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Preface

New York City, Late February 2005

“Let’s have the Café Flore today, shall we?” asked Lauren Bacall, grandly laying down coasters from the fabled Parisian coffeehouse. Her maid had just brought out a cozied coffeepot and a couple of cups to the table, where Bacall sat with a writer from the New York Times. The writer thought that Bacall spoke with “an actress’s reflexive flourish.” The eighty-year-old movie star was putting on a show, as she always did when she wanted to impress a visitor. They sat in her living room stuffed with priceless artwork and cheap souvenirs, such as coasters that had value only to her. Beyond them, oversized windows looked down on the cold, bare trees of Central Park. But the temperature in the Dakota, one of New York’s poshest addresses, was just right.

The Times writer had come to interview Bacall about the release of her third memoir, By Myself and Then Some, which everyone expected to sell as well as her first memoir, By Myself, some twenty-seven years earlier. Bacall was pleased to do the interview, but when she learned that the Times was not planning to review the book, she became quite cross. “What the fuck is the Times thinking?” she asked after the writer left; she harshly blamed one of her managers for the newspaper’s decision. The people who worked for her knew that she wasn’t always as gracious in private as she was to important visitors. “She could be lovely, and she could also turn very cantankerous,” said one of her agents, Scott Henderson. “You never knew which one you were going to get.”

The problem many news outlets were having with Bacall’s latest memoir and the reason that so few reviews of By Myself and Then Some had been published was that the new material made up only about one-eighth of the book. The rest was just a reprint of By Myself, which the Times, and countless others, had already reviewed back in 1978.

“When I have a lull in my life,” Bacall told the Times writer, attempting to explain the reasoning behind her latest memoir, “I write, and that’s fairly often.” She was continually struck, she said, by the “fairy-tale life” she had led since she was nineteen. “Who could have thought something like that could happen?” But, the Times writer noted, her words grew wistful. “Nothing,” Bacall went on, “is ever as good as it is in the beginning.”

Ah, yes, that beginning. Brooklyn teenager Betty Bacal becomes Hollywood love goddess Lauren Bacall. She teaches Humphrey Bogart to whistle and sets the world on fire. At twenty, she marries Bogart, who is twenty-five years her senior and who, in the fullness of time, will be named the greatest movie star in history. “Bogie” and his “Baby” live happily ever after, which means twelve years, during which time they make four successful, iconic films. Then Bogie dies, horribly, of cancer, and their story slips into legend, aided and abetted by Bacall herself. Her post-Bogart life is never the same, never as good.

That had been a hard, cruel truth for the young widow with another fifty-seven years of life ahead of her. “With all the great luck I had,” she told another interviewer, “to have that in my life early on, you know . . .” Her voice trailed off until she found her words. “For the rest of your life, you just stumble through as best you can.”

The process of stumbling through included writing three memoirs. Over the previous four decades, Bacall had invested a great deal in shaping the legend to her satisfaction. First she had trusted two friendly biographers, Joe Hyams and Nathaniel Benchley, both of whom tried to please her; she wrote the introduction to the first and had the second dedicated to her. When what Hyams and Benchley came up with didn’t fully satisfy her, she started writing herself. She was all too aware that after she was gone, others would put their own spin on the stories she’d told (and not told). So she made sure to carve as many stone tablets as possible to leave behind. In the various accounts she told about herself and Bogart and their life together, Bacall could be both surprisingly candid and conspicuously disingenuous. Her candor about some things—Bogie’s last illness, for one—seemed to make her a reliable narrator and distracted readers from the things she had skipped over—such as Bogie’s affair with his hairdresser and the extent of his alcoholism. Bacall’s crafting of the legend was always more about omission than invention. By the time she died in 2014, the mythology of Bogie and his Baby was solidly in place, and it was pretty much of her own design.

Ten years on, it’s time to turn a fresh eye on their story—not to tear their legend down, as people always fear about reassessments of their favorites’ lives, but to understand how Bogie and Bacall happened, what their story meant, and in how many ways it’s still relevant and reflective for today. Bogart and Bacall were among the first celebrities to become political activists, speaking out in the late 1940s when they believed American democracy was under assault. Moreover, many of our ideas about masculinity, femininity, and the expectations for men and women were encoded by Hollywood in the middle part of the twentieth century, with Humphrey Bogart and Lauren Bacall being held up as exemplars. In truth, Bacall, just nineteen when she met the forty-five-year-old Bogart and twenty when she married him, had to learn fast how to navigate not only the power differential of her marriage but the high-stakes, systemically sexist film industry that saw her as only Bogie’s wife. For all her mythologizing, Bacall truly did smash through barriers to become one of the great Hollywood survivors.

There’s treasure to be mined from Bacall’s memoirs, to be sure, but the true mother lode is found elsewhere, in the Bogarts’ recently opened personal and business files at both Indiana University, Bloomington, and Boston University. The papers of Katharine Hepburn and John Huston have also been opened since the last major Bogart biography, and several people who dared not speak out while Bacall was alive felt free to do so now (though some of them still asked for anonymity; Bacall remains formidable even in death). I am also indebted to the exhaustive research of A. M. Sperber and Eric Lax, conducted while so many important figures in Bogart’s and Bacall’s lives were still living and published in their excellent Bogart in 1997.

I was also fortunate to earn the trust of Dean Shapiro, the companion of Verita Thompson, Bogie’s hairdresser, lover, and trusted friend. Thompson’s papers provide us with another angle from which to view Bogie and Bacall, one that may surprise some people. There was also value in going back and reading everything again—interviews, letters, newspaper columns, production records, oral histories, fan magazines, studio press releases—to trace myths back to their origins and to draw connections between what was said at the start of their careers and what was said later.

Lauren Bacall and Humphrey Bogart were arguably Hollywood’s greatest love story, and maybe not even so arguably. Whose story was greater? Elizabeth Taylor and Richard Burton? Too chaotic and such an unhappy ending. Lucille Ball and Desi Arnaz? Too self-destructive. Clark Gable and Carole Lombard? Poignant and tragic but too brief. Katharine Hepburn and Spencer Tracy? Too much window dressing

It’s notable that Bacall looked to Hepburn as her model for stardom. Hepburn brilliantly created a mythos about herself, and Bacall clearly took note. She watched as her pal “Katie” orchestrated a veritable cottage industry of mythmaking throughout the 1980s and 1990s (books, articles, interviews, documentary films). Bacall didn’t need to repackage her life with Bogart the way Hepburn had done with Tracy. The Bogart-Bacall relationship was real; it was wonderful; it was passionate; it was complicated. But there were still lessons to be learned from Hepburn that Bacall used in writing and promoting her second and third memoirs. Like Hepburn, she delivered her story with such imperious authority that no one dared question her version of events.

But in so carefully controlling the way her life was chronicled, Bacall narrowed Bogart’s story as much as she did her own. One of the few reviews of By Myself and Then Some, in the Guardian, commented that Bacall’s version of Bogie tended to “blur the man himself.” That does a disservice to a figure that remains such a cultural touchstone, not just the greatest movie star but a prototype for the modern American man.

Humphrey Bogart has come down to us as the supremely confident, unflappable, unpretentious, reluctant movie star, filled with integrity, strength, and disdain for phonies. That’s not untrue. He did have integrity and he did have strength, and he very much disdained phonies, but he was softer than such a description would imply. He was wounded, vulnerable, and filled with self-doubt. He lived most of his life trying to overcome the emotional deprivations of his childhood. He was no tough kid from the streets, as so many people thought based on the roles he played, but rather the privileged son of a wealthy physician and an acclaimed illustrator. Yet for all his birthright, he never felt he measured up. Denied love by his parents, expelled from schools, fired by employers, he struggled with self-worth all his life. That helps explain the drinking and the rage it unleashed.

But this complex and unguarded Bogart does not appear in Betty’s pages, and consequently he’s largely absent from the public’s memory of him as well. Instead, he is the cynical, hard-edged Sam Spade or Rick Blaine, and his legendary output of film noir classics continues to play in Bogart festivals all over the world. Yet although he brilliantly created Spade and Rick—and Duke Mantee and Philip Marlowe and Mad Dog Earle and Charlie Allnut—from parts of himself, the characters and the man were very much not one and the same.

The real Humphrey Bogart, whom I hope I am revealing here, was gentler, more romantic, more yearning than the legend admits. In his youth, he was a Broadway cavalier, a speakeasy dandy, who wanted very much to become a romantic matinee idol. He loved the theater, he loved his craft, and he cared about becoming a better actor, pushing himself to take chances. But the wounded child within him made regular and devastating appearances over the course of his career, and his alcoholism constantly threatened everything he had achieved.

The legend holds that Bacall saved him, that with her Bogart finally found true love and contentment. There’s truth in that, but as always, the truth is complicated. That Bogie and Bacall loved each other is undeniable. But in fact, Bogie had been in love with his first three wives as well, a fact deliberately obscured and sometimes denied in service to the Bogie and Bacall legend. Each time he wed, Bogie thought he’d found true love. Turns out, the cynical, hard-hearted Humphrey Bogart was a softie when it came to love. He was no philanderer. His friend John Huston, who most definitely was, often remarked that Bogie never chased his leading ladies or starlets on the lot. Instead, he fell for a woman, married her, then hoped to remain true to her. But for the legend to maintain that Bacall was his one and only, that romantic early Bogart had to be played down, and his earlier wives had to be minimized, especially Mayo Methot, whom Bacall replaced.

There is considerable misogyny threaded through the stories, columns, and interviews about Bogie’s life, and much of that has been heaped on Methot, a high-spirited former child star who was turned into a monster by the chroniclers of Bogie’s legend. Joe Hyams set the template for subsequent biographers to use in portraying Methot, even though Hyams hadn’t arrived in Hollywood until 1951, six years after Bogart and Methot divorced. Even Sperber, using Hyams as her source, portrayed Methot as a paranoid schizophrenic. Methot was clearly an alcoholic, but so was her husband. It would be Methot, however, who was left to take the fall for the failure of the marriage. Bogie could not, even partially, be at fault. It was Methot’s drinking that was out of control, not Bogart’s. I hope I can offer a corrective to the way Methot’s story has been told.

By 2005, when his widow began promoting her latest chapter of their story, Bogart had passed into myth. Jean-Luc Godard’s Breathless had paid him homage. Woody Allen had built an entire play and then a movie around him with Play It Again, Sam. An actor named Robert Sacchi had made a career as Bogie’s double, starring in The Man with Bogart’s Face as a private investigator who has plastic surgery to look like his idol. The Brattle Theatre in Cambridge, Massachusetts, has been the nexus of a worldwide “Bogie cult” dating back to the 1950s. In 1997, Entertainment Weekly named Bogart the number one movie legend of all time; two years later, the American Film Institute ranked him the greatest male star (Katharine Hepburn, notably, was the greatest female).

This book hopes to reveal the man, not the myth, although the myth is hard to ignore. The fundamental mystery is how this particular actor—not conventionally attractive, with a persona honed during depression and war—was able to surpass Clark Gable, Cary Grant, Jimmy Stewart, Marlon Brando, Montgomery Clift, Paul Newman, Warren Beatty, and everyone else to become the greatest movie star of all time. “Immortality is a difficult subject,” the journalist Alyssa Rosenberg wrote. “It doesn’t actually make sense that Humphrey Bogart would endure as a romantic hero when the much handsomer, and much more sexually compelling Clark Gable is largely remembered for his performance in Gone With the Wind . . . Bogart’s humor was much more bitter and clipped than William Powell’s, whose performances as Nick Charles would seem to have held up better in an age that venerates irony than Bogart’s bitten-off jokes.”

But Humphrey Bogart embodied America in a way that few other actors managed, not in the loud, garish manner of John Wayne but with a quieter, grounding sense of history. “As an actor,” one critic wrote, “Bogart’s sensibility derives from the Wild West, a lawless, gunslinging world where the code of honor is no antiquated frivolity but an essential chapter in the survivor’s handbook.” (This despite the fact that Bogie was never all that good in western films.) Bogart was an ordinary Joe who learned how to survive and get what he wanted. He was wounded and guarded, on the borderline of ugly, but extraordinarily self-possessed. He managed to do something few actors achieved. “In a sense, his talent is narrow,” Time magazine opined soon after he won an Oscar for The African Queen. “For all his technical excellence, Bogart never gets completely out of Bogart and into the character he plays. But . . . few stars can so convincingly and smoothly accomplish the trick of fitting a character to themselves. In an odd sort of way, as a result, Bogart manages to achieve surprising range and depth while still remaining the familiar figure with whom millions expect to renew an acquaintance when they pay at the box office to see a Bogart film.” That description is the heart of his appeal.

That Bogart lived according to principle and a deep-rooted set of values can be seen in the stand he took against the House Un-American Activities Committee in 1947. Along with Bacall and several others, he traveled to Washington to protest what many saw as unconstitutional infringements on freedom of speech and expression. Though Bogie and Bacall were forced to backtrack in the face of the anti-Communist hysteria that swept the country, they had revealed themselves as persons of conscience. That, too, has served their legend.

The image Bacall worked so hard to codify in the public mind was, in fact, more authentic than many Hollywood stories. She just left out some of the things that made it human. We get very little of what it was like to marry a man a generation older than she was. Love knows no age, of course, but a twenty-five-year age gap has its challenges, and Bacall tells us very little about them. But there are hints, which I bring out in this book. She is also circumspect in how she discusses her involvements with Adlai Stevenson and Frank Sinatra during her marriage to Bogie; as it turned out, Bogart wasn’t the only one being emotionally unfaithful in the marriage.

Bacall is very much an equal costar in this book, a situation she never enjoyed in her films with her husband. For all her spinning of myths, her story is remarkable even without the ornamentation. Lauren Bacall was one of the great Hollywood success stories. She was lonely in her last years, a regrettable finale that I wished, when writing about it, could have been different. But what a career she’d had! Leaping from movies to the Broadway stage and winning two Tonys for the effort. Blossoming from a sultry siren into a musical comedy star, giving 200 percent of herself during both incarnations. It’s not easy for a beautiful young model to grow old in the public eye. But Bacall did, without apology. She tried Botox once, hated it, and never did it again. “I think your whole life shows in your face and you should be proud of that,” she said.

In 2009, five years before her death, Bacall was awarded an honorary Oscar “in recognition of her central place in the golden age of motion pictures.” The little gold man had proved to be elusive. She hadn’t been nominated until 1996, for The Mirror Has Two Faces. She hadn’t won. Still, as much as she’d wanted it, Bacall didn’t need an Oscar to solidify her status. After her death, as she expected, her obituaries heralded Bogie and Bacall as “Hollywood’s Greatest Love Story.” All her work had paid off. The legend was secure.

What’s still needed is to understand the people behind it.




Part I

Humphrey

1899–1935




1

Newark, New Jersey, Saturday, December 11, 1920

Braving the cold and the wind, the young man made his way toward the Broad St. Theatre. He was called Hump, and he was the stage manager of the play The Ruined Lady, for which he earned $50 a week. Hump knew he’d have extra work to do at the theater that day, as it was the end of the show’s run. After their last performance, he’d have to pack up the props, hand over the books, and sweep off the stage. The company would strike the sets and call an end to the show they’d been hauling around the country for most of the past year. Hump wasn’t unhappy to see the show end. It was time for a new adventure.

Humphrey Bogart was twenty years old, almost twenty-one, a milestone he’d reach on Christmas Day. When people would ask him if having a birthday on Christmas made celebrations extra fun, he would scoff at the idea. Neither occasion held happy memories for him. “I never had a birthday of my own to celebrate,” he said. “I got cheated out of a birthday.” For most of his young life, he’d been a drifter and an idler, and his parents did not hide their disapproval. On the threshold of adulthood, Humphrey still didn’t know what he wanted to do with his life. He was a slight young man, standing barely five feet eight, with small, rounded shoulders and a petite waist, more handsome than many people would remember. Later, he’d be called craggy or weather-beaten; on occasion, he’d even refer to himself as ugly. But the young man known as Hump who made his way through windy downtown Newark was a good-looking fellow with unlined skin, intense brown eyes, and a tight smile that masked as much as it revealed.

The theater stood where Central Avenue met Broad Street. Overhead, the marquee announced GRACE GEORGE IN THE RUINED LADY. George was a top star of both stage and screen, and The Ruined Lady had been a smash hit all over the eastern and midwestern United States, as well as in Montreal. When the Broad St. Theatre placed newspaper ads for the show, they announced, “Monday night, An Important Event, Grace George in The Ruined Lady,” featuring the original company from its Broadway debut nearly a year before.

Humphrey had spent months riding on trains and sleeping in seedy theatrical hotels. As stage manager, he’d been responsible for baggage, props, scenery, pulling up the curtain and ringing it back down, collecting tickets and adding up each night’s take, as well as prompting actors on their lines from the wings. “I tossed lines to actors like a keeper tosses fish to seals,” he recalled. With the exception of a couple months off during the summer, he’d been working nonstop since the previous winter, and he was bored with it. He wanted to shake things up.

He got his chance when he arrived at the theater. At some point that afternoon, the juvenile lead, Neil Hamilton, who’d joined the tour only in October, announced that he wouldn’t be going on. Whether that was just for the matinee or for both performances that day is unknown, but either way, the eyes of the company turned to Hump. A year earlier, when he’d taken the job as stage manager, the producer, William A. Brady, had added one more responsibility to Hump’s job description: he was to understudy the male parts. A bit of a penny-pincher, Brady probably figured it was a chance to save a few dollars. And so Humphrey’s next adventure was upon him.

WORKING FOR BRADY HAD BEEN THE MOST CONSISTENT EMPLOYMENT OF THE young man’s life. Expelled from school, threatened with a court-martial during a brief stint in the navy, he’d spent several months burning through various jobs that his father had set up for him. “After getting out of the navy,” he told a reporter in 1937, “I got a job as an inspector for the Philadelphia Railroad. I labored at that for a few weeks.” When he began working in the movies, studio publicity played up his time on the railroad, implying that it had been some sooty construction job and not what it was: an office position secured by his wealthy father. As the studio’s story went, Humphrey’s supervisor told him that if he worked hard, he could someday become president of the railroad company. Bogart supposedly countered with the fact that there were fifty thousand employees between him and the president and promptly quit. More likely, if Humphrey’s academic and naval careers demonstrated any pattern, he was pink-slipped for insubordination or lack of motivation. His next job, in the purchasing department of S. W. Straus & Company in Manhattan, didn’t last long, either.

All that changed when he went to work for Brady. The florid, flamboyant producer, the son of Irish immigrants, had gotten his start promoting prizefights, including one of the biggest of them all, between the heavyweight champ, Jim Jeffries, and his challenger, Tom Sharkey. That had been back in 1899, a month before Hump had been born. Two decades later, Brady ran one of the most successful theater companies in the world and had an agreement with Famous Players–Lasky to make movies as well. He wore expensive bespoke suits with a gold watch chain strung across his prominent belly. Once a shoeshine boy making pennies in the street, Brady had done quite well for himself. He lived in an elegant brownstone at 316 Riverside Drive, around the corner from the Bogart home at 215 West 103rd. Brady’s fortune had been built on Coney Island boxing matches, vaudeville, and Hale’s Tours—storefront theaters dressed up like train cars with machinery under the floorboards to jostle audiences as they watched travelogues of the Rhine Valley or the Grand Canyon. “A fine racket,” Brady called it. He was an imaginative risk taker who always had a fresh scheme, and he was the most influential figure of Humphrey’s early life.

They’d known each other since Hump was a boy. Brady’s son, William Jr., was Hump’s age. Living just minutes from each other, they were “inseparable from the time they were kids,” according to their mutual friend Ruth Rankin, later a fan magazine writer. So often did Rankin see the boys running in and out of each other’s homes that she thought they were kin. Brady Sr. was also a patient of Hump’s father, Belmont DeForest Bogart, physician to the gentry of the Upper West Side. The Bogarts often looked down their noses at show people, but Brady had enough social clout (and the ability to provide free tickets) to be an exception.

The Bradys’ home was much more stimulating for Humphrey than his own, where his mother spent most of the day cloistered in her art studio and his father, when he wasn’t seeing patients, was often ill. For a young man like Humphrey, searching for something without being aware that he was searching for anything, Brady provided inspiration, as well as a strategy for survival. “There was [an] axiom this impresario of the prize ring and the theatre lived by,” Brady’s New York Times obituary would read thirty years later, “one he learned as a poor child on the Bowery sleeping above a saloon. It was to fight early and often to avoid being picked on unnecessarily.”

Humphrey understood the axiom. He’d engaged in his share of fisticuffs over the years. Ruth Rankin told the story of coming upon him sometime in 1918 or 1919, laid out on a sidewalk in Greenwich Village. Rankin “picked up all [she] could find” of her friend and phoned Dr. Bogart, “who seemed less surprised than would be ordinarily indicated.” Rankin figured that Hump’s father had “been called before on similar occasions.” As many not-so-tall young men with concave thirty-six-inch chests discover, there are times when one needs to be pugnacious to make one’s way.

At some point, Hump acquired a scar on the right side of his upper lip. As always, once movie press agents got hold of a story, they spun it to fit whatever image they were building for their client—in Hump’s case, the tough guy. One narrative claimed that he’d gotten the scar during his naval service, when he tried to stop a prisoner from escaping. Another version claimed that a German U-boat had fired at the ship. As Bogart (or his press agent) told it, “Why, it was all part of the fun when [a shell] hit the side of the boat and splintered it. A piece of wood lodged in my lip. That’s where I got this scar.”

The story is entirely false. As his military records reveal, Humphrey saw no action during his time in the navy. The escaping prisoner tale is also dubious, given the physical Hump was given upon his discharge from the navy in June 1919. Despite an extensive inventory of other scars and marks on his body, the record fails to note any deformity on his upper lip. Ruth Rankin insisted that the scar had come from that night in Greenwich Village, when Hump had brawled with a fellow over his wallet, or maybe over a girl. “He carried a souvenir from that little fracas,” she wrote, “an upper lip like an awning, which blurred his speech but didn’t stop him from talking. Finally, his father made a pleat in it.”

Brady took care of him in more intangible ways. When he was Hump’s age, he had stood weeping over the body of his father, who’d been found on a city street, dead from drink and exposure. Brady had never known a father’s support, so he made sure that his own son, Bill, along with Bill’s pal Hump, would be pushed and encouraged and challenged and occasionally, when warranted, praised. Dr. Bogart’s attempts to direct his son’s life and career had so far failed spectacularly. But Brady, by hiring the wayward young man as stage manager, had lit something in him, inchoate and imprecise but hopeful, for the first time in his life.

Until going to work for Brady, Humphrey had absorbed the cynicism of his generation, articulated by F. Scott Fitzgerald when he had described the era’s war-scarred young people “grown up to find all Gods dead, all wars fought, all faiths in man shaken.” Humphrey might not have seen action in the war, but he knew the death count, had seen the stacks of coffins brought back in the holds of ships or buried overseas. His return to civilian life took place in a postwar economic decline, one that had, by December 1920, settled into a severe deflationary recession. Jobs were scarce, which exacerbated the problem of Hump never holding on to one for very long. Many of his peers surrendered to defeatism. Humphrey’s chances for success seemed remote.

William Brady saved him. Brady wasn’t just his employer; he was his godfather of imagination and possibility. Since Humphrey had been a boy, Brady had slipped free passes to him and Bill Jr. for plays, revues, and circuses. Humphrey would remember seeing Oliver Twist at the New Amsterdam Theatre and George M. Cohan singing and dancing in his eponymous theater. The extravaganzas at “the Hips”—the Hippodrome on Sixth Avenue—were particularly thrilling: Neptune’s Daughter with its daring aquatic stunts and Sporting Days with its gladiators on horseback. As Bill Jr.’s boon companion, Humphrey had easy access to box seats for all of Brady’s shows on Broadway. When he was eleven, he’d watched as Brady’s daughter and Bill’s sister, Alice Brady, seven years his senior, made her debut in the musical The Balkan Princess. Overnight, she became a star.

But the young Hump had eyes for someone else—“A marvelous English actress whose name I should remember but don’t,” he’d say a couple of decades later, recalling only that she had appeared with H. B. Warner. Night after night, Hump and Bill would sit in their high-priced box watching the beguiling leading lady with her costar. Sometimes they’d shout, “Go it, Harry!” at “very tense” moments of the drama. Had they been just a couple of kids and not William Brady’s son and protégé, they would have been tossed out. But as it was, the boys had the freedom to slip backstage after the show, where Hump found himself dumbstruck in the presence of his inamorata. “I’d hold her coat for her and shake all over,” he said.

By the time he was thirteen, Hump had seen Laurette Taylor in Peg o’ My Heart, Maude Adams in Peter Pan, and Alla Nazimova in Bella Donna. He would even recall seeing the nineteenth-century theatrical legend Sarah Bernhardt at the Palace Theatre with an opening vaudeville act featuring a young juggler by the name of W. C. Fields.

So when Brady offered him a job as stage manager for productions starring his daughter, Alice, and his wife, Grace George, Humphrey enthusiastically agreed. Seventeen years later, Bogart was still crediting Brady for getting him started on the road to success; Brady was the reason he was, by that point, a rising star in Hollywood. “Surgery I couldn’t see,” Hump said, eschewing his father’s profession. “Ships interested me, but I was bored with the shipping business. The bond business I hated. Then I thought of Mr. Brady and the theater.” He’d spent his youth in the thrall of the stage; making his living in showbiz would be a fantasy realized. “I wanted to act,” he said plainly in 1937, as if it had been the most obvious and wonderful thing in the world.

But that was before the Hollywood machine geared up to remake his image. Three years later, in 1940, as Humphrey Bogart was being groomed for top stardom, he gave a very different sort of interview to a fan magazine writer. “There wasn’t a drop of theatrical blood in me,” he insisted. “I never played theatre as a kid, and I didn’t like boys who did. They were sissies.” During the Great Depression, Hollywood made sure that its male stars were all he-men and tough guys. Clark Gable, James Cagney, and Spencer Tracy had also been theater enthusiasts in their youth, but once they started their ascent, all traces of theatrical ambition had to be erased. They were presented to the public as reluctant actors, dragged onto the stage only under protest. What real man, after all, would ever dream of becoming an actor? Actors were soft. Sissies.

Humphrey’s youthful excitement about sitting beside Bill Brady in those high-priced theater boxes marveling over Alla Nazimova or Sarah Bernhardt, therefore, had to be transformed into something else. By 1940, he would describe his adventures with Bill as “shooting the globes out of lanterns with air rifles, which our parents didn’t know we had.” His friend Joe Hyams, in his authorized Bogart biography, claimed the young man had also gotten his hands on a .22-caliber pistol and, while horsing around, had shot himself through the wrist—“Fortunately,” Hyams assured his readers, “without doing any serious damage.” How a bullet can blow through a wrist without creating serious damage stretches credulity (and there’s no mention of it in the physical exam Humphrey was given upon his discharge from the navy). But guns, secret hideouts, signals to warn of approaching cops: “That was the kind of fun I went for as a kid. Adventure stuff.” It was the same stuff, pointedly, that he was going for in his movies by that time.

The Bogart legend, first promulgated in the late 1930s and early 1940s and nourished by chroniclers for the next seventy-plus years, simply could not reconcile the Broadway boulevardier of the Roaring Twenties with the cynical tough guy of midcentury. Humphrey’s decision to enter the dandified world of the theater needed to be somehow explained away. It was just for the money; it was only because he “loved sleeping late in the morning.” Even a more recent biographer wrote that Hump had agreed to take the job as stage manager only after both Alice Brady and Grace George had clamored for him to do so, leaving him “beset from two sides.” But in fact Humphrey had required no prodding to take Brady’s offer; it was the fulfillment of a boyhood dream.

THE RUINED LADY HAD GIVEN ITS FIRST TRYOUT IN BROOKLYN AT THE MAJESTIC Theater on December 29, 1919, which is the date we can mark as Humphrey Bogart’s start in show business. The comedy of a woman of certain years who tricks her longtime beau into proposing marriage received generally good reviews. But the trade paper New York Clipper was a bit more measured, calling the play “more or less clumsily handled” and hampered by “technical shortcomings.” At least some of those shortcomings would be the job of the stage manager to fix, so Humphrey no doubt took careful note of what was going right and what was going wrong. By the time the show rolled into Newark, he seems to have had it under control.

Much of the magic that happens during a performance is conjured up backstage: the well-aimed spotlight, the sudden cut to black, the startling sound effects, the rise of a curtain that reveals a shimmering set. That was what Humphrey was tasked with overseeing, and the twenty-year-old onetime slacker seems to have done an efficient job. If he’d fallen short, he wouldn’t have been kept on for the run of the play, no matter how good friends he was with the boss’s son. After seeing so much theater as a boy, he had good instincts for that sort of work. He knew when to cue an actor and how to manage curtain calls. When The Ruined Lady had opened at Brady’s Playhouse Theatre on West 48th Street in New York City on January 19, 1920, its sets were praised as being “so thoroughly pleasant they drew spontaneous applause” and its overall production as efficiently “workmanlike.” Humphrey hadn’t designed the sets, but he’d made sure that they were arranged flawlessly and lit effectively. Although he didn’t come out to take a bow at the end of the performance, he perhaps should have. A successful Broadway opening isn’t easy to pull off even for pros much more seasoned than The Ruined Lady’s novice twenty-year-old stage manager.

During their time on the road, Gladys George coached Humphrey on a career in theater. “Always keep working,” she told him. “By constant working, you learn the business.” He took her advice to heart. And now, on the show’s last day in Newark, he was about to learn one more lesson, one that would set him on a path to the future.

The part Hump was stepping into was small but pivotal. Dallis Mortimer, the nephew of the protagonist played by George, appears at the top of the show; he and his sister, played by Leila Frost, deliver the show’s first lines. Hump had very little time to prepare. Although he largely knew the dialogue, he had to balance his work onstage with his stage management backstage.

Just why Neil Hamilton wasn’t playing the part that last day isn’t entirely clear. A few years later, Hump would tell the Los Angeles Times that his first onstage performance had been for the matinee; in response to a press agent’s questionnaire, he stated that he’d needed to fill in because Hamilton had taken ill. That certainly seems plausible enough, but as the origin story of movie star Humphrey Bogart was revised and polished, something more characteristic of his screen persona was needed. In 1940, in the same piece in which he’d turned himself into a juvenile delinquent shooting out lanterns, Bogart would declare that his first appearance on a stage had been the result of a dare. “I’d been kidding Neil Hamilton about the soft life of an actor,” he said. “Acting doesn’t look very hard to me,” he claimed to have said. And so, on the last night of the show, Hamilton told him to go on in his place. “I took the dare,” Bogart said.

The story is absurd. Hamilton would have been in breach of contract if he’d refused to go onstage. But for the Bogart legend, the story of Hump teasing a dandified thespian for being overpaid for a cushy job bolstered the myth of the manly, reluctant actor. The teasing anecdote, in fact, sounds a lot more like Hollywood’s Bogie than it does New York’s Hump, who had just spent a year watching how hard actors work.

The legend wouldn’t be consistent, either, on the details of what happened once Humphrey made it onstage. One account called the performance only an afternoon rehearsal, though why, after months on the road, the company would need to rehearse on their last day goes unexplained. That same account also claimed that Gladys George had gotten sick, too, and so the entire performance had been canceled, thereby thwarting Hump’s stage debut. The problem with that story is that none of the theatrical trades or Newark-area newspapers reported the show ending its run a day early. The cancellation of a final performance of a popular show, especially if due to the illness of a major star such as George, would have been covered somewhere. Newspaper advertisements were running for the show straight up to its last day.

When Bogart himself told the story, he didn’t say that the show had been canceled. Indeed, he gave the distinct impression that he had made it through the performance (and perhaps two performances, if Hamilton had also ditched on the evening show). The experience turned out to be an epiphany for him. In Act I, his character, Dallis, is easygoing, but in Act II, when the scheming comes to a comical head, he has to deal with the repercussions, “which occur with a vengeance,” according to one review. Dallis finds his aunt and her beau apparently in flagrante delicto, “leading Dallis to tell Bill he must marry his aunt.” Humphrey seemed to be describing that particular exchange in his recollections: “In one scene, an actor was supposed to be mad at me, and I thought he was really mad. It was the first time I had been face to face with actors at work. I didn’t realize how convincing they could be!”

His friend Nathaniel Benchley wrote, “[He’d] never been in front of an audience and was unprepared for the almost tangible electric current generated by a house full of people. He was . . . moist and shaking when the final curtain spared him—and the audience—any further torture.”

Benchley’s account implies that Hump wasn’t very good in the part. That belief, too, seeped into the Bogart legend. Joe Hyams described the novice actor as “awful” on his first try and quoted him as saying that despite knowing “all the lines of all the parts because [he’d] heard them from out front about a thousand times,” he couldn’t remember a thing once he got onstage. This is a common trope in the official recounting of movie star histories: Katharine Hepburn, Bette Davis, Clark Gable, and Cary Grant, to name some of Bogart’s contemporaries, were all, according to their legends, rejected and derided on their first outings. Their talent went undetected by shortsighted managers, directors, and audiences—which made their eventual triumphs all the more impressive. In Bogart’s case, the studio’s reimagining of his origins had him declare “Never again!” after his supposedly disastrous stage debut. Only “to make a fortune” did that latter version of Bogart consent to becoming an actor. This is a trope that tends to be used more in the origin stories of male stars, who weren’t supposed to care about such things as fame or artistic expression. Getting rich, however, was an acceptable, even admirable goal.

All of this does a disservice to the young man who strode out onto the stage of the Broad St. Theatre in Newark and did his best, and who turned out, evidently, to be competent enough for Brady to hire again within a month of The Ruined Lady’s closing—not just as a stage manager, significantly, but as an actor. Humphrey had never successfully committed to anything in his life for as long as he had committed to the theater—a full year, by the time of the show’s closing. His experience onstage on December 11, 1920, was visceral and transformative, and it allowed him, for the first time, to imagine the possibility of a career, a vocation, a life for himself. For his past twenty aimless, combative, unhappy years, the possibility of being successful at anything had seemed elusive. Now he had found a way forward—although it would take him the rest of his life to unlearn the message of hopelessness that had followed him since the day he was born.
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Manhattan, Monday, December 25, 1899

When Humphrey Bogart was born on Christmas Day, it’s unknown whether his mother held him, and if she did, for how long. Several weeks later, she’d pose for a photograph with him in her arms, a formal portrait of the kind many upper-middle-class families took at the time to document a birth. An artist, she also drew her son at seven weeks, the baby propped in a bassinette as she stood a few feet away at her easel. But that’s as much as we can say for certain about the family connection in those first few critical weeks and months of Bogart’s life. All we have is what Bogart would later say about his parents and their emotional distance from him. “We were not an affectionate family in the sense that some families are,” he recalled. “It was difficult for us to kiss, for instance. We were a career family, too busy to be intimate.” It’s also unclear whether Humphrey’s father ever scooped him up in his arms or bounced him on his knee, or if so, how often. But we can surmise. “There was no affection in my family, ever,” Bogart said. “The closest it came was a clap on the back.”

When babies aren’t held, when children are denied affection, they struggle to grow, both physically and emotionally. Their brain doesn’t learn the connection between human contact and pleasure. Like many white Anglo-Saxon Protestant families of the period, the Bogarts believed that too much affection or praise could stultify their children’s progress or make them weak. Much of Humphrey’s care, as well as the care of his two sisters, Frances Patricia “Pat” and Catherine “Kay,” who came along at regular intervals after him, was relegated to servants and nannies, who were present in both their Manhattan town house and their summer home on Canandaigua Lake in western New York State. Until the Bogart children were in their early teens, a nursemaid would meet them each day after school and escort them home, where cooks and maids saw to their dinner. “Our mother and father didn’t glug over us,” Bogart said. “They had too many other things to do.” Though Christmas and his birthday weren’t “exactly overlooked,” he remembered, “there was no to-do about it. Everyone was busy with matters of more interest and importance.”

That lack of family connection provides a window on the emotional conflict that Bogart struggled with for the rest of his life. When babies fail to thrive due to lack of intimacy, they can grow up with a lingering sense of unworthiness, weighted down by sadness, rage, and an abiding sense of inferiority. Often, at a young age, they turn to drugs or alcohol to palliate those feelings. Only those with remarkable determination can break free of such a legacy.

Although not the wealthiest of families, the Bogarts were financially very comfortable at the time of their children’s births and extremely conscious of their place in New York society. “We lived in a three-story brownstone house filled with horsehair furniture,” Bogart later said, “maintained a legion of Irish maids to look after things, drove the newest cars on the market.” In Manhattan, they lived in one of the highest-income neighborhoods of the city. At their Canandaigua lake house, they were surrounded by neighbors whose occupations were given on census records as “own income,” likely indicating that they’d been born into money and did not have to work for a living. The Bogarts worked, however; worked a great deal. Dr. Bogart was a prominent physician serving at three different hospitals. His practice was successful enough for him to make the move uptown from 315 West 79th Street, where Humphrey had been born, to the West 103rd Street town house, for which Belmont paid $14,000. On the first floor of the house, he set up an office in which to see patients. His wife, one of the most successful commercial artists in the country, also worked from home, sketching and painting in a studio that was off limits to her children.

Bogart would call his mother the “busiest” in his busy family. He’d been named for her. Maud Humphrey was the daughter of John Humphrey and Frances Churchill of Rochester. Her father was the business manager for a large construction company; in 1870, Maud’s parents shared a combined personal estate of $7,500 and real estate worth $6,500, enormous sums for the time. That wasn’t counting the inheritance they received after the death of Frances’s father, an affluent lawyer and merchant, which helped subsidize Maud’s decision, at the age of eighteen, to attend the newly formed Art Students League of New York in Manhattan.

Since girlhood, Maud had shown talent as an illustrator, and the League offered a modern approach to the study of art. From the beginning, many of its students were women. In rented rooms on 16th Street and Fifth Avenue, they were taught drawing, painting, and sculpting. Maud was determined to become a recognized artist. “For over forty years,” her son said, “she expended all of her considerable mental and physical energies to bring [her] name to prominence.”

After a few years studying in Paris under the naturalist painter Julian Dupré, Maud returned to New York in September 1894 ready to take the art world by storm. That meant a relocation to Manhattan with her mother, to whom Maud was “devotedly attached,” according to an acquaintance. (Her father had died shortly before her departure for Paris, leaving them enough money to finance their move.) Their home at 200 West 79th Street was described as “beautiful” by a Rochester newspaper reporter. There Maud set up a studio and got to work.

Her medium was watercolor, “worked so dry,” her son said, “the painting seemed to be etched.” Maud’s sentimental depictions of babies and children were quickly snatched up by Louis Prang, considered the inventor of the modern Christmas card, and by the Frederick A. Stokes Company, which used them as book illustrations. From there it was a fast rise to the top. For Stokes, she illustrated The Book of Pets, a children’s title with color plates, which went into several printings. She also provided watercolors for books of fairy tales and Mother Goose rhymes. By the end of the decade, Maud was one of the most sought-after American illustrators. One of her most successful works was Sleepytime Stories, published by the Knickerbocker Press just a month before her son Humphrey’s birth.

“Her children are natural, everyday sorts of tots,” one art reviewer commented. “Her work is characterized by skillful draughtsmanship, refined color and a pleasing regard for detail.” Maud drew Betsy Ross, George Washington, and other Revolutionary War patriots as children, with plump, angelic faces, many of them hoisting American flags. She rendered little boys in curls wearing sailor suits and little girls at prayer wearing lace nightdresses. Only from a privileged class perspective can those images ever be described as “natural” or “everyday.” One art critic contrasted Maud’s work to that of Ida Waugh, a contemporary artist whose child subjects were far less idealized: “the children of the tenements, the careless waifs of the sidewalk, [the] everyday imp and angel.” With her flag-bearing toddlers and prayerful babes, Maud was codifying the way white, middle-class America wanted to see its children.

The artist often used her own offspring as her models. Maud drew Humphrey at seven weeks old—already with dark hair at such a young age—and the image was used in magazines, calendars, and advertisements. It would later be revived after he had become a Hollywood star as an amusing fan magazine contrast to his rogue image.

Maud stands out as a woman of agency and self-determination a full two decades before American women won the right to vote. She made no secret of her support for suffrage. Her marriage to Belmont Bogart was as egalitarian as it could be in the Victorian era. Their wedding announcement included the information that she was “a well-known young New York City artist,” at a time when a bride was usually defined only by whose daughter she was. Her son said, “She was working when she married and she never thought of stopping.” Maud was part of a movement in the arts to equalize the appreciation of women’s and men’s contributions. The art journal Critic, in profiling Maud’s work, challenged the practice of distinguishing artists by gender, “as if there were a disposition to . . . divide an art by a question of suffrage.”

For all her support for a woman’s right to vote, however, Maud was not entirely progressive. Her son would describe her as “a laboring Tory,” pointing to her “upper-stratum heritage, the times in which she lived and her own undeniable snobbishness.” He described his mother as having no faith in working people and clinging tightly to her social privilege. She dressed elaborately, wearing white boots even when it rained because black boots were “plebian.” People called her “Lady Maud.” Her son thought the name was apt.

Maud’s influence on her son was lasting. Humphrey Bogart grew up with the example of a strong, independent woman who made decisions for herself and her family and who did not need a man to support her. (At several points, Maud earned double the annual income of her husband.) “I admire her more than anyone I have ever known,” Bogart said in 1949. But admiration did not translate to affection. Strong women might be admirable in the abstract, but in his own romantic exploits, he would do his best to avoid them. As his father declined due to ill health and an addiction to morphine, Bogart witnessed his mother taking over as breadwinner and custodian of the family, often belittling his father in the process. Strong women, he came to believe, were cold, judgmental, withholding, and emasculating. That belief would hover over all four of his marriages.

Around 1910, Maud became the chief art director at the Delineator, a popular monthly magazine that published clothing patterns, photos of embroidery, and articles on home decor. “She set herself a nearly incredible schedule,” Bogart would recall, “working at her office by day and far into the night at our home.” The streetcar journey downtown every morning to the magazine’s office on Spring and MacDougal Streets and then the return trip uptown in the evening also sliced considerable time out of her day, keeping her away from her family.

As a result, her son said, “she had no time for emotion, even less for sentimentality.” The cherubic children of her paintings suggested a tender, dewy-eyed worldview that Bogart could not recognize in his mother. “She was essentially a woman who loved work, loved her work, to the exclusion of everything else,” he said. Her children called her by her first name. “It was always easier to call her Maud than Mother,” Bogart remembered. “‘Mother’ was somehow sentimental. ‘Maud’ was direct and impersonal, businesslike.”

What made Maud so cold and distant from her own flesh and blood can only be guessed at. Her own childhood was described by one newspaper account as “an ideal family, each one engaged in congenial pursuits . . . but not unmindful of the need for praise so often bestowed.” If that was true (and it might not have been, as it was part of a panegyric printed at the time of Maud’s mother’s death), it is the exact opposite of the way Bogart would describe his own childhood and the mother he judged “incapable of showing affection.” For his entire life, he’d admire her above all others. “But,” he said, “I can’t truthfully say that I ever loved her.”

AT NINE YEARS OLD, HUMP WAS ENROLLED AT THE TRINITY SCHOOL, NEW YORK’S oldest private academy, founded in 1709 and one of the most prestigious in the country. Trinity operated under the auspices of Trinity Church, the affluent Episcopal congregation to which many of the city’s elites belonged. Located on West 91st Street between Columbus and Amsterdam Avenues, the school was a walkable distance from the Bogart home. On the last Monday of September, Hump made his way to the school, attired in the Trinity uniform of crisp blue Eton suit and beanie.

His father was a graduate of Phillips Academy Andover, Columbia, and Yale, and he intended his son’s academic pedigree to be just as solid. The problem was, Hump was not a good student. At his first school, the exclusive De Lancey School on West 98th Street, he’d barely passed from one grade to the next. The full name of the institution was, in fact, the De Lancey School for Girls. It educated female students from kindergarten through college, although it also offered “classes for small boys.” Might that particular small boy have been uncomfortable attending a predominantly girls’ school? Was he teased about it by other boys in the neighborhood?

His grades certainly showed no enthusiasm for the educational process. His family had been “pretty discouraged,” Hump said, about his chances of success in life. “Very early, my father saw I wasn’t going to be a student.” The answer, Dr. Bogart hoped, was Trinity. “Prepares for all colleges,” Trinity’s advertisement in New York newspapers declared. Certainly that was what Dr. Bogart hoped for. He understood that a good deal of shaping and molding would be needed before Humphrey could make it into Yale.

Belmont Bogart had always been an ambitious man. Serving on the staffs of Bellevue, Sloan, and St. Luke’s hospitals, he’d been steered toward success by his own father, Adam Bogart, the son of a farmer in the town of Victory in western New York State. The Bogarts were an old American family, stretching back six generations to Gijsbert Bogaert, born in Schoonrewoerd, Utrecht Province, in the Dutch Republic, who had emigrated to New Amsterdam in the 1620s, just a few years after the arrival of the Pilgrims. A later ancestor, the similarly named Gisbert Bogaert, had fought in the American Revolution. Adam Bogart’s father, however, had fallen on difficult times, suffering a series of financial misfortunes and hanging himself in his barn. That had sent Adam out on his own at a young age to rebuild the family’s fortunes.

He did quite well for himself, first as an innkeeper and then as a lithographer, developing a process that brought the family “a great deal of money,” his grandson Humphrey would recall. Adam increased his worth by marrying Julia Stiles, the daughter of a wealthy landowner from Ontario County, New York, who brought a sizable estate to the marriage. Their second son was named Belmont DeForest, his first and middle names taken from two of the state’s grandest families, neither of which, however, was in any way related to either Adam or Julia. Instead, the names reflected their social aspirations.

After his mother’s death when he was just two, Belmont was raised by maternal relatives for a while before his father retook custody of him. Adam was determined that his son have every opportunity to improve his station; for all his money, Adam remained a sign maker with a shop on Park Place in Manhattan. He made sure that Belmont attended the best schools, where the young man proved to be bright and charming enough to gain his professors’ mentorship. Graduating from the Yale School of Medicine, Belmont had all the connections and access he needed to establish a successful practice in Manhattan. With the city’s old-money elite embracing him, his rise was swift. “My father made a great deal of money,” his son would state. And, like Adam, Belmont married a woman with enough of her own collateral to cement his social status.

His father, Humphrey said, was the “antithesis” of his mother. For all of Belmont’s self-awareness of his social position, he nevertheless “loved talking with truck drivers or farmers or anyone else who came along”—something that would have been abhorrent to Maud. Belmont was also an outdoorsman, an inclination he passed on to his son. Their outings at the lake house disproved Maud’s contention that Humphrey was a sickly child, an idea that had grown out of an early bout with pneumonia. In fact, the boy was agile and strong. He relished the escape from the drudgery of the classroom, as well as a chance to bond with his father. “My father liked to get away from his patients into the open air,” Humphrey would remember. “We went sailing, hunting and fishing together. It was a good way for me to dodge any prissying up around the house.”

“Prissying up,” whatever that meant, was, of course, something the Humphrey Bogart of 1949 (when he made the statement) needed to keep far away from his image. Instead, studio publicists would play up his sailing adventures, including the time he and his father had supposedly found a drowned man in the lake. But it’s true that Humphrey’s exploits in the great outdoors provided him a happy retreat from the stultifying Manhattan home of his parents, with its indifferent servants and irritable matriarch. Summers in Canandaigua offered him an escape and influenced how he wanted to see himself. His father, he’d say, was a “he-man,” and so, therefore, he would be one as well.

For the rest of his life, Humphrey Bogart would feel most at home on the water. The yachtsmanship he learned on his father’s boat meant that by the time he was in his early teens he was an expert captain. His father gave him a one-cylinder motorboat. “I used to putt-putt around the lake all day,” Bogart remembered, “exploring every watery inch of it.” With his pals—the sons of bankers and industrialists—he’d zip across the lake, docking alongside the steamer ferries in the harbor so they could haul themselves up onto the deck and dive into the water. Other times the boys rode the waterfalls in the hills above the lake. In such activities, his father cheered Humphrey along.

A generation later, Humphrey’s son, Stephen, would observe that his father’s relationship with Belmont, “while far from perfect, seems to have been less disappointing” than the relationship he had with his mother. Still, he added, “few words of affection ever passed” between father and son. Off the water, they had little to say to each other. It wasn’t just Maud who withheld intimacy from her children.

Once the summer ended and the family returned to the city, a darker side of Belmont would emerge. In public, at social functions, the handsome, successful doctor projected a friendly, cultured demeanor. “Maud and Father swept off to Delmonico’s and the Lafayette and all the other fashionable places in great state,” Humphrey would recall, “she beautiful in her perennial lavender and white, he tall and handsome beside her.” But Hump’s friends witnessed a different face of Dr. Bogart. In private, he could be gruff and grouchy due to nagging, constant pain. When he’d been a young man, a horse-drawn ambulance had toppled over onto him on a street corner, leaving him with a badly fractured leg. The bone had been poorly set and had needed to be broken again in an attempt at repair. The pain never entirely went away. Eventually, Belmont turned to morphine for palliation, wandering like a ghost through the house on West 103rd Street before disappearing, like his wife, into a closed-off room, leaving his children with their maids and cooks.

Sometimes, when his wife’s migraines became intense, Belmont would also inject Maud with syringes of his morphine. She also suffered from erysipelas, a chronic skin infection, which Belmont also relieved with his syringe. Eventually both Dr. and Mrs. Bogart became dependent on the drug. Making matters worse, they also drank a great deal, especially when they were quarreling, which became more frequent once Humphrey was in his teens. Their conflicts usually centered on the downturn in the family’s finances. Belmont had made some unwise investments. His medical practice was also in decline. Probably due to his growing addiction, he began missing appointments. Maud, resentful at being forced to manage the family’s finances largely on her own, berated her husband for being a failure.

Sometime earlier, Belmont had put the house into Maud’s name for reasons that are unclear. But that allowed Maud, faced with the family’s declining income, to lease the 103rd Street house during the summer, while they were in Canandaigua. “Real Estate Transfer” newspaper columns document several leases during that period. A deeply private person, Maud wasn’t pleased with the idea of strangers occupying her house, and she let her husband know that. “We kids would pull the covers over our ears to keep out the sound of fighting,” Humphrey remembered.

According to neighbors, Belmont and Maud also browbeat their staff. In 1910, they employed two Irish immigrant servants, Katherine Compton, thirty, and Mary Fulmer, twenty-six, who lived with them. By 1915, the women had been replaced by another pair of Irish immigrants, Kate O’Connor, twenty-five, and Minnie Hennessy, thirty-seven. “Our maids would invariably quit after a month or two in the house,” Humphrey would recall, after Belmont would “go into the kitchen and tease them into such a state that they’d give their notice.” Maud would then try to win them back, but she wasn’t always successful. Despite Humphrey’s lighthearted description of his father’s “teasing,” the behavior sounds like sexual harassment. It’s perhaps not surprising that some neighbors would recount tales of the Bogart servants’ lack of interest in or even cruelty to Hump and his sisters. No surprise, either, that by 1920, Belmont and Maud had no servants living with them, a reflection of both their mistreatment of their staff and their own declining finances.

In that unhappy house, young Hump didn’t stand a chance. When he was a baby, he’d gripped his father’s finger so strongly that Belmont had triumphantly told his friends that he’d produced a surgeon. That was likely the last moment Belmont had any faith in his son’s future. His father despaired over the fact that Humphrey didn’t possess the same sort of ambition and self-determination he himself had exhibited at the same age
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