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About Fitzgerald:

Francis Scott Key Fitzgerald (September 24, 1896 – December 21,
1940) was an American Jazz Age author of novels and short stories.
He is regarded as one of the greatest twentieth century writers.
Fitzgerald was of the self-styled "Lost Generation," Americans born
in the 1890s who came of age during World War I. He finished four
novels, left a fifth unfinished, and wrote dozens of short stories
that treat themes of youth, despair, and age.









Chapter 1

 


It was Sunday—not a day, but rather a gap between two other
days. Behind, for all of them, lay sets and sequences, the long
waits under the crane that swung the microphone, the hundred miles
a day by automobiles to and fro across a county, the struggles of
rival ingenuities in the conference rooms, the ceaseless
compromise, the clash and strain of many personalities fighting for
their lives. And now Sunday, with individual life starting up
again, with a glow kindling in eyes that had been glazed with
monotony the afternoon before. Slowly as the hours waned they came
awake like "Puppenfeen" in a toy shop: an intense colloquy in a
corner, lovers disappearing to neck in a hall. And the feeling of
"Hurry, it's not too late, but for God's sake hurry before the
blessed forty hours of leisure are over."

Joel Coles was writing continuity. He was twenty-eight and not
yet broken by Hollywood. He had had what were considered nice
assignments since his arrival six months before and he submitted
his scenes and sequences with enthusiasm. He referred to himself
modestly as a hack but really did not think of it that way. His
mother had been a successful actress; Joel had spent his childhood
between London and New York trying to separate the real from the
unreal, or at least to keep one guess ahead. He was a handsome man
with the pleasant cow-brown eyes that in 1913 had gazed out at
Broadway audiences from his mother's face.

When the invitation came it made him sure that he was getting
somewhere. Ordinarily he did not go out on Sundays but stayed sober
and took work home with him. Recently they had given him a Eugene
O'Neill play destined for a very important lady indeed. Everything
he had done so far had pleased Miles Calman, and Miles Calman was
the only director on the lot who did not work under a supervisor
and was responsible to the money men alone. Everything was clicking
into place in Joel's career. ("This is Mr. Calman's secretary. Will
you come to tea from four to six Sunday—he lives in Beverly Hills,
number—.")

Joel was flattered. It would be a party out of the top-drawer.
It was a tribute to himself as a young man of promise. The Marion
Davies' crowd, the high-hats, the big currency numbers, perhaps
even Dietrich and Garbo and the Marquise, people who were not seen
everywhere, would probably be at Calman's.

"I won't take anything to drink," he assured himself. Calman was
audibly tired of rummies, and thought it was a pity the industry
could not get along without them.

Joel agreed that writers drank too much—he did himself, but he
wouldn't this afternoon. He wished Miles would be within hearing
when the cocktails were passed to hear his succinct, unobtrusive,
"No, thank you."

Miles Calman's house was built for great emotional moments—there
was an air of listening, as if the far silences of its vistas hid
an audience, but this afternoon it was thronged, as though people
had been bidden rather than asked. Joel noted with pride that only
two other writers from the studio were in the crowd, an ennobled
limey and, somewhat to his surprise, Nat Keogh, who had evoked
Calman's impatient comment on drunks.

Stella Calman (Stella Walker, of course) did not move on to her
other guests after she spoke to Joel. She lingered—she looked at
him with the sort of beautiful look that demands some sort of
acknowledgment and Joe drew quickly on the dramatic adequacy
inherited from his mother:

"Well, you look about sixteen! Where's your kiddy car?"

She was visibly pleased; she lingered. He felt that he should
say something more, something confident and easy—he had first met
her when she was struggling for bits in New York. At the moment a
tray slid up and Stella put a cocktail glass into his hand.

"Everybody's afraid, aren't they?" he said, looking at it
absently. "Everybody watches for everybody else's blunders, or
tries to make sure they're with people that'll do them credit. Of
course that's not true in your house," he covered himself hastily.
"I just meant generally in Hollywood."

Stella agreed. She presented several people to Joel as if he
were very important. Reassuring himself that Miles was at the other
side of the room, Joel drank the cocktail.

"So you have a baby?" he said. "That's the time to look out.
After a pretty woman has had her first child, she's very
vulnerable, because she wants to be reassured about her own charm.
She's got to have some new man's unqualified devotion to prove to
herself she hasn't lost anything."

"I never get anybody's unqualified devotion," Stella said rather
resentfully.

"They're afraid of your husband."

"You think that's it?" She wrinkled her brow over the idea; then
the conversation was interrupted at the exact moment Joel would
have chosen.

Her attentions had given him confidence. Not for him to join
safe groups, to slink to refuge under the wings of such
acquaintances as he saw about the room. He walked to the window and
looked out toward the Pacific, colorless under its sluggish sunset.
It was good here—the American Riviera and all that, if there were
ever time to enjoy it. The handsome, well-dressed people in the
room, the lovely girls, and the—well, the lovely girls. You
couldn't have everything.

He saw Stella's fresh boyish face, with the tired eyelid that
always drooped a little over one eye, moving about among her guests
and he wanted to sit with her and talk a long time as if she were a
girl instead of a name; he followed her to see if she paid anyone
as much attention as she had paid him. He took another cocktail—not
because he needed confidence but because she had given him so much
of it. Then he sat down beside the director's mother.

"Your son's gotten to be a legend, Mrs. Calman—Oracle and a Man
of Destiny and all that. Personally, I'm against him but I'm in a
minority. What do you think of him? Are you impressed? Are you
surprised how far he's gone?"

"No, I'm not surprised," she said calmly. "We always expected a
lot from Miles."

"Well now, that's unusual," remarked Joel. "I always think all
mothers are like Napoleon's mother. My mother didn't want me to
have anything to do with the entertainment business. She wanted me
to go to West Point and be safe."

"We always had every confidence in Miles." …

He stood by the built-in bar of the dining room with the
good-humored, heavy-drinking, highly paid Nat Keogh.

"—I made a hundred grand during the year and lost forty grand
gambling, so now I've hired a manager."

"You mean an agent," suggested Joel.

"No, I've got that too. I mean a manager. I make over everything
to my wife and then he and my wife get together and hand me out the
money. I pay him five thousand a year to hand me out my money."

"You mean your agent."

"No, I mean my manager, and I'm not the only one—a lot of other
irresponsible people have him."

"Well, if you're irresponsible why are you responsible enough to
hire a manager?"

"I'm just irresponsible about gambling. Look here—"

A singer performed; Joel and Nat went forward with the others to
listen.










Chapter 2

 


The singing reached Joel vaguely; he felt happy and friendly
toward all the people gathered there, people of bravery and
industry, superior to a bourgeoisie that outdid them in ignorance
and loose living, risen to a position of the highest prominence in
a nation that for a decade had wanted only to be entertained. He
liked them—he loved them. Great waves of good feeling flowed
through him.

As the singer finished his number and there was a drift toward
the hostess to say good-by, Joel had an idea. He would give them
"Building It Up," his own composition. It was his only parlor
trick, it had amused several parties and it might please Stella
Walker. Possessed by the hunch, his blood throbbing with the
scarlet corpuscles of exhibitionism, he sought her.

"Of course," she cried. "Please! Do you need anything?"

"Someone has to be the secretary that I'm supposed to be
dictating to."

"I'll be her."

As the word spread the guests in the hall, already putting on
their coats to leave, drifted back and Joel faced the eyes of many
strangers. He had a dim foreboding, realizing that the man who had
just performed was a famous radio entertainer. Then someone said
"Sh!" and he was alone with Stella, the center of a sinister
Indian-like half-circle. Stella smiled up at him expectantly—he
began.

His burlesque was based upon the cultural limitations of Mr.
Dave Silverstein, an independent producer; Silverstein was presumed
to be dictating a letter outlining a treatment of a story he had
bought.

"—a story of divorce, the younger generators and the Foreign
Legion," he heard his voice saying, with the intonations of Mr.
Silverstein. "But we got to build it up, see?"

A sharp pang of doubt struck through him. The faces surrounding
him in the gently molded light were intent and curious, but there
was no ghost of a smile anywhere; directly in front the Great Lover
of the screen glared at him with an eye as keen as the eye of a
potato. Only Stella Walker looked up at him with a radiant, never
faltering smile.

"If we make him a Menjou type, then we get a sort of Michael
Arlen only with a Honolulu atmosphere."

Still not a ripple in front, but in the rear a rustling, a
perceptible shift toward the left, toward the front door.

"—then she says she feels this sex appil for him and he burns
out and says 'Oh go on destroy yourself'—"

At some point he heard Nat Keogh snicker and here and there were
a few encouraging faces, but as he finished he had the sickening
realization that he had made a fool of himself in view of an
important section of the picture world, upon whose favor depended
his career.

For a moment he existed in the midst of a confused silence,
broken by a general trek for the door. He felt the undercurrent of
derision that rolled through the gossip; then—all this was in the
space of ten seconds—the Great Lover, his eye hard and empty as the
eye of a needle, shouted "Boo! Boo!" voicing in an overtone what he
felt was the mood of the crowd. It was the resentment of the
professional toward the amateur, of the community toward the
stranger, the thumbs-down of the clan.

Only Stella Walker was still standing near and thanking him as
if he had been an unparalleled success, as if it hadn't occurred to
her that anyone hadn't liked it. As Nat Keogh helped him into his
overcoat, a great wave of self-disgust swept over him and he clung
desperately to his rule of never betraying an inferior emotion
until he no longer felt it.

"I was a flop," he said lightly, to Stella. "Never mind, it's a
good number when appreciated. Thanks for your coöperation."

The smile did not leave her face—he bowed rather drunkenly and
Nat drew him toward the door… .

The arrival of his breakfast awakened him into a broken and
ruined world. Yesterday he was himself, a point of fire against an
industry, today he felt that he was pitted under an enormous
disadvantage, against those faces, against individual contempt and
collective sneer. Worse than that, to Miles Calman he was become
one of those rummies, stripped of dignity, whom Calman regretted he
was compelled to use. To Stella Walker, on whom he had forced a
martyrdom to preserve the courtesy of her house—her
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