Meeting Gatsby

There was music from my neighbor's house through the summer nights. In his blue gardens men and
girls came and went like moths among the whisperings and the champagne and the stars. (...) On
week-ends his Rolls-Royce became an omnibus, bearing parties to and from the city, between nine in
the morning and long past midnight, while his station wagon scampered like a brisk yellow bug to
meet all trains. And on Mondays eight servants including an extra gardener toiled all day with mops
and scrubbing-brushes and hammers and garden-shears, repairing the ravages of the night before.

Every Friday five crates of oranges and lemons arrived from a fruiterer in New York--every Monday
these same oranges and lemons left his back door in a pyramid of pulpless halves. There was a
machine in the kitchen which could extract the juice of two hundred oranges in half an hour, if a little
button was pressed two hundred times by a butler's thumb.

At least once a fortnight a corps of caterers came down with several hundred feet of canvas and
enough colored lights to make a Christmas tree of Gatsby's enormous garden. On buffet tables,
garnished with glistening hors-d'oeuvre, spiced baked hams crowded against salads of harlequin
designs and pastry pigs and turkeys bewitched to a dark gold. In the main hall a bar with a real brass
rail was set up, and stocked with gins and liquors and with cordials so long forgotten that most of his
female guests were too young to know one from another.

By seven o'clock the orchestra has arrived--no thin five-piece affair but a whole pitful of oboes and
trombones and saxophones and viols and cornets and piccolos and low and high drums. The last
swimmers have come in from the beach now and are dressing upstairs; the cars from New York are
parked five deep in the drive, and already the halls and,salons and verandas are gaudy with primary
colors and hair shorn in strange new ways and shawls beyond the dreams of Castile. The bar is in full
swing and floating rounds of cocktails permeate the garden outside until the air is alive with chatter
and laughter and casual innuendo and introductions forgotten on the spot and enthusiastic meetings
between women who never knew each other's names. (...)

| believe that on the first night | went to Gatsby's house | was one of the few guests who had actually
been invited. People were no invited--they went there. They got into automobiles which bore them out
to Long Island and somehow they ended up at Gatsby's door. Once there they were introduced by
somebody who knew Gatsby and after that they conducted themselves according to the rules of
behavior associated with amusement parks. Sometimes they came and went without having met
Gatsby at all, came for the party with a simplicity of heart that was its own ticket of admission.

| had been actually invited. A chauffeur in a uniform of robin's egg blue crossed my lawn early that
Saturday morning with a surprisingly formal note from his employer--the honor would be entirely
Gatsby's, it said, if | would attend his "little party" that night. (...)

Dressed up in white flannels | went over to his lawn a little after seven and wandered around rather ill-
at-ease among swirls and eddies of people | didn't know--though here and there was a face | had
noticed on the commuting train. | was immediately struck by the number of young Englishmen dotted
about; all well dressed, all looking a little hungry and all talking in low earnest voices to solid and
prosperous Americans. They were agonizingly aware of the easy money in the vicinity and convinced
that it was theirs for a few words in the right key.

As soon as | arrived | made an attempt to find my host but the two or three people of whom | asked
his whereabouts stared at me in such an amazed way and denied so vehemently any knowledge of
his movements that | slunk off in the direction of the cocktail table (...).

| was with Jordan Baker. | was enjoying myself now. | had taken two finger bowls of champagne and
the scene had changed before my eyes into something significant, elemental and profound.

At a lull in the entertainment the man looked at me and smiled.
"Your face is familiar," he said, politely. "Weren't you in the Third Division during the war?"
"Why, yes. | was in the Ninth Machine-Gun Battalion."



"l was in the Seventh Infantry until June nineteen-eighteen. | knew I'd seen you somewhere before."

We talked for a moment about some wet, grey little villages in France.

| turned again to my new acquaintance. "This is an unusual party for me. | haven't even seen the host.
| live over there----" | 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!" | exclaimed. "Oh, | beg your pardon."

"l thought you knew, old sport. I'm afraid I'm not a very good host."

He smiled understandingly. (...) | 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.

Almost at the moment when Mr. Gatsby identified himself a butler hurried toward him with the
information that Chicago was calling him on the wire. He excused himself with a small bow (...).
When he was gone | turned immediately to Jordan--constrained to assure her of my surprise. | had
expected that Mr. Gatsby would be a florid and corpulent person in his middle years.

F.Scott Fitzgerald, The Great Gatsby, chapter 3, 1925
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