Chapter 6

1. 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.

2. For a while these reveries provided an outlet for his imagination; they were a satisfactory hint of the unreality of reality, a promise that the rock of th4e world was founded securely on a fairy’s wing.

3. It is invariably saddening to look through new eyes at things upon which you have expended your own powers of adjustment.

4. “Go ahead,” Daisy answered genially, “and if you want to take down any addresses here’s my little gold pencil.”

5. But the rest offended her—and arguably because it wasn’t a gesture but an emotion. . . . She saw something awful in the very simplicity she failed to understand.

6. What would happen now in the dim, incalculable hours? Perhaps some unbelievable guest would arrive, a person infinitely rare and to be marveled at, some authentically radiant young girl who with one fresh glace at Gatsby, one moment of magical encounter, would blot out five years of unwavering devotion.

7. “Can’t repeat the past?” he cried incredulously. “Why of course you can!”

8. Out of the corner of his eye Gatsby saw that the blocks of the sidewalks really formed a ladder and mounted to a secret place above the trees—he could climb to it, if he climbed alone, and once there he could suck on the pap of life, gulp down the incomparable milk of wonder.

