly. Ayee, Ayee.
Ttis an ugly thing.” He saw death clearly, but it did not come,

ke now and giving a final series of farewell Perform.
: was marked for death for twenty years and death
k him.

you have portraits of five killers. If we can synthesjze
dying good killers you might say that a great killgp
nor, courage, a good physique, a good style, a great
1 and much luck. Then he needs a good press ang
f contracts. The location, and the effect, of estocadag
various manners of killing are described in the glossary,

€ve

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 thig
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 dr
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. In the south it be-
comes picturesque; along the littoral it becomes mannerless and
Mediterranean; in the north in Navarra and Aragon there is
such a tradition of bravery that it becomes romantic,
the Atlantic coast, as in all countries bounded by a cold sea,
life is so practical there is no time for common sense. Death,
to people who fish in the cold parts of the Atlantic ocean i
something that may come at any time, that comes often and
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is to be avoided as an industrial accident; so that they are not
preoccupied with it and it has no fascination for them.
There are two things that are necessary for a country to
Jove bullfights. One is that the bulls must be raised in that
country and the other that the people must have an interest in
death. The English and the French live for life. The French
have a cult of respect for the dead, but the enjoyment of the
daily material things, family, security, position and money, are
the things that are most important. The English live for this
world too and death is not a thing to think of, to consider, to
mention, to seek, or to risk except in the service of the country, or
for sport, or for adequate reward. Otherwise it 1s an unpleasant
subject to be avoided or, at best, moralized on, but never to
be studied. Never discuss casualties, they say, and I have heard
them say it very well. When the English kill they kill for
sport and the French kill for the pot. It is a fine pot too, the
loveliest in the world, and well worth killing for. However, any
killing which is not for the pot nor for sport seems to the Eng-
lish and the French to be cruel. Like all general statements
things are not as simple as I have written them, but I am seek-
ing to state a principle and refrain from listing exceptions.
Now in Spain the bullfight is out of place in Galicia and in
most of Catalonia. They do not raise bulls in those provinces.
Galicia is beside the sea and because it is a poor country where
the men emigrate or go to sea, death is not a mystery to be
sought and meditated on, but rather a daily peril to be avoided
and the people are practical, cunning, often stupid, often ava-
ricious, and their favorite amusement is choral singing. Cata-
lonia is Spain, but the people are not Spanish and although
bullfighting flourishes in Barcelona it is on a fake basis be-
cause the public that attends goes as to a circus for excite-
ment and entertainment and is as ignorant, almost, as the pub-
lics of Nimes, Béziers and Arles. The Catalans have a rich
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country, a great part of it at least; they are good farmers,
good business men, good salesmen ; they are the commercia]]
elect of Spain. The richer the country the simpler the peas-
antry and they combine a simple peasantry and a childish lap-
guage, with a highly developed commercial class. With them,
as in Galicia, life is too practical for there to be much of the
hardest kind of common sense nor much feeling about death,

In Castille the peasant has nothing of the simple-minded-
ness, combined as always with cunning, of the Catalan or Ga-
llego. He lives in a country with as severe a climate as any
that is farmed, but it is a very healthy country; he has food,
wine, his wife and children, or he has had them, but he has ng
comfort, nor much capital and these possessions are not ends
in themselves they are only a part of life and life 1S some-
thing that comes before death. Some one with English blood
has written: “Life is real: life is earnest, and the grave is not
its goal.” And where did they bury him? and what became of
the reality and the earnestness? The people of Castille have
great common sense. They could not produce a poet who would
write a line like that. They know death is the unescapable real-
ity, the one thing any man may be sure of ; the only securi-
ty; that it transcends all modern comforts and that with it
you do not need a bathtub in every American home, nor, when
you have it, do you need the radio. They think a great deal
about death and when they have a religion they have one which
believes that life is much shorter than death. Having this feel-
ing they take an intelligent interest in death and when they
can see it being given, avoided, refused and accepted in the
afternoon for a nominal price of admission they pay their
money and go to the bull ring, continuing to go even when,
for certain reasons that I have tried to show in this book, they
are most often artistically disappointed and emotionally de-
frauded.
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Most of the great bullfighters have come from Andalucia,
where the best bulls are raised and where with the warm climate
and the Moorish blood the men have a grace and indolence that is
foreign to Castille although they have, mixed with the Moorish
blood, the blood of the men of Castille who drove out the Moors
and occupied that pleasant country. Of the truly great fighters
both Cayetano Sanz and Frascuelo were from around Madrid
(although Frascuelo was born to the south), as well as Vicente
Pastor of the minor greats and Marcial Lalanda, the best of the
present fighters. There are fewer bullfights given all the time in
Andalucia, due to the Agrarian troubles, and fewer first-rate
matadors produced. In 1931 out of the first ten matadors there
were only three from Andalucia, Cagancho and the two Bien-
venidas ; and Manolo Bienvenida although of Andalucian par-
entage was born and raised in South America, while his brother,
although born in Spain, was also raised out of the country,
Chicuelo and Nino de la Palma representing Seville and Ronda
are both finished and Gitanillo de Triana, of Seville, was killed.

Marcial Lalanda is from near Madrid as are Antonio Mar-
quez, who will be fighting again, and Domingo Ortega. Villalta
is from Zaragoza and Barrera from Valencia along with Ma-
nolo Martinez and Enrique Torres. Felix Rodriguez was born
in Santander and raised in Valencia and Armillita Chico, So-
lorzano, and Heriberto Garcia are all Mexicans, Nearly all
the leading young novilleros are from Madrid or from around
Madrid, the north, or Valencia. Since the death of Joselito and
Maera and the final retirement of Belmonte the reign of Anda-
lucia in modern hullﬁghting has been over. The centre of bull-
fighting in Spain now, both as to the production of fighters
and the greatest enthusiasm for the fight itself, is Madrid and
the country around Madrid. Valencia comes next. The most
complete and masterly fighter in bullfighting to-day is unques-
tionably Marcial Lalanda and the most complete young fight-
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ers in point of view of valor and technical equipment are being
turned out in Mexico. The bullfight is undoubtedly losing
ground in Seville, which was once, with Cordoba, its great cen-
tre and it is undoubtedly gaining in Madrid where all spring
and early summer, in 1931, in bad financial times, in a time
of much political unrest, and with only ordinary programmes,
the ring was filled to capacity two and sometimes three times
a week.

Judging from the enthusiasm I saw shown for it under the
Republic the modern bullfight will continue in Spain in spite
of the great wish of her present European-minded politicians
to see it abolished so that they will have no intellectual embar-
rassments at being different from their European colleagues
that they meet at the League of Nations, and at the foreign
embassies and courts. At present a violent campaign is being
conducted against it by certain newspapers with government
subsidies, but so many people derive their livings from the
many ramifications of raising, shipping, fighting, feeding and
butchering of fighting cattle that I do not believe the govern-
ment will abolish it even if they felt themselves strong enough.

An exhaustive study is being made of the actual and po-
tential use of all lands used for the grazing of fighting bull
stock. In the Agrarian readjustments that must come in An-
dalucia some of the biggest ranches are sure to be broken up,
but since Spain is a grazing as well as an agricultural country
and much of the grazing land is unfit for cultivation and none
of the cattle produced are wasted, all being butchered and sold
whether killed in the ring or the slaughter-house, much of the
land now used for fighting-bull grazing in the south will cer=
tainly be retained. In a country where to give work to the
agricultural laborers all machines for harvesting and sowing
had to be banned in 1931 the government will go slowly about
putting much new land under cultivation. There is no question
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of trying to cultivate the grazing land used for bulls around
Colmenar and Salamanca. I look for a certain reduction of
acreage in bull-raising land in Andalucia and the breaking
up of a number of ranches, but believe there will be no great
change in the industry under the present government al-
though many of its members would be proud to abolish the
bullfight and doubtless will do all they can toward that end
and the quickest way to get at it is through the bulls, since
bullfighters grow up, unencouraged, having a natural talent
as acrobats or jockeys or even writers have, and none of them
are irreplaceable; but ﬁghting bulls are the products of many
generations of careful breeding as race horses are and Whe;l
you send that strain to the slaughter-house that strain is fin-

ished.
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Joselito in a pase natural at t}

1e start of his career.
Note how, wit}
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Joselito, at eighteen, watching a Miura bull that he
has killed swaying on his legs before going over on his

back, four legs in the air.
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Marcial Lalanda making the quite of the mariposa or
butterfly. Moving backward across the ring, the folds
of the cape swing lightly. It takes great skill and
1 knowledge of bulls to do properly or at all.




AMATEUR FIGHT
IN PAMPLONA




What happens when the bull raises his head from the
muleta when the sword is in. The horn is lifting Varelito
by the neck. No man going in to kill can be certain the
bull may not raise his head from the cloth while the man’s
horn no matter how well controlled
It is this moment that gives the bull
his chance at the man and it is when ¢}
moment that he is said to assassin

body is passing the
the muleta may be.
1€ man avoids this

ate the bull rather than
to kill him according to rule.

This, for movement, is Felix Rodriguez in a pase
natural on a fast charging bull.



