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In the final paragraph of this letter to editor Maxwell Perkins (mid-July, 1922), Fitzgerald sets forth his vision of his masterpiece, the novel that was to become The Great Gatsby (Princeton University).
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The editor dedicates this volume to
CHARLES SCRIBNER III




The compensation of a very early success is a conviction that life is a romantic matter. In the best sense one stays young. When the primary objects of love and money could be taken for granted and a shaky eminence had lost its fascination, I had fair years to waste, years that I can’t honestly regret, in seeking the eternal Carnival by the Sea. Once in the middle twenties I was driving along the High Corniche Road through the twilight with the whole French Riviera twinkling on the sea below. As far ahead as I could see was Monte Carlo, and though it was out of season and there were no Grand Dukes left to gamble and E. Phillips Oppenheim was a fat industrious man in my hotel, who lived in a bathrobe—the very name was so incorrigibly enchanting that I could only stop the car and like the Chinese whisper: “Ah me! Ah me!” It was not Monte Carlo I was looking at. It was back into the mind of the young man with cardboard soles who had walked the streets of New York. I was him again—for an instant I had the good fortune to share his dreams, I who had no more dreams of my own. And there are still times when I creep up on him, surprise him on an autumn morning in New York or a spring night in Carolina when it is so quiet that you can hear a dog barking in the next county. But never again as during that all too short period when he and I were one person, when the fulfilled future and the wistful past were mingled in a single gorgeous moment—when life was literally a dream.


—“Early Success” (1937)
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Everything F. Scott Fitzgerald wrote was a form of autobiography. His fiction is transmuted autobiography. Characters start as self-portraits and turn into fiction, as did Amory Blaine in This Side of Paradise; they start as fiction and become Fitzgerald, as did Dick Diver in Tender Is the Night. Jay Gatsby is pure invention and pure Fitzgerald.


A culture hero who saw his life as characterized by “some sort of epic grandeur,” Fitzgerald functioned as a self-historiographer, as the curator of the F. Scott Fitzgerald research center. His letters reveal this concern: they were written for the record—in contrast to Ernest Hemingway’s letters, which were written for the legend. For a writer, Fitzgerald was remarkably truthful. Apart from the documentary evidence they provide, his letters are worth reading if only because he couldn’t write badly: even in routine correspondence there are flashes of wit and combinations of words that bear the Fitzgerald stamp. Fitzgerald’s wit is a defining quality of his mind.


This volume properly includes a high proportion of letters about writing. The most important thing about Fitzgerald—about any writer—is his witing. The playboy image that has attached itself like fungus to Fitzgerald’s reputation obscures the proper assessment of his genius. Because Fitzgerald is regarded as “a natural”—a misleading claim made by civilians—his literary intelligence has been impugned. These letters amply demonstrate that when Fitzgerald wrote about literature, even informally, he wrote with the authority of a professional who had mastered his craft.


This volume is not a supplementary collection of F. Scott Fitzgerald letters. The publisher intends for it to serve as the standard one-volume edition of Fitzgerald letters meeting the requirements of a cross-section of his readership.


The first publication of F. Scott Fitzgerald’s letters came in The Crack-Up (1945),1 in which Edmund Wilson excerpted letters to Fitzgerald’s daughter, Scottie. Andrew Turnbull’s edition of The Letters of F. Scott Fitzgerald (1963)2 selected many of Fitzgerald’s best letters; but the organization by recipient restricted its usefulness as an autobiographical source. Moreover, the printed texts of these letters are not accurate; Turnbull silently corrected and cut the documents. Important Fitzgerald letters have been discovered during the thirty years since the Turnbull collection. Two hundred and eleven letters printed here are not in Turnbull.


Fitzgerald’s professional life as literary artist and commercial writer are covered in two volumes: Dear Scott/Dear Max: The Fitzgerald-Perkins Correspondence (1971),1 edited by John Kuehl and Jackson Bryer, and As Ever, Scott Fitz—Letters Between F. Scott Fitzgerald and His Literary Agent Harold Ober (1972),2 edited by Bruccoli with Jennifer Atkinson. These collections make Fitzgerald’s authorial career the most thoroughly documented one among American writers.


In 1980 Bruccoli and Margaret M. Duggan edited Correspondence of F. Scott Fitzgerald,3 which included previously uncollected letters from Fitzgerald, as well as letters he received. The four volumes of letters are supplemented by Fitzgerald’s autobiographical and autobibliographical Ledger (1972),4 and by The Romantic Egoists (1974),5 compiled from the Fitzgeralds’ scrapbooks and albums.


This abundance of evidence in the published collections of Fitzgerald’s letters is inconvenient for general readers—those outside academia who have maintained the classic status of his work by reading it. Accordingly, Charles Scribner III proposed a single-volume collection that would organize the best of the collected and unpublished Fitzgerald letters in chronological order. The principle of selection recommended by Mr. Scribner was that letters be chosen on the basis of their autobiographical content: hence A Life in Letters. This editorial rationale is appropriate because Fitzgerald’s life and work were inseparable. His writing, both fiction and nonfiction, was a form of historiography, for he regarded his career as emblematic of American life.


There are disappointing gaps in Fitzgerald’s extant correspondence. Neither Ginevra King nor Zelda Sayre preserved his love letters. Only a few letters to his parents survive. His letters to Father Sigourney Fay have not been found.


EDITORIAL NOTE


A rule of publishing holds that volumes of letters sell poorly because they are hard to read. But it is an editor’s task to make the letters usable. Fitzgerald’s letters—particularly his humorous letters—have a density of topical and literary references; they require their own cultural literacy. The editor of this volume was initially advised to keep footnoting at a minimum because of anticipated reader resistance to footnotes: it is assumed that so-called general readers find footnotes distracting. Nevertheless, when sample letters were tested on a cross-section of readers, it became clear that reader puzzlement or frustration was a much stronger response than irritation at the footnote apparatus.


Accordingly, this volume footnotes literary references and figures who were Fitzgerald’s friends or who influenced him. Jokes have not been explicated. Great authors and classic works of literature have not been identified. Lists of celebrities (see September 21, 1925, letter to John Peale Bishop) and passing mentions of public figures (see the letter to Bishop from Capri, late March 1925) have not been explained. There will be objections to this policy on the basis that Fitzgerald’s writings, public and private, expressed his sense of social history; whatever he wrote was motivated by the instinct to record the way it was at a time and place. Yet full documentation of Fitzgerald’s correspondence would require an additional volume. This Life in Letters provides what the editor and his advisers regard as necessary explanations and identifications. The brief account of F. Scott Fitzgerald’s career and the chronologies assist readers to make necessary connections among the letters.


There are no silent deletions or revisions. The letters have been transcribed exactly as F. Scott Fitzgerald wrote them—with the exception of the few stipulated cases where words have been omitted. Unlocated letters published in the Turnbull volume have perforce been reprinted from these texts.


Fitzgerald was a bad speller—so were other major authors—but his alleged “illiteracy” has been grossly exaggerated. He wrote what he heard. His ear for sentence structure and his sense of paragraph development were close to perfect.


Each letter is provided with an identifying heading, thus:


Recipient


Assigned date (if required)


Description and location of document


Assigned place of writing (if required)


The return address and date are printed as they appear on the letter; but the address of the recipient has not been transcribed. Spaced hyphens in typed letters have been printed as dashes. Standard acronyms are used in the description rubric: ALS—Autograph Letter Signed (a letter written in Fitzgerald’s hand and signed by him); TLS—Typed Letter Signed (a typed letter signed by Fitzgerald); TL—Typed Letter (unsigned); CC—Carbon Copy; R—Revised in Fitzgerald’s hand (RTLS designates a typed letter with Fitzgerald’s handwritten revisions and his signature). Fitzgerald did not type; the typed letters in this volume were secretarial.


M.J.B.


August 21, 1993
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A Brief Life of Fitzgerald
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The dominant influences on F. Scott Fitzgerald were aspiration, literature, Princeton, Zelda Sayre Fitzgerald, and alcohol.


Francis Scott Key Fitzgerald was born in St. Paul, Minnesota, on September 24, 1896, the namesake and second cousin three times removed of the author of the National Anthem. Fitzgerald’s given names indicate his parents’ pride in his father’s ancestry. His father, Edward, was from Maryland, with an allegiance to the Old South and its values. Fitzgerald’s mother, Mary (Mollie) McQuillan, was the daughter of an Irish immigrant who became wealthy as a wholesale grocer in St. Paul. Both were Catholics.


Edward Fitzgerald failed as a manufacturer of wicker furniture in St. Paul, and he became a salesman for Procter & Gamble in upstate New York. After he was dismissed in 1908, when his son was twelve, the family returned to St. Paul and lived comfortably on Mollie Fitzgerald’s inheritance. Fitzgerald attended the St. Paul Academy; his first writing to appear in print was a detective story in the school newspaper when he was thirteen.


During 1911–1913 he attended the Newman School, a Catholic prep school in New Jersey, where he met Father Sigourney Fay, who encouraged his ambitions for personal distinction and achievement. As a member of the Princeton Class of 1917, Fitzgerald neglected his studies for his literary apprenticeship. He wrote the scripts and lyrics for the Princeton Triangle Club musicals and was a contributor to the Princeton Tiger humor magazine and the Nassau Literary Magazine. His college friends included Edmund Wilson and John Peale Bishop. On academic probation and unlikely to graduate, Fitzgerald joined the army in 1917 and was commissioned a second lieutenant in the infantry. Convinced that he would die in the war, he rapidly wrote a novel, “The Romantic Egotist”; the letter of rejection from Charles Scribner’s Sons praised the novel’s originality and asked that it be resubmitted when revised.


In June 1918 Fitzgerald was assigned to Camp Sheridan, near Montgomery, Alabama. There he fell in love with a celebrated belle, eighteen-year-old Zelda Sayre, the youngest daughter of an Alabama Supreme Court judge. The romance intensified Fitzgerald’s hopes for the success of his novel, but after revision it was rejected by Scribners a second time. The war ended just before he was to be sent overseas; after his discharge in 1919 he went to New York City to seek his fortune in order to marry. Unwilling to wait while Fitzgerald succeeded in the advertisement business and unwilling to live on his small salary, Zelda broke their engagement.


Fitzgerald quit his job in July 1919 and returned to St. Paul to rewrite his novel as This Side of Paradise; it was accepted by editor Maxwell Perkins of Scribners in September. Set mainly at Princeton and described by its author as “a quest novel,” This Side of Paradise traces the career aspirations and love disappointments of Amory Blaine.


In the fall-winter of 1919 Fitzgerald commenced his career as a writer of stories for the mass-circulation magazines. Working through agent Harold Ober, Fitzgerald interrupted work on his novels to write moneymaking popular fiction for the rest of his life. The Saturday Evening Post became Fitzgerald’s best story market, and he was regarded as a “Post writer.” His early commercial stories about young love introduced a fresh character: the independent, determined young American woman who appeared in “The Offshore Pirate” and “Bernice Bobs Her Hair.” Fitzgerald’s more ambitious stories, such as “May Day” and “The Diamond as Big as the Ritz,” were published in The Smart Set, which had a small circulation.


The publication of This Side of Paradise on March 26, 1920, made the twenty-four-year-old Fitzgerald famous almost overnight, and a week later he married Zelda in New York. They embarked on an extravagant life as young celebrities. Fitzgerald endeavored to earn a solid literary reputation, but his playboy image impeded the proper assessment of his work.


After a riotous summer in Westport, Connecticut, the Fitzgeralds took an apartment in New York City; there he wrote his second novel, The Beautiful and Damned, a naturalistic chronicle of the dissipation of Anthony and Gloria Patch. When Zelda became pregnant they took their first trip to Europe in 1921 and then settled in St. Paul for the birth of their only child; Frances Scott (Scottie) Fitzgerald was born in October 1921.


Fitzgerald expected to become affluent from his play, The Vegetable; in the fall of 1922 they moved to Great Neck, Long Island, in order to be near Broadway. The political satire—subtitled “From President to Postman”—failed at its try out in November 1923, and Fitzgerald wrote his way out of debt with short stories. The distractions of Great Neck and New York prevented Fitzgerald from making progress on his third novel. During this time his drinking increased. Fitzgerald was an alcoholic, but he wrote sober. Zelda regularly got “tight,” but she was not an alcoholic. There were frequent domestic rows, usually triggered by drinking bouts.


Literary opinion makers were reluctant to accord Fitzgerald full marks as a serious craftsman. His reputation as a drinker inspired the myth that he was an irresponsible writer; yet he was a painstaking reviser whose fiction went through layers of drafts. Fitzgerald’s clear, lyrical, colorful, witty style evoked the emotions associated with time and place. When critics objected to Fitzgerald’s concern with love and success, his response was: “But, my God! it was my material, and it was all I had to deal with.” The chief theme of Fitzgerald’s work is aspiration—the idealism he regarded as defining American character. Another major theme was mutability or loss. As a social historian Fitzgerald became identified with “The Jazz Age”: “It was an age of miracles, it was an age of art, it was an age of excess, and it was an age of satire.”


The Fitzgeralds went to France in the spring of 1924 seeking tranquillity for his work. He wrote The Great Gatsby during the summer and fall in Valescure near St. Raphael, but the marriage was damaged by Zelda’s involvement with a French naval aviator. The extent of the affair—if it was in fact consummated—is not known. On the Riviera the Fitzgeralds formed a close friendship with Gerald and Sara Murphy.


The Fitzgeralds spent the winter of 1924–1925 in Rome, where he revised The Great Gatsby; they were en route to Paris when the novel was published in April. The Great Gatsby marked a striking advance in Fitzgerald’s technique, utilizing a complex structure and a controlled narrative point of view. Fitzgerald’s achievement received critical praise, but sales of Gatsby were disappointing, though the stage and movie rights brought additional income.


In Paris Fitzgerald met Ernest Hemingway—then unknown outside the expatriate literary circle—with whom he formed a friendship based largely on his admiration for Hemingway’s personality and genius. The Fitzgeralds remained in France until the end of 1926, alternating between Paris and the Riviera.


Fitzgerald made little progress on his fourth novel, a study of American expatriates in France provisionally titled “The Boy Who Killed His Mother,” “Our Type,” and “The World’s Fair.” During these years Zelda’s unconventional behavior became increasingly eccentric.


The Fitzgeralds returned to America to escape the distractions of France. After a short, unsuccessful stint of screen writing in Hollywood, Fitzgerald rented “Ellerslie,” a mansion near Wilmington, Delaware, in the spring of 1927. The family remained at “Ellerslie” for two years interrupted by a visit to Paris in the summer of 1928, but Fitzgerald was still unable to make significant progress on his novel. At this time Zelda commenced ballet training, intending to become a professional dancer. The Fitzgeralds returned to France in the spring of 1929, where Zelda’s intense ballet work damaged her health and estranged them. In April 1930 she suffered her first breakdown. Zelda was treated at Prangins clinic in Switzerland until September 1931, while Fitzgerald lived in Swiss hotels. Work on the novel was again suspended as he wrote short stories to pay for psychiatric treatment.


Fitzgerald’s peak story fee of $4,000 from The Saturday Evening Post may have had in 1929 the purchasing power of $40,000 in 1994 dollars. Nonetheless, the general view of his affluence is distorted. Fitzgerald was not among the highest-paid writers of his time; his novels earned comparatively little, and most of his income came from 160 magazine stories. During the 1920s his income from all sources averaged under $25,000 a year—good money at a time when a schoolteacher’s average annual salary was $1,299, but not a fortune. Scott and Zelda Fitzgerald did spend money faster than he earned it; the author who wrote so eloquently about the effects of money on character was unable to manage his own finances.


The Fitzgeralds returned to America in the fall of 1931 and rented a house in Montgomery. Fitzgerald made a second unsuccessful trip to Hollywood in 1931. Zelda suffered a relapse in February 1932 and entered Johns Hopkins Hospital in Baltimore. She spent the rest of her life as a resident or outpatient of sanitariums.


In 1932, while a patient at Johns Hopkins, Zelda rapidly wrote Save Me the Waltz. Her autobiographical novel generated considerable bitterness between the Fitzgeralds, for he regarded it as pre-empting the material that he was using in his novel-in-progress. Fitzgerald rented “La Paix,” a house outside Baltimore, where he completed his fourth novel, Tender Is the Night. Published in 1934, his most ambitious novel was a commercial failure, and its merits were matters of critical dispute. Set in France during the 1920s, Tender Is the Night examines the deterioration of Dick Diver, a brilliant American psychiatrist, during the course of his marriage to a wealthy mental patient.


The 1935–1937 period is known as “the crack-up” from the title of an essay Fitzgerald wrote in 1936. Ill, drunk, in debt, and unable to write commercial stories, he lived in hotels in the region near Asheville, North Carolina, where in 1936 Zelda entered Highland Hospital. After Baltimore Fitzgerald did not maintain a home for Scottie. When she was fourteen she went to boarding school, and the Obers became her surrogate family. Nonetheless, Fitzgerald functioned as a concerned father by mail, attempting to supervise Scottie’s education and to shape her social values.


Fitzgerald went to Hollywood alone in the summer of 1937 with a six-month Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer contract at $1,000 a week. He received his only screen credit for adapting Three Comrades (1938), and his contract was renewed for a year at $1,250 a week. This $91,000 from MGM was a great deal of money during the late Depression years when a new Chevrolet coupé cost $619; although Fitzgerald paid off most of his debts, he was unable to save. His trips East to visit Zelda were disastrous. In California Fitzgerald fell in love with movie columnist Sheilah Graham. Their relationship endured despite his benders. After MGM dropped his option at the end of 1938, Fitzgerald worked as a freelance script writer and wrote short-short stories for Esquire. He began his Hollywood novel, The Love of the Last Tycoon, in 1939 and had written more than half of a working draft when he died of a heart attack in Graham’s apartment on December 21, 1940. Zelda Fitzgerald perished in a fire in Highland Hospital in 1948.


F. Scott Fitzgerald died believing himself a failure. The obituaries were condescending, and he seemed destined for literary obscurity. The first phase of the Fitzgerald resurrection—“revival” does not properly describe the process—occurred between 1945 and 1950. By 1960 he had achieved a secure place among America’s enduring writers: The Great Gatsby, a work that seriously examines the theme of aspiration in an American setting, defines the classic American novel.





YOUTH, PRINCETON, ZELDA



1896–1919
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September 24, 1896


Birth of F. Scott Fitzgerald at 481 Laurel Avenue, St. Paul, Minnesota.


April 1898


Fitzgerald family moves to Buffalo, New York.


July 24, 1900


Birth of Zelda Sayre at Sayre home on South Street, Montgomery, Alabama.


January 1901


Fitzgerald family moves to Syracuse, New York.


July 1901


Birth of Annabel Fitzgerald, FSF’s sister.


September 1903


Fitzgerald family moves back to Buffalo.


1907


The Sayre family moves into a house at 6 Pleasant Avenue, Zelda’s home until her marriage.


July 1908


Fitzgerald family returns to St. Paul. FSF enters St. Paul Academy in September.


1909


Judge Sayre of the City Court is appointed an Associate Justice of the Supreme Court of Alabama.


October 1909


Publication of “The Mystery of the Raymond Mortgage” in The St. Paul Academy Now & Then—FSF’s first appearance in print.


August 1911


Production of FSF’s first play, The Girl from Lazy J, in St. Paul.


September 1911


FSF enters Newman School, Hackensack, New Jersey, where he meets Father Sigourney Fay and writer Shane Leslie.


August 1912


Production of The Captured Shadow in St. Paul.


August 1913


Production of The Coward in St. Paul.


September 1913


FSF enters Princeton University with Class of 1917. Meets Edmund Wilson ’16, John Peale Bishop ’17, and John Biggs, Jr. ’17.


August 1914


Production of Assorted Spirits in St. Paul.


December 1914


Production of Fie! Fie! Fi-Fil, FSF’s first Princeton Triangle Club show.


December 1914


First FSF appearance in The Princeton Tiger.


January 4, 1915


FSF meets Ginevra King, the model for several of his heroines, in St. Paul.


April 1915


“Shadow Laurels,” first FSF appearance in The Nassau Literary Magazine.


December 1915


FSF drops out of Princeton for rest of year; though in academic difficulty, he is allowed to leave for health reasons.


December 1915


Production of The Evil Eye by the Triangle Club.


September 1916


FSF returns to Princeton as member of the class of 1918.


December 1916


Production of Safety First by the Triangle Club.


October 26, 1917


FSF receives commission as 2nd lieutenant.


November 20, 1917


FSF reports to Fort Leavenworth, Kansas; begins his novel “The Romantic Egotist” there.


March 1918


FSF completes first draft of novel while on leave in Princeton and staying at Cottage Club; submits novel to Scribners.


May 31, 1918


Zelda graduates from Sidney Lanier High School.


June 1918


FSF reports to Camp Sheridan near Montgomery, Alabama.


July 1918


FSF meets Zelda at a country club dance in Montgomery.


August 1918


Scribners returns “The Romantic Egotist.” FSF revises it, but by the end of October it is finally rejected.


February 1919


FSF discharged from army and goes to New York to seek his fortune; finds employment at Barron Collier advertising agency; lives in a room at 200 Claremont Avenue. Informally engaged to Zelda.


June 1919


Zelda breaks engagement.


TO: Edward Fitzgerald


ALS, 1 p.1 Scrapbook. Princeton University


Camp Chatham stationery. Orillia, Ontario


July 15, 07


Dear Father,


I recieved the St Nickolas2 today and I am ever so much obliged to you for it.


Your loving son.


Scott Fitzgerald


TO: Mollie McQuillan Fitzgerald


Summer 1907


Scrapbook. Princeton University


Camp Chatham. Orillia, Ontario.


Dear Mother,


I wish you would send me five dollars as all my money is used up. Yesterday I went in a running contest and won a knife for second prize. This is a picture of Tom Penney and I starting on a paper chase.


Your loving son


Scott Fitzgerald


TO: Mollie McQuillan Fitzgerald


Scrapbook. Princeton University


July 18, 07


Dear Mother, I recieved your letter this morning and though I would like very much to have you up here I dont think you would like it as you know no one hear except Mrs. Upton and she is busy most of the time I dont think you would like the accomadations as it is only a small town and no good hotels. There are some very nise boarding houses but about the only fare is lamb and beef. Please send me a dollar becaus there are a lot of little odds and ends i need. I will spend it causiusly. All the other boys have pocket money besides their regullar allowence.


Your loving son


Scott Fitzgerald.




[image: image]




TO: Annabel Fitzgerald1


c. 1915


AL, 10 pp. Princeton University


Princeton, New Jersey


Written by me at 19 or so


Basis of Bernice2


The General Subject of Conversation


Conversation like grace is a cultivated art. Only to the very few does it come naturally. You are as you know, not a good conversationalist and you might very naturally ask, “What do boys like to talk about?’


(1) Boys like to talk about themselves—much more than girls. A girl once named Helen Walcott, told me (and she was the most popular debutante in Washington one winter) that as soon as she got a man talking about himself she had him cinched and harnessed—they give themself away. Here are some leading questions for a girl to use.


a) You dance so much better than you did last year.


b) How about giving me that sporty necktie when you’re thru with it.


c) You’ve got the longest eyelashes! (This will embarrass him, but he likes it)


d) I hear you’ve got a “line”!


e) Well who’s you’re latest crush!


Avoid


a) When do you go back to school?


b) How long have you been home?


c) Its warm or the orchestras good or the floors good.


Also avoid any talk about relations or mutual friends. Its a sure sign you’re hard up for talk if you ask Jack Allen about Harriette or Tuby about Martha. Dont be afraid of slang—use it, but be careful to use the most modern and sportiest like “line,” camafluage etc. Never talk about a boy about about his school or college unless he’s done something special or unless he starts the subject. In a conversation its always good to start by talking about nothing—just some fresh camafluage; but start it yourself—never let the boy start it: Dont talk about your school—no matter where you go. Never sing no matter how big the chorus.


2.


As you get a little old you’ll find that boys like to talk about such things as smoking and drinking. Always be very liberal—boys hate a prig—tell them you dont object to a girl smoking but dont like cigarettes yourself. Tell them you smoke only cigars—kid them!—When you’re old still you want always to have a line on the latest books plays and music. More men like that than you can imagine.


In your conversation always affect a complete frankness but really be only as frank as you wish to be. Never try to give a boy the affect that you’re popular—Ginevra1 always starts by saying shes a poor unpopular woman without any beause. Always pay close attention to the man. Look at him in his eyes if possible. Never effect boredom. Its terribly hard to do it gracefully Learn to be worldly. Remember in all society nine girls out of ten marry for money and nine men out of ten are fools.


Poise: Carriage: Dancing: Expression


(1) Poise depends on carriage, expression and conversation and having discussed the last and most important I’ll say a few words on the other two.


(2) A girl should hold herself straight. Margaret Armstrongs slouch has lost her more attention than her lack of beauty. Even Sandy is critiscized for stopping. When you cross a room before people nine out often look at you and if you’re straight and self contained and have a graceful atheletic carriage most of them will remark on it. In dancing it is very important to hold yourself well and remember to dance hard. Dancers like Betty and Grace and Alice work hard. Alice is an entirely self made dancer. At sixteen she was no better than you, but she practised and tried. A dancer like Elizabeth Clarkson looses partners. You can not be lazy. You should try not to trow a bit of weight on the man and keep your mind on it enough to follow well. If you’d spent the time on dancing with me as I’ve often asked you instead of playing the piano youd be a good dancer. Louis Ordway taught Kit to dance the Castle walk one summer and as long as it lasted she was almost rushed at dances. And dancing counts as nothing else does.


(3) Expression that is facial expression, is one of your weakest points. A girl of your good looks and at your age ought to have almost perfect control of her face. It ought to be almost like a mask so that she’d have perfect control of any expression or impression she might wish to use.


a) A good smile and one that could be assumed at will, is an absolute necesity. You smile on one side which is absolutely wrong. Get before a mirror and practise a smile and get a good one, a radiant smile ought to be in the facial vocubulary of every girl. Practise it—on girls, on the family. Practise doing it when you dont feel happy and when you’re bored. When youre embarrassed, when you’re at a disadvantage. Thats when you’ll have to use it in society and when you’ve practised a thing in calm, then only are you sure of it as a good weapon in tight places.


(b) A laugh isn’t as important but its well to have a good one on ice. You natural one is very good, but your artificial one is bum. Next time you laugh naturally remember it and practise so you can do it any time you want. Practise anywhere.


(c) A pathetic, appealing look is one every girl ought to have. Sandra and Ginevra are specialists at this: so is Ardita, Its best done by opening the eyes wide and drooping the mouth a little, looking upward (hanging the head a little) directly into the eyes of the man you’re talking to. Ginevra and Sandra use this when getting of their “I’m so unpopular speeches and indeed they use it about half the time. Practise this.


(d) Dont bit or twist your lips—its sure death for any expression


(e) The two expressions you have control over now are no good. One is the side smile and the other is the thoughtful look with the eyes half closed.


I’m telling you this because mother and I have absolutely no control over our facial expressions and we miss it. Mothers worse than I am—you know how people take advantage of what ever mood her face is in and kid the life out of her. Well you’re young enough to get over it—tho’ you’re worse than I am now. The value of this practise is that whenever you’re at a disadvantage you dont show it and boys hate to see a girl at a disadvantage.


Practise Now


Dress and Personality.


(A) No two people look alike in the same thing. but very few realize it. Shop keepers make money on the fact that the fat Mrs. Jones will buy the hat that looked well on the thin Mrs. Smith. You’ve got to find your type. To do so always look at girls about your size and coloring and notice what they look well in. Never buy so much as a sash without the most careful consideration Study your type. That is get your good points and accentuate them. For instance you have very good features—you ought to be able to wear jaunty hats and so forth.


(B) Almost all neatness is gained in man or woman by the arrangement of the hair. You have beautiful hair—you ought to be able to do something with it. Go to the best groomed girl in school and ask her and then wear it that way—Dont get tired and changed unless you’re sure the new way is better. Catherine Tie is dowdy about her hair lately Dont I notice it? When Grace’s hair looks well—She looks well When its unkempt it looks like the devil. Sandy and Betty always look neat and its their hair that does it.


(2)


(C) I’ll line up your good points against your bad physically.






	Good


	Bad







	Hair


	Teeth only fair







	Good general size


	Pale complexion







	Good features


	Only fair figure







	 


	Large hands and feet.








Now you see of the bad points only the last cannot be remedied. Now while slimness is a fashion you can cultivate it by exercise—Find out now from some girl. Exercise would give you a healthier skin. You should never rub cold cream into your face because you have a slight tendency to grow hairs on it. I’d find out about this from some Dr. who’d tell you what you could use in place of a skin cream.


(D) A girl should always be careful about such things as underskirt showing, long drawers showing under stocking, bad breath, mussy eyebrows (with such splendid eyebrows as yours you should brush them or wet them and train them every morning and night as I advised you to do long ago. They oughtn’t to have a hair out of place.


(E) Walk and general physical grace. The point about this is that you’ll be up against situations when ever you go out which will call for you to be graceful—not to be physically clumsy. Now you can only attain this by practise because it no more comes naturally to you than it does to me. Take some stylish walk you like and imitate it. A girl should have a little class. Look what a stylish walk Eleanor and Grace and Betty have and what a homely walk Marie and Alice have. Just because the first three deliberately practised every where until now its so natural to them that they cant be ungraceful—This is true about every gesture. I noticed last Saturday that your gestures are awkward and so unnatural as to seem affected. Notice the way graceful girls hold their hands and feet. How they stoop, wave, run and then try because you cant practise those things when men are around. Its two late then. They ought to be incentive then


(F) General summing up.


(1) dress scrupulously neatly and then forget your personal appearance. Every stocking should be pulled up to the last wrinkle.


(2) Dont wear things like that fussy hat that aren’t becoming to you—At least buy no more. Take someone who knows with you—some one who really knows.


(3) Conform to your type no matter what looks well in the store


(4) Cultivate deliberate physical grace. You’ll never have it if you dont. I’ll discuss dancing in a latter letter.


(G) You see if you get any where and feel you look alright then there’s one worry over and one bolt shot for self-confidence—and the person you’re with, man, boy, woman, whether its Aunt Millie or Jack Allen o myself likes to feel that the person they’re sponsoring is at least externally a credit.


TO: Marie Hersey1


ALS, 1 p. Scrapbook. Princeton University


Princeton, New Jersey


Thurs


My Very Very Dear Marie:


I got your little note


For reasons very queer Marie


You’re mad at me I fear Marie


You made it very clear Marie


You cared not what you wrote


The letter that you sent Marie


Was niether swift nor fair


I hoped that you’d repent Marie


Before the start of Lent Marie


But Lent could not prevent Marie


From being debonaire


So write me what you will Marie


Altho’ I will it not


My love you can not kill Marie


And tho’ you treat me ill Marie


Believe me I am still Marie


Your fond admirer


Scott


(Letter sent to Marie Jan 29, 1915)


TO: Edmund Wilson


Fall 1917


ALS, 6 pp. Yale University


Cottage Club


Princeton, N.J.


Dear Bunny:


I’ve been intending to write you before but as you see I’ve had a change of scene and the nessesary travail there-off has stolen time.


Your poem came to John Biggs, my room mate, and we’ll put in the next number—however it was practically illegable so I’m sending you my copy (hazarded) which you’ll kindly correct and send back——


I’m here starting senior year and still waiting for my commission. I’ll send you the Litt. or no—you’ve subscribed haven’t you.


Saw your friend Larry Noyes in St. Paul and got beautifully stewed after a party he gave—He got beautifully full of canned wrath—I dont imagine we’d agree on much——


Do write John Bishop and tell him not to call his book “Green Fruit.”


Alec is an ensign. I’m enclosing you a clever letter from Townsend Martin1 which I wish you’d send back.


Princeton is stupid but Gauss + Gerrould2 are here. I’m taking naught but Philosophy + English—I told Gauss you’d sailed (I’d heard as much) but I’ll contradict the rumor.


The Litt is prosperous—Biggs + I do the prose——Creese and Keller (a junior who’ll be chairman) and I the poetry. However any contributions would be ect. ect.


Have you read Well’s “Boon; the mind of the race” (Doran—1916) Its marvellous! (Debutante expression. Young Benêt3 (at New Haven) is getting out a book of verse before Xmas that I fear will obscure John Peak’s. His subjects are less Precieuse + decadent. John is really an anachronism in this country at this time—people want ideas and not fabrics.


I’m rather bored here but I see Shane Leslie occassionally and read Wells and Rousseau. I read Mrs. Geroulds “British Novelists Limited4 + think she underestimates Wells but is right in putting Mckenzie at the head of his school. She seems to disregard Barry and Chesterton whom I should put even above Bennet or in fact anyone except Wells.5


Do you realize that Shaw is 61, Wells 51, Chesterton 41 Leslie 31 and I 21. (Too bad I havn’t a better man for 31. I can hear your addition to this remark).


Oh and that awful little Charlie Stuard (a sort of attenuated Super-Fruit) is still around (ex ’16—now 171/2). He belongs to a preceptorial where I am trying to demolish the Wordsworth legend—and contributes such elevating freshman-cultural generalities as “Why I’m suah that romantisism is only a cross-section of reality Dr. Murch.”


Yes—Jack Newlin is dead—killed in ambulance service. He was, potentially a great artist


Here is a poem I just had accepted by “Poet Lore”6


The Way of Purgation


A fathom deep in sleep I lie


   With old desires, restrained before;


To clamor life-ward with a cry


   As dark flies out the greying door.


And so in quest of creeds to share


   I seek assertive day again;


But old monotony is there—


   Long, long avenues of rain.


Oh might I rise again! Might I


   Throw off the throbs of that old wine—


See the new morning mass the sky


   With fairy towers, line on line—


Find each mirage in the high air


   A symbol, not a dream again!


But old monotony is there—


   Long, Long avenues of rain.


No—I have no more stuff of Johns—I ask but never recieve [image: image]


I can go to Italy if I like as private secretary of a man (a priest)1 who is going as Cardinal Gibbons representative to discuss the war with the Pope (American Catholic point of view—which is most loyal—barring the SienFien—40% of Pershing’s army are Irish Catholics. Do write.


Gaelicly Yours


Scott Fitzgerald


I remind myself lately of Pendennis, Sentimental Tommy (who was not sentimental and whom Barry never understood) Michael Fane, Maurice Avery + Guy Hazelwood)2


TO: Mollie McQuillan Fitzgerald


ALS, 4 pp. Princeton University


Cottage Club stationery. Princeton, New Jersey


Nov 14th
1917


Dear Mother:


You were doubtless surprised to get my letter but I certainly was delighted to get my commission.


My pay started the day I signed the Oath of Allegiance and sent it back which was yesterday—Went up to Brooke’s Bros yesterday afternoon and ordered some of my equipment.


I havn’t received any orders yet but I think I will be ordered to Fort Lea van worth within a month—I’ll be there three months and would have six additional months training in France before I was ordered with my regiment to the trenches.


I get $141 dollars a month ($1700 a year) with a 10% increase when I’m in France.


My uniforms are going to cost quite a bit so if you havn’t sent me what you have of my own money please do so.


I’m continuing here going to classes until I get orders. I am a second Lieutenant in the regular infantry and not a reserve officer—I rank with a West Point graduate.


Things are stupid here—I hear from Marie and Catherine Tighe1 occasionally + got a letter from Non two weeks ago—I hear he’s been ordered to Texas.


Went down to see Ellen Stockton in Trenton the other night. She is a perfect beauty.


About the army please lets not have either tragedy or Heroics because they are equeally distastful to me. I went into this perfectly cold bloodedly and dont sympathize with the






	“Give my son to country”


	ect







	 


	ect







	 


	ect








or


“Hero stuff”


because I just went and purely for social reasons. If you want to pray, pray for my soul and not that I wont get killed—the last doesn’t seem to matter particularly and if you are a good Catholic the first ought to.


To a profound pessimist about life, being in danger is not depressing. I have never been more cheerful. Please be nice and respect my wishes


Love


Scott.


TO: Shane Leslie


ALS, 3 pp. Bruccoli


Dec 22nd, 1917


My Dear Mr. Leslie:


Your letter followed me here—


My novel isn’t a novel in verse—it merly shifts rapidly from verse to prose—but its mostly in prose.


The reason I’ve abandoned my idea of a book of poems is that I’ve only about twenty poems and cant write any more in this atmosphere—while I can write prose so I’m sandwitching the poems between rheams of autobiography and fiction.


It makes a pot-pouri especially as there are pages in dialogue and in vers libre but it reads as logically for the times as most public utterances of the prim and prominent. It is a tremendously concieted affair. The title page looks (will look) like this


[image: image]


I’ll send you a chapter or two to look over if you would—Id like it a lot if you would.


I’m enclosing you a poem that “Poet Lore” a magazine of verse has just taken


Yours


F. Scott Fitzgerald


2nd Lt. U.S.


Co.Q P.O.Bn


Ft. Leavenworth


Kan.


TO: Edmund Wilson


1918


ALS, 4 pp. Yale University


Jan 10th, 1917.


Dear Bunny:


Your last refuge from the cool sophistries of the shattered world, is destroyed!—I have left Princeton. I am now Lieutenant F. Scott Fitzgerald of the 45th Infantry (regulars.) My present adress is






	Co Q


	P.O.B.







	 


	Ft. Leavenworth







	 


	Kan.








After Feb 26th


593 Summit Ave


St. Paul


Minnesota


will always find me forwarded


—So the short, swift chain of the Princeton intellectuals (Brooke’s clothes, clean ears and, withall, a lack of mental prigishness . . . . Whipple,1 Wilson, Bishop, Fitzgerald . . . . have passed along the path of the generation—leaving their shining crown apon the gloss and un worthiness of John Biggs head.


One of your poems I sent on to the Litt and I’ll send the other when I’ve read it again. I wonder if you ever got the Litt I sent you . . . . so I enclosed you two pictures, well give one to some poor motherless Poilu fairy who has no dream. This is smutty and forced but in an atmosphere of cabbage . . . .


John’s book came out in December and though I’ve written him rheams (Rhiems) of praise, I think he’s made poor use of his material. It is a thin Green Book.


Green Fruit (One man here remarked that he didn’t read it because Green Fruit always gave him a pain in the A——!)


by
John Peale Bishop
1st Lt. Inf. R.C.


Sherman French Co


Boston.


In section one (Souls and Fabrics) are Boudoir, The Nassau Inn and, of all things, Fillipo’s wife, a relic of his decadent sophmore days. Claudius and other documents in obscurity adorn this section.


Section two contains the Elspeth Poems—which I think are rotten. Section three is (Poems out of Jersey and Virginia) and has Cambell Hall, Mellville and much sacharine sentiment about how much white bodies pleased him and how, nevertheless he was about to take his turn with crushed brains (this slender thought done over in poem after poem). This is my confidential opinion, however; if he knew what a nut I considered him for leaving out Ganymede and Salem Water and Francis Thompson and Prayer and all the things that might have given some body to his work, he’d drop me from his writing list. The book closed with the dedication to Townsend Martin which is on the circular I enclose. I have seen no reviews of it yet.





The Romantic Egotist
by
F. Scott Fitzgerald


“. . . . The Best is over


You may complain and sigh


Oh Silly Lover. . . .”


Rupert Brooke


“Experience is the name Tubby gives to his mistakes . .


Oscar Wilde


Chas. Scribners Sons (Maybe!)
MCMXVIII





There are twenty three Chapters, all but five are written and it is in poetry, prose, vers libre and every mood of a tempermental temperature. It purports to be the picaresque ramble of one Stephen Palms from the San Francisco fire, thru School, Princeton to the end where at twenty one he writes his autobiography at the Princeton aviation school. It shows traces of Tarkington, Chesteron, Chambers Wells, Benson (Robert Hugh), Rupert Brooke1 and includes Compton-Mckenzie like love-affairs and three psychic adventures including one encounter with the devil in a harlots apartment.


It rather damns much of Princeton but its nothing to what it thinks of men and human nature in general. I can most nearly describe it by calling it a prose, modernistic Childe Harolde2 and really if Scribner takes it I know I’ll wake some morning and find that the debutantes have made me famous over night. I really believe that no one else could have written so searchingly the story of the youth of our generation. . .


In my right hand bunk sleeps the editor of Contemporary Verse (ex) Devereux Joseph, Harvard ’15 and a peach—on my left side is G. C. King a Harvard crazy man who is dramatizing “War and Peace”; but you see Im lucky in being well protected from the Philistines.


The Litt continues slowly but I havn’t recieved the December issue yet so I cant pronounce on the quality.


This insolent war has carried off Stuart Walcott in France, as you may know and really is beginning to irritate me—but the maudlin sentiment of most people is still the spear in my side. In everything except my romantic Chestertonian orthodoxy I still agree with the early Wells on human nature and the “no hope for Tono Bungay”1 theory.


God! How I miss my youth—thats only relative of course but already lines are beginning to coarsen in other people and thats the sure sign. I dont think you ever realized at Princeton the childlike simplicity that lay behind all my petty sophistication, selfishness and my lack of a real sense of honor. I’d be a wicked man if it wasn’t for that and now thats dissapearing. . .


Well I’m over stepping and boring you and using up my novel’s material so good bye. Do write and lets keep in touch if you like.


God Bless You


Celticly


F. Scott Fitzgerald


Bishop’s adress


Lieut. John Peale Bishop     (He’s a 1st Lt.)


334th Infantry


Camp Taylor


Kentucky


[image: image]


TO: Shane Leslie


ALS, 1 p. Princeton University


Co. Q. P.O. Bn.


Ft. Leavenworth, Kan


Dear Mr. Leslie:


This is just a note to inform you that the first draft of the “Romantic Egotist,” will be ready for your inspection in three weeks altho’ I’m sending you a chapter called “The Devil” next week.


Think of a romantic egotist writing about himself in a cold barracks on Sunday afternoons. . . yet that is the way this novel has been scattered into shape—for it has no form to speak of.


Dr. Fay told me to send my picture that he wants through you. Whether he meant for you to forward it to him or put it away until he returns I didn’t comprehend.


I certainly appreciate your taking an interest in my book. . . By the way I join my regiment, the 45th Infantry, at Camp Taylor, Kentucky in three weeks.


Faithfully


F. Scott Fitzgerald


February 4th


1918


TO: Shane Leslie


February 1918


ALS, 1 p. Bruccoli


Fort Leavenworth, Kansas


Dear Mr. Leslie:


Here’s Chapter XVI “The Devil” and Chapter XIII. I picked it out as a Chapter you could read without knowing the story. I wish you’d look it over and see what you think of it. It’s semi-typical of the novel in its hastiness and scrubby style.


I have a weeks leave before joining my regiment and I’m going up to Princeton to rewrite. Now I can pass thru Washington and see you about this novel either on the seventh or eighth or ninth of February. Will you tell me which of these days you’d be liable to have an afternoon off. Any one of them are conveinent as far as I’m concerned. I could bring you half a dozen chapters to look at and I’d like to know whether you think it would have any chance with Scribner.


The novel begins nowhere as most things do and ends with the war as all things do. Chapter XIII will seem incoherent out of its setting. Well—I leave here Monday the 26th. After that my address will be Cottage Club—Princeton, N.J.


I’d be much obliged if you’d let me know which afternoon would be most convenient for you


Faithfully,


F. Scott Fitzgerald


Did you ever notice that remarkable coincidence.——Bernard Shaw is 61 yrs old, H. G. Wells is 51, G. K. Chesterton 41, you’re 31 and I’m 21——All the great authors of the world in arithmetical progression


F.S.F.


TO: Shane Leslie


RTLS, 1 p. Bruccoli


45th Inf. Camp Gordon Ga.


May 8th 1918


Dear Mr. Leslie:


Your letter filled me with a variety of literary emotions. . . . You see yours is the first pronouncment of any kind that I’ve received apon my first born. . . . . . .


That it is crude, increditably dull in place is too true to be pleasant. . . . I have no idea why I hashed in all that monotonous drivel about childhood in the first part and would see it hacked out like an errant apendicitus without a murmer. . . . There are too many characters and too much local social system in the Princeton section. . . . . and in places all through the verses are too obviusly lugged in. . . . . .


At any rate I’m tremendously obliged for taking an interest in it and writing that awfully decent letter to Scribner. . . . If he thinks that a revision would make it at all practicable I’d rather do it than not or if he dispairs of it I might try some less conservative publisher than Scribner is known to be. . .


We have no news except that we’re probably going inside of two months—and, officers and men, we’re wild to go. . . .


I wonder if you’re working on the history of Martin Luther or are on another tack. . . . Do write a novel with young men in it, and kill the rancid taste that the semi-brilliant “Changing Winds”1 left on so many tongues. Or write a thinly disguised autobiography. . . . or something. I’m wild for books and none are forthcoming. . . I wrote mine (as Stevenson wrote Treasure Island) to satisfy my own craving for a certain type of novel. Why are all the trueish novels written by the gloomy, half-twilight realists like Beresford and Walpole and St. John Irvine?2 Even the Soul of a Bishop is colorless. . . . Where are the novels of five years ago: Tono Bungay, Youth’s Encounter, Man Alive, The New Machiavelli3. . . . . . Heavens has the war caught all literature in the crossed nets of Galesworthy and George Moore1. . .


Well. . . May St. Robert (Benson)2 appear to Scribner in a dream. . .


Faithfully


F. Scott Fitzgerald


P. S. much obliged for mailing on Dr. Fay’s letter


F.S.F.


TO: Shane Leslie


ALS, 1 p. Bruccoli


17thInf. Brig Hq


Camp Sheridan Ala.


Jan 13th 1919


Dear Mr. Leslie:


I can’t tell you how I feel about Monsiegneur Fay’s death—He was the best friend I had in the world and last night he seemed so close and so good that I was almost glad—because I think he wanted to die. Deep under it all he had a fear of that blending of the two worlds, that sudden change of values that sometimes happened to him and put a vague unhappiness into the stray corners of his life.


But selfishly I am sorry. Never more


“Will we drink with the sunlight for lamp


Myself and the dead”3


I know how you feel too and Stephen Parrot + Mrs Leslie + Mrs Chandler and Father Hemmick and Delbos + OKelley + Sanderson and the fifty people that must somehow have felt a great security in him. He was such a secure man: one knows that he is happy now—oh God! I cant write—


I just wanted to talk to someone who knew him as I knew him


Sincerely


F. Scott Fitzgerald


TO: Shane Leslie


January–February 1919


ALS, 3 pp. Bruccoli


American Red Cross Base Hospital


stationery. Camp Sheridan,


Alabama


Dear Mr. Leslie.


Your letter seemed to start a new flow of sorrow in me. I’ve never wanted so much to die in my life—Father Fay always thought that if one of us died the others would and now how I’ve hoped so.


Oh it all seemed so easy, life I mean—with people who understood and satisfied needs. Even the philis tines seemed very good and quiet always ready to be duped or influenced or something and now my little world made to order has been shattered by the death of one man.


I’m beginning to have a horror of people; I can quite sympathize with your desire to become a Carthusian.


This has made me nearly sure that I will become a priest—I feel as if in a way his mantle had descended apon me—a desire or more, to some day recreate the atmosphere of him—I think he was the sort of man St. Peter was, so damned human—


Think of the number of people who in a way looked to him and depended on him—His faith shining thru all the versatility and intellect.


I think I did feel him but I cant tell you of it in a letter. It was rather ghastly——


I’m coming to New York in Feb. or March to write or something.


I’ll come and see you then.


If there’s anything about him in any magazines I wish youd send them.


I’ve been here in the hospital with influenza


As Ever


F Scott Fitzgerald


17thBrig. Hq.


Camp Sheridan


Ala


TO: Zelda Sayre


After February 22, 1919


Wire. Scrapbook. Princeton University


New York City


MISS SELDA SAYRE


DARLING HEART AMBITION ENTHUSIASM AND CONFIDENCE I DECLARE EVERYTHING GLORIOUS THIS WORLD IS A GAME AND WHITE I FEEL SURE OF YOU LOVE EVERYTHING IS POSSIBLE I AM IN THE LAND OF AMBITION AND SUCCESS AND MY ONLY HOPE AND FAITH IS THAT MY DARLING HEART WILL BE WITH ME SOON.1


TO: Zelda Sayre


Wire. Scrapbook. Princeton University


NEWYORK NY MAR 22 1919


MISS LILDA SAYRE


DARLING I SENT YOU A LITTLE PRESENT FRIDAY THE RING1 ARRIVED TONIGHT AND I AM SENDING IT MONDAY I LOVE YOU AND I THOUGHT I WOULD TELL YOU HOW MUCH ON THIS SATURDAY NIGHT WHEN WE OUGHT TO BE TOGETHER DONT LET YOUR FAMILY BE SHOCKED AT MY PRESENT


SCOTT





THIS SIDE OF PARADISE,
MARRIAGE, EARLY SUCCESS



1919–1924


[image: image]


July–August 1919


FSF quits New York job, returns to St. Paul, and rewrites novel at 599 Summit Avenue.


September 1919


“Babes in the Woods” published in The Smart Set, FSF’s first commercial magazine appearance.


September 16, 1919


Maxwell Perkins of Scribners accepts This Side of Paradise.


November 1919


First sale to The Saturday Evening Post: “Head and Shoulders,” published February 1920. FSF becomes client of Harold Ober at the Reynolds agency.


November 1919


FSF visits Zelda in Montgomery; engagement resumed.


November 1919–February 1920


The Smart Set publishes “The Debutante,” “Porcelain and Pink,” “Benediction,” and “Dalyrimple Goes Wrong.”


March–May 1920


The Saturday Evening Post publishes “Myra Meets His Family,” “The Camel’s Back,” “Bernice Bobs Her Hair,” “The Ice Palace,” and “The Offshore Pirate.”


March 26, 1920


Publication of This Side of Paradise.


April 3, 1920


Marriage at rectory of St. Patrick’s Cathedral in New York; honeymoon at the Biltmore and later at Commodore Hotel.


May–September 1920


Fitzgeralds rent house in Westport, Connecticut.


July 1920


“May Day” in The Smart Set.


September 10, 1920


Publication of Flappers and Philosophers, FSF’s first short story collection.


1920


The Chorus Girl’s Romance, first movie made from FSF work (“Head and Shoulders”).


October 1920–April 1921


Apartment at 38 West 59th Street, New York City.


May–July 1921


First trip to Europe: England, France, and Italy.


Mid-August 1921–September 1922


St. Paul; rent a house at Dellwood, White Bear Lake; after birth of their daughter take a house at 646 Goodrich Avenue; in June 1922 move to White Bear Yacht Club for the summer.


October 26, 1921


Birth of Scottie.


March 4, 1922


Publication of The Beautiful and Damned.


June 1922


“The Diamond as Big as the Ritz” in The Smart Set.


1922


The Beautiful and Damned made into movie.


September 22, 1922


Publication of Tales of the Jazz Age, second collection of short stories.


Mid-October 1922–April 1924


Fitzgeralds rent house at 6 Gateway Drive in Great Neck, Long Island.


April 27, 1923


Publication of The Vegetable.


November 1923


The Vegetable fails at its tryout in Atlantic City, New Jersey.


Mid-April 1924


Fitzgeralds sail for France.


TO: Maxwell Perkins


ALS, 2 pp. Princeton University


599 Summit Ave
St. Paul, Minnesota
July 26th, 1919


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 Egotist 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 apon your patience.


Sincerely


F Scott Fitzgerald


TO: Edmund Wilson


1919


ALS, 4 pp. Yale University


599 Summit Ave


   St. Paul, Minn


August 15th


Dear Bunny:


Delighted to get your letter. I am deep in the throes of a new novel. Which is the best title


(1) The Education of a Personage


(2) The Romantic Egotist


(3) This Side of Paradise








I am sending it to Scribner—They liked my first one. Am enclosing two letters from them that migh t’amuse you. Please return them.








I have just the story for your book. Its not written yet. An American girl falls in love with an officier Francais at a Southern camp.


Since I last saw you I’ve tried to get married + then tried to drink myself to death but foiled, as have been so many good men, by the sex and the state I have returned to literature








Have sold three or four cheap stories to Amurican magazines.








Will start on story for you about 25th d’Auout (as the French say or do not say), (which is about 10 days off)








I am ashamed to say that my Catholoscism is scarcely more than a memory—no that’s wrong its more than that; at any rate I go not to the church nor mumble stray nothings over chrystaline beads.








May be in N’York in Sept or early Oct.


Is John Bishop in hoc terrain?


Remember me to Larry Noyes. I’m afraid he’s very much off me. I don’t think he’s seen me sober for many years.


For god’s sake Bunny write a novel + don’t waste your time editing collections. It’ll get to be a habit.


That sounds crass + discordant but you know what I mean.








Yours in the Holder1 group


F Scott Fitzgerald


TO: Maxwell Perkins


ALS, 3 pp. Princeton University


599 Summit Ave


St. Paul Minn


August 16th, 1919


Dear Mr. Perkins:


I appreciated both your letters 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, completly 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
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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” and “Ramsey Milholland”1—My God!


Thanking you again for past favors—I am


Sincerely


F. Scott Fitzgerald


TO: Maxwell Perkins


ALS, 2 pp. Princeton University


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.


(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.—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


F Scott Fitzgerald


P.S. Thorton Hancock is Henry Adams1—I didn’t do him thoroughly of course—but I knew him when I was a boy.


S.F.


TO: Maxwell Perkins


ALS, 5pp. Princeton University


599 Summit Ave.


St. Paul, Minn


Sept 18th, 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-Expections 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.2


I’m writing quite a marvellous after-the-war story. Does Mr Bridges3 think that they’re a little passé or do you think he’d like to see it?


I’ll fix up data for advertising + have a photo taken next week with the most gigantic enjoyment (I’m trying H.G. Well’s use of vast garagantuan [sp.] 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. Scribner1 or whoever else was on the deciding committee.


Probably be East next month or Nov.


(over for P.S.)


Sincerely


F Scott Fitzgerald


P.S. Who picks out the cover? I’d like something that could be a set—look cheerful + important like a Shaw Book. I notice Shaw, Galesworthy + 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.


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


Yrs.


F.S.F.


TO: Alida Bigelow2


Postmarked September 23, 1919


ALS, 4 pp. Princeton University


1st Epistle of St. Scott to the Smithsonian


Chapter the I


Verses the I to the last—


(599 Summit Ave.)


In a house below the average


Of a street above the average


In a room below the roof


With a lot above the ears


I shall write Alida Bigelow


Shall indite Alida Bigelow


As the worlds most famous gooph


(This line don’t rhyme)


[image: image]


Most beautiful, rather-too-virtuous-but-entirely-enchanting Alida:


Scribner has accepted my book. Ain’t I Smart!


But hic jublilatio erat totam spoiled for meum par lisant une livre, une novellum (novum) nomine “Salt” par Herr C. G. Morris1—a most astounding piece of realism, it makes Fortitude2 look like an antique mental ash-can and is quite as good as “The Old Wives Tale.”3


Of course I think Walpole is a weak-wad anyhow.


Read Salt young girl so that you may know what life B.


In a few days I’ll have lived one score and three days in this vale of tears. On I plod—always bored, often drunk, doing no penance for my faults—rather do I become more tolerant of myself from day to day, hardening my chrystal heart with blasphemous humor and shunning only toothpicks, pathos, and poverty as being the three unforgivable things in life.


Before we meet again I hope you will have tasted strong liquor to excess and kissed many emotional young men in red and yellow moonlights—these things being chasterners of those prejudices which are as gutta percha to the niblicks of the century.


I am frightfully unhappy, look like the devil, will be famous within 1 12 month and, I hope, dead within 2.


Hoping you are the same


I am


With Excruciating respect


F. Scott Fitzgerald


P.S. If you wish, you may auction off this letter to the gurls of your collidge—on condition that the proceeds go to the Society for the drownding of Armenian Airedales.


Bla!


F.S.F.


TO: Robert Bridges


1919


ALS, 2 pp. Princeton University


599 Summit Ave


St. Paul, Minn    


Oct. twenty-5th  


Dear Mr. Bridges:


This is a query. I have a project. It is a work of about 20,000 words and more on the order of my novel than like these stories I’ve been doing. But its the sort of thing that will require a full months work and as The New Republic, Scribners + possibly the Atlantic Monthly are the only magazines that would publish it I don’t want to start until you assure me that there’s nothing in the project which seems to bar it from Scribner’s if it be suffiently interesting and well done.


It is a literary forgery purporting to be selections from the note-books of a man who is a complete literary radical from the time he’s in college thru two years in New York—finally he goes to training camp, gets bored and enlists as a pvt. This is the end of the book—a note by me will say that he served in Companies E and G of the twenty-eighth Infantry and died of appenditis in Paris in 1918.


It will be in turns cynical, ingenious, life saturated, critical and bitter. It will be racy and startling with opinions and personalities. I have a journal I have kept for 3 1/2 yrs. which my book didn’t begin to exhaust, which I don’t seem to be able to draw on for stories but which certainly is, I think, highly amusing. This thoroughly edited and revised, plus some imagination + 1/2 doz ingredients I have in mind will be the bulk of it. It would take 2 or possibly 3 parts to publish it.


The tremendous sucess of Butler’s note books and of Barbellions (Wells?) Disappointed Man1 makes me think that the public loves to find out the workings of active minds in their personal problems. It will be bound to have that streak of coarseness that both Wells + Butler have but there won’t be any James Joyce flavor to it.


Of course you can’t possibly commit yourself until you’ve seen it but as I say I’d want to know before I start if a work of that nature would be intrinsicly hostile to the policy of Scribner’s Magazine. With apologies for intruding apon your patience once again I am


Sincerely


F. Scott Fitzgerald


TO: Harold Ober


1920


ALS, 2 pp. Lilly Library


Dear Mr. Ober—


You could have knocked me over with a feather when you told me you had sold Myra—I never was so heartily sick of a story before I finished it as I was of that one.


Enclosed is a new version of Barbara, called Bernice Bobs Her Hair to distinguish it from Mary Rineheart’s “Bab” stories in the Post. I think I’ve managed to inject a snappy climax into it. Now this story went to several Magazines this summer—Scribners, Woman’s H. Companion + the Post but it was in an entirely different, absolutely unrecognizable form, single-spaced and none of ’em kept it more than three days except Scribner, who wrote a personal letter on it.


Is there any money in collections of short stories?


This Post money comes in very handy—my idea is to go south—probably New Orleans and write my second novel. Now my novels, at least my first one, are not like my short stories at all, they are rather cynical and pessimistic—and therefore I doubt if as a whole they’d stand much chance of being published serially in any of the uplift magazines at least until my first novel + these Post stories appear and I get some sort of a reputation.


Now I published three incidents of my first novel in Smart Set last summer + my idea in the new one is to sell such parts as might go as units separately to different magazines, as I write them, because it’ll take ten weeks to write it + I don’t want to run out of money. There will be one long thing which might make a novellette for the Post called The Diary of a Popular Girl, half a dozen cynical incidents that might do for Smart Set + perhaps a story or two for Scribners or Harpers. How about it—do you think this is a wise plan—or do you think a story like C. G. Norris’ Salt or Cabells Jurgen or Driesers Jenny Gerhard1 would have one chance in a million to be sold serially? I’m asking you for an opinion about this beforehand because it will have an influence on my plans.


Hoping to hear from you I am


Sincerlerly


F. Scott Fitzgerald


P.S. The excellent story I told you of probably wont be along for two or three weeks. I’m stuck in the middle of it.


F S F.


599 Summit Ave.


St. Paul, Minn


Jan 8th 1919.


TO: Zelda Sayre


Before January 9, 1920


Wire. Scrapbook. Princeton University


New York City


I FIND THAT I CANNOT GET A BERTH SOUTH UNTIL FRIDAY OR POSSIBLY SATURDAY NIGHT WHICH MEANS I WONT ARRIVE UNTIL THE ELEVENTH OR TWELFTH PERIOD AS SOON AS I KNOW I WILL WIRE YOU THE SATURDAY EVENING POST HAS JUST TAKEN TWO MORE STORIES PERIOD ALL MY LOVE


TO: Zelda Sayre


Wire. Scrapbook. Princeton University






	NEW YORK NY


	FEB 24 1920








MISS LIDA SAYRE


I HAVE SOLD THE MOVIE RIGHTS OF HEAD AND SHOULDERS TO THE METRO COMPANY FOR TWENTY FIVE HUNDRED DOLLARS1 I LOVE YOU DEAREST GIRL


SCOTT


TO: John Grier Hibben2


ALS, 3 pp. Princeton University


Wakeman’s, Westport, Conn, June 3d, 1920


My Dear President Hibben:


I want to thank you very much for your letter and to confess that the honor of a letter from you outweighed my real regret that my book gave you concern. It was a book written with the bitterness of my discovery that I had spent several years trying to fit in with a curriculum that is after all made for the average student. After the curriculum had tied me up, taken away the honors I’d wanted, bent my nose over a chemistry book and said “No fun, no activities, no offices, no Triangle trips—no, not even a diploma” if you can’t do chemistry”—after that I retired. It is easy for the successful man in college, the man who has gotten what he wanted to say


“It’s all fine. It makes men. It made me, see”—


—but it seems to me its like the Captain of a Company when he has his men lined up at attention for inspection. He sees only the tightly buttoned coat and the shaved faces. He doesn’t know that perhaps a private in the rear rank is half crazy because a pin is sticking in his back and he can’t move, or another private is thinking that his wife is dying and he can’t get leave because too many men in the company are gone already.


I don’t mean at all that Princeton is not the happiest time in most boys lives. It is of course—I simply say it wasn’t the happiest time in mine. I love it now better than any place on earth. The men—the undergraduates of Yale + Princeton are cleaner, healthier, better looking, better dressed, wealthier and more attractive than any undergraduate body in the country. I have no fault to find with Princeton that I can’t find with Oxford and Cambridge. I simply wrote out of my own impressions, wrote as honestly as I could a picture of its beauty. That the picture is cynical is the fault of my temperment.
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My view of life, President Hibben, is the view of Theodore Driesers and Joseph Conrads—that life is too strong and remorseless for the sons of men. My idealism flickered out with Henry Strater’s anticlub movement at Princeton.1 “The Four Fists” latest of my stories to be published was the first to be written. I wrote it in desperation one evening because I had a three inch pile of rejection slips and it was financially nessesary for me to give the magazines what they wanted. The appreciation it has recieved has amazed me.


I must admit however that This Side of Paradise does over accentuate the gayiety + country club atmosphere of Princeton. For the sake of the readers interest that part was much over stressed, and of course the hero not being average reacted rather unhealthily I suppose to many perfectly normal phenomena. To that extent the book is inaccurate. It is the Princeton of Saturday night in May. Too many intelligent class mates of mine have failed to agree with it for me to consider it really photgraphic any more, as of course I did when I wrote it.


Next time I am in Princeton I will take the priveledge of coming to see you.


I am, sir,


Very Respectfully Yours


F Scott Fitzgerald


TO: David Balch2


ALS, 2 pp. Collection of Marcia and Maurice Neville


Westport, Conn


June 19th, 1920


Dear Mr. Balch:


I have unearthed so many esoteric facts about myself lately for magazines ect. that I blush to continue to send out colorful sentences about a rather colorless life. However here are some “human interest points”.


(1.) I was always interested in prodigies because I almost became one—that is in the technical sense of going to college young. I finally decided to enter at the conventional age of 17. I went in on my 17th birthday and, I think, was one of the ten youngest in my class at Princeton. Prodigies always interested me + it seemed to me that the Harvard prodigy, Boris Siddis, offerred grounds for a story. The original title of Head + Shoulders was “The prodigy” + I just brought in the chorus girl by way of a radical contrast. Before I’d finished she almost stole the story.


(2) I got four dozen letters from readers when it first appeared in the Post.


(3) It will be republished in my collection of short stories “Flappers + Philosophers” which The Scribners are publishing this fall.


(4) I’d rather watch a good shimmee dance than Ruth St. Dennis + Pavalowa combined. I see nothing at all disgusting in it.


(5) My story “The Camel’s Back” in The S.E.P. (which you may be buying) was the fastest piece of writing I’ve ever heard of. It is twelve thousand words long and it was written in fourteen hours straight writing and sent to the S.E.P. in its original form.


I can’t think of any thing else just now that hasn’t been used before. And I have no good picture. I expect to have some soon though + will send you one


Sincerely 


F Scott Fitzgerald


TO: Charles Scribner II


ALS, 1 p. Princeton University


Westport, Conn.


Aug. 12th 1920


Dear Mr. Scribner:


Again I am immensely obiged to you. I should certainly feel much more business-like and less profligate if you would tell your book-keeper when our reckoning comes this autumn to charge me full interest on the advances you’ve made me.


My new novel, called “The Flight of the Rocket,”1 concerns the life of one Anthony Patch between his 25th and 33d years (1913–1921). He is one of those many with the tastes and weaknesses of an artist but with no actual creative inspiration. How he and his beautiful young wife are wrecked on the shoals of dissipation is told in the story. This sounds sordid but it’s really a most sensational book + I hope won’t dissapoint the critics who liked my first one. I hope it’ll be in your hands by November 1st


Sincerely


F Scott Fitzgerald
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TO: Maxwell Perkins


ALS, 1 p. Princeton University


38 W 59th St.  


New York City


Dec 31st, 1920


Dear Mr. Perkins:


The bank this afternoon refused to lend me anything on the security of stock I hold—and I have been pacing the floor for an hour trying to decide what to do. Here, with the novel within two weeks of completion, am I with six hundred dollars worth of bills and owing Reynolds1 $650 for an advance on a story that I’m utterly unable to write. I’ve made half a dozen starts yesterday and today and I’ll go mad if I have to do another debutante which is what they want.


I hoped that at last being square with Scribner’s I could remain so. But I’m at my wit’s end. Isn’t there some way you could regard this as an advance on the new novel rather than on the Xmas sale which won’t be due me till July? And at the same interest that it costs Scribner’s to borrow? Or could you make it a month’s loan from Scribner + Co. with my next ten books as security? I need $1600.00


Anxiously


F Scott Fitzgerald


TO: John Biggs, Jr.


Winter 1921


ALS, 1 p. Bruccoli


38 W. 59th St.


New York City


Dear Jawn:


Wired you today for your adress which I’ve mislaid. The enclosure explains why I want it.


Glad you liked my suggestion. When Perkins comes to see you I shouldn’t tell him your plot but for God’s sake tell him the novel’s damn good! No decent workman belittles his own work unless, and until, its been overpraised.


When you finish it I have a brilliant scene for you. Let me hear from you soon


Scott F.


P.S. Perkins is one hell of a good fellow. He’s the one who stuck out for my 1st novel almost 3 years ago. He’s the editorial brain of The Scribner Co.


S.


P.S.2 Am writing a movie for Dorothy Gish by request of Griffith1 for which I hope to get ten thousand.


TO: Robert D. Clark2


1921


ALS, 4 pp. Bruccoli


38 W 59th St.


New York City


Feb 9th 1920


Dear Bob:


Your letter riled me to such an extent that I’m answering immediatly. Who are all these “real people” who “create business and politics”? and of whose approval I should be so covetous? Do you mean grafters who keep sugar in their ware houses so that people have to go without or the cheapjacks who by bribery and high-school sentiment manage to controll elections. I can’t pick up a paper here without finding that some of these “real people” who will not be satisfied only with “a brilliant mind” (I quote you) have just gone up to Sing Sing for a stay—Brindell and Hegerman, two pillars of society, went this morning.


Who in hell ever respected Shelley, Whitman, Poe, O. Henry, Verlaine, Swinburne, Villon, Shakespeare ect when they were alive. Shelley + Swinburne were fired from college; Verlaine + O Henry were in jail. The rest were drunkards or wasters and told generally by the merchants and petty politicians and jitney messiahs of their day that real people wouldn’t stand it And the merchants and messiahs, the shrewd + the dull, are dust—and the others live on.


Just occasionally a man like Shaw who was called an immoralist 50 times worse than me back in the 90ties, lives on long enough so that the world grows up to him. What he believed in 1890 was heresy then—by by now its almost respectable. It seems to me I’ve let myself be dominated by “authorities” for too long—the headmaster of Newman, S.P. A, Princeton, my regiment, my business boss—who knew no more than me, in fact I should say these 5 were all distinctly my mental inferiors. And that’s all that counts! The Rosseaus, Marxes, Tolstois—men of thought, mind you, “impractical” men, “idealist” have done more to decide the food you eat and the things you think + do than all the millions of Roosevelts and Rockerfellars that strut for 20 yrs. or so mouthing such phrases as 100% American (which means 99% village idiot), and die with a little pleasing flattery to the silly and cruel old God they’ve set up in their hearts.


A letter


Stratford-on-Avon


June 8th 1595


Dear Will:


Your family here are much ashamed that you could write such a bawdy play as Troilius and Cressida. All the real people here (Mr. Beef, the butcher and Mr. Skunk, the village undertaker) say they will not be satisfied with a brilliant mind and a pleasant manner. If you really want to ammount to something you’ve got be respected for yourself as well as your work


Affectionately               


Your Mother, Mrs. Shakespeare


Concieted Ass! says Bob.


And I don’t blame you for saying so, neither do I blame anybody much for anything. The only lesson to be learned from life is that there’s no lesson to be learned from life.


Have you read Main Street?1 Its a great book. Had a letter from Sinclaire Lewis telling me we must not expect our books to sell in St. Paul. I expect my new one, just completed, “The Beautiful and Damned” to be barred from the St. Paul library—by the wives of Mr. Frost and Mr. Rietsky—and Mr. Severance.


Don Stuart2 vowing he can stand business no longer has come to N.Y. to take up writing. He’s a knock-out, I think.


But really Bob, fond as I am of you, I do think that was a silly letter to write me.


Come on east + look us up when you do.


Faithfully  


F Scott Fitzg—


TO: Edmund Wilson


July 1921


ALS, 6 pp. Yale University


Hotel Cecil stationery. London


Dear Bunny:


Of course I’m wild with jealousy! Do you think you can indecently parade this obscene success3 before my envious desposition, with equanaminity, you are mistaken.


God damn the continent of Europe. It is of merely antiquarian interest. Rome is only a few years behind Tyre + Babylon. The negroid streak creeps northward to defile the nordic race. Already the Italians have the souls of blackamoors. Raise the bars of immigration and permit only Scandinavians, Teutons, Anglo Saxons + Celts to enter. France made me sick. It’s silly pose as the thing the world has to save. I think its a shame that England + America didn’t let Germany conquor Europe. Its the only thing that would have saved the fleet of tottering old wrecks. My reactions were all philistine, anti-socialistic, provincial + racially snobbish. I believe at last in the white man’s burden. We are as far above the modern frenchman as he is above the negro. Even in art! Italy has no one. When Antole France dies French literature will be a silly jealous rehashing of technical quarrels. They’re thru + done. You may have spoken in jest about N.Y. as the capitol of culture but in 25 years it will be just as London is now. Culture follows money + all the refinements of aesthetescism can’t stave off its change of seat (Christ! what a metaphor). We will be the Romans in the next generation as the English are now.


Alec1 sent me your article. I read it half a dozen times and think it is magnificent. I can’t tell you how I hate you. I don’t hate Don Stuart half as much (tho I find that I am suddenly + curiously irritated by him) because I don’t really dread him. But you! Keep out of my sight. I want no more of your articles!


Enclosed is 2 francs with which you will please find a french slave to make me a typed copy of your letter from Mencken. Send here at once, if it please you. I will destroy it on reading it. Please! I’d do as much for you. I haven’t gotten hold of a bookman.


Paradise is out here. Of 20 reviews about half are mildly favorable, a quarter of them imply that I’ve read “Sinister Street once too often” + the other five (including the Times) damn it summarily as artificial. I doubt if it sells 1,500 copies.


Menckens 1st series of Predjudices is attracting wide attention here. Wonderful review in the Times.


I’m delighted to hear about The Undertaker.2 Alec wrote describing how John “goes to see Mrs. Knopf and rubs himself against her passionately hoping for early fall publication.” Edna3 has no doubt told you how we scoured Paris for you. Idiot! The American Express mail dept has my adress. Why didn’t you register. We came back to Paris especially to see you. Needless to say our idea of a year in Italy was well shattered + we sail for America on the 9th + thence to The “Sahara of Bozart” (Montgomery) for life.


With envious curses + hopes of an immediate responce


F. Scott Fitzgerald (author of Flappers +


Philosophers [juvenile])


TO: Maxwell Perkins


ALS, 2 pp. Princeton University


Dellwood, White Bear Lake


Minn, Aug 25th 1921


Dear Mr. Perkins—


Excuse the pencil but I’m feeling rather tired and discouraged with life tonight and I havn’t the energy to use ink—ink the ineffable destroyer of thought, that fades an emotion into that slatternly thing, a written down mental excretion. What ill-spelled rot!


About the novel—which after my letters I should think you’d be so bored with you’d wish it had never existed: I’d like very much if it came out in England simultaneously with America. You have the rights to it have you not? If you do not intend to place it would you be willing to turn them over to me on the same 10% basis as Paradise. So I could place it either with Collins1 or thru Reynolds?


Hope you’re enjoying New Hampshire—you probably are. I’m having a hell of a time because I’ve loafed for 5 months + I want to get to work. Loafing puts me in this particularly obnoxious and abominable gloom. My 3d novel, if I ever write another, will I am sure be black as death with gloom. I should like to sit down with 1/2 dozen chosen companions + drink myself to death but I am sick alike of life, liquor and literature. If it wasn’t for Zelda I think I’d dissapear out of sight for three years. Ship as a sailor or something + get hard—I’m sick of the flabby semi-intellectual softness in which I flounder with my generation.


Scott Fitz


TO: Edmund Wilson


Postmarked November 25, 1921


ALS, 5pp. Yale University


626 Goodrich Ave.


St. Paul, Minn.


Dear Bunny—


Thank you for your congratulations.2 I’m glad the damn thing’s over. Zelda came through without a scratch + I have awarded her the croix-deguerre with palm. Speaking of France, the great general with the suggestive name is in town today.


I agree with you about Mencken—Weaver + Dell3 are both something awful. I like some of John’s critisism but Christ! he is utterly dishonest. Why does he tell us how rotten he thinks Mooncalf is and then give it a “polite bow” in his column. Likewise he told me personally that my “book just missed being a great book” + how I was the most hopeful ect ect + then damned me with faint praise in two papers six months before I’m published. I am sat with a condescending bow “halfway between the posts of Compton Mckenzie and Booth Tarkington.” So much for that!


I have almost completely rewritten my book. Do you remember you told me that in my midnight symposium scene I had sort of set the stage for a play that never came off—in other words when they all began to talk none of them had anything important to say. I’ve interpolated some recent ideas of my own and (possibly) of others. See enclosure at end of letter.


Having desposed of myself I turn to you. I am glad you + Ted Paramore1 are together. I was never crazy over the oboist nor the accepter of invitations and I imagine they must have been small consolation to live with. I like Ted immensely. He is a little too much the successful Eli to live comfortably in his mind’s bed-chamber but I like him immensely.


What in hell does this mean? My controll must have dictated it. His name is Mr. Ikki and he is an Alaskan orange-grower.


Nathan2 and me have become reconciled by letter. If the baby is ugly she can retire into the shelter of her full name Frances Scott.


I hear strange stories about you and your private life. Are they all true? What are you going to do? Free lance? I’m delighted about the undertaker’s garland. Why not have a preface by that famous undertaker in New York. Say justa blurb on the cover. He might do it if he had a sense of humor


St. Paul is dull as hell. Have written two good short stories + three cheap ones.


I liked Three Soldiers3 immensely + reviewed it for the St. Paul Daily News. I am tired of modern novels + have just finished Paine’s biography of Clemens.4 It’s excellent. Do let me see if if you do me for the Bookman. Isn’t The Triumph of the Egg5 a wonderful title. I liked both John’s + Don’s6 articles in Smart Set. I am lonesome for N.Y. May get there next fall + may go to England to live. Yours in this hell-hole of life & time,


the world.       


F Scott Fitz—


TO: Harold Ober


c. November-December 1921


ALS, 1 p. Lilly Library


626 Goodrich Ave. St. Paul


Dear Mr. Ober:


Am enclosing The Diamond in the Sky1 cut to 15,000 words from the original 20,000—from 87 pages to 66. I don’t feel that I can cut it any farther without ruining the story. I think this much cutting has improved it.


If the better priced markets won’t have it I suggest Scribners or even Smart Set tho I doubt if they’d pay more than $200. or $250. or possibly $300 for it as a novellette.


Thank you for depositing the money for me. I am concieving a play which is to make my fortune


Sincerely 


F Scott Fitzgerald


TO: Edmund Wilson


January 1922


ALS, 7 pp. Yale University


626 Goodrich Ave.


St. Paul, Minn        


Dear Bunny—


Needless to say I have never read anything with quite the uncanny facination with which I read your article.2 It is, of course, the only intelligible and intelligent thing of any length which has been written about me and my stuff—and like every thing you write it seems to me pretty generally true. I am guilty of its every stricture and I take an extraordinary delight in its considered approbation. I don’t see how I could possibly be offended at anything in it—on the contrary it pleases me more to be compared to “standards out of time”, than to merely the usual scapegoats of contemporary critisism. Of course I’m going to carp at it a little but merely to conform to convention. I like it, I think its an unpredjudiced diagnosis and I am considerably in your debt for the interest which impelled you to write it.


Now as to the liquor thing—its true, but nevertheless I’m going to ask you take it out. It leaves a loophole through which I can be attacked and discredited by every moralist who reads the article. Wasn’t it Bernard Shaw who said that you’ve either got to be conventional in your work or in your private life or get into trouble? Anyway the legend about my liquoring is terribly widespread and this thing would hurt me more than you could imagine—both in my contact with the people with whom I’m thrown—relatives + respectable friends—and, what is much more important, financially.


So I’m asking you to cut:


1. “when sober” on page one. I have indicated it. If you want to substitute “when not unduly celebrating” or some innuendo no more definite than that, all right.


2. From “This quotation indicates. . .” to “. . . sets down the facts” would be awfully bad for me. I’d much rather have you cut it or at least leave out the personal implication if you must indicate that my characters drink. As a matter of fact I have never written a line of any kind while I was under the glow of so much as a single cocktail + tho my parties have been many its been their spectacularity rather than their frequency which has built up the usual “dope-fiend” story. Judge + Mrs. Sayre would be crazy! and they never miss The Bookman.


Now your three influences, St. Paul, Irish (incidently, though it doesn’t matter, I’m not Irish on Father’s side—that’s where Francis Scott Key comes in) and liquor are all important I grant. But I feel less hesitancy asking you to remove the liquor because your catalogue is not complete anyhow—the most enormous influence on me in the four + 1/2 yrs since I met her has been the complete fine and full hearted selfishness and chill-mindedness of Zelda.


Both Zelda and I roared over the Anthony-Maury incident.1 You’ve improved mine (which was to have Muriel go blind) by 100%—we were utterly convulsed.


But Bunny, and this I hate to ask you, please take out the soldier incident.2 I am afraid of it. It will not only utterly spoil the effect of the incident in the book but will give rise to the most unpleasant series of events imaginable. Ever since Three Soldiers, the New York Times has been itching for a chance to get at the critics of the war. If they got hold of this I would be assailed with the most violent vituperation in the press of the entire country (and you know what the press can do, how they can present an incident to make a man upholding an unpopular cause into the likeness of a monster—vide Upton Sinclair3). And, by God, they would! Besides the incident is not correct. I didn’t apologize. I told the Col. about it very proudly. I wasn’t sorry for months afterwards and then it was only a novelist’s remorse.


So for God’s sake cut that paragraph. I’d be wild if it appeared! And it would without doubt do me serious harm.


I note from the quotation from Head and Shoulders + from reference to Bernice that you have plowed through Flappers for which conscientious labor I thank you. When the strain has abated I will send you two exquisite stories in what Professor Lemuel Ozuk in his definative biography will call my “second” or “neo-flapper” manner.


But one more carp before I close. Gloria and Anthony are representative. They are two of the great army of the rootless who float around New York. There must be thousands. Still I didn’t bring it out.


With these two cuts, Bunny, the article ought to be in my favor. At any rate I enjoyed it enormously and shall try to reciprocate in some way on The Undertaker’s Garland though I doubt whether you’d trust it to my palsied hands for review. Don’t change the Irish thing—its much better as it is—besides the quotation hints at the whiskey motif.


Forever,


Benjamin Disraeli


I am consoled for asking you to cut the soldier and alcoholic paragraphs by the fact that if you hadn’t known me you couldn’t or wouldn’t have put them in. They have a critical value but are really personal gossip.


F. S. F.


I’m glad about the novellette in Smart Set. I am about to send them one. I am writing a comedy—or a burlesque or something. The “romantic stories” about you are none of my business. They will keep until I see you.


S.


Hersesassery—Quelque mot!


How do you like echolalia for “meaningless chatter?”


Glad you like the title motto—Zelda sends best—Remember me to Ted. Did he say I was “old woman with jewel?”1


TO: John Peale Bishop


February 1922


ALS, 3 pp. Princeton University


St. Paul, Minnesota


626 Goodrich Ave


Dear John:


I’ll tell you frankly what I’d rather you’d do.2 Tell specifically what you like about the book + don’t—the characters—Anthony, Gloria, Adam Patch, Maury, Bloeckman, Muriel Dick, Rachael, Tana ect ect ect. Exactly whether they’re good or bad, convincing or not. What you think of the style, too ornate (if so quote) good (also quote) rotten (also quote). What emotion (if any) the book gave you. What you think of its humor. What you think of its ideas. If ideas are bogus hold them up specifically and laugh at them. Is it boring or interesting. How interesting. What recent American books are more so. If you think my “Flash Back in Paradise” in Chap I is like the elevated moments of D. W. Griffith say so. Also do you think its imitative and of whom. What I’m angling for is a specific definate review. I’m tickled both that they’ve asked for such a lengthy thing and that your going to do. You cannot hurt my feelings about the book—tho I did resent in your Baltimore article1 being definately limited at 25 years old to a place between Mckenzie who wrote 21/2 good (but not wonderful) novels + then died—and Tarkington who if he has a great talent has the mind of a school boy. I mean, at my age they’d done nothing.


As I say I’m delighted that you’re going to do it and as you wrote asking me to suggest a general mode of attack I am telling you frankly what I would like. I’m so afraid of all the reviews being general + I devoted so much more care myself to the detail of the book than I did to thinking out the general sceme that I would appreciate a detailed review. If it is to be that length article it could scarcely be all general anyway








I’m awfully sorry you’ve had the flue. We arrive east on the 9th. I enjoy your book page in Vanity Fair and think it is excellent—


The baby is beautiful.


As Ever


Scott


TO: Harold Ober


ALS, 3 pp. Lilly Library


626 Goodrich Ave


St. Paul                  


Feb 5th, 1922        


Dear Mr. Ober—


I have your letter of Jan 30th. There are several things I want to speak to you about


(1.) My play will be done in about 10 days—two weeks. It is a wonder, I think, and should make a great deal of money.


(2.) A well-known author who came through here last week said he thought The Metropolitan was on the verge of failure.2 As I understand they have finally paid you for my novel3 but have not paid for my last short story (though you have paid me for it—advanced it, I mean). If this is true do you think Benjamin Button should go to them until they have paid for Two for a Cent? I think that Benjamin Button, tho, like The Diamond in the Sky, satirical, would sell, because it does not “blaspheme” like the latter—which leads to my third point:


(3.) I should much prefer that The Diamond in the Sky be sent to Smart Set as soon as it can be re-typed with “Chap I” substituted for “I” ect. If Rascoe of Mccauls1 wouldn’t risk it then Bridges of Scribners wouldn’t. Besides he would hack it all to pieces—I once had reams of correspondence with him over a “God damn” in a story called The Cut Glass Bowl. Besides they would pay little more than Scribner—possibly four hundred or five hundred I should guess at most for a two part short story—while Smart Set, though they pay only $35-$80 for short stories, once gave me $200.00 for a novellette when I was unknown, and I feel sure they’d give me $250.00 now.


In short I realize I can’t get a real good price for the three weeks work that story represents—so I’d much rather get no price but reap the subtle, and nowadays oh-so-valuble dividend that comes from Mencken’s good graces. Besides, in the Smart Set it will be featured.


Again, I’m anxious to get it published soon so it can go in a collection I plan for next fall. I think if you offer it to them as a novellette without mentioning that its been the rounds but simply saying that I asked you to send it to them, they will take it. Of course if you’d rather not deal with Smart Set send it to me.


I suppose that I have been more trouble to you with less profit than any writer whose work you have yet handled but I have every confidence that when my play comes out we will square the whole thing. You have advanced me everything so far sold in America and I imagine the few pounds earned in England have been used up in type writing bills ect.


But I am going to call on you again to advance me, if you will, five hundred dollars on Benjamin Button. Don’t bother to telegraph unless you can’t.


I am rather discouraged that a cheap story like The Popular Girl written in one week while the baby was being born brings $1500.00 + a genuinely imaginative thing into which I put three weeks real entheusiasm like The Diamond in the Sky brings not a thing. But, by God + Lorimer,2 I’m going to make a fortune yet.


F Scott Fitzgerald


I note what you say about my “travel stories” I start on them in two weeks when I finish my play [image: image]F.S.F.


TO: Edmund Wilson


1922


ALS, 2 pp. Yale University


626 Goodrich Ave, St. Paul, Minn


Feb 6th 1921


Dear Bunny—


I read your letter in a chastened mood. My whole point was that you read the book a long time ago in its informal condition, before its final revision and before your own critisisms had strained out some of the broken cork—that, therefore, while as a critic seeing the book for the first time you would, of course, have to speak the truth whether it hurt me financially or not, still that this case was somewhat different and that a pre-publication review which contained private information destined (in my opinion) to hurt the sale of my book, was something of which I had a legitimate right to complain. My specification of “financial” injury is simply a private remark to you—it would be absurd for me to pretend to be indifferent to money, and very few men with a family they care for can be. Besides, you know that in these two novels I have not suppressed anything with the idea of making money by the suppression but I think I am quite justified in asking you to suppress a detail of my private life—and it seems to me that a financial reason is as good as any, rather better in fact, according to Samuel Butler, than to spare my family.


I had forgotten, as a matter of fact, that those Spotlight things are supposed to be personal. Please don’t think that I minded the Maury thing. I was simply congratulating you on inventing a more witty parody than I thought I had made. Still I was tight that night and may have said it. The actual quotation from my first draft is quite correct—I didn’t say it wasn’t.


This is a quibbling letter and I hope it doesn’t sound ill natured. It isn’t. I simply felt that your letter put me in a bad light and I hasten to explain my objections.


As a matter of fact I am immensely grateful to you for the article and tried to tell you so in my letter. Despite the fact that I am not quite insane about “What Maisie Knew”1 as you prophecied I would be I admire your judgements in almost every way more than those of anyone else I know, and I value your opinion on my stuff. In your first letter you said yourself that it was O.K. to object to the booze thing and your quarrel with me seems to be that I gave you a perfectly unaffected and honest answer when I told you I feared financial injury.2


As you have a 1st edition of the book I won’t send you another but will give it my invaluable autograph when I reach New York. I had intended that Perkins should send me the novel to autograph first.


I think its too bad that you have gone to all this trouble over the article and I’m afraid I have put you to it. Anyway its a complicated subject + I can excuse myself better when I see you sometime next month. But I feel quite sure that if Mencken in doing a Literary Spotlight on Drieser had remarked in dead earnest that Drieser’s having four wives had had considerable influence on his work, Drieser would have raised a slight howl. And if he had remarked that Drieser was really the hero of all the seductions mentioned in The Titan I think Drieser would have torn his hair—and complained, at least, that he wanted to save such data for his privately printed editions.


As Ever


F. Scott Fitz-Hardy


TO: Charles Scribner II


TLS, 4 pp. Princeton University


626 Goodrich Avenue,


St. Paul, Minnesota,    


April 19th, 1922.         


Dear Mr. Scribner:


I am consumed by an idea and I can’t resist asking you about it. It’s probably a chestnut, but it might not have occurred to you before in just this form.


No doubt you know of the success that Boni and Liveright have made of their “Modern Library”. Within the last month Doubleday Page & Company have withdrawn the titles that were theirs from Boni’s modern library, and gone in on their own hook with a “Lambskin Library”. For this they have chosen so far about 18 titles from their past publications—some of them books of merit (Frank Norris and Conrad, for instance) and some of them trashy, but all books that at one time or another have been sensational either as popular successes or as possible contributions to American literature. The Lambskin Library is cheap, bound uniformly in red leather (or imitation leather), and makes, I believe, a larger appeal to the buyer than the A. L. Burt reprints, for its uniformity gives it a sort of permanence, a place of honor in the scraggly library that adorns every small home. Besides that, it is a much easier thing for a bookseller to display and keep up. The titles are numbered and it gives people a chance to sample writers by one book in this edition. Also it keeps before the public such books as have once been popular and have since been forgotten.


Now my idea is this: the Scribner Company have many more distinguished years of publishing behind them than Doubleday Page. They could produce a list twice as long of distinguished and memorable fiction and use no more than one book by each author—and it need not be the book by that author most in demand.


Take for instance Predestined and The House of Mirth. I do not know, but I imagine that those books are kept upstairs in most bookstores, and only obtained when some one is told of the work of Edith Wharton and Stephen French Whitman. They are almost as forgotten as the books of Frank Norris and Stephen Crane were five years ago, before Boni’s library began its career.


To be specific, I can imagine that a Scribner library containing the following titles and selling for something under a dollar would be an enormous success:






	1.


	The House of Mirth (or Ethan Frome)


	Edith Wharton







	2.


	Predestined


	Stephen French Whitman







	3.


	This Side of Paradise


	F. Scott Fitzgerald







	4.


	The Little Shepherd of Kingdom Come


	John Fox, Jr.







	5.


	In Ole Kentucky


	Thomas Nelson Page







	6.


	Sentimental Tommy


	J. M. Barrie







	7.


	Some Civil War book by


	George Barr Cable







	8.


	Some novel by


	Henry Van Dyke







	9.


	Some novel by


	Jackson Gregory







	10.


	Saint’s Progress


	John Galsworthy







	11.


	The Ordeal of Richard Feverel


	George Meredith







	12.


	Treasure Island


	Robert Louis Stevenson







	13.


	The Turn of the Screw


	Henry James







	14.


	The Stolen Story
 (or The Frederic Carrolls)


	Jesse Lynch Williams







	15.


	The Damnation of Theron Ware
 (I think Stone used to own this)


	Harold Frederick







	16.


	Soldiers of Fortune


	Richard Harding Davis







	17.


	Some book by


	Mary Raymond Shipman Andrews







	18.


	Simple Souls


	John Hastings Turner








Doubtless a glance at your old catalogues would suggest two dozen others. I have not even mentioned less popular writers such as Burt and Katherine Gerould. Nor have I gone into the possibilities of such non-fiction as a volume of Roosevelt, a volume of Huneker, or a volume of Shane Leslie.


As I say, this is quite possibly an idea which has occurred to you before and been dismissed for reasons which would not appear to me, an outsider. I am moved to the suggestion by the success of the experiments I have mentioned. They have been made possible, I believe, by the recent American strain for “culture” which expresses itself in such things as uniformity of bindings to make a library. Also the selective function of this library would appeal to many people in search of good reading matter, new or old.


One more thing and this interminably long letter is done. It may seem to you that in many cases I have chosen novels whose sale still nets a steady revenue at $1.75—and that it would be unprofitable to use such property in this way. But I have used such titles only to indicate my idea—Gallegher (which I believe is not in your subscription sets of Davis) could be substituted for Soldiers of Fortune, The Wrong Box for Treasure Island, and so on in the case of Fox, Page and Barrie. The main idea is that the known titles in the series should “carry” the little known or forgotten. That is: from the little known writer you use his best novel, such as Predestined—from the well-known writer you use his more obscure, such as Gallegher.
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Irvin S. Cobb was a Kentucky humorist on whom Fitzgerald commented in
This Side of Paradise: “This man Cobb—I don’t think he’s either clever or
amusing—and what’s more, I don’t think very many people do, except the
editors.”
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(September 22, 1919)

What's a date! Stop this rot.
Mr. Fate Keep a date, What's a date,
Can’t berate Father time, Mr. Fate?
Mr. Scott. Such a lot S'ever
He is not To berate; Scott
Marking time: Tho I hate
Its too late To the dot!

So, in rhyme,





OEBPS/images/f0042-01.jpg
TO: H. L. Mencken Inscription in Flappers and Philosophers.
Before September 4, 1920 Enoch Pratt Free Library
New York City

Sean Loy, tieu kua

q!olﬂl 1((;((“,('
Vs S Naco
Yl Gt
Ruu.dxc

: Jﬂwfb (IN) l\nofuy

Mﬁ?
Yo (\" Shecr Pumtl

Tawk
Head + Sloulder)

V&w Bo%kaﬁf(mh

'»0(/3 rre feund ‘\W

‘ ‘ Q"{-\fcoii{/}ﬂ’d/






OEBPS/images/f0038-01.jpg
TO: Edmund Wilson Inscription in This Side of Paradise.
University of Tulsa Library
New York City

Fitzgerald’s description of This Side of Paradise is quoted from a Wilson letter.
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