Chapter 7
1. So the whole caravansary had fallen like a card house at the disapproval in her eyes.

2. That was it. I’d never understood before. It was full of money—that was the inexhaustible charm that rose and fell in it, the cymbals’ song of it. . . . High in a white palace the king’s daughter, the golden girl. . . .

3. Daisy looked at Tom frowning, and an indefinable expression, at once definitely unfamiliar and vaguely recognizable, as if I had only heard it described in words, passed over Gatsby’s face.

4. I stared at him and then at Tom, who had made a parallel discovery less than an hour before—and it occurred to me that there was no difference between men, in intelligence or race, so profound as the difference between the sick and the well.

5. I wanted to get up and slap him on the back. I had one of those renewals of complete faith in him that I’d experienced before.

6. But with every word she was drawing further and further into herself, so he gave that up, and only the dead dream fought on as the afternoon slipped away trying to touch what was no longer tangible, struggling unhappily, undespairingly, toward that lost voice across the room.

7. I disliked him so much by this time that I didn’t find it necessary to tell him he was wrong.

8. They weren’t happy, and neither of them had touched the chicken or the ale—and yet they weren’t unhappy either. There was an unmistakable air of natural intimacy about the picture, and anybody would have said that they were conspiring together.

