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    This collection, bearing the title Babylon Revisited, assembles ten short stories by F. Scott Fitzgerald to present a compact, sustained encounter with his art in the short form. Rather than a complete works or a comprehensive chronology, it offers a representative arc of subjects, settings, and tonal registers that made Fitzgerald a central figure in modern American fiction. Read together, these narratives show how his gift for lyric compression, social observation, and psychological nuance flourished within magazine-length fiction. The purpose is to trace the coherence of an artistic vision—at once glamorous and chastened—across distinct stories that illuminate recurring preoccupations and stylistic habits in evolving contexts.

The pieces gathered here are works of narrative prose fiction: short stories ranging from compact studies to longer tales of near-novella scope. They encompass modes of realism, social satire, romantic comedy, psychological portraiture, and, in one celebrated instance, extravagant fantasy. Most first reached readers in general magazines before later book publication, and they preserve the immediacy and clarity demanded by that venue while sustaining literary depth. The volume demonstrates how Fitzgerald shaped autonomous stories with full dramatic arcs, yet allowed echoes and motifs to circulate between them. It showcases the short story as both a testing ground and a consummate form within his body of work.

The historical orbit of these stories spans the exuberance of the postwar decade and the soberer climate that followed. Fitzgerald is widely recognized as a principal chronicler of the so‑called Jazz Age, and his fiction draws on the social rhythms of parties, speakeasies, clubs, and crowded city streets, as well as expatriate haunts and studio lots. Yet the backdrops are never mere period decoration: they act as pressure systems under which class, aspiration, and desire collide. The later works in the set carry the hush and reckoning of changed times, registering the momentum of boom years as an aftersound of memory, responsibility, and loss.

Fitzgerald’s stylistic signature is unmistakable: balanced, musical sentences; swift, vivid scene-painting; and images that lift social detail into symbol. He pairs polished surfaces with carefully managed irony, letting tone shift subtly from vivacity to ache. His narrators and focal characters are finely placed to sense both enchantment and distance, so that glamour appears alluring and fragile at once. The short form underscores his architectural skill—openings that lock instantly into place, center passages of dramatic pressure, and endings that gesture outward into implication. Throughout, diction is luminous but exacting, attentive to the moral and emotional textures of a given moment.

The unifying concerns of this volume include the promises and distortions of wealth, the uneasy traffic between classes, the invention of the self, and the cost of desire. Characters test the limits of mobility—regional, social, and romantic—often discovering that ascent brings its own confinements. Time and memory exert a steady pull: youth recedes even as it is mythologized; the past is cherished and contested. Fitzgerald’s protagonists are frequently poised between outward performance and inward reckoning, learning how charm, talent, and will encounter contingency. Love and friendship appear as covenants shadowed by pride, fear, and the gravitational field of prior choices.

The Ice Palace opens the collection’s regional dialogue, following a Southern woman who travels north to meet the world her fiancé inhabits. Climate, architecture, and custom become instruments of revelation as she measures intimacy against difference. The story’s premise sets up an examination of what it means to cross lines of habit and history, and how a person’s sense of home can both steady and hem them in. Fitzgerald stages the encounter with his characteristic clarity, allowing setting to do thematic work and letting the heroine’s perceptions crystallize the broader contrast between warmth and glitter, memory and modern aspiration.

May Day shifts to a crowded urban canvas, unfolding over a single charged span in New York. Soldiers on leave, fashionable partygoers, journalists, and strivers cross paths in a choreography of collisions. The premise invites a panoramic view of a city circulating on adrenaline, ambition, and exhaustion, as the private hopes of unaligned characters brush against one another. Fitzgerald uses the compressed time frame to highlight volatile energies—festivity sliding toward misrecognition, bravado shading into vulnerability. Without binding the vignettes to a single conclusion, the story renders a fractured portrait of a society testing its limits in the wake of upheaval.

The Diamond As Big As the Ritz turns from realism to fabulist satire. A boy from a small Mississippi River town accepts a school friend’s invitation to a lavish estate hidden in the American West and discovers a domain supported by impossible wealth. The story’s premise allows Fitzgerald to push the logic of privilege to the edge of fantasy, mixing charm and menace as he anatomizes extravagance. Sparkling surfaces mask structural peril; hospitality doubles as control. The tale’s buoyant invention sharpens its critique, revealing how desire for absolute security warps judgment, turns love into an instrument, and isolates even as it indulges.

Winter Dreams returns to the close focus of personal ambition. A gifted young man with modest beginnings encounters a dazzling girl whose presence crystallizes his longing for a larger life. The seasons, and the rituals attached to them, mark shifts in possibility and feeling. Fitzgerald compresses a full arc of aspiration into scenes of courtship, work, and social arrival, attentive to what prosperity can and cannot secure. The story’s premise distills abiding concerns of class visibility, self-invention, and romantic fixation, rendering them in a sleek structure where each encounter echoes backward and forward through the hero’s evolving sense of worth.

Three central character studies deepen these motifs. Absolution follows a devout boy wrestling with spiritual fear and the pressure of impossible purity, a portrait of conscience under strain. The Rich Boy traces the emotional education of a man whose early advantages leave him both empowered and encumbered, testing how wealth intersects with intimacy. The Freshest Boy observes a sensitive student navigating the rites, humiliations, and small loyalties of school life. Together they explore guilt, entitlement, and formation, displaying Fitzgerald’s acuity with interior weather and social cues, as well as his ability to balance sympathy with unsparing recognition.

Babylon Revisited and Crazy Sunday frame the consequences of earlier excess with hard, adult clarity. In the title story, a man returns to Paris hoping to rebuild his life and mend a family bond, confronting the city where his past still lingers in familiar rooms and remembered routines. Crazy Sunday moves to Hollywood, where a young writer negotiates the brittle theatre of studio parties and professional allegiance. Each rests on a sober premise: performance can dazzle and mislead, and recovery requires more than resolve. Fitzgerald lets setting, gesture, and silence carry meaning, resisting sentiment while honoring the pull of regret.

The Long Way Out stands as a quietly resonant late piece, attentive to choices narrowed by circumstance and the patient courage required to endure them. Without spectacle, it concentrates on everyday pressures and the moral calculus of staying or leaving, suggesting that heroism sometimes consists in measured persistence. Placed at the close, it underscores the collection’s through-line: desire and opportunity are never simply gifts; they are tests. Read as a whole, this volume affirms Fitzgerald’s lasting significance as a master of the American short story—an artist who could render an era’s glitter, and its afterglow, with equal, abiding authority.
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    Introduction
F. Scott Fitzgerald was an American novelist and short‑story writer whose work became synonymous with the Jazz Age, a term he helped popularize. Born in the Midwest in the late nineteenth century and dead by 1940, he left a compact body of fiction that anatomized aspiration, privilege, and regret. While The Great Gatsby remains his signature novel, his short fiction is equally central to his reputation. The stories in this collection—ranging from The Ice Palace and May Day to Babylon Revisited and Crazy Sunday—trace his evolving response to the promise and costs of modern American life, balancing lyrical style with incisive social observation.
Fitzgerald’s historical significance rests on his ability to fuse romance and realism, capturing the glamor and fragility of a generation coming of age after war and before depression. He wrote for leading magazines, honing a flexible short‑story form that could be fantastical, satirical, or intimately psychological. The pieces gathered here show him moving from the exuberance of the early 1920s to the chastened intelligence of the 1930s. Across these phases, he explored class mobility, regional identity, and the ethical strains of success, crafting narratives that remain touchstones for discussions of the American Dream and its discontents.
Education and Literary Influences
Fitzgerald grew up in Saint Paul, Minnesota, in a milieu where social aspiration and Catholic upbringing shaped his imagination. He attended schools in the Midwest and East before enrolling at Princeton University, where he wrote for campus publications and musical theater. Though he left before graduating and served in the military during the First World War, Princeton’s training and networks were decisive. The discipline of weekly deadlines and collaborative performance sharpened his ear for dialogue and scene. Emerging from wartime with a manuscript and a drive to publish, he entered New York’s literary marketplace prepared to revise quickly and write toward exacting editorial expectations.
His influences were broad: nineteenth‑ and early twentieth‑century American realism, the European novel’s social analysis, and the English Romantic tradition shaped his sensibility. Editorial mentorship at Scribner’s fostered high standards of structure and tone. The magazine economy of the 1910s and 1920s also influenced his craft, rewarding clarity, strong motifs, and endings that resonate without moralizing. Regional experience informed thematic choices: Midwestern restraint and Catholic conscience surface in Absolution, while exposure to the American South colors The Ice Palace’s contrast of climates and customs. The culture of postwar New York, glimpsed in May Day, sharpened his feel for crowd energies and disillusion.

Literary Career
Fitzgerald’s rapid ascent followed the publication of his first novel, which opened the door to steady magazine work. Early short stories consolidated his public image as chronicler of youth and sudden fortune. The Ice Palace, an early success, uses a courtship across regions to dramatize competing ideals of comfort and adventure, illuminating the cultural weather of the 1920s. May Day, written against the backdrop of postwar unrest, interweaves social strata during a single tumultuous day. Both stories show his agility with multiple perspectives, crisp scene construction, and a lyricism that can pivot to irony, hallmarks that would define his maturing short fiction.
The Diamond As Big As the Ritz reveals his gift for satirical fantasy. By stretching plausibility, he exposes the moral distortions of limitless wealth, letting extravagance speak for itself. Winter Dreams, frequently seen as a precursor in mood and theme to his middle‑period novelistic work, condenses an entire life’s arc of ambition, romance, and reevaluation into a concentrated form. Its landscapes and seasonal markers exemplify his symbolic method, while its supple narrative tempo foreshadows the poise and tragic undercurrent that would become synonymous with his name. Together, these stories demonstrate his ability to balance allure with critique.
Absolution stands apart for its psychological intensity, foregrounding conscience, imagination, and the burdens of expectation within a religious frame. It has often been noted in relation to ideas he later explored at novel length, but it also reads as a self‑contained meditation on self‑invention and fear. The Rich Boy extends his reach into novellistic analysis, following the habits of privilege with unusual patience. It is a study less of events than of temperament shaped by class, using social settings to reveal a private education in desire and restraint. Contemporary readers recognized its subtlety, while magazines prized its breadth and finish.
The Freshest Boy returns to youth from a more chastened vantage, placing a scholarship student within the ritual world of a preparatory school. Here the author refines his long interest in status codes, observing how aspiration collides with embarrassment and resilience. Formally, the story exemplifies his mid‑career control of point of view, allowing sympathy without sentimentality. Crazy Sunday, drawn from his acquaintance with the film world, translates social missteps into a new milieu. Moving from drawing rooms to studio parties, he tracks performance, gossip, and vulnerability, suggesting that Hollywood magnifies the same anxieties about approval and belonging present throughout his work.
Babylon Revisited is widely regarded as one of Fitzgerald’s finest achievements, distilling the 1930s mood of reckoning without sermonizing. Set among expatriates after the stock‑market crash, it pairs tightened prose with a humane perspective on change and responsibility. The Long Way Out, from his later years, sustains that sobriety while extending his compassion for characters navigating constrained choices. Across the collection, his craftsmanship deepens: dialogue grows spare, symbols integrate more quietly, and endings refuse easy closure. Whether in fantasia, campus hallways, salons, or studios, he returns to the central question of what success offers and what it asks in return.

Beliefs and Advocacy
Fitzgerald did not organize around public causes in the manner of a professional activist, but his essays and fiction articulate a consistent skepticism toward material idolatry and a belief in artistic exactness. As a leading interpreter of the Jazz Age, he examined the promises of youth and prosperity while insisting on their limits. He valued discipline in revision and the integrity of form amid a commercial magazine culture that encouraged formula. Rather than prescribing policies, he dramatized consequences, placing characters at moral crossroads where class, opportunity, and memory converge. His work thus functions as cultural criticism, questioning received notions of success and self‑renewal.
Final Years & Legacy
Final Years & Legacy
Through the 1930s, Fitzgerald entered a late phase marked by renewed ambition and hard realities. He completed a major novel early in the decade and, facing financial pressures, accepted studio contracts and assignments as a screenwriter in Hollywood. The move widened his vantage, supplying material for Crazy Sunday and sharpening his awareness of performance and reputation. At the same time, stories such as Babylon Revisited and The Long Way Out display a stripped, disciplined style suited to an era of contraction. Health struggles and personal setbacks shadowed this period, but the work shows a writer turning circumstance into clarity.
Fitzgerald died in 1940 in California, leaving an unfinished final novel and a reputation in flux. In the decades that followed, critical reevaluation placed him among the essential American modernists. The Great Gatsby became a central text, while his short fiction gained fresh esteem for formal ingenuity and emotional range. The stories in this collection chart his arc from romantic bravura to moral poise, providing a compact register of the century’s changing tempo. They continue to shape discussions of class and aspiration, influence generations of stylists, and affirm the short story as a vessel for American dreams and reckonings.
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    F. Scott Fitzgerald’s career rose with the post–World War I generation and spanned the exuberance of the 1920s and the contraction of the 1930s. He published fiction widely in mass-circulation magazines, then gathered stories into collections. The ten works in this volume were written between roughly 1920 and the early 1930s, a span that runs from demobilization and social upheaval to the Great Depression. Their settings—Midwestern towns, the American South, New York, Hollywood, and expatriate Paris—mirror the era’s mobility and new cultural circuits. Together they trace the Jazz Age’s consumer pleasures, regional tensions, and faith in self-making, as well as its aftershocks when prosperity faltered and private choices confronted public consequences.

The immediate postwar years saw demobilized soldiers, inflation, and labor unrest. In 1919 the United States experienced a wave of strikes and the first “Red Scare,” marked by the Palmer Raids and suspicion of radicals. Fitzgerald’s “May Day,” written soon after, draws on the tumult surrounding May Day demonstrations in New York and the fraught coexistence of veterans, socialites, and workers. The story’s crowded streets, club rooms, and confrontations register the era’s volatile mixture of patriotism, class anxiety, and anti-immigrant sentiment. Political polarization and a new mass press amplified tensions, while prohibitionist zeal and moral reform campaigns offered competing visions of order after the dislocations of war.

Women’s roles changed visibly in the early 1920s. Ratification of the Nineteenth Amendment in 1920 expanded political citizenship; urban dance halls, college campuses, and advertising broadened images of feminine independence. “The Ice Palace,” with its Southern heroine visiting a Northern city, reflects regional and gendered crosscurrents: industrial North versus agrarian South, new freedoms versus inherited codes. The fascination with engineered spectacle—like the monumental ice structures built for winter festivals in cities such as St. Paul since the late nineteenth century—speaks to the period’s civic boosterism and technological bravura. Beneath the novelty, the story registers the period’s persistent sectional memories and the negotiation of identity amid accelerated mobility and changing climates—literal and social.

The 1920s consumer economy expanded through electrification, mass production, and nationwide advertising. Automobiles, household appliances, and department stores reshaped daily life, while leisure industries—golf, resorts, and cinemas—offered new stages for aspiration. “Winter Dreams” crystallizes this climate of desire. Its Midwestern clubs and manicured courses arise from a world of installment credit, brand consciousness, and status display. The democratization of goods promised access to formerly exclusive experiences, yet new hierarchies formed around taste and pedigree. Rising professional classes met entrenched elites on fairways and in ballrooms, and the very technologies that shrank distances also sharpened awareness of one’s social position and the gap between ambition and belonging.

American wealth concentrated in the 1920s under limited federal regulation, extending patterns from the Gilded Age. Fitzgerald’s extravagant fable “The Diamond As Big As the Ritz” satirizes this concentration by imagining an impossible hoard guarded at all costs. Its Western setting gestures toward frontier myths of boundless resource extraction, while its depiction of enslaved Black labor on a secret estate indicts the nation’s racial history and contemporaneous Jim Crow segregation. The story’s excesses—castles, hidden valleys, private armies—mirror the decade’s fascination with palatial estates and luxury goods. By exaggerating privilege into fantasy, Fitzgerald exposes how unexamined wealth can demand secrecy, violence, and moral suspension to sustain itself.

Religious culture remained a powerful force, even as scientific and psychoanalytic ideas gained currency. Fitzgerald, raised in a Catholic family, drew on this milieu in “Absolution,” which turns to confession, sin, and scrupulous self-examination within a Midwestern parish world. Early twentieth-century American Catholicism maintained tight-knit institutions—parishes, schools, devotional societies—often shaped by immigrant communities. At the same time, modernity pressed inward: urban anonymity, new knowledge about the psyche, and shifting authority within families. The story’s attention to conscience, ritual, and language reflects wider debates about moral formation in an age of mass media, and it subtly maps how religious discipline could both structure and constrain the self.

Inherited wealth and its social codes animated many debates in the 1920s. “The Rich Boy” anatomizes the manners, confidence, and insulation that accrue to money long held. East Coast high society enforced boundaries through private schools, exclusive clubs, and the Social Register, reproducing class through marriage and alumni networks. Philanthropy, debutante seasons, and country-house weekends offered venues where public benevolence intersected with private distinction. Fitzgerald’s narrative voice, coolly assessing privilege’s effects on character, reflects contemporary fascination with “old money” and the period’s sociological interest in elites. The story’s measured tone echoes a moment when journalists and novelists cataloged status rituals with near-ethnographic detail.

Education expanded rapidly in the early twentieth century. High school enrollment climbed, and private preparatory schools refined the pipeline to elite colleges. “The Freshest Boy” observes this institutional world where dormitories, chapel, and playing fields inculcate taste, discipline, and hierarchy. Adolescence was increasingly treated as a distinct life stage, with guidance literature, school counseling, and youth organizations shaping aspirations. Examinations, class rankings, and extracurricular achievements sorted students into futures. Fitzgerald’s attention to the humiliations and hopes of school life places individual sensitivities against the background of an educational system that promised opportunity while signaling, in countless small ways, who belonged and who did not.

Prohibition, implemented by the Eighteenth Amendment and the Volstead Act from 1920 to 1933, reshaped social life. It spurred speakeasies, bootlegging, and struggles over enforcement while leaving convivial spaces—hotels, private parties, overseas bars—largely intact for those with means. “Babylon Revisited” looks back on late-1920s excess with a sobriety sharpened by hindsight; “Crazy Sunday,” set in Hollywood, captures industry parties where alcohol circulated despite the law. Debates over temperance intersected with class and gender: reformers cast liquor as a source of urban vice, while cosmopolitan elites often treated prohibition as a challenge to be outwitted. The legal framework thus intensified the era’s performative transgression and subsequent contrition.

Paris became a magnet for American artists and professionals in the 1920s. A weakened franc made the city affordable, and a cosmopolitan milieu—bookstores, cafés, and salons—encouraged experimentation. Figures later grouped as the “Lost Generation” worked and socialized along the Seine, producing transatlantic little magazines and forging networks with publishers in New York and London. “Babylon Revisited,” set in Paris after the 1929 crash, revisits these neighborhoods as sites of memory, when reputations and fortunes have shifted. The city’s jazz clubs and American bars had symbolized modernity; now they become vantage points for measuring cost. Fitzgerald’s use of expatriate Paris situates private repentance within a well-documented social world.

The 1929 stock market crash and the onset of the Great Depression altered the landscape of work, wealth, and domestic life. Bank failures, deflation, and widespread unemployment transformed the rhetoric of boundless opportunity into one of survival and restraint. “Babylon Revisited,” first published in 1931, is often read against this dislocation: a changed financial climate, wary guardianship of assets, and a recalibration of trust. In the entertainment sector, revenues contracted, and artists navigated uncertain contracts and reputations. Fitzgerald’s later stories measure the tempering of the Jazz Age’s confidence, tracing how public calamity reframed earlier indulgences as liabilities and placed new weight on responsibility and memory.

The motion-picture industry consolidated power in the studio era, and the arrival of synchronized sound at the end of the 1920s reconfigured careers. “Crazy Sunday” immerses readers in Hollywood’s hierarchy of producers, directors, stars, and writers, where publicity and private life blur. Trade papers, fan magazines, and gossip columns cultivated an audience’s appetite for scandal while studios managed images. The Production Code was adopted in 1930, though rigorous enforcement would come later; in the early 1930s, films and parties still reflected a looser moral climate. Fitzgerald’s firsthand experience with studio work informs the story’s attention to scripted behavior, risk-averse power, and the precariousness of creative labor.

The American West functioned as a symbolic resource in the 1920s, promising reinvention and material abundance. “The Diamond As Big As the Ritz” exploits that mythology to critique the logic of extraction and exceptionalism. Copper, oil, and timber booms had enriched magnates in earlier decades; the 1920s elevated their estates to objects of fascination in newsreels and society pages. By exaggerating a private mountain of treasure, Fitzgerald spotlights the secrecy and coercion required to remove wealth from public view, a dark mirror to boosterish narratives of frontier opportunity. The West’s panoramas, long sold as proof of national destiny, become in this story a landscape of concealment and unchecked power.

Regional contrasts permeate the collection. Internal migration, industrialization, and agricultural distress reconfigured the nation’s map between 1910 and 1930. “The Ice Palace” dramatizes how climate, architecture, and custom express different moral weather, while “Winter Dreams” tracks Midwestern ambition against metropolitan standards. Northern cities drew workers—Black migrants from the South and immigrants from Europe—transforming neighborhoods and intensifying debates over housing, policing, and schooling. Tourism boomed on rail and improved roads, inviting comparison and dislocation. Fitzgerald’s settings, though focused on elites and aspirants, register this churn; the allure of elsewhere reflects a country in motion, sorting advantages and anxieties along regional lines.

The strike wave of 1919, the Palmer Raids, and the execution of Sacco and Vanzetti (1927) punctuated a decade-long argument over radicalism, immigration, and national identity. “May Day” condenses those arguments into encounters between uniformed veterans, bohemian writers, and wage workers, sometimes in the same bar. The Johnson-Reed Immigration Act of 1924 codified restrictive quotas, while patriotic organizations promoted “100 percent Americanism.” Street violence and university demonstrations placed politics inside spaces of leisure and learning. By staging collisions across newspaper offices, dance floors, and sidewalks, Fitzgerald aligns personal misrecognitions with the era’s public rhetoric of loyalty, order, and fear of subversion.

Domestic life was also a site of reform. Progressive-era initiatives in public health, social work, and home economics sought to rationalize housekeeping and childrearing. Department-store credit and mass advertising reframed comfort as a purchasable standard. “The Long Way Out,” focused on ordinary rooms and constrained choices, reads against this background of expert counsel and rising expectations. The story’s attention to cramped budgets, reputation, and quiet endurance echoes broader debates about women’s labor—paid and unpaid—and the burden of respectability in towns and cities. It evokes a modern household under measurement: by neighbors, by doctors and teachers, and by the tick of installment payments.

Fitzgerald’s short stories emerged within a robust magazine economy. Slick weeklies and monthlies—such as the Saturday Evening Post and Redbook—paid high rates for fiction that balanced topical glamour with moral clarity. Editors solicited revisions, titles, and framing illustrations that sharpened market appeal. Many pieces in this collection first appeared in such venues before later book publication, reflecting the period’s pipeline from popular readership to literary consolidation. The magazines’ reach shaped tone and pacing, while their audience expectations—flappers, fortunes, and second chances—pressed Fitzgerald to stage the era’s dilemmas in vivid episodes. His dependence on magazine income tied his art directly to the rhythms of mass culture he depicted.
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    Ambition and Class Desire (Winter Dreams; The Rich Boy)
Winter Dreams follows a caddie-turned-entrepreneur whose fixation on a dazzling socialite fuels his ascent and torments his sense of self. The story charts cycles of pursuit and retreat that expose the mirage of status and the cost of idealization. Fitzgerald’s lyrical style frames ambition as both intoxicating and self-erasing.
The Rich Boy tracks a privileged man whose wealth grants access but distorts intimacy and judgment. Through episodes of romance and friendship, the narrative probes how entitlement breeds emotional distance and moral blind spots. The tone is incisive and rueful, balancing social observation with psychological precision.
Adolescence and Conscience (Absolution; The Freshest Boy)
Absolution centers on a devout boy whose small deception spirals into a crisis of faith under the weight of authority and fear. As religious ritual blends with fevered imagination, he seeks a private escape from judgment. The mood is intense and interior, concerned with guilt, purity, and the perils of absolutism.
The Freshest Boy portrays an imaginative scholarship student adrift at a prep school where status and rumor define worth. His daydreams collide with humiliations and fleeting graces that test his self-conception. Fitzgerald treats adolescence with tender irony, attentive to the ache of outsidership and the urge to reinvent oneself.
The Diamond As Big As the Ritz
A fantastical satire in which a family guards a literal mountain of wealth, inviting a guest into a hidden world where luxury depends on secrecy. The plot’s escalating revelations turn extravagance into menace, skewering greed and American mythmaking. The tone is glittering and sinister, blending fairy tale excess with moral critique.
May Day
Set over a chaotic spring night in New York, May Day interweaves revelers, veterans, and social climbers whose paths cross amid parades and parties. Class resentment and postwar dislocation surface in confrontations that puncture the city’s gaiety. The story’s sprawling design yields a harsh portrait of exhaustion beneath the Jazz Age bravado.
The Ice Palace
The Ice Palace follows a Southern woman who visits her Northern fiancé and encounters an alluring yet alien climate of manners, weather, and will. A chilling excursion crystallizes her unease, turning romance into a meditation on belonging and memory. The prose contrasts sunlit nostalgia with crystalline severity, testing regional myths of warmth and progress.
Crazy Sunday
In Crazy Sunday, a young screenwriter’s ill-timed performance at a Hollywood party entangles him with a powerful couple and the studios’ social theater. Professional ambition collides with spectacle and gossip, blurring sincerity and self-promotion. Fitzgerald captures the industry’s narcotic glamour and the self-sabotage it breeds.
Babylon Revisited
Babylon Revisited follows a repentant expatriate who returns to Paris after the boom years to reclaim his child and measure what remains of his past life. Encounters with old companions and lingering temptations complicate his bid for steadiness. The tone is elegiac and clear-eyed, balancing hope for renewal against debts that do not easily vanish.
The Long Way Out
The Long Way Out depicts a woman hemmed in by grinding domestic and economic pressures who calculates a difficult path toward freedom. The narrative tracks the quiet, incremental choices that carry heavy moral weight. Its restraint yields a stark study of desperation, responsibility, and the narrow margins of escape.



Babylon Revisited
Main Table of Contents











The Ice Palace



May Day



The Diamond As Big As the Ritz



Winter Dreams



Absolution



The Rich Boy



The Freshest Boy



Babylon Revisited



Crazy Sunday



The Long Way Out



The Ice Palace


Table of Contents


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.

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[2q].

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, and I feel sure I will be.”

“Shall we dance? You know,” he continued as they rose, “it’s encouraging to find a girl who knows what she’s marrying for. Nine-tenths of them think of it as a sort of walking into a moving-picture sunset.”

She laughed and liked him immensely.

Two hours later on the way home she nestled near Harry in the back seat.

“Oh, Harry,” she whispered “it’s so co-old!”

“But it’s warm in here, daring girl.”

“But outside it’s cold; and oh, that howling wind!”

She buried her face deep in his fur coat and trembled involuntarily as his cold lips kissed the tip of her ear.



IV

The first week of her visit passed in a whirl. She had her promised toboggan-ride at the back of an automobile through a chill January twilight. Swathed in furs she put in a morning tobogganing on the country-club hill; even tried skiing, to sail through the air for a glorious moment and then land in a tangled laughing bundle on a soft snow-drift. She liked all the winter sports, except an afternoon spent snow-shoeing over a glaring plain under pale yellow sunshine, but she soon realized that these things were for children — that she was being humored and that the enjoyment round her was only a reflection of her own.

At first the Bellamy family puzzled her. The men were reliable and she liked them; to Mr. Bellamy especially, with his iron-gray hair and energetic dignity, she
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