Scott Fitzgerald
&

The first time 1 ever met Scort Firzgerald a very suange
thing happened. Many strange things happened with Scouw
but this one 1 was never able to forger. He had come into
the Dingo bar in the rue Delambre where 1 was sicting with
(His salens was as matural as the parsern that some completely worthless characters, had introduced him-
o “'d" by the dust om a blm"fﬁ:rll - | self and introduced a tall, pleasant man who was with him
At one time be understood it no more than [ . :

be butterfly did and be did 5ot bnons wben [ .a.s_Dunc Chaplin, the famous pircher. I had not Iuﬂwad
it apas Brushed or marred, Later be becams Prm:ctunhﬂd)ﬂ_ﬂif:dh%dn:vﬂth#t&ﬁfﬂuncﬂh:phhﬂt
comscious of bis damaged wings and of their . he was excraordinarily nice, unworried, relaxed and friendly
construction and be learned to think end could and I much preferred him to Scott.

——— e

mﬂ;m;nmhtmnbﬁuwafﬁgbfw _ [S:_muwaman then who looked like a boy with a face
gone and be could only remember when it bad berween handsome and pretry. He had very fair wavy hair, a
i fﬂaﬂim.) high forehead, excited and friendly eyes and a delicate long-

lipped Irish mouth that, on a girl, would have been the

mouth of a beaury, His chin was well built and he had good

ears and a handsome, almost beantiful, unmarked nose. This

should not have added up to a prety face, but that came from

| the coloring, the very fair hair and the mouth. The mouth

| worried you until you knew him and then it worried you
more.

1"Was very curious to see him and [ had been working very

hard all day and it seemed quite wonderful that here should

be Scort Fitzgerald and the great Dunc Chaplin whom 1 had

never heard of but who was now my friend. Scotr did not

stop talking and since 1 was embarrassed by what he said—
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“No. And after Pamplona we’ll go to Madrid and to Valen-

»

cia.
“M-m-m-m,” she said softly, like a cat.

“Poor Scott,” I said.

“Poor everybody,” Hadley said. “Rich feathercats with no
money.” '

“We're awfully lucky.”

“We’ll have to be good and hold it.”

We both touched wood on the café table and the waiter
came to see what it was we wanted. But what we wanted not
he, nor anyone else, nor knocking on wood or on marble, as
this café table-top was, could ever bring us. But we did not
know it that night and we were very happy.

E day or two after the trip Scott brought his book over. It
had a garish dust jacket and I remember being embarrassed by
the violence, bad taste and slippery look of it. It looked the
book jacket for a book of bad science fiction. Scott told me
not to be put off by it, that it had to do with a billboard along |
a highway in Long Island that was important in the story. He
said he had liked the jacket and now he didn’t like it. I took
it off to read the book.

When I had finished the book I knew that no marter what |

Scott did, nor how he behaved, I must know it was like a sick-
ness and be of any help I could to him and try to be a good
friend. He had many good, good friends, more than anyone
I knew. But I enlisted as one more, whether I could be of any
use to him or not. If he could write a book as fine as The Great
Gatsby 1 was sure that he could write an even better one. I did
not know Zelda.yet, and so I did not know the terrible odds
that were against him. But we were to find them out soon
enough.




180
she had gotten in Lyon, when the rain had made them abandon
their car, and her eyes were tired and her face was too taut and
drawn.

She was formally pleasant to Hadley and me but 2 big part
of her seemed not to be present bur to still be on the party
she had come home from that morning. She and Scott both
seemed to feel that Scort and I had enjoyed a great and won-
derful time on the trip up from Lyon and she was jealous about
ir.

“When you two can go off and have such simply wonderful
times together, it only scems fair that [ should have just a linde
fun with our good friends here in Paris,” she said to Scorw

Scott was being the perfect host and we ate a very bad lunch
that the wine cheered a litele but not moch. The lirde girl was
blonde, chubby-faced, well built, and very healthy looking

and spoke English with a srong Cockney accent. Sco ex-

plained thar she had an English nanny because he wanted her
to speak like Lady Diana Manners when she grew up.

Zelda had hawk's eyes and a thin mouth and deep-south
manners and accent. Warching her face you could see her
mind leave the table and go to the nighr's parry and rerurn
with her eyes blank as a cat’s and then pleased, and the pleas-
ure would show along the thin line of her lips and then be
gone. Scott was being the good cheerful host and Zelda looked
at him and she smiled happily with her eyes and her mouth
too a5 he drank the wine. [ learned to know that smile very
well. It meant she knew Scont would not be able to write,

Zelda was jealons of Scor’s work and as we gotr o know
them, this fell into a regular pareern. Scote would resolve not

to go on all-night drinking parties and to get some exercise

l
l
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each day and work regularly. He would start vo work and as
soon as he was working well Zelds would begin complaining
abaut how bored she was and get him off on another drunken
party. They would quarrel and then make up and he would
sweat out the aleohol on long walks with me, and make op:
his mind thar this tme he would really work, and would start
off well. Then it would start all over again,

Scmmvnqmuchmhvcmhzddamﬂhnwmy
jealous of her. He told me many times on our walks of how
she had fallen in love with the French navy pilot. Bur she
had never made him really jealous with another man since.
This spring she was making him jealous with other women
and on the Montmartre parties he was afraid to pass out and
he was afraid to have her pass our. Becoming unconscious
when they drank had always been their grear defense. They
went to sleep on drinking an amount of liquor or champagne |
that would have lirtle effect on a person accustomed to drink-
ing, and they would go to sleep like children. T have seen them
become unconscious not as though they were drunk bur as
though they had been anestherized and their friends, or some-
times a taxi-driver, would get them to bed, and when they
woke they would be fresh and happy, not having taken
enough aleohol to damage their bodies before it made them
unconscious.

Now they had lost this natural defense. Ar this time Zelda
could drink more than Scowr could and Scotr was afraid for
her to pass out in the company they kept thar spring and the
places they went to. Scort did not like the places nor the peo-
ple and he had to drink more than he could drink and be in
any control of himself, to stand the people and the places, and




