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  Selections from the Notebooks




  ¶ “Perfectly respectable girl, but only been drinking that day. No matter how long she lives she’ll always know she’s killed somebody.”




  ¶ “With a piquant face and all the chic in the world. This is because I was educated in Paris and this in turn I owe to someone’s chance remark to Cousin

  Arletta that she had a nice big daughter who was only twenty-two or three at the time. It took three bromides to calk Cousin Arletta and I started for the Convent of Sacré-Coeur next

  day.”




  ¶ “We haven’t got any more gin,” he said. “Will you have a bromide?” he added hopefully.




  ¶ “Yes mam, if necessary. Look here, you take a girl and she goes into some café where she’s got no business to go. Well, then, her escort he gets a

  little too much to drink an’ he goes to sleep an’ then some fella comes up and says, ‘Hello, sweet mamma,” or whatever one of those mashers says up here. What does she do?

  She can’t scream, on account of no real lady will scream nowadays—no—she just reaches down in her pocket and slips her fingers into a pair of Powell’s defensive

  brass-knuckles, debutante’s size, executes what I call the Society Hook, and Wham! that big fella’s on his way to the cellar.”




  ¶ You can order it in four sizes: demi (half a litre), distingué (one litre), formidable (three litres), and catastrophe (five

  litres).




  ¶ The blurred world seen from a merry-go-round settled into place; the merry-go-round suddenly stopped.




  ¶ There were only the colleges and the country clubs. The parks were cheerless, without beer and mostly without music. They ended at the monkey house or at some imitation

  French vista. They were for children—for adults there was nothing.




  ¶ Debut: the first time a young girl is seen drunk in public.




  ¶ When he buys his ties he has to ask if gin will make them run.




  ¶ Max Eastman—like all people with a swaying walk, he seemed to have some secret.




  ¶ The boy’s defence of his mother’s innocence in the Lausanne Palace Bar. His mother sleeping with the son of the Consul.




  ¶ Cocktails before meals like Americans, wines and brandies like Frenchmen, beer like Germans, whiskey-and-soda like the English, and, as they were no longer in the

  twenties, this preposterous mélange, that was like some gigantic cocktail in a nightmare.




  ¶ Sir Francis Elliot, King George, the barley water and champagne.




  ¶ When he gets sober for six months and can’t stand any of the people he’s liked when drunk.




  ¶ Sending orchestra second rate champagne—never, never do it again.




  ¶ Lonsdale: “You don’t want to drink so much because you’ll make a lot of mistakes and develop sensibility and that’s a bad trait for business

  men.”




  ¶ Addresses in his pocket—mostly bootleggers and psychiatrists.




  ¶ He seldom exuded liquor because now he had tuberculosis and couldn’t breathe very freely.




  ¶ Perhaps a drunk with great bursts of sentimentality or resentment or maudlin grief.




  ¶ The drunk on Majestic and his hundred yard dash.




  ¶ He went back into the bathroom and swallowed a draught of rubbing alcohol guaranteed to produce violent gastric disturbances.




  ¶ Two brown port bottles appeared ahead, developed white labels, turned into starched nuns, who seared us with holy eyes as we went by.




  ¶ When he urinated, it sounded like night prayer.




  ¶ Drunk at 20, wrecked at 30, dead at 40. Drunk at 21, human at 31, mellow at 41, dead at 51.




  ¶ Then I was drunk for many years, and then I died.




  Sad Catastrophe




  We don’t want visitors, we said:




  

    

      They come and sit for hours and hours;


    


  




  They come when we have gone to bed;




  

    

      They are imprisoned here by showers;


    


  




  They come when they are low and bored—




  

    

      Drink from the bottle of your heart.


    


  




  Once it is emptied, the gay horde,




  

    

      Shouting the Rubaiyat, depart.


    


  




  I balked: I was at work, I cried;




  

    

      Appeared unshaven or not at all;


    


  




  Was out of gin; the cook had died




  

    

      Of small-pox—and more tales as tall.


    


  




  On boor and friend I turned the same




  

    

      Dull eye, the same impatient tone—


    


  




  The ones with beauty, sense and fame




  

    

      Perceived we wished to be alone.


    


  




  But dull folk, dreary ones and rude—




  

    

      Long talker, lonely soul and quack—


    


  




  Who hereto hadn’t dare intrude,




  

    

      Found us alone, swarmed to attack,


    


  




  Thought silence was attention; rage




  

    

      An echo of their own home’s war—


    


  




  Glad we had ceased to “be upstage.”




  

    

      —But the nice people came no more.


    


  




  Turkey Remains and How to Inter Them with Numerous Scarce Recipes




  ¶ At this post holiday season, the refrigerators of the nation are overstuffed with large masses of turkey, the sight of which is calculated to give an adult an attack of

  dizziness. It seems, therefore, an appropriate time to give the owners the benefit of my experience as an old gourmet, in using this surplus material. Some of the recipes have been in the family

  for generations. (This usually occurs when rigor mortis sets in.) They were collected over years, from old cook books, yellowed diaries of the Pilgrim Fathers, mail order catalogues, golf-bats and

  trash cans. Not one but has been tried and proven—there are headstones all over America to testify to the fact.




  Very well then: here goes:




  1. Turkey Cocktail: To one large turkey add one gallon of vermouth and a demijohn of angostura bitters. Shake.




  . . .




  12. Turkey with Whiskey Sauce: This recipe is for a party of four. Obtain a gallon of whiskey, and allow it to age for several hours. Then serve, allowing one quart for

  each guest. The next day the turkey should be added, little by little, constantly stirring and basting.




  —




  ¶ “Let’s not talk about such things now. I’ll tell you something funny instead.” Her look was not one of eager anticipation, but he continued,

  “By merely looking around, you can review the largest battalion of the Boys I’ve seen collected in one place. This hotel seems to be a clearing house for them—” He returned

  the nod of a pale and shaky Georgian who sat down at a table across the room. “That young man looks somewhat retired from life. The little devil I came down to see is hopeless. You’d

  like him—if he comes in, I’ll introduce him.”




  As he was speaking, the flow into the bar began. Nicole’s fatigue accepted Dick’s ill-advised words and mingled with the fantastic Koran that presently appeared. She saw the males

  gathered down at the bar: the tall gangling ones; the little pert ones with round thin shoulders; the broad ones with the faces of Nero and Oscar Wilde, or of senators—faces that dissolved

  suddenly into girlish fatuity, or twisted into leers; the nervous ones who hitched and twitched, jerking open their eyes very wide, and laughed hysterically; the handsome, passive and dumb men who

  turned their profiles this way and that; the pimply, stodgy men with delicate gestures; or the raw ones with very red lips and frail curly bodies, their shrill voluble tones piping their favorite

  word “treacherous” above the hot volume of talk; the ones over-self-conscious who glared with eager politeness toward every noise; among them were English types with great racial

  self-control, Balkan types, one small cooing Siamese. “I think now,” Nicole said, “I think I’m going to bed.”




  “I think so, too.”




  —Goodby, you unfortunates. Goodby, Hotel of Three Worlds.




  TITLES




  ¶ Journal of a Pointless Life




  

    

      

        

          Red and yellow villas, called Fleur du Bois, Mon Nid, or Sans Souci.


        


      


    


  




  Wore Out His Welcome.




  “Your Cake.”




  Jack a Dull Boy.




  Dark Circles.




  The Parvenu Hat.




  Talks to a Drunk.




  The firing of Jasbo Merribo. Sketch.




  Tall Women.




  Birds in the Bush.




  Travels of a Nation.




  Don’t You Love It?




  All Five Senses.




  Napoleon’s Coat.




  Tavern music, Boat trains.




  Dated.




  Thumbs Up.




  The Bed in the Ball Room.




  Book of burlesque entitled These My Betters.




  Title for bad novel: God’s Convict.




  Skin of His Teeth.




  Picture-Minded.




  Love of a Lifetime.




  Gwen Barclay in the Twentieth Century.




  Result—Happiness.




  Murder of My Aunt.




  Police at the Funeral.




  The District Eternity.




  





  The Crack-Up




  

    February, 1936


  




  OF COURSE ALL LIFE is a process of breaking down, but the blows that do the dramatic side of the work—the big sudden blows that come, or seem to

  come, from outside—the ones you remember and blame things on and, in moments of weakness, tell your friends about, don’t show their effect all at once. There is another sort of blow

  that comes from within—that you don’t feel until it’s too late to do anything about it, until you realize with finality that in some regard you will never be as good a man again.

  The first sort of breakage seems to happen quick—the second kind happens almost without your knowing it but is realized suddenly indeed.




  Before I go on with this short history, let me make a general observation—the test of a first-rate intelligence is the ability to hold two opposed ideas in the mind at the same time, and

  still retain the ability to function. One should, for example, be able to see that things are hopeless and yet be determined to make them otherwise. This philosophy fitted on to my early adult

  life, when I saw the improbable, the implausible, often the “impossible,” come true. Life was something you dominated if you were any good. Life yielded easily to intelligence and

  effort, or to what proportion could be mustered of both. It seemed a romantic business to be a successful literary man—you were not ever going to be as famous as a movie star but what note

  you had was probably longer-lived—you were never going to have the power of a man of strong political or religious convictions but you were certainly more independent. Of course within the

  practice of your trade you were forever unsatisfied—but I, for one, would not have chosen any other.




  As the twenties passed, with my own twenties marching a little ahead of them, my two juvenile regrets—at not being big enough (or good enough) to play football in college, and at not

  getting overseas during the war—resolved themselves into childish waking dreams of imaginary heroism that were good enough to go to sleep on in restless nights. The big problems of life

  seemed to solve themselves, and if the business of fixing them was difficult, it made one too tired to think of more general problems.




  Life, ten years ago, was largely a personal matter. I must hold in balance the sense of the futility of effort and the sense of the necessity to struggle; the conviction of the inevitability of

  failure and still the determination to “succeed”—and, more than these, the contradiction between the dead hand of the past and the high intentions of the future. If I could do

  this through the common ills—domestic, professional and personal—then the ego would continue as an arrow shot from nothingness to nothingness with such force that only gravity would

  bring it to earth at last.




  For seventeen years, with a year of deliberate loafing and resting out in the center—things went on like that, with a new chore only a nice prospect for the next day. I was living hard,

  too, but: “Up to forty-nine it’ll be all right.” I said, “I can count on that. For a man who’s lived as I have, that’s all you could ask.”
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