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    This volume gathers ten short stories by F. Scott Fitzgerald under the emblematic banner Babylon Revisited & Other Tales, presenting a concentrated view of his achievement in short fiction. It is not a complete edition of his stories nor a collection of novels or essays, but a curated selection that traces the breadth of his subjects and methods. Drawn from work written primarily across the 1920s and 1930s, the book brings together social comedies, moral reckonings, satire, and a singular modern fable, inviting readers to consider the development of Fitzgerald’s art and the continuity of his concerns from the exuberance of the Jazz Age to the sobriety of its aftermath.

The pieces here are uniformly short stories—some reaching novella length—but they represent strikingly varied modes. Realist portraits of American life sit beside a glittering fantasy; a campus and prep-school tale meets an expatriate reckoning; a Hollywood story explores the industry’s social theatre. Composed for periodical publication and later gathered in book form, these works display the tempo and compression of magazine-era storytelling while sustaining the complexity of the literary short story. The selection emphasizes narrative variety and tonal range, showing Fitzgerald’s capacity to move from satire to tenderness, from social observation to psychological inquiry, without abandoning clarity or poise.

Across these stories, Fitzgerald probes themes that recur throughout his career: the enticements of wealth and status; the conflict between aspiration and moral cost; the perilous allure of memory; and the slipping contours of American identity during rapid social change. The characters reach for lives they imagine just out of hand and discover how time, class, and personal history resist control. The book’s arc moves from portraits of youthful desire and regional contrast through satires of excess, concluding with later works focused on responsibility and loss. Read together, the tales portray a culture intoxicated by new possibilities and sobered by their consequences.

Stylistically, Fitzgerald is a writer of exacting musicality and luminous detail. He favors sentences that balance elegance with economy, a rhythmic cadence that carries readers swiftly through scenes of parties, parlors, and city streets toward moments of sharp recognition. His dialogue is keenly tuned to social nuance; his imagery—seasons, light, architecture, and dress—anchors emotion in physical worldliness. Subtle shifts in point of view reveal both characters’ self-conceptions and the social masks they wear. Irony is present but not cruel; sentiment appears but is checked by restraint. The result is a distinctive voice that feels at once intimate and historically alert.

The Ice Palace opens the collection’s examination of regional and cultural difference. A young woman from the American South travels north to visit the family of her fiancé, meeting a colder climate in more ways than one. The premise allows Fitzgerald to set temperament against weather, hospitality against reserve, tradition against modern ambition. Without prescribing a verdict, the story stages the felt experience of crossing boundaries—geographic, social, and emotional—and shows how setting can shape the imagination. The tale’s precision of place and feeling anticipates the collection’s larger study of belonging and estrangement.

May Day and The Diamond As Big As the Ritz present, in different keys, the intoxication and distortions of wealth and festivity. May Day unfolds during a crowded celebration in a great American city, a day when parades, parties, and public tensions collide. Its premise juxtaposes revelry and unrest, tracing how proximity can expose hidden divisions. The Diamond As Big As the Ritz, by contrast, is a satirical fantasy about a student who visits a classmate’s secret domain of unimaginable riches. The story enlarges material desire to mythic scale, using extravagance to ask where privilege becomes peril and what illusions prosperity invites.

Winter Dreams and Absolution concentrate on inner weather—ambition and conscience. Winter Dreams follows a Midwestern caddie who imagines a grander life and is drawn to a brilliant, elusive young woman whose world seems to promise entry to that larger sphere. The narrative explores how desire reshapes memory and how success complicates simplicity. Absolution turns inward to the moral and religious anxieties of a boy confronted with guilt and the need for grace. Without mapping a single doctrine, the story presents a mind struggling to reconcile aspiration, fear, and the search for a self that feels both truthful and free.

The Rich Boy and The Freshest Boy study class as a form of education, sometimes more punishing than instructive. The Rich Boy considers a man whose fortune shapes his habits of love and friendship; the premise asks how wealth conditions judgment and whether intimacy can withstand a lifelong presumption of advantage. The Freshest Boy depicts a scholarship student at a prestigious school, learning the unwritten codes that govern status and belonging. Both stories show Fitzgerald’s gift for observing institutions—families, schools, circles of friends—and the ways they reward polish while exacting costs in candor and empathy.

Babylon Revisited anchors the collection’s later mood of reckoning. In the wake of economic collapse, an American returns to Paris, seeking to rebuild his life and to reclaim a place within his family. The city he once inhabited as a scene of glamour now registers the aftermath of choices made in another time. The premise allows Fitzgerald to explore responsibility, memory, and the fragile possibility of second chances, while keeping the narrative closely tethered to ordinary acts of care and contrition. The story’s clarity, restraint, and moral gravity show how his art deepened as the era’s brightness dimmed.

Crazy Sunday shifts the stage to Hollywood, where a young writer navigates the treacherous interplay of talent, gossip, and power after a social misstep at an industry gathering. The premise pairs professional opportunity with personal risk, revealing how performance spills off the screen into private life. Fitzgerald draws the studios’ rituals and parties with a cool eye, attentive to their blend of charm and calculation. The story extends his interest in public display and private feeling, suggesting that the dream factory manufactures not only images but also the expectations by which artists measure themselves and one another.

The Long Way Out, a later story, returns to the question of escape—how people imagine exits from lives that no longer fit and what it costs to attempt them. Its premise turns on a difficult choice made under social pressure, considering the paths that lead away from trouble and the obligations that keep one in place. Fitzgerald’s handling is spare and unsentimental, the drama unfolding through ordinary decisions rather than grand gestures. Without forecasting outcomes, the tale underscores a theme threaded throughout this book: departures are rarely clean, and the price of freedom is seldom paid by one person alone.

Together, these tales show why Fitzgerald’s short fiction remains central to American literature. They record a culture stretching toward novelty and learning the limits of appetite, narrated in a prose that marries surface shimmer to moral inquiry. Read in sequence, the stories converse across years and settings, revealing continuities in character and theme. The title piece lends its name to the volume not as a solitary peak but as a compass, pointing to the collection’s concerns with memory, accountability, and the passage from youth to knowledge. The purpose here is simple and demanding: to present work that endures because it sees clearly and feels deeply.
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    Introduction
Francis Scott Key Fitzgerald (1896–1940) stands as a principal chronicler of the United States between the First World War and the Great Depression. Best known for the novel The Great Gatsby, he also refined the American short story, charting aspiration, glamour, and loss with lyrical precision. The present collection spans his career, from early Jazz Age studies like The Ice Palace and May Day to later, sobered masterpieces such as Babylon Revisited and the Hollywood tale Crazy Sunday. Together with The Diamond As Big As the Ritz, Winter Dreams, Absolution, The Rich Boy, The Freshest Boy, and The Long Way Out, these works map changing ideals of wealth, youth, and memory.
Fitzgerald’s reputation grew from instant celebrity to near-eclipse, and finally to posthumous eminence. Early success enabled a dazzling public life, while private struggles—including financial pressure and heavy drinking—shadowed his productivity. Marriage to Zelda Sayre, also a symbol of the era’s restless energy, colored his interest in romance and self-invention. Yet across triumphs and reversals, he pursued stylistic control and moral clarity. The stories in this collection trace that pursuit: youthful bravado and regional contrasts, satire of plutocracy, examinations of class and conscience, and, later, meditations on remorse and responsibility. They reveal an artist refining vision as the nation’s fortunes rose and fell.
Education and Literary Influences
Fitzgerald grew up in St. Paul, Minnesota, where early exposure to Midwestern social gradations sharpened his sensitivity to class. He attended schools in St. Paul and New Jersey before entering Princeton University. There he poured his energies into campus writing and theatrical work, cultivating a polished prose cadence and an ear for dialogue. He left Princeton during the First World War to join the army and never completed the degree. The discipline of drafting scenes for the stage and the habit of revising for publication laid foundations for his later magazine fiction, whose structure and tempo would be honed for a national readership.
His influences combined romantic intensity with modern irony. He admired English lyric poetry, whose cadences echo in the heightened prose of Winter Dreams and the controlled rapture of passages throughout this collection. Encounters with the commercial magazine world taught compression and narrative economy, while exposure to cosmopolitan circles—in New York and periods spent in Europe during the 1920s—broadened his social canvas. Expatriate settings later inform Babylon Revisited, and the industry town of Hollywood shapes Crazy Sunday. He learned from American realists how to dramatize money’s pressures, even as he developed a distinctive shimmer of style that tempered enchantment with moral scrutiny.
Literary Career
Fitzgerald’s early short fiction established him as a voice of the postwar generation. The Ice Palace, published soon after his debut as a novelist, explores regional identity and the allure of novelty through a Northern–Southern contrast that refracts anxieties about belonging. In May Day, written in the same period, he weaves together revelry and unrest to register the era’s volatile mix of celebration and strain. Both stories reveal an emerging method: interlacing personal desire with social atmosphere, and using symbolic settings—festivals, parties, architectural marvels—to heighten the stakes of emotional choice without surrendering psychological realism.
The Diamond As Big As the Ritz, from the early 1920s, shows Fitzgerald’s satiric daring. By marrying fantasy to social critique, he exposes the moral distortions of limitless wealth while preserving the enchantment wealth can cast. In contrast, Winter Dreams offers realistic intensity: a Midwestern striver confronts the glittering promise of status and romance. Often read as a precursor to themes later crystallized in The Great Gatsby, it refines Fitzgerald’s recurring pattern—a vision of success that seems radiant yet recedes, leaving a residue of self-knowledge. Together, these stories broaden his palette from social comedy to fable and from aspiration to reckoning.
By the mid-1920s he turned to more searching inquiries. Absolution probes guilt, self-construction, and the cost of suppressing true desire, suggesting the moral and spiritual undertow beneath bright surfaces. The Rich Boy anatomizes privilege with cool precision, observing how early advantages shape character and narrow the possibilities of love. These works temper youthful sparkle with an analytic tone, demonstrating Fitzgerald’s widening technical range: shifting narrative distance, strategic withholding of information, and careful orchestration of time. Contemporary readers recognized in them a deeper seriousness that complemented his reputation for Jazz Age glamour.
The Freshest Boy, appearing later in the decade, returns to formative years in a preparatory school, rendering the ache of adolescent aspiration and exclusion. Rather than glamor, the story offers close interior observation and exact social detail—chapel bells, dormitory alliances, and the subtle hierarchies of taste. Its quieter register shows how Fitzgerald could transpose his central concerns—belonging, self-invention, the hunger for recognition—into a more intimate key. It also reflects his ongoing meditation on education’s promises and disappointments, resonating with the Princeton experience that shaped his craft and with broader American hopes for mobility through performance.
Babylon Revisited, written after the stock market crash, stands among his most acclaimed stories. Set in post-boom Paris, it distills remorse and the desire to begin again amid the debris of excess. The narrative’s restraint—the measured pace, carefully chosen settings, and spare dialogue—mirrors the protagonist’s attempt at self-command. Critics have long seen it as evidence of Fitzgerald’s maturation: a shift from recording dazzle to interrogating its consequences. The story consolidates earlier themes from this collection—love tested by money, time’s irreversibility, and the fragile sovereignty of personal reform—within a sober, lucid style.
In the 1930s his fiction engaged the pressures of the entertainment industry and the constrictions of reduced circumstance. Crazy Sunday draws on Hollywood’s social theater to consider artistic integrity, insecurity, and the corrosions of gossip and power. The Long Way Out, a late piece, turns inward, tracing domestic strain and the muted desperation that accompanies thwarted plans. By then Fitzgerald balanced magazine work with screenwriting, and his prose shows new economy, darker humor, and compassion for compromised people. These later stories, while quieter than early fireworks, extend the collection’s arc from bright promise to clear-eyed acknowledgment of limits.
Beliefs and Advocacy
Although not a joiner of movements, Fitzgerald consistently examined the ethics of aspiration in American life. He helped popularize the phrase Jazz Age and treated its freedoms with both fascination and skepticism. The stories here scrutinize money’s uses and abuses, the social staging of romance, and the unequal distribution of opportunity. He argued—publicly in essays and privately in letters—for artistic rigor despite commercial demands, and in later nonfiction he wrote candidly about emotional collapse and the discipline required to continue. His advocacy, if it can be called that, lay in dramatizing consequences: how charm and capital enchant, how they fail, and what forms of honesty remain.
Final Years & Legacy
In the mid-1930s Fitzgerald sought steadier income in Hollywood, developing screenplays while continuing to write short fiction and an unfinished final novel, later published as The Last Tycoon. Health problems and alcoholism worsened, and he died of a heart attack in 1940 in California. After a period of neglect, his reputation revived as scholars and readers recognized the durable artistry of his work. The Great Gatsby became a touchstone, and stories from this collection—especially Babylon Revisited, Winter Dreams, and The Rich Boy—entered the canon of American short fiction. Their blend of beauty and moral intelligence continues to shape writers’ approaches to ambition, style, and memory.
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    F. Scott Fitzgerald’s career unfolded across the years bracketed by World War I and the Great Depression, and the tales gathered in Babylon Revisited & Other Tales trace that arc. Written mainly in the 1920s and early 1930s, these stories register dramatic social change: mass urbanization, new consumer habits, shifting gender roles, and American power rising amid disillusionment. Fitzgerald’s vantage point—Midwestern upbringing, Ivy League milieu, New York publishing, expatriate Paris, and trips to Hollywood—gave him a panoramic view of the period. The collection’s range—from The Ice Palace to Crazy Sunday—revisits the exuberance and anxieties of the “Jazz Age,” a term he helped popularize, and the sober reckoning that followed.

World War I set the stage for the generational mood underlying many of these stories. Although Fitzgerald did not see combat, he trained as an officer, and the war’s aftermath—demobilization, inflation, and social unrest—permeates May Day. The year 1919 witnessed labor strikes, the first Red Scare, and violent confrontations in American cities, circumstances the story evokes through returning soldiers, Ivy League elites, and radical demonstrations colliding in New York. Across the collection, the war’s psychic residue appears less in battlefield scenes than in disorientation, self-invention, and the search for new pleasures that defined the early 1920s metropolitan landscape.

Prohibition (1920–1933) created the nightlife economy and illicit culture that pulse through Fitzgerald’s 1920s fiction. Speakeasies, bootleg liquor, jazz bands, and a new etiquette of pleasure reshaped urban sociability. Fitzgerald chronicled this milieu in essays and fiction, and echoes surface here from the unruly crowds of May Day to the remembered revels haunting Babylon Revisited. The legal ban on alcohol did not curb drinking so much as displace it into private parties and clandestine spaces, giving the decade its distinct mixture of moral theater and transgression. In Fitzgerald’s tales, the energy of that scene is inseparable from risk, bravado, and rapid self-invention.

The commercial magazine market decisively shaped these tales’ production and tone. In the 1910s and 1920s, national magazines reached millions and paid high rates for short fiction, enabling writers like Fitzgerald to support themselves between novels. Many stories here first appeared in periodicals before later collection. Editorial tastes favored vivid plots, recognizable social settings, and topicality, all of which intensified Fitzgerald’s feel for contemporary manners and class signals. The push and pull between artistic ambition and market demand is a historical fact of his career; it helps explain the collection’s mix of satiric fantasy, social portraiture, and more somber reckonings.

Postwar prosperity and financial speculation supplied another crucial context. Rapid growth, consumer credit, and a rising stock market fueled the 1920s’ confidence, while new service industries cultivated aspirational lifestyles. Winter Dreams captures the period’s ethos through country clubs, golf courses, and the allure of status goods, tracing how leisure spaces became stages for upward mobility. The Rich Boy anatomizes inherited wealth and the social distances it enforces in an America that proclaimed equality yet maintained exclusive hierarchies. Both stories examine how money organizes intimacy and ambition, reflecting a decade when fortunes were quickly made—and unmade—on paper and in public.

Fitzgerald also engaged the era’s appetite for extravagant fantasy to probe American myths about limitless wealth. The Diamond As Big As the Ritz, published during the boom years, exaggerates private opulence to absurd, satiric extremes, pointing toward the Gilded Age legacies that lingered beneath the Jazz Age’s glitter. The story’s remote estate, secret hoard, and elaborate defenses echo anxieties about monopolies, secrecy, and the moral costs of concentrated riches. It also distills the decade’s fascination with luxury technologies and secluded leisure, suggesting how awe for engineering feats and displays of taste could slide into worship of wealth itself.

Regional tensions animate The Ice Palace, which juxtaposes the American South’s codes of hospitality and memory with the industrial North’s brisk modernity. In the early twentieth century, internal migration, wartime mobilization, and national media sharpened regional stereotypes even as railroads and telegraphs knitted regions together. The South’s distinct climate, social rituals, and attitudes toward tradition contrasted with Northern urban speed and efficiency. Fitzgerald uses these contrasts—wintry spectacle versus languid heat; old allegiances versus new tempos—to explore how modernization felt uneven across the map, and how romantic expectations met the realities of climate, custom, and the changing rhythms of work and leisure.

Fitzgerald’s Midwestern background and Catholic upbringing inform Absolution and other stories rooted in the Upper Midwest. Early twentieth-century Midwestern towns mixed immigrant communities, parochial schools, and rising middle-class aspirations. Absolution’s focus on confession and moral scruple reflects the presence of Catholic culture in a region often imagined as Protestant and pragmatic. At the same time, the story registers the period’s broader tensions between inherited religious discipline and modern self-fashioning. By situating ethical crisis in small-town settings, Fitzgerald ties national upheavals to intimate dramas of conscience, authority, and desire in an America negotiating older pieties with new freedoms.

Education and elite formation are central historical threads. The Freshest Boy enters the world of Northeastern preparatory schools, institutions that, by the 1920s, funneled students into prestigious colleges and professional networks. Progressive Era reforms encouraged standardized testing and guidance counseling, but prep schools remained key gatekeepers for social capital, reinforcing class cohesion through sports, codes of conduct, and tradition. Fitzgerald, who attended preparatory school and Princeton, understood the mixture of aspiration, anxiety, and performance those institutions required. The story leverages that knowledge to show how youth culture, merit claims, and inherited privilege intersected in a system that professed fairness while guarding exclusivity.

Gender politics shifted dramatically in this period. The Nineteenth Amendment (1920) enfranchised many American women; the figure of the “New Woman” and the flapper symbolized independence, wage earning, and sexual modernity. Fitzgerald’s early heroines—visible in stories like The Ice Palace—navigate these transformations, balancing autonomy with social expectations. The Long Way Out, written amid debates about marriage, domesticity, and divorce law, reflects the era’s attention to household roles and women’s constrained choices within middle-class respectability. Across the collection, women’s mobility expands, yet their opportunities are still circumscribed by class and custom, capturing the contradictions of a society renegotiating authority at home and in public.

Technological changes remade everyday life and leisure. Mass-produced automobiles expanded suburban living and weekend travel; radio and phonographs carried music and advertising into homes; department stores and mail-order catalogs standardized taste. Golf, featured in Winter Dreams, grew swiftly as courses spread and equipment became affordable to more professionals. These technologies supported new rituals—road trips, social dancing, resort seasons—that the stories capture in scenes of movement, noise, and display. The material novelties of the 1920s were not mere props: they structured courtship, status competition, and the very tempo of social life, offering unprecedented choice while pressuring individuals to keep up.

American expatriation to Europe, especially Paris, supplies a crucial backdrop for Babylon Revisited. Favorable exchange rates, permissive nightlife, and artistic cross-pollination drew thousands of Americans to the French capital in the 1920s. Fitzgerald and contemporaries spent stretches in Paris and on the Riviera, participating in a cosmopolitan milieu that prized conversation, cafés, and salons. The story looks back on that scene from the early 1930s, when the dollar crisis, tighter budgets, and personal reckonings had cooled the spree. Its rueful tone belongs to a generation that had turned Paris into a playground and workshop—only to return seeking meaning under altered financial and moral weather.

The stock market crash of 1929 and the onset of the Great Depression recast the themes that dominate this collection’s later pieces. Bank failures, unemployment, and deflation discredited the decade’s easy optimism. Babylon Revisited centers on a character confronting the costs of earlier extravagance in a Paris no longer buoyed by American money, while friends disperse or retrench. Nationally, political responses shifted from voluntarism under President Hoover toward the 1932 election of Franklin D. Roosevelt and early New Deal measures. While not programmatic, Fitzgerald’s Depression-era stories register diminished fortunes and a chastened mood, mapping how public collapse forces private self-examination.

Hollywood, too, became a magnet for East Coast writers in the early 1930s as magazine rates softened and studios offered contracts. The introduction of synchronized sound in the late 1920s transformed the film industry, concentrating power in the studio system and elevating producers and screenwriters. Crazy Sunday, set amid parties and production offices, channels Fitzgerald’s first-hand exposure to the film colony’s glamour and volatility. It reflects the business’s collaborative pressures, reputational hazards, and the way cinema recoded celebrity and narrative for a mass audience. The story documents a historical pivot: the talkies’ consolidation of cultural authority and the writer’s uncertain prestige within that machinery.

Social hierarchies in these tales also reflect the era’s exclusions. The Diamond As Big As the Ritz notoriously includes racist caricatures and depictions of enslavement, a reminder that Jim Crow segregation, eugenic thinking, and nativism were pervasive in American life during the 1920s. Such material reveals more than individual prejudice; it indexes the cultural structures that normalized dehumanization and buttressed fantasies of inviolable privilege. Later readers confront these elements to understand how wealth dreams, imperial postures, and racial domination were historically entangled. The story’s extravagance thereby opens onto the moral limits of the period’s imagination, even as the narrative satirizes plutocratic excess.

Urbanization and crowd life give the collection another historical dimension. In the 1910s and 1920s, New York and other cities expanded vertically and demographically, with new office towers, subways, and entertainment districts. May Day’s crowded streets and The Ice Palace’s public spectacles capture the way anonymous masses and staged festivities shaped sensation and mood. Department-store windows, hotel lobbies, and ballrooms became theaters of aspiration. At the same time, the anonymity of the metropolis incubated loneliness and rapid reputation shifts—conditions conducive to the sharp turns of fortune that punctuate these tales, and to the era’s fascination with seeing and being seen.

Many stories here first appeared in the early 1920s—years when Fitzgerald’s debut novel made him famous—and were later gathered in book collections such as Flappers and Philosophers (1920), Tales of the Jazz Age (1922), and All the Sad Young Men (1926). By the time Babylon Revisited appeared at the start of the 1930s, both the author and his public had weathered a boom-and-bust cycle. Recollecting these pieces under the title Babylon Revisited & Other Tales invites readers to view the 1920s not as a single mood but as a sequence: exuberant ascent, intricate social sorting, and finally a reckoning inflected by contraction and regret, historical as much as personal. The collection’s social anthropology—nightlife economies, the expatriate dollar, studio politics, parochial schooling—has become valuable historical testimony. If Fitzgerald’s contemporaries read these stories as topical entertainment or bittersweet romance, later readers draw on them to reconstruct the moral weather of the interwar United States and to scrutinize the myths that animated its consumer culture. The result is a composite portrait of a society accelerating into modernity while haunted by debts, visible and invisible.
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    Youth, Education, and Aspiration (Winter Dreams; Absolution; The Freshest Boy)
Winter Dreams, Absolution, and The Freshest Boy trace young protagonists whose ambitions and self-images collide with class boundaries, moral pressure, and desire. A caddie chasing glittering love, a boy tormented by conscience, and a scholarship student adrift among the privileged map out the costs of striving. Fitzgerald’s lyrical precision and psychological focus turn youthful aspiration into a study of identity, shame, and the fragile stories people tell about themselves.
Wealth, Privilege, and Their Costs (The Rich Boy; The Diamond As Big As the Ritz)
The Rich Boy anatomizes how money warps intimacy and choice, while The Diamond As Big As the Ritz turns privilege into fantastical satire, imagining a secrecy-steeped fortune with ominous implications. Together they reveal the allure and isolation of wealth, from quiet emotional misfires to baroque fantasy. Fitzgerald’s blend of social irony and heightened imagery exposes the American dream’s aristocratic temptations and evasions.
Roaring Crowds and Morning-After Reckonings (May Day; Babylon Revisited)
May Day unfolds across a single feverish city day and night, where revelry, unrest, and shifting loyalties push strangers and social classes into collision. Babylon Revisited follows a onetime reveler seeking steadier ground in Paris as he faces the residue of earlier excess. Moving from panoramic tumult to muted self-scrutiny, these tales weigh consequence, time, and responsibility with a sober clarity that reframes the Jazz Age glow.
Regions, Climate, and Romance (The Ice Palace)
A Southern woman visits the North to test love against a different climate—literal ice and a colder social rhythm. The ice palace becomes a dazzling emblem of modern allure that also signals estrangement. Fitzgerald uses regional contrasts and atmospheric detail to probe nostalgia, adaptation, and the terms on which romance must compromise.
Show Business and Social Performance (Crazy Sunday)
A young screenwriter navigates Hollywood’s parties and hierarchies, where one ill-judged performance can shadow both career and intimacy. The story’s brittle comedy masks a persistent unease as private insecurity meets public spectacle. Fitzgerald reveals how reputations are staged and undone in a culture of charm, rumor, and power.
Quiet Departures and Domestic Thresholds (The Long Way Out)
A woman hemmed in by economic and emotional constraints considers an exit that is as circuitous as it is urgent. The narrative’s restraint heightens the stakes of ordinary choices and unspoken debts. With compassion and clear-eyed cadence, Fitzgerald locates drama in small rooms and the measured steps it takes to leave them.
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The sunlight dripped over the house like golden paint over an art jar, and the freckling shadows here and there only intensified the rigor of the bath of light. The Butterworth and Larkin houses flanking were entrenched behind great stodgy trees; only the Happer house took the full sun, and all day long faced the dusty road-street with a tolerant kindly patience. This was the city of Tarleton in southernmost Georgia, September afternoon.

Up in her bedroom window Sally Carrol Happer rested her nineteen-year-old chin on a fifty-two-year-old sill and watched Clark Darrow’s ancient Ford turn the corner. The car was hot — being partly metallic it retained all the heat it absorbed or evolved — and Clark Darrow sitting bolt upright at the wheel wore a pained, strained expression as though he considered himself a spare part, and rather likely to break. He laboriously crossed two dust ruts, the wheels squeaking indignantly at the encounter, and then with a terrifying expression he gave the steering-gear a final wrench and deposited self and car approximately in front of the Happer steps. There was a heaving sound, a death-rattle, followed by a short silence; and then the air was rent by a startling whistle.

Sally Carrol gazed down sleepily. She started to yawn, but finding this quite impossible unless she raised her chin from the window-sill, changed her mind and continued silently to regard the car, whose owner sat brilliantly if perfunctorily at attention as he waited for an answer to his signal. After a moment the whistle once more split the dusty air.

“Good mawnin’.”

With difficulty Clark twisted his tall body round and bent a distorted glance on the window.

“Tain’t mawnin’, Sally Carrol.”

“Isn’t it, sure enough?”

“What you doin’?”

“Eatin’ ‘n apple.”

“Come on go swimmin’ — want to?”

“Reckon so.”

“How ‘bout hurryin’ up?”

“Sure enough.”

Sally Carrol sighed voluminously and raised herself with profound inertia from the floor where she had been occupied in alternately destroyed parts of a green apple and painting paper dolls for her younger sister. She approached a mirror, regarded her expression with a pleased and pleasant languor, dabbed two spots of rouge on her lips and a grain of powder on her nose, and covered her bobbed corn-colored hair with a rose-littered sunbonnet. Then she kicked over the painting water, said, “Oh, damn!” — but let it lay — and left the room.

“How you, Clark?” she inquired a minute later as she slipped nimbly over the side of the car.

“Mighty fine, Sally Carrol.”

“Where we go swimmin’?”

“Out to Walley’s Pool. Told Marylyn we’d call by an’ get her an’ Joe Ewing.”

Clark was dark and lean, and when on foot was rather inclined to stoop. His eyes were ominous and his expression somewhat petulant except when startlingly illuminated by one of his frequent smiles. Clark had “a income” — just enough to keep himself in ease and his car in gasolene — and he had spent the two years since he graduated from Georgia Tech in dozing round the lazy streets of his home town, discussing how he could best invest his capital for an immediate fortune.

Hanging round he found not at all difficult; a crowd of little girls had grown up beautifully, the amazing Sally Carrol foremost among them; and they enjoyed being swum with and danced with and made love to in the flower-filled summery evenings — and they all liked Clark immensely. When feminine company palled there were half a dozen other youths who were always just about to do something, and meanwhile were quite willing to join him in a few holes of golf, or a game of billiards, or the consumption of a quart of “hard yella licker.” Every once in a while one of these contemporaries made a farewell round of calls before going up to New York or Philadelphia or Pittsburgh to go into business, but mostly they just stayed round in this languid paradise of dreamy skies and firefly evenings and noisy nigger street fairs — and especially of gracious, soft-voiced girls, who were brought up on memories instead of money.

The Ford having been excited into a sort of restless resentful life Clark and Sally Carrol rolled and rattled down Valley Avenue into Jefferson Street, where the dust road became a pavement; along opiate Millicent Place, where there were half a dozen prosperous, substantial mansions; and on into the downtown section. Driving was perilous here, for it was shopping time; the population idled casually across the streets and a drove of low-moaning oxen were being urged along in front of a placid street-car; even the shops seemed only yawning their doors and blinking their windows in the sunshine before retiring into a state of utter and finite coma.

“Sally Carrol,” said Clark suddenly, “it a fact that you’re engaged?”

She looked at him quickly.

“Where’d you hear that?”

“Sure enough, you engaged?”

“‘At’s a nice question!”

“Girl told me you were engaged to a Yankee you met up in Asheville last summer.”

Sally Carrol sighed.

“Never saw such an old town for rumors.”

“Don’t marry a Yankee, Sally Carrol. We need you round here.”

Sally Carrol was silent a moment.

“Clark,” she demanded suddenly, “who on earth shall I marry?”

“I offer my services.”

“Honey, you couldn’t support a wife,” she answered cheerfully. “Anyway, I know you too well to fall in love with you.”

“‘At doesn’t mean you ought to marry a Yankee,” he persisted.

“S’pose I love him?”

He shook his head.

“You couldn’t. He’d be a lot different from us, every way.”

He broke off as he halted the car in front of a rambling, dilapidated house. Marylyn Wade and Joe Ewing appeared in the doorway.

“‘Lo Sally Carrol.”

“Hi!”

“How you-all?”

“Sally Carrol,” demanded Marylyn as they started of again, “you engaged?”

“Lawdy, where’d all this start? Can’t I look at a man ‘thout everybody in town engagin’ me to him?”

Clark stared straight in front of him at a bolt on the clattering windshield.

“Sally Carrol,” he said with a curious intensity, “don’t you ‘like us?”

“What?”

“Us down here?”

“Why, Clark, you know I do. I adore all you boys.”

“Then why you gettin’ engaged to a Yankee?”

“Clark, I don’t know. I’m not sure what I’ll do, but — well, I want to go places and see people. I want my mind to grow. I want to live where things happen on a big scale[1q].”

“What you mean?”

“Oh, Clark, I love you, and I love Joe here and Ben Arrot, and you-all, but you’ll — you’ll — —”

“We’ll all be failures?”

“Yes. I don’t mean only money failures, but just sort of — of ineffectual and sad, and — oh, how can I tell you?”

“You mean because we stay here in Tarleton?”

“Yes, Clark; and because you like it and never want to change things or think or go ahead.”

He nodded and she reached over and pressed his hand.

“Clark,” she said softly, “I wouldn’t change you for the world. You’re sweet the way you are. The things that’ll make you fail I’ll love always — the living in the past, the lazy days and nights you have, and all your carelessness and generosity.”

“But you’re goin’ away?”

“Yes — because I couldn’t ever marry you. You’ve a place in my heart no one else ever could have, but tied down here I’d get restless. I’d feel I was — wastin’ myself. There’s two sides to me, you see. There’s the sleepy old side you love an’ there’s a sort of energy — the feeling that makes me do wild things. That’s the part of me that may be useful somewhere, that’ll last when I’m not beautiful any more.”

She broke of with characteristic suddenness and sighed, “Oh, sweet cooky!” as her mood changed.

Half closing her eyes and tipping back her head till it rested on the seat-back she let the savory breeze fan her eyes and ripple the fluffy curls of her bobbed hair. They were in the country now, hurrying between tangled growths of bright-green coppice and grass and tall trees that sent sprays of foliage to hang a cool welcome over the road. Here and there they passed a battered negro cabin, its oldest white-haired inhabitant smoking a corncob pipe beside the door, and half a dozen scantily clothed pickaninnies parading tattered dolls on the wild-grown grass in front. Farther out were lazy cottonfields where even the workers seemed intangible shadows lent by the sun to the earth, not for toil, but to while away some age-old tradition in the golden September fields. And round the drowsy picturesqueness, over the trees and shacks and muddy rivers, flowed the heat, never hostile, only comforting, like a great warm nourishing bosom for the infant earth.

“Sally Carrol, we’re here!”

“Poor chile’s soun’ asleep.”

“Honey, you dead at last outa sheer laziness?”

“Water, Sally Carrol! Cool water waitin’ for you!”

Her eyes opened sleepily.

“Hi!” she murmured, smiling.



II

In November Harry Bellamy, tall, broad, and brisk, came down from his Northern city to spend four days. His intention was to settle a matter that had been hanging fire since he and Sally Carrol had met in Asheville, North Carolina, in midsummer. The settlement took only a quiet afternoon and an evening in front of a glowing open fire, for Harry Bellamy had everything she wanted; and, beside, she loved him — loved him with that side of her she kept especially for loving. Sally Carrol had several rather clearly defined sides.

On his last afternoon they walked, and she found their steps tending half-unconsciously toward one of her favorite haunts, the cemetery. When it came in sight, gray-white and golden-green under the cheerful late sun, she paused, irresolute, by the iron gate.

“Are you mournful by nature, Harry?” she asked with a faint smile.

“Mournful? Not I.”

“Then let’s go in here. It depresses some folks, but I like it.”

They passed through the gateway and followed a path that led through a wavy valley of graves — dusty-gray and mouldy for the fifties; quaintly carved with flowers and jars for the seventies; ornate and hideous for the nineties, with fat marble cherubs lying in sodden sleep on stone pillows, and great impossible growths of nameless granite flowers.

Occasionally they saw a kneeling figure with tributary flowers, but over most of the graves lay silence and withered leaves with only the fragrance that their own shadowy memories could waken in living minds.

They reached the top of a hill where they were fronted by a tall, round headstone, freckled with dark spots of damp and half grown over with vines.

“Margery Lee,” she read; “1844-1873. Wasn’t she nice? She died when she was twenty-nine. Dear Margery Lee,” she added softly. “Can’t you see her, Harry?”

“Yes, Sally Carrol.”

He felt a little hand insert itself into his.

“She was dark, I think; and she always wore her hair with a ribbon in it, and gorgeous hoop-skirts of Alice blue and old rose.”

“Yes.”

“Oh, she was sweet, Harry! And she was the sort of girl born to stand on a wide, pillared porch and welcome folks in. I think perhaps a lot of men went away to war meanin’ to come back to her; but maybe none of ’em ever did.”

He stooped down close to the stone, hunting for any record of marriage.

“There’s nothing here to show.”

“Of course not. How could there be anything there better than just ‘Margery Lee,’ and that eloquent date?”

She drew close to him and an unexpected lump came into his throat as her yellow hair brushed his cheek.

“You see how she was, don’t you Harry?”

“I see,” he agreed gently. “I see through your precious eyes. You’re beautiful now, so I know she must have been.”

Silent and close they stood, and he could feel her shoulders trembling a little. An ambling breeze swept up the hill and stirred the brim of her floppidy hat.

“Let’s go down there!”

She was pointing to a flat stretch on the other side of the hill where along the green turf were a thousand grayish-white crosses stretching in endless, ordered rows like the stacked arms of a battalion.

“Those are the Confederate dead,” said Sally Carrol simply[2q].

They walked along and read the inscriptions, always only a name and a date, sometimes quite indecipherable.

“The last row is the saddest — see, ‘way over there. Every cross has just a date on it and the word ‘Unknown.’”

She looked at him and her eyes brimmed with tears.

“I can’t tell you how real it is to me, darling — if you don’t know.”

“How you feel about it is beautiful to me.”

“No, no, it’s not me, it’s them — that old time that I’ve tried to have live in me. These were just men, unimportant evidently or they wouldn’t have been ‘unknown’; but they died for the most beautiful thing in the world — the dead South. You see,” she continued, her voice still husky, her eyes glistening with tears, “people have these dreams they fasten onto things, and I’ve always grown up with that dream. It was so easy because it was all dead and there weren’t any disillusions comin’ to me. I’ve tried in a way to live up to those past standards of noblesse oblige — there’s just the last remnants of it, you know, like the roses of an old garden dying all round us — streaks of strange courtliness and chivalry in some of these boys an’ stories I used to hear from a Confederate soldier who lived next door, and a few old darkies. Oh, Harry, there was something, there was something! I couldn’t ever make you understand but it was there.”

“I understand,” he assured her again quietly.

Sally Carol smiled and dried her eyes on the tip of a handkerchief protruding from his breast pocket.

“You don’t feel depressed, do you, lover? Even when I cry I’m happy here, and I get a sort of strength from it.”

Hand in hand they turned and walked slowly away. Finding soft grass she drew him down to a seat beside her with their backs against the remnants of a low broken wall.

“Wish those three old women would clear out,” he complained. “I want to kiss you, Sally Carrol.”

“Me, too.”

They waited impatiently for the three bent figures to move off, and then she kissed him until the sky seemed to fade out and all her smiles and tears to vanish in an ecstasy of eternal seconds.

Afterward they walked slowly back together, while on the corners twilight played at somnolent black-and-white checkers with the end of day.

“You’ll be up about mid-January,” he said, “and you’ve got to stay a month at least. It’ll be slick. There’s a winter carnival on, and if you’ve never really seen snow it’ll be like fairyland to you. There’ll be skating and skiing and tobogganing and sleigh-riding, and all sorts of torchlight parades on snow-shoes. They haven’t had one for years, so they’re gong to make it a knockout.”

“Will I be cold, Harry?” she asked suddenly.

“You certainly won’t. You may freeze your nose, but you won’t be shivery cold. It’s hard and dry, you know.”

“I guess I’m a summer child. I don’t like any cold I’ve ever seen.”

She broke off and they were both silent for a minute.

“Sally Carol,” he said very slowly, “what do you say to — March?”

“I say I love you.”

“March?”

“March, Harry.”



III

All night in the Pullman it was very cold. She rang for the porter to ask for another blanket, and when he couldn’t give her one she tried vainly, by squeezing down into the bottom of her berth and doubling back the bedclothes, to snatch a few hours’ sleep. She wanted to look her best in the morning.

She rose at six and sliding uncomfortably into her clothes stumbled up to the diner for a cup of coffee. The snow had filtered into the vestibules and covered the door with a slippery coating. It was intriguing this cold, it crept in everywhere. Her breath was quite visible and she blew into the air with a naïve enjoyment. Seated in the diner she stared out the window at white hills and valleys and scattered pines whose every branch was a green platter for a cold feast of snow. Sometimes a solitary farmhouse would fly by, ugly and bleak and lone on the white waste; and with each one she had an instant of chill compassion for the souls shut in there waiting for spring.

As she left the diner and swayed back into the Pullman she experienced a surging rush of energy and wondered if she was feeling the bracing air of which Harry had spoken. This was the North, the North — her land now!

“Then blow, ye winds, heighho!. A-roving I will go,”

she chanted exultantly to herself.

“What’s ‘at?” inquired the porter politely.

“I said: ‘Brush me off.’”

The long wires of the telegraph poles doubled, two tracks ran up beside the train — three — four; came a succession of white-roofed houses, a glimpse of a trolley-car with frosted windows, streets — more streets — the city.

She stood for a dazed moment in the frosty station before she saw three fur-bundled figures descending upon her.

“There she is!”

“Oh, Sally Carrol!”

Sally Carrol dropped her bag.

“Hi!”

A faintly familiar icy-cold face kissed her, and then she was in a group of faces all apparently emitting great clouds of heavy smoke; she was shaking hands. There were Gordon, a short, eager man of thirty who looked like an amateur knocked-about model for Harry, and his wife, Myra, a listless lady with flaxen hair under a fur automobile cap. Almost immediately Sally Carrol thought of her as vaguely Scandinavian. A cheerful chauffeur adopted her bag, and amid ricochets of half-phrases, exclamations and perfunctory listless “my dears” from Myra, they swept each other from the station.

Then they were in a sedan bound through a crooked succession of snowy streets where dozens of little boys were hitching sleds behind grocery wagons and automobiles.

“Oh,” cried Sally Carrol, “I want to do that! Can we Harry?”

“That’s for kids. But we might — —”

“It looks like such a circus!” she said regretfully.

Home was a rambling frame house set on a white lap of snow, and there she met a big, gray-haired man of whom she approved, and a lady who was like an egg, and who kissed her — these were Harry’s parents. There was a breathless indescribable hour crammed full of self-sentences, hot water, bacon and eggs and confusion; and after that she was alone with Harry in the library, asking him if she dared smoke.

It was a large room with a Madonna over the fireplace and rows upon rows of books in covers of light gold and dark gold and shiny red. All the chairs had little lace squares where one’s head should rest, the couch was just comfortable, the books looked as if they had been read — some — and Sally Carrol had an instantaneous vision of the battered old library at home, with her father’s huge medical books, and the oil-paintings of her three great-uncles, and the old couch that had been mended up for forty-five years and was still luxurious to dream in. This room struck her as being neither attractive nor particularly otherwise. It was simply a room with a lot of fairly expensive things in it that all looked about fifteen years old.

“What do you think of it up here?” demanded Harry eagerly. “Does it surprise you? Is it what you expected I mean?”

“You are, Harry,” she said quietly, and reached out her arms to him.

But after a brief kiss he seemed to extort enthusiasm from her.

“The town, I mean. Do you like it? Can you feel the pep in the air?”

“Oh, Harry,” she laughed, “you’ll have to give me time. You can’t just fling questions at me.”

She puffed at her cigarette with a sigh of contentment.

“One thing I want to ask you,” he began rather apologetically; “you Southerners put quite an emphasis on family, and all that — not that it isn’t quite all right, but you’ll find it a little different here. I mean — you’ll notice a lot of things that’ll seem to you sort of vulgar display at first, Sally Carrol; but just remember that this is a three-generation town. Everybody has a father, and about half of us have grandfathers. Back of that we don’t go.”

“Of course,” she murmured.

“Our grandfathers, you see, founded the place, and a lot of them had to take some pretty queer jobs while they were doing the founding. For instance there’s one woman who at present is about the social model for the town; well, her father was the first public ash man — things like that.”

“Why,” said Sally Carol, puzzled, “did you s’pose I was goin’ to make remarks about people?”

“Not at all,” interrupted Harry, “and I’m not apologizing for any one either. It’s just that — well, a Southern girl came up here last summer and said some unfortunate things, and — oh, I just thought I’d tell you.”

Sally Carrol felt suddenly indignant — as though she had been unjustly spanked — but Harry evidently considered the subject closed, for he went on with a great surge of enthusiasm.

“It’s carnival time, you know. First in ten years. And there’s an ice palace they’re building new that’s the first they’ve had since eighty-five. Built out of blocks of the clearest ice they could find — on a tremendous scale.”

She rose and walking to the window pushed aside the heavy Turkish portières and looked out.

“Oh!” she cried suddenly. “There’s two little boys makin’ a snow man! Harry, do you reckon I can go out an’ help ‘em?”

“You dream! Come here and kiss me.”

She left the window rather reluctantly.

“I don’t guess this is a very kissable climate, is it? I mean, it makes you so you don’t want to sit round, doesn’t it?”

“We’re not going to. I’ve got a vacation for the first week you’re here, and there’s a dinner-dance tonight.”

“Oh, Harry,” she confessed, subsiding in a heap, half in his lap, half in the pillows, “I sure do feel confused. I haven’t got an idea whether I’ll like it or not, an’ I don’t know what people expect, or anythin’. You’ll have to tell me, honey.”

“I’ll tell you,” he said softly, “if you’ll just tell me you’re glad to be here.”

“Glad — just awful glad!” she whispered, insinuating herself into his arms in her own peculiar way. “Where you are is home for me, Harry.”

And as she said this she had the feeling for almost the first time in her life that she was acting a part.

That night, amid the gleaming candles of a dinner-party, where the men seemed to do most of the talking while the girls sat in a haughty and expensive aloofness, even Harry’s presence on her left failed to make her feel at home.

“They’re a good-looking crowd, don’t you think?” he demanded. “Just look round. There’s Spud Hubbard, tackle at Princeton last year, and Junie Morton — he and the red-haired fellow next to him were both Yale hockey captains; Junie was in my class. Why, the best athletes in the world come from these States round here. This is a man’s country, I tell you. Look at John J. Fishburn!”

“Who’s he?” asked Sally Carrol innocently.

“Don’t you know?”

“I’ve heard the name.”

“Greatest wheat man in the Northwest, and one of the greatest financiers in the country.”

She turned suddenly to a voice on her right.

“I guess they forget to introduce us. My name’s Roger Patton.”

“My name is Sally Carrol Happer,” she said graciously.

“Yes, I know. Harry told me you were coming.”

“You a relative?”

“No, I’m a professor.”

“Oh,” she laughed.

“At the university. You’re from the South, aren’t you?”

“Yes; Tarleton, Georgia.”

She liked him immediately — a reddish-brown mustache under watery blue eyes that had something in them that these other eyes lacked, some quality of appreciation. They exchanged stray sentences through dinner, and she made up her mind to see him again.

After coffee she was introduced to numerous good-looking young men who danced with conscious precision and seemed to take it for granted that she wanted to talk about nothing except Harry.

“Heavens,” she thought, “They talk as if my being engaged made me older than they are — as if I’d tell their mothers on them!”

In the South an engaged girl, even a young married woman, expected the same amount of half-affectionate badinage and flattery that would be accorded a débutante, but here all that seemed banned. One young man after getting well started on the subject of Sally Carrol’s eyes and, how they had allured him ever since she entered the room, went into a violent convulsion when he found she was visiting the Bellamys — was Harry’s fiancée. He seemed to feel as though he had made some risqué and inexcusable blunder, became immediately formal and left her at the first opportunity.

She was rather glad when Roger Patton cut in on her and suggested that they sit out a while.

“Well,” he inquired, blinking cheerily, “how’s Carmen from the South?”

“Mighty fine. How’s — how’s Dangerous Dan McGrew? Sorry, but he’s the only Northerner I know much about.”

He seemed to enjoy that.

“Of course,” he confessed, “as a professor of literature I’m not supposed to have read Dangerous Dan McGrew.”

“Are you a native?”

“No, I’m a Philadelphian. Imported from Harvard to teach French. But I’ve been here ten years.”

“Nine years, three hundred an’ sixty-four days longer than me.”

“Like it here?”

“Uh-huh. Sure do!”

“Really?”

“Well, why not? Don’t I look as if I were havin’ a good time?”

“I saw you look out the window a minute ago — and shiver.”

“Just my imagination,” laughed Sally Carroll “I’m used to havin’ everythin’ quiet outside an’ sometimes I look out an’ see a flurry of snow an’ it’s just as if somethin’ dead was movin’.”

He nodded appreciatively.

“Ever been North before?”

“Spent two Julys in Asheville, North Carolina.”

“Nice-looking crowd aren’t they?” suggested Patton, indicating the swirling floor.

Sally Carrol started. This had been Harry’s remark.

“Sure are! They’re — canine.”

“What?”

She flushed.

“I’m sorry; that sounded worse than I meant it. You see I always think of people as feline or canine, irrespective of sex.”

“Which are you?”

“I’m feline. So are you. So are most Southern men an’ most of these girls here.”

“What’s Harry?”

“Harry’s canine distinctly. All the men I’ve tonight seem to be canine.”

“What does canine imply? A certain conscious masculinity as opposed to subtlety?”

“Reckon so. I never analyzed it — only I just look at people an’ say ‘canine’ or ‘feline’ right off. It’s right absurd I guess.”

“Not at all. I’m interested. I used to have a theory about these people. I think they’re freezing up.”

“What?”

“Well, they’re growing’ like Swedes — Ibsenesque, you know. Very gradually getting gloomy and melancholy. It’s these long winters. Ever read Ibsen?”

She shook her head.

“Well, you find in his characters a certain brooding rigidity. They’re righteous, narrow, and cheerless, without infinite possibilities for great sorrow or joy.”

“Without smiles or tears?”

“Exactly. That’s my theory. You see there are thousands of Swedes up here. They come, I imagine, because the climate is very much like their own, and there’s been a gradual mingling. There’re probably not half a dozen here tonight, but — we’ve had four Swedish governors. Am I boring you?”

“I’m mighty interested.”

“Your future sister-in-law is half Swedish. Personally I like her, but my theory is that Swedes react rather badly on us as a whole. Scandinavians, you know, have the largest suicide rate in the world.”

“Why do you live here if it’s so depressing?”

“Oh, it doesn’t get me. I’m pretty well cloistered, and I suppose books mean more than people to me anyway.”

“But writers all speak about the South being tragic. You know — Spanish señoritas, black hair and daggers an’ haunting music.”

He shook his head.

“No, the Northern races are the tragic races — they don’t indulge in the cheering luxury of tears.”

Sally Carrol thought of her graveyard. She supposed that that was vaguely what she had meant when she said it didn’t depress her.

“The Italians are about the gayest people in the world — but it’s a dull subject,” he broke off. “Anyway, I want to tell you you’re marrying a pretty fine man.”

Sally Carrol was moved by an impulse of confidence.

“I know. I’m the sort of person who wants to be taken care of after a certain point
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