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	“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.” –Ch. 1 Pg. 6
	The Midwest is more moral and peaceful than the East. In the East, people conduct themselves with little self-control, whereas in the Midwest things are more still and under control.

	“Instead of being the warm center of the world the middle-west now seemed like the ragged edge of the universe…” –Ch.1 Pg.7
	After seeing the world through WWI, Nick no longer sees his hometown as the center of the universe. He thinks of it as rather unsettled and too rural for his young tastes.

	:”Twenty miles from the city a pair of enormous eggs, identical in contour… their dissimilarity in every particular except shape and size” –Ch.1 Pg.9
	The two eggs reflect each other, but Nick says they are dissimilar because (as we later learn) of the “new rich” and the “old rich”

	“I lived at West Egg, the – well, the less fashionable of the two, though this is a superficial tag to express the bizarre and not a little sinister contrast between them.” –Ch. 1 Pg. 9
	Nick, we know is “new money,” so it is fitting that he lives in West Egg. He also points out that the inhabitants of West Egg are more flashy than those of the East. Finally, perhaps the shape of eggs for the inhabitants of the rich represents their hollowness.

	“Across the courtesy bay the white palaces of fashionable East Egg…” –Ch.1 Pg.10
	The inhabitants of East Egg even choose white for their homes, further extolling their carelessness.

	“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 afar 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.” –Ch.1 Pg.26
	Gatsby chose his house in West Egg to be able to watch over Daisy. He can gaze longingly toward the light all he likes, but the reality is that he can never make that jump across the Sound. No matter how hard he tries, Gatsby can never cross the barrier between the “old rich” and the “new rich.”

	“About half way between West Egg and New York the motor-road hastily joins with the railroad… of men who move dimly and already crumbling through the powdery air.” Ch. 2 Pg. 27
	The Valley of Ashes is the wasteland of the book, the only place in the novel where the poor are found. Here, they are lifeless and considered “leftovers” of society, just as the ashes are leftovers from fire.

	“The eyes of Dr. T. J. Eckleburg are blue and gigantic – their retinas 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.” Ch. 2 Pg. 27
	The eyes of Dr. Eckleburg facing toward the Valley of Ashes shows that the moral decay of society, although the same in both Eggs and in Manhattan, is easier to see in the Valley because they have no money to hide it.

	“The interior was unprosperous and bare; the only car visible was a dust-covered wreck of a Ford which crouched in a dim corner. It had occurred o me that this shadow of a garage must be a blind and that sumptuous and romantic apartments were concealed overhead...” Ch. 2 Pg. 29
	Nick is unused to seeing such bare and poor surroundings. He makes a connection between Tom and George Wilson, perhaps implying that George is a poorer, more lifeless version of Tom.

	“A white ashen dust veiled his dark suit and his pale hair as it veiled everything in his vicinity – except his wife, who moved close to Tom” (30).
	George Wilson is ashen and lifeless, just like his home, but his wife is lively. She doesn’t seem to belong in the Valley of Ashes.

	“’I’m going to have the McKees come up,’ she announced as we rose in the elevator. ‘And of course I got to call up my sister too’” (33).
	Myrtle, not Tom, has taken charge here. In fact, her tone here is just like Tom’s tone in his own home.

	“The living room was crowded to the doors with a set of tapestried furniture entirely too large for it so that to move about was to stumble continually over scenes of ladies swinging in the gardens of Versailles” (33).
	The furniture seems too opulent for the room. Perhaps Myrtle is trying to stuff too much of her life into too small a room? Perhaps she is putting her dreams on a foolish hope that will never come true.

	“There was music from my neighbor’s house through the summer nights. In his blue gardens men and girls came and went like moth whisperings and champagne and the stars …” (43).
	Gatsby’s house was the place to be for parties, but he himself never engaged in any of the activities. He is living out his dream of having a massive amount of money, but he’s not enjoying it because the whole purpose was to have Daisy.

	“The room was large and stifling, and, though it was already four o’clock, opening the windows admitted only a gust of hot shrubbery from the Park” (133).
	The heat represents the climax of the story, where all secrets come out. The characters can no longer escape the heat at this point, though they try to.

	“That’s my middle-west – not the wheat or the prairies or the lost Swede towns but the thrilling, returning trains of my youth and the street lamps and sleigh bells in the frosty dark and the shadows of holly wreaths thrown by lighted windows in the snow. I am part of that…” (184).
	Nick claims the middle-west as his own now, and his memories are like those of one nostalgic for one’s birthplace. He doesn’t see the Midwest as the boring “edge of the universe” anymore; in fact, he calls it thrilling.

	“I became aware of the old island here that flowered once for Dutch sailors’ eyes – a fresh, green breast of new world. Its vanished trees, the trees that had made way for Gatsby’s house, had once pandered in whispers to the last and greatest of all human dreams; for a transitory enchanted moment man must have held his breath in the presence of this continent, compelled into an aesthetic contemplation he neither understood nor desired, face to face for the last time in history with something commensurate to his capacity for wonder” (189).
	The fresh island is the embodiment of the American Dream. When the greenery was torn down to make way for Gatsby’s house, the dream was no longer pure.
When the American Dream was first born, right in the eyes of the Dutch sailors, was the only time it was truly alive. After that, greed took over and corrupted it.

This explains the need to return to the past – Americans are looking for a time when their dream was not corrupted, and that only exists in the past.


