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      F. Scott Fitzgerald was born in 1896 in St Paul, Minnesota, and went to Princeton University, which he left in 1917 to join
         the army. He was said to have epitomized the Jazz Age, which he himself defined as ‘a generation grown up to find all Gods
         dead, all wars fought, all faiths in man shaken’. In 1920 he married Zelda Sayre. Among his publications were five novels,
         This Side of Paradise, The Great Gatsby, The Beautiful and Damned, Tender is the Night and The Last Tycoon (his last and unfinished work); six volumes of short stories and The Crack-Up, a selection of autobiographical pieces. Fitzgerald died suddenly in 1940. After his death The New York Times said of him that ‘He was better than he knew, for in fact and in the literary sense he invented a “generation” … he might
         have interpreted and even guided them, as in their middle years they saw a different and nobler freedom threatened with destruction.’


      
      Sarah Churchwell is a Senior Lecturer in American Literature and Culture at the University of East Anglia and the author of
         The Many Lives of Marilyn Monroe (Granta: 2004). She writes about books and films for a range of newspapers and magazines, including the Guardian, the Independent, the Observer, the TLS, the New York Times Book Review, the Times, the Liberal, the Spectator, and the New Statesman, and frequently appears on television and radio. She is currently writing a book about F. Scott Fitzgerald, 1922, and the
         real events that inspired The Great Gatsby.
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         ‘Fitzgerald was a better just plain writer than all of us put together. Just words writing’ – John O’Hara in a letter to John Steinbeck1



      Over the course of his meteoric twenty-year career, in addition to four novels, F. Scott Fitzgerald wrote 178 stories, 164
         of which were first published in magazines. He judged only forty-six of those stories to be worthy of inclusion in four book
         collections, each timed to capitalize on the appearance of a novel. His first, This Side of Paradise (1920), was rapidly followed by his first story collection, Flappers and Philosophers. Exactly two years later came The Beautiful and Damned, soon accompanied by Tales of the Jazz Age. The Great Gatsby appeared in April 1925, followed by All the Sad Young Men; and finally after Tender is the Night, in 1934, came Taps at Reveille, in 1935. When Fitzgerald died in 1940, he was working on another novel, The Love of the Last Tycoon, a ‘romance’ about Hollywood, and toying with at least two story collections, one of which would have gathered together the
         satiric sketches of Pat Hobby, Hollywood hack.


      Thus although Fitzgerald’s critical reputation primarily rests upon his novels – especially The Great Gatsby and Tender is the Night – those novels were always interwoven with the short stories he was writing simultaneously. In many ways Fitzgerald’s stories
         amplify the novels, surrounding his more symphonic works almost chorally, playing out variations on characteristic motifs.
         But his stories are not just thematically similar to the novels, they also contain a great deal of the delicate, exquisite
         magic of Fitzgerald’s poetic prose – the superlative artistry he could conjure, which Hemingway enviously compared to ‘the
         dust on a butterfly’s wings’.2

      Fitzgerald was writing short stories to make a living: like most writers then and now, he didn’t earn enough from his novels
         to support his family. His commercial fiction was immensely popular throughout the 1920s, making him famous and rich. But
         he disparaged his short fiction both for its commercialism and its brevity. He considered most of his magazine stories artistically
         ‘cheap’ – if financially profitable. None the less he tried to defend the merit of his best stories, knowing, for example,
         that ‘Babylon Revisited’ was ‘a magnificent story’, as he wrote to his daughter Scottie.3

      Moreover, his self-deprecation was at least partly preemptive, as he lived in an age that sneered at commercial fiction. Despite
         his frequent support for Fitzgerald, the influential critic H. L. Mencken still dismissed the early flapper tales as ‘confections’.4 Reviews of Tales of the Jazz Age reinforced the idea that the stories were mere potboilers, while All the Sad Young Men was reviewed as a collection in which Fitzgerald was merely ‘keeping his hand in and paying the rent’ with stories it was
         ‘hardly worth cutting down good trees to reprint’.5 This seems particularly ungenerous given how carefully Fitzgerald excluded his most popular stories from that collection,
         in what would prove a vain attempt to demonstrate his artistic sincerity.


      It also seems rather ironic, given the extent to which Fitzgerald’s ‘commercial’ stories are in conversation with his ‘artistic’
         novels. To a certain extent, Fitzgerald used his stories as notebooks or even workshops, experimenting with various approaches
         to his current ideas and themes. Thus stories from All the Sad Young Men such as ‘Winter Dreams’, ‘The Last of the Belles’, ‘The Sensible Thing’, ‘The Rich Boy’ and ‘Absolution’ anticipate and echo
         the entwined themes of dreams and disenchantment, romance and class consciousness in The Great Gatsby, whereas the tales written around Taps at Reveille – including not just that collection’s ‘Babylon Revisited’, ‘Crazy Sunday’ and ‘Two Wrongs’, but also the contemporary ‘The
         Rough Crossing’ – reverberate with the elegiac sense of lost opportunities, regret and disintegration that whisper through
         Tender is the Night.


      However its tonalities may shift, Fitzgerald’s writing tends to orbit around a constellation of ideas: illusions and disillusionment; loss, mutability and time; social stratification and class
         relations; power dynamics between the sexes. At the same time, his stories are apt to reflect – and to identify – their historical
         moment: the ebullient optimism of the jazz age tales presents a very different outlook from the mordant cynicism of the Pat
         Hobby sketches in 1940.


      But his writings have one thing in common, although their moods may vary: loss runs like an obbligato throughout every adult
         piece Fitzgerald wrote, from This Side of Paradise (its title alone implying that paradise will inevitably be lost) to ‘The Lost Decade’, one of his last published stories.
         Loss is inescapable; but it is also the result of profound carelessness, a failure to husband one’s resources. Charlie Wales,
         the protagonist of ‘Babylon Revisited’, ‘suddenly realized the meaning of the word “dissipate” – to dissipate into thin air;
         to make nothing out of something’. Charlie’s dissipation is moral and spiritual dissolution, but it is also an active disintegration.
         Dissipation is not just metaphoric but kinetic, physical: Fitzgerald means by ‘dissipation’ much what Thomas Pynchon, revising
         The Great Gatsby in The Crying of Lot 49 forty years later, would mean by ‘entropy’: waste, deterioration, the disintegration of vitality into despair.


      If Henry James before him was preoccupied by the question of consciousness, Fitzgerald became increasingly preoccupied by
         the question of character, and what in ‘May Day’ he called ‘emotional bankruptcy’ (a phrase he would later repeat as the title
         of a story), when Philip Dean tells desperate Gordon Sterrett, ‘You seem to be sort of bankrupt – morally as well as financially.’
         It is not a surprise that he would find in economics a metaphor for spiritual inanition; he recognized early that American
         faith in material success was misguided, and his professional career traced the arc of American fortunes, from boom to bust.


      Although not strictly autobiographical, Fitzgerald’s fiction certainly drew on personal experiences, especially his notorious
         relationship with his wife Zelda. His realization of Zelda’s escalating volatility – and his denial of his own escalating
         alcoholism – started to permeate his work early, even in the hopeful 1920s. His stories began as social comedies of manners, but quickly mutated into what might be called tragedies of manners, stories of ambitious young men undone
         by moral dissolution and dangerous, vampiric women, who absorb the energy the young men waste.


      The present collection represents a range of Fitzgerald’s short fiction: the first two sections draw from his four published
         story collections, although the second includes three stories, ‘Magnetism’, ‘The Rough Crossing’ and ‘The Bridal Party’, which
         he chose to leave out; the final section compiles many of the late stories that he didn’t live to publish in book form. Among
         the forty-five short stories are the greatest of Fitzgerald’s short masterpieces, some of which – ‘Babylon Revisited’, ‘The
         Rich Boy’, ‘May Day’, ‘The Diamond as Big as the Ritz’, ‘Absolution’, ‘Bernice Bobs Her Hair’ and ‘Crazy Sunday’ – are widely
         ranked among the twentieth century’s best short fiction in English.


      Francis Scott Key Fitzgerald – named for the author of the American national anthem, ‘The Star-Spangled Banner’, who was a
         distant relative – was born on 24 September 1896 in St Paul, Minnesota, the only son of Edward and Mollie Fitzgerald. Educated
         at private academies, the young Scott displayed his love of writing from an early age. Along the way he acquired a taste for
         life’s finer things, without the financial means to afford them. In 1913 he matriculated at Princeton University, where he
         threw himself into writing musicals, stories and sketches, and into drinking – both activities pursued far more enthusiastically
         than his studies. In 1915 he withdrew from Princeton citing ‘health reasons’, but in reality because of poor grades; he returned
         in 1916 only to find himself on the verge of failing out again.


      Fitzgerald left Princeton without graduating in 1917 to join the army, and was stationed in Montgomery, Alabama, where he
         first met Zelda Sayre, whom his friend John Peale Bishop would describe to Edmund Wilson as ‘the barbarian princess from the
         South’.6 Their turbulent relationship would define not only Fitzgerald’s life, but much of his art as well. In 1918 Zelda broke off
         their engagement on the grounds of his penury; determined to win her back, he retired to St Paul and in a rapid burst of energy
         wrote This Side of Paradise, the story of a young man’s sentimental education. The novel spoke to the youthful generation the Fitzgeralds would come to represent; it was published on 26 March 1920 to instant success; they
         were married just a week later in St Patrick’s Cathedral on Fifth Avenue – a signal of the high life they intended to lead.


      The young couple proceeded to cut a swathe through New York City that remains legendary: their beauty, style and glamour,
         their drunken antics and Fitzgerald’s commercial and critical success combined to make them instant celebrities. As Fitzgerald’s
         first biographer, Arthur Mizener, wrote:


      
         They rode down Fifth Avenue on the tops of taxis because it was hot or dove into the fountain at Union Square or tried to
            undress at the Scandals, or, in sheer delight at the splendor of New York, jumped, dead sober, into the Pulitzer fountain
            in front of the Plaza. Fitzgerald got in fights with waiters and Zelda danced on people’s dinner tables.7



      Fitzgerald funded their increasingly extravagant lifestyle by writing stories for the so-called ‘slick’ magazines, the popular
         commercial magazines of the day epitomized by the Saturday Evening Post, which published formulaic sentimental fiction for a mainstream audience. By 1929 he would be the highest-paid magazine writer
         in America, commanding fees of up to $4000 per story, in an age when the average annual income for a schoolteacher was $1600.
         Flappers and Philosophers, published a mere six months after This Side of Paradise, was followed in nine months by the first instalment of his second novel, The Beautiful and Damned, the story of Anthony Patch, a wealthy, sybaritic young man undone by the corruption of materialism and his glamorous but
         selfish and superficial wife, the ironically named Gloria. (Although in some ways clearly modelled on Zelda, Gloria was, Fitzgerald
         later wrote to their daughter, ‘a much more trivial and vulgar person than your mother’.8)


      The Beautiful and Damned, published in March, 1922, was followed in September by Tales of the Jazz Age. At only twenty-six, Fitzgerald was already the author of four books and nearly thirty published stories – but he had greater
         artistic ambitions than his contemporaries yet realized, informing his editor, Maxwell Perkins, that he would next undertake ‘a consciously artistic achievement’, one that he explicitly contrasted with his ‘trashy’ fiction: ‘So
         in my new novel I’m thrown directly on purely creative work – not trashy imaginings as in my stories but the sustained imagination
         of a sincere yet radiant world.’9 Fitzgerald’s ambitions for this new novel were so intense that he told Perkins he could not release the manuscript ‘unless
         it has the very best I am capable of in it or even as I feel sometimes, something better than I am capable of’.10 The book he eventually produced after painstaking revision was, of course, The Great Gatsby – an extended meditation on what it means for one’s reach to exceed one’s grasp.


      But Gatsby was not as commercially – or critically – successful as Fitzgerald hoped; it sold only modestly and its genius would not
         be recognized for another thirty years. Meanwhile he and Zelda – who, like many Americans, had relocated to Europe, to live
         more cheaply on the strength of the postwar American dollar – continued to drink, carouse and row; and he continued to write
         stories to support them.


      Over the next few years, Fitzgerald’s alcoholism, Zelda’s instability and their mutual profligacy meant that his fourth novel
         stalled, although he continued to find success with magazines, especially the Saturday Evening Post, in many ways the voice of middle America between the wars. But the years of excess were taking their toll. In April 1930,
         just six months after Wall Street crashed, Zelda had her own crash, a nervous breakdown that resulted in her institutionalization
         in Switzerland. Eventually diagnosed as schizophrenic, she would be in and out of psychiatric clinics for the rest of her
         life – institutions that Fitzgerald would struggle to pay for.


      As the nation’s finances and mood plummeted into Depression, so did Fitzgerald’s fortunes. Rapidly perceived as the dated
         relic of a bygone era, he seemed abruptly to lose his old knack for commerical fiction, and the Post and his other standbys began rejecting his stories. In need of cash, Fitzgerald went to Hollywood to work on scripts for
         MGM. But his descriptive, evocative literary talents were not especially suited to scriptwriting, and his alcoholism continually
         overcame his professionalism. He would move back and forth throughout the 1930s between the East Coast and Hollywood, as he tried unsuccessfully to make a living as a screenwriter.


      In 1934, after nine years of intermittent toil, he finally published his fourth and final complete novel, Tender is the Night. It sold far less even than Gatsby, and Fitzgerald plunged into despair and drinking binges, resulting more than once in hospitalization. In 1936 he published
         the first of the so-called ‘Crack-Up’ pieces, autobiographical sketches that were part memoir, part essay, in Esquire. Friends and rivals, including Hemingway, lined up to condemn his exposure of weakness and failure, but the ‘Crack-Up’ pieces
         were a great success with readers. Esquire became Fitzgerald’s mainstay throughout the 1930s, publishing his tales of Pat Hobby, the failed Hollywood hack, as well
         as his late, dark stories such as ‘An Alcoholic Case’ and ‘The Lost Decade’.


      In late 1938 Fitzgerald began a relationship in Hollywood with the British journalist Sheilah Graham, who sobered him up,
         providing some much-needed stability. He died of a heart attack on 21 December 1940 while working on his last novel, a story
         of Hollywood called The Love of the Last Tycoon; he was just forty-four years old. Six years later, Zelda died in a fire at an institution in Asheville, North Carolina; they
         were eventually buried together in Rockville, Maryland.


      In ‘Afternoon of an Author’, a 1936 sketch which hovers between fiction, memoir, and essay, Fitzgerald depicts the difficulties
         faced by a professional writer: ‘The problem was a magazine story that had become so thin in the middle that it was about
         to blow away … He went through the manuscript underlining good phrases in red crayon and after tucking these into a file slowly
         tore up the rest of the story and dropped it in the waste-basket.’ The passage suggests how hard Fitzgerald worked on his
         magazine fiction even as he disparaged it. In fact, like the eponymous Author, he was stung by early criticisms: ‘It was like
         in the beginning fifteen years ago when they said he had “fatal facility”, and he labored like a slave over every sentence
         so as not to be like that.’11 In the end, it was the criticisms that proved facile; Fitzgerald’s early stories could be frivolous, but it was the frivolity
         of youth rather than carelessness.


      How well he succeeded in banishing any ‘fatal facility’ from his stories can be judged by a story like the 1924 ‘Absolution’,
         which he planned initially as a prologue of Jay Gatsby’s early life, before excising it ‘because it interfered with the neatness
         of the plan’12 for Gatsby. Instead, it became a story about an eleven-year-old boy’s confrontation with religion. The story builds to a climax less
         about sin than about beauty: a priest breaking down from sexual repression is asked to absolve young Rudolph Miller’s venal
         sins of lying and disobedience. Instead of relieving the boy’s religious conscience, the priest suddenly ‘cries wildly’: ‘You
         look as if things went glimmering … Did you ever go to a party? … My theory is that when a whole lot of people get together
         in the best places things go glimmering all the time.’ Only in Fitzgerald do ‘things go glimmering’. It’s pure poetry, and
         in a moment it will seep into Rudolph’s peripheral understanding, as the experience confirms the boy’s faith in beauty, in
         his profoundly secular, aesthetic sensitivity: ‘Underneath his terror he felt that his own inner convictions were confirmed.
         There was something ineffably gorgeous somewhere that had nothing to do with God.’


      Fitzgerald’s novels have fixed his literary character in ways that his short fiction challenges. If ‘Absolution’ shows that
         he could write about religion, ‘May Day’ reveals a Fitzgerald experimenting with modernist forms and modern politics. One
         of his earliest magazine stories, ‘May Day’ is a tale in which formal fragmentation echoes social fragmentation, set during
         the May Day riots in New York in 1919, which Fitzgerald uses to bring different social spheres into collision around a dance
         at Delmonico’s. Characteristically, the story draws on autobiographical incident but transforms anecdote into art by creating
         symbolic and metaphoric patterns: thus, for example, ‘Mr In and Mr Out’, the silly drunken game that Philip Dean and Peter
         Himmel play, was played originally by Fitzgerald and his friend Porter Gillespie at an actual Delmonico’s dance; but it helps
         stitch together the story’s thematics of inclusion and exclusion, inside and outside, the power and privilege of the spoiled
         aristocracy and their flippant, cold-eyed destructiveness.


      ‘The Rich Boy’, which traces the psychological effects of wealth and power on Anson Hunter, begins with Fitzgerald’s famous (and usually misquoted) line asserting that the rich are ‘different
         from you and me’:


      
         Let me tell you about the very rich. They are different from you and me. They possess and enjoy early, and it does something
            to them, makes them soft where we are hard, and cynical where we are trustful, in a way that, unless you were born rich, it
            is very difficult to understand.




      Wealth and its effects are certainly one of Fitzgerald’s most persistent themes: if his characters are not spoiled by wealth,
         they are destroyed by poverty – or someone else’s material demands. Anyone who thinks that Fitzgerald shared his characters’
         illusions about what money could buy, however, need only read his cautionary tale, the 1922 parable ‘The Diamond as Big as
         the Ritz’, a dark comedy about the bankruptcy of the American dream, its destructiveness and delusions. The allegorically
         named Washington family are the richest and most powerful in the world; their children invite poorer friends from school to
         visit who are then murdered to protect the secret of the Washingtons’ wealth. At the end of the story the Washingtons are
         discovered and their slaves released – as daughter Kismine complains, ‘There go fifty thousand dollars’ worth of slaves at
         prewar prices. So few Americans have any respect for property.’ The Washington men are destroyed by their attempt to protect
         that property; Kismine runs off to live an ordinary life with protagonist John T. Unger, announcing delightedly that they
         will be ‘free and poor! What fun!’ John responds mordantly, ‘It’s impossible to be both together … People have found that
         out.’


      As ‘The Diamond as Big as the Ritz’ demonstrates, Fitzgerald was also a much wittier writer than history has tended to acknowledge.
         His stories are littered with bons mots and caustic asides. In ‘Josephine: A Woman with a Past’ we are introduced to ‘Adele Craw, a pretty girl with clear honourable
         eyes and piano legs’. A retired matinée idol in ‘Two Old-Timers’ has been put out to stud, ‘as full of honours, as rolicksome
         and with the same purposes in life as Man o’ War’. Lady Sybil Combrinck in ‘Two Wrongs’ has a ‘voice flip as a whip and cold as automatic refrigeration, in the mode grown familiar since British ladies took to piecing themselves together
         out of literature’.


      Fitzgerald was actually much less fascinated by wealth per se than by the class distinctions it created and sustained. He
         combined the interest of older writers such as Henry James and Edith Wharton in social stratification with his modern understanding
         of the parvenu (he skewers a couple in Tender is the Night as ‘arrivistes waiting to arrive’) and the workings of snobbery. In ‘Winter Dreams’, which he called ‘a kind of first draft’13 of The Great Gatsby, Dexter Green appreciates, as he pursues upward social mobility, that he can’t break the rules the way his children will
         be able to. Like so many Fitzgerald heroes, Dexter makes the mistake of linking his aspirations to a rich, beautiful and fickle
         woman whose betrayal kills his capacity for hope – but not for making money.


      Although stories like ‘Winter Dreams’ and ‘The Sensible Thing’ are at heart variations on the Gatsby story – a young man with
         big dreams on the verge of self-invention falls in love with a lovely but selfish young woman, with whom he associates his
         dreams – in the two stories the men become cynical when their dreams are betrayed, but, unlike Gatsby, they live to tell the
         tale.


      By contrast, the later short fiction that clusters around the composition of Tender – such as ‘The Rough Crossing’, ‘Two Wrongs’ and the great ‘Babylon Revisited’ – are the stories of men who fail their wives
         in significant ways and with tragic consequences, and who seek redemption – usually in vain. Recognizing them as a category,
         Fitzgerald called such men ‘hommes manqués’;14 they are often destroyed by their encounters with ‘femmes fatales’. In these later stories the inadequacy of the men becomes a kind of contagion.


      Like his novels, Fitzgerald’s story collections trace an arc from ambition, hope, illusion and romance; through sexual and
         professional jealousy, extravagance, waste and ‘dissipation’; to ‘crack-up’, disintegration, failure, madness and death. His
         romantic ideals were always curbed by a sharp sense of irony; the confidence that permits early social satire turns eventually
         to a more bitter sense of individual failure, and a series of elegiac farewells to lost youth and lost opportunities. As he wrote in a letter to the editor of Collier’s magazine in 1939, ‘I not only announced the birth of my young illusions in “This Side of Paradise” but pretty much the death
         of them in some of my last Post stories like “Babylon Revisited”.’15 In fact, he’d been intimating the death of them nearly from the start: the beautiful are damned as early as 1922, and few
         of his stories, however commercial or facile they are supposed to be, end with characters’ romantic ideals intact.


      For example, the 1920 story ‘The Ice Palace’, the symbolic tale of a Southern belle chilled by life in the frozen North, ends
         with Sally Carrol Happer breaking her engagement to cold Harry, and hightailing it back to Tarleton, Georgia, where she belongs.
         Fitzgerald returned to fictional Tarleton twice more, first in ‘The Jelly-Bean’, which he wrote as a sequel to ‘The Ice Palace’,
         and then at the end of the decade with ‘The Last of the Belles’, in 1929, a story that not only draws again on his courtship
         of Zelda, but contains clear echoes of The Great Gatsby: during the First World War, Andy is stationed in Tarleton, which he remembers as a place of ‘bewitched impermanence as though
         they were on a magic carpet that had lighted in the Southern countryside, and any moment the wind would lift and waft it away’.
         When he goes back to Tarleton seeking his lost past in the form of flirtatious Ailie Calhoun (whose vanity is gratified when
         a man appears to commit suicide over her), Andy tries in vain to find the ground where his barracks had been: ‘The taxi-driver
         regarded me indulgently while I stumbled here and there in the knee-deep underbrush, looking for my youth in a clapboard or
         a strip of roofing or a rusty tomato can.’ His romantic dreams have left nothing but garbage behind.


      The last stories – including the Pat Hobby sketches, ‘The Lost Decade,’ and ‘Crazy Sunday’ – move from disillusionment to
         bitterness, replacing idealism with cynicism, but they also return to the impulse of social satire with which Fitzgerald’s
         stories began. Pat Hobby is a seedy, failed hack, a parasite in a grubby world of crass materialism and jockeying for position.
         In a letter to Esquire editor Arnold Gingrich, Fitzgerald referred to Hobby as ‘a complete rat’.16 But he’s also sad, backward-looking and hopeful; however humiliating and demeaning his efforts, he too is overcome by regrets for a lost past. The Pat Hobby tales are exercises in
         irony and failure, rather like the finger exercises of a concert pianist. There are times when Fitzgerald barely seems to
         flex his fingers, as in the inferior ‘Pat Hobby, Putative Father’; but then comes a trademark Fitzgerald simile in ‘Pat Hobby’s
         Secret’: ‘The swath which R. Parke Woll was now cutting through the City of Angels would have attracted no special notice
         in the twenties; in the fearful forties it rang out like laughter in church.’


      The Love of the Last Tycoon was to be Fitzgerald’s serious treatment of Hollywood; had he lived to finish it, the extant drafts suggest it would have
         been to the bitter, sketchy Pat Hobby tales as The Great Gatsby is to ‘Winter Dreams’: the larger, freer canvas upon which he was liberated to paint with language, using bright shocks of
         colour and glimmering words like the prose Fauvist he was.


      When the first edition of Fitzgerald’s Collected Stories was published ten years after his death, Alice B. Toklas wrote in the New York Times describing a day when Fitzgerald visited her and Gertrude Stein in their Paris salon in 1926:


      
         Scott was my favorite among the young American writers whom we knew. His intelligence, sensibility, distinction, wit and charm
            made his contemporaries appear commonplace and lifeless. He sat with his medallic head in profile talking quietly. Suddenly
            he said with passionate energy, ‘Today is my birthday, I am 30 years old today. Thirty years old. Youth is over. … What does
            one do when one is 30 years old and when one’s youth is over?’ he asked Gertrude Stein. ‘One goes on working,’ she said. ‘Go
            home and write a novel, the novel that is in you to write.’




      He did go on writing, although it would take him another eight years to finish the novel Tender is the Night (Toklas notes that he sent Stein a copy of it with the inscription, ‘Is this the novel you asked for?’) – but in the meantime
         he wrote some of the best stories of his career, stories that only over the last few decades have come to be recognized as
         the great art they are. Recalling her final meeting with Fitzgerald, in 1934, Toklas ended, ‘Always now I remember him as
         he was at that moment, poignant, disturbing and ineffably beautiful.’17 For those of us who never met him, the same qualities can forever be found in the stories that follow, which fortunately
         have achieved the immortality he sought: like their author, they linger in the mind, poignant, disturbing and ineffably beautiful.


      Sarah Churchwell, 2010
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      I. From Flappers and Philosophers (1920) and Tales of the Jazz Age (1922)


      
      BERNICE BOBS HER HAIR

      
      
      
      
      I

      
      
      After dark on Saturday night one could stand on the first tee of the golf-course and see the country-club windows as a yellow
         expanse over a very black and wavy ocean. The waves of this ocean, so to speak, were the heads of many curious caddies, a
         few of the more ingenious chauffeurs, the golf professional’s deaf sister – and there were usually several stray, diffident
         waves who might have rolled inside had they so desired. This was the gallery.


      
      The balcony was inside. It consisted of the circle of wicker chairs that lined the wall of the combination club-room and ballroom.
         At these Saturday-night dances it was largely feminine; a great babel of middle-aged ladies with sharp eyes and icy hearts
         behind lorgnettes and large bosoms. The main function of the balcony was critical. It occasionally showed grudging admiration,
         but never approval, for it is well known among ladies over thirty-five that when the younger set dance in the summer-time
         it is with the very worst intentions in the world, and if they are not bombarded with stony eyes stray couples will dance
         weird barbaric interludes in the corners, and the more popular, more dangerous, girls will sometimes be kissed in the parked
         limousines of unsuspecting dowagers,


      
      But, after all, this critical circle is not close enough to the stage to see the actors’ faces and catch the subtler byplay.
         It can only frown and lean, ask questions and make satisfactory deductions from its set of postulates, such as the one which
         states that every young man with a large income leads the life of a hunted partridge. It never really appreciates the drama
         of the shifting, semi-cruel world of adolescence. No; boxes, orchestra-circle, principals, and chorus are represented by the
         medley of faces and voices that sway to the plaintive African rhythm of Dyer’s dance orchestra.


      
      From sixteen-year-old Otis Ormonde, who has two more years at Hill School, to G. Reece Stoddard, over whose bureau at home
         hangs a Harvard law diploma; from little Madeleine Hogue, whose hair still feels strange and uncomfortable on top of her head, to
         Bessie MacRae, who has been the life of the party a little too long – more than ten years – the medley is not only the centre
         of the stage but contains the only people capable of getting an unobstructed view of it.


      
      With a flourish and a bang the music stops. The couples exchange artificial, effortless smiles, facetiously repeat ‘la-de-da-da dum-dum,’ and then the clatter of young feminine voices soars over the burst of clapping.


      
      A few disappointed stags caught in midfloor as they had been about to cut in subsided listlessly back to the walls, because
         this was not like the riotous Christmas dances – these summer hops were considered just pleasantly warm and exciting, where
         even the younger marrieds rose and performed ancient waltzes and terrifying fox trots to the tolerant amusement of their younger
         brothers and sisters.


      
      Warren McIntyre, who casually attended Yale, being one of the unfortunate stags, felt in his dinner-coat pocket for a cigarette
         and strolled out onto the wide, semi-dark veranda, where couples were scattered at tables, filling the lantern-hung night
         with vague words and hazy laughter. He nodded here and there at the less absorbed and as he passed each couple some half-forgotten
         fragment of a story played in his mind, for it was not a large city and everyone was Who’s Who to every one else’s past. There,
         for example, were Jim Strain and Ethel Demorest, who had been privately engaged for three years. Everyone knew that as soon
         as Jim managed to hold a job for more than two months she would marry him. Yet how bored they both looked, and how wearily
         Ethel regarded Jim sometimes, as if she wondered why she had trained the vines of her affection on such a wind-shaken poplar.


      
      Warren was nineteen and rather pitying with those of his friends who hadn’t gone East to college. But, like most boys, he
         bragged tremendously about the girls of his city when he was away from it. There was Genevieve Ormonde, who regularly made
         the rounds of dances, house-parties, and football games at Princeton, Yale, Williams, and Cornell; there was black-eyed Roberta
         Dillon, who was quite as famous to her own generation as Hiram Johnson or Ty Cobb; and, of course, there was Marjorie Harvey,
         who besides having a fairylike face and a dazzling, bewildering tongue was already justly celebrated for having turned five
         cart-wheels in succession during the past pump-and-slipper dance at New Haven.


      
      Warren, who had grown up across the street from Marjorie, had long been ‘crazy about her’. Sometimes she seemed to reciprocate
         his feeling with a faint gratitude, but she had tried him by her infallible test and informed him gravely that she did not love him. Her
         test was that when she was away from him she forgot him and had affairs with other boys. Warren found this discouraging, especially
         as Marjorie had been making little trips all summer, and for the first two or three days after each arrival home he saw great
         heaps of mail on the Harveys’ hall table addressed to her in various masculine handwritings. To make matters worse, all during
         the month of August she had been visited by her cousin Bernice from Eau Claire, and it seemed impossible to see her alone.
         It was always necessary to hunt round and find some one to take care of Bernice. As August waned this was becoming more and
         more difficult.


      
      Much as Warren worshipped Marjorie, he had to admit that Cousin Bernice was sorta dopeless. She was pretty, with dark hair
         and high colour, but she was no fun on a party. Every Saturday night he danced a long arduous duty dance with her to please
         Marjorie, but he had never been anything but bored in her company.


      
      ‘Warren’ – a soft voice at his elbow broke in upon his thoughts, and he turned to see Marjorie, flushed and radiant as usual.
         She laid a hand on his shoulder and a glow settled almost imperceptibly over him.


      
      ‘Warren,’ she whispered, ‘do something for me – dance with Bernice. She’s been stuck with little Otis Ormonde for almost an
         hour.’


      
      Warren’s glow faded.

      
      ‘Why – sure,’ he answered half-heartedly.

      
      ‘You don’t mind, do you? I’ll see that you don’t get stuck.’

      
      ‘ ’Sall right.’

      
      Marjorie smiled – that smile that was thanks enough.

      
      ‘You’re an angel, and I’m obliged loads.’

      
      With a sigh the angel glanced round the veranda, but Bernice and Otis were not in sight. He wandered back inside, and there
         in front of the women’s dressing-room he found Otis in the centre of a group of young men who were convulsed with laughter.
         Otis was brandishing a piece of timber he had picked up, and discoursing volubly.


      
      ‘She’s gone in to fix her hair,’ he announced wildly. ‘I’m waiting to dance another hour with her.’

      
      Their laughter was renewed.

      
      ‘Why don’t some of you cut in?’ cried Otis resentfully. ‘She likes more variety.’

      
      ‘Why, Otis,’ suggested a friend, ‘you’ve just barely got used to her.’

      
      ‘Why the two-by-four, Otis?’ inquired Warren, smiling.

      
      ‘The two-by-four? Oh, this? This is a club. When she comes out I’ll hit her on the head and knock her in again.’

      
      Warren collapsed on a settee and howled with glee.

      
      ‘Never mind, Otis,’ he articulated finally. ‘I’m relieving you this time.’

      
      Otis simulated a sudden fainting attack and handed the stick to Warren.

      
      ‘If you need it, old man,’ he said hoarsely.

      
      No matter how beautiful or brilliant a girl may be, the reputation of not being frequently cut in on makes her position at
         a dance unfortunate. Perhaps boys prefer her company to that of the butterflies with whom they dance a dozen times an evening,
         but youth in this jazz-nourished generation is temperamentally restless, and the idea of fox-trotting more than one full fox
         trot with the same girl is distasteful, not to say odious. When it comes to several dances and the intermissions between she
         can be quite sure that a young man, once relieved, will never tread on her wayward toes again.


      
      Warren danced the next full dance with Bernice, and finally, thankful for the intermission, he led her to a table on the veranda.
         There was a moment’s silence while she did unimpressive things with her fan.


      
      ‘It’s hotter here than in Eau Claire,’ she said.

      
      Warren stifled a sigh and nodded. It might be for all he knew or cared. He wondered idly whether she was a poor conversationalist
         because she got no attention or got no attention because she was a poor conversationalist.


      
      ‘You going to be here much longer?’ he asked, and then turned rather red. She might suspect his reasons for asking.

      
      ‘Another week,’ she answered, and stared at him as if to lunge at his next remark when it left his lips.

      
      Warren fidgeted. Then with a sudden charitable impulse he decided to try part of his line on her. He turned and looked at
         her eyes.


      
      ‘You’ve got an awfully kissable mouth,’ he began quietly.

      
      This was a remark that he sometimes made to girls at college proms when they were talking in just such half dark as this.
         Bernice distinctly jumped. She turned an ungraceful red and became clumsy with her fan. No one had ever made such a remark
         to her before.


      
      ‘Fresh!’ – the word had slipped out before she realized it, and she bit her lip. Too late she decided to be amused, and offered
         him a flustered smile.


      
      Warren was annoyed. Though not accustomed to have that remark taken seriously, still it usually provoked a laugh or a paragraph
         of sentimental banter. And he hated to be called fresh, except in a joking way. His charitable impulse died and he switched the
         topic.


      
      ‘Jim Strain and Ethel Demorest sitting out as usual,’ he commented.

      
      This was more in Bernice’s line, but a faint regret mingled with her relief as the subject changed. Men did not talk to her
         about kissable mouths, but she knew that they talked in some such way to other girls.


      
      ‘Oh, yes,’ she said, and laughed. ‘I hear they’ve been mooning round for years without a red penny. Isn’t it silly?’

      
      Warren’s disgust increased. Jim Strain was a close friend of his brother’s, and anyway he considered it bad form to sneer
         at people for not having money. But Bernice had had no intention of sneering. She was merely nervous.


      
      
      
      
      II

      
      
      When Marjorie and Bernice reached home at half after midnight they said good night at the top of the stairs. Though cousins,
         they were not intimates. As a matter of fact Marjorie had no female intimates – she considered girls stupid. Bernice on the
         contrary all through this parent-arranged visit had rather longed to exchange those confidences flavoured with giggles and
         tears that she considered an indispensable factor in all feminine intercourse. But in this respect she found Marjorie rather
         cold; felt somehow the same difficulty in talking to her that she had in talking to men. Marjorie never giggled, was never
         frightened, seldom embarrassed, and in fact had very few of the qualities which Bernice considered appropriately and blessedly
         feminine.


      
      As Bernice busied herself with tooth-brush and paste this night she wondered for the hundredth time why she never had any
         attention when she was away from home. That her family were the wealthiest in Eau Claire; that her mother entertained tremendously,
         gave little dinners for her daughter before all dances and bought her a car of her own to drive round in, never occurred to
         her as factors in her home-town social success. Like most girls she had been brought up on the warm milk prepared by Annie
         Fellows Johnston and on novels in which the female was beloved because of certain mysterious womanly qualities, always mentioned
         but never displayed.


      
      Bernice felt a vague pain that she was not at present engaged in being popular. She did not know that had it not been for
         Marjorie’s campaigning she would have danced the entire evening with one man; but she knew that even in Eau Claire other girls with less position and less pulchritude were given a much bigger rush. She
         attributed this to something subtly unscrupulous in those girls. It had never worried her, and if it had her mother would
         have assured her that the other girls cheapened themselves and that men really respected girls like Bernice.


      
      She turned out the light in her bathroom, and on an impulse decided to go in and chat for a moment with her aunt Josephine
         whose light was still on. Her soft slippers bore her noiselessly down the carpeted hall, but hearing voices inside she stopped
         near the partly opened door. Then she caught her own name, and without any definite intention of eavesdropping lingered –
         and the thread of the conversation going on inside pierced her consciousness sharply as if it had been drawn through with
         a needle.


      
      ‘She’s absolutely hopeless!’ It was Marjorie’s voice. ‘Oh, I know what you’re going to say! So many people have told you how
         pretty and sweet she is, and how she can cook! What of it? She has a bum time. Men don’t like her.’


      
      ‘What’s a little cheap popularity?’

      
      Mrs Harvey sounded annoyed.

      
      ‘It’s everything when you’re eighteen,’ said Marjorie emphatically. ‘I’ve done my best. I’ve been polite and I’ve made men
         dance with her, but they just won’t stand being bored. When I think of that gorgeous colouring wasted on such a ninny, and
         think what Martha Carey could do with it – oh!’


      
      ‘There’s no courtesy these days.’

      
      Mrs Harvey’s voice implied that modern situations were too much for her. When she was a girl all young ladies who belonged
         to nice families had glorious times.


      
      ‘Well,’ said Marjorie, ‘no girl can permanently bolster up a lame-duck visitor, because these days it’s every girl for herself.
         I’ve even tried to drop her hints about clothes and things, and she’s been furious – given me the funniest looks. She’s sensitive
         enough to know she’s not getting away with much, but I’ll bet she consoles herself by thinking that she’s very virtuous and
         that I’m too gay and fickle and will come to a bad end. All unpopular girls think that way. Sour grapes! Sarah Hopkins refers
         to Genevieve and Roberta and me as gardenia girls! I’ll bet she’d give ten years of her life and her European education to
         be a gardenia girl and have three or four men in love with her and be cut in on every few feet at dances.’


      
      ‘It seems to me,’ interrupted Mrs Harvey rather wearily, ‘that you ought to be able to do something for Bernice. I know she’s not very vivacious.’

      
      Marjorie groaned.

      
      ‘Vivacious! Good grief! I’ve never heard her say anything to a boy except that it’s hot or the floor’s crowded or that she’s
         going to school in New York next year. Sometimes she asks them what kind of car they have and tells them the kind she has.
         Thrilling!’


      
      There was a short silence, and then Mrs Harvey took up her refrain:

      
      ‘All I know is that other girls not half so sweet and attractive get partners. Martha Carey, for instance, is stout and loud,
         and her mother is distinctly common. Roberta Dillon is so thin this year that she looks as though Arizona were the place for
         her. She’s dancing herself to death.’


      
      ‘But, mother,’ objected Marjorie impatiently, ‘Martha is cheerful and awfully witty and an awfully slick girl, and Roberta’s
         a marvellous dancer. She’s been popular for ages!’


      
      Mrs Harvey yawned.

      
      ‘I think it’s that crazy Indian blood in Bernice,’ continued Marjorie. ‘Maybe she’s a reversion to type. Indian women all
         just sat round and never said anything.’


      
      ‘Go to bed, you silly child,’ laughed Mrs Harvey. ‘I wouldn’t have told you that if I’d thought you were going to remember
         it. And I think most of your ideas are perfectly idiotic,’ she finished sleepily.


      
      There was another silence, while Marjorie considered whether or not convincing her mother was worth the trouble. People over
         forty can seldom be permanently convinced of anything. At eighteen our convictions are hills from which we look; at forty-five
         they are caves in which we hide.


      
      Having decided this, Marjorie said good night. When she came out into the hall it was quite empty.

      
      
      
      
      III

      
      
      While Marjorie was breakfasting late next day Bernice came into the room with a rather formal good morning, sat down opposite,
         stared intently over and slightly moistened her lips.


      
      ‘What’s on your mind?’ inquired Marjorie, rather puzzled.

      
      Bernice paused before she threw her hand-grenade.

      
      ‘I heard what you said about me to your mother last night.’

      
      Marjorie was startled, but she showed only a faintly heightened colour and her voice was quite even when she spoke.

      
      ‘Where were you?’

      
      ‘In the hall. I didn’t mean to listen – at first.’

      
      After an involuntary look of contempt Marjorie dropped her eyes and became very interested in balancing a stray corn-flake
         on her finger.


      
      ‘I guess I’d better go back to Eau Claire – if I’m such a nuisance.’ Bernice’s lower lip was trembling violently and she continued
         on a wavering note: ‘I’ve tried to be nice, and – and I’ve been first neglected and then insulted. No one ever visited me
         and got such treatment.’


      
      Marjorie was silent.

      
      ‘But I’m in the way, I see. I’m a drag on you. Your friends don’t like me.’ She paused, and then remembered another one of
         her grievances. ‘Of course I was furious last week when you tried to hint to me that that dress was unbecoming. Don’t you
         think I know how to dress myself?’


      
      ‘No,’ murmured Marjorie less than half-aloud.

      
      ‘What?’

      
      ‘I didn’t hint anything,’ said Marjorie succinctly. ‘I said, as I remember, that it was better to wear a becoming dress three
         times straight than to alternate it with two frights.’


      
      ‘Do you think that was a very nice thing to say?’

      
      ‘I wasn’t trying to be nice.’ Then after a pause: ‘When do you want to go?’

      
      Bernice drew in her breath sharply.

      
      ‘Oh!’ It was a little half-cry.

      
      Marjorie looked up in surprise.

      
      ‘Didn’t you say you were going?’

      
      ‘Yes, but –’

      
      ‘Oh, you were only bluffing!’

      
      They stared at each other across the breakfast-table for a moment. Misty waves were passing before Bernice’s eyes, while Marjorie’s
         face wore that rather hard expression that she used when slightly intoxicated undergraduates were making love to her.


      
      ‘So you were bluffing,’ she repeated as if it were what she might have expected.

      
      Bernice admitted it by bursting into tears. Marjorie’s eyes showed boredom.

      
      ‘You’re my cousin,’ sobbed Bernice. ‘I’m v-v-visiting you. I was to stay a month, and if I go home my mother will know and she’ll wah-wonder –’

      
      Marjorie waited until the shower of broken words collapsed into little sniffles.

      
      ‘I’ll give you my month’s allowance,’ she said coldly, and ‘you can spend this last week anywhere you want. There’s a very
         nice hotel –’


      
      Bernice’s sobs rose to a flute note, and rising of a sudden she fled from the room.

      
      An hour later, while Marjorie was in the library absorbed in composing one of those non-committal, marvellously elusive letters
         that only a young girl can write, Bernice reappeared, very red-eyed and consciously calm. She cast no glance at Marjorie but
         took a book at random from the shelf and sat down as if to read. Marjorie seemed absorbed in her letter and continued writing.
         When the clock showed noon Bernice closed her book with a snap.


      
      ‘I suppose I’d better get my railroad ticket.’

      
      This was not the beginning of the speech she had rehearsed upstairs, but as Marjorie was not getting her cues – wasn’t urging
         her to be reasonable; it’s all a mistake – it was the best opening she could muster.


      
      ‘Just wait till I finish this letter,’ said Marjorie without looking round. ‘I want to get it off in the next mail.’

      
      After another minute, during which her pen scratched busily, she turned round and relaxed with an air of ‘at your service’.
         Again Bernice had to speak.


      
      ‘Do you want me to go home?’

      
      ‘Well,’ said Marjorie, considering, ‘I suppose if you’re not having a good time you’d better go. No use being miserable.’

      
      ‘Don’t you think common kindness –’

      
      ‘Oh, please don’t quote “Little Women”!’ cried Marjorie impatiently. ‘That’s out of style.’

      
      ‘You think so?’

      
      ‘Heavens, yes! What modern girl could live like those inane females?’

      
      ‘They were the models for our mothers.’

      
      Marjorie laughed.

      
      ‘Yes, they were – not! Besides, our mothers were all very well in their way, but they know very little about their daughters’
         problems.’


      
      Bernice drew herself up.

      
      ‘Please don’t talk about my mother.’

      
      Marjorie laughed,

      
      ‘I don’t think I mentioned her.’

      
      Bernice felt that she was being led away from her subject.

      
      ‘Do you think you’ve treated me very well?’

      
      ‘I’ve done my best. You’re rather hard material to work with.’

      
      The lids of Bernice’s eyes reddened.

      
      ‘I think you’re hard and selfish, and you haven’t a feminine quality in you.’

      
      ‘Oh, my Lord!’ cried Marjorie in desperation. ‘You little nut! Girls like you are responsible for all the tiresome colourless
         marriages; all those ghastly inefficiencies that pass as feminine qualities. What a blow it must be when a man with imagination
         marries the beautiful bundle of clothes that he’s been building ideals round, and finds that she’s just a weak, whining, cowardly
         mass of affectations!’


      
      Bernice’s mouth had slipped half open.

      
      ‘The womanly woman!’ continued Marjorie. ‘Her whole early life is occupied in whining criticisms of girls like me who really
         do have a good time,’


      
      Bernice’s jaw descended farther as Marjorie’s voice rose.

      
      ‘There’s some excuse for an ugly girl whining. If I’d been irretrievably ugly I’d never have forgiven my parents for bringing
         me into the world. But you’re starting life without any handicap –’ Majorie’s little fist clinched. ‘If you expect me to weep
         with you you’ll be disappointed. Go or stay, just as you like.’ And picking up her letters she left the room.


      
      Bernice claimed a headache and failed to appear at luncheon. They had a matinée date for the afternoon, but the headache persisting,
         Marjorie made explanations to a not very downcast boy. But when she returned late in the afternoon she found Bernice with
         a strangely set face waiting for her in her bedroom.


      
      ‘I’ve decided,’ began Bernice without preliminaries, ‘that maybe you’re right about things – possibly not. But if you’ll tell
         me why your friends aren’t – aren’t interested in me, I’ll see if I can do what you want me to.’


      
      Marjorie was at the mirror shaking down her hair.

      
      ‘Do you mean it?’

      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      ‘Without reservations? Will you do exactly what I say?’

      
      ‘Well, I –’

      
      ‘Well nothing! Will you do exactly as I say?’

      
      ‘If they’re sensible things.’

      
      ‘They’re not! You’re no case for sensible things.’

      
      ‘Are you going to make – to recommend –’

      
      ‘Yes, everything. If I tell you to take boxing lessons you’ll have to do it. Write home and tell your mother you’re going
         to stay another two weeks.’


      
      ‘If you’ll tell me –’

      
      ‘All right – I’ll just give you a few examples now. First, you have no ease of manner. Why? Because you’re never sure about
         your personal appearance. When a girl feels that she’s perfectly groomed and dressed she can forget that part of her. That’s
         charm. The more parts of yourself you can afford to forget the more charm you have.’


      
      ‘Don’t I look all right?’

      
      ‘No; for instance, you never take care of your eyebrows. They’re black and lustrous, but by leaving them straggly they’re
         a blemish. They’d be beautiful if you’d take care of them in one-tenth of the time you take doing nothing. You’re going to
         brush them so that they’ll grow straight.’


      
      Bernice raised the brows in question.

      
      ‘Do you mean to say that men notice eyebrows?’

      
      ‘Yes – subconsciously. And when you go home you ought to have your teeth straightened a little. It’s almost imperceptible,
         still –’


      
      ‘But I thought,’ interrupted Bernice in bewilderment, ‘that you despised little dainty feminine things like that.’

      
      ‘I hate dainty minds,’ answered Marjorie. ‘But a girl has to be dainty in person. If she looks like a million dollars she
         can talk about Russia, ping-pong, or the League of Nations and get away with it.’


      
      ‘What else?’

      
      ‘Oh, I’m just beginning! There’s your dancing.’

      
      ‘Don’t I dance all right?’

      
      ‘No, you don’t – you lean on a man; yes, you do – ever so slightly. I noticed it when we were dancing together yesterday.
         And you dance standing up straight instead of bending over a little. Probably some old lady on the sideline once told you
         that you looked so dignified that way. But except with a very small girl it’s much harder on the man, and he’s the one that
         counts.’


      
      ‘Go on,’ Bernice’s brain was reeling,

      
      ‘Well, you’ve got to learn to be nice to men who are sad birds. You look as if you’d been insulted whenever you’re thrown
         with any except the most popular boys. Why, Bernice, I’m cut in on every few feet – and who does most of it? Why, those very
         sad birds. No girl can afford to neglect them. They’re the big part of any crowd. Young boys too shy to talk are the very
         best conversational practice. Clumsy boys are the best dancing practice. If you can follow them and yet look graceful you can follow a baby tank across a barb-wire sky-scraper.’


      
      Bernice sighed profoundly, but Marjorie was not through.

      
      ‘If you go to a dance and really amuse, say, three sad birds that dance with you; if you talk so well to them that they forget
         they’re stuck with you, you’ve done something, They’ll come back next time, and gradually so many sad birds will dance with
         you that the attractive boys will see there’s no danger of being stuck – then they’ll dance with you.’


      
      ‘Yes,’ agreed Bernice faintly. ‘I think I begin to see.’

      
      ‘And finally,’ concluded Marjorie, ‘poise and charm will just come. You’ll wake up some morning knowing you’ve attained it,
         and men will know it too.’


      
      Bernice rose.

      
      ‘It’s been awfully kind of you – but nobody’s ever talked to me like this before, and I feel sort of startled.’

      
      Marjorie made no answer but gazed pensively at her own image in the mirror.

      
      ‘You’re a peach to help me,’ continued Bernice.

      
      Still Marjorie did not answer, and Bernice thought she had seemed too grateful.

      
      ‘I know you don’t like sentiment,’ she said timidly.

      
      Marjorie turned to her quickly.

      
      ‘Oh, I wasn’t thinking about that. I was considering whether we hadn’t better bob your hair.’

      
      Bernice collapsed backward upon the bed.

      
      
      
      
      IV

      
      
      On the following Wednesday evening there was a dinner-dance at the country club. When the guests strolled in Bernice found
         her place-card with a slight feeling of irritation. Though at her right sat G. Reece Stoddard, a most desirable and distinguished
         young bachelor, the all-important left held only Charley Paulson. Charley lacked height, beauty, and social shrewdness, and
         in her new enlightenment Bernice decided that his only qualification to be her partner was that he had never been stuck with
         her. But this feeling of irritation left with the last of the soup-plates, and Marjorie’s specific instruction came to her.
         Swallowing her pride she turned to Charley Paulson and plunged.


      
      ‘Do you think I ought to bob my hair, Mr Charley Paulson?’

      
      Charley looked up in surprise.

      
      ‘Why?’

      
      ‘Because I’m considering it. It’s such a sure and easy way of attracting attention.’

      
      Charley smiled pleasantly, He could not know this had been rehearsed. He replied that he didn’t know much about bobbed hair.
         But Bernice was there to tell him.


      
      ‘I want to be a society vampire, you see,’ she announced coolly, and went on to inform him that bobbed hair was the necessary
         prelude. She added that she wanted to ask his advice, because she had heard he was so critical about girls.


      
      Charley, who knew as much about the psychology of women as he did of the mental states of Buddhist contemplatives, felt vaguely
         flattered.


      
      ‘So I’ve decided,’ she continued, her voice rising slightly, ‘that early next week I’m going down to the Sevier Hotel barber-shop,
         sit in the first chair, and get my hair bobbed.’ She faltered, noticing that the people near her had paused in their conversation
         and were listening; but after a confused second Marjorie’s coaching told, and she finished her paragraph to the vicinity at
         large. ‘Of course I’m charging admission, but if you’ll all come down and encourage me I’ll issue passes for the inside seats.’


      
      There was a ripple of appreciative laughter, and under cover of it G. Reece Stoddard leaned over quickly and said to her ear:
         ‘I’ll take a box right now.’


      
      She met his eyes and smiled as if he had said something surpassingly brilliant.

      
      ‘Do you believe in bobbed hair?’ asked G. Reece in the same undertone.

      
      ‘I think it’s unmoral,’ affirmed Bernice gravely. ‘But, of course, you’ve either got to amuse people or feed ’em or shock
         ’em.’ Marjorie had culled this from Oscar Wilde. It was greeted with a ripple of laughter from the men and a series of quick,
         intent looks from the girls. And then as though she had said nothing of wit or moment Bernice turned again to Charley and
         spoke confidentially in his ear.


      
      ‘I want to ask you your opinion of several people. I imagine you’re a wonderful judge of character.’

      
      Charley thrilled faintly – paid her a subtle compliment by overturning her water.

      
      Two hours later, while Warren McIntyre was standing passively in the stag line abstractedly watching the dancers and wondering
         whither and with whom Marjorie had disappeared, an unrelated perception began to creep slowly upon him – a perception that Bernice, cousin to Marjorie, had been cut in on several times in the past
         five minutes. He closed his eyes, opened them and looked again. Several minutes back she had been dancing with a visiting
         boy, a matter easily accounted for; a visiting boy would know no better. But now she was dancing with some one else, and there
         was Charley Paulson headed for her with enthusiastic determination in his eye. Funny – Charley seldom danced with more than
         three girls an evening.


      
      Warren was distinctly surprised when – the exchange having been effected – the man relieved proved to be none other than G.
         Reece Stoddard himself. And G. Reece seemed not at all jubilant at being relieved. Next time Bernice danced near, Warren regarded
         her intently. Yes, she was pretty, distinctly pretty; and tonight her face seemed really vivacious. She had that look that
         no woman, however histrionically proficient, can successfully counterfeit – she looked as if she were having a good time.
         He liked the way she had her hair arranged, wondering if it was brilliantine that made it glisten so. And that dress was becoming
         – a dark red that set off her shadowy eyes and high colouring. He remembered that he had thought her pretty when she first
         came to town, before he had realized that she was dull. Too bad she was dull – dull girls were unbearable – certainly pretty
         though.


      
      His thoughts zigzagged back to Marjorie. This disappearance would be like other disappearances. When she reappeared he would
         demand where she had been – would be told emphatically that it was none of his business. What a pity she was so sure of him!
         She basked in the knowledge that no other girl in town interested him; she defied him to fall in love with Genevieve or Roberta.


      
      Warren sighed. The way to Marjorie’s affections was a labyrinth indeed. He looked up. Bernice was again dancing with the visiting
         boy. Half unconsciously he took a step out from the stag line in her direction, and hesitated. Then he said to himself that
         it was charity. He walked towards her – collided suddenly with G. Reece Stoddard.


      
      ‘Pardon me,’ said Warren.

      
      But G. Reece had not stopped to apologize. He had again cut in on Bernice.

      
      That night at one o’clock Marjorie, with one hand on the electric-light switch in the hall, turned to take a last look at
         Bernice’s sparkling eyes.


      
      ‘So it worked?’

      
      ‘Oh, Marjorie, yes!’ cried Bernice.

      
      ‘I saw you were having a gay time.’

      
      ‘I did! The only trouble was that about midnight I ran short of talk. I had to repeat myself – with different men of course.
         I hope they won’t compare notes.’


      
      ‘Men don’t,’ said Marjorie, yawning, ‘and it wouldn’t matter if they did – they’d think you were even trickier.’

      
      She snapped out the light, and as they started up the stairs Bernice grasped the banister thankfully. For the first time in
         her life she had been danced tired.


      
      ‘You see,’ said Marjorie at the top of the stairs, ‘one man sees another man cut in and he thinks there must be something
         there. Well, we’ll fix up some new stuff tomorrow. Good night.’


      
      ‘Good night.’

      
      As Bernice took down her hair she passed the evening before her in review. She had followed instructions exactly. Even when
         Charley Paulson cut in for the eighth time she had simulated delight and had apparently been both interested and flattered.
         She had not talked about the weather or Eau Claire or automobiles or her school, but had confined her conversation to me,
         you, and us.


      
      But a few minutes before she fell asleep a rebellious thought was churning drowsily in her brain – after all, it was she who
         had done it. Marjorie, to be sure, had given her her conversation, but then Marjorie got much of her conversation out of things
         she read. Bernice had bought the red dress, though she had never valued it highly before Marjorie dug it out of her trunk
         – and her own voice had said the words, her own lips had smiled, her own feet had danced. Marjorie nice girl – vain, though
         – nice evening – nice boys – like Warren – Warren – Warren – what’s-his-name – Warren –


      
      She fell asleep.

      
      
      
      
      V

      
      
      To Bernice the next week was a revelation. With the feeling that people really enjoyed looking at her and listening to her
         came the foundation of self-confidence. Of course there were numerous mistakes at first. She did not know, for instance, that
         Draycott Deyo was studying for the ministry; she was unaware that he had cut in on her because he thought she was a quiet,
         reserved girl. Had she known these things she would not have treated him to the line which began ‘Hello, Shell Shock!’ and continued with the bathtub story – ‘It takes a frightful
         lot of energy to fix my hair in the summer – there’s so much of it – so I always fix it first and powder my face and put on
         my hat; then I get into the bathtub, and dress afterwards. Don’t you think that’s the best plan?’


      
      Though Draycott Deyo was in the throes of difficulties concerning baptism by immersion and might possibly have seen a connexion,
         it must be admitted that he did not. He considered feminine bathing an immoral subject, and gave her some of his ideas on
         the depravity of modern society.


      
      But to offset that unfortunate occurrence Bernice had several signal successes to her credit. Little Otis Ormonde pleaded
         off from a trip East and elected instead to follow her with a puppy-like devotion, to the amusement of his crowd and to the
         irritation of G. Reece Stoddard, several of whose afternoon calls Otis completely ruined by the disgusting tenderness of the
         glances he bent on Bernice. He even told her the story of the two-by-four and the dressing-room to show her how frightfully
         mistaken he and everyone else had been in their first judgement of her. Bernice laughed off that incident with a slight sinking
         sensation.


      
      Of all Bernice’s conversation perhaps the best known and most universally approved was the line about the bobbing of her hair.

      
      ‘Oh, Bernice, when you goin’ to get the hair bobbed?’

      
      ‘Day after tommorrow maybe,’ she would reply, laughing. ‘Will you come and see me? Because I’m counting on you, you know.’

      
      ‘Will we? You know! But you better hurry up.’

      
      Bernice, whose tonsorial intentions were strictly dishonourable, would laugh again.

      
      ‘Pretty soon now. You’d be surprised,’

      
      But perhaps the most significant symbol of her success was the grey car of the hypercritical Warren McIntyre, parked daily
         in front of the Harvey house. At first the parlourmaid was distinctly startled when he asked for Bernice instead of Marjorie;
         after a week of it she told the cook that Miss Bernice had gotta hold Miss Marjorie’s best fella.


      
      And Miss Bernice had. Perhaps it began with Warren’s desire to rouse jealousy in Marjorie; perhaps it was the familiar though
         unrecognized strain of Marjorie in Bernice’s conversation; perhaps it was both of these and something of sincere attraction
         besides. But somehow the collective mind of the younger set knew within a week that Marjorie’s most reliable beau had made
         an amazing face-about and was giving an indisputable rush to Marjorie’s guest. The question of the moment was how Marjorie
         would take it. Warren called Bernice on the phone twice a day, sent her notes, and they were frequently seen together in his
         roadster, obviously engrossed in one of those tense, significant conversations as to whether or not he was sincere.


      
      Marjorie on being twitted only laughed. She said she was mighty glad that Warren had at last found someone who appreciated
         him. So the younger set laughed, too, and guessed that Marjorie didn’t care and let it go at that.


      
      One afternoon when there were only three days left of her visit Bernice was waiting in
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