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FOREWORD




It was a pity, Gore Vidal once remarked, that Denham
Fouts never wrote a memoir. For Vidal, Denny was “un homme
fatal.”1

Truman Capote found that “to watch him walk into a
room was an experience. He was beyond being good-looking; he was
the single most charming-looking person I’ve ever
seen.”2 Capote loved to conjecture that “had Denham
Fouts yielded to Hitler’s advances there would have been no World
War Two.”3

Jimmie Daniels, the nightclub singer who performed
at his own Harlem club that bore his name, thought Denny “was about
the most beautiful boy anybody had ever seen. His skin always
looked as if it had just been scrubbed; it seemed to have no pores
at all, it was so smooth.”4

To King Paul of Greece he was “my dear Denham” or
“Darling Denham,” and the King’s telegrams to Denny from the Royal
Palace always were signed “love, Paul.”5

Peter Watson, the wealthy financial backer of the
popular British literary magazine Horizon, had an erection
whenever he was in the same room with Denny.6

The artist Michael Wishart met Denny for the first
time at a party in Paris and realized instantly he was in love and
that “the only place in the world I wanted to be was in Denham’s
bedroom.”7

Best-selling author Glenway Wescott thought Denny
“absolutely enchanting and ridiculously good-looking ... He had the
most delicious body odor; I once swiped one of his
handkerchiefs.”8

Lord Tredegar, one of the largest landowners in
Great Britain, saw Denny being led by the police through the lobby
of an expensive hotel on Capri, convinced the police to let him pay
the bills Denny owed, and then took Denny to accompany him and his
wife as they continued on their tour of the world.

Novelist Christopher Isherwood, who Denny considered
his best friend, called him “the most expensive male prostitute in
the world.”

Today, someone who projects such an instant and
potent power of attraction could forge a successful career, perhaps
as a male model, as a character in a daytime soap opera, as a
tabloid celebrity, as a television or movie star, maybe even as an
acclaimed actor. But Denny was born in 1914 in Jacksonville,
Florida, when such options were not yet available to those rare
individuals endowed with this sort of sexual magnetism. He never
did write a memoir that would have told his strange story, that may
have explained how it felt to possess those magical powers, to
occupy the thoughts of another, to become the obsession of their
lives, to live well off of their wealth and infatuation. How would
it feel to be Aschenbach’s Tadzio in Thomas Mann’s Death in
Venice? To be Humbert’s Lolita in Nabokov’s masterpiece? Jay
Gatsby’s Daisy in The Great Gatsby?

“The mass of men,” Thoreau was brave enough and
honest enough to write in Walden, “lead lives of quiet
desperation.” Most of us come, go, and are gone, our lives lived in
shades of gray no more distinguishable, no more memorable, than the
squirrels in a park on a coming of winter morning. Denny was one of
those rare individuals who, whatever his faults, brought color into
the black and white etchings of everyday life.

Denny never did write his own story, but he does
move through many memoirs of the times. And for some of the most
renowned authors of those times, he was a muse, and that color he
brought into a squirrel-gray world inspired them to capture him in
their prose. Denny is “Paul” in Christopher Isherwood’s Down
There on a Visit. He is a character in Gore Vidal’s novel
The Judgment of Paris, and in his short story “Pages from an
Abandoned Journal.” He appears in Truman Capote’s infamous
Answered Prayers on which the author was working, or not
working, when he died. Denny was proud to find himself a character
in Somerset Maugham’s The Razor’s Edge.

To be immortalized in a story by a famed author
would be enough to earn a footnote in literary history. To have
inspired the body of work Denham Fouts did is to become a legend.
Who was this man, this enigma, who died at thirty-four, whose looks
and personality so charmed and intrigued some of the wealthiest men
and some of the most celebrated authors of the twentieth century?
This is his story.

 


 



CHAPTER ONE




“UN HOMME FATAL”

 


It had been a long six years since Peter Watson sent
Denny to the United States as the Nazis marched toward Paris. Denny
had made his way to California, lived in Santa Monica with
Christopher Isherwood with whom he practiced Eastern mysticism,
became a conscientious objector and served in a forestry camp, and
was studying to become a psychiatrist. Now, at last, in the spring
of 1946, as weary and war-wounded Europe was beginning to recover,
Denny returned to Paris, heading straight to Peter Watson’s
apartment at 44 Rue du Bac.

It was a “sombre faubourg apartment with the
eighteenth century windows,” as one friend described
it,1 where, in paneled rooms that before the War had
been filled with sculptures and antiques, Watson had hung the
modern masterworks he had been acquiring, a collection of what he
felt were the most significant paintings of each of the artists he
was collecting, the best of de Chirico, Gris, Klee, Miro, and
Picasso. Six servants had managed the enormous apartment which was
in an elegant eighteenth century townhouse right off the Boulevard
Saint Germain, close to the Seine. It was set back from the street
with a private garden behind it, and through the large windows and
French doors leading out to a terrace was—Paris: the Eiffel Tower,
the Grand Palais, the roof of the Louvre, the Sacre Coeur, and not
far away, Notre Dame and the Jardin du Luxemburg.

Peter had not been prepared for what he found when,
after the War, he and his friend, the famed literary critic and
essayist Cyril Connolly, returned to Paris in July 1945. When they
unlocked and opened the door, they were shocked. “My flat’s a
shambles”, Peter wrote to a friend “—really heartbreaking and so
filthy.”2 His extraordinary art collection (which today
would have been valued at hundreds of millions of dollars) had
disappeared. What furniture remained was broken, dirty draperies
hung in shreds, everything of value was missing, including what
little he had hidden before evacuating as the Nazi tanks approached
the city. Connolly found the once grand quarters “very dilapidated
and buggery”3 and “terribly depressing, empty of
everything, no hot water, no clean sheets ...My bed is a sofa in
the dining room—nowhere to unpack anything, and I have to go
through Peter’s room whenever I want to go to the bathroom. It is
so strange that Peter, who once had a genius for gracious living,
now comes to symbolize morbid discomfort to me.”4 For
Connolly the flat was “heavily mined” with reminders of his ex-wife
Jean; there, still hanging where Jean and Denny had nailed it for
Christmas in 1938, was a scraggly piece of dried out
mistletoe.5

Discouraged, depressed by what he found and did not
find, Peter nevertheless had worked to prepare the apartment for a
party, a special party to celebrate the return to Paris, to him,
after six years of separation, the love of his life, his obsession:
Denham Fouts.

One of the guests at Peter’s party that evening was
Michael Wishart, the seventeen-year-old grandson of Colonel Sidney
Wishart, who had been the Sheriff of London, the son of Ernest
Wishart, who owned an estate in Sussex near the sea, and of the
sophisticated, glamorous, free-spirited Lorna, who gave birth to
Michael when she was seventeen, and who, whenever possible, sped
away from her husband’s estate in her chocolate brown Bentley,
racing straight for London’s nightclubs and a series of lovers.

Michael Wishart would become an artist, a painter of
some renown, a precocious talent who was selling his paintings when
he was fourteen and had his first exhibition in London, and a well
received exhibition at that, at the Archer Gallery at the age of
sixteen. He was, in fact, precocious in many respects. Michael was
twelve when Great Britain declared war on Germany and
Messerschmitts began flying over the English Channel. Those
occasional German aviators who managed to parachute from their
stricken fighters were captured and put to work by the English.
One, not much older than Michael, “blonde and arrogant, the
incarnation of a Hitler Youth poster,”6 was brought to
work on Michael’s family’s estate. Michael found intriguingly
irresistible this sullen POW named Harm, and when no one was
watching, began bringing him small gifts—cigarettes, chocolates,
beer. At that age, Michael already was quite handsome with his
thick dark hair and eyebrows, seductive eyes and mouth, cleft chin,
baritone voice. He and the foreign laborer could communicate only
by glances, but those glances soon became more meaningful and
Michael thought he could read in them that “he would follow
wherever I led.”7 Michael was correct. One day, as
Michael was seated by a stone wall sketching a landscape, the
German youth came and sat down next to him. Michael walked with him
through the orchards, past classical statuary, through gates in
walls and hedges, across fields to an abandoned shed, and there “we
made a private truce without waiting for the general armistice to
be declared, for which I feel toward him nothing but
gratitude.”8 It must have been quite a private armistice
with Harm. Forty years later, and an extremely sexually active four
decades they were, Michael would write that “I have never since
experienced physical desire comparable to that which I felt for the
German POW.”9 He added that “thanks to him, and his silk
parachute, I can say that homosexuality came to me, quite
literally, ‘out of the blue.’”10 At the time, though,
Michael was alarmed about what he had done and about what he was
feeling, and wasted no time seeking a psychiatrist to determine
what was wrong with him and to cure him. After a number of
unsatisfying sessions, the psychiatrist left him with these words:
“Well, old fellow, remember that variety is the spice of
life.”11

Truly words to live by. And live by them Michael
did. Throughout his life, his affairs with women were as passionate
as those with men, and he moved back and forth between the sexes
and between partners with abandon.

The onset of the War created for Michael something
of a holiday atmosphere, a time, like summer vacation, when
society’s rules seemed to go by the wayside. Whenever school was
out, he traveled to London. By day, he pursued his art and met
other artists. By night, the streets of London were black, an inky
darkness shattered by the wail of air raid sirens, by bursts of
batteries of anti-aircraft artillery, by the fearsome drone of the
doodle bugs, the whine and thud of bombs, ambulance sirens, fire
engines racing to conflagrations. Stephen Spender remembered
“streets full of glass like heaped-up ice, the fires making a great
sunset beyond the silhouette of Saint Paul’s, the East End houses
collapsed like playing cards.”12 The basement clubs and
pubs—the Sunset, the Moon Glow, the Caribbean—served as shelters
for Londoners, and a youth of Michael’s age was as welcome as
anyone, was served liquor like anyone, could buy marijuana like
anyone. Everyone knew that the next bomb could be a direct hit, and
Michael found that as a result “everyone dropped his inhibitions
and prejudices in the gutter, where they belong, and indulged in a
non-stop danse macabre.”13

Michael was in his element. In the clubs he met
pimps and prostitutes, phony “counts” who claimed they were kings,
Dylan Thomas measuring his penis with a ruler to an admiring
audience of ladies interested in poetry. “Tin hats and gas masks
were worn, which resembled those beauty products to be found in the
sex shops of Amsterdam.”14 Michael became something of a
favorite of the clubs’ habitués. Whenever he came down the grand
staircase of the Gargoyle Club at 69 Dean Street in Soho, the band
leader would strike up his favorite song, “Stay as Sweet as You
Are,” and Michael would dance with Pauline, the daughter of the
Club’s owner:

 


“Stay as sweet as you are,

Don’t let a thing ever change you.

Stay as sweet as you are.

Don’t let a soul rearrange you.”

 


Through his artist friends, Michael had met Peter
Watson who soon became his first patron. When seventeen-year-old
Michael found himself in Paris in July of 1946, Peter invited him
to his party for Denny.

Michael arrived at 44 Rue du Bac as the grand salon
was filling with men “and their expensive-looking toy-friends” and
“champagne bottles were exploding, punctuating the familiar shrill
chatter of the parrot house.”15 All that was missing was
the guest of honor, that legend from the pre-war party scene in
Europe. The usually unflappable Peter seemed concerned, then
annoyed, then agitated, shouting at Denny who had locked himself in
the bedroom. The evening wore on. “Some unsteady American boys whom
I had no wish to know better were drenching one another with soda
siphons, laughing inanely.”16 Guests started drifting
away, and finally, disgusted, Peter stalked out. Michael alone
stayed, perhaps hoping finally to meet the infamous Mr. Fouts,
perhaps because, young and alone in the city, he had nowhere else
to go.

He began admiring the salon, running his hands over
the paneling, looking out the tall windows at the city of
Paris.

While lost in thought, the bedroom door swung open.
There stood Denham Fouts.

To Michael, he appeared to be about twenty-one. “In
other circumstances one would have imagined him to be the
best-looking boy at a West Coast college. He wore nothing but
cream-coloured flannel trousers and had the torso of an athlete.
Along his beautiful shoulders and golden forearms ran snow-white
mice with startled pink eyes, which he stroked with the backs of
his hands.”17 It was vintage Denny.

“Trotsky,” Denny called, and an enormous black dog
gamboled in and “rubbed a dark head against Denham’s pale, flannel
thighs,”18 the dog Denny had adopted while doing service
as a conscientious objector at a forestry camp outside Los Angeles.
Side by side, Denny and Trotsky walked back into the paneled
bedroom, illuminated only by a small, orange-shaded oil lamp set in
the center of a large bed. Mesmerized, Michael followed. Over the
bed hung a painting, an oil by Pavel Tchelitchev, the Russian
émigré artist who at the time was collected as avidly as Picasso,
Matisse, Léger, Dali, and Rouault. It was a life-size canvas of a
naked Adonis, painted from the perspective of between his splayed
legs with the focus on the crotch. Sometimes Denny hung this on the
ceiling over his bed, sometimes he hung it upside down.

Denny stretched luxuriously across the bed, and, as
Michael watched, picked up an opium pipe, impaled an opium pill
with a gold needle, and mashed it around the base of the pipe’s
bowl, then heated the pipe over the oil lamp on the bed, inhaled
the smoke deeply and held his inhalation as long as he could. He
tapped the pipe into a dish on the floor next to the bed to satisfy
Trotsky’s addiction. It must have been quite a scene for a young
artist’s eyes: “Lit from beneath, his handsome Pacific face assumed
the air of a Mandarin prince.”19

In his memoirs, Michael noted that he had been in
love three times in his life and that on average it took him about
forty-five minutes to realize it. That night, he beat the
averages.

“Don’t go. I don’t want to be alone tonight,” were
the first words Denny spoke in his magnetic voice of midnight,
Denny’s first acknowledgement that someone else was there.

Michael sat down on the bed beside him, and,
noticing how beautiful his bare feet were, held his ankle. Denny
heated another opium pill in his pipe and handed the jade
mouthpiece of the pipe to Michael.

“Now inhale hard,” he instructed.

The teenager did exactly as told and rushed to the
bathroom to vomit into the mauve marble sink with its gold
swan-head faucets.

But Michael came back to the bed, and tried again.
The next time was better. Much better.

Denny put some long playing records on a turntable.
He drank half a bottle of whiskey. He paged through the Herald
Tribune to check the financial markets. He showed Michael a
telegram he had received that read: “HAPPY BIRTHDAY LOVE PAUL.”

“Know who that’s from?” Denny asked Michael. “The
King of Greece. He never forgets. We had some great times together
on a yacht before the war.”20

Like Gatsby showing Nick Carraway his medal from
Montenegro, Denny took photograph albums from a cabinet and paged
through them with Michael. Michael was awestruck as he looked at
the photographs of Denny in his white swimming trunks, standing
with Prince Paul “upon some swaying Aegean deck.”21

The phonograph records ran down. The photograph
albums were put aside as the first light of dawn appeared behind
the worn draperies. “The whisper of summer rain upon the gravel
courtyard below lulled me to sleep, Denham’s mouth, an artificial
flower, crushed against my shoulder.”22

The two slept through the day and were awakened in
the evening by Denham’s maid bringing in a tray with breakfast and
the Herald Tribune.

“I detest the morning,” Denny said as he drank
calvados and offered Michael coffee. “Call me sometime.”

Michael finished his breakfast, dressed, and said
goodbye.

Denny said nothing; he was studying the financial
pages of the Tribune.

Michael was under his spell, riding the wave of a
dopamine rush. “When I reached my hotel,” Michael remembered, “I
knew that the only place in the world I wanted to be was in
Denham’s bedroom.”23

The next day, Michael moved in a haze. He couldn’t
paint. He walked through his favorite museums and “everything
looked dull.”24 He couldn’t concentrate. He couldn’t
sleep. More than anything, he wanted to call Denny, but was
terrified to dial the telephone, paralyzed each time he looked at
it.

Three days later, he reached a breaking point,
picked up the telephone, and, around midnight, trembling, dialed
Denny’s number.

“Come over this time tomorrow,” Denny responded.

The next day, Michael bought a violet satin tie and
made cufflinks with golden bells on them that tinkled when he
moved, to project, he hoped, an air of maturity beyond his
years.

Michael couldn’t help himself—he arrived early,
before the appointed midnight hour. It was a mistake: Denny hadn’t
yet started the drinking that eased his transition from his opium
dreams. He took one critical look at Michael, head to toe, and
shook his head.

“Take off that God awful tie and unbutton your shirt
down to your navel for Christ’s sake” was how he greeted the
infatuated teenager who had been desperate to detect some small
sign of reciprocation of his love. Devastated, Michael
wept.25

After ten years of effortlessly charming some of the
richest, most celebrated men in the world, it was clear that Denny
could appear to others as something beyond the species “man,” as a
god, and was treated accordingly, pampered and spoiled; but all the
worship could become wearisome when, despite his reputation and the
legend growing around him, most of the time he felt like a mere
mortal, if not a fraud, uncertain as to what inspired such
other-worldly adoration. Whatever the inspiration, Denny had become
dependent on this devotion for his sense of self worth.

In a little while, after bathing and putting on a
white silk kimono that helped him get into character, Denham was
himself again, wrestling with Trotsky on the bed, then bringing out
and smoking jeweled opium pipes, offering each to Michael,
beginning to talk with his young guest.

He told Michael how he had had a face peel to look
younger, ten years younger by his own estimation, but “I couldn’t
go outdoors even in a light breeze without my face [becoming] one
big bruise.”26

Denny drew back the drapes and gazed at the night
sky. “I love the stars today,” he said, describing to Michael how
they reminded him of the first time he had had sex, in
Jacksonville, Florida. “Under the stars. That’s where I screwed my
beautiful brother. Oh boy! Was he beautiful. I never had it so
good.”27

Peter rationalized the affair Denny had begun with
Michael, not surprised that Denny at thirty-two was living with a
seventeen-year-old. Peter knew that “sexually he always liked and
still likes boys about 14-16, which I could never understand and
which horrifies me now. . .”28 Peter had always been for
him, he believed, “the responsible parent,”29 and as the
responsible parent, Peter was appalled that Denny, upon his return
to Paris, immediately lapsed into his old ways, that his drug
dependence and bizarre life, of staying out at the clubs all night,
of returning in the morning with strangers, of not awakening until
dark when the cycle would begin again, was ruining his life. Peter
had tried every method to persuade Denny to seek help for his
addiction, to go to a detoxification clinic. “I have implored him
to do something, appealed to his conscience, my wishes, everything,
have done every [thing] except stop him from having money, as my
god, I do really believe in freedom and free decision. I am racked
by wondering what I could have done that I didn’t do.”30
After a month of living with Denny, Peter couldn’t take any more
and was quite happy to leave the apartment to Denny and Michael,
and spend the rest of the summer in Cannes.

Michael, too, knew Denny’s lifestyle was self
destructive, that his life was a form of escape, a slow suicide,
perhaps “mocking the threat of maturity,”31 and that “by
addicting me to opium had imprisoned me within his dangerous
life.”32 Michael was haunted by his fear of addiction,
by his continuing questions about his sexuality, by his horror that
he was frittering away his talents as an artist. He stumbled
through his dream-like love-drugged days with Denny, sometimes not
even aware if it was day or night. It made no difference. “I loved
him so much that I only wanted to die in his
shadow.”33

There was no doubt about it, Denny could be as
addictive as opium. When he had gauged well his anesthetic dosages,
he was that rare individual who drew others into his orbit, who
raised the sun and the moon and the stars for them whenever they
were with him. Intelligent, humorous, charming, he made whoever he
was with feel as if they were the center of his universe. For those
with Denny, everyday was a special day, a holiday, a day of wonder.
Michael followed Denny “willingly along the glassy arcades which
led us to a lazy playground of waking dreams. I grew to adore
nights, weeks, even months with him in that synthetic Eden, where
there was no Eve, nor yet the viper with its entourage of judges,
cruel school-teachers, pimps, interfering neighbors, disapproving
parents, loveless clerics . . .”34 In reflecting on
Denny, Michael commented that “like all gigolos, and perhaps
chameleons, he simply longed to please, which is to say to do his
job well.”35

Sleeping by day, the pair frequented the clubs and
bars in the Bastille quarter by night. Denny would dress up—in an
American sailor’s suit, or white tie and tailcoat, or sometimes,
when he didn’t feel like dressing, in blue silk pajamas. Seeing
Denny in what appeared to be costume, a patron of one of the clubs
asked him at which theater he was performing. “La Vie” was his
reply.36

Lying down on banquette in clubs, he fell asleep on
so many occasions that he became known as “The Beautiful Sleeping
Beauty.” Michael roused him once, telling him he couldn’t do that
in a public place.

“Since you have turned my bedroom into a nightclub,”
Denny responded, “I don’t see why I shouldn’t turn your nightclub
into a bedroom.”37

From one imperious waiter who made it clear that he
was not appreciative of Denny’s style, Denny ordered “a glass of
sperm.”38

All nights ended in Denny’s bedroom. Denny kissed
Michael’s throat: “From now on, baby, my heart murmurs only for
you.”39 Michael again and again kissed “the scorpion
tattooed in his groin.”40 In his diary, the love-struck
teenager, so high on Denny, wrote: “Tonight the nearness of the
remotest star taught me the possibility of
everything.”41

Michael may have felt he was living in Eden, but it
was an Eden with at least one additional inhabitant. Each weekend,
the two were joined by Denny’s lover, Gerard, a sixteen-year-old
boy he had met on a beach in Brittany. Gerard, with “his fresh
salty skin,” as Michael described him, “damp mouth and cumulus
clouds of black curls tumbling into his wide, violet, conqueror’s
eyes,”42 Gerard who, Denny believed—and this is what
first attracted him to the teenager—had a body identical to his
own, Gerard, a fisherman’s son, adapted easily to this strange new
world, dressing up in the suits Peter had bought for Denny, which
were handmade by the tailor who worked for the Duke of Windsor,
getting high on the cocaine Denny gave him, learning to flick open
a Fabergé cigarette case with all the aplomb of a gentleman.

There were times Michael wasn’t sure if he was in
love with Denny, with Gerard, or both. One afternoon, while Denny
slept, he took Gerard swimming at the Bains de Ligny on the Seine.
When Denny learned how the two teenagers had spent the afternoon,
he exploded: “That place is for boy-whores and people who like
boy-whores,” he shouted at Michael, “and since you are both it’s no
wonder that you go there. But it’s not for Gerard, who is so
innocent!”43

Peter returned to Paris in November to check on
Denny and found that nothing had changed at 44 Rue du Bac while he
was away, and now, for the first time, the landlord was pressing
him to get Denny out of the apartment; the other residents of the
building were complaining about him—the late night noise from the
apartment, the obvious use of drugs, teenage boys who came and went
at all hours. Peter ran away from the problem, going to New York
City for the winter, hoping the landlord would put pressure on
Denny and force him out of the apartment, saving him from the
confrontation he dreaded.

Gerard was not the only crack in Michael’s Eden. One
evening, Michael entertained Jean Connolly, Cyril’s wife, taking
her to some of the clubs, finding her to be, as did Denny,
“wonderful company, especially during the first stops on our
endlessly exploitative club crawls,”44 and then
returning to 44 Rue du Bac at dawn so that she could visit with
Denny. There they found Denny lying naked on the bathroom floor, “a
hypodermic syringe hanging from his bleeding arm like a picador’s
dart from a bull’s neck.”45 This was the first time
Michael realized that his idol was using heroin. Afraid to summon
help, Michael and Jean, quite drunk themselves, began pouring
glasses of cold water over Denny, who at last came to, none the
worse for wear. He dressed and shared a drink with them before she
left.

Now even Denny seemed to realize that his life and
drug habit were out of control. What was it all about? Who was he?
How had this life ever happened? As the object of others’ desire,
he was an image, a fantasy that wasn’t him but merely a reflection,
someone they thought they saw. To others, he was everything. To
him, they hardly existed. They wanted him, they wanted to be with
him, they wanted to be him. Why, he wondered. Why? Why would anyone
want to be me? What was it that made him so desirable? What they
thought they saw today, would they still see tomorrow? The next
day? Would he still embody their dreams next week? Although he
looked like one, he knew he wasn’t a god. Exactly what was it
others were seeing? Had he become the reflection or was he still
himself? Who was that?

 


 



CHAPTER TWO




“HOW DOES ONE MANAGE TO GET KEPT?”

 


How had it all begun?

There are just two glimpses of Denny’s childhood
growing up in Jacksonville, Florida, but both especially
revealing.

Deeply moved by an article he had read in
Time magazine about a German film director who had killed
two horses to capture their death on film, Denny wrote a letter to
Time which appeared in the June 21, 1926 issue:

 


Sirs:

I am but twelve years old, but I always have, and
always will, detest any being (or fiend, as Subscriber Marlborough
put the German, Schwarz) who would for the sake of anything, make
life miserable for any dumb beast or animal. When I read the
article on “Horses” [TIME, May 31, GERMANY] where the German moving
picture producer, Schwarz, sprung a trap under two horses to make
them tumble down the cliff onto the rocks below for the sake of
making moving pictures of their agony, I felt as one would if
someone would suddenly tell you that a certain man had tortured
every baby in the world to his death. I felt like writing to TIME
and telling to TIME how I felt, but I said to myself “TIME has no
place for little boys” and I dropped the subject, but when I read
the letter of Karl Busch [TIME, June 7, LETTERS] [Busch had opined
in his letter that Americans seemed “unable to appreciate the
artistic honesty of director Schwarz”] I could not restrain. I say
“Let Busch have his own opinion, everyone has, but it is my opinion
that not many will agree with Mr. Busch.

 


DENHAM FOUTS

 


Jacksonville, Fla.

 


For a twelve-year-old boy to be reading Time
in 1926 was remarkable enough; for that twelve year old to be moved
to compose and send a letter of that maturity says so much, both
about Denny’s intelligence and about his compassion. The boy who
felt so strongly about two horses being killed for the benefit of a
film is the same man walking along a Santa Monica beach eighteen
years later in December of 1944, where happening upon a seagull
with a broken wing, he amputated the wing to make the bird more
comfortable.

The other glimpse of his boyhood is just as
revealing. Denny was raised in a family of moderate means but
imbued with the old Southern aristocratic tradition, with all that
implied about adherence to custom, traditions, conservative
thought. Denny’s paternal grandfather was vice president of a
railroad, his maternal grandfather founded the Atlantic National
Bank and the Timuquana County Club. Denny’s father, Edwin Louis
Fouts, graduated from Yale in 1910, worked in his father-in-law’s
bank in Boca Grande, then moved the family to Jacksonville where he
was employed at the Florida Broom Company and later started Fouts
Manufacturing, an asbestos awning business, but never quite
measuring up to his father’s high expectations for him.

Denny’s love of thumbing his nose at tradition, of
doing whatever he pleased, surfaced in his teenage years. An essay
he wrote for his school newspaper, a strident defense of socialism,
may well have been the least of the infractions which got this
teenager—who had “screwed my beautiful brother” outdoors under the
stars—expelled from high school. This was not the sort of son
parents would want to have around their daughter, Ellen, a year
younger than Denny, and their son, Frederic, four years younger
than Denny, if alternatives were available. Denny’s father asked
his uncle, who was president of Safeway Supermarket Stores, to find
a job for his wayward son in Washington, D.C.
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