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Quotes

Nick –

“There was so much to read for on thing and so much fine health to be pulled down out of the young breath-giving air.  I bought a dozen volumes on banking and credit and investment securities and they stood on my shelf in red and gold like new money from the mint, promising to unfold the shining secrets that only Midas and Morgan and Maecenas knew.  And I had the high intention of reading many other books besides.  I was rather literary in college—one year for the “Yale News”—and now I was going to bring back all such things into my life and become again that most limited of all specialists, the “well-rounded” man.”  (P. 8)

“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…” (P. 9)
“I graduated from New Haven in 1915, just a quarter of a century after my father, and a little later I participated in that delayed Teutonic migration known as the Great War.  I enjoyed the counter raid so thoroughly that I came back restless.  Instead of being the warm center of the world the middle-west now seemed like the ragged edge of the universe-so I decided to go east and learn the bond business.” (P. 7)
Gatsby –

“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.” (P. 25)

“’The pompadour!  You never told me you had a pompadour—or a yacht.’” (P. 99)

“I thought of Gatsby’s wonder when he first picked out the green light at the end of Daisy’s dock. He had come a long way to this blue lawn and his dream must have seemed so close that he could hardly fail to grasp it.  He did not know that it was already behind him; somewhere back in the vast obscurity beyond the city, where the dark fields of the republic rolled on under the night.” (P. 189)

Daisy –

“She went with a slightly older crowd—when she went with anyone at all.  Wild rumors wee circulating about her—how her mother had found her packing her bag one winter night to go to New York and say goodbye to a soldier who was going overseas.  She was effectually prevented, but she wasn’t on speaking terms with her family for several weeks… In February she was presumably engaged to a man from New Orleans.  In June she married Tom Buchanan of Chicago with more pomp and circumstance than Louisville ever knew before.”(P. 80)

“The other girl, Daisy, made an attempt to rise—she leaned slightly forward with a conscientious expression—then she laughed, and absurd, charming little laugh, and I laughed too and came forward into the room” (P. 13)

“They were careless people, Tom and Daisy—they smashed up things and creatures and then retreated back into their money or their vast carelessness or whatever it was that kept them together, and let other people clean up the mess they had made….”  (p. 187)

Tom –

“’Tom’s got some woman in New York.’” (P. 19)

‘“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.’” (P. 17)

“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 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.”  (P. 11)

“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 like and there were men at new Haven who had hated his guts.” (P. 11)  

“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 strata as herself—that he was fully able to take care of her.” (P. 156).  

Jordan –

“‘ These things excite me so,’ she whispered.  ‘if you want to kiss me any time during the evening, Nick, just let me know and I’ll be glad to arrange it for you.  Just mention my name.  Or present a green card. I’m giving out green—‘” (P. 111)

“Jordan Baker instinctively avoided clever shrewd men and now I saw that this was because she felt safer on a plane where any divergence from a code would be thought impossible.” (P. 63)

“She was incurably dishonest.  She wasn’t able to endure being at a disadvantage, and given this unwillingness I suppose she had begun dealing in subterfuges when she was very young in order to keep that cool insolent smile turned to the world and yet satisfy the demands of her hard jaunty body.” (p. 63)

Myrtle  - 

“Mrs. Wilson had changed her costume some time before and was now attired in an elaborate afternoon dress of cream colored chiffon which gave out a continual rustle as she swept about the room. With the influence of the dress her personality had also undergone a change.  The intense vitality that had been so remarkable in the garage was converted into impressive hauteur.  Her laughter, her gestures, her assertions became more violently affected moment by moment and as she expanded the room grew smaller around her until she seemed to be revolving on a noisy, creaking pivot through the smoky air.” (P.35)

“Then I heard footsteps on a stairs and in a moment the thickish figure of a woman blocked out the light from the office door.  She was in the middle thirties, and faintly stout, but she carried her surplus flesh sensuously as some women can.  Her face, above a spotted dress of dark blue crepe-de-chine, contained no facet or gleam of beauty but there was an immediately perceptible vitality about her as if the nerves of her body were continually smouldering.” (P. 29-30)

“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 fce 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.”  (P. 131)

George –

“He was a blonde, spiritless man, anaemic and faintly handsome.” (P. 29)

“One of the three shops it contained was for rent and another was an all-night restaurant approached by a trail of ashes; the third was a garage—Repairs.  GEORGE B. WILSON. Cars Bought and Sold—and I followed Tom inside.”  (P. 29)

“I can’t complain,” answered Wilson unconvincingly.

“When are you going to sell me that car?” (P. 29)
