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			Foreword 

			I am highly gratified that this book on Tommy Hitchcock’s life is being published and that I have the opportunity to contribute to it.

			Tommy was a great athlete; one of the greatest athletes of my generation—by far the best polo player of our time. I don’t know of anyone who could compare to him in every aspect of the game. He could not only hit the ball from every side of the pony, forward or back, but he had a great ability to block players. Tommy was also a great team player. He brought out the best in all of us, whether we were good, bad, or indifferent. He never shouted at others as some polo players did, but he encouraged his teammates in every way by his own excellence. Both as a player and team player, he had no rivals anywhere.

			Tommy and I were in London at the same time during the Second World War, when we saw a lot of each other. I was very fond of Tommy and admired him enormously. His friendship contributed greatly to whatever pleasure was to be found in those troubled times. It was a terrible tragedy that he was killed in an airplane accident. Amidst all the sadness of that era, his death was, for me, the greatest sadness of all.

			—W. Averell Harriman

			Washington, DC. 
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			Prologue

			The day news came of Tommy Hitchcock’s death, my mother sat outside alone on a terrace wall and smoked her first cigarette, a habit she continued for the next forty years. My father never spoke to me about it, but he kept Hitchcock’s photo front and center on his desk all his life, wherever he moved. He worshiped Hitchcock, and some of his feelings show through in the appendix to this second edition. I can still remember on weekend outings from New York going with my mother for tea at the Hitchcock house in Westbury with Peggy Hitchcock, Tommy’s widow. While I did not understand the mournful atmosphere of the house, I have never forgotten her kindness and interest in me as a mere small child.

			Hitchcock had died on April 18, 1944, test flying the Mustang P-51B, the revolutionary fighter that he, more than any other man alive, brought into being. As Nelson Aldrich writes, just six weeks later the Mustang ensured Allied air superiority over Normandy. And during the Battle of the Bulge, it decimated the remaining five hundred fighters of the German Luftwaffe.

			Born in late 1939, I have no memory of Tommy Hitchcock and could never have imagined writing a prologue to this second edition of Nelson Aldrich’s biography. After thirty-four years of foreign service and eleven years as president of Anatolia College in Thessaloniki, Greece, I found myself in Hangzhou, China, as a Ma Yinchu Fellow in 2011. There, improbably, Vic Currier, a New Mexican historian and Vietnam veteran, single-mindedly researching my own father, began to email me sections of his two-volume biography of William H. Jackson to proofread. The close friendship of Jackson and Hitchcock and their critical partnership during World War II, summarized in the epilogue to this edition, jumped out from the pages, and for the first time I was really drawn into the inter-war years and World War II. “So we beat on, boats against the current, born back ceaselessly into the past,” wrote Scott Fitzgerald, whom we will have occasion to come back to soon enough in these pages. 

			Hitchcock’s image, among those who knew him, has remained constant—a curious mix of optimism, daring, caring, and quiet humor. What has changed in the nearly seventy-five years since his death is the world around us. Hitchcock is no longer a household word and remains a largely unknown figure to today’s readers. It would be hard to exaggerate, however, the attention he received as indisputably the preeminent world polo player of the twentieth century. During his heyday prior to World War II, before the advent of most professional sports, polo was a top spectator sport, drawing up to 45,000 fans for major matches. By comparison, the 2015 USPA championship match, polo’s premier event, drew only 11,000, the largest crowd in many years. 

			As a World War I hero and ten-goal player, Hitchcock was widely known and admired in the close-knit society of that time. Personal contacts on both sides of the Atlantic with figures such as the Roosevelts, Winston Churchill, Averell Harriman, Jock Whitney, David Bruce, and many more facilitated his rare ability to cut through government red tape during World War II. For many, Tommy came also to personify the spirit of the inter-war years. Wherever he went, he was mobbed. Whatever he wore, polo shirts or polo coats, which he was among the first to sport, became the instant fashion and remain so to this day. A 1932 New Yorker cartoon showed Hitchcock thrown from a polo pony, probably a higher profile than being on the cover of Time, where his mother actually appeared in 1930, since every reader knew instantly just who and what Tommy Hitchcock was.

			And then there is the F. Scott Fitzgerald phenomenon. Fitzgerald was besotted with Hitchcock and saw in him everything that he was not and so intensely envied. Tommy obviously stood out for Fitzgerald among the crowd, “wherever people played polo and were rich together” in his famous phrase. Scott and Zelda, extravagant and impecunious, were frequent guests, invited or not, at Tommy Hitchcock’s summer compound in Sands Point and also turned up from time to time at his parents’ farm, Broad Hollow, in Westbury, New York, where Hitchcock kept his string of polo ponies. From 1922 to 1924 Fitzgerald lived in Great Neck in what, according to Fitzgerald’s biographer, Matthew Bruccoli, Zelda described to her friend Xandra Kalman as a “nifty little Babbit home,” looking across Manhasset Bay at Sands Point, an enclave of wealth where Tommy summered and that became the fictional East Egg of The Great Gatsby.

			Everything is relative, however, and what Zelda dismissively called her “Babbit home,” built in 1918 and still nearly new when they moved in, was decidedly not modest. As Mary Jo Murphy points out in her September 30, 2010, New York Times article, Scott and Zelda lived at 6 Gateway Drive in Great Neck and drove a second-hand Rolls Royce, but at the same time Fitzgerald complained to his editor, Maxwell Perkins, that if he could not lay hands on $650, he would have to sell the furnishings and furniture. The contradiction highlights Scott and Zelda’s extravagant devil-may-care life in the Jazz Age. As of early 2016, their opulent faux mansion at 6 Gateway Drive was still going strong and sold for a whopping $4.2 million. Brucolli, for his part, cites Fitzgerald’s monthly budget for “house liquor” while in Great Neck of $80, equal to $1,000 today. Together, Scott’s drinking and Zelda’s emotional problems often spelled trouble.

			Scott and Zelda, nevertheless, parleyed their charm and Scott’s literary reputation into the upper reaches of Long Island’s swinging 1920’s Jazz Age society, but they were by no means ideal guests. In her Inventing Great Neck: Jewish Identity and the American Dream, Judith Goldstein recounts an out-of-control, perhaps dubious, episode at one of Herbert Bayard Swope’s parties in Great Neck where an inebriated Zelda stripped off her clothing and pursued Mrs. Swope’s terrified sixteen-year-old nephew upstairs, pounding on his locked door. Swope allegedly threw the Fitzgeralds out, and they were banned forever from the household, Goldstein writes. The sordid details of Zelda’s behavior at the Swope mansion are quoted by Goldstein from Frederick Lewis Allen’s Only Yesterday: An Informal History of the 1920s (NY: Harper and Brothers, 1931, p. 128). As editor of Harper’s Magazine, Allen may in fact have been among the crowd at Swope’s infamous party, although curiously the episode was deleted from later editions of his book.

			For many summers, Tommy had shared a bachelor’s bungalow complex at Sands Point with Jock Whitney, Averell Harriman, and George Moore. Even in this easygoing atmosphere, the Fitzgeralds’ drop-bys were likely, nevertheless, to have been a nuisance. Innately polite, Tommy must have been at his wits’ end as the Fitzgeralds lounged about his place, although at the same time fascinated by their banter. A private man, despite public adulation of Tommy the polo hero, he often probably just couldn’t get rid of them. 

			After the Fitzgeralds had departed Long Island, Tommy married in 1928, bought out the Sands Point complex from his partners, and had noted Palm Beach architect Maurice Fatio tear down the main building and design an Art Deco white brick house, one of the first with central air-conditioning, preserving, however, one of the bungalows for the children.

			In later years, in New York and Long Island, when Tommy was married, the indigent Fitzgeralds kept in touch, presenting the Hitchcocks with troubled self-portraits dashed off by Zelda. Peggy Hitchcock particularly empathized with Zelda’s problems and may have visited her in the Baltimore asylum and also paid her dental bills. 

			Identifying real life models for characters in The Great Gatsby has become a sort of long-running parlor game for literary sleuths. Fitzgerald was a creative and brilliant writer, however, capable of drawing on a vast Rolodex of friends and acquaintances for inspiration. He was, after all, a Princeton man, although he withdrew in 1917 to enlist. To label this or that person as the basis for a single character or, worse, to slice and dice people into exact components of a character frankly seems to me an insult to his genius. 

			An exception, however, was Tommy Hitchcock, with whose physique, gentle character, war record, polo exploits, and social status Fitzgerald was obsessed. Fitzgerald acknowledges in his “Notebooks” that Tommy was in part the inspiration for the characters of both Tom Buchanan in The Great Gatsby and Tommy Barban in Tender is the Night (both Toms or Tommies). Starting with physique, he writes of Buchanan that “you could see a great pack of muscle when his shoulder moved under his thin coat. It was a body capable of enormous leverage—a cruel body,” and Tommy Barban too is described in stark physical terms. Some readers have taken these references to imply that Hitchcock was himself arrogant and aggressive like Buchanan, but Fitzgerald was at pains to dispel this notion. Aldrich writes, for example, that as late as 1938, Fitzgerald took umbrage with a playwright, Mrs. Edwin Jarrett, whose adaptation of Tender is the Night had misconstrued the Hitchcock-like character. Tommy Barban was, he wrote to Mrs. Jewett, “in a way” Tommy Hitchcock but not like Barban a creature of the “boudoir.” The reality of Hitchcock, Fitzgerald insisted, was “that you can feel the strong fresh-air current in him.” 

			At about the same time, not long before his death, Fitzgerald wrote to his daughter Scottie at Vassar College comparing her studies there to Tommy’s “humility” as a “newspaper hero” from World War I and “the greatest polo player in the world” going back to school at Harvard. Hitchcock would forever be, he wrote Scottie, in his “pantheon of heroes.” More recently, a lost copy of The Great Gatsby, warmly inscribed to Tommy from Scott, turned up on the Internet in 2012 for the eye-popping asking price of $750,000.

			As for the remaining cast of The Great Gatsby, including the title character himself, there is a cottage industry promoting a spectrum of candidates seeking immortality in the pages of Fitzgerald. Certainly Scott and Zelda in Great Neck must have gazed across Manhasset Sound at the twinkling lights of upscale Sands Point, imagining the green light at the end of Daisy’s dock and “the orgiastic future that year by year recedes before us.” Exactly whose twittering lights they were looking at is, however, by no means clear. As Mary Jo Murphy again points out in her September 30, 2010, article “Eyeing the Unreal Estate of Gatsby Esq.,” the summer Great Gatsby Boat Tour around Manhasset Bay always labeled the impressive Swope Mansion at Sands Point as “Gatsby’s House,” at least until it was bulldozed in 2011. Never mind that Herbert Bayard Swope only bought the place in 1929, years after the Fitzgeralds moved to Europe, and had supposedly been declared persona non grata at the Swope house in Great Neck or that the mansion was in East Egg (Sands Point) rather than West Egg (Great Neck) where Gatsby held forth. 

			Equally, Horst Herman Kruse in his 2014 F. Scott Fitzgerald at Work: The Making of “The Great Gatsby” develops a compelling and detailed case for Max von Gerlach, a disreputable used car dealer and minor bootlegger, as Gatsby. Gerlach may well have sold Fitzgerald a car or delivered booze to his back door, but, as Kruse acknowledges, Gerlach could go only so far in filling Gatsby’s shoes, and Fitzgerald himself and others were part of the character. I suspect that major liquor dynasties before, during, and after prohibition, like that of Julius and Max Fleischmann, were also part of the picture. Gerlach, of course, saw benefit in boasting of being the real Gatsby, and Fitzgerald himself was not above hinting to social contacts that they too were or might be inspirations for one or another book. 

			Fitzgerald and Hitchcock must have encountered each other at parties the Fleischmann brothers threw, where they were both entertained, and at the mansion of Mary Rumsey, Averell Harriman’s sister, who shared with Fitzgerald a passion for the faddish new “science” of eugenics and whose estates abutted those of the Hitchcocks in both Westbury and Sands Point. According to Kruse, Fitzgerald ascribed part of the inspiration for Gatsby to the “glamour of the Rumseys and Hitchcocks.” Scott and Zelda also undoubtedly attended occasional Sunday polo games at the Sands Point Polo Club, where Tommy starred. While their paths may have often crossed, however, their trajectories were clearly different. Hitchcock was, after all, an insider dominating a major spectator sport, well bred and connected, while Fitzgerald remained an outsider, like Gatsby, looking in enviously from across the Bay. Both, however, became avatars for the Jazz Age, Tommy as a war hero and champion poloist and Scott for defining the age in This Side of Paradise and The Great Gatsby. 

			Tommy always had a rebellious, highly competitive streak, favoring the underdog. As a child, he deliberately overturned a donkey cart as a pretext to avoid attending a wedding, commandeered the Whitney Phaeton roadster for an unauthorized joy ride, and, at age fourteen, insisted on entering an expert, adult skeet-shooting competition in Aiken, South Carolina, defeating all comers. He was also a very competent boxer and tennis player. In World War I, he rejoiced in the pure joy and adrenaline of one-on-one aerial combat against the Germans, shooting down a string of Nazi aircraft before being ambushed and shot down himself. In later years, he reveled in verbal and legal jousting with the legendary founder of Pan American Airlines, Juan Trippe, whom Tommy knew well and considered a worthy opponent. With his competitive juices flowing, he bested Trippe before the Civil Aviation Board (CAB), frustrating the latter’s plans for exclusive flight routes across the Atlantic. Trippe had boasted that Pan American carried the American flag, but Hitchcock won equal rights for his fledgling American Export Airlines, sold after his death in 1944. 

			At Harvard after World War I, under a two-year program for veterans, Hitchcock struggled with chemistry and relied on a fellow student, William Laurence, later a noted New York Times journalist, for tutoring to get him through. They formed a close friendship, and Laurence, a Lithuanian Jew, the orphaned son of a rabbi, and an impoverished immigrant, opened Hitchcock’s eyes to a previously unsuspected world. On Hitchcock’s advice, he adopted the name Laurence in place of Leib Wolf Siew to improve his career prospects.

			Nelson Aldrich writes that the Meadow Brook Club, like most clubs at that time, discriminated against Jews, as well as not offering polo on Sundays. When the Sands Point Polo and Golf Club was founded on a property purchased in 1921 by Julius Fleischmann, Hitchcock became a founding member of its first board. Under the leadership of Averell Harriman, the board included luminaries like Vincent Astor, Max Fleischmann, Ralph Bloomer, Harry Guggenheim, Bernard Baruch, John Schiff, Herbert Bayard Swope, JH Whitney, Marshall Field, Robert Lehman, William Randolph Hearst, and Charles Schwartz. Hitchcock certainly wanted to play polo both days of the weekend, and the club was close to his summer home in Sands Point, but he was clearly also a pioneer in this early venture to break the barriers of discrimination. The club enlarged his circle of friends, and his fellow board member and nearby neighbor, Robert Lehman, soon made him a partner at Lehman Brothers, where he took the initiative to buy American Export Lines. 

			Ever the devoted family man, Hitchcock wrote to his wife, Peggy, on April 17, 1944, the day before he was killed, with concern about his four-year-old son Tommy’s tonsillitis and threatened measles, as well as looking forward to his nephew Avy Clark’s wedding which he planned to attend in London on April 19. He expressed particular pride that Clark’s Mustang P-51B squadron “was now the highest scoring U.S. group in England,” making “deep penetrations into Germany and chasing German planes all around the tree tops.”

			Hitchcock’s sudden death on April 18, 1944, devastated his loving wife, Peggy, who had relied so much on his business and day-to-day management skills and left behind twin sons Tommy and Billy, aged 4, and daughters Louise, 14, and Peggy, 9, as well as his stepson, Alex Laughlin, 19, with whom he was always close. In his absence, Hitchcock family life of course continued, albeit in a lower register. Peggy, born into the civic-minded and philanthropic Mellon family of Pittsburgh and Gulf Oil, never remarried and became a loyal backer of both the United Hospital Fund and the Albert Schweitzer Hospital in Haiti, as well as a compassionate supporter of any family member in need, paying for operations and whatever exigencies arose. After the war, she sold the Sands Point house, which no longer exists, and bought the family’s old homestead at Broad Hollow Farm in Westbury. 

			Louise, Tommy’s eldest daughter, lived in Egypt briefly until Suez, and, for many years, in Paris, and has championed the Albert Schweitzer Hospital in Haiti, founded and run by her Uncle Larry Mellon. Her sister Peggy has made her life in Arizona, becoming a Buddhist and founding a non-profit, American Friends of Tibet, for the promotion of Tibetan culture. Hitchcock’s twin sons, Tommy and Billy, childhood playmates of mine growing up in New York, wisely did not follow their father’s path in polo, no longer an amateur sport and now dominated by Argentine pros. Instead, Billy has pursued a successful career in the energy sector and Tommy as a lawyer and public defender. The many grandchildren and great-grandchildren, whom Hitchcock never had a chance to meet, have distinguished themselves in diverse fields and would also have made Hitchcock very proud.

			Poring over long-ago photos of Hitchcock and his family for this new edition reveals both inspiration in the family’s obvious closeness and joy in living and immense sadness in the way that things worked out. In hindsight, the Hitchcock years (1900–1944), despite two world wars and the depression, were also in some ways golden years. Certainly nostalgia for the inter-war period has continued to grow, and there have now been six film versions of The Great Gatsby. 

			Tommy Hitchcock was a uniquely iconic figure in his own lifetime, representing for many the exuberance and can-do optimism of the first half of the twentieth century, an era long gone. Whether in aerial combat, on the polo field, or in business and engineering, he was a force of nature. Yet he was also a very private person, understated and modest about his achievements. It was probably this contrast between the public image and the real man that most fascinated F. Scott Fitzgerald. Both dimensions shine through in this new edition of American Hero and should help to restore Tommy to the “pantheon of heroes” for a new generation of Americans. 

			—Richard Jackson

			Wellington, FL

			May 2016

		

	
		
			Introduction

			He was a sturdy straw-haired man of thirty with a rather hard mouth and a supercilious manner. Two shining arrogant eyes had established dominance over his face and gave him the appearance of always leaning aggressively forward. Not even the effeminate swank of his riding clothes could hide the enormous power of that body—he seemed to fill those glistening boots until he strained the top lacing, and you could see a great pack of muscle when his shoulder moved under his thin coat. It was a body capable of enormous leverage—a cruel body.

			So F. Scott Fitzgerald describes Tom Buchanan in The Great Gatsby. And so, perhaps, he saw the man on whom that character was based—Tommy Hitchcock, member by birth of America’s High Society, internationally famous athlete, fighter pilot, investment banker with Lehman Brothers, and pioneer in the area of commercial airfreight transport. Other men saw him differently. The diplomat David Bruce, the statesman Averell Harriman, the lawyer and Central Intelligence Agency official William Jackson, Will Rogers, John Hay Whitney, the movie director William Wellman, the businessman A. Charles Schwartz, these men and many others, it is no exaggeration to say, worshiped Tommy Hitchcock. He was for them the beau ideal of that segment of the upper class that flourished on the Eastern Seaboard and that until the twenties—Hitchcock’s twenties, too—occupied the most prominent place in America’s social imagination.

			At first glance he must have seemed an almost perfect representative of this class. His ancestral roots spread from Boston to New Orleans, from New York to Washington, and in each of these cities his family had been notable since before the Civil War. He was rich by inheritance, though his family’s wealth was trivial compared to that of many members of their set. His family connections in Europe, especially France and England, were long established and actively cultivated. His education included graduation from two of the then most resoundingly upper-class institutions in America, St. Paul’s School and Harvard, and attendance at Oxford. He lived most of his adult life in and around New York, the stage that held the spotlight of publicity for the rest of the class. He married, as one said in those days, extremely well. His business career after a few false starts took him into investment banking, which in the esteem of his class was the highest occupation next to law. Finally, though he was not in the least “social,” his background, travels, and fame gave him an extraordinarily wide circle of acquaintance.

			But in one respect the role he played within his class was historically unique: he was one of the greatest athletes in American sports. In the twenties and thirties, he was ranked with Babe Ruth, Bill Tilden, Bobby Jones, and the other stars of the Golden Age of Sport. He was the first and last “gentleman athlete,” or “amateur,” to achieve national, indeed international, celebrity. Before him there were amateurs in all sports. There had to be, for most sports before his time were college sports and therefore “amateur” in principle, if not always in fact. But none of these athletes achieved the worldwide prominence that he did, thanks to his skill and to the phenomenal new outreach of the media.

			His game was polo, the most dangerous and difficult, and one of the oldest, most beautiful sports ever played. Hitchcock, poloists believe, played it better than anyone else, before or since. William Jackson, an otherwise caustic lawyer who nevertheless wrote a reminiscence of Hitchcock called “Memoirs of a Hero-Worshipper,” recalled one afternoon when he had the misfortune to play against the man. Tommy rode him off the ball so hard that Jackson’s horse fell to its knees. Only the arm of God could have saved him. “As I was falling off, Tommy reached across with his left hand, still holding the four reins, and pulled me back in the saddle. And then in the next split second he hit a near-side back-hander faraway in the opposite direction.” Inevitably the image of the polo player on horseback summoned another: the perfect, gentle knight. Jackson was not alone in making this leap, but he put it down on paper, celebrating the horseman’s “generosity of spirit, his courage, his security without the slightest need for self-assertion or conceit, and his natural leadership without regard to rank.”

			David Bruce said of Hitchcock, with whom he shared an apartment in London during World War II, that he was the only “perfect” man whom he’d ever met—a rather sacrilegious remark, but a sample of the idolatry that he attracted. In the view of Douglas Burden, a childhood friend and college roommate who later became a naturalist and conservationist, Hitchcock could transform a pigeon shoot into a shootout on the Yukon. He saw his friend as one of those rare and enviable men who seem to be the near-perfect instruments of their will, captains of their fate. “His life,” Burden wrote, “was controlled by a directness of purpose. There was never anything remotely ambivalent about him. He always seemed to know just what he wanted to do, and when he made up his mind, he did it.”

			Above all, Tommy Hitchcock’s life was exciting. At seventeen, in World War I, he was a pilot with the Lafayette Flying Corps. Before he turned eighteen he had participated in many battles and had killed at least one man, maybe more, among the enemy. A year later he was shot down and captured by the Germans, then made a dramatic escape to Switzerland. Finally, in World War II, he played a crucial role in the development of the P-51, a plane without which the Allied victory in Europe would certainly have been postponed and possibly even prevented.

			Aviation played a haunting refrain throughout much of Hitchcock’s life. He employed his knowledge of aircraft in his business, buying a controlling interest in American Export Lines, a shipping line; then, foreseeing an era in which commercial aviation would flourish, he established the American Export Airlines in 1937. Eventually, he would die in an airplane crash in 1944.

			It is said that Fitzgerald, with his reputation for idolizing the rich, saw Tommy Hitchcock as everything he himself wished to be. That Fitzgerald was as proud as an autograph collector to have known Hitchcock can be seen from his correspondence. In 1929 he wrote to his editor, Maxwell Perkins, from Paris, recommending that Scribner’s translate a book that was just then all the rage in France, Evasions d’Aviateurs, because it contained the story of Tommy Hitchcock’s escape. Years later, after reading the script of a play that someone had made out of Tender Is the Night, Fitzgerald warned the author that she had gotten the character of Tommy Barban wrong. Barban was based on Tommy Hitchcock, he said, who wasn’t at all the sort of boudoir figure he seemed in her play. Hitchcock’s “realities” were those of another sort, of “strong fresh-air current.”

			Again toward the end of his life, Fitzgerald remembered Tommy Hitchcock as a model of behavior for his daughter Scottie. He wrote her at Vassar College to say how much he admired her for going to college even though she didn’t need to: “like Tommy Hitchcock who came back from England . . . already a newspaper hero in his escapes [sic] from Germany and the greatest polo player in the world—and went up to Harvard in the same year . . . because he had the humility to ask himself, ‘do I know anything?’ That combination is what forever will put him in my pantheon of heroes.”

			It is difficult to say when, exactly, Hitchcock and Fitzgerald met, or how well they knew each other. They did meet, perhaps first in London during the Westchester Cup tournament of 1921, certainly after October 1922, when Scott and Zelda took a house near the Ring Lardners’ at 60 Gateway Drive in Great Neck, Long Island. It doesn’t much matter how intimate they were. There was an extraordinary clarity about Hitchcock the man, and a storybook richness in his legend, that made intimacy unnecessary for knowledge—at least for a novelist.

			The Fitzgeralds came to Great Neck from St. Paul, Minnesota, in the fall of 1922 and left it for France in the spring of 1924. In between, except for a four-month period in which he locked himself away to write short stories, and another few weeks in which he assisted at the birth and death of his playThe Vegetable, Fitzgerald and Zelda did little except go to parties. When they weren’t going to parties—in Manhattan, on Long Island, in speakeasies and private houses, on lawns and beaches, small parties and enormous parties—when, that is to say, they weren’t at someone else’s party, they were giving parties of their own.

			By November Fitzgerald’s play had flopped and he was flat broke; he shut himself up in a small room over the garage and wrote and wrote. In four months he wrote eleven short stories and earned more than $17,000—good money in those days—but at the end of his ordeal, in the clear financially, he felt that what he’d written was “trash” and that doing it had broken his heart. He and Zelda decided to rent a house in the south of France; they wanted to get away from the tradesmen who were persecuting them, and he wanted to finish his novel on which he’d been working intermittently for the past three years. He did finish it, somehow or other, at St. Raphael, and it was his masterpiece, The Great Gatsby.

			In those years Hitchcock himself was going to a good many parties. He and two friends lived in a brownstone on East 52nd Street with a man who might have sat for the portrait of Jay Gatsby. His name was George Gordon Moore, and the parties that he gave were filled with music, lovely girls, handsome men, good food and wine, frequent laughter, and tears. One could never tell whom one might meet at a George Moore party. There were movie stars and reporters, hairdressers and art dealers, Irish nationalists and playboys, bankers and debutantes, stockmarket plungers and bootleggers, prizefighters and chorus girls, tennis bums and opera singers, and more than a sprinkling of the well-born sons of the Eastern upper class. One knew who would not be there: not one representative of the provincial, conservative, industrious, conscience-driven majority of Americans, not one person supporting Prohibition. The parties were iridescent with promise: the promise of love, of wealth, of power, of fame, and success. People came with delicious intimations that tonight, there on 52nd Street, they could meet someone who would change their lives. For some, it hardly mattered how. The suddenness of it all was the thing—the randomness, the sense of new beginnings endlessly renewed, canceled, renewed again, as the race of life ought to be.

			At these parties—the same sort of parties that Fitzgerald went to, of course—Tommy Hitchcock stood out. In the first representation that the novelist made of him, as Tom Buchanan, the resemblance to the man is distorted. It had to be, in a novel. Moralistically, though, one might say that the image is distorted by envy. Fitzgerald once claimed (to Edmund Wilson) that he’d grown up “among nothing else but the rich.” This was not true. Financially, the Fitzgeralds were rarely better than “well-off.” One result of this was that even after Princeton and a studious observation of the boys from St. Midas—as he called schools like St. Paul’s—Fitzgerald came to envy the rich: that is, to hate and to admire them. He himself confessed in “The Crack-Up” that he could not look at a rich man without wondering where his money came from, what crime. Toward the rich, he said he felt the “smoldering hatred of a peasant.” This, despite the fact that no good American writer, with the possible exception of Mark Twain, has wished so fervently for the rich and wellborn, as Fitzgerald put it in a short story called “The Rich Boy,” to be “different from you and me.” He believed that wealth should somehow transform a man, open possibilities to the spirit that are denied to grubby little strivers of the middle class. He believed that wealth, inherited wealth in particular, ought somehow to impart a luminous quality to its possessors, an aura of power and ease, all the more mysterious and compelling because it was unearned. To Fitzgerald, money was romantic. He saw a rose-colored hue in gold, and a golden hue in the possessors of gold. The rich, his rich, would always be handsome and willful (or, if girls, irresistible and willful), but they would invariably let him down by proving, in the end, to be also wasteful and destructive and irresponsible—in other words, not at all “different from you and me,” certainly not very different from F. Scott Fitzgerald.

			Physically Tom Buchanan and Tommy Hitchcock have much in common, and the resemblance is reinforced by the fact that when the reader is first introduced to Buchanan he has just come in from riding. Yet what is important about the description is not the details of physique and face but the expression that Fitzgerald imposes on them. The body is “cruel,” the shining eyes are “arrogant,” the manner is “supercilious.” No one who knew Tommy Hitchcock, above all not Fitzgerald himself, ever suggested that he was arrogant or supercilious or cruel. On the contrary, everyone who knew him was astonished at his modesty, his kindness, and his good humor. Perhaps one could say that the fictional character is the revenge that Fitzgerald takes on the real character, not because the real character was evil (or even, as Fitzgerald’s final version has it, “careless”), but because the real character fell short of an ideal, a romantic ideal of aristocracy.

			Tommy Barban in Tender Is the Night is Tommy Hitchcock in a much deeper sense. The hero and heroine of the novel are Dick Diver, an intelligent, charming, and sensitive psychiatrist, and Nicole, a young heiress whom he met and cared for in a sanitarium and later married. Together they create what Yeats called a perfection of the life, a feat that proves unbearable to Diver, who slowly falls apart, physically and morally. Tommy Barban enters this story at the beginning and figures strongly at the end. He is half English and half French (as in a sense Hitchcock was), taciturn but friendly, interested in what goes on around him, above all in Nicole, but unmoved. As such he stands out against the party scenes that open the novel: in the midst of a scuffling hedonism, he seems a creature of classical stability. Unlike Buchanan, the college athlete gone soft on drink and on the returns from a well-diversified portfolio, Barban has a clear-cut function in the world and an uncomplicated knowledge of his own interests: He is a soldier, a European, and a man of property. He is also in love with Nicole, and at the end of the novel he takes her from Diver as easily as ancient warriors took captive the daughters of their vanquished foes.

			Everyone else in Tender Is the Night is in passage toward some pitiable self-destruction. This is a social set fading in its pursuit of the “orgiastic future” that Fitzgerald saw as the culmination of the American dream of success. As a counterpoise to this movement, Fitzgerald might have chosen a figure of New England probity and cultivation, an honorable lawyer like Squire Montague in The Gilded Age or Lambert Struther in The Ambassadors. But Fitzgerald could never concede that a middle-class way of life might, after all, be the best. Instead, inspired (as he admits) by Tommy Hitchcock, he brings on stage an antique hero, the oldest form of aristocrat, the warrior, a man who risks his life, not his health, a man whose “simplicity of . . . ideas” combines with a “complexity of . . . training” to create what is the only thoroughly purposeful male character in the novel. Barban is simple while the rest are complicated; he is straightforward while they are devious; he is concentrated while they are diffuse; he has a code of behavior while they have a hunger for feeling; he deals in realities while they dwell in dreams.

			The twenties, among what passed then for the upper class, bred a conviction that the good life was approachable not through work and love but through a continuous immersion of the self in something that they called experience. Experiences could be good or bad: it depended on who “had” them, and what he made of them. This was doubly convenient. No one had the confidence to make judgments anyway, but everyone felt that he could analyze. Experience, being continuous, has no objective, no goal, no term. It can’t be judged good or bad, because whatever it is, it can always be said to teach something. Experience can be analyzed; it can be searched for its meaning (invariably psychologized). The second convenience was that it gave everyone something to talk about, as endless as the flow of experience itself.

			The contrary of a life lived for experience is a life constructed of events. The difference is like that between a cocktail party and a game, or a game and a battle. These are extremes, but the point where Hitchcock stood was far closer to events, to games and to war, than to the twenties immersion in experience.

			That is the kind of hero that Tommy Hitchcock was—a man of action, an embodiment of the social myth of prowess.

		

	
		
			Chapter One

			Aiken, Westbury, and St. Paul’s School, 1900–1917

			Thomas Hitchcock Jr. was born on February 11, 1900, in Aiken, South Carolina. Had the event fallen in the summer, he would have listed his birthplace as Westbury, Long Island. It mattered little: The fresh-air currents blew strong in both places. Until he was twenty-two, he never lived in a city.

			Not that Aiken and Westbury were rural. Aiken was then, as it is now, a resort, and like Newport it had been discovered by well-to-do people of Charleston in the eighteenth century. It was sufficient, in a resort of those days, that it have a large and comfortable hotel, with good food and drink, and ample verandas on which to walk about, or sit and rock, while talking of how fortunate everyone was to have escaped from the stupefying heat of the city. Aiken had such a hotel, called the Highland Park, and until the Civil War broke out (180 miles away in Charleston), the place numbered among its clientele some of the most prominent families of the city—the Ravenels, Williamses, Fords, Percivals, Townsends, Finleys, Coffins, Condes, and Legrees.

			The war, of course, took its toll on the lives and fortunes of many of these families, and after it was over, Aiken, and the Highland Park Hotel, suffered a brief decline. Its resurrection was almost entirely the doing of a Miss Celestine Eustis, who came to Aiken in 1873 with her recently orphaned niece, Louise Corcoran Eustis, called Loulie.

			They were a curious couple. Miss Eustis was then thirty-seven, a stocky woman with a Roman nose, piercing dark eyes, and a manner that alternated bewilderingly between fluttery femininity and forthright decisiveness. The child was six, a little slip of a thing, at once frail and bursting with restless energy. What was curious about them, at least from the local people’s viewpoint, was that they spoke French.

			The Eustises came originally from New England, the first of that line, William, having arrived in Massachusetts Bay sometime before 1627 (the recorded date of birth, in Chelsea, Massachusetts, of his first child). The family prospered so that by the Revolution, two Eustis brothers, William and Jacob, were deeply involved in the politics and business of the colony. Jacob, a merchant, lived in Brookline, a town just outside Boston, where his son, George Peabody Eustis, was born in 1796. George went to Harvard College and was graduated in 1815, at the age of nineteen. Thereafter he went abroad as private secretary to his uncle, William Eustis, a former governor of Massachusetts, who was then U.S. minister to The Hague. On his return he studied law in Boston and was admitted to the bar.

			At that point in his career, one would have supposed that young George Eustis, with his family connections, his diplomatic experience, and his legal training, enjoyed more glittering prospects of success than most men of his generation in Boston. But sometime before 1822 he and his father had a falling-out (over what is not known), and in that year George left Boston and moved to New Orleans. It was a strange choice. In culture, religion, manners, and law, New Orleans was as far from Boston as he could have gone without leaving the United States. New Orleans was cosmopolitan where Boston was provincial, Catholic where Boston was Protestant, sophisticated where Boston was simple and sober, its law based on the Code Napoleon where Boston’s was based on English common law.

			Nevertheless, George Eustis’s success in Louisiana was astounding. By the time of his death in 1855, he had been repeatedly elected to the state legislature, and he had served successively as secretary of state, attorney general, associate justice, and then chief justice of the Louisiana Supreme Court, where his work was of such national renown that Harvard, in 1849, awarded him a doctor of laws degree.

			Socially, too, he achieved a prominent position in his adopted city. In 1825 he married Clarisse Allain, the daughter of Valerian and Celeste Allain, a well-known Creole family in southern Louisiana with strong ties to France. Even after her marriage, Clarisse Eustis went often to Paris, and her last child, Celestine, the woman who rediscovered Aiken in 1873, was born in France in 1836. Clarisse’s second child, Marie, though born in New Orleans in 1831, spent most of her life in France, as did her daughter, also called Marie, later Mme. Auguste DuBos. Clarisse lived until 1876, dying at Pau, a resort in the French Pyrenees.

			The first child of George and Clarisse Eustis was a boy, who was born in 1828 in New Orleans and named for his father. After graduation from Harvard, he practiced law in New Orleans and then ran for Congress in 1856 and again in 1858, winning both times. George Eustis Jr. was by all accounts an extraordinarily attractive man. Intelligent, witty, bon vivant, handsome, fluent in French, he was a rarity in American society, a truly civilized aristocrat, gaining from his New England heritage an appreciation of the life of the mind and from his French ancestry a love of grace and beauty.

			If there was any household in Washington, D.C. on the eve of the Civil War where the young congressman from New Orleans might have felt perfectly at home, it was that of W. W. Corcoran. Corcoran (1798–1888) was also a Southerner of broad interests and great civility. He was a merchant banker and had extensive business relations all along the East Coast, in England, and on the Continent. He had acquired a large fortune, which he spent liberally on good works in his city of Washington and in putting together the first major collection of art in America, which became the Corcoran Gallery. He also founded the Louise Home* for destitute women in Washington and was a major benefactor of the University of Virginia.

			In 1858, in a brilliant ceremony that briefly dispelled gathering tensions in the capital, George Eustis and Corcoran’s only child, Louise, were married. With the outbreak of the Civil War, Corcoran, despite his Southern origins, remained loyal to the Union. Eustis chose the Confederacy. Yet both men deplored the war, and their relationship seems to have remained cordial. When Eustis’s House colleague, John Slidell, was appointed by the Confederacy as minister to France, George Eustis agreed to go with him as secretary to the legation in Paris. This mission brought about a serious diplomatic crisis known as the Trent Affair, and a minor crisis in the Corcoran-Eustis family.

			On the way to Europe on board a British vessel, the Trent, Eustis, Slidell, and James M. Mason, minister to England, were captured by the USS San Jacinto and interned in, of all places, Boston—a city whose ruling class contained large numbers of Eustises and some very highly placed business associates of Eustis’s father-in-law. Consequently, his stay in Charlestown prison was not onerous; he supped well and was provided with the best wines, the bills being paid by Corcoran. In a few weeks he and the two commissioners were released, thanks to diplomatic pressure from the British. He arrived in Paris with Slidell early in 1862 and was joined there by his wife and sister Celestine.

			The couple had three children in close succession, William Corcoran, George Peabody, and Louise Corcoran. Even before the war was over, however, their mother fell ill with consumption. By 1865 she was virtually an invalid. The family took a villa in Cannes in the hope that the climate might prolong her life. It did not, and she died in 1867 within three weeks of Loulie’s birth. George Eustis had come down with tuberculosis himself by that time and had only five years to live. He bore the disease with fortitude, fearing more for his children than for himself. With Celestine and governesses protectively hovering about, they were encouraged to spend as much time as possible in the open air—then believed to be the only therapy for lung disease.

			When George Eustis died in 1872, Celestine became the guardian of his three children. To little Loulie she was Tantine (a contraction of Tante Celestine), and Tantine she would remain into the next generation as well. Quite possibly Tantine would have chosen to keep the family in France—she herself was more French than American—but she accepted the claims of W. W. Corcoran on his grandchildren and returned with them to Washington in 1873. For a time she and the children lived with the elderly widower in the city; then, largely because of the young girl’s frail health, she moved to Aiken. They bought a big, rambling house, winged and elled and eventually (thanks to Miss Eustis) almost covered in wisteria.

			Apart from the climate, the potential that Miss Eustis saw in Aiken was chiefly horticultural. The soil was sandy but rich in clay, well watered with ponds and streams and the tributaries of the Savannah River, which lay thirty miles to the southeast. Almost her first act after buying Mon Repos, as she christened her new home, was to transplant a small orchid sprout that she’d brought with her. It was the progenitor of six huge pots. She was also responsible for the japonicas, flowering honeysuckle, bamboo, and olive trees that are found throughout Aiken. She recognized, as well, that the greatest glory of the area was its stands of magnificent pine, acre on acre of towering trees, their trunks bare of branches for fifty feet or more, then feathering outward in sun-streaked canopies of dark green a hundred feet above the soft forest floor. She bought as many of these woods as she could, to protect them, as well as two other landmarks, Lover’s Lane and Burton’s Pond. Ironically, in view of what lay ahead in Aiken’s future, equestrian sports were not among the possibilities that Celestine Eustis envisioned. She was not a horsewoman, and when, by the 1890s, her niece had made Aiken into one of the principal equestrian centers of the country, she used to remark, “I was raised a lady, and here I am practically living in a stable.”

			In Aiken, Loulie Eustis was educated by tutors and governesses, as were most young ladies of her class and generation. She learned to read and write in both French and English, and she was instructed in music and painting and drawing. To “broaden her outlook,” as one put it in those days, her aunt frequently took her to Paris and every summer to one or another of the coastal resorts of the Northeast—Boston’s North Shore, Newport, Saratoga, Bar Harbor.

			It was a childhood and youth barely conceivable today, at once disciplined and free. Loulie grew up primarily among adults, and whatever the liabilities in not having friends her own age, she more than made up for them in developing a lively imagination and a strong knowledge of who she was and what she wanted. Moreover, when the time came for her to meet people of her own age, her brothers, William and George, having gone to school in the North, and having been amply endowed with the Eustis capacity for joie de vivre, knew lots of eligible young men. One of these young men was Thomas Hitchcock Jr.

			Hitchcock was the eldest of three sons of Thomas Hitchcock, who, under the pseudonym of Matthew Marshall, was one of the best-known newspapermen of his day. He wrote for Charles Henry Dana’s New York Sun, the liveliest, the best-edited, and often the most controversial newspaper in the country. He wrote on many subjects, but the one for which he became famous was financial affairs. When he died, one of his obituaries read: “It was sometimes difficult for those who knew him to decide whether he was abler as a writer or as a financier, or whether his profound appreciation of music . . . equaled his knowledge of art . . . [He] was the first among American journalists to demonstrate that it was possible to treat financial questions with literary finesse.”

			The Matthew Marshall column appeared every Monday. People from all over the country subscribed to that one issue, and all Wall Street waited for it. The reason, as one historian of the paper put it, was that “unlike any other financial article it plunged deep into the fundamentals. Neither a tipster, nor an I-told-you-so, Matthew Marshall laid bare the basic causes of market movements. He was a financial scholar, philosopher and seer.”

			He must also have taken his own advice, for he had become a multimillionaire long before he died. Generous to his family and friends, he was also famous along Newspaper Row for his frugal habits. To his colleagues on the Sun, for example, he used to boast that he paid less for his suits than anyone else in the office.

			“See this suit?” he once said to Dana, expansively displaying a sporty tweed. “It cost me six dollars.”

			“Hmm,” Dana is supposed to have replied, “probably a lot less than you paid for your butler’s.”

			Hitchcock’s face fell. “You’re right,” he confessed, “I paid 140 dollars for his.”

			Contemporaries described him as a stern, almost angry-looking man, with fierce powers of concentration. He was a familiar figure downtown. Every lunch hour he could be seen threading his way through the crowds on his way back to the office, carefully balancing his sandwich and pie on a glass of milk. His penchant for always paying the lowest price was eloquently expressed on days of panic in the market, which he often foresaw before anyone else. The other Sun editors would be roused from their labors by ecstatic chortlings of “Bargain Day! Bargain Day!” as Hitchcock bustled through the room on his way to see his broker. They soon learned to follow him.

			His son and namesake was born in 1860 and grew up in a large house on 29th Street. Matthew Marshall was renowned for the indulgence with which he raised his sons. They were educated (badly, according to his son Thomas) by tutors, but no expense was spared to give them the attainments and adornments that the elder Hitchcock considered fitting for young gentlemen. They went to dancing classes in the winter and to the Rockaways and Newport in the summer, which (along with their father’s wealth) assured them places in New York society, close to, if not actually among, the Four Hundred.

			About 1876, when he was sixteen, young Thomas with some difficulty persuaded his father to send him to England, to prepare for Oxford. A place was found for him at the home of a Gloucestershire vicar who supplemented his meager income by tutoring boys in the classics. It was there, according to family legend, that Hitchcock got his first glimpse of what would forever remain his vision of the country life.

			The vicar was a hunting man, and he introduced the young American to the perils and delights of the sport. By the time Thomas Jr. went up to Oxford he was an accomplished horseman and became a member of the Breister, a gathering of local gentry and undergraduates who hunted, in season, at least three times a week. Oxford itself made a strong impression on him: He enjoyed his studies and made many friends (among them Douglas Haig, the future commander in chief of British forces in World War I).

			Returning to the States in the mid-1880s, Hitchcock for a few years played the young bachelor about town. He also played polo, a sport that had been introduced to America in 1876 by James Gordon Bennett Jr., the madcap proprietor of the New York Herald, and Hitchcock became one of the two or three best players in the country. In 1886 he was on the U.S. team chosen to play against a British quartet in what became polo’s most celebrated series of contests, the International matches, for the Westchester Cup. The Americans lost that match, but Hitchcock had the satisfaction in subsequent years of seeing his son participate in every International but one from 1921 to 1939, all winning efforts.

			The first International had been played in Newport, but even by 1886 the resort had become less than satisfactory for amateurs of horses, hunting, and polo: It was simply too populous. And neither geographically nor spiritually was it the sort of place to re-create English country life. Newport was Fifth Avenue bent around a small peninsula in New England. Young Hitchcock consequently began looking around for a more suitable landscape in which to realize his vision. He found it in some rolling farmland in and around Westbury, Long Island, which had been cultivated by a community of Quakers since the seventeenth century. It was ideal land for what he had in mind: well watered, with pasture and wood and sturdy fences, all laid out as beautifully as the park of an English nobleman. He and Edwin Morgan, son of the Civil War governor of New York, began buying up these properties at bargain rates, keeping some for themselves and selling others as the area became increasingly attractive to wealthy New Yorkers looking for weekend retreats.

			Hitchcock’s place, Broad Hollow Farm, was built around the old Quaker Meeting House, to which he added wings as time and circumstance made necessary. More important, for the atmosphere he wanted to create, were the stables and paddocks, the track and polo field in the center of it, where he bred and trained the horses—polo ponies, hunters, and steeplechasers—that even before the end of the century had made him famous.

			The circle of like-minded people among whom Hitchcock lived in Westbury included the Belmonts, Whitneys, Morgans, Winthrops, Beaches, Birds, and Nicholls. Also in residence was the man who was widely believed to typify them all, for good and ill, Theodore Roosevelt. Hitchcock was an admirer and friend of his Oyster Bay neighbor, and in years to come this friendship would prove useful, decisively so, to Hitchcock’s young son, Tommy, Jr. Also among his friends were the two Eustis brothers, both avid polo players and sportsmen. It was through them that he met Loulie, their sister. They were married at the beginning of the Gay Nineties, at Pride’s Crossing on Boston’s North Shore at the estate of a mutual friend, the banker Frederick Prince.

			Thomas Hitchcock Sr. was not at all what one would expect in a man of leisure. He was more Victorian than Edwardian. Short and slim, with a wiry physique, he dressed conservatively in the English manner, and his tastes in food and drink were fastidious and simple. Like his father, his natural expression was severe. His daughter-in-law recalls that even in repose his face seemed stern and forbidding, so much so that many people who didn’t know him well were quite afraid of him. Yet his voice belied his looks: it was a soft voice, with a mid-Atlantic accent, and he never raised it in anger—not with his children nor with his employees.† He was hospitable but not in the least social. He had cordial friendships, not intimate ones. He was courteous rather than friendly. One has the sense that he thought the world outside Aiken or Westbury an interesting place but excessively complicated, and on the whole better left alone. He was intelligent without being analytical; in art and music he knew what he liked, which was much the same as what his father liked, though he became an expert in Oriental rugs and knew the Bible by heart. He was nominally an Episcopalian, but not very religious, leaving spirtual matters to his wife, a devout Catholic.

			As a parent, Tommy’s father was more indulgent than his wife—at least with his namesake son. Tommy’s sister, Helen, once remarked, “Mother used to get furious with Tommy at times. He was awfully naughty. Father was very sympathetic to him. He trusted him absolutely from the beginning. He was extraordinary with him. Anything Tommy did was all right.” Perhaps the elder Hitchcock had as a parent the same great gift that he had as a horse trainer, the secret of patience. He loved the steeplechase above all other races, and he trained his steeplechasers with great care and gentleness, leading them as young animals from stable to paddock through what became known as the “Hitchcock Chute,” a runway across which at intervals he would place barriers of slowly increasing difficulty. In the ring, too, his constant concern was to make them unafraid. He would lead them over the tiniest obstacles, again and again, encouraging them and petting them, so that as the jumps got higher and broader the animals took them easily, naturally, fearlessly. This was his uniqueness as a trainer, that his horses seemed unacquainted with fear. It cannot be a coincidence that people used to say of his son that he too knew no fear.

			Tommy’s mother, whom everyone in Aiken called Miss Loulie, was a startlingly energetic, forthright, and warmhearted woman. She was in some ways the opposite of her husband: outgoing where he was reserved, charming where he was shy, animated where he was quiet. Yet like him she was strongly practical, and like him, too, she felt most at home outdoors. She was one of the first women to ride astride and abandon the sidesaddle, and the first woman to be named a master of foxhounds. She founded two schools, Aiken Prep and Fermata School for Girls. And from 1890 until 1934, the year she died, she was the principal organizer, animator, and participant in all the equestrian activities of the area, first the foxhunting, and then, after the foxes went away, the drag hunts. She was also the animating spirit behind Aiken’s polo. The game had been played in Aiken before the Hitchcocks, but it was she who built the first good field and she who organized the coaching and practice sessions for young people that by the late twenties would make Aiken the preeminent training ground for polo players in America. She also encouraged girls to play the game and was probably the first to do so since the time when polo was played by court ladies in Persia.

			She was a persuasive woman. When draglines had to be cut through the woods, she organized the whole community into the Axe Club, without regard to race, creed, sex, age, or ability. And each year after the clearing was done, she gave a huge lunch under the pines for everyone who had helped. Such talents led her more than once into politics. She was a mildly progressive Republican, supporting Hoover in 1932 and campaigning a year later in New York for Elliot Bacon in his race for the Senate.

			Her fearlessness was legendary. Flying over jumps until well into her sixties, she took her falls, when they came, with gallantry, always getting on with the race. Perhaps, with her children, she was not as gentle or as patient as her husband, but she had an even rarer quality, an infectious gaiety that made one want to rejoice merely to look at her. She was also resourceful. Once when her husband’s horse fell on him (after a collision with her brother, George, during a polo game) she was the first one on the field and gave all the orders for his care in calm, businesslike tones. This cool behavior was sufficiently extraordinary to elicit comment from the sports reporters covering the match. The implication was that she should have swooned, which is what Tantine did. And if this were not enough, Loulie Hitchcock had another quality often lacking in women of her generation: a sense of humor.

			Life in any household connected to a farm, even at some distance through the hired help, is nearly as structured as in a school. The seasons bring their different demands; so do the days and the hours. There was little or no flexibility in certain key moments in the family’s schedule: The children were awakened at an early hour for their daily run; all meals were served precisely on time, and everyone was expected to be there. The schedule was marked by bells that were set off in the upstairs rooms by the Hitchcocks’ housekeeper, Miss May. She was a remarkable woman, hired by Tantine when Loulie’s first child, Celestine, was ill as a baby, and she remained throughout her life the confidante of all the children and manager of all the details of the house. There were other servants as well, of course: the governesses Miss Skidmore and Miss Hart and black domestics, who had a separate dining room and living quarters both at Aiken and Westbury.

			The couple had four children—Celestine, Helen, Thomas Jr., and Frank—and if there was anything remarkable about their upbringing, apart from the wealth that made it possible, it was an extraordinary concern with health. At the Fay School, for example, where he was sent at the age of ten, Tommy came down with a cold. He told the other boys that if he wrote his mother about it, she would send for him immediately to come home and get well. His friends didn’t believe him, of course; so just to show them, he did tell his mother, and she did take him out of school. The story illustrates that he had enough distance from his mother’s anxiety to take advantage of it; even so, his lifelong preoccupation with physical fitness was unusual, even for an athlete. He employed a personal trainer throughout the twenties and thirties, boxed whenever he could find a partner, played tennis and squash, skied, and ran a mile or more every day of his life. Much of this he did to keep in shape for the polo season and because he was a naturally competitive man, but his parents may well have instilled in him, as well, something like a dread of illness. His father had lost a sister when he was ten; his mother had lost both parents before she was six; his great-aunt Tantine (who lived with the Hitchcocks until she died in 1924) had lost her parents, brother, and sister-in-law. Both of his own parents had been sickly as children. In such a household it would have been natural that the conventional ideal of their class—a healthy mind in a healthy body—should acquire an exceptional urgency. He may well have assumed the unspoken corollary that any other death, especially a violent one in games or war, would be preferable.

			Games, at any rate, were what he was born to. His youth at Aiken and Westbury was completely dominated by that mixed blessing of an upper-class childhood, organized activities. The principal one was riding, which all the children learned shortly after they learned to walk, if not before. At Aiken, there were drags every weekend, not the usual leisurely cross-country rides but flatout races through the woods, leaping timber fences banked with brush on either side. The Hitchcocks, father and mother
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