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INTRODUCTION
F. SCOTT FITZGERALD was euphoric after Scribners accepted This Side of Paradise on September 16, 1919. He promptly began his second long fiction and wrote to his Scribners editor, the legendary Maxwell Perkins, that it would be “a very ambitious novel—which will probably take a year.” As he would throughout his career, Fitzgerald vastly underestimated the difficulties of completing a novel amid the excesses of his social and romantic life, in the present instance his pursuit of Zelda Sayre, belle of Montgomery, Alabama. They had met at a dance the previous summer while he was stationed in nearby Camp Sheridan. After an informal engagement in February 1919, Scott, now discharged from the army, hoped to earn enough money as an advertising writer in New York to win the hand of Judge Sayre’s daughter. In June, she had broken the engagement and Scott quit his job, returned to his hometown, St. Paul, Minnesota, and rewrote his first novel. In September, when Scribners accepted This Side of Paradise, Fitzgerald embarked at once on the book that would become The Beautiful and Damned.
But he was still too poor to regain his Zelda. In what would become an expedient in his coming years of authorship, Fitzgerald stole time away from the new novel to write short stories for quick and easy money. In October 1919, he sold his first tale, “Head and Shoulders,” to the Saturday Evening Post. He wrote nine more stories by the end of the year—one on a single evening—to pay his debts and establish his worth to the Sayre family. In November, he had returned to Montgomery and was reengaged to Zelda. Three months later, in a virtual delirium, Scott sent her a wire announcing that he had sold the movie rights of “Head and Shoulders” to Metro Pictures for $2,500. He added a pertinent reminder: “I LOVE YOU DEAREST GIRL.” For good measure, he bought her a diamond-and-platinum watch and a flapper-style ostrich fan. After publication of This Side of Paradisein March 1920, its rapid popularity as a youth cult novel promised handsome royalties. Another printing was quickly issued, and Scott married his Zelda in New York City. What followed for the newlyweds were weeks and, indeed, months of partying, theater-going, dining out, public misbehavior, troublesome debts, and desperate loans from his literary agent against future earnings. Biographer Andrew Turnbull (see “Suggestions for Further Reading”), who knew Fitzgerald in later years, recovers some of the carefree moments of the uninhibited couple in their New York nights on the town:
He and Zelda surrendered to impulses which wouldn’t even have occurred to more prosaic souls. The two of them taking hands after a Carnegie Hall concert and running like the wind—like two young hawks—down crowded 57th Street, in and out of traffic . . . . Scott and Zelda at the theater sitting quietly during the funny parts and roaring when the house was still. Scott whimsically divesting himself of coat, vest and shirt in the sixth row of the Scandals, and being helped out by a posse of ushers. Scott and Zelda going to a party, one of them on the roof of the taxi and the other on the hood.

For many a New Yorker, such flouting of convention must have brought some of the recent pages of This Side of Paradise vividly to life. Would anyone doubt that the impulsive actions and surging desires of Princetonian Amory Blaine and his restless friends of both sexes had been fictional realizations of their creator’s personal history? (On Scott’s striptease, see also p. 323 below.)
 
Meanwhile, Fitzgerald had been making various abortive starts on the new novel, tentatively called “The Demon Lover.” In mid-January 1920, he had moved to a boarding house in New Orleans to develop the story he had since titled “Darling Heart,” and apparently drafted only the adulterous romance of Anthony and Dot that occupied the late segment of The Beautiful and Damned. In less than a month, he gave up on it, partly out of fear that in the current moral atmosphere condemning or suppressing novels about seduction, he would be doomed to failure or at least poor sales. Perhaps, he hoped, the material could be salvaged as short stories for H. L. Mencken’s and George Jean Nathan’s journal The Smart Set.
In July 1920, Fitzgerald had begun anew his second novel amid the distractions of alcoholic evenings and weekends with Zelda and their convivial guests at the rented house in Westport, Connecticut. The writing, he said, was “very much harder sledding” than on This Side of Paradise. Even so, the story was firmly conceived, and he wasted no time in writing to publisher Charles Scribner II that his novel, now titled “The Flight of the Rocket,” was gliding along, its central focus on the life of Anthony Patch from ages twenty-five to thirty-three (1913–1921): “He is one of those many with tastes and weaknesses of an artist but with no actual creative inspiration.” In a memorable phrase, Fitzgerald captured the heart of the novel: He would depict a young esthete and his beautiful young wife who are “wrecked on the shoals of dissipation.” Fitzgerald was typically worried about reception and sales. “This sounds sordid,” he ventured to Scribner, “but it’s really a most sensational book + I hope won’t dissapoint [sic] the critics who liked my first one.” He grossly miscalculated by many months the period of composition: “I hope it’ll be in your hands by November 1st.”
On the same day, Fitzgerald also wrote to Carl Hovey, editor of Metropolitan magazine, wondering how long after delivery of a 120,000-word novel in the coming November Hovey could begin the serialization. In October 1920, Scott and Zelda moved from the house in Westport to an apartment in New York where he meant to finish the novel. He soon reported to Perkins that in the past three days he had written fifteen thousand words. On Christmas day, he exulted to James Branch Cabell, “I have just finished an extraordinary novel.” For the moment, he had given it the Keatsian title, “The Beautiful Lady without Mercy.” But he was characteristically fudging on the completed writing. A week later, Scott was, he hoped, “within two weeks of completion.” Meanwhile, living expenses in New York were again mounting for the debt-ridden mate of an equally pleasure-loving wife. The available solution, once again, was to switch off and manufacture his salable shorter fiction. He borrowed money from agent Paul Reynolds for a tale Fitzgerald soon realized he was “utterly unable to write.” His earnings in 1920 were over $18,000. Yet he was forced to plead, “I need $1,600.00.”
Two weeks later, only Book One of the novel was finished. In February 1921, his literary critic and old Princeton friend, Edmund Wilson, was reading Book Two. Fitzgerald expected, again too hopefully, that the writing would be completed by the end of the month. The novel now bore its provocative, lasting title, The Beautiful and Damned. In March, Zelda’s discovery that she was pregnant brought a further complication to their lives. (Their only child, Frances Scott, or “Scottie,” was born in October.) And with their anticipated first trip to Europe on May 3, Scott worked under increased frustration to finish the novel and perhaps gain an advance to help defray expenses of the trip. Writing against these pressures, he sent the first part for approval by Hovey and the Metropolitan on April 22, and he promised parts two and three early the next week. His rather frenzied state of mind is obvious in the letter to Hovey. This “bitter and insolent” novel, he feared, “will never be popular and . . . will undoubtedly offend a lot of people.” Rather perversely, he added, “Personally, I should advise you against serializing it.” The masochistic advice had a further desperate purpose. Upon Hovey’s immediate refusal to publish, Fitzgerald might have enough time to send the novel to Scribners, who might be prompt with their money in advance. As it turned out, his always obliging agent, Reynolds, presently loaned Fitzgerald $3,400 against eventual payment of the serialized novel. Unfortunately for both, the $7,000 for serial—and cutting—rights did not arrive from the Metropolitan until the following February.
 
The serial version of The Beautiful and Damned ran in the Metropolitan from September 1921 to March 1922. It differed markedly from the Scribner novel in several respects. Probably the least painful to Fitzgerald was the subheading that accompanied each issue: “A Searching Novel of the Revolt of American Youth.” Given Fitzgerald’s capsule description of the novel earlier, and the suggestive quasi-Faustian title he had ultimately chosen, one can hardly attribute to him the strained journalese of the subheading. What he did openly lament almost at once, and then for months and even years, was the permission for the Metropolitan to remove whatever passages did not suit their ultimate publishing schedule or the imagined moral and esthetic sensibilities of their readers. Fitzgerald would usually be admirably hospitable to suggested revisions and frank criticism from his literary friends—a virtue never shared by Hemingway—and indeed, he had written in that spirit from London in June 1921 to Hovey: “I’m curious to see what you’ve done with the novel. Perhaps some of your cutting away may give excellent suggestion for further pruning of the book section.” His only apprehension was whether the serial illustrator, Leslie L. Benson, would “rise to the occasion.”
In August, however, Fitzgerald complained bitterly to Perkins that “Hovey has clipped and cut it up abominably.” He worried, too, and perhaps rightly, that some reviewers of the published novel would rather lazily judge the book on their reading of the inferior serial version. Some of the most damaging omissions—forty thousand words were excised from the 130,000-word typescript—occurred in the final chapter, “No Matter!” Hovey was obviously fearful that the decline or damnation of Anthony and Gloria was too extreme for his readers’ tastes, and perhaps inconsistent with the characters’ good fortune at the end, however ambiguous or ironic Fitzgerald had meant that triumph to be. Subscribers were therefore spared some especially disturbing passages:
He turned his blood-shot eyes on her reproachfully—eyes that had once been a deep, clear blue, that were weak now, strained, and half-ruined from reading when he was drunk. (p. 336)
Finishing her first drink, Gloria got herself a second. After slipping on a negligée and making herself comfortable on the lounge, she became conscious that she was miserable and that the tears were rolling down her cheeks. (p. 341)
Turning about from the window he faced his reflection in the mirror, contemplating dejectedly the wan, pasty face, the eyes with their crisscross of lines like shreds of dried blood, the stooped and flabby figure whose very sag was a document in lethargy. He was thirty-three—he looked forty. (pp. 365–366)

This editorial plundering by Hovey and the Metropolitan made Fitzgerald deeply apprehensive about serializing his next novel, The Great Gatsby. “There is some pretty frank stuff in it,” he told his agent, Harold Ober, “and I wouldn’t want it to be chopped as Hovey chopped the Beautiful + Damned.” Gatsby, in fact, was not serialized. Even so, The Beautiful and Damned had recently been given a well-advertised postserialization in several newspapers. It was, again, an abridged version. Fitzgerald’s response has not come to light. But this renewed exposure to a large newspaper audience had to give a modest lift to the budding career of an aspiring writer still in his midtwenties.
 
When the Fitzgeralds returned from Europe in the summer of 1921, they moved to St. Paul, where Fitzgerald now discovered himself to be a hometown celebrity. But as he told Perkins, after the recent months of “loafing,” he was torn between his devotion to writing and the impulse to escape into an extended session “with ½ a dozen chosen companions and drink myself to death.” But then, he was “sick alike of life, liquor and literature.” His literary ambition triumphed, and he moved into a spare office in downtown St. Paul where, through the fall and winter, he carefully revised The Beautiful and Damned.
One of the passages that Hovey did not cut Fitzgerald now removed at the insistence of Zelda. Two paragraphs had followed the bravado of Anthony’s final words. The narrative voice had moved to center stage and pronounced Anthony’s and Gloria’s crime to have been only miserable humanity’s “search for happiness,” in which these two were “guilty chiefly by the freshness and fullness of their desire . . . . Their fault was not that they had doubted but that they had believed.” In a final exculpatory sentence, inappropriate to the story’s title and the grim irony of the ending, the poet in Fitzgerald had celebrated his fictional heroine in all her romantic allure: “And if, before Gloria yielded up her gift of beauty, she shed one bright feather of light so that someone, gazing up from the gray earth, might say, ‘Look! There is an angel’s wing!’ perhaps she had given more than enough in exchange for her tinsel joys.” Zelda objected to the moralizing tone, and Perkins added that Zelda’s suggested deletion was also esthetically valid. Fitzgerald removed the passage.
Fitzgerald also relied on the critical judgment of Edmund Wilson. As early as January 1921, he had sent a draft of The Beautiful and Damned and asked for Wilson’s opinion on cutting and expanding, as well as clarifying moments that seemed “unconvincing” or “confused.” Wilson confided to a friend that he thought the manuscript “was rather silly at first” but that it gained “a genuine emotional power which he has scarcely displayed before.” One scene that seemed especially inferior to Wilson was the “symposium” that closes Book Two, Chapter II (pp. 207–215). The criticism must have stung, because Fitzgerald had carefully orchestrated the entire chapter to signal a culmination and imminent change in the aimless carousing of Gloria and Anthony at the “gray house” in Marietta and again in New York. The irresponsible life had been interrupted only by Anthony’s half-hearted pursuit of a career in the bond business and Gloria’s momentary ambition to be an actress. Otherwise, their life had been a series of ugly scenes of impropriety in public, a worried and false pregnancy, and Gloria’s desperate escape into the night after the drunken revelry of the main characters. Fitzgerald sensed the need for some kind of meditative interruption to this frenetic activity before it returned in the oncoming disaster of old Adam Patch’s impromptu visit to the next disorderly gathering at Marietta. The cynical late-night “symposium” at the railway station became a pivotal, internal summary of the moral outlook and motivation of the Patches and their New York entourage. Grateful to Wilson for his objections to the scene, Fitzgerald wrote to him while revising the proofs: “I have almost completely rewritten my book. Do you remember you told me that in my midnight symposium scene I had sort of set the stage for a play that never came off—in other words when they all began to talk none of them had anything important to say. I’ve interpolated some recent ideas of my own and (possibly) others.” Fitzgerald had added to the original version the “recent ideas” in Maury Noble’s version of Darwinian survival and Menckenite snobbery (first two paragraphs, p. 211, “For it seemed to me . . . let him stand forth”).
Max Perkins objected to the symposium on another count, that Maury’s comments on the Bible would be highly offensive to the religious-minded among an American readership. Fitzgerald this time was upset and stubbornly defensive. In a long reply to Perkins, he claimed that both Zelda and H. L. Mencken were “very enthusiastic” about the symposium and that he regarded himself in the sophisticated company of such skeptics and satirists as Shaw, Mark Twain, Anatole France, Voltaire, Samuel Butler, and others. “I do feel that my judgment is right in this case,” he argued, and knew he would be “endorsed by the intellectually élite” after this second novel appeared. But when Perkins wrote again, Fitzgerald was apologetic. Even so, he then made only a few conciliatory verbal revisions: “godalmighty” was changed to “the deity,” “bawdy” was excised, “Oh Christ” became “My God!” and so on. More than one staid reviewer would later justify Perkins’s warning.
Though Fitzgerald’s letters and manuscripts probably reveal the most careless spelling and punctuating in the annals of literary authorship, he was still one of the most finicky in matters of detail, verbal precision, and tightly constructed scenes in his fiction. An annoyed and ungrateful Hemingway later discovered as much when Fitzgerald edited The Sun Also Rises. Unfortunately for Fitzgerald, he received minimal editorial help from Perkins, who was never meticulous in proofreading Fitzgerald’s work. An undetected error in The Beautiful and Damned was more than a little appalling to Fitzgerald. An alert reader, just after publication of the book, noticed that Fitzgerald had given Gloria three different birth months. Fitzgerald replied with slightly exaggerated horror: “My God! And I can never straighten it out without rewriting the whole book.”
 
Of special interest in the composition of The Beautiful and Damned is Fitzgerald’s conversion of autobiographical material into literary art. Few writers have heeded so closely Henry James’s finely qualified injunction to write from experience. Indeed, readers from the beginning and up to the present have indulged an insatiable appetite for fictional revelations of Scott’s and Zelda’s reckless, adventurous life. For many readers, the characters seem slightly less important than their presumed real-life counterparts. Each of his five novels is, in turn, a roman à clef, often-times with a vengeance. Interest especially in Fitzgerald’s heroines would take a giant leap forward after Nancy Milford’s biography of Zelda at the outset of the 1970s feminist movement.
The biographical approach to the author in the work begins not with Scott and Zelda, however, but with Scott and Ginevra King, who was his previous romantic obsession. Both women, though, bear joint resemblances to the Fitzgerald heroines before and after The Beautiful and Damned. Ginevra, the daughter of a wealthy broker from Chicago, was sixteen when Scott met her in St. Paul during the Christmas break from Princeton in 1915–1916. She was a striking beauty and a flirt, and his letters to her from the months that followed bear the heady infatuation and agonizing jealousy that Anthony Patch would suffer with Gloria. Frustrated by months of infrequent meetings—in Minnesota, Illinois, and Princeton—Scott and Ginevra ended the romance, and she became engaged to a rival suitor.
Their friends easily recognized Scott and Zelda in the marriage of Anthony and Gloria. Opera singer and actress Grace Moore, who met the Fitzgeralds later in France, said of the couple that they “always seemed to me straight out of The Beautiful and Damned.” After reading the manuscript, Edmund Wilson told a friend, “It is all about him and Zelda.” In a reversal of chronology, Scott’s early meeting with Zelda near the Southern army camp in 1918 becomes Anthony’s late meeting with Dorothy (“Dot”) Raycroft in the South the same year. As with Anthony Patch, Scott and his unit moved north to Long Island just before the Armistice. The Patches, like the Fitzgeralds, honeymoon in Santa Barbara, return to live in New York and Connecticut (the gray house in Marietta replaces the Fitzgerald house in Westport), and both couples ponder abortion, drink and party too much, live beyond their means, and agonize over their debts. And both turbulent marriages survive the husbands’ perverse pride as well as the jealousy following other males’ attraction to the beauty and vitality of Zelda or Gloria.
Scott also drew upon Zelda’s correspondence to characterize the loneliness and devotion Gloria feels after the War separation from Anthony. Zelda herself remarked on this borrowing in a teasing review, “Friend Husband’s Latest,” that she wrote for the New York Tribune on April 2, 1922. She also publicly recognized excerpts from Gloria’s diary. Her conclusion: This novelist “seems to believe that plagiarism begins at home.” For his part, Fitzgerald, however, nicely distinguished his Zelda from Gloria in a memorable letter to eighteen-year-old daughter Scottie shortly before his death:
Gloria was a much more trivial and vulgar person than your mother. I can’t really say there was any resemblance except in the beauty and certain terms of expression she used, and also I naturally used many circumstantial events of our early married life. However the emphases were entirely different. We had a much better time than Anthony and Gloria had.

By then, Scottie well knew that neither did her father resemble the self-absorbed esthete in Anthony, who abhors the discipline of hard work, grants no generous help to his friends, and lives only for the day when he can obtain the family fortune and join the idle rich.
The other characters have also been variously tied to real-life counterparts. Anthony’s reaction to Gloria’s father recalls the discomfort Fitzgerald experienced with Ginevra King’s father, whose closeness to his son-in-law, William Mitchell, suggests the parallel close interests shared by Mr. Gilbert and his daughter’s admirer, Joseph Bloeckman. And Bloeckman may also have been the product of Scott’s annoyance with one of Zelda’s overly amorous admirers, George Jean Nathan. H. L. Mencken, on his part, may have recognized himself in the cynical, opinionated Maury Noble. Old Adam Ulysses Patch seems to be Fitzgerald’s version of Ward McAllister, a socialite New Yorker of late Victorian America. Frederick E. Paramore is probably drawn from Edward Paramore of Yale, who shared an apartment in New York with Edmund Wilson. Wilson himself is undoubtedly Eugene Bronson (p. 236) whose articles in The New Democracy draw the praise of Anthony, just as Wilson’s in The New Republic made Fitzgerald “wild with jealousy.”
And finally, there is Fitzgerald’s satirical self-portrait of the artist as a young egotist, Richard Carmel, erstwhile Ivy Leaguer and author of the best-selling novel with a familiar title, The Demon Lover. Near the end, in a delicious bit of self-mockery, Fitzgerald has Anthony listen impatiently while this prolific writer of short stories and trashy screenplays pronounces his verdict on a recent novel: “Everywhere I go some silly girl asks me if I’ve read ‘This Side of Paradise!’ . . . If it’s true to life, which I don’t believe, the next generation is going to the dogs” (p. 347).
 
The publication date of The Beautiful and Damned was officially March 4, 1922, although Scribners had mailed review copies in late January. In December, Fitzgerald had completed the revisions and was “almost, but not quite, satisfied with the book.” Still, he was ready, he told Max Perkins, to “prophesy that it will go about 60,000 copies the first year.” When the book and jacket came several weeks later, he was especially pleased with the jacket blurb, which he assumed Perkins himself had written. This new novel, it proclaimed, “reveals with devastating satire a section of American society which has never been recognized as an entity—that wealthy, floating population which throngs the restaurants, cabarets, theatres, and hotels of our great cities.” The jacket design, however, was less than satisfactory. Fitzgerald called it a “sickly yellow.” Even worse, the illustrator had portrayed Anthony as a deplorably “sawed-off young tough in his first dinner-coat.” Fitzgerald suspected that the artist, W. E. Hill, who also gave Anthony light hair, was offering “a sort of debauched edition of me.” The girl, however, was “excellent and I suppose Hill thought it would please me if the picture looked like Zelda and me.” Biographer Nancy Milford describes an alternate cover that Zelda designed: “It was a nude kneeling in a champagne goblet, her blond bobbed hair flying, her apricot coloring remarkably similar to Zelda’s—a childlike mermaid sloshing happily in a cocktail.” Zelda’s inspiration did not replace the original jacket cover.
When publication day arrived, Scott and Zelda breezed out of St. Paul to New York for two weeks of bibulous celebration that left both of them irritable and exhausted. Upon their return to St. Paul, he recommenced the perennial worries over book sales and living expenses. The first printing in January was 20,600, priced at two dollars a copy. In February, Mencken and Nathan had helped to advertise the author by printing in The Smart Set a predictable excerpt from Maury Noble’s Menckenesque observations on the Bible in the symposium chapter (p. 213). The editors titled it “The Far-seeing Skeptics.” In March, Scribners made a second printing of 19,750 copies. But the next month, Perkins had to send Fitzgerald the unhappy news that the initial sales were not encouraging. Even so, Scribner printed ten thousand more copies, a generous vote of confidence amid sales that had reached only thirty-three thousand. Fitzgerald bravely predicted that all copies would be sold within a year. With distribution in England, Australia, and Canada, the sales after one year, however, were closer to forty-three thousand.
Fitzgerald realized as early as The Beautiful and Damned that his announced ambition to be the great American novelist did not entail his also becoming rich in the process. In addition to writing his more lucrative short stories, he tried to meet his continual debts by negotiating with an omnivorous silent-film industry. The Beautiful and Damned had been on sale scarcely a month when Fitzgerald sold the movie rights to Warner Brothers for $2,500. “A small price,” he told Perkins, “but it was the best I could do.” He added shamefully, “And please don’t tell anyone.” He did have “the proviso of $1,250 more if it did $250,000 gross business.” Unfortunately, the movie was the crassest kind of quickie, gauged to benefit from the author’s notoriety. When Scott and Zelda saw the film in December 1922, with Anthony and Gloria played by Kenneth Harlen and Marie Prevost, Scott pronounced it “by far the worst movie I’ve ever seen in my life—cheap, vulgar, ill-constructed and shoddy. We were utterly ashamed of it.” The critic for The New York Times heartily agreed. Fitzgerald must have been pleased the next year, though, when the magazine Screenland offered the novel as a premium to lure new movie-going subscribers.
Hollywood money was seldom absent from his mind. In Europe in 1925, and heavily in debt as always, he wrote to his agent, Harold Ober, that in addition to the hoped-for financial success of The Great Gatsby and more of his short stories, perhaps Warner Brothers would yet report a large gross (and thus his bonus) on the silent-movie version of The Beautiful and Damned. In 1929, he was eager to sell the movie rights again, this time to the talking pictures. Strapped for money and living in Cannes, he wrote again to Ober, “Did the B + Damned Talkie come thru? Have asked for money as if it had.” Unfortunately, financing of the movie did not come through then, nor much later amid the posthumous cinematic success of his next three novels.
 
At the same time he was negotiating the silent-movie rights for The Beautiful and Damned, Fitzgerald was anxiously following the book’s critical reception, not only for its possible benefit on future sales but also for an estimate of his critical ranking among the leading novelists of the day. The wide attention given the novel was in itself a measure of his growing reputation. Nearly seventy-five journals and newspapers reviewed the book, and eighteen more reviews followed in the British Isles at the end of the year after publication of the English edition. Favorable comments arrived early from friends. In Edmund Wilson’s major article for the Bookman in March, on which he had consulted Fitzgerald, Wilson traced the influences on Fitzgerald’s life and fiction, praised his style and strong imagination, but missed a necessary firmness of intellect and controlling ideas. Nevertheless, Wilson regarded The Beautiful and Damned a clear advance beyond This Side of Paradise. Mencken agreed in an early review, and his co-editor George Jean Nathan hailed this second novel as “a very substantial performance—a first-rate job,” though both he and Mencken, Fitzgerald noted, “insist that I botched the thing by having them get the money in the end.” He was pleased that fellow novelist James Branch Cabell, however, had enjoyed the ending as “the best thing in the book.” Cabell went even further in a pre-publication letter, praising the novel as “gratifyingly solid—moving, human, brilliant at times, and always nicely ironic.”
Perhaps the first review Fitzgerald read back in St. Paul was in the Chicago Tribune the day after publication. The unfriendly reviewer, Fanny Butcher, snidely noted that someone had retitled the book “The Boozeful and Damned” by Scotch Fitzgerald. Her serious criticism centered on an unfavorable comparison with This Side of Paradise: This second novel “has a semblance of sophistication and cynicism which is just as callow but which, somehow, doesn’t seem so charming and so important.” On the same day, Fitzgerald hurriedly wired Perkins: “FANNY BUTCHER DOES NOT LIKE BOOK AM WORRIED AS THE DEUCE WILL ARRIVE THURSDAY.” But when he wrote to Shane Leslie a week later, Fitzgerald proclaimed that the early reviews “—all except the puritan Times which damned it unmercifully—have been very favorable.” Perhaps he was casting the reception in a favorable light for his old Anglo-Irish friend who was one of the three to whom the novel was dedicated (along with Nathan and Perkins) “in appreciation of much literary help and encouragement.”
More likely, Fitzgerald was feeling buoyant because he had not yet seen a number of the reviews that appeared in the first week. His protective anger with the extensive “puritan” review in the Times was quite justified. The critic, Louise Maunsell Field, objected to all of the characters (“not one of them shows a spark of loyalty, of honor, of devotion, of generosity, of real friendship or of real affection”). She saw the plot as an unrelenting series of drinking bouts registering the moral decline and physical degeneration of the principals, and depicted in a “pseudo-realism” redolent of tobacco and alcoholic fumes. In short, Field considered the novel devoid of “all that is good in human nature.”
Of the twenty other reviews printed during the opening week, eight were fairly negative, eight rather positive, and four decidedly mixed. We know that Fitzgerald was especially irritated when he read the New York Herald review by his arrogant classmate from Princeton, John Peale Bishop, (though Fitzgerald generously continued to promote Bishop’s career in the years that followed). Bishop implied in his critical paraphrase of the novel that he himself held a superior view of the life and times that Fitzgerald had somewhat ineptly created. Gloria, he conceded, was “more vividly imagined” than Anthony, and the middle portions of the book were quite diverting, but the transitions were too abrupt. After Fitzgerald read the review, he kept it in a collection. It was, he noted, “one solid page of bull.” He was not mollified by Bishop’s late compliment that “the alcoholic episodes are, if frequent, agreeably heady. The humor with which the quarrels of Gloria and Anthony are touched, the satiric description of army life in a Southern conscript camp, Anthony’s adventures in bond selling are excellently done, with skill and a fine zest and whips adroitly applied.”
Through the rest of March and into early May, most of the critical reception had run its course. Fifteen reviews were largely positive, seven were more negative, and six praised parts of the book and then followed with the inevitably qualifying “but . . . ,” scoring the contents as unwholesome and disheartening, the irony flippant, and as one reviewer put it, the “characters not worth writing about.” Fitzgerald absorbed the punishment and continued to read the reviews. He wrote to Perkins, “I suppose you saw the good reviews in Town + Country + The Freeman + the bad one in the Bookman. I suppose too that the book’s going as badly as ever.” Certainly the review in the Bookman, by Burton Rascoe, did not supply material to extract in future blurbs. The Beautiful and Damned, he wrote, was a collapse of the earlier “verve” and a “promising narrative talent” of the author. In his “blubberingly sentimental” story, Fitzgerald had presumed to the insights of “an amateur philosopher, sociologist, and theologian.” He had also “misnamed the volume which should have been called ‘Flappers and Flapdoodlers.’ ”
Small wonder that Fitzgerald welcomed the reassurance of William Curtis in Town and Country and Mary Colum in The Freeman. Curtis entered no qualification whatsoever in his praise of the author and his new novel. Unlike Bishop, Curtis paraphrased the story to illustrate the excellence of the social and moral history. Fitzgerald had implicitly contrasted the firmly held traditions of England’s landed aristocracy with the less definable caste divisions of the “modern world of New York City as it is lived on the border line between the upper middle class and the lower upper class, that no-class land of theater, cabaret and hotel dining-room where those who live upon inherited income meet those who are spending all they earn.”
Mary Colum in The Freeman was slightly more critical but scarcely less flattering in her regard for a book that “deals with a life in America which has had few serious interpreters,” and added that “Mr. Fitzgerald has done it with impressive ability.” She praised his “great subtlety,” even to the portrayal of minor figures like Bloeckman. Equally excellent, she thought, was Anthony’s salesmanship episode. The ambitious writer in Fitzgerald must have tasted sweet fulfillment in Colum’s citing his “chief merit” to be that “with him there has stepped into the ranks of the young novelists a satirist.” Paired with that estimate were Curtis’s summary remarks on the “three dimensional solidity” of The Beautiful and Damned and the “brilliant care which makes reading [Fitzgerald’s] pages a series of unexpected mental pleasures.”
Adding to this ego-fulfilling acclaim were other reviewers whose favorable verdicts, if Fitzgerald read or heard about them, gave a spur to his stated ambition five years before to become “one of the greatest writers who ever lived.” One reviewer even predicted such eminence, writing that in perhaps ten years Fitzgerald was “going to be one of the really great figures in our native literature.” Another critic called The Beautiful and Damned “the best American novel in several years,” and still another said of its author, “Among contemporary American writers of fiction he may be placed in the front rank.” And there was more: “In sheer vitality and glitter” The Beautiful and Damned was “unexcelled by any other of our young American writers”; the novel was exceptionally alive with the “shrewd, complete, and quite unequaled picture it renders of the life of the day and the manners and customs of a class”; Fitzgerald had given readers “passages of sheer descriptive beauty”; the book was distinguished for “a brilliancy of thought and originality of execution”; and another review, also a clipping that Fitzgerald saved for his scrapbook, concluded that “what he has undertaken is the injection into American literature of a new vitality, a strength marked by sincerity and courage.” Finally, the influential Chicago critic, Harry Henson, concluded his highly complimentary review by calling Fitzgerald “the historian of his own generation” and predicting that he was now “well on his way to become one of the major novelists of our own time.”
 
Fitzgerald’s life and literary career after The Beautiful and Damned would soon become the stuff of American legend. Scott and Zelda continued to indulge themselves in an uproarious existence that epitomized the Roaring Twenties. As before, Scott paid for the excesses of this revelry by exploiting the lucrative market for short stories, mysteriously summoning his ability to write them in the midst or aftermath of various madcap evenings in New York City. With The Great Gatsby percolating through this frenzy, and the expenses of their life in New York mounting far beyond their means, Scott, Zelda, and Scottie moved in 1924 to Europe for more than two years. In 1925, he began a turbulent friendship with the irascible Ernest Hemingway. And The Great Gatsby brought new acclaim for the author. Again, sales were disappointing, so he began six months of “canned rubbish for the popular magazines.” In 1926, he collected another volume of stories, All the Sad Young Men, followed by “1000 parties and no work.” But Tender Is the Night was in gestation, and after perennial reassurances to his agent that he would meet his advances with a completed manuscript, promises frustrated by Zelda’s precarious mental health and eventual breakdown, the fourth novel came out in 1934. He likened it to The Beautiful and Damned: In both, he “aimed at being full and comprehensive.” Dick and Nicole Diver were also the Fitzgerald trademark couple, known in only slightly different guises in Anthony and Gloria, or again in Gatsby’s Tom Buchanan and Daisy. Then came the final six years and more American literary folklore: Zelda’s confinement in institutions, Scott’s alcoholism, the final Hollywood period, the liaison with columnist Sheilah Graham, the fatal second heart attack, and the posthumous The Last Tycoon.
After the war, scholars and then a reading public became newly attuned to Fitzgerald’s fiction, and the country witnessed an astounding revival of interest in the author and his work. Budd Schulberg portrayed a sodden Fitzgerald in The Disenchanted (1950). The Broadway play based on the novel added to the public fascination with the colorful, nonconforming Fitzgerald. Arthur Mizener’s milestone biography, The Far Side of Paradise (1951), helped to open the way for thirteen books on Fitzgerald in the next fifteen years. And during the following fifteen years, the number of studies increased by forty-four. Nancy Milford’s Zelda (1970) alone produced a torrent of new ink on the Fitzgeralds. In these same two periods, Fitzgerald also shared the spotlight with other writers in at least six hundred books. Much of this activity was owing to his being, according to one of his editors, “the most fully documented American author of this century.” By 1980, some three thousand of his letters had been preserved. (After 1932, he hired secretaries who had kept carbon copies.) Also by 1980, the Fitzgerald legacy had inspired a critical renaissance that extended worldwide, the most prolific studies appearing in Great Britain, France, Germany, Italy, and Japan, with eleven more countries from Europe, Asia, and Africa just behind. Among the younger scholars here at home, Fitzgerald has been formidable enough to withstand the scrutiny of 131 doctoral and 213 master’s candidates in the first four decades since World War II. All of this proliferation of words and pages on Fitzgerald reached something of a climax during the 1990s in a four-volume collection of critical essays, reviews, and book excerpts totalling 2,048 pages. This mammoth publishing venture was undertaken not here at home but by Helm Information Limited in England.
Initially, The Great Gatsby and Tender Is the Night dominated the Fitzgerald revival. But The Beautiful and Damned rode the current of his new popularity and enjoyed its own rebirth. More than half a dozen reprintings have come from Scribners since mid-century, and several more have been issued in England. The novel appeared in volume four of the six-volume Bodley Head edition (1958–1963) and prompted an Irish reviewer to exclaim that The Beautiful and Damned “leaves Hemingway, Faulkner, and other punch-packing realists, a long, long way behind F. Scott Fitzgerald.” Between 1954 and 1970, it had been translated, successively, into Finnish, Italian, Portuguese, French, Serbo-Croatian, and Spanish.
Finally, Fitzgerald’s novels have grown in popularity after their successful adaptation in Hollywood. After the modest success of Paramount’s The Great Gatsby with Alan Ladd, in 1949, CBS-Fox brought out Tender Is the Night in 1962, starring Jason Robards, Jr., and Jennifer Jones. Fitzgerald’s fame among a new, post-Vietnam generation rose significantly with Paramount’s remake of Gatsby in 1974, owing mainly to the popular Robert Redford in the title role. In Hollywood’s best opportunistic fashion, British playwright Harold Pinter was enlisted by Paramount to write a screenplay of The Last Tycoon. Robert De Niro as the Hollywood mogul, Monroe Stahr, headed an outstanding cast in 1976. Also in 1974 and 1976, two made-for-television movies capitalized on the popular interest in Scott and Zelda themselves: F. Scott Fitzgerald and “The Last of the Belles” and F. Scott Fitzgerald in Hollywood served the current appetite for the notoriety of this liberated pair who had seemed beautiful icons of the Roaring Twenties and then appeared sundered and damned in the Hollywood Thirties. Obviously, it was time for The Beautiful and Damned to swell the progress of Fitzgerald novels into film. In 1977, Christopher Isherwood and Don Bachardy wrote a film-script that Isherwood felt was some of his best work. But the team could not get studio financing for this lesser-known fiction. Scribners, however, moved in where Hollywood shied away. That same year, they issued a new printing of The Beautiful and Damned with the expectation of capturing the new audiences who were discovering the films, novels, stories, and life of Fitzgerald. Since then, among today’s movie-viewing television audiences and the book-reading public, as well as in American schools and universities, the Fitzgerald canon has grown more honored and popular than ever. With this legacy, he rivals the celebrity and achievement of any other twentieth-century author.
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A NOTE ON THE TEXT
The text is the Scribner first edition, published March 4, 1922. Grateful acknowledgment goes to Lyn Olsson in Special Collections, San Diego State University Library, for her courteous assistance with the text. Revisions in the manuscript and excised passages in the serialized version have been discussed in the present Introduction.

THE BEAUTIFUL AND DAMNED

BOOK ONE

 

CHAPTER ONE

ANTHONY PATCH
 
IN 1913, when Anthony Patch was twenty-five, two years were already gone since irony, the Holy Ghost of this later day, had, theoretically at least, descended upon him. Irony was the final polish of the shoe, the ultimate dab of the clothes-brush, a sort of intellectual “There!”—yet at the brink of this story he has as yet gone no further than the conscious stage. As you first see him he wonders frequently whether he is not without honor and slightly mad, a shameful and obscene thinness glistening on the surface of the world like oil on a clean pond, these occasions being varied, of course, with those in which he thinks himself rather an exceptional young man, thoroughly sophisticated, well adjusted to his environment, and somewhat more significant than any one else he knows.
This was his healthy state and it made him cheerful, pleasant, and very attractive to intelligent men and to all women. In this state he considered that he would one day accomplish some quiet subtle thing that the elect would deem worthy and, passing on, would join the dimmer stars in a nebulous, indeterminate heaven half-way between death and immortality. Until the time came for this effort he would be Anthony Patch—not a portrait of a man but a distinct and dynamic personality, opinionated, contemptuous, functioning from within outward—a man who was aware that there could be no honor and yet had honor, who knew the sophistry of courage and yet was brave.
A WORTHY MAN AND HIS GIFTED SON
Anthony drew as much consciousness of social security from being the grandson of Adam J. Patch as he would have had from tracing his line over the sea to the crusaders. This is inevitable; Virginians and Bostonians to the contrary notwithstanding, an aristocracy founded sheerly on money postulates wealth in the particular.
Now Adam J. Patch, more familiarly known as “Cross Patch,” left his father’s farm in Tarrytown early in sixty-one to join a New York cavalry regiment. He came home from the war a major, charged into Wall Street, and amid much fuss, fume, applause, and ill will he gathered to himself some seventy-five million dollars.
This occupied his energies until he was fifty-seven years old. It was then that he determined, after a severe attack of sclerosis, to consecrate the remainder of his life to the moral regeneration of the world. He became a reformer among reformers. Emulating the magnificent efforts of Anthony Comstock, after whom his grandson was named, he levelled a varied assortment of uppercuts and body-blows at liquor, literature, vice, art, patent medicines, and Sunday theatres. His mind, under the influence of that insidious mildew which eventually forms on all but the few, gave itself up furiously to every indignation of the age. From an armchair in the office of his Tarrytown estate he directed against the enormous hypothetical enemy, unrighteousness, a campaign which went on through fifteen years, during which he displayed himself a rabid monomaniac, an unqualified nuisance, and an intolerable bore. The year in which this story opens found him wearying; his campaign had grown desultory; 1861 was creeping up slowly on 1895; his thoughts ran a great deal on the Civil War, somewhat on his dead wife and son, almost infinitesimally on his grandson Anthony.
Early in his career Adam Patch had married an anæmic lady of thirty, Alicia Withers, who brought him one hundred thousand dollars and an impeccable entré into the banking circles of New York. Immediately and rather spunkily she had borne him a son and, as if completely devitalized by the magnificence of this performance, she had thenceforth effaced herself within the shadowy dimensions of the nursery. The boy, Adam Ulysses Patch, became an inveterate joiner of clubs, connoisseur of good form, and driver of tandems—at the astonishing age of twenty-six he began his memoirs under the title “New York Society as I Have Seen It.” On the rumor of its conception this work was eagerly bid for among publishers, but as it proved after his death to be immoderately verbose and overpoweringly dull, it never obtained even a private printing.
This Fifth Avenue Chesterfield married at twenty-two. His wife was Henrietta Lebrune, the Boston “Society Contralto,” and the single child of the union was, at the request of his grandfather, christened Anthony Comstock Patch. When he went to Harvard, the Comstock dropped out of his name to a nether hell of oblivion and was never heard of thereafter.
Young Anthony had one picture of his father and mother together—so often had it faced his eyes in childhood that it had acquired the impersonality of furniture, but every one who came into his bedroom regarded it with interest. It showed a dandy of the nineties, spare and handsome, standing beside a tall dark lady with a muff and the suggestion of a bustle. Between them was a little boy with long brown curls, dressed in a velvet Lord Fauntleroy suit. This was Anthony at five, the year of his mother’s death.
His memories of the Boston Society Contralto were nebulous and musical. She was a lady who sang, sang, sang, in the music room of their house on Washington Square—sometimes with guests scattered all about her, the men with their arms folded, balanced breathlessly on the edges of sofas, the women with their hands in their laps, occasionally making little whispers to the men and always clapping very briskly and uttering cooing cries after each song—and often she sang to Anthony alone, in Italian or French or in a strange and terrible dialect which she imagined to be the speech of the Southern negro.
His recollections of the gallant Ulysses, the first man in America to roll the lapels of his coat, were much more vivid. After Henrietta Lebrune Patch had “joined another choir,” as her widower huskily remarked from time to time, father and son lived up at grampa’s in Tarrytown, and Ulysses came daily to Anthony’s nursery and expelled pleasant, thick-smelling words for sometimes as much as an hour. He was continually promising Anthony hunting trips and fishing trips and excursions to Atlantic City, “oh, some time soon now”; but none of them ever materialized. One trip they did take; when Anthony was eleven they went abroad, to England and Switzerland, and there in the best hotel in Lucerne his father died with much sweating and grunting and crying aloud for air. In a panic of despair and terror Anthony was brought back to America, wedded to a vague melancholy that was to stay beside him through the rest of his life.
PAST AND PERSON OF THE HERO
At eleven he had a horror of death. Within six impressionable years his parents had died and his grandmother had faded off almost imperceptibly, until, for the first time since her marriage, her person held for one day an unquestioned supremacy over her own drawing room. So to Anthony life was a struggle against death, that waited at every corner. It was as a concession to his hypochondriacal imagination that he formed the habit of reading in bed—it soothed him. He read until he was tired and often fell asleep with the lights still on.
His favorite diversion until he was fourteen was his stamp collection; enormous, as nearly exhaustive as a boy’s could be—his grandfather considered fatuously that it was teaching him geography. So Anthony kept up a correspondence with a half dozen “Stamp and Coin” companies and it was rare that the mail failed to bring him new stamp-books or packages of glittering approval sheets—there was a mysterious fascination in transferring his acquisitions interminably from one book to another. His stamps were his greatest happiness and he bestowed impatient frowns on any one who interrupted him at play with them; they devoured his allowance every month, and he lay awake at night musing untiringly on their variety and many-colored splendor.
At sixteen he had lived almost entirely within himself, an inarticulate boy, thoroughly un-American, and politely bewildered by his contemporaries. The two preceding years had been spent in Europe with a private tutor, who persuaded him that Harvard was the thing; it would “open doors,” it would be a tremendous tonic, it would give him innumerable self-sacrificing and devoted friends. So he went to Harvard—there was no other logical thing to be done with him.
Oblivious to the social system, he lived for a while alone and unsought in a high room in Beck Hall—a slim dark boy of medium height with a shy sensitive mouth. His allowance was more than liberal. He laid the foundations for a library by purchasing from a wandering bibliophile first editions of Swinburne, Meredith, and Hardy, and a yellowed illegible autograph letter of Keats’s, finding later that he had been amazingly overcharged. He became an exquisite dandy, amassed a rather pathetic collection of silk pajamas, brocaded dressing-gowns, and neckties too flamboyant to wear; in this secret finery he would parade before a mirror in his room or lie stretched in satin along his window-seat looking down on the yard and realizing dimly this clamor, breathless and immediate, in which it seemed he was never to have a part.
Curiously enough he found in senior year that he had acquired a position in his class. He learned that he was looked upon as a rather romantic figure, a scholar, a recluse, a tower of erudition. This amused him but secretly pleased him—he began going out, at first a little and then a great deal. He made the Pudding. He drank—quietly and in the proper tradition. It was said of him that had he not come to college so young he might have “done extremely well.” In 1909, when he graduated, he was only twenty years old.
Then abroad again—to Rome this time, where he dallied with architecture and painting in turn, took up the violin, and wrote some ghastly Italian sonnets, supposedly the ruminations of a thirteenth-century monk on the joys of the contemplative life. It became established among his Harvard intimates that he was in Rome, and those of them who were abroad that year looked him up and discovered with him, on many moonlight excursions, much in the city that was older than the Renaissance or indeed than the republic. Maury Noble, from Philadelphia, for instance, remained two months, and together they realized the peculiar charm of Latin women and had a delightful sense of being very young and free in a civilization that was very old and free. Not a few acquaintances of his grandfather’s called on him, and had he so desired he might have been persona grata with the diplomatic set—indeed, he found that his inclinations tended more and more toward conviviality, but that long adolescent aloofness and consequent shyness still dictated to his conduct.
He returned to America in 1912 because of one of his grandfather’s sudden illnesses, and after an excessively tiresome talk with the perpetually convalescent old man he decided to put off until his grandfather’s death the idea of living permanently abroad. After a prolonged search he took an apartment on Fifty-second Street and to all appearances settled down.
In 1913 Anthony Patch’s adjustment of himself to the universe was in process of consummation. Physically, he had improved since his undergraduate days—he was still too thin but his shoulders had widened and his brunette face had lost the frightened look of his freshman year. He was secretly orderly and in person spick and span—his friends declared that they had never seen his hair rumpled. His nose was too sharp; his mouth was one of those unfortunate mirrors of mood inclined to droop perceptibly in moments of unhappiness, but his blue eyes were charming, whether alert with intelligence or half closed in an expression of melancholy humor.
One of those men devoid of the symmetry of feature essential to the Aryan ideal, he was yet, here and there, considered handsome—moreover, he was very clean, in appearance and in reality, with that especial cleanness borrowed from beauty.
THE REPROACHLESS APARTMENT
Fifth and Sixth Avenues, it seemed to Anthony, were the uprights of a gigantic ladder stretching from Washington Square to Central Park. Coming up-town on top of a bus toward Fifty-second Street invariably gave him the sensation of hoisting himself hand by hand on a series of treacherous rungs, and when the bus jolted to a stop at his own rung he found something akin to relief as he descended the reckless metal steps to the sidewalk.
After that, he had but to walk down Fifty-second Street half a block, pass a stodgy family of brownstone houses—and then in a jiffy he was under the high ceilings of his great front room. This was entirely satisfactory. Here, after all, life began. Here he slept, breakfasted, read, and entertained.
The house itself was of murky material, built in the late nineties; in response to the steadily growing need of small apartments each floor had been thoroughly remodelled and rented individually. Of the four apartments Anthony’s, on the second floor, was the most desirable.
The front room had fine high ceilings and three large windows that loomed down pleasantly upon Fifty-second Street. In its appointments it escaped by a safe margin being of any particular period; it escaped stiffness, stuffiness, bareness, and decadence. It smelt neither of smoke nor of incense—it was tall and faintly blue. There was a deep lounge of the softest brown leather with somnolence drifting about it like a haze. There was a high screen of Chinese lacquer chiefly concerned with geometrical fishermen and huntsmen in black and gold; this made a corner alcove for a voluminous chair guarded by an orange-colored standing lamp. Deep in the fireplace a quartered shield was burned to a murky black.
Passing through the dining-room, which, as Anthony took only breakfast at home, was merely a magnificent potentiality, and down a comparatively long hall, one came to the heart and core of the apartment—Anthony’s bedroom and bath.
Both of them were immense. Under the ceilings of the former even the great canopied bed seemed of only average size. On the floor an exotic rug of crimson velvet was soft as fleece on his bare feet. His bathroom, in contrast to the rather portentous character of his bedroom, was gay, bright, extremely habitable and even faintly facetious. Framed around the walls were photographs of four celebrated thespian beauties of the day: Julia Sanderson as “The Sunshine Girl,” Ina Claire as “The Quaker Girl,” Billie Burke as “The Mind-the-Paint Girl,” and Hazel Dawn as “The Pink Lady.” Between Billie Burke and Hazel Dawn hung a print representing a great stretch of snow presided over by a cold and formidable sun—this, claimed Anthony, symbolized the cold shower.
The bathtub, equipped with an ingenious book-holder, was low and large. Beside it a wall wardrobe bulged with sufficient linen for three men and with a generation of neckties. There was no skimpy glorified towel of a carpet—instead, a rich rug, like the one in his bedroom a miracle of softness, that seemed almost to massage the wet foot emerging from the tub . . . .
All in all a room to conjure with—it was easy to see that Anthony dressed there, arranged his immaculate hair there, in fact did everything but sleep and eat there. It was his pride, this bathroom. He felt that if he had a love he would have hung her picture just facing the tub so that, lost in the soothing steamings of the hot water, he might lie and look up at her and muse warmly and sensuously on her beauty.
NOR DOES HE SPIN
The apartment was kept clean by an English servant with the singularly, almost theatrically, appropriate name of Bounds, whose technic was marred only by the fact that he wore a soft collar. Had he been entirely Anthony’s Bounds this defect would have been summarily remedied, but he was also the Bounds of two other gentlemen in the neighborhood. From eight until eleven in the morning he was entirely Anthony’s. He arrived with the mail and cooked breakfast. At nine-thirty he pulled the edge of Anthony’s blanket and spoke a few terse words—Anthony never remembered clearly what they were and rather suspected they were deprecative; then he served breakfast on a card-table in the front room, made the bed and, after asking with some hostility if there was anything else, withdrew.
In the mornings, at least once a week, Anthony went to see his broker. His income was slightly under seven thousand a year, the interest on money inherited from his mother. His grandfather, who had never allowed his own son to graduate from a very liberal allowance, judged that this sum was sufficient for young Anthony’s needs. Every Christmas he sent him a five-hundred-dollar bond, which Anthony usually sold, if possible, as he was always a little, not very, hard up.
The visits to his broker varied from semi-social chats to discussions of the safety of eight per cent investments, and Anthony always enjoyed them. The big trust company building seemed to link him definitely to the great fortunes whose solidarity he respected and to assure him that he was adequately chaperoned by the hierarchy of finance. From these hurried men he derived the same sense of safety that he had in contemplating his grandfather’s money—even more, for the latter appeared, vaguely, a demand loan made by the world to Adam Patch’s own moral righteousness, while this money down-town seemed rather to have been grasped and held by sheer indomitable strengths and tremendous feats of will; in addition, it seemed more definitely and explicitly—money.
Closely as Anthony trod on the heels of his income, he considered it to be enough. Some golden day, of course, he would have many millions; meanwhile he possessed a raison d’être in the theoretical creation of essays on the popes of the Renaissance. This flashes back to the conversation with his grandfather immediately upon his return from Rome.
He had hoped to find his grandfather dead, but had learned by telephoning from the pier that Adam Patch was comparatively well again—the next day he had concealed his disappointment and gone out to Tarrytown. Five miles from the station his taxicab entered an elaborately groomed drive that threaded a veritable maze of walls and wire fences guarding the estate—this, said the public, was because it was definitely known that if the Socialists had their way, one of the first men they’d assassinate would be old Cross Patch.
Anthony was late and the venerable philanthropist was awaiting him in a glass-walled sun parlor, where he was glancing through the morning papers for the second time. His secretary, Edward Shuttleworth—who before his regeneration had been gambler, saloon-keeper, and general reprobate—ushered Anthony into the room, exhibiting his redeemer and benefactor as though he were displaying a treasure of immense value.
They shook hands gravely. “I’m awfully glad to hear you’re better,” Anthony said.
The senior Patch, with an air of having seen his grandson only last week, pulled out his watch.
“Train late?” he asked mildly.
It had irritated him to wait for Anthony. He was under the delusion not only that in his youth he had handled his practical affairs with the utmost scrupulousness, even to keeping every engagement on the dot, but also that this was the direct and primary cause of his success.
“It’s been late a good deal this month,” he remarked with a shade of meek accusation in his voice—and then after a long sigh, “Sit down.”
Anthony surveyed his grandfather with that tacit amazement which always attended the sight. That this feeble, unintelligent old man was possessed of such power that, yellow journals to the contrary, the men in the republic whose souls he could not have bought directly or indirectly would scarcely have populated White Plains, seemed as impossible to believe as that he had once been a pink-and-white baby.
The span of his seventy-five years had acted as a magic bellows—the first quarter-century had blown him full with life, and the last had sucked it all back. It had sucked in the cheeks and the chest and the girth of arm and leg. It had tyrannously demanded his teeth, one by one, suspended his small eyes in dark-bluish sacks, tweeked out his hairs, changed him from gray to white in some places, from pink to yellow in others—callously transposing his colors like a child trying over a paint-box. Then through his body and his soul it had attacked his brain. It had sent him night-sweats and tears and unfounded dreads. It had split his intense normality into credulity and suspicion. Out of the coarse material of his enthusiasm it had cut dozens of meek but petulant obsessions; his energy was shrunk to the bad temper of a spoiled child, and for his will to power was substituted a fatuous puerile desire for a land of harps and canticles on earth.
The amenities having been gingerly touched upon, Anthony felt that he was expected to outline his intentions—and simultaneously a glimmer in the old man’s eye warned him against broaching, for the present, his desire to live abroad. He wished that Shuttleworth would have tact enough to leave the room—he detested Shuttleworth—but the secretary had settled blandly in a rocker and was dividing between the two Patches the glances of his faded eyes.
“Now that you’re here you ought to do something,” said his grandfather softly, “accomplish something.”
Anthony waited for him to speak of “leaving something done when you pass on.” Then he made a suggestion:
“I thought—it seemed to me that perhaps I’m best qualified to write—”
Adam Patch winced, visualizing a family poet with long hair and three mistresses.
“—history,” finished Anthony.
“History? History of what? The Civil War? The Revolution?”
“Why—no, sir. A history of the Middle Ages.” Simultaneously an idea was born for a history of the Renaissance popes, written from some novel angle. Still, he was glad he had said “Middle Ages.”
“Middle Ages? Why not your own country? Something you know about?”
“Well, you see I’ve lived so much abroad—”
“Why you should write about the Middle Ages, I don’t know. Dark Ages, we used to call ’em. Nobody knows what happened, and nobody cares, except that they’re over now.” He continued for some minutes on the uselessness of such information, touching, naturally, on the Spanish Inquisition and the “corruption of the monasteries.” Then:
“Do you think you’ll be able to do any work in New York—or do you really intend to work at all?” This last with soft, almost imperceptible, cynicism.
“Why, yes, I do, sir.”
“When’ll you be done?”
“Well, there’ll be an outline, you see—and a lot of preliminary reading.”
“I should think you’d have done enough of that already.”
The conversation worked itself jerkily toward a rather abrupt conclusion, when Anthony rose, looked at his watch, and remarked that he had an engagement with his broker that afternoon. He had intended to stay a few days with his grandfather, but he was tired and irritated from a rough crossing, and quite unwilling to stand a subtle and sanctimonious browbeating. He would come out again in a few days, he said.
Nevertheless, it was due to this encounter that work had come into his life as a permanent idea. During the year that had passed since then, he had made several lists of authorities, he had even experimented with chapter titles and the division of his work into periods, but not one line of actual writing existed at present, or seemed likely ever to exist. He did nothing—and contrary to the most accredited copy-book logic, he managed to divert himself with more than average content.
AFTERNOON
It was October in 1913, midway in a week of pleasant days, with the sunshine loitering in the cross-streets and the atmosphere so languid as to seem weighted with ghostly falling leaves. It was pleasant to sit lazily by the open window finishing a chapter of “Erewhon.” It was pleasant to yawn about five, toss the book on a table, and saunter humming along the hall to his bath.
“To . . . you . . . beaut-if-ul lady,”

he was singing as he turned on the tap.
“I raise . . . my . . . eyes;
 To . . . you . . . beaut-if-ul la-a-dy
 My . . . heart . . . cries—”

He raised his voice to compete with the flood of water pouring into the tub, and as he looked at the picture of Hazel Dawn upon the wall he put an imaginary violin to his shoulder and softly caressed it with a phantom bow. Through his closed lips he made a humming noise, which he vaguely imagined resembled the sound of a violin. After a moment his hands ceased their gyrations and wandered to his shirt, which he began to unfasten. Stripped, and adopting an athletic posture like the tiger-skin man in the advertisement, he regarded himself with some satisfaction in the mirror, breaking off to dabble a tentative foot in the tub. Readjusting a faucet and indulging in a few preliminary grunts, he slid in.
Once accustomed to the temperature of the water he relaxed into a state of drowsy content. When
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