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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 coloured 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, with 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.’ (F. Scott Fitzgerald, The Great Gatsby (London: Penguin, 1972) p.99)

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.  (p.105)

The bar, where we glanced first, was crowded, but Gatsby was not there.  She couldn’t find him from the top of the steps, and he wasn’t on the veranda.  On a chance we tried an important-looking door, and walked into a high Gothic library, panelled with carved English Oak, and probably transported complete from some ruin overseas.

    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.

    ‘Who brought you?’ he demanded.  ‘Or did you just come?  I was brought.  Most people were brought.’

    Jordan looked at him alertly, cheerfully, without answering.

    ‘I was brought by a woman named Roosevelt,’ he continued.  ‘Mrs Claud Roosevelt.  Do you know her?  I met her somewhere last night.  I’ve been drunk for about a week now, and I thought it might sober me up to sit in a library.’

    ‘Has it?’

    ‘A little bit, I think.  I can’t tell yet.  I’ve only been here an hour.  Did I tell you about the books?  They’re real.  They’re - ’  (pp.51-2)

‘World’ and ‘work’ are in ‘…continual mutual interaction….The work and the world represented within it enter the real world and enrich it, and the real world enters the work and its world as part of the process of its creation, as well as part of its subsequent life, in a continual renewing of the work through the creative perception of its listeners and readers.’ (M. M. Bakhtin, ‘Forms of Time and of the Chronotope in the Novel: Notes Toward a Historical Poetics’, in The Dialogic Imagination: Four Essays, ed. Michael Holquist, trans. Caryl Emerson & Michael Holquist (Austin: University of Texas Press, 1981), p.254.)

I wanted to get out and walk eastward toward the park through the soft twilight, but each time I tried to go I became entangled in some wild, strident argument which pulled me back, as if with ropes, into my chair.  Yet high over the city our line of yellow windows must have contributed their share of human secrecy to the casual watcher in the darkening street, and I saw him too, looking up and wondering.  I was within and without, simultaneously enchanted and repelled by the inexhaustible variety of life. (Fitzgerald, pp.41-2)

    ‘Who is this Gatsby anyhow?’ demanded Tom suddenly.  ‘Some big bootlegger?’

    ‘Where’d you hear that?’ I inquired.

    ‘I didn’t hear it.  I imagined it.  A lot of these newly rich people are just big bootleggers, you know.’….//

    ‘I’d like to know who he is and what he does,’ insisted Tom.  ‘And I think I’ll make a point of finding out.’  (pp.114-5)

    Gatsby believed in the green light, the orgastic future that year by year recedes before us.  It eluded us then, but that’s no matter – tomorrow we will run faster, stretch out our arms further…And one fine morning – 

    So we beat on, boats against the current, borne back ceaselessly into the past.  (p.188)

