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			To Leigh Brackett —OH

			To Conrad Metcalf, Kenneth Millar, and Elliot Gould —PJ

			To Harper Cruz Orion Rizzuto-Allen, hoping that you will one day get a kick out of it. And to Hassey Gascar Rizzuto. Cada día, para siempre. —ADR

		

	
		
			Most are accepters, born and bred to harness,

			And take things as they come.

			But some refusing harness and more who are refused it

			Would pray that another and a better Kingdom come,

			Which now is sketched in the air or travestied in slogans

			Written in chalk or tar on stucco or plaster-board

			But in time may find its body in men’s bodies,

			Its law and order in their heart’s accord,

			Where skill will no longer languish nor energy be trammelled

			To competition and graft,

			Exploited in subservience but not allegiance

			To an utterly lost and daft

			System that gives a few at fancy prices

			Their fancy lives

			While ninety-nine in the hundred who never attend the banquet

			Must wash the grease of ages off the knives.

			LOUIS MACNEICE, “AUTUMN JOURNAL” (1939)
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				Foreword
			

			The Big Sleep doesn’t. It never even nods. Flip the book open anywhere and it winks, leers, bristles, sulks, and sneers—in every line, a “quick jerky smile plays across” the face of the prose. If Raymond Chandler wrote, in Ross Macdonald’s famous words, like “a slumming angel,” it was precisely because the finicky, super-literate, English-prep-school-educated Chandler stands somehow inside and outside of his own conception simultaneously. He stands above what’s ridiculous and salacious and provocative in the hard-boiled moves he manipulated in such wizardly fashion (even when they’re exciting most of all to himself), and he stands firmly inside these same gestures because of the urgency he feels, an urgency he’s locating even as he writes the book. The urgency has to do with how much of his own ethical and artistic sensibility Chandler finds himself able to fit into this project, directly or by implication.

			Chandler’s detective, Philip Marlowe, and the novels that portray him, beginning with this one, became a container for everything this middle-aged oil executive had learned about corruption, about the stain of complicity and how it fell on even the most superior bystander, in a society that lied to itself about money and class and desire. They also became an unexpected vehicle for the half-thwarted, half-unacknowledged literary ambitions in Chandler. He’d managed to do an end run around the paralyzing effects of those ambitions by conceiving of his work within the pulp framework, yet they’re fuel anyhow, gas for the engine. Chandler’s first book is famously incoherent—or is it opaque? or baroque?—on the level of plot (whatever that is; as an organizer of multiple so-called plots I’ll confess myself that the term means less than ever to me), but on the level of deeper patterns of imagery, voice, and rhythm, it works like a sonnet. At the same time it obeys a law of velocity and breakneck wit that relates it formally to the Hollywood film, particularly the screwball comedy, a form reaching its manic peak in the same years Chandler was working. Needless to say, this is an embrace that would be quickly reciprocated.

			For a reader more or less my own age, the paradigmatic literary annotation is certainly Martin Gardner’s The Annotated Alice, where Gardner’s wry observations become one with Lewis Carroll’s gnomic, amused, and self-referential prose. In many ways the combination of Carroll and Gardner produced a “postmodern” masterpiece—in other ways, it merely revealed how much Carroll, like Cervantes and Sterne before him, both predated that term and seems to make it redundant. I’ve always believed Carroll’s Alice and Chandler’s Marlowe had a certain odd kinship: both wander as semi-involuntary moralists through collapsed games and ruined hierarchies, the only witnesses capable of crossing every boundary and collecting every account, and condemned therefore to conduct a kind of allegorical triage operation, to try to set the pieces right on the board. Like Gardner’s superb unpacking of the dense notions embedded in Carroll, these notes on The Big Sleep amplify the book by slowing it down, allowing us to ruminate on the mysteries nesting within the clues.

			Of course, an annotated Big Sleep does something more, by necessity: these notes entrench the novel in an intricate social and urban-developmental history of Los Angeles that hides from us, increasingly, in time’s back pages. Chandler’s book isn’t all allegory, or merely a transposition of a knightly romance to a contemporary genre—it’s also a portrait of times and places, of manners and buildings, of forgotten crimes in forgotten newspaper accounts. The replacement of our intuitions of these things with firm knowledge creates a breathtaking effect. Nothing, even a book as singular and archetypal as The Big Sleep, comes from nowhere. What a gift, to see in part how Chandler made it.

			Under just three names, these annotators number among them two poets, an archivist and a literary scholar, a gifted crime novelist, and three sleuths; reading their annotations conveys the vicarious thrill of their innumerable discoveries. Chandler lucked out. The Annotated Big Sleep doesn’t nod any more than the book it’s built on.

			—Jonathan Lethem

		

	
		
			
				
				Introduction
			

			
				
				THE BIG SLEEP AND ITS WORLD
			

			
				Raymond Chandler once wrote that “some literary antiquarian of a rather special type may one day think it worthwhile to run through the files of the pulp detective magazines” to watch as “the popular mystery story shed its refined good manners and went native.” He might have said, as the genre of detective fiction kicked out the Britishisms and became American. A chief agent of this transformation was Raymond Chandler himself. The Big Sleep was Chandler’s first novel, and it introduced the world to Philip Marlowe, the archetypal wisecracking, world-weary private detective who now occupies a permanent place in the American imagination. If Superman or John Wayne is the Zeus of American myth, and Marilyn Monroe is Aphrodite, then Marlowe is Prometheus: the noble outsider, sacrificing and enduring for a code he alone upholds.

			But The Big Sleep does more than even Chandler intended it to do. Partly by design and partly by happy contingency, the novel dramatizes a cluster of profound subjects and themes, including human mortality; ethical inquiry; the sordid history of Los Angeles in the early twentieth century; the politics of class, gender, ethnicity, and sexuality; the explosion of Americanisms, colloquialisms, slang, and genre jargon; and a knowing playfulness with the mystery formula—all set against a backdrop of a post-Prohibition, Depression-era America teetering on the edge of World War II. For all this, The Big Sleep reads easy. And it’s a ripping good story.

			In this annotated edition, we trace the many veins of meaning folded into Chandler’s intricate novel. He didn’t think of himself as primarily a “mystery” writer—he called his stories only “ostensibly” mysteries—but consideration of his work was confined within the limitations of genre fiction during his lifetime and for decades thereafter. Chandler hated being restricted by such notions. In a late letter to publisher Hamish Hamilton he wrote: “In this country the mystery writer is looked down on as sub-literary merely because he is a mystery writer….When people ask me, as occasionally they do, why I don’t try my hand at a serious novel, I don’t argue with them; I don’t even ask them what they mean by a serious novel. It would be useless. They wouldn’t know.”

			Nowadays we don’t tend to be constrained by the same distinctions between “high art” and “low art” that haunted Chandler. He is taught in university courses. He’s been canonized by the Library of America. Le Monde voted The Big Sleep one of the “100 Books of the Century” in 1999, and in 2005 Time magazine included it in its list of the hundred best English-language novels since the magazine began in 1923. Before his death he was lauded by authors as eminent as W. H. Auden, Evelyn Waugh, T. S. Eliot, Graham Greene, and Christopher Isherwood. And TBS’s success moved from text to screen, with film adaptations eliciting iconic performances from two of Hollywood’s greatest leading men, Humphrey Bogart and Robert Mitchum.

			Before the 1930s, Raymond Chandler didn’t appear to be headed for a career as a crime novelist. He wasn’t an ex-detective, like his greatest predecessor, Dashiell Hammett, and there is no evidence that he associated with cops, racketeers, grifters, or the like. He was born in gritty, urban Chicago in 1888, but he spent much of his upbringing in Nebraska, England, and Ireland, and he attended a good English public school, Dulwich College, where he studied languages and the classics.

			After graduating, Chandler did embark on a literary career, writing reviews and poetry in a style that was a world away from “hard-boiled.” Romanticism was in the air in the Edwardian England in which Chandler grew up. Retellings of the stories of the Knights of the Round Table and paintings of the knights and ladies of Arthurian England proliferated in the late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries, and Chandler was unabashedly swept up in the prevailing vogue for “fairyland” and chivalry and courtly love.1 He later admitted that he produced fairly tepid, second-rate stuff, and he gave it up to move back to the United States in a rather aimless pursuit of an uncertain future. Amid a variety of odd jobs, he served in the Canadian infantry in World War I. He later reflected that “once you have had to lead a platoon into direct machine-gun fire, nothing is ever the same again.” Needless to say, the world was transformed as well. Among the explosions, cultural and otherwise, the Great War blasted out of existence the prevailing predilection for nostalgic romance. In 1929, Virginia Woolf asked where it all went, the thriving Romantic tradition of just a generation before: “Shall we lay the blame on the war? When the guns fired in August of 1914, did the faces of men and women show so plain in each other’s eyes that romance was killed?”2 Although the First World War, the literary modernism it spawned, and Depression-era America seem perfectly antithetical to the Romantic tradition, certain key features of the form—especially the themes of chivalry and heroism—lay buried but alive in Chandler’s imagination. They would reappear, maimed and shell-shocked, in his first novel, as we will see.

			After short stints in St. Louis and San Francisco, Chandler moved to Los Angeles in 1913. Ever peripatetic, he took six more years to settle permanently there. The city served not only as setting but also in some ways as the other major character in the Philip Marlowe novels. Its character was set by its sudden expansion, and also by the greed and self-promotion that went with it. It was a city of excess, escapism (Hollywood!), tawdriness, exhibi tionism, and corruption. In the 1910s it was the fastest-growing city on Earth, hyped and hustled like perhaps no other city ever had been. The population of Los Angeles ballooned fourfold between 1910 and 1930, from approximately 310,000 to about 1,250,000, with the formerly barren greater LA County housing 2.5 million.3 In this time, the streets were paved, automobiles replaced both horse-drawn carriages and then the electric railway system, and the Los Angeles Aqueduct was built to heist water from the Owens Valley 250 miles away. Corruption was rife, and politicians and law enforcement often worked in tandem with the LA “System,” the syndicate of organized crime. Los Angeles was also a city of sin, a proto–Las Vegas surfeited with prostitution and gambling. Journalist Carey McWilliams wrote that “Los Angeles is the kind of place where perversion is perverted and prostitution prostituted.”4 Chandler grafted this “vast melodrama of maladjustment,” as LA historian Richard Rayner aptly calls it, onto his fiction. This wonderfully dysfunctional backdrop beckoned many writers. Chandler later proudly claimed that before him, “Los Angeles had never been written about,” but that wasn’t exactly true. Both Paul Cain and James M. Cain (no relation) had started publishing their brutally hard-boiled Angelino stories in the early 1930s. Horace McCoy’s dark LA novel They Shoot Horses, Don’t They? was published in 1935. They were soon joined by Nathanael West, whose Hollywood novel The Day of the Locust came out the same year as The Big Sleep. Chester Himes’s critical look at race and class in Los Angeles, If He Hollers Let Him Go, followed six years later. Mike Davis argues that LA noir writers like Chandler, Himes, and others represent an alternate public history of Los Angeles, and it’s hard to disagree.5
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			After arriving in Los Angeles, Chandler worked first as a bookkeeper and then as an executive for the Dabney Oil Syndicate. There he witnessed some of the corruption endemic to the oil industry and the justice system. The whole time, he saw his adopted hometown through the eyes of an outsider. In 1950 he would reflect, “I arrived in California with a beautiful wardrobe, a public school accent, no practical gifts for earning a living, and a contempt for the natives that, I am sorry to say, persists to this day.”

			Ironically, Chandler was a successful executive in the oil industry as the Depression hit in 1929 and deepened in the following years. When he was sacked by Dabney Oil in 1931, it wasn’t because of the wider economic collapse, nor because he was “intrigued” out of the job, as he later averred, but because of unacceptable behavior and too many lost weekends. (See note 13 on this page regarding Marlowe’s firing.) Finding himself out of work at the age of forty-three, two years into the Great Depression, Chandler seemed to be in for hard times.6

			Chandler took it as an opportunity to do “what I had always wanted to do—write.” But he had to find a way to make it pay. He later recalled, “In 1931 my wife and I used to cruise up and down the Pacific Coast in a very leisurely way, and at night, just to have something to read, I would pick a pulp magazine off the rack. It suddenly struck me that I might be able to write this stuff and get paid while I was learning.” He never underestimated his chosen task. After the publication of his first story in December 1933 he wrote to friend William Lever, “It took me a year to write my first story. I had to go back to the beginning and learn to write all over again.”

			The pulp magazines (so called because they were printed cheaply, on wood-pulp paper) were ubiquitous at newsstands, bus stations, and drugstores. They were a cheap, gaudy source of popular entertainment that sometimes mixed in subversive social commentary with tales of adventure and derring-do. The format, invented in 1882 as a vehicle for children’s adventure stories, was tremendously popular when Chandler was growing up. By the 1920s there were pulps specializing in each popular subgenre: detective stories, Westerns, love stories, adventure stories, sea stories, stories of the occult, and so on. During the Depression these sources of cheap entertainment provided vital escape for the downtrodden and disenfranchised.7

			Black Mask was widely regarded as the best of the bunch. It was founded in 1920 by drama critic and editor George Nathan and journalist, culture maven, and scholar H. L. Mencken as a way to fund their tonier magazine, The Smart Set. Its early subtitle announced “Western, Detective, and Adventure Stories,” but due to popular demand, the crime stories—and specifically the newly invented “hard-boiled” detective fiction—took over.

			Hard-boiled fiction hit the world hard in the 1920s, and in some ways it really was the revolutionary force Chandler claimed it was. Edgar Allan Poe generally receives the credit for inventing detective fiction (which he called “tales of ratiocination,” meaning, generally, stories of logical deduction) in three short stories in the 1840s starring the eccentric genius C. Auguste Dupin. Arthur Conan Doyle followed Poe’s lead when he invented his own brilliantly eccentric hero named Sherlock Holmes in 1887. By the end of the 1920s, a distinct tradition had grown up behind Poe and Doyle, giving us genteel amateurs like Agatha Christie’s Hercule Poirot and Miss Marple, Dorothy Sayers’s Lord Peter Wimsey, and the estimable Ellery Queen. The stories were often “puzzle mysteries” or “whodunits” where the reader played along with the detective to interpret the clues and solve the mystery. One of these authors, S. S. Van Dine (the pseudonym of American art critic Willard Huntington Wright), even published the rules for this type of literary game in his 1928 essay “Twenty Rules for Writing Detective Stories.” (Rule number one: “The reader must have equal opportunity with the detective for solving the mystery. All clues must be plainly stated and described.” Just try this with The Big Sleep!)

			This is now considered the Golden Age of detective fiction. Chandler and his fellow hard-boiled practitioners roundly rejected this legacy.8 When Chandler has Philip Marlowe trenchantly declare that “I’m not Sherlock Holmes or [Van Dine’s] Philo Vance” in Chapter Thirty of The Big Sleep, he’s making a statement as much about the genre that Marlowe is playing in as about the kind of detective Marlowe is. Chandler’s powerful manifestos on behalf of the American hard-boiled rejection of “drawing-room mysteries” can be found in two key essays: his magnificent 1944 “The Simple Art of Murder,” and the introduction to Trouble Is My Business, a quote with which we began our own introduction.

			Black Mask and other hard-boiled pulps like Dime Detective and Detective Weekly cut a new path. Carroll John Daly broke in the hard-boiled style with his story “The False Burton Combs” in 1922; his success was enormous, and he was emulated by Black Mask writers throughout the decade. The style bluntly and brutally depicted the corruption and excesses of the 1920s, offering a stylized representation of the organized crime networks spawned by Prohibition. This social context gave rise to a widespread popular demand for crime-related stories in all forms: print, movies, word of mouth, newsreels, gangster films, true-crime journalism, novels, short stories—you name it. As Luc Sante puts it, “the art of lawlessness began a major upward trend all over the world” at this time.9

			Hard-boiled, as a subgenre, is infamously “American.” To recall Chandler’s terms: it is the mystery going native.10 Hard-boiled captured the violence of the twenties and the desperation of the thirties in substance, and displayed them formally in a brutal, clipped, but—in the case of Hammett and Chandler, at least—distinctly poetic style. The phrase “hard-boiled” is itself an Americanism.11 According to Brewer’s Dictionary of Phrase and Fable (1989), to be “hard-boiled” is to be “one who is toughened by experience; a person with no illusions or sentimentalities.” In the eloquent words of novelist Walter Mosley, the hard-boiled style is “elegant and concise language used to describe an ugly and possibly irredeemable world,” a style that captivates us “the way a bright and shiny stainless-steel garbage can houses maggots and rats.”12 As Mosley indicates, the world according to hard-boiled is not only tough but also vibrant: a gritty, profoundly urban setting teeming with underworld life—booze, sex, drugs, violence—and the decadence of the wealthy and powerful. Hammett elevated the form in a series of stories in the first half of the twenties, but he truly revolutionized it in his novels Red Harvest, The Dain Curse, and The Maltese Falcon (all first serialized in Black Mask between 1927 and 1929).

			Hammett and Black Mask editor Joseph Shaw derived a literary program to lend psychological and linguistic realism, not to mention literary status, to what was considered a very formulaic, “lowbrow” form.13 Toward this end, Hammett mixed hard-boiled with Hemingway—shaken, not stirred.14 For Chandler, as for Hammett, Hemingway was “the greatest living American novelist.”15 Hemingway’s 1926 The Sun Also Rises became the hard-boiled touchstone, with its interior monologue, stark prose, and colloquial turns of phrase. “It is awfully easy to be hard-boiled about everything in the daytime,” protagonist Jake Barnes reflects, “but at night it is another thing.”16 (It’s tempting to consider Hemingway’s characters’ drunken quest for hard-boiled eggs a literary in-joke.)17

			In “The Simple Art of Murder,” Chandler establishes the genealogy of the form that he chose to work in. He links Hammett back to Hemingway, but Hemingway back to Theodore Dreiser, Carl Sandburg, and Ring Lardner—the sinewy tradition of the American literary vernacular mixed with social and psychological realism, which itself grew out of the nineteenth-century naturalist movement. The key figures here are Frank Norris, especially for subject matter, and Stephen Crane, for substance and style. Norris wrote on corruption and greed among economic forces in the late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries, and Crane, generally underestimated as one of the influences in this context (and one of Hemingway’s greatest early influences), was the author of taut, ironic tales of impending violence.18 In “Simple Art,” Chandler calls this realistic style a “revolutionary debunking of both the language and the material of fiction….You can take it clear back to Walt Whitman if you like,” Chandler says—and probably further back than that, in England anyway, to Wordsworth and Coleridge’s Lyrical Ballads, which famously announced a turn to the “real language of men” in its “Preface”/manifesto of 1800. “It probably started in poetry,” Chandler says coyly; “almost everything does.”

			If, for Hammett, the most important work was The Sun Also Rises, then for Chandler it was Hammett’s The Maltese Falcon (1930). Yet for all their similarities—and we will note several places where Chandler overlaps with, and even lifts from, Hammett during the course of TBS—they are profoundly different. Chandler, coming after, can take Hammett’s realism and use of the vernacular à la Hemingway as given. He adds other critical components that make him distinct: a dose of idealism, a strong strain of humor, and a keen self-awareness about the literary game he is playing. Another marked difference is that Hammett belongs to San Francisco while Chandler belongs to Los Angeles. For all their differences, however, Chandler made clear that Hammett paved the way for him. “I give him everything,” he wrote to Blanche Knopf in 1942.
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						Black Mask writers, 1936: Standing, from left to right, are Raymond J. Moffatt, Raymond Chandler, Herbert Stinson, Dwight Babcock, Eric Taylor, and Dashiell Hammett. Seated, from left to right, are Arthur Barnes, John K. Butler, W. T. Ballard, Horace McCoy, and Norbert Davis. Photograph by Leslie White (Joseph T. Shaw Papers, Department of Special Collections, Charles E. Young Research Library, UCLA)

					

				

			

			Chandler became a regular contributor to the pulps beginning in 1933 with a short story called “Blackmailers Don’t Shoot.” “You’ll laugh when I tell you what I write,” he wrote William Lever shortly thereafter. “Me, with my romantic and poetical instincts. I’m writing sensational detective fiction.” He took the form seriously enough himself to thoroughly study and practice the craft of the Black Mask contributors, especially Hammett and Erle Stanley Gardner. He later wrote to Gardner, “I learned to write a novelette on one of yours about a man named Rex Kane….I simply made an extremely detailed synopsis of your story and from that rewrote it and compared what I had with yours, and then went back and rewrote it some more, and so on. It looked pretty good.” His stories were often featured on the lurid covers of Black Mask. They helped Chandler master the form and, crucially, build an audience as a crime writer.
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						1935 Black Mask cover for Chandler’s “Killer in the Rain,” one of the sources of The Big Sleep (© 2017 Steeger Properties, LLC. All rights reserved.)

					

				

			

			By the late 1930s, Chandler was ready to take on the novel form. In writing the full-length work, Chandler undertook an extraordinary series of “cannibalizations” (his term), combining the plots of two of his Black Mask stories, “The Curtain” (1936) and “Killer in the Rain” (1935), adding a couple of scenes from a third, “Finger Man” (1934), and borrowing bits and pieces from other stories along the way. We provide extracts from these early stories so that the reader may see not just how extensively Chandler borrowed from himself but also how carefully he rewrote and what he added (sometimes by subtraction) in the revision process. It’s tempting to compare Chandler’s method with modernist exemplars like T. S. Eliot in his Waste Land and William Burroughs with his notorious cut-ups, but the effect is quite different. Chandler didn’t intend to disorient the reader or to break apart the conventional flow of narrative. Nonetheless, it was a significant way to work if only because it resulted in an emphasis on individual scenes over a seamlessly woven plot. His meticulous revision process shows also in the clipped, taut feel of the novel’s prose. By the time he was done, TBS was painstakingly polished, sleek, and streamlined. “I am a fellow who writes 30,000 words to turn in five,” he wrote in 1944. He had also invented a new name and provided a fuller psyche for his central character, who had had various names before (Mallory, Carmady, Dalmas) but now for the first time went by the name Philip Marlowe.

			The original cloth-bound novel sold about ten thousand copies for Knopf, in two print runs of five thousand apiece. Though this did not make it a bestseller, it did outpace the average mystery novel, which sold about three thousand copies in cloth. Reviews were generally favorable, but most were of the “roundup” type, paired with other new mystery releases in a single review.19 Chandler, writing to Alfred A. Knopf, remarked that “I have seen four notices, but two of them seemed more occupied with the depravity and unpleasantness of the book than with anything else.” Despite commercial success, Chandler declared himself “deflated” by the lack of serious attention. The Cleveland Plain Dealer, for example, published the kind of review that Chandler hated, noting the high points and asking, “What more do you want for your two bucks?”20 After the second cloth edition, Grosset & Dunlap brought out a discounted edition that sold another 3,500 copies. The first paperback edition was brought out by Avon Books in 1943. It quickly sold 300,000 copies and helped to turn Chandler’s fortunes around.21

			In the same year as the Avon pocket book smash, Chandler went to work with Billy Wilder on the screenplay to James M. Cain’s Double Indemnity. After it was released by Paramount Studios the following year, it was nominated for seven Academy Awards, including Best Screenplay. Chandler later derided the experience (“It was an agonizing experience and has probably shortened my life”), but it cemented his demand in Hollywood. By the time of the Howard Hawks filmed version of TBS in 1946, Chandler was an established name in Hollywood and in mystery novel circles. But he never shook the feeling that his true literary potential had gone unfulfilled. A few years before his death in 1959, Chandler sighed, in an interview with the London Times, “I’m not going to write the great American novel.” We think he already had.

			
				1. See Mark Girouard, The Return to Camelot: Chivalry and the English Gentleman (1981), for an extended consideration of the Victorian revival of idealized medieval romantic culture, which the Edwardian period inherited. Most of Chandler’s writing from this period participates in the revival. See especially his telling essay “Realism vs. Fairyland,” in which he defends idealism against the demands of realism. Also see his article on “The Genteel Artist” and his poems “The Quest” and “The King.” All can be found in Matthew J. Bruccoli’s collection, Chandler Before Marlowe: Raymond Chandler’s Early Prose and Poetry, 1908–1912 (1973), and in the “Chandler Before the Pulps” chapter of Raymond Chandler: A Literary Reference, edited by Robert F. Moss (2003).

				2. Virginia Woolf, A Room of One’s Own (1989), 15.
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			ADDITIONAL RAYMOND CHANDLER WORKS REFERENCED IN THE ANNOTATIONS

			(Bold indicates stories excerpted in text boxes.)

			SHORT STORIES

			“Blackmailers Don’t Shoot” (Black Mask, 1933), featuring Detective Mallory.

			“Finger Man” (Black Mask, 1934), originally featuring an unnamed protagonist later named Philip Marlowe in the Simple Art of Murder anthology (1950).

			“Killer in the Rain” (Black Mask, 1935), originally featuring an unnamed protagonist before being incorporated into The Big Sleep.

			“Nevada Gas” (Black Mask, 1935), featuring gambler Johnny DeRuse.

			“Guns at Cyrano’s” (Black Mask, 1936), originally featuring ex–private detective Ted Malvern, later changed to Ted Carmady for The Simple Art of Murder.

			“Goldfish” (Black Mask, 1936), originally featuring Detective Ted Carmady, later changed to Philip Marlowe for The Simple Art of Murder.

			“The Curtain” (Black Mask, 1936), as “Goldfish,” above.

			“Try the Girl” (Black Mask, 1937), originally featuring Detective Ted Carmady before being incorporated into Farewell, My Lovely.

			“Mandarin’s Jade” (Dime Detective, 1937), originally featuring Detective Johnny Dalmas before being incorporated into Farewell, My Lovely.

			“The Lady in the Lake” (Dime Detective, 1939), originally featuring Detective Johnny Dalmas before being incorporated into The Lady in the Lake.

			“Pearls Are a Nuisance” (Dime Detective, 1939), featuring playboy Walter Gage.

			NOVELS

			Farewell, My Lovely (1940)

			The High Window (1942)

			The Lady in the Lake (1943)

			The Little Sister (1949)

			The Long Goodbye (1953), not originally a Philip Marlowe novel. In drafting it, Chandler felt that he wasn’t connected to the main character, so he rewrote it from Marlowe’s point of view. “It begins to look as though I were tied to this fellow for life,” he wrote. “I simply can’t function without him.”

			Playback (1958), originally a film script from 1947, not featuring Philip Marlowe.

			“The Poodle Springs Story” (unfinished at death), completed by Robert B. Parker and published as Poodle Springs (1990).
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			1. When TBS came out, the name of Raymond Chandler was known only to devotees of pulp magazines, specifically those who read Black Mask and Dime Detective. The dust jacket of the first hardcover edition introduced him thus: “Raymond Chandler has had that type of career which is commonly referred to as ‘checkered.’ Born in Chicago of an Irish mother and an American father, he went early to England, where eventually he attended Dulwich College. After completing his education in France and Germany, he turned first to school-teaching as a profession”—for which there’s no evidence, but it sounded better than a job in the civil service, one supposes—“but soon gave that up in favor of writing. He became successively a book-reviewer, poet, paragraph-writer, and essayist.” The blurb notes that he fought in World War I in the Canadian infantry and returned to the United States, emphasizing his subsequent white-collar employments, including oil executive, and leaving out apricot picker and tennis racket stringer. Despite this checkered past, Chandler looked every bit the bookish intellectual that he was. He wrote in a letter, “Why in God’s name don’t those idiots of publishers stop putting photos of writers on their dust jackets? I bought a perfectly good book…was prepared to like it…and then I take a fast gander on the guy’s picture and he is obviously an absolute jerk, a really appalling creep…and I can’t read the damn book.” There was no author photo on the jacket. The bio concludes: “The Big Sleep is his first novel.”

			2. Slang for death. This is the first known use of this term in print, as Chandler insisted, irritated at Eugene O’Neill’s lifting of the phrase in The Iceman Cometh (written later in 1939). “If I am remembered long enough,” Chandler would sigh a decade later, “I shall probably be accused of stealing the phrase from O’Neill, since he is a big shot.”

			The phrase may owe something to Dashiell Hammett’s novella The Big Knockover, published in 1927. Following the success of the 1946 Howard Hawks film based on Chandler’s novel, “The Big X” became a template for film noir titles. Some notable examples: The Big Steal (1949), The Big Knife (1955, based on Clifford Odets’s 1949 play of the same name), The Big Heat (1953), and The Big Combo (1955). Mickey Spillane helped forward the trend with his fifth Marlowe-inspired Mike Hammer novel, The Big Kill (1951). More recent homages include The Big Lebowski (1998) and the Japanese noir-manga The Big O (1999–2001). The Big Con, a sociological study of the criminal underworld by David W. Maurer, appeared the year after The Big Sleep, in 1940.

			There are a whopping fourteen euphemistic “big”s listed in Albin J. Pollock’s 1935 dictionary of crime slang, The Underworld Speaks (e.g., “Big house, prison”). “Big sleep” isn’t one of them.

			3. Then as now, New York was the center of publishing in the United States, but the greatest practitioners of hard-boiled fiction migrated to California from points east: not just, most famously, Chandler and Hammett, but other Black Mask stars such as James M. Cain, Paul Cain, and Horace McCoy.

			4. Alfred A. Knopf founded his publishing company in 1915 after working as an editor at Doubleday. In Chandler’s day, Knopf also published James M. Cain and Dashiell Hammett, as well as distinguished American authors such as Willa Cather, Langston Hughes, and Ezra Pound. It was a significant move away from the pulp pages for Chandler.

			Hardcovers were expensive (TBS cost two dollars, the equivalent of about $34.50 today), so paperbacks were brought in in the late 1930s to reach a wider audience, including the readers of the pulps. There wasn’t a lot of quality control in genre-lit publishing, as Chandler noted: “The average detective story is probably no worse than the average novel, but you never see the average novel. It doesn’t get published. The average or only slightly above average detective story does.” In the 1920s and ’30s most major American publishers were publishing detective stories. Alfred’s wife, Blanche Knopf, had an important role in editing Knopf authors and corresponded with Chandler.
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			5. Specifically, February 6 in the United States; Hamish Hamilton brought out the British edition the following month. The Great Depression, which had engulfed the United States and the wider Western world in economic devastation since 1929, was not yet over. Fascism was on the rise: the Spanish Civil War ended with the Nationalists on top; Nazi Germany took over Czechoslovakia; Hitler’s ally Mussolini invaded Albania. The United States remained isolationist, refusing entry of Jewish refugees on board the St. Louis (the infamous “Voyage of the Damned”). Later in the year, Hitler invaded Poland, officially beginning World War II in Europe. Although TBS doesn’t reference this context, Chandler watched the world situation with alarm. He wrote to Blanche Knopf, “The effort to keep my mind off the war has reduced me to the mental age of seven.”

			1939 is widely considered the best year in American film history, with ten Academy Award nominations for Best Picture, including The Wizard of Oz, Stagecoach with John Wayne, Of Mice and Men, Wuthering Heights, and the winner, Gone With the Wind. Americans spent more money going to movies in 1939 than they ever had before.

			1939 was also a big year for representations of California in literature. Besides TBS, there was John Steinbeck’s Depression novel The Grapes of Wrath, which won both the National Book Award and the Pulitzer Prize; Nathanael West’s Hollywood novel The Day of the Locust; John Fante’s Ask the Dust, about hard times in Los Angeles; and Aldous Huxley’s damning portrayal of an aging Hollywood millionaire, After Many a Summer. Additionally, James Joyce’s linguistic romp Finnegans Wake was brought out by Faber and Faber in Britain and Viking Press in the United States.

			Mobster Al Capone was released from prison; mob fixer James Joseph Hines went in.
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			1. Review copies were sent out with a special cover with text that was also used as ad copy. Knopf chose to give TBS a big buildup, and Chandler was thrust into the canon of bestselling crime writers before official publication of his first novel. Perhaps this was at the instigation of editor Blanche Knopf, who was the force behind signing Hammett, Cain, and Chandler, and who began Knopf’s policy of publishing the cream of literary hard-boiled fiction.

		

	
		
			ONE

			
				IT WAS ABOUT ELEVEN O’CLOCK in the morning, mid October,1 with the sun not shining and a look of hard wet rain in the clearness of the foothills.2 I was wearing my powder-blue suit, with dark blue shirt, tie and display handkerchief, black brogues, black wool socks with dark blue clocks on them.3 I was neat, clean, shaved and sober, and I didn’t care who knew it. I was everything the well-dressed private detective ought to be.4 I was calling on four million dollars.5

			The main hallway of the Sternwood place was two stories high. Over the entrance doors, which would have let in a troop of Indian elephants,6 there was a broad stained-glass panel showing a knight in dark armor rescuing a lady who was tied to a tree and didn’t have any clothes on but some very long and convenient hair. The knight had pushed the vizor of his helmet back to be sociable, and he was fiddling with the knots on the ropes that tied the lady to the tree and not getting anywhere. I stood there and thought that if I lived in the house, I would sooner or later have to climb up there and help him. He didn’t seem to be really trying.7

			There were French doors at the back of the hall, beyond them a wide sweep of emerald grass to a white garage, in front of which a slim dark young chauffeur in shiny black leggings was dusting a maroon Packard convertible.8 Beyond the garage were some decorative trees trimmed as carefully as poodle dogs. Beyond them a large greenhouse with a domed roof. Then more trees and beyond everything the solid, uneven, comfortable line of the foothills.9

			On the east side of the hall a free staircase, tile-paved, rose to a gallery with a wrought-iron railing and another piece of stained-glass romance. Large hard chairs with rounded red plush seats were backed into the vacant spaces of the wall round about. They didn’t look as if anybody had ever sat in them. In the middle of the west wall there was a big empty fireplace with a brass screen in four hinged panels, and over the fireplace a marble mantel with cupids at the corners. Above the mantel there was a large oil portrait, and above the portrait two bullet-torn or moth-eaten cavalry pennants crossed in a glass frame. The portrait was a stiffly posed job of an officer in full regimentals of about the time of the Mexican war.10 The officer had a neat black imperial, black mustachios, hot hard coal-black eyes, and the general look of a man it would pay to get along with. I thought this might be General Sternwood’s grandfather.11 It could hardly be the General himself, even though I had heard he was pretty far gone in years to have a couple of daughters still in the dangerous twenties.

			I was still staring at the hot black eyes when a door opened far back under the stairs. It wasn’t the butler coming back. It was a girl.

			She was twenty or so, small and delicately put together, but she looked durable. She wore pale blue slacks and they looked well on her. She walked as if she were floating. Her hair was a fine tawny wave cut much shorter than the current fashion of pageboy tresses curled in at the bottom.12 Her eyes were slate-gray, and had almost no expression when they looked at me. She came over near me and smiled with her mouth and she had little sharp predatory teeth, as white as fresh orange pith13 and as shiny as porcelain. They glistened between her thin too taut lips. Her face lacked color and didn’t look too healthy.14

			“Tall, aren’t you?” she said.15

			“I didn’t mean to be.”16

			Her eyes rounded. She was puzzled. She was thinking. I could see, even on that short acquaintance, that thinking was always going to be a bother to her.

			“Handsome too,”17 she said. “And I bet you know it.”

			I grunted.

			“What’s your name?”

			“Reilly,” I said. “Doghouse Reilly.”18

			“That’s a funny name.” She bit her lip and turned her head a little and looked at me along her eyes. Then she lowered her lashes until they almost cuddled her cheeks and slowly raised them again, like a theater curtain. I was to get to know that trick. That was supposed to make me roll over on my back with all four paws in the air.

			“Are you a prizefighter?”19 she asked, when I didn’t.

			“Not exactly. I’m a sleuth.”20

			“A—a—” She tossed her head angrily, and the rich color of it glistened in the rather dim light of the big hall. “You’re making fun of me.”

			“Uh-uh.”

			“What?”

			“Get on with you,” I said. “You heard me.”

			“You didn’t say anything. You’re just a big tease.” She put a thumb up and bit it. It was a curiously shaped thumb, thin and narrow like an extra finger, with no curve in the first joint. She bit it and sucked it slowly, turning it around in her mouth like a baby with a comforter.21

			“You’re awfully tall,” she said. Then she giggled with secret merriment. Then she turned her body slowly and lithely, without lifting her feet. Her hands dropped limp at her sides. She tilted herself towards me on her toes. She fell straight back into my arms. I had to catch her or let her crack her head on the tessellated floor.22 I caught her under her arms and she went rubber-legged on me instantly. I had to hold her close to hold her up. When her head was against my chest she screwed it around and giggled at me.

			“You’re cute,” she giggled. “I’m cute too.”

			I didn’t say anything. So the butler chose that convenient moment to come back through the French doors and see me holding her.

			It didn’t seem to bother him. He was a tall, thin, silver man, sixty or close to it or a little past it. He had blue eyes as remote as eyes could be. His skin was smooth and bright and he moved like a man with very sound muscles. He walked slowly across the floor towards us and the girl jerked away from me. She flashed across the room to the foot of the stairs and went up them like a deer. She was gone before I could draw a long breath and let it out.

			The butler said tonelessly: “The General will see you now, Mr. Marlowe.”23

			I pushed my lower jaw up off my chest and nodded at him. “Who was that?”

			“Miss Carmen Sternwood,24 sir.”

			“You ought to wean her. She looks old enough.”25

			He looked at me with grave politeness and repeated what he had said.

			
				1. The convention of telling the time throughout the mystery story begins with Poe (especially “The Mystery of Marie Rogêt,” 1842–43) and is continued throughout Doyle’s Sherlock Holmes stories; it suggests the precision of the police procedural and of crime journalism. It also places the reader in the concrete here-and-now of the narrative. Georges Simenon’s 1931 The Yellow Dog begins, “Friday, November 7. Concarneau is empty. The lighted clock in the Old Town glows above the ramparts; it is five minutes to eleven.” The first paragraph of Chester Himes’s The Crazy Kill (1959): “It was four o’clock, Wednesday morning, July 14th, in Harlem, U.S.A. Seventh Avenue was as dark and lonely as haunted graves.”

				2. A surprisingly poetic way to say that it’s overcast and rainy. We’re only in the first sentence, but already readers of the time would have some clues telling them not to expect typical 1930s detective-novel writing. After all, a hard-boiled crime fiction is beginning in poetry, and the sun isn’t shining in Southern California.

				Compare the no-frills opening of fellow Black Mask writer Paul Cain’s Fast One (1933), which Chandler considered a “high point in the ultra hard-boiled manner”: “Kells walked north on Spring. At Fifth he turned west, walked two blocks, turned into a small cigar store.”

				3. For this stage entrance into the novel form, Chandler pulled the powder-blue suit from his first-ever hard-boiled story out of the closet: “The man in the powder-blue suit—which wasn’t powder-blue under the lights of the Club Bolivar—was tall, with wide-set gray eyes, a thin nose, a jaw of stone” (“Blackmailers Don’t Shoot,” 1933). He adds the extended blue color coordination, the display handkerchief, dress shoes (brogues), and fancy socks. “Clocks” here indicate an ornamental pattern, not timepieces. Has there ever been a visualization of Chandler’s dapper Marlowe, as described in this opening scene? There’s no fedora, and the trench coat comes out only later, during a downpour. It’s a rather profound reversal of expectations: the Southern California sky isn’t blue, but Marlowe’s attire is.

				4. Scholar Charles J. Rzepka notes that “neat, clean, shaved and sober” is “army-talk for ‘ready for inspection.’ ” Certainly our narrator gives a soldierly impression: Eddie Mars will think so, as will the butler Norris.

				The figure of the detective as a working man on a job, in contrast to the well-heeled amateurs of the English mystery tradition, was well established by 1939—so much so that Marlowe could share with his readers an ironic appreciation of how well he was dressed for the part. The voice wryly acknowledges that this presentability isn’t the norm.

				5. Adjusted for inflation, four million 1939 dollars would be worth almost $70 million today. Los Angeles has been home to great fortunes since the railroads brought the first millionaires from the east seeking warmer climes—the Los Angeles Herald reported rich men “pouring in here by the score” in 1905—and their numbers increased through the early years of the century with successive booms in real estate and oil. Sternwood’s four million would not rank him at the top of this class: real-life oilman Edward L. Doheny was worth more than ten times as much at the peak of his career.

				6. Some of the most extravagant mansions in Los Angeles belonged to its oil barons. As a vice president of Dabney Oil, Chandler would have seen some of this opulence from the inside. Not far from the fictional Sternwood mansion is Greystone, the fifty-five-room Tudor mansion in Beverly Hills that oil tycoon Edward L. Doheny commissioned in 1925 for his son, Ned. Greystone took two years and cost $4 million to build: limestone and slate were hauled across the country for its walls and roof, and its grounds included stables, a ten-car garage, terraced gardens, plush lawns, and a greenhouse. From Greystone one could see the oil derricks that had made the Doheny fortune. Still standing, Greystone appears as the millionaire home in two iconic films of the past twenty years: the Coen brothers’ Big Sleep tribute The Big Lebowski, and Paul Thomas Anderson’s There Will Be Blood, based on Upton Sinclair’s Oil! Note the parallel compound proper names: Grey/stone, Stern/wood.
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				7. The figure of the knight will return at key places in the story. It is centrally symbolic and quite complex, even in this seemingly simple moment of Marlowe gazing on the frozen scene. In his reflection on this image, Marlowe can’t help but implicate himself in the knight’s task despite his bemused detachment. His wording leaves it open to interpretation whether he is criticizing—albeit ironically—the knight’s heroic effort, or whether he’d be more motivated than the chaste knight to free the naked lady. In either case, the working-class detective’s take on this piece of fancy stained-glass art is suitably unimpressed.

				In “The Curtain” (Black Mask, 1936), one of the stories Chandler “cannibalized” for TBS, private detective Carmady stands in the mansion’s hallway among “several suits of time-darkened armor.” By filling the armor with a knight, Chandler deepens the symbolism.

				Both the figure of the knight and the first sentence’s description by negativity—“the sun not shining” (also not in earlier versions of the story)—recall a key poem for TBS, John Keats’s “La Belle Dame sans Merci”:

				
					O what can ail thee, knight at arms,

					Alone and palely loitering?

					The sedge has wither’d from the lake,

					And no birds sing.

				

				With the sun not shining, and no birds sing. Keats’s “beautiful lady without pity” is one of modern literature’s first femmes fatales (see note 4 on this page). His elegy for a knight lost to a tricky woman’s love will resound and rebound throughout the novel, in subtle and unexpected ways. As for the assertion by negativity, Chandler loves the effect: see the ends of Chapters Four, Six, Thirteen, and Twenty-Five.
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							Visor back to be sociable, fiddling with the knots: Sir John Everett Millais’s The Knight Errant (1870), one of the many reimaginings of the medieval chivalric tradition in the late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries, bears close resemblance to the Sternwoods’ “stained-glass romance.”

						

					

				

				8. One of the top American luxury automobiles since 1899. Packard continued to thrive during the Depression, introducing its most luxurious model yet, the Packard Twelve, in the early 1930s. In Farewell, My Lovely Marlowe calls it “the kind of car you wear your rope pearls in.”
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				9. The foothills of the Santa Monica Mountains descend into LA from the north.

				
					A PRIVATE DETECTIVE ENTERS THE WORLD OF A RICH CLIENT

					Aside from “a well-to-do female client walks into the shabby office” (see Chapter Eleven), this is possibly the most used opening trope in crime fiction.

					Dashiell Hammett’s opening for The Dain Curse preceded TBS by ten years: “While I waited, I looked around the room, deciding that the dull orange rug under my feet was probably both genuinely oriental and genuinely ancient, that the walnut furniture hadn’t been ground out by machinery, and that the Japanese pictures on the wall hadn’t been selected by a prude.”

					In Ross Macdonald’s 1966 classic Black Money, SoCal detective Lew Archer approaches a private club: “I’d been hearing about the Tennis Club for years, but I’d never been inside of it….Just parking my Ford in the asphalt lot beside the tennis courts made me feel like less of a dropout from the affluent society.”

					In Steph Cha’s gender-flipping homage to Chandler, Follow Her Home (2013), protagonist Juniper Song’s opening interior monologue runs thus: “It was about ten o’clock on a Friday in mid-July, the Los Angeles night warm and dry….I was wearing a slinky black dress, black patent leather platform pumps, silver cascade earrings, and a black lambskin clutch. I was perfumed, manicured, and impeccably coiffed. I was everything a half-employed twentysomething should be on the sober end of a Friday night. I was calling on an open bar at Luke’s new apartment.”

				

				10. The United States captured the Mexican state of Alta California and most of what is now the American Southwest in the Mexican-American War (1846–48). California was conquered in 1848, and for the next few decades Los Angeles was a frontier town known for its violence and lawlessness. If the Sternwoods have been in Los Angeles since the war, they would be one of the older Anglo families.

				11. The narration is given in interior monologue: we’re in the main character’s head, but the words sound like speech. In the 1920s and ’30s, interior monologue was being experimented with and expanded by modernist masters like James Joyce, Virginia Woolf, and William Faulkner, followed a little later by Chester Himes in If He Hollers Let Him Go (1945) and Ralph Ellison in Invisible Man (1952). Readers may notice how the sequence of descriptions steeps them in the distinct perspective of our main character as he sharpens his thoughts into commentary.

				The form is now indissociable from the idea of the hard-boiled detective story, but it was not universally used in the early hard-boiled days—Hammett’s Sam Spade does not narrate, for instance, although his Continental Op does. Others who employed first-person narration (Hammett, James M. Cain, even the earlier Chandler) did not give their protagonists as much interiority as Marlowe is imbued with. By way of comparison, the first story narrated by a hard-boiled detective, Carroll John Daly’s “Three Gun Terry” (Black Mask, 1923), begins: “My life is my own, and the opinions of others don’t interest me; so don’t form any, or if you do, keep them to yourself.”

				12. Women’s hairstyles were getting longer in the 1930s as compared with flapper styles of the 1920s, when the bob was all the rage.
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				13. Oranges, long a symbol of LA’s abundance, are typically associated with sunshine, fertility, and good health. Not so here. Marlowe will later compare Carol’s eyes to almonds and Vivian’s to prunes—two other products of Southern California orchards.
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				14. Despite her self-proclaimed cuteness, Carmen’s whole appearance is threatening: gray, expressionless eyes; predatory, glistening teeth; pale and unhealthy visage. Carmen bears a striking resemblance to Gabrielle Dain Leggett in Hammett’s The Dain Curse. Gabrielle, too, is elfish and animalistic, with sharp teeth. The two also share a taste for laudanum (see note 12 on this page).
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				15. Chandler elsewhere gives Marlowe’s height as just over six feet tall, and in Chapter Ten he gives his weight as 190 pounds. This might not seem as impressive to modern readers, in our climate of steroidal enhancements and generally increasing individual mass. By way of contemporary comparison, Marlowe has twenty pounds on the formidable grandfather of James Thurber’s comic memoir My Life and Hard Times (1933), who stands “taller than six feet and weigh[s] almost a hundred and seventy pounds” as he obstructs the evacuation from an imagined town flood. And outfielder Carl Furillo, who patrolled right field for the Brooklyn Dodgers in the 1940s and ’50s, is a dead ringer for Marlowe at six feet, 190: to the admiring sportswriter Roger Kahn, reflecting on Furillo in his classic baseball memoir The Boys of Summer (1972), the outfielder had the look of an “indomitable centurion”—not a bad description of the impression Marlowe might give.

				16. Marlowe’s first line is, suitably, a wisecrack. This first exchange sets the tone for the novel’s famously sparkling dialogue. The line presented a problem when Humphrey Bogart was cast for the film. Bogart was only five feet nine. The problem was solved by rewriting Carmen’s line to read, “You’re not too tall, are you?” to which Bogie replies, “Well, I tried to be.”

				
					SHARPENED TONGUES

					The wisecracking private eye is, of course, a staple of the genre. As Elvis Cole, the protagonist in Robert Crais’s LA-based crime series, says, “She asked me why I always had something flip to say. I said that I didn’t know, but having been blessed with the gift, I felt obliged to use it.” The term “wisecrack” itself dates from the 1920s, as does its association with what was then called “tough-guy” fiction (hard-boiled, Hemingway, Hammett) and its coolly cynical tough-guy characters. A flippant attitude and a deflating wit were part of the arsenal of the hard-boiled dick: often outnumbered, outmuscled, and outranked, he could still level the playing field by cracking wise. The wisecrack was not restricted to tough-guy fiction, however; it was becoming the national style. Mae West was famously sexy, W. C. Fields was a cantankerous drunk, and Groucho Marx had a greasepaint mustache, but they were also among the wittiest people in America. The wisecrack reigned supreme at the Algonquin Round Table with knights of wit like Dorothy Parker, Alexander Woollcott, and Robert Benchley trading bon mots, American style. “I know I talk too smart,” Marlowe himself will say in Farewell, My Lovely. “It’s in the air nowadays.” Constance Rourke’s classic 1931 study of American humor noted that “the comic rejoinder has become every man’s tool.” In a time of Depression and hardship, the wisecrack coupled cynicism with humor in an empowering way—and it was free. As the sublime Mrs. Parker quipped, “The first thing I do in the morning is brush my teeth and sharpen my tongue.”

				

				17. In a letter, Chandler wrote that Marlowe “has dark brown hair, brown eyes, and the expression ‘passably good looking’ would not satisfy him in the least.” Throughout the course of the Marlowe novels women generally throw themselves at him. “Do you do much of this sort of thing?” the glamorous Helen Grayle will ask, alongside him on a couch, in Farewell, My Lovely. “Practically none,” Marlowe responds. “I’m a Tibetan monk, in my spare time.” In TBS both Sternwood sisters will pursue him relentlessly (and want to kill him), and at the novel’s climax there will be a sudden romantic liaison with a third woman.

				18. To be “in the doghouse” is to be in disgrace or out of favor. Readers would have recognized this as the type of nickname given to boxers. Irish-Americans were especially prominent in professional boxing before the Second World War; hence the Irish surname.

				19. prizefighter: A professional boxer.

				20. sleuth: The term is derived from “sleuthhound,” or bloodhound, a dog used for tracking. It was first used as slang for “detective” in the 1870s.

				21. comforter: A pacifier.

				22. tessellated floor: A floor with a mosaic design.

				23. So far we’ve only had a false name for the narrator and central character, whose mind we are in. The novel’s first readers would not have known what his real name was until the butler names him here. In the great heroic epics, the hero’s name and true character often remain hidden until revealed by a distinctive sign or work.

				24. Carmen is a particularly apt name for the General’s volatile daughter. It resonates with the violent, seductive Gypsy at the heart of Prosper Mérimée’s eponymous Romantic novella (1845), which Chandler considered a “perfect” work, and the opera Bizet based upon it (1875). The name’s Latin and Old French roots invoke a cluster of relevant meanings: song, incantation; to chant or cast a magic spell; to charm. Enchantment, beauty, and danger: we have the first hint of the femme fatale. Keats’s enchanted knight-at-arms was captured by his lady’s “faery’s song.”

				The name also resonates with “carmine,” a bright red color, like blood and, like Chandler’s character, “of very high saturation and low brilliance” (Webster’s Second). The color red is, perhaps obviously, associated with the archetype of the femme fatale.

				25. Reversing what Hammett’s Continental Op says about Gabrielle Dain Leggett: “I said she might still be young enough for a spanking to do her good.”

			

		

	OEBPS/images/Chan_9780804168892_epub3_013_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Chan_9780804168892_epub3_012_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Chan_9780804168892_epub3_011_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Chan_9780804168892_epub3_010_r1.jpg






OEBPS/images/Chan_9780804168892_epub3_005_r1.jpg
raymond
chandler

the

big
sleep

NEW YORK + ALFRED + A - KNOPF

1939






OEBPS/images/Chan_9780804168892_epub3_004_r1.jpg
NOW| GARDNER - NEBEL - TORREY - COXE
)
|
|
‘

‘PLackhiasK

JAN,, 1935

| 4

SCENE FROM

“KILLER IN THE RAIN" -

By RAYMOND CHANDLER





OEBPS/9780804168892_nav.xhtml

		
			Contents


			
						Cover


						Title Page


						Copyright


						Dedication


						Epigraph


						Contents


						Foreword by Jonathan Lethem


						Introduction: The Big Sleep and Its World


						The Big Sleep


						Title page of the first edition


						Copyright of the first edition


						Review copy wrapper


						Chapter One


						Chapter Two


						Chapter Three


						Chapter Four


						Chapter Five


						Chapter Six


						Chapter Seven


						Chapter Eight


						Chapter Nine


						Chapter Ten


						Chapter Eleven


						Chapter Twelve


						Chapter Thirteen


						Chapter Fourteen


						Chapter Fifteen


						Chapter Sixteen


						Chapter Seventeen


						Chapter Eighteen


						Chapter Nineteen


						Chapter Twenty


						Chapter Twenty-One


						Chapter Twenty-Two


						Chapter Twenty-Three


						Chapter Twenty-Four


						Chapter Twenty-Five


						Chapter Twenty-Six


						Chapter Twenty-Seven


						Chapter Twenty-Eight


						Chapter Twenty-Nine


						Chapter Thirty


						Chapter Thirty-One


						Chapter Thirty-Two


						Acknowledgments


						Bibliography


						Permissions Acknowledgments


			


		
		
			Landmarks


			
						Cover


						Cover


						Title Page


						Table of Contents


						Start


						Copyright


			


		
		
			Print Page List


			
						i


						ii


						iii


						iv


						v


						vi


						vii


						viii


						ix


						x


						xi


						xii


						xiii


						xiv


						xv


						xvi


						xvii


						xviii


						xix


						xx


						xxi


						xxii


						xxiii


						xxiv


						xxv


						xxvi


						xxvii


						xxviii


						xxix


						xxx


						xxxi


						xxxii


						xxxiii


						1


						2


						3


						4


						5


						6


						7


						8


						9


						10


						11


						12


						13


						14


						15


						16


						17


						18


						19


						20


						21


						22


						23


						24


						25


						26


						27


						28


						29


						30


						31


						32


						33


						34


						35


						36


						37


						38


						39


						40


						41


						42


						43


						44


						45


						46


						47


						48


						49


						50


						51


						52


						53


						54


						55


						56


						57


						58


						59


						60


						61


						62


						63


						64


						65


						66


						67


						68


						69


						70


						71


						72


						73


						74


						75


						76


						77


						78


						79


						80


						81


						82


						83


						84


						85


						86


						87


						88


						89


						90


						91


						92


						93


						94


						95


						96


						97


						98


						99


						100


						101


						102


						103


						104


						105


						106


						107


						108


						109


						110


						111


						112


						113


						114


						115


						116


						117


						118


						119


						120


						121


						122


						123


						124


						125


						126


						127


						128


						129


						130


						131


						132


						133


						134


						135


						136


						137


						138


						139


						140


						141


						142


						143


						144


						145


						146


						147


						148


						149


						150


						151


						152


						153


						154


						155


						156


						157


						158


						159


						160


						161


						162


						163


						164


						165


						166


						167


						168


						169


						170


						171


						172


						173


						174


						175


						176


						177


						178


						179


						180


						181


						182


						183


						184


						185


						186


						187


						188


						189


						190


						191


						192


						193


						194


						195


						196


						197


						198


						199


						200


						201


						202


						203


						204


						205


						206


						207


						208


						209


						210


						211


						212


						213


						214


						215


						216


						217


						218


						219


						220


						221


						222


						223


						224


						225


						226


						227


						228


						229


						230


						231


						232


						233


						234


						235


						236


						237


						238


						239


						240


						241


						242


						243


						244


						245


						246


						247


						248


						249


						250


						251


						252


						253


						254


						255


						256


						257


						258


						259


						260


						261


						262


						263


						264


						265


						266


						267


						268


						269


						270


						271


						272


						273


						274


						275


						276


						277


						278


						279


						280


						281


						282


						283


						284


						285


						286


						287


						288


						289


						290


						291


						292


						293


						294


						295


						296


						297


						298


						299


						300


						301


						302


						303


						304


						305


						306


						307


						308


						309


						310


						311


						312


						313


						314


						315


						316


						317


						318


						319


						320


						321


						322


						323


						324


						325


						326


						327


						328


						329


						330


						331


						332


						333


						334


						335


						336


						337


						338


						339


						340


						341


						342


						343


						344


						345


						346


						347


						348


						349


						350


						351


						352


						353


						354


						355


						356


						357


						358


						359


						360


						361


						362


						363


						364


						365


						366


						367


						368


						369


						370


						371


						372


						373


						374


						375


						376


						377


						378


						379


						380


						381


						382


						383


						384


						385


						386


						387


						388


						389


						390


						391


						392


						393


						394


						395


						396


						397


						398


						399


						400


						401


						402


						403


						404


						405


						406


						407


						408


						409


						410


						411


						412


						413


						414


						415


						416


						417


						418


						419


						420


						421


						422


						423


						424


						425


						426


						427


						428


						429


						430


						431


						432


						433


						434


						435


						436


						437


						438


						439


						440


						441


						442


						443


						444


						445


						446


						447


						448


						449


						450


						451


						452


						453


						454


						455


						456


						457


						458


						459


						460


						461


						462


						463


						464


						465


						466


						467


						468


						469


						470


						471


						472


						473


						474


						475


			


		
	

OEBPS/images/Chan_9780804168892_epub3_003_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Chan_9780804168892_epub3_002_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780804168892_title_page.jpg
The Annotated
BIG SLEEP

Raymond Chandler

Annotated and Edited, with an Introduction,
by Owen Hill, Pamela Jackson,
and Anthony Dean Rizzuto

With a Foreword by Jonathan Lethem

VINTAGE CRIME/BLACK LIZARD
VINTAGE BOOKS
A DIVISION OF PENGUIN RANDOM HOUSE LLC

NEW YORK





OEBPS/images/Chan_9780804168892_epub3_001_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780804168892_cover.jpg
FOREWORD BY JONATHAN LETHEM

RAYMON Ds.
CHANDLER

Annotated and Edited by
Owen Hill, Pamela Jackson, and Anthony Dean Rizzuto







OEBPS/images/Chan_9780804168892_epub3_009_r1.jpg
2
y
e gl e TR
s &.,}.«syr S AOE sk , R T )
L~ o R
il 1 3 f»’r’. :.l,,





OEBPS/images/Chan_9780804168892_epub3_008_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Chan_9780804168892_epub3_007_r1.jpg
IN 1928 WE GAVE YOU

HAMMETT
IIN 1934 WE GAVE YOU

CAIN
In 1939 we give you
RAYMOND
CHANDLER

and
The Big Sleep
WE PREDICT that THE BIG SLEEP will duplicate the success

of The Thin Man and The Postman Always Rings Tawice, and
will promote it and advertise it accordingly.

Read this copy now for your own pleasure.

ALFRED - A - KNOPF

KEW YORK-N-Y:






OEBPS/images/Chan_9780804168892_epub3_006_r1.jpg
‘COPYRIGHT 1939 BY RAYMOND CHANDLER

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be
reproduced in amy form without permission in
writing from the publisher, except by a reviewer
who may quote brief passages in a review to be

printed in a magazine or newspaper.
Manufactured in the United States of America

FIRST EDITION

Published Simultaneously in Canada
by The Ryerson Press





