
1) 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. Ny 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.

2) 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. 

What do we learn about Tom’s personality traits from this physical description? What 
animal is he being compared to?

3) 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. 

What is Fitzgerald suggesting about these female characters through their descriptions? 
Then contrast them to Tom’s character. 

4) "Civilization's going to pieces," broke out Tom violently. "I've gotten to be a terrible 
pessimist about things. Have you read 'The Rise of the Colored Empires' by this man 
Goddard?" 

"Why, no," I answered, rather surprised by his tone. 

"Well, it's a fine book, and everybody ought to read it. The idea is if we don't look out the
white race will be--will be utterly submerged. It's all scientific stuff; it's been proved." 

"Tom's getting very profound," said Daisy, with an expression of unthoughtful sadness. 
"He reads deep books with long words in them. What was that word we----" 

"Well, these books are all scientific," insisted Tom, glancing at her impatiently. "This 
fellow has worked out the whole thing. It's up to us, who are the dominant race, to watch 
out or these other races will have control of things." 

"We've got to beat them down," whispered Daisy, winking ferociously toward the fervent
sun. 



"You ought to live in California--" began Miss Baker, but Tom interrupted her by shifting
heavily in his chair. 

"This idea is that we're Nordics. I am, and you are, and you are, and----" After an 
infinitesimal hesitation he included Daisy with a slight nod, and she winked at me again. 
"--And we've produced all the things that go to make civilization--oh, science and art, and
all that. Do you see?" 

What fears does Tom have? 

5) Already it was deep summer on roadhouse roofs and in front of wayside garages, where 
new red gas-pumps sat out in pools of light, and when I reached my estate at West Egg I 
ran the car under its shed and sat for a while on an abandoned grass roller in the yard. The
wind had blown off, leaving a loud, bright night, with wings beating in the trees and a 
persistent organ sound as the full bellows of the earth blew the frogs full of life. The 
silhouette of a moving cat wavered across the moonlight, and turning my head to watch 
it, I saw that I was not alone--fifty feet away a figure had emerged from the shadow of 
my neighbor's mansion and was standing with his hands in his pockets regarding the 
silver pepper of the stars. Something in his leisurely movements and the secure position 
of his feet upon the lawn suggested that it was Mr. Gatsby himself, come out to determine
what share was his of our local heavens. 

I decided to call to him. Miss Baker had mentioned him at dinner, and that would do for 
an introduction. But I didn't call to him, for he gave a sudden intimation that he was 
content to be alone--he stretched out his arms toward the dark water in a curious way, 
and, far as I was from him, I could have sworn he was trembling. Involuntarily I glanced 
seaward--and distinguished nothing except a single green light, minute and far away, that 
might have been the end of a dock. When I looked once more for Gatsby he had 
vanished, and I was alone again in the unquiet darkness. 

First look at the setting. How does the opening few sentences contrast with what follows? Here is your 
first glimpse of Gatsby. What can your surmise about his character? i.


