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The editorial procedures adopted in this book have grown out of our conception of it as a narrative involving two principal characters: Maxwell E. Perkins and F. Scott Fitzgerald. Consequently, we have included only letters between the two men and only those that sustain the interest and continuity of their story. The use of linking footnotes numbered sequentially at the back has enabled us to eliminate much tiresome material and to quote from letters with other correspondents who figure in the collection. Our view of this book as a narrative rather than a group of isolated documents has led us to exclude several letters included by Andrew Turn-bull (The Letters of F. Scott Fitzgerald, 1963) which seemed to bog down. We have also felt free to cut within letters, supplying five dots for the deletion of an entire paragraph and three for an elision inside a paragraph. It should be noted, however, that the letters appear here exactly as they were written – typographical errors and all. Sics have not been employed, but wherever the text would be otherwise unintelligible, brackets have been inserted to express what was intended. We have, however, silently corrected obviously careless errors, such as uncrossed t’s and the like. All salutations, addresses, and closings have, for stylistic purposes, been set in italics; and, for the same reason, the first paragraph of each letter has not been indented. In the case of undated letters, we have followed Trunbull’s dating when we could agree; his biography (Scott Fitzgerald, 1962), Mizener’s biography (The Far Side of Paradise, 1951) and internal evidence proved helpful as well. 


We wish to thank Dean David S. Sparks (the Graduate School of the University of Maryland), the General Research Board of the University of Maryland, and the Arts and Science Research Fund of New York University for their generous financial assistance. The human assistance rendered by Mr. Alexander P. Clark and Mrs. Alden Randall of The Princeton University Library and those who aided in the preparation of the manuscript – Mrs. Carolyn Banks, Miss Mary Lou Ference, Mr. Steven Stosny – is deeply appreciated. We are also grateful to our publisher, Mr. Charles Scribner, Jr., and our editor, Mr. Burroughs Mitchell, who were invariably patient and kind.
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On May 6, 1918, Shane Leslie, the Irish novelist and critic, wrote his publisher, Charles Scribner II, that he was sending him a manuscript which expressed “real American youth” by “an American Rupert Brooke.” This young man, who had been Leslie’s pupil at the Newman School and was now at Princeton, turned out to be F. Scott Fitzgerald. His future editor and friend, Maxwell E. Perkins, liked the book but asked for revisions, so Fitzgerald requested that The Romantic Egotist circulate among other publishers. When he had received their formal rejections, he rewrote it, first as The Education of a Personage and then as This Side of Paradise. Perkins accepted the novel during September, 1919, saying that the last version, like the original, abounded “in energy and life” while showing “much better proportion.” The Fitzgerald-Perkins relationship began here.


Their correspondence, which covers the period between the two World Wars or the second American literary renaissance, also covers the most crucial professional period in the lives of the correspondents. It takes Fitzgerald from age twenty-one when he was composing This Side of Paradise to the year of his death at forty-three when he was composing The Last Tycoon, and Perkins from age thirty-three, a few years after he had given up the position of advertising manager to become a Scribner editor, to fifty-five, a few years before his death at sixty-one. Consequently, the letters reflect several kinds of history: that of two decades in the lives of a major American author and an incomparable American editor; of their friendship; of an important literary epoch and some of its significant figures – Ernest Hemingway, Thomas Wolfe, Edmund Wilson, Ring Lardner; of the genesis of a writing talent; and, above all, of the interaction between this talent and creative editing.


Fitzgerald, whose original phrases “The Jazz Age” and “emotional bankruptcy” aptly characterize certain aspects of the Twenties and Thirties and whose novels are steeped in cultural history, embodied a society and an era. In “Pasting It Together” (The Crack-Up, 1936), he equated early happiness and late despair with the country’s boom and depression: “my happiness . . . was . . . unnatural as the Boom; and my recent experience parallels the wave of despair that swept the nation when the Boom was over.” During the Twenties Fitzgerald soared, marrying Zelda Sayre, becoming a father, traveling and publishing widely. But during the Thirties he declined: his wife was in and out of sanitariums, he grew increasingly alcoholic, experienced a number of illnesses, spent considerable time in Hollywood, and published only one novel and one volume of stories. Earlier a celebrity both for his life and for his work, he wrote Perkins during 1938: “Since the going-out-of-print of ‘Paradise’ and the success (or is it one?) of the ‘Fifth Column’ I have come to feel somewhat neglected. Isn’t my reputation being allowed to let slip away? I mean what’s left of it.”


During these same two decades, Perkins divided most of his time between New Canaan, Connecticut, where he lived with his wife and five daughters, and New York City, where he worked, making occasional visits to Windsor, Vermont, where he had grown up, and Key West, Florida, where he fished with Hemingway. Perkins’ life was as steady as Fitzgerald’s was not. You Can’t Go Home Again (1929) provides an insight into the domestic part: The Fox awakes at eight o’clock; starts into the shower wearing pajamas and hat; nearly forgets to dress; rejects a gay tie for a modest cravat; and passes the doors of wife and daughters reiterating the expletive, “Women!” Interior decorators have torn things up; the female French poodle appears ridiculous; a mulatto maid argues with him. There ensues a tenderly awkward scene over breakfast between father and youngest offspring; then she leaves for school and he picks up the newspaper. Though Perkins often rejected Wolfe’s caricature, he was unquestionably a person of set routines. Arriving at Scribners at ten o’clock, he would check correspondence, dictate letters, look over manuscripts, accept callers. At one o’clock he would eat lunch in Cherio’s, ordering the same dishes for weeks on end. Back at Scribners, he examined more manuscripts and interviewed more callers from 2:30 until about 5:00, when he would meet an author or an agent in the men’s bar of the Ritz before catching the 6:02 train to New Canaan, his briefcase full of additional manuscripts.


Once Fitzgerald remarked that Americans “should be born with fins, and perhaps they were.” He knew what he was talking about, for by the time Scribners accepted This Side of Paradise, he had – thanks in part to his father’s failure as a businessman – already resided in many cities and states. The return addresses of the letters to Perkins indicate that this pattern of rootlessness soon became one of restlessness. During the Twenties, he went abroad four times, twice for extended periods, while in his native land, he led a peripatetic existence. But just as the nomadic aspect of Fitzgerald’s life was prefigured by adolescent experiences, so too was Perkins’ stationary life. He lived in Plainfield, New Jersey, spent vacations in Windsor, attended St. Paul’s School in New Hampshire and Harvard, worked in a Boston settlement house, and became a reporter on the New York Times in the city of his birth. Both early and late Perkins, like his ancestors, alternated between New York and New England, and consequently knew neither rootlessness nor restlessness. Malcolm Cowley has said that “the Manhattan Yankees, among whom the Perkins and Evarts families belong, are a small but recognizable tribe.” (The New Yorker, “Profiles,” April, 1944) Such security was lacking in Fitzgerald’s life. He mentioned the dilemma of his split background during 1933, saying, “I am half black Irish and half old American stock with the usual exaggerated ancestral pretensions. The black Irish half of the family had the money and looked down upon the Maryland side . . . who had . . . ‘breeding’ . . . So being born in that atmosphere of crack, wise crack and countercrack I developed a two cylinder inferiority complex.”


Fitzgerald’s exhibitionism might be attributable to this inner turmoil. An unpublished autobiography marked “Outline Chart of My Life,” but commonly called “Ledger,” shows him to have been an actor from the age of seven; his childhood diary, “Thoughtbook,” reveals him as a kind of proprietor, founding “the gooserah” and “the white handkerchief” clubs. Fitzgerald characters often have the need to perform or run things. At its least complicated, exhibitionism takes the form of showing off, as in the case of Basil Duke Lee, and at its most, that of self-destructive “charm.” Fitzgerald says about Dick Diver: “the old fatal pleasingness, the old forceful charm, swept back with its cry of ‘Use me!’ He would have to go fix this thing that he didn’t care a damn about, because it had early become a habit to be loved.” Not until the time of The Crack-Up could Fitzgerald say of himself, “There was to be no more giving of myself.” Meanwhile, from the publication of This Side of Paradise (1920) to the publication of Taps at Reveille (1935), the compulsion toward self-advertisement was frequently manifested through his obsessive consternation over the physical appearance of his books. There are innumerable references in the letters to dust jackets, uniform bindings, blurbs, photographs, titles, illustrations and tables of works. That he took such matters “personally” may be deduced from a comment to Perkins concerning The Beautiful and Damned: “The more I think of the picture on the jacket the more I fail to understand his drawing that man. The girl is excellent of course – it looks somewhat like Zelda but the man, I suspect, is a sort of debauched edition of me.”


In contrast, Perkins, knowing who he was, developed a penchant for anonymity. He avoided professional gatherings, booksellers’ conventions and publishers’ cocktail parties; he refused to address the public through speaking engagements or articles, and he tried to dodge interviews. Perkins once warned Fitzgerald, “Don’t ever defer to my judgment,” implying a philosophy of editing that reflected a way of life. John Hall Wheelock succinctly summed it up this way: “The function of an editor . . . is to serve as a skilled objective outsider, a critical touchstone by recourse to which a writer is enabled to sense flaws in surface or structure, to grasp and solve the artistic or technical problems involved, and thus to realize completely his own work in his own way.” (Editor to Author, 1950)


Among their other temperamental differences are the characteristic moods of the two men. Fitzgerald was a romantic, fluctuating between elation and depression. Perkins’ rationality is visible in his balance and moderation. Neither a rightist nor a leftist, he occupied the middle ground when many literary figures, including Fitzgerald, veered toward the left. He often acted the part of conciliator, forgiving Wolfe his injustices, trying to patch up Fitzgerald’s quarrels with Hemingway and Harold Ober, and answering would-be censors calmly but firmly. Perkins preferred Erasmus, “a temperate man,” to the “impetuous and violent” Luther. And as Fitzgerald admired the Romantic Poets and Dostoyevski, Perkins admired eighteenth-century writers and Tolstoy.


Their temperamental differences are reflected in sharply divergent epistolary styles. Fitzgerald’s letters – most of them handwritten – tend to be long, rather disjointed and rambling, while Perkins’ typewritten letters are short or medium length, coherent and tight. Fitzgerald is usually personal and passionate, paying little attention to grammar, syntax, punctuation and spelling. Perkins, though far from indifferent, is guarded and reasonable, and he always writes precisely. The letters of Fitzgerald are often metaphoric and comic; those of Perkins, bare and witty. Fitzgerald is dynamic; Perkins, graceful.


What, then, accounts for their intimacy? Possibly similar heritages, these being far less disparate than they seem.


In An Autobiography (1965), Van Wyck Brooks says of his lifelong friend Maxwell Perkins: “I have known few other Americans in whom so much history was palpably and visibly embodied.” This observation stems from Perkins’ background. His great, great grandfather had signed the Declaration of Independence, and his namesake, the maternal grandfather, William Maxwell Evarts, had served as Attorney General under Andrew Johnson and Secretary of State under Rutherford B. Hayes prior to becoming a United States Senator. Because of him, who informed Henry Adams, “I pride myself on my success in doing not the things I like to do but the things I don’t like to do,” young Perkins met President Harrison and General Sherman. Of the maternal side, he wrote Fitzgerald: “The Evartses in general are rigorous for duty, the rights of property, the established church, the Republican Party, etc.”


With respect to an American aristocracy colored by puritanism, Fitzgerald’s background resembled Perkins’. But the ingredients were paternal and southern rather than maternal and northern. Edward Fitzgerald’s great, great grandfather was the brother of Francis Scott Key, author of “The Star Spangled Banner,” and his first cousin the son-in-law of Mrs. Suratt, executed for involvement in Lincoln’s assassination. Through Edward Fitzgerald’s mother, Cecilia Ashton Scott, her grandson descended from Maryland families that, according to Andrew Turnbull, “had figured prominently in the colonial legislatures and on the governors’ councils.” (Scott Fitzgerald, 1962) A remarkable document, “The Death of My Father,” tells us that Edward acted as Scott’s “only moral guide,” that the father’s instincts came from “the colonies and the revolution.” Like Dick Diver, who inherited the manners and code of morality Fitzgerald associated with the pre-Civil War South, the son grew up believing in “honor, courtesy, and courage.”


This similarity of background led to parallels in the two men’s behavior. Their gentlemanly conduct throughout the correspondence derives at least partially from their “aristocratic” heritage. It pervades money matters. Whether because of extravagance or adversity, Fitzgerald was almost never free of debt. He felt guilty about borrowing, recommended Scribners charge interest, and paid back even small sums religiously. Perkins discouraged his guilt, arranged a system of advances, and loaned him one thousand dollars. Fitzgerald, who urged Perkins to publish many lesser known authors including Lardner and Hemingway, was also generous, loyal and considerate.


It is clear that both were moralists. Fitzgerald said as much when he confessed to having “a New England conscience – developed in Minnesota” and wanting “to preach at people in some acceptable form.” It is clear too that despite antipathy toward censorship and “professional uplifters,” the strain of puritanism running through their backgrounds made them a bit squeamish toward sex. Fitzgerald found one sentence in Tender Is the Night – “I never did go in for making love to dry loins” – “definitely offensive,” and Perkins could not bring himself to pronounce the three objectionable words he had uncovered in The Sun Also Rises. His comment about “a New England conscience which makes it always seem incumbant on one to be busy” applies to both men.


“Double vision” is the term used to describe Fitzgerald’s ability to participate in fiction and at the same time to stand aside and critically observe. This most important aspect of his divided nature – active-passive: Mc Quillans-Fitzgeralds – gave the man as well as the work maturity and power, for although Fitzgerald was emotional, seldom with reference to others or to himself did he allow involvement to distort judgment. Jay Gatsby, Dick Diver and a certain Scott Fitzgerald might play the exhibitionist, the master of ceremonies, but only to be censured by a second Scott Fitzgerald whose “New England conscience” drove him to desire “to preach . . . rather than to entertain.” There was a drunken Fitzgerald – destructive, bigoted, vulgar, petty – as well as the sober one – creative, tolerant, reverent, generous. There was a Fitzgerald who envied the mobility and grace of the wealthy and yet despised their indolence and lack of ethics, and a Fitzgerald who sympathized with Marxism, yet prized too highly self-reliance and the individual to be converted. The Fitzgerald that idolized football and military heroes called writing “a back door way out of facing reality,” while the Fitzgerald that felt destined to write did not particularly like sports or soldiering. One produced more mediocre fiction than any American of similar stature except, perhaps, Mark Twain, and one considered his serious works labors of love.


Fitzgerald once remarked that “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,” and this applies to Perkins even more than to himself, for Perkins, whose heritage was also divided – though much less acutely – remained a unified personality. Wheelock has said: “In Max, the Puritan and the Cavalier, the shrewd Yankee and the generous and disarming artist, were subtly and perpetually at war.” Against the Puritan side represented by the Evartses stood the Cavalier side represented by the Perkinses. The latter had been East India magnates, some of them Loyalists during the Revolution. Max’s paternal grandfather, Charles Callahan Perkins, the Bostonian, the art critic, the friend of Browning, Longfellow and Lowell, had studied painting and music abroad and later wrote Tuscan Sculptors and conducted concerts of the Handel and Haydn Society. His son, Edward – Max’s mugwump, lawyer father – was more adept at reading to the children than at making money. His uncle had discovered William Rimmer; his widow’s house in Newport contained numerous objets d’art; and his well-known grandson possessed considerable talent for drawing. Brooks, who has brilliantly analyzed the effects of Perkins’ divided background, found it symbolized by two pictures behind Perkins’ desk: one of an austere old New England schoolmaster and the other of a Saint-Gaudens monument.


The Cavalier side, though not predominant, erupted through a vein of romanticism which cut across the realism of rationality previously discussed. Throughout Perkins’ early life, there were revealing factors. Cowley tells us that at St. Paul’s School he was considered “a rebel” and at Harvard, “a gay dog.” As a reporter on the Times, he succeeded after accompanying George Robertson in a dangerous effort to break an automobile speedway record. Later, while converting Scribners from a very conservative house to a more radical one, he became legendary for his eccentricities. Perkins, like Fitzgerald, whose boyishness he shared and whose Basil Duke Lee stories he praised, had a nostalgic attitude toward youth. The letters often refer to childhood and adolescence, and once when writing Marjorie Kinnan Rawlings about The Yearling, he insisted, “the best part of a man is a boy.” Also like Fitzgerald, Perkins worshipped heroes. His sketch-book included the heads of Napoleon, Clemens and Shelley. Of Shelley this man with a taste for eighteenth-century authors and Tolstoy said: “Oh, I was a great Shelley fan, and I never fully got over it, though people think badly of him now.” That he “never fully got over it” is apparent in his attachment to Lardner, Fitzgerald, Hemingway and Wolfe – all romantic figures – who, perhaps, depended on Perkins’ steadiness more than Perkins needed their flare. Brooks tells us that he regarded Fitzgerald “almost as a son,” and Wolfe and Fitzgerald tell us that they regarded him as a father. Fitzgerald wrote: “What a time you’ve had with your sons, Max – Ernest gone to Spain, me gone to Hollywood, Tom Wolfe reverting to an artistic hillbilly.”


He and Fitzgerald complemented each other, Perkins playing Nick to Fitzgerald’s Gatsby and Fitzgerald playing Luther to his Erasmus. This accounts in part for the depth of the friendship between two men so seemingly opposite.


They did not always agree, however. Perkins objected to “that passage about the Bible” in The Beautiful and Damned, stating: “Even when people are altogether wrong you cannot but respect those who speak with such passionate sincerity.” After Fitzgerald’s lengthy response which cited literary precedents, implied censorship, and argued character development, Perkins elucidated his position further. One could accept the “substance” of the passage while disliking its tone of “flippancy.” Embarrassed, Fitzgerald made the necessary changes. Other instances of personal disagreement are scattered throughout the letters, though, most often, the bones of contention concern the younger man’s impatience with Scribners’ “ultra-conservatism.” His attacks, ranging from the publicity department to the art department, included the firm’s lack of exciting new foreign talent and its antagonism toward inexpensive editions. He was particularly annoyed when Scribners frustrated his desire to contribute something first-rate to a Modern Library collection of stories by distinguished writers, indirectly forcing him to submit “a new and much inferior story.” In a subsequent letter that insisted Mr. Cerf be allowed to reprint The Great Gatsby, Fitzgerald dismissed Perkins’ explanation: “That ‘they would almost all have been Scribner authors’ was a most curious perversion of what should have been a matter of pride into an attitude of dog-in-the-manger.”


Nevertheless, his relations with Scribners and Perkins were exceptionally cordial. After Charles Scribner II died, Fitzgerald remembered the man’s “fairness” and “tolerance,” and he consistently maintained a high opinion of the house, citing its “tremendous squareness, courtesy, generosity and open-mindedness” in 1925 and calling it America’s “one great publisher” in 1936. That the respect was mutual is suggested by a confidential memorandum of 1934 to the sales department. Here Charles Scribner III, who regretted the circumstances which had interrupted the author’s brilliant novel-writing career, said Tender Is the Night confirmed “as magnificent a talent as a novelist as has appeared in the last quarter century.” Respect was mutual with regard to Perkins also. From beginning to end, he recognized Fitzgerald’s ability. The two earliest novels were not merely entertaining but possessed “literary significance”; The Last Tycoon captured a “new world” and seemed “very remarkable.” Perkins’ favorite work, The Great Gatsby, represented “as perfect a thing as I ever had any share in publishing.” He praised it often, though nowhere more enthusiastically than in the letter of November 20, 1924: the manuscript was “full of phrases which make a scene blaze with life”; the presentation and development of the characters was “unequalled”; the valley of ashes, the scene at Myrtle’s apartment, the guest catalogue could “make a man famous.” Then he discussed the book’s “sense of eternity” and concluded: “You once told me you were not a natural writer – my God! You have plainly mastered the craft, of course; but you needed far more than craftsmanship for this.” Fitzgerald, whose self-confidence Perkins unfailingly bolstered, replied he would rather have him like Gatsby than even Edmund Wilson. Yet his emotional debt consisted of a great deal besides enthusiasm and belief. On one hand, Perkins never reproached Fitzgerald or tried to inculcate moral lessons; on the other, only he and Gerald Murphy – unlike Hemingway, John Peale Bishop and Ober – remained constant friends during those dark years between 1935 and 1940. Mentioning the tribute in Wolfe’s Of Time and the River, the best known among many dedications to Perkins, Fitzgerald said “Tom” could not “exaggerate the debt that he owes you – and that stands for all of us who have been privileged to be your authors.” “Debt” implied professional as well as personal obligation.


Both men suffered deeply over a particular friend – Perkins over Wolfe, Fitzgerald over Hemingway – which explains why so much material on them appears in their letters. But before turning to these two relationships, we should first note the literary epoch the correspondence illuminates. It covers the Twenties and Thirties from several angles, treating domestic and foreign authors, popular and serious writing, large and small reputations. Perkins’ September 10, 1924, letter, which surveys the literary scene at the time, illustrates this. He writes that American Mercury “provokes a large part of the conversation”; So Big by Edna Ferber “is the most popular book, and one of the best”; The Tattooed Countess “by that bucolic sophisticate, Van Vechten,” is a “clever, but cheap and thin” volume with a wide appeal; A Passage to India by E. M. Forster has set “the somewhat conservative and substantial book readers” chatting; These Charming People by Michael Arlen “is very popular among people you would be likely to see here” and some individuals have even heard of The Green Hat.


The Perkins-Wolfe relationship began when Perkins first encountered Wolfe’s work through a literary agent who sent Scribners the manuscript of a novel which had been rejected elsewhere. During October, 1928, he wrote the author in Austria to express admiration for his book qualified only by trepidation over its unwieldy form. Later, eleven hundred pages were reduced to about eight hundred and O Lost became Look Homeward, Angel. But Perkins’ most extensive editing job came between December, 1933, when Wolfe delivered Of Time and the River, and January, 1935, when the novel emerged in page proofs. “We have got a good system now. We work every evening from 8:30 (or as near as Tom can come to it) until 10:30 or 11:00.” He also told Hemingway in this letter of 1934 that the major difficulty concerned organization and that Wolfe shrank “from the sacrifices, which are really cruel often.” Despite the novel’s success and its laudatory dedication, Wolfe soon turned on his editor. He accused Perkins of controlling him and, oddly enough, saw the matter in political terms, the editor being an independent Democrat who had voted against the New Deal and himself, a recent convert to radicalism. According to Cowley, “The principal reason for the separation – it was never a quarrel – seems to be that Wolfe’s pride was touched.” He had to prove he could write his own books, so eventually transferred to Harpers. Their affection continued. Wolfe’s very last letter confirms this – “I shall always think of you and feel about you the way it was that 4th of July day 3 yrs. ago” – as does his will, which made Perkins executor of the estate. Perkins cherished the letter and fulfilled the trust. Fitzgerald, whom he had urged to contact Wolfe during his illness and Wolfe’s mother after his death, summed up Perkins’ “position in the Wolfe matter” as “an exceedingly ironic one.”


Fitzgerald’s position with Hemingway contained an element of irony too. In 1924, he suggested that Perkins seek out “a young man named Ernest Hemmingway, who . . . has a brilliant future.” And in the following months, Fitzgerald maneuvered Hemingway from Boni and Liveright to Scribners. He admired him as a man and artist more than any other contemporary. Like Perkins, Hemingway embodied an alter ego. Perkins’ realism counterbalanced his romanticism, and Hemingway’s aggressiveness and integrity, his passivity and glibness. But the friendship seems to have been one-sided even at the outset. For Fitzgerald, who tracked Hemingway down just after the publication of The Great Gatsby, their meeting represented “the brightest thing in our trip to Europe.” To Hemingway, who described it condescendingly in A Moveable Feast (1964), it was merely “strange.” Hemingway scorned Fitzgerald as a man: he talked too much, could not hold his liquor, missed appointments, maltreated inferiors, wrote trash for money, imagined himself ill, married a crazy woman; as an artist, though, he ultimately produced “two very good books” and “some good short stories.” Fitzgerald apparently acted badly, interrupting and competing with Hemingway’s work. Hemingway, however, never extended the kind of understanding Fitzgerald did during his own bad times. Instead, Hemingway became furious over the Callaghan affair. He made negative comments about Tender Is the Night and ridiculed The Crack-Up articles. Most damaging of all, he slipped a disparaging personal allusion into “The Snows of Kilimanjaro.” Yet Fitzgerald’s letters always queried Hemingway’s activities and opinions. He wrote Perkins on April 15, 1935: “I always think of my friendship with him as being one of the high spots of life.”


Scattered assertions about the art of Hemingway and Wolfe help us to see the development of Fitzgerald’s talent embedded throughout this correspondence. Reviewing In Our Time for The Bookman during 1926, he said that the stories make you “aware of something temperamentally new” – the author’s ability to give characters an emotion “without the aid of a comment or a pointing finger.” We do not require much exposition because the dialogue tells everything. Of structure, he observed, “There is no tail, no sudden change of pace at the end to throw into relief what has gone before,” and of style, “there is not a bit to spare.” Hemingway, who served as Fitzgerald’s “artistic conscience,” commanded his praise thereafter. In 1926 Fitzgerald liked The Sun Also Rises for its fiesta, fishing trip and minor characters; in 1939 he called A Farewell to Arms one of the “great English classics”; in 1940 For Whom the Bell Tolls was “a fine novel” and To Have and Have Not included passages which matched Dostoyevski’s “undeflected intensity.” Glenway Wescott has contended that Fitzgerald’s inordinate esteem for Hemingway’s work convinced him that Hemingway should do the really serious writing. This overstates the case, yet Fitzgerald did recognize how dangerous such enthusiasm was. During 1934 he told Hemingway about borrowing the concept of lingering after-effects and struggling against using his rhythms and remarks in Tender Is the Night, a book Hemingway came to like more and more.


Fitzgerald had mixed views concerning Wolfe’s fiction. In 1930 he granted him more culture and vitality, if less poetry and craft, than Hemingway; in 1934 he said all three resembled each other through attempting “to recapture the exact feel of a moment”; later he cited Wolfe’s assets – suggestiveness, delicacy, lyricism, observation – and his achievements – several stories and various aspects of the novels. But despite an early reaction to Look Homeward, Angel which supported his expansiveness, Wolfe’s disregard of form and economy influenced Fitzgerald’s fundamentally negative attitude. The fellow poured himself out, marshaled material awkwardly, and so represented only a half-grown artist. Replying to the advice that he become a more conscious craftsman, Wolfe argued that many great writers had succeeded by inclusion. This did not lessen Fitzgerald’s antagonism toward sprawling fiction. Its style was repetitious and cluttered; the content, hackneyed and egocentric. In his copy of Of Time and the River, he jotted: “All this has been about as good as Dodsworth for chapter after Chapter,” and “Trite, trite, trite, trite, page after page after page.”


By the time the earliest of these assertions were made about the two novelists, Fitzgerald had already found a direction. He had progressed from the “novel of saturation” (This Side of Paradise) through a transitional novel (The Beautiful and Damned) to complete his first “novel of selection” (The Great Gatsby). From Gatsby he deleted enough for another volume, and from Tender Is the Night- composed between 1925 and 1934 and changed even after publication – three-quarters of the four hundred thousand words written. Fitzgerald, who respected the single word and the single line, fought against “fatal facility.” And he sought ways to convey personal subject matter objectively; hence, the theory of “composite” characterization practiced in the books following The Beautiful and Damned and the technique of the observer-narrator employed in Gatsby and The Last Tycoon. His insistence on “shaping” and “pruning” and his tendency to render experience dramatically are reflected in his sympathy toward Hemingway’s work and his antipathy for Wolfe’s.


Because the Fitzgerald-Perkins correspondence covers Fitzgerald’s entire professional career, it is valuable for charting Fitzgerald’s artistic development. From beginning to end, he discusses his work in detail, giving us important information on the germination, content and technique of the stories and novels. For instance, at the beginning he reveals how The Romantic Egotist metamorphosed through The Education of a Personage into This Side of Paradise and what he was attempting with The Beautiful and Damned, just as later he makes several interesting remarks about The Last Tycoon. But the fullest, most illuminating disclosures concern his two masterpieces, The Great Gatsby and Tender Is the Night.


From an early reference to the first, we learn that the tale was originally located in “the middle west and New York of 1885”; that it was to contain fewer “superlative beauties” and a smaller time period than the preceding novels; and that there was to be “a catholic element.” This “catholic element” substantially disappeared when Fitzgerald eliminated the prologue – “Absolution” – which “interfered with the neatness of the plan.” Almost all references attest to his perfectionist attitude toward the book, though none more eloquently than where he confesses to being drained of “personal experience” and so “thrown directly on purely creative work . . . the sustained imagination of a sincere and yet radiant world.” However, even after Perkins helped him make Gatsby the “artistic achievement” he desired, Fitzgerald felt dissatisfied over the hotel scene and the last chapter.


Tender Is the Night was equally ambitious: “something really NEW in form, idea, structure.” A psychological novel tucked between dramatic novels, it gave Fitzgerald endless trouble. The notion of “an intellectual murder on the Leopold-Loeb idea” supported by another early comment about his plot resembling An American Tragedy got him off to a false start. The book’s organization, as these letters demonstrate, proved to be exceedingly difficult. One dated February 5, 1934, is typical. Perkins must include the scene of arrest in Cannes, for without it both “unity” and Dick’s character would suffer. Another letter dated a little earlier is also typical. Here Fitzgerald fears he has again produced a novelist’s novel that will require two perusals. But even if plot readers fail to untangle the story, “there are times when you have to get every edge of your finger-nails on paper.” Four years later – after a mixed critical reception and disappointing sales-he told Perkins, “Its great fault is that the true beginning – the young psychiatrist in Switzerland – is tucked away in the middle of the book,” thus paving the way for Cowley’s controversial edition.


Fitzgerald wasted some time during the Twenties on his play, The Vegetable, and during the Thirties on an abortive medieval novel, Philippe, Count of Darkness. Yet such dead ends did not interrupt his artistic development as much as turning out movie scenarios for Hollywood and potboilers for magazines. Serious work demanded more effort and paid less money than hack work, though he never rationalized the latter into anything else and he never allowed it to influence his literary taste or values. Consequently, the correspondence shows an author who appreciated fine writers and demanded high standards. The long diatribe in a 1925 letter to Perkins illustrates the point. Using Thomas Boyd’s new book as an example, he attacks “American peasant” fiction, which seeks to remain static in a dynamic world, for presenting stereotyped characters and subject matter. The writers of such fiction think Sherwood Anderson is a man of ideas handicapped by inarticulateness, whereas he actually had few ideas and a style “about as simple as an engine room full of dynamoes.”


Critical of himself and others, Fitzgerald desired, even encouraged, sincere and detailed criticism from people whom he respected, and when he felt the advice constructive, he accepted it. The concluding paragraph of one letter mentions Edmund Wilson’s extensive March, 1922, article, which focused on This Side of Paradise and The Beautiful and Damned. Wilson had certainly penned “no blurb,” yet Fitzgerald appreciated the piece – “jeers and all” – because this was the first time “an intelligent and sophisticated man” had treated him “at length.”


If Fitzgerald could take criticism, Perkins could give it, though with special reservations. As we know, he believed an editor should remain obscure, offering expertise only to guide an author toward self-realization. The editor must never impose his own thwarted creativity on the author by arbitrarily amending style or structure. Instead, he should detect the author’s intentions and help him fulfill them. This kind of assistance becomes particularly beneficial when the author hits a snag and rewriting proves futile. Once Perkins did enter the picture, he rarely provided the ordinary editorial services – correcting, adding, deleting, substituting, transposing. Rather, his task was to suggest how the author might develop a book’s underlying pattern, for example, Zelda Fitzgerald’s “A Couple of Nuts.” On October 21, 1931, he discussed it, starting with praise for her “colorful, almost poetic” prose. But the metaphors, while “good in themselves,” emphasized “the thing that she likens a thing to” and not “the thing she means to illuminate.” Had there been less of a story – “the career of those poor nuts” – it would have been less detrimental to bury it under her language.


Perkins’ reputation is based upon more than his critical-editorial skills. He was also an acute judge of both conventional and innovative fiction, believing that publishers should concern themselves primarily with talent. Thus, he played the key role in discovering and launching several very dissimilar writers: Scott Fitzgerald, Ernest Hemingway, Ring Lardner, Thomas Wolfe, J. P. Marquand, Erskine Caldwell, Marjorie Rawlings and James Jones, to name a few. Brooks says Perkins “inclined away from the old and the traditional and towards the experimental, the native and the new.” This inclination led to a literary revolution at Scribners. Between 1846 when it was founded and 1914 when Perkins became an editor, the firm had been, according to Cowley, “the most genteel and the most tradition encrusted of all the publishing houses” to outlive the Victorian era. Scribners rated the British novel above the American novel and published many notable British novelists. If the firm did publish an American, he would certainly not be a depraved novelist like Theodore Dreiser, but a distinctly undepraved one like Edith Wharton. Yet things were beginning to change as early as 1917, and the revolution was fait accompli by 1920 when This Side of Paradise appeared.


The interaction between writer and editor represents the most vital aspect of this correspondence, since it goes beyond the autobiographical and demonstrates how a creative editor can affect serious writing. These letters are ideal for this purpose. Fitzgerald, who required less help than Wolfe yet more than Hemingway, received advice largely through the mail. And not only that. He had but a single publisher and editor, and his connection with them spanned two decades. Perkins’ hand is everywhere, one illustration being The Vegetable, which Martin Esslin has called “an early example of the Theatre of the Absurd” and which opened and closed in Atlantic City on November 20, 1923.


The previous December Perkins had informed Fitzgerald that he had written down “some comments” about the play. According to these, “the underlying motive,” though perceptible, had not been made sufficiently clear. This motive – a sentimental view of democracy – must be rendered through the protagonist’s story. It is a good theme, as are “the means” for developing it, but Act Two introduces a pair of unassimilated and consequently confusing “subordinate motives.” Fitzgerald might “satirize” as much as he could and be as “fantastic” as he wanted if, instead of becoming “lost in the maze,” he carefully followed “the green line” of his principal motive. The “wild second act” must have “a kind of wild logic.” However, “doubled edged satire” had been used erratically there, sometimes giving way to ineffective dream-like sequences with no further meaning. Perkins, who admired The Vegetable’s “motive,” “characters” and “invention,” summed up by saying “each part of the second act should do three things – add to the quality of a fantastic dream, satirize Jerry and his family as representing a large class of Americans, and satirize the government or army or whatever institution is at the moment in use.”


Nowhere in the correspondence are Perkins’ special skills more apparent or important than in his criticism of The Great Gatsby. The letter of November 20, 1924, raving about the book also contained many shrewd suggestions. After agreeing with Fitzgerald that there was “a certain slight sagging in chapters six and seven,” Perkins offered “two actual criticisms.” Both treated the hero’s characterization, the first focusing on his vagueness – for Gatsby seemed an older man; the second on how he acquired his money. In the first instance, Fitzgerald ought to describe him physically and provide some special bodily traits as distinctive as the expression “old sport.” To take care of the second problem, it would not be necessary or even advisable to impart definitely what Gatsby did, but rather “interpolate some phrases, and possibly incidents, little touches of various kinds” hinting “that he was in some active way mysteriously engaged.” Perkins added one further point. When Gatsby presents his biography directly to Nick, the novel’s narrative mode of unfolding the story through the flow of events is violated. This could be remedied by letting the truth of the hero’s claims emerge a little at a time.


Fitzgerald termed Perkins’ insights “excellent and most helpful” in one letter and in another tackled the problem of characterization: “I myself didn’t know what Gatsby looked like or was engaged in & you felt it. If I’d known & kept it from you you’d have been too impressed with my knowledge to protest.” By the same token, he seemed older because the individual upon whom he was based was “half-unconsciously” older. But now Fitzgerald, having studied the “Fuller-McGee” case, understood him better than his own daughter. During February, 1925, he listed all the major revisions: Gatsby had been given life; the wealth had been accounted for; Chapters Six and Seven and the first party scene had been improved; the lengthy narrative of Chapter Fight had been divided. And during July, he wrote, “Max, it amuses me when praise comes in on the ‘structure’ of the book – because it was you who fixed up the structure, not me.”


This remark, among many others, serves to indicate that the professional relationship between the two men was as considerate and constructive as their remarkable friendship.




599 Summit Ave.


St. Paul, Minnesota


July 26th, 19191


Dear Mr. Perkins:


After four months attempt to write commercial copy by day and painful half-hearted imitations of popular literature by night I decided that it was one thing or another. So I gave up getting married and went home.


Yesterday I finished the first draft of a novel called


THE EDUCATION OF A PERSONAGE


It is in no sense a revision of the ill-fated Romantic EgotistI but it contains some of the former material improved and worked over and bears a strong family resemblance besides.


But while the other was a tedius, disconnected casserole this is definate attempt at a big novel and I really believe I have hit it, as immediately I stopped disciplining the muse she trotted obediently around and became an erratic mistress if not a steady wife.


Now what I want to ask you is this – if I send you the book by August 20th and you decide you could risk its publication (I am blatantly confident that you will) would it be brought out in October, say, or just what would decide its date of publication?


This is an odd question I realize especially since you havn’t even seen the book but you have been so kind in the past about my stuff that I venture to intrude once more upon your patience.


Sincerely





I. The title of the first book-length manuscript which Fitzgerald had submitted to Scribners in 1918.




July 28, 1919


Dear Mr. Fitzgerald:


Your letter about “The Education of a Personage” (which strikes us as an excellent title) arouses a great curiosity to see the manuscript. But there is one thing certain: no publisher could publish this book in October without greatly injuring its chances; for the canvasing of the trade for the fall season began several months ago, and the book sellers have invested their money in fall books, and would now order grudgingly, and in much lesser quantities than they would at the beginning of a season. Your book for its own advantage ought to be published after January 1st, all the more because you will be a new author and should have every advantage of carefully prepared publicity. The book should be talked up ahead of its appearance to the trade: they should see sheets in advance, etc. This is the plain truth of the matter. The book should be published in February or March, and the selling of it should begin before Christmas.


But we hope you will let us see this manuscript. Ever since the first reading of your first manuscript we have felt that you would succeed. Did Mr. BridgesI write you how much he liked your last story? And how near to taking it he came?


Sincerely,





I. Robert Bridges, poet and essayist, then editor of Scribner’s Magazine.




599 Summit Ave.


St. Paul, Minn.


August 16th, 1919


Dear Mr. Perkins:


I appreciated both your lettersI and I’m sure you wont be dissapointed in the book when you get it. It is a well-considered, finished whole this time and I think its a more crowded (in the best sense) piece of work than has been published in this country for some years.


It is finished, except for one last revision or rather correction and the typewriting, so I think you’ll get it before September 1st. As to sample chapters – it seems hardly worth while to send them to you now. The title has been changed to


This Side of Paradise


from those lines of Rupert Brookes


. . . Well, this side of paradise


There’s little comfort in the wise.


About two chapters are from my old book, completely changed and rewritten, the rest is new material.


On the next page I’ve written the chapter names.


BOOK I


The Romantic Egotist






	Chapter


	I


	Amory, son of Beatrice







	″


	II


	Spires and Gargoyles







	″


	III


	The Egotist considers








Interlude


March 1917 – February 1919


BOOK II


The Education of a Personage






	Chapter


	I


	The Debutante







	″


	II


	Experiments in Convalescense







	″


	III


	Young Irony







	″


	IV


	The Supercillious Sacrifice







	″


	V


	The Egotist becomes a Personage












	Book One contains about


	35,000 words







	The Interlude


	″


	″


	4,000 words







	Book Two


	″


	″


	47,000 words







	Total


	″


	″


	86,000 words








about publication – I asked you the chances of an early publication (in case you take it) for two reasons: first – because I want to get started both in a literary and financial way; second – because it is to some extent a timely book and it seems to me that the public are wild for decent reading matter – “Dangerous Days”II and “Ramsey Milholland” III – My God!


Thanking you again for past favors – I am


Sincerely





I. Perkins had written Fitzgerald again, on August 13th, urging him to send along chapters of the novel as they were completed.


II. By Mary Roberts Rinehart.


III. By Booth Tarkington.




599 Summit Ave.


St. Paul, Minn.


Sept. 4th 1919.


Dear Mr. Perkins:


I sent the book today under a separate cover. I want to discuss a few things in connection with it.


You’ll notice that it contains much material from the Romantic Egotist.


(1) Chapter II Bk. I of the present book contains material from “Spires & Gargoyles, Ha-Ha Hortense, Babes in the Wood & Crecendo” – rewritten in third person, cut down and re-edited


(2) Chapter III Bk I contains material from “Second descent of the Egotist and the Devil.” rewritten ect.I


(3) Chapter IV Bk I contains material from “The Two Mystics, Clara & the End of Many Things”


(4) Chapter III Bk II is a revision of Eleanor in 3d person – with that fur incident left out.


Chap I Bk I, & Chaps I, II, IV, & V of Bk II are entirely new.


You’ll see that of the old material there is all new use, outside the revision in the 3d person. For instance the Princeton characters of the R.E.II – Tom, Tump, Lorry, Lumpy, Fred, Dick, Jim, Burne, Judy, Mcintyre and Jesse have become in this book – Fred, Dick, Alec, Tom, Kerry & Burne. Isabelle & Rosalind of the R.E. have become just Isabelle while the new Rosalind is a different person.


Beatrice is a new character – Dr. Dudly becomes Monsignor Darcy; is much better done – in fact every character is in better perspective.


The preface I leave to your discretion – perhaps its a little too clever-clever; likewise you may object to the literary personalities in Chap II & Bk II and to the length of the socialistic discussion in the last chapter. The book contains a little over ninety thousand words. I certainly think the hero gets somewhere.


I await anxiously your verdict.


Sincerely


P.S. Thorton Hancock is Henry Adams – I didn’t do him thoroughly of course – but I knew him when I was a boy.





I. Fitzgerald frequently misspelled etc. to read ect.


II. The Romantic Egotist.




Sept. 16, 1919


Dear Mr. Fitzgerald:


I am very glad, personally, to be able to write to you that we are all for publishing your book, “This Side of Paradise”. Viewing it as the same book that was here before, which in a sense it is, though translated into somewhat different terms and extended further, I think that you have improved it enormously. As the first manuscript did, it abounds in energy and life and it seems to me to be in much better proportion. I was afraid that, when we declined the first manuscript, you might be done with us conservatives. I am glad you are not. The book is so different that it is hard to prophesy how it will sell but we are all for taking a chance and supporting it with vigor. As for terms, we shall be glad to pay a royalty of 10% on the first five thousand copies and of 15% thereafter, – which by the way, means more than it use to now that retail prices upon which the percentage is calculated, have so much advanced.


Hoping to hear from you, we are,


Sincerely yours,


P.S. Our expectation would be to publish your book in the early Spring. Now, if you are ready to have us do this, and have the time, we should be glad to have you get together any publicity matter you could for us, including a photograph. You have been in the advertising game long enough to know the sort of thing.




599 Summit Ave.


St. Paul, Minn


Sept 18 th, 1919


Dear Mr. Perkins:


Of course I was delighted to get your letter and I’ve been in a sort of trance all day; not that I doubted you’d take it but at last I have something to show people. It has enough advertisement in St. Paul already to sell several thousand copies & I think Princeton will buy it (I’ve been a periodical, local Great-Expect[at]ions for some time in both places.)


Terms ect I leave to you but one thing I can’t relinquish without at least a slight struggle. Would it be utterly impossible for you to publish the book Xmas – or say by February? I have so many things dependent on its success – including of course a girl – not that I expect it to make me a fortune but it will have a psychological effect on me and all my surroundings and besides open up new fields. I’m in that stage where every month counts frantically and seems a cudgel in a fight for happiness against time. Will you let me know more exactly how that difference in time of publication influences the sale & what you mean by “early Spring”?


Excuse this ghastly handwriting but I’m a bit nervous today. I’m beginning (last month) a very ambitious novel called “The Demon Lover” which will probably take a year also I’m writing short stories. I find that what I enjoy writing is always my best – Every young author ought to read Samuel Butler’s Note Books.


I’m writing quite a marvellous after-the-war story. Does Mr. Bridges think that they’re a little passé or do you think he’d like to see it?


I’ll fix up data for advertising and have a photo taken next week with the most gigantic enjoyment (I’m trying H.G. Well’s use of vast garagantuan [sp.]I words)


Well thank you for a very happy day and numerous other favors and let me know if I’ve any possible chance for earlier publication and give my thanks or whatever is in order to Mr. Scribner or whoever else was on the deciding committee.


Probably be East next month or Nov.


Sincerely


(over for P.S.)II


P.S. Who picks out the cover? I’d like something that could be a set – look cheerful and important like a Shaw Book. I notice Shaw, Gales-worthy & Barrie do that. But Wells doesn’t – I wonder why. No need of illustrations is there? I knew a fellow at College who’d have been a wonder for books like mine-a mixture of Aubrey Beardsly, Hogarth & James Montgomery Flagg. But he got killed in the war.2


Excuse this immoderately long and rambling letter but I think you’ll have to allow me several days for recuperation.


Yrs.





I. These brackets are Fitzgerald’s.


II. The postscript to this letter appears on the other side of the page, in the original.




Sept. 27th, 1919


599 Summit Ave. St. Paul.


Dear Mr. Perkins:


I am returning herewith your copy of the contract.


Now in regard to a little matter – “Babes in the Woods” was published in Smart Set in August. I have written them for their release of it. Also a preliminary form of part of the chapter “The Debutante” just the boudoir scene will be published in Smart Set on Oct 15th. I sent it to them before I began the novel and afterwards they seemed to want to use it very much. I will get their release in writing on both things & send it to you.


I notice the contract is headed St. Louis, Missouri. I’ve changed it to St. Paul, Minnesota on my copy. I am relieved that you feel as I do in regard to illustrations. I’m against ’em. Will I have a whack at the proof? – I have a few very minor changes – or I could make ’em in Nov. when I come east.


Lets see – Oh yes – I’ll send you photo & data within a month. I don’t suppose there’s any particular hurry.


. . . . .


Sincerely




599 Summit Ave.


St. Paul, Minn.


[ca. November 15, 1919?]


Dear Mr. Perkins:


Thanks a lot for your letter. I feel I’ve certainly been lucky to find a publisher who seems so interested generally in his authors. Lord knows this literary game has been discouraging enough at times.


. . . . .


My book plans have changed or rather enlarged. I’m going to obey my own mandate and write every book as if it were the last word I’d have on earth. I think Wells does that. So I think that the ms. I send you about next April or May will be rather a lively bolt!


As Ever


You see I’m trying to make myself out as a poet and play-write, as well as a novelist and short story writer! Innocuous humor!




[December 1919]


Dear Mr. Fitzgerald:


I do not know whether I wrote you that the publicity material you sent has come together with the picture, which will do very well indeed; as “The Four Fists” will appear before the novel, we have put this in the hands of the magazine to use in part by way of announcement. “The Four Fists” is certainly a very fine story told in an entirely independent way. It seems to me most promising. So too do the other stories, although the magazine did not find them exactly adapted to our needs. You certainly will have no difficulty in placing them at all and they seem to me to indicate that you are pretty definitely lodged as a writer of short stories. The great beauty of them is that they are all alive. Ninety percent of the stories that appear are derived from life through the rarifying medium of literature. Yours are direct from life it seems to me. This is true also of the language and style: it is that of the day. It is free of the conventions of the past which most writers love along with them to their great inconvenience. I hope when you have occasion to write again you will tell me where your stories are appearing. I want to try to keep track of them.


Sincerely yours,




Jan. 6, 1920


Dear Mr. Fitzgerald:


We have your book in hand and shall soon begin to send you proof. Hill has done a picture for the wrap, and it is very successful we think, particularly the girl in it. He also spoke very highly of the book which he had read through although that was not nominated in the bond: he need only have read enough to get at its general character but it interested him very much and he finished it. He was very curious to know about you and I told him of your short stories. I put forward your views about the binding, etc. but we felt, after consultation, that there would be great risk in getting the book out in that way. It would look too essay like, too esoteric. We want it to look popular. I will send you a cover as soon as we have one ready.


Mr. Bridges tells me you wrote him a rather pessimistic letter to the effect that you had had a slump in inspiration; but that did not worry me.


Sincerely yours,




[599 Summit Avenue]


[St. Paul, Minn.]


[ca. January 10, 1920]


Dear Mr. Perkins:


I was delighted to hear from you – and tickled to death that W.E. Hill liked my book & has done the cover. I admire him more than any artist in the country. I can hardly wait to see it.


I came home in a thoroughly nervous alcoholic state & revised two tales that went the complete rounds of magazines last April.I I did ’em in four days & sent ’em to ReynoldsII in hopes he could get enough for ’em so that I could go south because I’m afraid I’m about to develop tuberculosis. Last Monday he sent me a check for a thousand from the Post for ’em so I’m leaving for New Orleans tomorrow night. I’ll write you my adress when I have one – meanwhile anything sent here will be forwarded.


Now for several questions. When would a novel have to be finished to have it published serially & then brought out by you for the fall season? Do you think a book on the type of my first one would have any chance of being accepted for serial publication by any magazine? I want to start it but I don’t want to get broke in the middle & start in and have to write short stories again – because I don’t enjoy it & just do it for money. There’s nothing in collections of short stories is there? About how many copies of John O’MayIII were sold?


Everything goes serenely except that I feel written out on this short stuff. I’ve had two vaudeville offers for my current play in Smart SetIV & I’ve just sent $1000 worth of movies to the metro people. I have two stories for Mr. Bridges both stuck in the middle & two Post stories cut off in their first paragraphs.


My Drunkards Holiday and Dairy of a Literary Failure are also defunct.


The more I think of that advertisement I wrote for my book the more I dislike it. Please dont use it unless you have it already set up in which case I’ll make a few small changes in proof & it’ll have to go.


I’m deadly curious to see if Hill’s picture looks like the real “Rosalind”.V I suppose he did either the boudoir scene or the mellow parting. May be in New York in March if I can get rid of this damn cough. By the way I liked Maxwell Burt’s Cup of TeaVI so well that I wrote him a note about it & got a very pleasant one in return. He’s a sort of Richard Harding Davis only literary instead of journalistic – but he’s the only real romantiscist there is – we have the daughters of Henry James – Gerrould,VII GlaspellVIII & the other female phychological hair-splitters & the Yiddish descendents of O Henry – Fanny & EdnaIX and that’s all – except Burt, so I like him.


As Ever





I. One of these was certainly “Myra Meets His Family,” originally composed in April, 1919, under the title “Lilah Meets His Family” and published in the Post on March 20th. The other was probably “Head and Shoulders,” which the Post published on February 21st.


II. Paul R. Reynolds, then Fitzgerald’s literary agent.


III. A collection of short stories by Maxwell Struthers Burt.


IV. ’Porcelain and Pink.”


V. Rosalind, in This Side of Paradise, was modelled on Zelda Sayre Fitzgerald,


VI. A short story published in Burt’s collection, John O’May.


VII. Novelist and critic Katharine Fullerton Gerould.


VIII. Novelist Susan Glaspell, founder with her husband, George Cram Cook, of the Province-town Playhouse, where the plays of Eugene O’Neill were first presented.


IX. Fannie Hurst and Edna Ferber.




Jan. 17, 1920


Dear Mr. Fitzgerald:


Your New Orleans address has just come and I am sending you quite a large batch of the galleys of “This Side of Paradise”. I will be able to send you a wrap in two or three days, as well. The rest of the proof will follow rapidly. In your question about serialization, I do not know whether you were thinking of the matter in general or entirely of our magazine. We hope you will give us a chance to consider any novel you write from this angle; but we may as well say in advance that as we can only serialize one novel a year and there are generally one, two or three under way which are destined for our pages, we often have to let a good thing go when we do not want to because we should otherwise have to postpone it much longer than the author would think wise. If we could not serialize your novel for any reason, we should want to help you to place it elsewhere, partly because it would be advantageous to the book to have it serialized in any magazine but those of the very largest circulation. The question of time is a hard one because it all depends on what a magazine already has under way. They usually cannot begin serialization until several months after acceptance and if a long novel they would require about six to eight months more to complete serialization. According to this you would have to finish a novel very soon indeed to make book publication in the Fall possible. We could publish as late as November first – although that would be later than we would like. This would mean that the serialization must end in the November number and would have to begin in the April number. It would therefore only be by making exactly the right connections all around, so to speak, that the thing could be managed. But it is almost useless to speculate on the question when so few facts are known. The best thing would be just to finish the novel as quickly as possible and then take up the question of serialization.


As to short stories, it is generally true that collections of them do not constitute selling books; but there are exceptions such as Davis, Kipling, and Henry as you know. The truth is, it has seemed to me that your stories were likely to constitute an exception, after a good many of them had been printed and your name was widely known. It seems to me that they have the popular note which would be likely to make them sell in book form. I wish you did care more about writing them because of this, and also because they have great value in making you a reputation and because they are quite worthwhile in themselves. Still we should not like to interfere with your novels.


Sincerely yours,




2900 Prytania Street, New Orleans, La.


Jan 21st 1920.


Dear Mr. Perkins:


I am returning herewith the first batch of proofs, corrected. There is one change I would like to have you make if you can possibly see your way clear to doing it. It is in regard to the type used in those sub-headings throughout the chapters, such as “A kiss for Amory” and “Preparatory to the great adventure” – you know what I mean.
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