Discussion of F. S, F itzgerald’s “Winter Dreams” and “Babylon Revisited”

“Winter Dreams”

. Is the title meaningful?

. What is the historic and cultural setting of the story?

. How does the exposition introduce the local setting (think about figurative language and imagery)?

. What is the point of view and perspective of the story?

. How are the main characters introduced?

. What was Dexter Green dreaming about?

. Why did he quit his job as a caddy?

. How is Judy described?

. How do you understand the following passage:

NOW, OF COURSE, the quality and the seasonability of these winter dreams varied, but the stuff of them
remained. They persuaded Dexter several years later to pass up a business course at the State university--
his father, prospering now, would have paid his way--for the precarious advantage of attending an older
and more famous university in the East, where he was bothered by his scanty funds. But do not get the
impression, because his winter dreams happened to be concerned at first with musings on the rich, that
there was anything merely snobbish in the boy. He wanted not association with glittering things and
glittering people--he wanted the glittering things themselves. Often he reached out for the best without
knowing why he wanted it--and sometimes he ran up against the mysterious denials and prohibitions in
which life indulges. (Ch. II)?

10. Do you think Judy Jones remembered him when she approached him in a motor boat?

11. Why did Judy choose Dexter?

12. Could they be together?

13. Why and how did Dexter break his engagement? Did he regret about that?

14. What is the climax of the story?

15. Why did Dexter cry in the end?

16. What is the theme of the story?

17. Compare and contrast the American dream and “Winter Dreams”.
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“Babylon Revisited”

18. Is the title meaningful?

19. What is the historic and cultural setting of the story?

20. Are there any allusions in the story?

- 21. How does the exposition introduce the local setting (think about figurative language and imagery)?
22. Are there any meaningful details in the exposition?

23. Is there any foreshadowing?

24. What is the point of view and perspective of the story? What are similarities and differences as
compared to “Winter Dreams”?

25. How are the main characters introduced?

26. Why has Charlie Wales come to Paris?

27. What are his relations with in-laws?

28. Why has Charlie’s wife died?

29. What are Charlie’s relations with his daughter?

30. What is the importance of secondary characters? How are they evoked?

31. What is the climax of the story?

32. What is the theme of the story?



Fitzgerald was born in St. Paul, Minnesota. After

a glamorous but abortive undergraduate career at
Princeton, he entered the army as a second lieu-
tenant and while he was in training camp met the
beautiful young woman who was to become his
wife. He married Zelda Sayre as his literary career
got off to a meteoric start in 1920 with the publi-
cation of his first novel, This Side of Paradise.
Through the 1920s, when money seemed plentiful
and postwar morality encouraged a reckless pur-
suit of happiness, he and Zelda traveled with a
well-heeled crowd in Europe and New York, acting
out the glamorous lifestyle he wrote of in his pop-
ular magazine fiction. He was a spokesman for the
so-called Jazz Age, setting a personal as well as a literary example for a gener-
ation whose first commandment was simply: Do what you will. The tempo of
his life slackened as his marriage was shredded by Zelda’s insanity and his own
self-destructive alcoholism. He fell from literary favor when the indulgent
decade of his triumph went down under the impact of the Great Depression.
Through years of emotional and physical collapse he struggled to repair his life
by writing for Hollywood—producing at the same time a series of stories that
exposed his humiliations there. His novels: The Great Gatsby (1925), Tender Is the
Night (1934), and The Last Tycoon (1941) amplify the melancholy he discovered
beneath the glitter of American-style success. In his pathetically candid collec-
tion of essays and letters, The Crack-up (1945), Fitzgerald documents the shat-
tering of his personal ambitions. His stories were collected in Flappers and

Philosophers (1920), Tales of the Jazz Age (1922), All the Sad Young Men (1926), and
Taps at Reveille (1935).
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Babylon' Revisited

I

An’d where’s Mr. Campbell?” Charlie asked.
“Gone to Switzerland. Mr. Campbell’s a pretty sick man, Mr. Wales.”
“Pm sorry to hear that. And George Hardt?” Charlie inquired.
“Back in America, gone to work.”

~ “And where is the Snow Bird?”

“He was in here last week. Anyway, his friend, Mr. Schaeffer, is in Paris.”
Two familiar names from the long list of a year and a half ago. Charlie

—

1. This ancien city is a symbol of orgiastic decadence.




Scribbled an address in his notebook and tore out the page.

“If you see Mr. Schaeffer, give him this,” he said. “It’s my brother-in-layy,
address. I haven’t settled on a hotel yet.”

He was not really disappointed to find Paris was so empty. But the stillnegg
in the Ritz bar? was strange and portentous. It was not an American bar any
more—he felt polite in it, and not as ifjhe owned it: It had gone back into
France. He felt the stillness from the moment he got out of the taxi and say
the doorman, usually inia frenzy of activity,at: this hour, gossiping with 3
chasseur® by the servants’ entrance. (8 INLneY U .

Passing through the corridor, he heard only'a single, bored voice in the
once-clamorous women’s room. When he turned into the bar he traveled the
twenty feet of green carpet:with his eyes fixed straight ahead by old habit; and
then, with his foot:firmly on the rail; he turned and surveyed the room,
encountering only a single pair of eyes that fluttered up from a newspaper in
the corner.-Charlie askedfor:the head barman, Paul, who in the latter days of
the bull market* had.come to work in his own custom-built car—disembark-
ing, however, with due nicety at the nearest corner. But Paul was at his country
house today and Alix/giving him information. 24

“No, no more,” Charlie said, “I'm going slow these days.”

-Alix congratulated him: “You were going pretty strong a couple of years
ago.” ) 2 2l Ao Tt
, g“-I’ll stick to it all right,” Charlie assured him. “I’ve stuck to it for overa
year and a half now.” .~ , ; |

. “How:-do you find conditions in America?” Y

“I haven’t been to America for months. 'm in business in Prague, repre-
senting a couple of concerns there. They don’t know about me down there.”

Alix smiled. 1 - ran et o 4 -

“Remember the night of George Hardt’s bachelor dinner here?” said Charlie,
“By the way, what’s become of Claude Fessenden?”

. Alix lowered his voice confidentially:. “He’s in Paris, but he doesn’t come
here anymore. Paul doesn’t allow it. He ran up a bill of thirty thousand francs,
charging all his drinks and his lunches; and usually his dinner, for more than
a year. And when Paul finally told him he had to pay, he gave him a bad
check.” &

Alix shook his head sadly. .

“I don’t understand it, stich a él"findy fellow. Now he’s all'bloated up—” He
made a plump apple of his hands. b 4 |

Charlie watched a group of strident queens’ installing themselves in a cor-
ner. |
“Nothing affects them,” he thought. “Stocks rise and fall, people loaf o
work, but they go on forever.” The place oppressed him. He called for theﬂfi3
and shook with Alix for the drink.
— ‘ |

“Here for long, Mr. Wales?” D) | el

“Pm here for four or five days to see my little girl”

“Oh-h! You have a little girl?” W in? < B

Outside, the fire-red, gas-blue, ghost-green signs shone smokily through
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2. Hangout for wealthy and glamorous Americans. 3. Hotel servant who runs various errands (French)-
4. The period of prosperity for players of the stock market that immediately preceded the crash of 1929,
which was the beginning of the Great Depression.
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" rranquil rain. It was late afternoon and the streets were in movement; the
ros® gleamed. At the corner of the Boulevard des Capucines he took a taxi.

The Place de la‘Concorde moved by in pink majesty; they crossed the logical

eine, and Charlie felt the sudden provincial quality of the Left Bank.¢

_ charlie directed his taxi to the Avenue de 'Opéra, which was out of his
\‘vam_tﬂﬁefwanted to see the blue hour spread over the magnificent facade,
snd imagine that the cab horns, playing endlessly the first few bars of Le Plus

e Lent, were the trumpets of the Second Empire.” They were closing the iron

ill in front of Brentano’s Book-store, and people were already at dinner
behind the trim little bourgeois hedge of Duval’s. He had never eaten at a

 really cheap restaurant in Paris. Five-course dinner, four francs fifty, eighteen
cents, wine included. For some odd reason he wished that he had.

As they rolled on to the Left Bank and he felt its sudden provincialism, he
thought, “I spoiled this city for myself. I didn’t realize it, but the days came
along one after another, and then two years were gone; and everything was
gone, and I ' was gone.” : '

He was thirty-five, and good to look at. The Irish mobility of his face was
sobered by a deep wrinkle between his eyes. As he rang his brother-in-law’s
bell in the Rue Palatine, the wrinkle deepened till it pulled down his brows;
e felt a cramping sensation in his belly. From behind the maid who opened

or darted a lovely little girl of nine who shrieked “Daddy!” and flew up,
ling like a fish, into his arms. She pulled his head around by one ear
her cheek against his.

ld pie,” he said.

ew him into the salon, where the family waited, a boy and a girl his
t’s age, his sister-in-law and her husband. He greeted Marion with his

houlder.
7as warm and comfortably American. The three children moved
yout, playing through the yellow oblongs that led to other rooms;
fsix o’clock spoke in the eager smacks of the fire and the sounds
A activity in the kitchen. But Charlie did not relax; his heart sat up
his body and he drew confidence from his daughter, who from time
e close to him, holding in her arms the doll he had brought.
emely well,” he declared in answer to ‘Lincoln’s question.
of business there that isn’t moving at all, but we’re doing even
 fact, damn well. I'm bringing my sister over from America
> house for me. My income last year was bigger than it was
You see, the Czechs—”"" bt -
‘for a specific purpose; but after a moment, seeing a faint
In’s eye, he changed the subject: 51 |
dren of yours, well brought up, good manners.”

of the Seine River; site of the student quarter and in recent tradition the
.., that of Louis Napoleon of France (1852-70), a period of bourgeois
ned, in retrospect, glamorous. Le Plus que Lent: slower than slow (French); refers
ano composition (La Plus que Lente) by Claude Debussy (1862-1918).



“We think Honoria’s a great little girl too.”

Marion Peters came back from the kitchen. She was a tall woman wj,
worried eyes, who had once possessed a fresh American loveliness. Charlie hyg
never been sensitive to it and was always surprised when people SpOl(L of hoy,
pretty she had been. From the first there had been an instinctive antipath,
between them.

“Well, how do you find Honotia?” she asked.

“Wonderful. I was astonished how much she’s grown in ten months, AJ|
the children are looking well.” == .

“We haven’t had a doctot fora year, How do you like being back in Parisy

“It seems very funny o see so few Americans atound.”

‘Im delighted,” Marion said: Vehemently “Now. at least you can go into
store without their assuming you’re a millionaire. We’ve suffered like every-
body, but on the whole it’s a good deal pleasanter.”

“But it was nice while it lasted,” Charlie said. “We were a sort of royalty,
almost infallible, with a sort of magic around us. In the bar this afternoon’-
he stumbled, seeing his mistake—“there wasn’t a man I knew.”

She looked at him keenly. “I should think you’d have had enough of bars ”

“I only stayed a minute. I take one drink-every-afternoon;-and no more.”

“Don’t you want a cocktail before dinner?” Lincoln asked.

“I take only one drink every afternoon, and I've had that.”

“I hope you keep to it,” said Marion.

Her dislike was evident in the coldness with Wh1ch she spoke, but Charlie

only smiled; he had larger plans. Her very aggressiveness gave him an advan-
tage, and he knew enough to wait. He wanted them to initiate the discussion
of what they knew had brought him to Paris.
. At dinner he couldn’t decide whether Honoria was most like him or her
mother. Fortunate if she didn’t combine the traits of both that had brought
them to disaster. A great wave of protectiveness went.over him. He thought
he knew what to do for her. He believed in character; he wanted to jump back
a whole generation and trust in character again as the eternally valuable ele-
ment. Everything else wore out.

- He left soon after’ dinner but not to go home. He was curious to see Paris

‘boughta stmpo,ntm tor the Casino and watched ]osephme Baker® go through
her chocolate arabesques. - [ R
. After an hour he left and strolled toward Montmartre up the Rue Pigalle
into the Place BLanche The rain had stopped and there were a few people in
evening clothes ;dlsembarkmg from taxis in front of cabarets, and cocottes
prowling singly oriin paits, and many Negroes. He passed a lighted door from
which issued musie, and stopped with the sense of familiarity; it was Brick
top’s, where he had parted with so many hours and so' much money. A few
doors farther on he found another ancient rendezvous and incautiously put
his head inside. Immediately an eager orchestra burst into sound, a pair of
professional dancers leaped to theit! feet and a maitre d’hétel swooped toward
! borw g ddl g sl

8. A celebrated African AmenL(r:an dancer of the epoch Strapontin: a bracker seat in the aisle, cheaper
than regular seats. 9. P:ogtrgu es Who ﬂounsh on the Boulevard Clichy between Pigalle and Place
Blanche. Montmartre is a d1gtrbct m northern Pans £ i
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0, CIying: “Crowd just arriving, sir!” But he withdrew quickly.

1“\;0u have to be damn drunk,” he thought.

7elli’s was closed, the bleak and sinister cheap hotels surrounding it were
qark;up in the Rue Blanche the.re was more light and a local, colloquial French
owd. The Poet’s Cave had disappeared, but the two great mouths of the
Café of Heaven and the Café of Hell still yawned—even devoured, as he
watched> the meager contents of a Fourist: bus—a German, a Japanese, and an
American couple who glanced at him with frightened eyes.

5o much for the effort and ingenuity of Montmartre. All the catering to
Jice and waste was on an utterly childish scale, and he suddenly realized the
meaning of the word “dissipate”—to dissipate into thin air; to make nothing
out of something. In the little hours of the night every move from place to

ace was an enormous human jump, an increase of paying for the privilege
of slower and slower motion.

He remembered thousand-franc notes given to an orchestra for playing a
single number, hundred-franc notes tossed to a doorman for calling a cab.

But it hadn’t been given for nothing.

It had been given, even the most wildly squandered sum, as an offering to
destiny that he might not remember the things most worth remembering, the
things that now he would always remember—his child taken from his control,
his wife escaped to a grave in Vermont.

In the glare of a brasserie' a woman spoke to him. He bought her some eggs
and coffee, and then, eluding her encouraging stare, gave her a twenty-franc
note and took a taxi to his hotel.

IT

He woke upon a fine fall day—football weather. The depression of yesterday
was gone and he liked the people on the streets. At noon he sat opposite
Honoria at Le Grand Vatel, the only restaurant he could think of not remi-
niscent of champagne dinners and long luncheons that began at two and
ended in a blurred and vague twilight.

“Now, how about vegetables? Oughtn’t you to have some vegetables?”

“Well, yes.”

“Here’s épinards and chou-fleur and carrots and haricots.”

“Td like chou-fleur.”

“Wouldn’t you like to have two vegetables?”

‘Tusually only have one at lunch.”

The waiter was pretending to be inordinately fond of children. “Qu’elle est
mignonne la petite! Elle parle exactement comme une Frangaise.”

“How about dessert? Shall we wait and see?”
- The waiter disappeared. Honoria looked at her father expectantly.

“What are we going to do?”

Fitst, we're going to that toy store in the Rue Saint-Honoré and buy you
anything you like. And then we’re going to the vaudeville at the Empire.”

She hesitated. “T like it about the vaudeville, but not the toy store.”

‘1-‘_S:ma_[1 restaurant (French) that also serves drinks. 2. Beans (French). Epinards: spinach (French).

g"”’ﬂﬁﬂk cauliflower (French). 3. “What a darling little girl! She speaks exactly like a French girl”
tench),
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274 F. SCOTT FITZGERALD

“Why note”
“Well, you brought me this doll.” She had it with her “And I've got lots of

things. And we’re not rich' anymore, are we?”
“We never were. But today you are to have anythmg you want.”

.1 “All right,” she agreed resignedly. _
" When there had been her mother and a French nurse he had been inclineg

to bestrict; now: he extended himself; reached out for a new tolerance; h,
must be both parents to her and not shut any 'of her out of communicatiop,

“I want to get to know you,” he said gravely. “Flrst let me introduce myse|f
My name is Charles J. Wales, of Prague.” '» /@00

“Oh, daddy!” her voice cracked with laughter

“And who are you; please?” he persisted, and she accepted a role immed;.
ately: “Honoria Wales, Rue Palatine, Paris.” | i1 1 O

“Married or single?”

“No, not married. Single.” + 2 1]
He indicated the doll. “But I see you have a ch1ld madame.”
Unwilling to disinherit it, she took it to her heart and thought quickly:

“Yes, I've been married, but Pm not married now! My husband is dead.”
'He went on quickly, “And the child’s name?? <« =i 1002
“Simone. That’s after. my best friend at school.”
“Pm very pleased that you’re doing so well at school.”
°+ “Pm third thissmoenth,” she boasted. “Elsie”—that wasiher cousin—*“is only

about elghteenth,l and Richard is about at the bottom.”

“You like Richard and Elsie, don’t you?” o
“Oh, yes. I like Richard quite well and I like her all rlght P
Cautiously and casually he asked: “And Aunt Marion and Uncle Lincoln—

Wh1ch do you like best?”

“Oh, Uncle Lincoln, 1 guess
“”He was increasingly : aware of her presence. As they came in, a murmur of

“\"adorable” followed them, and now the people at the ‘rext table bent all
their silences upon her, staring as if she were somethmg 1o ‘more conscious
than a flower. Pl | | ~

“Why'don’t I live with you?” she asked suddenly “Because’'mamma’s dead?”
“You must stay here and learn more French. It would have been hard for

daddy to take care of you'so well,? '+ L1
“I don’t really need much taklng care of anymore. I do everythmg for

myself.”
Going out of the restaurant a man and a'woman unexpectedly hailed him.

© “Well, 'the old Waﬁes"’ OIS 1008 5 i
“Hello there, Lorraine, .. Dunc AR
Sudden ghosts out of the past Duncan Schaeffer, a friend’from college.
Lorraine Quarrles, a'lovely, pale blonde of thirty; one 6f a’crowd who had
helped them make months into days in the lavish times ‘'of three years ago.
““My husband couldn’t come tl'hs year,” she said, in'answer to his question
“We're poor as hell. So he's gave me two'hundred a' month and told me I could
do my wotst on that. ... This your little giip[p?UOR 11 9]
“What about coming back and s1tt1ng down?” Duncan asked.
| “Can t do it.” He was glad for an e,xcus,e As always he felt Lorraine’s pas

'*“__‘

,“‘H ?
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Qi . cative attraction, but his own thythm was different now.
¢ll, how abott-dinner?” she asked. Ay wap Uit it

"I’ not free. Give me your address and let me call you.”

shatlie, I believe you’re sober,” she said judicially. “I honestly believe he’s
sober; punc. Pinch him and see if he’s sober.”

Charlie indicated Honoria with his head. They both laughed.
«what’s your address?” said Duncan skeptically.
He hesitated, unwilling to give the name of his hotel.
_ «Pm not settled yet. I'd better call you. We’te going to see the vaudevxlle at
the Emplre
«There! That’s what I want to do,” Lorraine said. “I want to see some clowns
and acrobats and jugglers. That’s Just what we’ll do, Dunc.”
«We've got to do an errand first,” said Charlie. ‘Perhaps we’ll see you there.”
| “pll right, you snot. . . . Good-by, beautiful little girl.”
. Good-by.
. Honoria bobbed politely.
. Somehow, an unwelcome encounter. They liked him because he was func-
g, because he was serious; they wanted to see him, because he was
nger than they were now, because they wanted to draw a certain suste-
from his strength.
e Empire, Honoria proudly refused to sit upon her father’s folded coat.
as already an individual with a code of her own, and Charlie was more
ore absorbed by the desire of putting a little of himself into her before
tallized utterly. It was hopeless to try to know her in so short a time.
"’eén the acts they came upon Duncan and Lorraine in the lobby where

'ght, but not up at the bar. We’ll take a table.”
perfect father.”

ening abstractedly to Lorraine, Charlie watched Honoria’s eyes leave
le, and he followed them wistfully about the room, wondering what
He met her glance and she smiled.

d that lemonade,” she said.

adrshe said? What had he expected? Going home in a taxi afterward
d her over until her head rested against his chest.

1g, do e i think about your mother?”

ymetimes,” she answered vaguely. ‘ A
ant you to forget her. Have you got a picture of her?” T
ink so. Anyhow, Aunt Marion has. Why don’t you want me to

were s1lent for a moment. 31 Inrods Toat
dy, I want to come and live with you,” she said suddenly wond sH
leaped; he had wanted it to come like this. = 0 000 o
rt you perfectly happy?” sanely ¢ IRTILY: relenEY
ut I love you better than anybody And you love me «better‘ than



