My High School English Biography On F Scott Fitzgerald
 
            I chose to do a report on F Scott Fitzgerald because his name looks cool on a shirt and because my feminist teacher likes authors such as Kate Chopin, who really should have died after writing Story Of An Hour. F Scott Fitzgerald was born with a bottle in his hand and his best friend from childhood was George Peppard. He wrote a lot of stories that weren't appreciated because back then everyone wanted happy stories to forget about the monotony of their lives.
            F Scott Fitzgerald had a sorry love life. He saved this Princess' life every episode and Zelda never even gave him a kiss. "Well excuse me, Princess," said Fitzgerald in an interview for a magazine that gave him free drinks and 5 rupees. He was truly in love with Zelda, an authentic love, a love that does not exist today where divorce is more rampant than AIDS in non-fruitful unions turning a sacred institution of marriage into a meaningless sham. Fitzgerald blamed feminism and always objectified women in his writing, which is what real men want to read about. One time Fitzgerald was drinking with Ernest Hemingway, a great burly man who was actually a closet homosexual. Hemingway called Zelda an ice queen, and the two got into a fistfight after Fitzgerald retorted that Hemingway’s wife’s stomach rolls reminded him of hills like white elephants. Hemingway picked up a bottle of absinthe, broke it, and brandished it to Fitzgerald’s throat, but George Peppard showed up with the A-Team. Mr. T punched Hemingway so hard he flew through the bar counter, the rows of spirits, and finally through the wall and into the street where The Great Gatsby himself, Fitzgerald, ran him over with a dust-covered Ford. Face picked up Daisy and seduced her, while Murdoch filmed the entire spectacle with his hands since the motion camera had not been invented yet. The damage was placed on Fitzgerald’s tab, which he never paid.
            Fitzgerald was never a rich man. Said a neighbor, "He used to rummage through our garbage for food until we placed mouse traps in it. Then he stole our cat." F Scott Fitzgerald hated cats so much he founded the ASPCA. But instead of saving them, he killed them. He then sold their guts to Chinese restaurants and received violin strings in return. He didn't play the violin, he played women and those wine glasses that sing when he was real drunk and didn't have any more wine. He used the violin strings as garrotes to threaten publishers. He used to use bombs but no enemies dropped them and besides, the old men in publishing made him pay 30 rupees when he blew their doors apart. Fitzgerald tried to save up his money to buy the Blue Ring, but he was an alcoholic and got two Blue Rings under his eyes instead. And a nose redder than Rudolph’s, because Fitzgerald still believed in Santa Clause until Edgar Allen Poe told him Santa didn't exist and pulled down his beard at the local shopping mall. Edgar Allen Poe died and no one except Fitzgerald knows why. In an unpublished letter to his editor he writes, "After an evening of opium with Coleridge, he told me that a third of any bat colony is rabid. That gave me the idea to capture a raven and throw it into a cave. I did this, capturing it in a glass menagerie, and let it loose in Poe's House." Signed, "Nevermore, you punk bitch." 
            If Fitzgerald was still alive and he saw all of the whiny Goths who idolize Poe and write crappy poetry, wear black clothes and makeup, have long hair and speak with lisps, he would make fun of them and say that their dance card is empty. Because everyone knows Goths are too angry or sad to dance. They stay in their rooms and write lame pieces about suicide. Then Fitzgerald would fight them all in the Graveyard and get The Master Sword, which kills Goths in one hit. They would just cower behind grave plots and cry or write lame Livejournal posts using laptops or try to summon a demon using an incantation from Buffy The Vampire Slayer while Fitzgerald still had a full 20 heart containers. 
            Fitzgerald died of drinking too much, which is way cooler than jumping off the Golden Gate Bridge. "Come on", Fitzgerald is thinking right now, "you didn't even hold a contest as to who could do the most flips." One time Fitzgerald jumped out of a 20 story castle owned by the evil Sir William Faulkner and used his trusty Master Sword to shoot the water and have a mini-geyser spray up and propel him into the air and he backflipped, kicking a Goth that looked like a Moblin square in his bulbous nose. Zelda fell in the water and huffed at F Scott Fitzgerald, who crossed his arms, rolled his eyes, and proclaimed "Well, excuuuuuuuse me, Princess!"
            Fitzgerald is in a cryogenic freezing rejuvenation chamber encased in carbonite waiting to be revived by the Masons and/or the Illuminati again, but the outstretched malicious arms of a commercialistic fascist government hell-bent on unopposed tyranny are making this exceedingly difficult. Fitzgerald was revived in the 50's by the Masonic Temple by accident while they were attempting to summon Gozer the Gozerian, Lord Of The Sebouillia, who once took the form of a Giant Slor. McCarthy and his pinko commie Red Scare tactics had Fitzgerald wrongfully imprisoned and the A-Team had to break out of an ultra-secure federal prison for crimes McCarthy made up on the spot. It helped things along that Fitzgerald's roommate was MacGyver, who utilized prison-issue tube socks, a paper clip, and chewing gum to blow a hole in the wall. If you don't think this is true, Ms. Zummo, then you are a Communist, and I will have to inform the local authorities unless you give me an A.
