
Gatsby has been murdered 
by Myrtle’s husband. Nick 

is organising the funeral and 
Gastby’s father has just 

arrived.

"I didn't know what you'd want, Mr. Gatsby----"
"Gatz is my name."
"--Mr. Gatz. I thought you might want to take the body West."
He shook his head.
"Jimmy always liked it better down East. He rose up to his position in the East. 
Were you a friend of my boy's, Mr?”
"We were close friends."
"He had a big future before him, you know. He was only a young man, but he 
had a lot of brain power here."
He touched his head impressively, and I nodded.
"If he'd of lived, he'd of been a great man1. A man like James J. Hill. He'd of 
helped build up the country."
"That's true," I said, uncomfortably.
He fumbled at the embroidered coverlet, trying to take it from the bed, and 
lay down stiffly--was instantly asleep.

That night an obviously frightened person called up, and demanded to know 
who I was before he would give his name.
"This is Mr. Carraway," I said.
"Oh!" He sounded relieved. "This is Klipspringer." I was relieved too, for that 
seemed to promise another friend at Gatsby's grave. I didn't want it to be in 
the papers and draw a sightseeing crowd, so I'd been calling up a few people 
myself. They were hard to find.
"The funeral's to-morrow," I said. "Three o'clock, here at the house. I wish 
you'd tell anybody who'd be interested."

1 If he had lived, he would have been a great man

"Oh, I will," he broke out hastily. "Of course I'm not likely to see anybody, but if I 
do."
His tone made me suspicious.
"Of course you'll be there yourself."
"Well, I'll certainly try. What I called up about is----"
"Wait a minute," I interrupted. "How about saying you'll come?"
"Well, the fact is--the truth of the matter is that I'm staying with some people up 
here in Greenwich, and they rather expect me to be with them to-morrow. In 
fact, there's a sort of picnic or something. Of course I'll do my very best to get 
away."
I ejaculated an unrestrained "Huh!" and he must have heard me, for he went on 
nervously:
"What I called up about was a pair of shoes I left there. I wonder if it'd be too 
much trouble to have the butler2 send them on. You see, they're tennis shoes, 
and I'm sort of helpless3 without them. My address is care of B. F.--"
I didn't hear the rest of the name, because I hung up the receiver.
After that I felt a certain shame for Gatsby--one gentleman to whom I 
telephoned implied that he had got what he deserved. However, that was my 
fault, for he was one of those who used to sneer4 most bitterly at Gatsby on the 
courage of Gatsby's liquor, and I should have known better5 than to call him.

The morning of the funeral […] I got back to West Egg in a drizzle. After changing 
my clothes I went next door and found Mr. Gatz walking up and down excitedly 
in the hall. His pride in his son and in his son's possessions was continually 
increasing and now he had something to show me.

"Look here, this is a book he had when he was a boy. It just shows you."
He opened it at the back cover and turned it around for me to see. On the last 
fly-leaf was printed the word SCHEDULE6, and the date September 12, 1906. and 
underneath:

2 Servant 
3 Lost 
4 Mock 
5 I shouldn’t have called him
6 Timetable 



Rise from bed . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 6.00 A.M. 
Dumbbell exercise and wall-scaling . . . . . . 6.15-6.30
Study electricity, etc . . . . . . . . . . . . 7.15-8.15 
Work . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 8.30-4.30 P.M. 
Baseball and sports . . . . . . . . . . . . . 4.30-5.00 
Practice elocution, poise and how to attain it 5.00-6.00
Study needed inventions . . . . . . . . . . . 7.00-9.00

GENERAL RESOLVES 
No wasting time at Shafters or [a name, indecipherable] 
No more smokeing or chewing 
Bath every other day 
Read one improving book or magazine per week 
Save $5.00 (crossed out) $3.00 per week
Be better to parents

"I come across this book by accident," said the old man. "It just shows you, 
don't it?"
"It just shows you."
He was reluctant to close the book, reading each item aloud and then looking 
eagerly at me. I think he rather expected me to copy down the list for my own 
use.
A little before three the Lutheran minister7 arrived from Flushing, and I began 
to look involuntarily out the windows for other cars. So did Gatsby's father. 
And as the time passed and the servants came in and stood waiting in the hall, 
his eyes began to blink anxiously, and he spoke of the rain in a worried, 
uncertain way. The minister glanced8 several times at his watch, so I took him 
aside and asked him to wait for half an hour. But it wasn't any use. Nobody 
came.
About five o'clock our procession of three cars reached the cemetery and 
stopped in a thick drizzle9 beside the gate--first a motor hearse10, horribly 
black and wet, then Mr. Gatz and the minister and I in the limousine, and a 

7 The person who leads the funeral
8 Looked rapidly
9 Rain 
10 The car carrying the coffin

little later four or five servants and the postman from West Egg in Gatsby's 
station wagon, all wet to the skin. As we started through the gate into the 
cemetery I heard a car stop and then the sound of someone splashing after us 
over the soggy ground. I looked around. It was the man with owl-eyed glasses 
whom I had found marvelling over Gatsby's books in the library one night three 
months before. I'd never seen him since then. I don't know how he knew about 
the funeral, or even his name. The rain poured down11 his thick glasses, and he 
took them off and wiped them to see the protecting canvas unrolled from 
Gatsby's grave.

I tried to think about Gatsby then for a moment, but he was already too far 
away, and I could only remember, without resentment, that Daisy hadn't sent a 
message or a flower. Dimly I heard someone murmur, "Blessed are the dead that 
the rain falls on," and then the owl-eyed man said "Amen to that," in a brave 
voice.
We straggled down quickly through the rain to the cars. Owl-eyes spoke to me 
by the gate.
"I couldn't get to the house," he remarked.
"Neither could anybody else."
"Go on!" He started. "Why, my God! They used to go there by the hundreds." He 
took off his glasses and wiped them again, outside and in.
"The poor son-of-a-bitch," he said.

 Pick out each person’s reaction to Gatsby’s death: Nick / Daisy / 
Mr Gatz / Klipspringer / the gentleman called by Nick, the Owl-
eyed man and the rest of Gatsby’s usual guests. What do you think of 
these reactions?

 What remains of Gatsby’s life and efforts after his death?
 Do you think Gatsby was right to desire being somebody else?

11 Fell on
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