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Martha Gellhorn was so fearless in a male way, and yet utterly capable of making men melt, writes New
Yorker literary editor Bill Buford. As a journalist, Gellhorn covered every military conflict from the Spanish
Civil War to Vietnam and Nicaragua. She also bewitched Eleanor Roosevelt's secret love and enraptured
Ernest Hemingway with her courage as they dodged shell fire together. Hemingway is, of course, the
unnamed "other" in the title of this tart memoir, first published in 1979, in which Gellhorn describes her
globe-spanning adventures, both accompanied and alone. With razor-sharp humor and exceptional insight
into place and character, she tells of a tense week spent among dissidents in Moscow; long days whiled away
in a disused water tank with hippies clustered at Eilat on the Red Sea; and her journeys by sampan and horse
to the interior of China during the Sino-Japanese War. Now including a foreward by Bill Buford and
photographs of Gellhorn with Hemingway, Dorothy Parker, Madame Chiang Kai-shek, Gary Cooper, and
others, this new edition rediscovers the voice of an extraordinary woman and brings back into print an
irresistibly entertaining classic.
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Cheryl says

I discovered Martha Gellhorn completely by accident, by watching the HBO film "Hemingway and
Gellhorn", which should have been called "Gellhorn and Hemingway as she was by far the more interesting
of the two writers. I looked her up and found that she was one of the most remarkable journalists of the 21st
century and decided to check out a few of her books. This book seemed the most interesting to me-a
recollection of her extensive world travels from her perspective as an older person, having seen extraordinary
changes in the world, and in travel.
The first essay, on her trip to pre-revolutionary China in 1941 was fantastic; besides being laugh out loud
funny at times, it was a vivid snapshot of China under Chiang Kai-shek before the Communist Revolution.
I didn't find the second essay as compelling but may read the rest of this book another time.

Pakuranga Smith says

Travel is always a mixed bag - messy days of irritation and frustration, juxtaposed with all the wonderfully
enriching experiences that you're supposed to have. I've certainly never read a book that so honestly
expresses the disappointments, annoyances and sheer tedium of the bad days. Which is often wonderful, as
you feel the misery and pain of her "horror" journeys, and really understand the power of the magical
moments, such as when the African skies reveal their full majesty.

It is easy enough to identify with the annoyance of travel, but when the every day drudgery is mixed with
significant moments of history, a whole new perspective is created. For example, to be a partner of Ernest
Hemingway, meet the leader of China in wartime, and fly transports through the heart of Burma is an
amazing adventure, and Martha certainly lets you know that this it what it was. But still the real experience
shines through, of cold, awful food and revolting toilets.

It's a book of its time, and Martha is an honest writer. This makes the sections on "Blacks" in Africa
uncomfortable reading. She's as far from stupid as you can get, but sometimes you do want to pick her up
and give her a shake, get her to be a little more modern.

Martha was not a dull person and this is not a dull book. I flew through it in no time. Worth reading.

Hazel says

I had some difficulty with this book in which Martha Gelhorn describes some horror journeys she took
between the 1940s and the 1970s. On the one hand, 'feisty female setting off on adventures around the globe,
unintimidated by lovers or strangers' is bound to appeal to me. Gelhorn's frank, no-nonsense tone is amusing,
too, and I like the sense that there's no sentimentality about her. I do not travel for pleasure, myself. I have
lived and worked in different countries, but that is a matter of pulling up my life by its roots and
transplanting it to a different climate, in hopes that it will 'take'. It is a different experience for those like
Gelhorn, who go out into the world, to see what is there. I admire their boldness and sense of adventure.



But about halfway through I found myself struggling with what read like racism. In the first three sections of
the book, she observes the Chinese, northern-Caribbean folk and Africans, and her contempt and
disparagement and sense of innate superiority are deeply distasteful. In an early comment, I wrote, "Some of
the attitudes to people of other races are hard to take. I'm trying to consider this is 1940s, and from a
particular perspective, but it still grates." Some of her attitude can be explained by the fact that the people
she observes (not interacts with, there's very little mutual intercourse) are usually speaking a different
language, poor and dirty by Western standards. But her comments repeatedly seem to underline their
darkness, their non-white-ness, their otherness.

This became so disturbing that I put down the book for a while and let my subconscious work on it. And it
occurred to me that it was 'otherness' that was bothering her. Wherever she went, she felt a great gulf
between herself and the inhabitants of the country she was visiting. Language, class, religion and culture
created such barriers that she looked uncomprehending at the people around her. She found little or no
common ground. As the visits progressed, this incomprehension would harden into animosity, until
everything she saw was ugly. I think she became pretty ugly, herself.

A later comment of mine: "And the racism- it's not really that. Rather she sees people as 'types', always as
representative of groups; always 'other'. Usually there's antipathy/incomprehension." She used that word
'types', several times in categorising the white colonials she encountered on her trips, and who were also
incomprehensible, sometimes beneath contempt.

By the time I returned to the book, and the final essay, about her 197-something trip to Moscow, Gelhorn
had lost her appeal for me. But I found that she'd also lost that personal animosity. Oh, it was another horror
journey, and she hardly felt warm and cuddly towards the Soviet people, but her animosity was mainly for
their repressive government, and it felt less jarring. (Or is that my racism?)

I don't get the sense that Gelhorn learned much on these trips; not about herself, and not about the individuals
she met, nor the societies she observed. And I feel somewhat cheated by her book, because I haven't learned
much either.

Difficult to rate this- maybe 2 and a half stars?

Karen Hart says

Martha Gellhorn doesn't use Ernest Hemingway's name when she is writing about travels she made with him,
but by the time I finished my last adventure with her, I realized he'd been in the entire book, on every one of
her journeys, and not because of her writing style. It is very different than his. It was the way she wrote of
him, when she did, which was rare, but it was so powerful, I could actually feel the touch of one soul mate to
another. Gellhorn is captivating, bold, reckless, romantic, and deeply, powerfully, and hypnotically inspired
to help the world. And, she writes it all so perfectly. I will read this book again and again.

Pamela says

This is truly a travel narrative. Gellhorn calls them horror journeys, selecting the worst of her traveling
experiences for this book. Martha Gellhorn was an accomplished war reporter and was familiar with



uncomfortable travel accommodations, but that was during war time. I got the sense she didn't like camping
(refuses to while in Africa doing her own safari) and going to remote places could resemble camping.

The book starts out, after some introductions, with her desired trip to China. There aren't dates mentioned but
she convinces her husband Ernest Hemingway to accompany her, which means sometime in early 1940s.
(They were only married about four years.) The China trip is appalling in her descriptions, their main goal is
really just to survive.

The bulk of the book covers her trip to Africa some years later. Traveling alone as a woman and for the sake
of seeing what's there was quite unusual. Gellhorn has almost nothing good to say about West Africa, but
things improve when she goes to the eastern African countries. Sometimes I had to cringe with her
commentary about the blacks, she's not enlightened a bit. She keeps saying how the Whites need to leave the
Blacks on their own, but in the end she sets up house there too in East Africa near the coast.

It's very well written and yes, horrifying in some of the descriptions. The level of writing is above most other
travelogues I've read. Makes it feel like modern writing has deteriorated.

Book Rating: 4.5 stars

Sande says

I discovered Gellhorn through a silly little HBO movie of the same title. The movie took one chapter of this
book,the one where she travels with husband Ernest Hemingway, and finally brought this outstanding
singular woman to the attention of the world that should have known her name as easily as her best friend
Elinor Roosevelt or Edward R. Morrow. But we don't. Written by her it is the closest to an autobiography we
have this amazing woman who was the first female war correspondent starting with the Spanish Civil War in
the 1930s. In this book she writes about her travels over five decades that were horror stories, the anti travel
book, that still will make one want to visit those places on their own, those that still exist in the state she
found them, which may be only Russia. You will travel the planet and laugh and be moved and though not
envy certainly marvel at her trips and the rich style of her writing that puts you right in the midst of where
she is smells, tastes, sounds, sights vividly captured. Read along with "Gellhorn: A Twentieth Century Life"
by Moorehead covering Gellhorn's life from birth in St. Louis in 1908 to her taking of her own life on her
own terms in 1998, London.

Caroline says

Witty, ascerbic and with a great ability to laugh at herself too - but also prejudiced, dismissive and seemingly
impervious to the burdens that other people are carrying. This is a book about Gellhorn's worst travel
experiences. Usually in places of dire poverty. Situations that ought to be approached sympathetically, via an
historical or sociological perspective, just looked at with blunt cynicism and humour. She also has prejudices
that simply aren't true. Half way through, and I've had enough.



Rick says

Gellhorn lived 90 years, all but the first eight and last two of the 20th Century. It was a fine and eventful life,
spent as a writer of fiction, journalism, and a world traveler. Her anthologized war correspondence, The Face
of War, is a masterpiece of reportage. As a travel writer, Gellhorn is entertaining, curmudgeonly, and
persistent in visiting places likely to offer pleasure and hardships in at least equal measure. The book carries
three mottoes, one of which is “Leap before you look,” which tells you all you need to know about
Gellhorn’s approach to travel preparations. Her theory on sharing travel stories is that “The only aspect of
our travels that is guaranteed to hold an audience is disaster.” Not the profoundly moving or the historically
informative. We will yawn through those in short order. Ah but get lost in an open Land Rover in the
Serengeti with a driver who won’t drive, won’t step out of the vehicle for fear of attack by snakes, lions, or
elephants., and we’re all ears for the duration.

So this collection is comprised of five accounts of particularly bad journeys—one to China in the spring of
1941, one to Caribbean islands in 1942, a much longer trip across Africa in 1962, a brief trip to Moscow in
1972, and a 1971 visit to Israel where hippies convene and smoke hash to no point. The fifth is more a coda
to illustrate that what really separates good travel from bad travel is boredom and that is why you risk
disastrous travel—it will either be sublime or at worst painfully interesting, but not boring. Twice Gellhorn
has unwilling companions, in China where she compels her then husband to accompany her on a work trip as
she covers the Sino-Japanese war for Colliers. In fact, she labels her husband UC for Unwilling Companion
in the account, though gives him kudos for being an agreeable and game traveler who does both his spousal
support duty and, occasionally his patriotic duty, with discipline and wit. The husband is of course Ernest
Hemingway, who is required because of his international renown to make endless speeches, which he didn’t
like, and drink endless toasts, which he didn’t mind. The travel is treacherous and very long, the
accommodations horrendous, and the journalistic yield next to nothing—though they do get an interview
with a Communist leader whom they didn’t at the time know anything about, not being China hands, one
Chou En-lai. The other unwilling companion was her African driver, a young hustler looking for work, who
accompanies Gellhorn on a trip along the equator from West Africa to East Africa and back without
providing any of the services for which he signed up. There are a few moments of pure traveler’s joy in the
African account and a couple of great drama (she is led into two nearly fatal encounters with wild animals)
but most of the journey is a spine cracking, axle breaking tedious drive where failing to get lost (and likely
die) is a reward repeatedly mitigated by lodgings free of comfort, cleanliness, privacy, food, and drink.

The second journey where she hires a questionable boat and crew to sail the Caribbean hunting grounds of
Nazi U-boats is like the China trip a not-too successful effort on war reporting, though she did interview
rescued sailors. But she saw no U-boats, found no re-fueling or supply bases, and rescued no merchant
seamen clinging to lifeboats. She did visit a number of obscure and hard to get to islands, some now famous
tourist destinations, in the middle of the hurricane season.

The brief trip to Moscow to visit the widow of a famous poet, killed by Stalin, who had authored a long
account of life under Communism that Gellhorn admired, illustrates Gellhorn’s hatred of all things repressive
and corrects the Wikipedia biography of Gellhorn that indicates she was ambivalent about communism,
neither praising it nor criticizing it.

Travels with Myself and Another was published in the late 70s. Most of it was written then as well, with the
exception of a large stretch of the African journey, which was taken from her travel journal of the time. It is
an engaging read, not brilliant like her war correspondence, but descriptive and thoughtful, bringing the
reader to places and times that have undergone dramatic change since her journeys, adding interest to already



interesting accounts.

Lori says

Whenver I start to complain about the long flight to California with the kids, I remember this book and shut
my mouth. And ask the flight attendant for more wine. Some women are just more adventurous than others
(me). And some women survive being married to Papa Hemingway!

John says

This book is in many ways both tedious and haphazardly written. And it is wonderful and marvelous and
educational and simply fabulous. Martha Gellhorn was one of the most interesting women of the 20th
century. While she was undoubtedly the most experienced female war correspondent of the century, this
book is less about her war travels than her personal travels. Best known, of course, as the wife of Ernest
Hemingway during the WWII years, Gellhorn was every bit a woman in her own right as she demonstrates
by refusing to mention Hemingway by name (Papa H is the 'another.'). The book focuses mainly on four
'horror' trips (as she calls them). First China with H in the early war years; then the pre-development
Caribbean, also early in the war. A late 60s private trans-Africa trip (alone!). Lastly a horrid week in
Moscow to visit an elderly writer. Gellhorn paints a vivid and wretched picture of Communist Moscow and
laughingly quotes, "Two cheers for capitalism."

Also, if you haven't seen the movie "Hemingway & Gellhorn," it is a really good movie.

Donna says

Martha Gellhorn (1908-1998) was an American writer and journalist who is now considered one of the
greatest war correspondents of the twentieth century. At the time she wrote this book in 1978, she had
traveled to 53 countries and every state in the US except Alaska, and she had lived in 7 of those countries
with 11 permanent residences in them. She certainly loved traveling, and it all began with her enjoyment of
riding on streetcars as a child. But this book isn't about her love of traveling and her greatest adventures
producing fond memories. It's about the most horrible trips she ever took in which she invited the reader to
travel along with her and suffer just as much as she did, and in more ways than one.

In a way, this book reminded me of books like Wild: From Lost to Found on the Pacific Crest Trail and A
Walk in the Woods where the promise of an adventure goes terribly wrong, complete with comic relief to
balance out the catastrophe. Unfortunately, in this book, Ms. Gellhorn's incredible sense of humor and witty
banter couldn't balance out the fact that she was an unrepentant bigot. To be fair, she was an equal
opportunity hater and disliked most people, in general, or was gravely disappointed in them, especially if
they were boring, the worst sin ever to her. But in this book, she spent an inordinate amount of time targeting
people who weren't white. Her racism was of epic proportion and smacked of Nazism, even though,
ironically, she was part Jewish, and this poisonous material was strewn across nearly every page of this
book. It was inexcusable, no matter what era she was born into, and it hung on her like a bad smell I couldn't
get past to appreciate what might have been some good writing in this book, in a technical sense. The content



itself was full of xenophobic and homophobic views which grated on my nerves like fingernails scratching
their way down a chalkboard spine. And the worst of it was, from her informal and intimate manner when
addressing her readers, it seemed she believed they would agree with all she said, as if her warped opinions
were truths that no one could deny.

So why did I keep reading this book if I couldn't stand all the garbage spouting out of the author's mouth? I
read this for my book club, though why it was suggested I don't know since we haven't had our discussion on
it yet. I only managed to read 20 pages a day before having to take a long break and grab some fresh air.
Believe me, I'm not exaggerating one bit here. What a waste, what a shame. For shame. The author wrote
about her time spent in China, Africa, Russia, and Israel, but I learned very little about those places and more
about the dark places inside the author.

Joan Colby says

What a marvel this book is. Gellhorn is funny, acerbic and a brilliant writer who can describe a scene
unforgettably. Hemingway is mentioned only in the China expedition of 1941—but their relationship, at that
point, is rather a caustic delight, both parties equally adept at adventure and repartee. Gellhorn who titles
each journey as one of horror visits Africa from coast to coast, fascinated by the animals especially her
favorites, the giraffes, and perpetually in danger from following her impulses, driving an aging Land Rover
with her supposed guide Joshua, who turns out to be a coddled passenger fearful of the wild. Her visit to
Mrs. M. in Russia(clearly Mandelstam’s widow) tells us home truths about that brutalized nation. Published
in 1978, many of Gellhorn’s voyages took place from the 40’s to the 70’s. She is unsparing, politically
incorrect—her comments about the natives will offend the sensitive, but must be understood in the context of
the era. Altogether, a most edifying read from an unusual woman that one wishes one had met.

Kate says

I was brought to Gellhorn's writing after finishing The Postmistress, where Gellhorn gets a cameo and a few
shout-outs for her war-reporting. They didn't have The Face of War at the local library, so I picked up this
instead. This is probably the best travel memoir that I have ever read. Gellhorn is one pugnacious, brutally
intelligent female with ovaries of steel. In Travels with Myself and Another: A Memoir, Gellhorn recounts
her 'horror journeys': to the front of the Sino-Japanese war on the back of a miniature pony, straight through
the heart of a cholera epidemic, riding shotgun in a tiny merchant vessel through U-boat infested waters of
the Caribbean and then up the Saranoco (probably spelled that one wrong) River into the uncharted
backlands of Suriname. She hires a driver and field guide in Kenya who can neither drive nor has ever left
Nairobi to take her through the game parks of Kenya, Uganda and Tanganyika and sneaks stockings and
detective thrillers to Mrs. Osip Mandelstam in Moscow. Rather than the stoic war reporter you might expect
her to be, Gellhorn is filled with piss and vinegar at the injustice with which so many people in the world are
treated AND the old cigarette butts that were left in her hotel room. She writes honestly, self-effacingly, and
candidly. Not a sentence is out of place or boring. I am filled with an itch to travel after reading this
wonderful book, and a quite separate itch to get my hands on the rest of Gellhorn's writing. Highly
recommended for everyone.



Genna says

"I was in that state of grace which can rightly be called happiness, when body and mind rejoice totally
together. This occurs, as a divine surprise, in travel; this is why I will never finish travelling."

If you think Hemingway is a fearless adventurer, you must not be acquainted with Martha Gellhorn, a
renowned war correspondent and his third wife. While a prolific journalist and lifelong traveler, Travels with
Myself and Another is her first and only memoir which reflects on her experiences at any length. Spanning
East Africa, Crete, Stalin-era USSR, and China during the second Sino-Japanese war, among others, and
traveling via horseback, cargo planes, and ships transporting dynamite for the WWII Allied effort, Gellhorn's
tales are as varied as they are ridiculous. Her reflections are evocative and inviting as she recalls endless
mishaps, wrong turns, run ins with skin rot, and trash filled beaches. Gellhorn's memoir is a chronicle of her
most memorable (read, disastrous) travels, often hilarious, always potently delivered.

Ampat Varghese says

Fascinating - exciting - exhilarating travel memoirs of one of the wives of Ernest Hemingway. She loves
cleanliness and comfort but ends up going through hellish conditions again and again as a war correspondent.
The language is a delight. The observations unique. The narrative surprises one over and over and the book
is unputdownable.


