
The Great Gatsby​  Ch. 1 

In my younger and more vulnerable years my father gave me some advice that I’ve               

been turning over in my mind ever since. 

“Whenever you feel like criticizing any one,” he told me, “just remember that all the               

people in this world haven’t had the advantages that you’ve had.” 

He didn’t say any more, but we’ve always been unusually communicative in a             

reserved way, and I understood that he meant a great deal more than that. In               

consequence, I’m inclined to reserve all judgments, a habit that has opened up many              

curious natures to me and also made me the victim of not a few veteran bores. The                 

abnormal mind is quick to detect and attach itself to this quality when it appears in a                 

normal person, and so it came about that in college I was unjustly accused of being a                 

politician, because I was privy to the secret griefs of wild, unknown men. Most of the                

confidences were unsought — frequently I have feigned sleep, preoccupation, or a            

hostile levity when I realized by some unmistakable sign that an intimate revelation was              

quivering on the horizon; for the intimate revelations of young men, or at least the terms                

in which they express them, are usually plagiaristic and marred by obvious            

suppressions. Reserving judgments is a matter of infinite hope. I am still a little afraid of                

missing something if I forget that, as my father snobbishly suggested, and I snobbishly              

repeat, a sense of the fundamental decencies is parcelled out unequally at birth. 

And, after boasting this way of my tolerance, I come to the admission that it has a                 

limit. Conduct may be founded on the hard rock or the wet marshes, but after a certain                 

point I don’t care what it’s founded on. When I came back from the East last autumn I                  



felt that I wanted the world to be in uniform and at a sort of moral attention forever; I                   

wanted no more riotous excursions with privileged glimpses into the human heart. Only             

Gatsby, the man who gives his name to this book, was exempt from my reaction —                

Gatsby, who represented everything for which I have an unaffected scorn. If personality             

is an unbroken series of successful gestures, then there was something gorgeous about             

him, some heightened sensitivity to the promises of life, as if he were related to one of                 

those intricate machines that register earthquakes ten thousand miles away. This           

responsiveness had nothing to do with that flabby impressionability which is dignified            

under the name of the “creative temperament.”— it was an extraordinary gift for hope, a               

romantic readiness such as I have never found in any other person and which it is not                 

likely I shall ever find again. No — Gatsby turned out all right at the end; it is what                   

preyed on Gatsby, what foul dust floated in the wake of his dreams that temporarily               

closed out my interest in the abortive sorrows and short-winded elations of men. 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Introduction to setting, and Tom Buchanan: 

I lived at West Egg, the — well, the less fashionable of the two, though this is a most                   

superficial tag to express the bizarre and not a little sinister contrast between them. My               

house was at the very tip of the egg, only fifty yards from the Sound, and squeezed                 

between two huge places that rented for twelve or fifteen thousand a season. The one on                

my right was a colossal affair by any standard — it was a factual imitation of some Hotel                  

de Ville in Normandy, with a tower on one side, spanking new under a thin beard of raw                  

ivy, and a marble swimming pool, and more than forty acres of lawn and garden. It was                 

Gatsby’s mansion. Or, rather, as I didn’t know Mr. Gatsby, it was a mansion inhabited               

by a gentleman of that name. My own house was an eyesore, but it was a small eyesore,                  

and it had been overlooked, so I had a view of the water, a partial view of my neighbor’s                   

lawn, and the consoling proximity of millionaires — all for eighty dollars a month. 

Across the courtesy bay the white palaces of fashionable East Egg glittered along the              

water, and the history of the summer really begins on the evening I drove over there to                 

have dinner with the Tom Buchanans. Daisy was my second cousin once removed, and              

I’d known Tom in college. And just after the war I spent two days with them in Chicago. 

Her husband, among various physical accomplishments, had been one of the most            

powerful ends that ever played football at New Haven — a national figure in a way, one                 

of those men who reach such an acute limited excellence at twenty-one that everything              

afterward savors of anti-climax. His family were enormously wealthy — even in college             

his freedom with money was a matter for reproach — but now he’d left Chicago and                

come East in a fashion that rather took your breath away: for instance, he’d brought               

down a string of polo ponies from Lake Forest. It was hard to realize that a man in my                   

own generation was wealthy enough to do that. 

Why they came East I don’t know. They had spent a year in France for no particular                 

reason, and then drifted here and there unrestfully wherever people played polo and             

were rich together. This was a permanent move, said Daisy over the telephone, but I               



didn’t believe it — I had no sight into Daisy’s heart, but I felt that Tom would drift on                   

forever seeking, a little wistfully, for the dramatic turbulence of some irrecoverable            

football game. 

And so it happened that on a warm windy evening I drove over to East Egg to see                  

two old friends whom I scarcely knew at all. Their house was even more elaborate than I                 

expected, a cheerful red-and-white Georgian Colonial mansion, overlooking the bay. The           

lawn started at the beach and ran toward the front door for a quarter of a mile, jumping                  

over sun-dials and brick walks and burning gardens — finally when it reached the house               

drifting up the side in bright vines as though from the momentum of its run. The front                 

was broken by a line of French windows, glowing now with reflected gold and wide open                

to the warm windy afternoon, and Tom Buchanan in riding clothes was standing with              

his legs apart on the front porch. 

He had changed since his New Haven years. Now he was a sturdy straw-haired man               

of thirty with a rather hard mouth and a supercilious manner. Two shining arrogant              

eyes had established dominance over his face and gave him the appearance of always              

leaning aggressively forward. Not even the effeminate swank of his riding clothes could             

hide the enormous power of that body — he seemed to fill those glistening boots until he                 

strained the top lacing, and you could see a great pack of muscle shifting when his                

shoulder moved under his thin coat. It was a body capable of enormous leverage — a                

cruel body. 

His speaking voice, a gruff husky tenor, added to the impression of fractiousness he              

conveyed. There was a touch of paternal contempt in it, even toward people he liked —                

and there were men at New Haven who had hated his guts. 

“Now, don’t think my opinion on these matters is final,” he seemed to say, “just               

because I’m stronger and more of a man than you are.” We were in the same senior                 

society, and while we were never intimate I always had the impression that he approved               

of me and wanted me to like him with some harsh, defiant wistfulness of his own. 



Introduction to Jordan Baker and Daisy Buchanan: 

We walked through a high hallway into a bright rosy-colored space, fragilely bound             

into the house by French windows at either end. The windows were ajar and gleaming               

white against the fresh grass outside that seemed to grow a little way into the house. A                 

breeze blew through the room, blew curtains in at one end and out the other like pale                 

flags, twisting them up toward the frosted wedding-cake of the ceiling, and then rippled              

over the wine-colored rug, making a shadow on it as wind does on the sea. 

The only completely stationary object in the room was an enormous couch on which              

two young women were buoyed up as though upon an anchored balloon. They were both               

in white, and their dresses were rippling and fluttering as if they had just been blown                

back in after a short flight around the house. I must have stood for a few moments                 

listening to the whip and snap of the curtains and the groan of a picture on the wall.                  

Then there was a boom as Tom Buchanan shut the rear windows and the caught wind                

died out about the room, and the curtains and the rugs and the two young women                

ballooned slowly to the floor. 

The younger of the two was a stranger to me. She was extended full length at her                 

end of the divan, completely motionless, and with her chin raised a little, as if she were                 

balancing something on it which was quite likely to fall. If she saw me out of the corner                  

of her eyes she gave no hint of it — indeed, I was almost surprised into murmuring an                  

apology for having disturbed her by coming in. 

The other girl, Daisy, made an attempt to rise — she leaned slightly forward with a                

conscientious expression — then she laughed, an absurd, charming little laugh, and I             

laughed too and came forward into the room. 

“I’m p-paralyzed with happiness.” She laughed again, as if she said something very             

witty, and held my hand for a moment, looking up into my face, promising that there                

was no one in the world she so much wanted to see. That was a way she had. She hinted                    

in a murmur that the surname of the balancing girl was Baker. (I’ve heard it said that                 



Daisy’s murmur was only to make people lean toward her; an irrelevant criticism that              

made it no less charming.) 

At any rate, Miss Baker’s lips fluttered, she nodded at me almost imperceptibly, and              

then quickly tipped her head back again — the object she was balancing had obviously               

tottered a little and given her something of a fright. Again a sort of apology arose to my                  

lips. Almost any exhibition of complete self-sufficiency draws a stunned tribute from            

me. 

I looked back at my cousin, who began to ask me questions in her low, thrilling                

voice. It was the kind of voice that the ear follows up and down, as if each speech is an                    

arrangement of notes that will never be played again. Her face was sad and lovely with                

bright things in it, bright eyes and a bright passionate mouth, but there was an               

excitement in her voice that men who had cared for her found difficult to forget: a                

singing compulsion, a whispered “Listen,” a promise that she had done gay, exciting             

things just a while since and that there were gay, exciting things hovering in the next                

hour. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Nick’s conversation with Daisy: 

“We don’t know each other very well, Nick,” she said suddenly. “Even if we are               

cousins. You didn’t come to my wedding.” 

“I wasn’t back from the war.” 

“That’s true.” She hesitated. “Well, I’ve had a very bad time, Nick, and I’m pretty               

cynical about everything.” 

Evidently she had reason to be. I waited but she didn’t say any more, and after a                 

moment I returned rather feebly to the subject of her daughter. 

“I suppose she talks, and — eats, and everything.” 

“Oh, yes.” She looked at me absently. “Listen, Nick; let me tell you what I said when                 

she was born. Would you like to hear?” 

“Very much.” 

“It’ll show you how I’ve gotten to feel about — things. Well, she was less than an                 

hour old and Tom was God knows where. I woke up out of the ether with an utterly                  

abandoned feeling, and asked the nurse right away if it was a boy or a girl. She told me it                    

was a girl, and so I turned my head away and wept. ‘all right,’ I said, ‘I’m glad it’s a girl.                     

And I hope she’ll be a fool — that’s the best thing a girl can be in this world, a beautiful                     

little fool.” 

“You see I think everything’s terrible anyhow,” she went on in a convinced way.              

“Everybody thinks so — the most advanced people. And I ​know​ . I’ve been everywhere              

and seen everything and done everything.” Her eyes flashed around her in a defiant way,               

rather like Tom’s, and she laughed with thrilling scorn. “Sophisticated — God, I’m             

sophisticated!” 

The instant her voice broke off, ceasing to compel my attention, my belief, I felt the                

basic insincerity of what she had said. It made me uneasy, as though the whole evening                

had been a trick of some sort to exact a contributory emotion from me. I waited, and                 



sure enough, in a moment she looked at me with an absolute smirk on her lovely face, as                  

if she had asserted her membership in a rather distinguished secret society to which she               

and Tom belonged. 

 

Chapter 2 
 

About half way between West Egg and New York the motor road hastily joins the 

railroad and runs beside it for a quarter of a mile, so as to shrink away from a certain 

desolate area of land. This is a valley of ashes — a fantastic farm where ashes grow like 

wheat into ridges and hills and grotesque gardens; where ashes take the forms of houses 

and chimneys and rising smoke and, finally, with a transcendent effort, of men who 

move dimly and already crumbling through the powdery air. Occasionally a line of gray 

cars crawls along an invisible track, gives out a ghastly creak, and comes to rest, and 

immediately the ash-gray men swarm up with leaden spades and stir up an 

impenetrable cloud, which screens their obscure operations from your sight. But above 

the gray land and the spasms of bleak dust which drift endlessly over it, you perceive, 

after a moment, the eyes of Doctor T. J. Eckleburg. The eyes of Doctor T. J. Eckleburg 

are blue and gigantic — their irises are one yard high. They look out of no face, but, 

instead, from a pair of enormous yellow spectacles which pass over a nonexistent nose. 

Evidently some wild wag of an oculist set them there to fatten his practice in the 

borough of Queens, and then sank down himself into eternal blindness, or forgot them 

and moved away. But his eyes, dimmed a little by many paintless days, under sun and 

rain, brood on over the solemn dumping ground. 

 

 

Chapter 3 

Passage 1 

A stout, middle-aged man, with enormous owl-eyed spectacles, was sitting 

somewhat drunk on the edge of a great table, staring with unsteady concentration at the 



shelves of books. As we entered he wheeled excitedly around and examined Jordan from 

head to foot. 

“What do you think?” he demanded impetuously. 

“About what?” He waved his hand toward the book-shelves. 

“About that. As a matter of fact you needn’t bother to ascertain. I ascertained. 

They’re real.” 

“The books?” 

He nodded. 

“Absolutely real — have pages and everything. I thought they’d be a nice durable 

cardboard. Matter of fact, they’re absolutely real. Pages and — Here! Lemme show you.” 

Taking our scepticism for granted, he rushed to the bookcases and returned with 

Volume One of the “Stoddard Lectures.” 

“See!” he cried triumphantly. “It’s a bona-fide piece of printed matter. It fooled me. 

This fella’s a regular Belasco. It’s a triumph. What thoroughness! What realism! Knew 

when to stop, too — didn’t cut the pages. But what do you want? What do you expect?” 

He snatched the book from me and replaced it hastily on its shelf, muttering that if 

one brick was removed the whole library was liable to collapse. 

 

 

Passage 2 

“Much better.” I turned again to my new acquaintance. “This is an unusual party for               

me. I haven’t even seen the host. I live over there ——” I waved my hand at the invisible                   

hedge in the distance, “and this man Gatsby sent over his chauffeur with an invitation.”               

For a moment he looked at me as if he failed to understand. 

“I’m Gatsby,” he said suddenly. 

“What!” I exclaimed. “Oh, I beg your pardon.” 



“I thought you knew, old sport. I’m afraid I’m not a very good host.” 

He smiled understandingly — much more than understandingly. It was one of those             

rare smiles with a quality of eternal reassurance in it, that you may come across four or                 

five times in life. It faced — or seemed to face — the whole external world for an instant,                   

and then concentrated on you with an irresistible prejudice in your favor. It understood              

you just so far as you wanted to be understood, believed in you as you would like to                  

believe in yourself, and assured you that it had precisely the impression of you that, at                

your best, you hoped to convey. Precisely at that point it vanished — and I was looking                 

at an elegant young rough-neck, a year or two over thirty, whose elaborate formality of               

speech just missed being absurd. Some time before he introduced himself I’d got a              

strong impression that he was picking his words with care. 

 

Chapter 5 Annotations 

Passage 1 

We went in. To my overwhelming surprise the living-room was deserted. 

“Well, that’s funny,” I exclaimed. 

“What’s funny?” 

She turned her head as there was a light dignified knocking at the front door. I went                 

out and opened it. Gatsby, pale as death, with his hands plunged like weights in his coat                 

pockets, was standing in a puddle of water glaring tragically into my eyes. 

With his hands still in his coat pockets he stalked by me into the hall, turned sharply                 

as if he were on a wire, and disappeared into the living-room. It wasn’t a bit funny.                 

Aware of the loud beating of my own heart I pulled the door to against the increasing                 

rain. 



For half a minute there wasn’t a sound. Then from the living-room I heard a sort of                 

choking murmur and part of a laugh, followed by Daisy’s voice on a clear artificial note:                

“I certainly am awfully glad to see you again.” 

A pause; it endured horribly. I had nothing to do in the hall, so I went into the room. 

Gatsby, his hands still in his pockets, was reclining against the mantelpiece in a              

strained counterfeit of perfect ease, even of boredom. His head leaned back so far that it                

rested against the face of a defunct mantelpiece clock, and from this position his              

distraught eyes stared down at Daisy, who was sitting, frightened but graceful, on the              

edge of a stiff chair. 

“We’ve met before,” muttered Gatsby. His eyes glanced momentarily at me, and his             

lips parted with an abortive attempt at a laugh. Luckily the clock took this moment to tilt                 

dangerously at the pressure of his head, whereupon he turned and caught it with              

trembling fingers, and set it back in place. Then he sat down, rigidly, his elbow on the                 

arm of the sofa and his chin in his hand. 

“I’m sorry about the clock,” he said. 

My own face had now assumed a deep tropical burn. I couldn’t muster up a single                

commonplace out of the thousand in my head. 

“It’s an old clock,” I told them idiotically. 

I think we all believed for a moment that it had smashed in pieces on the floor. 

“We haven’t met for many years,” said Daisy, her voice as matter-of-fact as it could               

ever be. 

“Five years next November.” 

The automatic quality of Gatsby’s answer set us all back at least another minute. I               

had them both on their feet with the desperate suggestion that they help me make tea in                 

the kitchen when the demoniac Finn brought it in on a tray. 



Amid the welcome confusion of cups and cakes a certain physical decency            

established itself. Gatsby got himself into a shadow and, while Daisy and I talked, looked               

conscientiously from one to the other of us with tense, unhappy eyes. However, as              

calmness wasn’t an end in itself, I made an excuse at the first possible moment, and got                 

to my feet. 

 

Passage 2  

We went up-stairs, through period bedrooms swathed in rose and lavender silk and             
vivid with new flowers, through dressing-rooms and poolrooms, and bathrooms with           
sunken baths — intruding into one chamber where a dishevelled man in pajamas was              
doing liver exercises on the floor. It was Mr. Klipspringer, the “boarder.” I had seen him                
wandering hungrily about the beach that morning. Finally we came to Gatsby’s own             
apartment, a bedroom and a bath, and an Adam study, where we sat down and drank a                 
glass of some Chartreuse he took from a cupboard in the wall. 

He hadn’t once ceased looking at Daisy, and I think he revalued everything in his               
house according to the measure of response it drew from her well-loved eyes.             
Sometimes, too, he stared around at his possessions in a dazed way, as though in her                
actual and astounding presence none of it was any longer real. Once he nearly toppled               
down a flight of stairs. 

His bedroom was the simplest room of all — except where the dresser was garnished               
with a toilet set of pure dull gold. Daisy took the brush with delight, and smoothed her                 
hair, whereupon Gatsby sat down and shaded his eyes and began to laugh. 

“It’s the funniest thing, old sport,” he said hilariously. “I can’t — When I try to ——” 
He had passed visibly through two states and was entering upon a third. After his               

embarrassment and his unreasoning joy he was consumed with wonder at her presence.             
He had been full of the idea so long, dreamed it right through to the end, waited with his                   
teeth set, so to speak, at an inconceivable pitch of intensity. Now, in the reaction, he was                 
running down like an overwound clock. 

Recovering himself in a minute he opened for us two hulking patent cabinets which              
held his massed suits and dressing-gowns and ties, and his shirts, piled like bricks in               
stacks a dozen high. 

“I’ve got a man in England who buys me clothes. He sends over a selection of things                 
at the beginning of each season, spring and fall.” 

He took out a pile of shirts and began throwing them, one by one, before us, shirts of                  
sheer linen and thick silk and fine flannel, which lost their folds as they fell and covered                 
the table in many-colored disarray. While we admired he brought more and the soft rich               
heap mounted higher — shirts with stripes and scrolls and plaids in coral and              
apple-green and lavender and faint orange, and monograms of Indian blue. Suddenly,            
with a strained sound, Daisy bent her head into the shirts and began to cry stormily. 



“They’re such beautiful shirts,” she sobbed, her voice muffled in the thick folds. “It              
makes me sad because I’ve never seen such — such beautiful shirts before.” 
After the house, we were to see the grounds and the swimming-pool, and the hydroplane               
and the mid-summer flowers — but outside Gatsby’s window it began to rain again, so               
we stood in a row looking at the corrugated surface of the Sound. 

“If it wasn’t for the mist we could see your home across the bay,” said Gatsby. “You                 
always have a green light that burns all night at the end of your dock.” 

Daisy put her arm through his abruptly, but he seemed absorbed in what he had just                
said. Possibly it had occurred to him that the colossal significance of that light had now                
vanished forever. Compared to the great distance that had separated him from Daisy it              
had seemed very near to her, almost touching her. It had seemed as close as a star to the                   
moon. Now it was again a green light on a dock. His count of enchanted objects had                 
diminished by one. 
 
 

The Great Gatsby​  Chapter 6 Annotations 
 

Passage 1: focus on the areas of creation and invention 
 

It was a random shot, and yet the reporter’s instinct was right. Gatsby’s notoriety, 

spread about by the hundreds who had accepted his hospitality and so become 

authorities on his past, had increased all summer until he fell just short of being news. 

Contemporary legends such as the “underground pipe-line to Canada” attached 

themselves to him, and there was one persistent story that he didn’t live in a house at all, 

but in a boat that looked like a house and was moved secretly up and down the Long 

Island shore. Just why these inventions were a source of satisfaction to James Gatz of 

North Dakota, isn’t easy to say.  

James Gatz — that was really, or at least legally, his name. He had changed it at 

the age of seventeen and at the specific moment that witnessed the beginning of his 

career — when he saw Dan Cody’s yacht drop anchor over the most insidious flat on 

Lake Superior. It was James Gatz who had been loafing along the beach that afternoon 

in a torn green jersey and a pair of canvas pants, but it was already Jay Gatsby who 

borrowed a rowboat, pulled out to the Tuolomee, and informed Cody that a wind might 

catch him and break him up in half an hour.  



I suppose he’d had the name ready for a long time, even then. His parents were 

shiftless and unsuccessful farm people — his imagination had never really accepted 

them as his parents at all. The truth was that Jay Gatsby of West Egg, Long Island, 

sprang from his Platonic conception of himself. He was a son of God — a phrase which, 

if it means anything, means just that — and he must be about His Father’s business, the 

service of a vast, vulgar, and meretricious beauty. So he invented just the sort of Jay 

Gatsby that a seventeen-year-old boy would be likely to invent, and to this conception he 

was faithful to the end. 

 

 
Passage 2: focus on the area of figurative language (symbolism, metaphor, imagery, etc.)  

 
He talked a lot about the past, and I gathered that he wanted to recover 

something, some idea of himself perhaps, that had gone into loving Daisy. His life had 

been confused and disordered since then, but if he could once return to a certain 

starting place and go over it all slowly, he could find out what that thing was. . .  

. . . One autumn night, five years before, they had been walking down the street 

when the leaves were falling, and they came to a place where there were no trees and the 

sidewalk was white with moonlight. They stopped here and turned toward each other. 

Now it was a cool night with that mysterious excitement in it which comes at the two 

changes of the year. The quiet lights in the houses were humming out into the darkness 

and there was a stir and bustle among the stars. Out of the corner of his eye Gatsby saw 

that the blocks of the sidewalks really formed a ladder and mounted to a secret place 

above the trees — he could climb to it, if he climbed alone, and once there he could suck 

on the pap of life, gulp down the incomparable milk of wonder.  

His heart beat faster and faster as Daisy’s white face came up to his own. He knew 

that when he kissed this girl, and forever wed his unutterable visions to her perishable 

breath, his mind would never romp again like the mind of God. So he waited, listening 

for a moment longer to the tuning-fork that had been struck upon a star. Then he kissed 



her. At his lips’ touch she blossomed for him like a flower and the incarnation was 

complete.  

Through all he said, even through his appalling sentimentality, I was reminded of 

something — an elusive rhythm, a fragment of lost words, that I had heard somewhere a 

long time ago. For a moment a phrase tried to take shape in my mouth and my lips 

parted like a dumb man’s, as though there was more struggling upon them than a wisp 

of startled air. But they made no sound, and what I had almost remembered was 

uncommunicable forever. 

 

Chapter 7 Annotations 
 

Passage 1: What are Tom and George Wilson feeling and thinking in this scene? 
We were all irritable now with the fading ale, and aware of it we drove for a while in silence.                    

Then as Doctor T. J. Eckleburg’s faded eyes came into sight down the road, I remembered                
Gatsby’s caution about gasoline. 

“We’ve got enough to get us to town,” said Tom. 
“But there’s a garage right here,” objected Jordan. “I don’t want to get stalled in this baking                 

heat.” Tom threw on both brakes impatiently, and we slid to an abrupt dusty stop under                
Wilson’s sign. After a moment the proprietor emerged from the interior of his establishment and               
gazed hollow-eyed at the car. 

“Let’s have some gas!” cried Tom roughly. “What do you think we stopped for — to admire                 
the view?” 

“I’m sick,” said Wilson without moving. “Been sick all day.” 
“What’s the matter?” 
“I’m all run down.” 
“Well, shall I help myself?” Tom demanded. “You sounded well enough on the phone.” 
With an effort Wilson left the shade and support of the doorway and, breathing hard,               

unscrewed the cap of the tank. In the sunlight his face was green. 
“I didn’t mean to interrupt your lunch,” he said. “But I need money pretty bad, and I was                  

wondering what you were going to do with your old car.” 
“How do you like this one?” inquired Tom. “I bought it last week.” 
“It’s a nice yellow one,” said Wilson, as he strained at the handle. 
“Like to buy it?” 
“Big chance,” Wilson smiled faintly. “No, but I could make some money on the other.” 
“What do you want money for, all of a sudden?” 
“I’ve been here too long. I want to get away. My wife and I want to go West.” 
“Your wife does,” exclaimed Tom, startled. 
“She’s been talking about it for ten years.” He rested for a moment against the pump,                

shading his eyes. “And now she’s going whether she wants to or not. I’m going to get her away.” 
The coupe flashed by us with a flurry of dust and the flash of a waving hand. 



“What do I owe you?” demanded Tom harshly. 
“I just got wised up to something funny the last two days,” remarked Wilson. “That’s why I                 

want to get away. That’s why I been bothering you about the car.” 
“What do I owe you?” 
“Dollar twenty.” 
The relentless beating heat was beginning to confuse me and I had a bad moment there                

before I realized that so far his suspicions hadn’t alighted on Tom. He had discovered that                
Myrtle had some sort of life apart from him in another world, and the shock had made him                  
physically sick. I stared at him and then at Tom, who had made a parallel discovery less than an                   
hour before — and it occurred to me that there was no difference between men, in intelligence or                  
race, so profound as the difference between the sick and the well. Wilson was so sick that he                  
looked guilty, unforgivably guilty — as if he had just got some poor girl with child. 

“I’ll let you have that car,” said Tom. “I’ll send it over to-morrow afternoon.” 
That locality was always vaguely disquieting, even in the broad glare of afternoon, and now I                

turned my head as though I had been warned of something behind. Over the ashheaps the giant                 
eyes of Doctor T. J. Eckleburg kept their vigil, but I perceived, after a moment, that other eyes                  
were regarding us with peculiar intensity from less than twenty feet away. 

In one of the windows over the garage the curtains had been moved aside a little, and 
Myrtle Wilson was peering down at the car. So engrossed was she that she had no consciousness 
of being observed, and one emotion after another crept into her face like objects into a slowly 
developing picture. Her expression was curiously familiar — it was an expression I had often 
seen on women’s faces, but on Myrtle Wilson’s face it seemed purposeless and inexplicable until 
I realized that her eyes, wide with jealous terror, were fixed not on Tom, but on Jordan Baker, 
whom she took to be his wife. 

 
Passage 2: What are Daisy and Gatsby thinking and feeling in this scene? 

Gatsby walked over and stood beside her. 
“Daisy, that’s all over now,” he said earnestly. “It doesn’t matter any more. Just tell him the                 

truth — that you never loved him — and it’s all wiped out forever.” 
She looked at him blindly. “Why — how could I love him — possibly?” 
“You never loved him.” 
She hesitated. Her eyes fell on Jordan and me with a sort of appeal, as though she realized                  

at last what she was doing — and as though she had never, all along, intended doing anything at                   
all. But it was done now. It was too late. 

“I never loved him,” she said, with perceptible reluctance. 
“Not at Kapiolani?” demanded Tom suddenly. 
“No.” 
From the ballroom beneath, muffled and suffocating chords were drifting up on hot waves              

of air. 
“Not that day I carried you down from the Punch Bowl to keep your shoes dry?” There was a                   

husky tenderness in his tone.. .. “Daisy?” 
“Please don’t.” Her voice was cold, but the rancor was gone from it. She looked at Gatsby.                 

“There, Jay,” she said — but her hand as she tried to light a cigarette was trembling. Suddenly                  
she threw the cigarette and the burning match on the carpet. 



“Oh, you want too much!” she cried to Gatsby. “I love you now — isn’t that enough? I can’t                   
help what’s past.” She began to sob helplessly. “I did love him once — but I loved you too.” 

Gatsby’s eyes opened and closed. 
“You loved me ​too​ ?” he repeated. 
“Even that’s a lie,” said Tom savagely. “She didn’t know you were alive. Why — there’re                

things between Daisy and me that you’ll never know, things that neither of us can ever forget.” 
The words seemed to bite physically into Gatsby. 
“I want to speak to Daisy alone,” he insisted. “She’s all excited now ——” 
“Even alone I can’t say I never loved Tom,” she admitted in a pitiful voice. “It wouldn’t be                  

true.” 
“Of course it wouldn’t,” agreed Tom. 
She turned to her husband. 
“As if it mattered to you,” she said. 

 
 

Chapter 8 Passages 
 
Passage 1: Gatsby’s disguise, and his feelings towards Daisy 

It was this night that he told me the strange story of his youth with Dan Cody — told it to me                      

because “Jay Gatsby.” had broken up like glass against Tom’s hard malice, and the long secret                

extravaganza was played out. I think that he would have acknowledged anything now, without              

reserve, but he wanted to talk about Daisy. 

She was the first “nice” girl he had ever known. In various unrevealed capacities he had                

come in contact with such people, but always with indiscernible barbed wire between. He found               

her excitingly desirable. He went to her house, at first with other officers from Camp Taylor,                

then alone. It amazed him — he had never been in such a beautiful house before, but what gave                   

it an air of breathless intensity, was that Daisy lived there — it was as casual a thing to her as his                      

tent out at camp was to him. There was a ripe mystery about it, a hint of bedrooms up-stairs                   

more beautiful and cool than other bedrooms, of gay and radiant activities taking place through               

its corridors, and of romances that were not musty and laid away already in lavender but fresh                 

and breathing and redolent of this year’s shining motor-cars and of dances whose flowers were               

scarcely withered. It excited him, too, that many men had already loved Daisy — it increased her                 

value in his eyes. He felt their presence all about the house, pervading the air with the shades                  

and echoes of still vibrant emotions. 



But he knew that he was in Daisy’s house by a colossal accident. However glorious might be                 

his future as Jay Gatsby, he was at present a penniless young man without a past, and at any                   

moment the invisible cloak of his uniform might slip from his shoulders. So he made the most of                  

his time. He took what he could get, ravenously and unscrupulously — eventually he took Daisy                

one still October night, took her because he had no real right to touch her hand. 

He might have despised himself, for he had certainly taken her under false pretenses. I               

don’t mean that he had traded on his phantom millions, but he had deliberately given Daisy a                 

sense of security; he let her believe that he was a person from much the same stratum as herself                   

— that he was fully able to take care of her. As a matter of fact, he had no such facilities — he had                        

no comfortable family standing behind him, and he was liable at the whim of an impersonal                

government to be blown anywhere about the world. 

But he didn’t despise himself and it didn’t turn out as he had imagined. He had intended,                 

probably, to take what he could and go — but now he found that he had committed himself to                   

the following of a grail. He knew that Daisy was extraordinary, but he didn’t realize just how                 

extraordinary a “nice” girl could be. She vanished into her rich house, into her rich, full life,                 

leaving Gatsby — nothing. He felt married to her, that was all. 

When they met again, two days later, it was Gatsby who was breathless, who was, somehow,                

betrayed. Her porch was bright with the bought luxury of star-shine; the wicker of the settee                

squeaked fashionably as she turned toward him and he kissed her curious and lovely mouth. She                

had caught a cold, and it made her voice huskier and more charming than ever, and Gatsby was                  

overwhelmingly aware of the youth and mystery that wealth imprisons and preserves, of the              

freshness of many clothes, and of Daisy, gleaming like silver, safe and proud above the hot                

struggles of the poor. 

 

Passage 2: foreshadowing of what will happen to Gatsby 

It was nine o’clock when we finished breakfast and went out on the porch. The night had                 

made a sharp difference in the weather and there was an autumn flavor in the air. The gardener,                  

the last one of Gatsby’s former servants, came to the foot of the steps. 



“I’m going to drain the pool to-day, Mr. Gatsby. Leaves’ll start falling pretty soon, and then                

there’s always trouble with the pipes.” 

“Don’t do it to-day,” Gatsby answered. He turned to me apologetically. “You know, old              

sport, I’ve never used that pool all summer?” 

I looked at my watch and stood up. 

“Twelve minutes to my train.” 

I didn’t want to go to the city. I wasn’t worth a decent stroke of work, but it was more than                     

that — I didn’t want to leave Gatsby. I missed that train, and then another, before I could get                   

myself away. 

“I’ll call you up,” I said finally. 

“Do, old sport.” 

“I’ll call you about noon.” 

We walked slowly down the steps. 

“I suppose Daisy’ll call too.” He looked at me anxiously, as if he hoped I’d corroborate this. 

“I suppose so.” 

“Well, good-by.” 

We shook hands and I started away. Just before I reached the hedge I remembered               

something and turned around. 

“They’re a rotten crowd,” I shouted across the lawn. “You’re worth the whole damn bunch               

put together.” 

I’ve always been glad I said that. It was the only compliment I ever gave him, because I                  

disapproved of him from beginning to end. First he nodded politely, and then his face broke into                 

that radiant and understanding smile, as if we’d been in ecstatic cahoots on that fact all the time.                  

His gorgeous pink rag of a suit made a bright spot of color against the white steps, and I thought                    

of the night when I first came to his ancestral home, three months before. The lawn and drive                  

had been crowded with the faces of those who guessed at his corruption — and he had stood on                   

those steps, concealing his incorruptible dream, as he waved them good-by. 

 
 


