
TEACHING AMERICAN HISTORY PROJECT 
 
Lesson Title – The Lost Generation Writers of the 1920s from Lindsey Hepple 
 
Grade ‐ 11 
 
Length of class period – 56 minutes 
 
Inquiry – (What essential question are students answering, what problem are they solving, or 
what decision are they making?) 
 

‐ Who were the lost generation writers? 
‐ How did the works of the “lost generation” writers portray the impact of World War I?  

 
Objectives (What content and skills do you expect students to learn from this lesson?) 
   

‐ Students will identify and describe the underlying themes of the “lost generation” writers using the 
reading selections.  

‐ Students will analyze and evaluate excerpts from two “lost generation” writers:  Ernest Hemingway 
and F. Scott Fitzgerald.  

‐ Students will describe and write about the themes and impact of the “lost generation” writers on 
1920s society.  

 
Materials (What primary sources or local resources are the basis for this lesson?) – (please 
attach) 

‐ Handouts and Excerpts 
 
Activities (What will you and your students do during the lesson to promote learning?) 
 

1. Students will read a brief Introduction to the Lost Generation writers. 
2. In a small group, students will discuss the Introductory reading, generate their own definition for the 

“Lost Generation” and try to describe the meaning behind the name. Groups will share their definitions 
and thoughts to form a class definition.  

3.  Students will work in their small groups to read the primary source selections and create a list of the 
underlying themes in the writing of Hemingway and Fitzgerald.  

4. Students will use their definition and list to respond to the essay prompt:  How did the “lost 
generation” writers portray the impact of World War I?  How do you think the themes in their writing 
influenced 1920s society?   

 
How will you assess what student learned during this lesson? 

‐ Students will be assessed on their written response to the essay prompt at the end of the lesson in 
addition to their handouts and participation in the class activities.   

Connecticut Framework Performance Standards: 

‐ 1.1:  Demonstrate an understanding of significant events and themes in U.S. history.  

o GLE – Analyze how the arts, architecture, music, and literature of the United States reflect its 
history and the homogeneity of its culture.  



‐ 2.1: Assess and gather information from a variety of primary secondary sources (maps, charts, graphs) 

o GLE – find relevant information to answer a history/social studies question.  

 



 

Handout: Introduction to the “Lost Generation” Writers 

The phrase “Lost Generation” refers to a group of prolific writers in the post‐World War I era. The term 
was coined by Gertrude Stein, and applies specifically to those ex‐patriots who left the United States to take 
part of the literary culture of cities such as Paris and London during the 1920s. This group included other 
literary greats like Ezra Pound and T.S. Eliot. The “Lost Generation” writers were skeptical about traditional 
forms of literature and art, and welcomed new forms. They were also generally disillusioned by the large 
number of lives lost in the Great War and rejected many social norms related to appropriate behavior, 
morality, and gender roles. In their quest to find meaning in life (after the great destruction of war), the “Lost 
Generation” writers produced numerous classic pieces of literature.  

 

Group Definition of “Lost Generation”  ‐  

 

 

 

 

Class Definition of “Lost Generation” –  

 

 

 

 

Themes from The Sun Also Rises and The Great Gatsby 



 

Primary Source Documents: 

 

Ernest Hemingway, The Sun Also Rises                F. Scott Fitzgerald, The Great Gatsby 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Excerpt from The Sun Also Rises 

We passed through a town and stopped in front of the posada, and the driver took on several packages. Then we started on 
again, and outside the town the road commenced to mount. We were going through farming country with rocky hills that sloped 

down into the fields. The grain‐fields went up the hillsides. Now as we went higher there was a wind blowing the grain. The road was 
white and dusty, and the dust rose under the wheels and hung in the air behind us. The road climbed up into the hills and left the 

rich grain‐fields below. Now there were only patches of grain on the bare hillsides and on each side of the water‐courses. We turned 
sharply out to the side of the road to give room to pass to a long string of six mules, following one after the other hauling a high‐

hooded wagon loaded with freight. The wagon and the mules were covered with dust. Close behind was another string of mules and 
another wagon. This was loaded with lumber, and the arriero driving the mules leaned back and put on the thick wooden brakes as 

we passed. Up here the country was quite barren and the hills were rocky and hard‐baked clay furrowed by the rain.  

We came around a curve into a town, and on both sides opened out a sudden green valley. A stream went through the 

centre of the town and fields of grapes touched the houses.  

The bus stopped in front of a posada and many of the passengers got down, and a lot of baggage was unstrapped from the 
roof from under the big tarpaulins and lifted down. Bill and I got down and went into the posada. There was a low, dark room with 



saddles and harness, and hay‐forks made of white wood, and clusters of canvas rope‐soled shoes and hams and slabs of bacon and 
white garlics and long sausages hanging from the roof. It was cool and dusky, and we stood in front of a long wooden counter with 

two women behind it serving drinks. Behind them were shelves stacked with supplies and goods.  

We each had an aguardiente and paid forty centimes for the two drinks. I gave the woman fifty centimes to make a tip, and 

she gave me back the copper piece, thinking I had misunderstood the price.  

Two of our Basques came in and insisted on buying a drink. So they bought a drink and then we bought a drink and then 
they slapped us on the back and bought another drink. Then we bought, and then we all went out into the sunlight and the heat, and 

climbed back on top of the bus. There was plenty of room now for every one to sit on the seat, and the Basque who had been lying 
on the tin roof now sat between us. The woman who had been serving drinks came out wiping her hands on her apron and talked to 

somebody inside the bus. Then the driver came out swinging two flat leather mail‐pouches and climbed up, and everybody waving 
we started off.  

The road left the green valley at once, and we were up in the hills again. Bill and the wine‐bottle Basque were having a 

conversation. A man leaned over from the other side of the seat and asked in English: “You’re Americans?” 

“Sure.” 

“I been there,” he said. “Forty years ago.” 

He was an old man, as brown as the others, with the stubble of a white beard. 

“How was it?” 

“What you say?” 

“How was America?” 

“Oh, I was in California. It was fine.” 

“Why did you leave?” 

“What you say?” 

“Why did you come back here?” 

“Oh! I come back to get married. I was going to go back but my wife she don’t like to travel. Where you from?” 

“Kansas City.” 

“I been there,” he said. “ I been in Chicago, St.Louis, Kansas City, Denver, Los Angeles, Salt Lake City.” 

He named them carefully.  

“How long were you over?” 

“Fifteen years. Then I come back and get married.” 

“Have a drink?” 

“All right,” he said. “You can’t get this in America, eh?” 

“There’s plenty of it if you can pay for it.” 

“What you come over here for?” 

“We’re going to the fiesta at Pamplona.” 

“You like the bull‐fights?” 



“Sure. Don’t you?” 

“Yes,” he said. “I guess I like them.” 

Then after a little: 

“Where you go now?” 

“Up to Burguete to fish.” 

“Well,” he said, “I hope you catch something.” 

He shook hands and turned around to the back seat again. The other Basques had been impressed. He sat back comfortably 
and smiled at me when I turned around to look at the country. But the effort of talking American seemed to have tired him. He did 
not say anything after that.  

The bus climbed steadily up the road. The country was barren and rocks stuck up through the clay. There was no grass 
beside the road. Looking back we could see the country spread out below. Far back the fields were squares of green and brown on 
the hillsides. Making the horizon were the brown mountains. They were strangely shaped. As we climbed higher the horizon kept 
changing. As the bus ground slowly up the road we could see other mountains coming up in the south. Then the road came over the 
crest, flattened out, and went into a forest. It was a forest of cork oaks, and the sun came through the trees in patches, and there 
were cattle grazing back in the trees. We went through the forest and the road came out and turned along a rise of land, and out 
ahead of us was a rolling green plain, with dark mountains beyond it. These were not like the brown, heat‐baked mountains we had 
left behind. These were wooded and there were clouds coming down from them. The green plain stretched off. It was cut by fences 
and the white of the road showed through the trunks of a double line of trees that crossed the plain toward the north. As we came 
to the edge of the rise we saw the red roofs and white houses of Burguete ahead strung out on the plain, and away off on the 
shoulder of the first dark mountain was the gray metal‐sheathed roof of the monastery of Roncesvalles.  

“There’s Roncevaux,” I said.  

“Where?” 

“Way off there where the mountain starts.” 

“It’s cold up here,” Bill said. 

“It’s high,” I said. “It must be twelve hundred metres.” 

“It’s awful cold,” Bill said.  

The bus leveled down onto the straight line of road that ran to Burguete. We passed a crossroads and crossed a bridge over 
a stream. The houses of Burguete were along both sides of the road. There were no side‐streets. We passed the church and the 
school‐yard and the bus stopped. We got down and the driver handed down our bags and the rod‐case. A carabineer in his cocked 
hat and yellow leather cross‐straps came up.  

“What’s in there?” he pointed to the rod‐case.  

I opened it and showed him. He asked to see our fishing permits and I got them out. He looked at the date and then waved 
us on.  

“Is that all right?” I asked. 

“Yes. Of course.” 

We went up the street, past the whitewashed stone houses, families sitting in their doorways watching us, to the inn.  

The fat woman who ran the inn came out from the kitchen and shook hands with us. She took off her spectacles, wiped 
them, and put them on again. It was cold in the inn and the wind was starting to blow outside. The woman sent a girl up‐stairs with 
us to show the room. There were two beds, a washstand, a clothes‐chest, and a big, framed steel‐engraving of Nuestra Senora de 
Roncesvalles. The wind was blowing against the shutters. The room was on the north side of the inn. We washed, put on sweaters, 
and came down‐stairs to the dining room. It had a stone floor, low ceiling, and was oak‐panelled. The shutters were all up and it was 
so cold you could see your breath.  



“My God!” said Bill. “It can’t be this cold to‐morrow. I’m not going to wade a stream in this weather.” 

There was an upright piano in the far corner of the room beyond the wooden tables and Bill went over and started to play.  

“I’ve got to keep warm,” he said.  

I went out to find the woman and ask her how much the room and board was. She put her hands under her apron and 
looked away from me.  

“twelve pesetas.” 

“Why, we only paid that in Pamplona.” 

She did not say anything, just took off her glasses and wiped them on her apron.  

“That’s too much,” I said. “ We didn’t pay more than that at a big hotel.” 

“We’ve put in a bathroom.” 

“Haven’t you got anything cheaper?” 

“Not in the summer. Now is the big season.” 

We were the only people in the inn. Well, I thought, it’s only a few days.  

“Is the wine included?” 

“Oh, yes.” 

“Well,” I said. “It’s all right.” 

I went back to Bill. He blew his breath at me to show how cold it was, and went on playing. I sat at one of the tables and 
looked at the pictures on the wall. There was one panel of rabbits, dead, one of pheasants, also dead, and one panel of dead ducks. 
The panels were all dark and smoky‐looking. There was a cupboard full of liqueur bottles. I looked at them all. Bill was still playing. 
“How about a hot rum punch?” he said. “This isn’t going to keep me warm permanently.”  

I went out and told the woman what a rum punch was and how to make it. In a few minutes a girl brought a stone pitcher, 
steaming, into the room. Bill came over from the piano and we drank the hot punch and listened to the wind.  

“There isn’t too much rum in that.” 

I went over to the cupboard and brought the rum bottle and poured a half‐tumblerful into the pitcher.  

“Direct action,” said Bill. “It beats legislation.” 

The girl came in and laid the table for supper. 

“It blows like hell up here,” Bill said.  

The girl brought in a big bowl of hot vegetable soup and the wine. We had fried trout afterward and some sort of a stew 
and a big bowl full of wild strawberries. We did not lose money on the wine, and the girl was shy but nice about bringing it. The old 
woman looked in once and counted the empty bottles.  

After supper we went up‐stairs and smoked and read in bed to keep warm. Once in the night I woke and heard the wind 
blowing. It felt good to be warm and in bed.  

 

 

 



Excerpt from The Great Gatsby 

  At nine o’clock one morning late in July Gatsby’s gorgeous car lurched up the rocky drive to my door and gave out a burst of 

melody from its three‐noted horn. It was the first time he had called on me through I had gone to two of his parties, mounted in his 
hydroplane, and, at his urgent invitation, made frequent use of his beach.  

  “Good morning, old sport. You’re having lunch with me today and I thought we’d ride up together.” 

  He was balancing himself on the dashboard of his car with that resourcefulness of movement that is so peculiarly American 

– that comes, I suppose, with the absence of lifting work or rigid sitting in youth, and even more, with the formless grace of our 
nervous, sporadic games. This quality was continually breaking through is punctilious manner in the shape of restlessness. He was 

never quite still; there was always a tapping foot somewhere or the impatient opening and closing of a hand.  

  He saw me looking with admiration at his car.  

  “It’s pretty, isn’t it, old sport.” He jumped off to give me a better view. “Haven’t you ever seen it before.” 

  I’d seen it. Everybody had seen it. IT was a rich cream color, bright with nickel, swollen here and there in its monstrous 

length with triumphant hatboxes and supper‐boxes and tool‐boxes, and terraced with a labyrinth of windshields that mirrored a 
dozen suns. Sitting down behind any layers of glass in a sort of green leather conservatory we started to town.  

  I had talked with him perhaps half a dozen times in the past month and found, to my disappointment, that he had little to 

say. So my first impression, that he was a person of some undefined consequence, had gradually faded and he has simply become 
the proprietor of an elaborate roadhouse next door.  

  And then came that disconcerting ride. We hadn’t reached West Egg Village before Gatsby began leaving his elegant 
sentences unfinished and slapping himself indecisively on the knee of his caramel‐colored suit.  

  “Look here, old spor,” he broke out surprisingly. “What’s your opinion of me anyhow?” 

  A little overwhelmed I began the generalized evasions which that question deserves.  

  “Well, I’m going to tell you something about my life,” he interrupted. “I don’t want you to get the wrong idea of me from all 
these stories you hear.” 

  So he was aware of the bizarre accusations that flavored conversation in his halls.  

  “I’ll tell you God’s truth.” His right hand suddenly ordered divine retribution to stand by. “I am the son of some wealthy 

people in the middle‐west – all dead now.  I was brought up in America but educated at Oxford because all my ancestors have been 
educated there for many years. It is a family tradition.” 

  He looked at me sideways – and I knew why Jordan Baker had believed he was lying. He hurried the phrase “educated at 

Oxford” or swallowed it or choked on it as though it had bothered him before. And with this doubt his whole statement fell to pieces 
and I wondered if there wasn’t something a little sinister about him after all.  

  “What part of the middle‐west?” I inquired casually.  

  “ San Francisco.”  

  “I see.” 

  “My family all died and I came into a good deal of money.” 

  His voice was solemn as if the memory of that sudden extinction of a clan still haunted him. For a moment I suspected that 

he was pulling my leg but a glance at him convinced me otherwise.  



  “After that I lived like a young rajah in all the capitals of Europe – Paris, Venice, Rome – collecting jewels, chiefly rubies, 
hunting big game, painting a little, things for myself only, and trying to forget something very sad that had happened to me long 

ago.” 

  With an effort I managed to restrain my incredulous laughter. The very phrases were worn so threadbare that they evoked 

no image except that of a turbaned “character” leaking sawdust at every pore as he pursued a tiger through the Bois de Boulogne.  

  “Then came the war, old sport. It was a great relief and I tried very hard to die but I seemed to bear an enchanted life. I 
accepted a commission as first lieutenant when it began. In the Argonne Forest I took two machine‐gun detachments so far forward 

that there was a half mile gap on either side of us where the infantry couldn’t advance. We stayed there two days and two nights, a 
hundred and thirty men with sixteen Lewis guns, and when the infantry came up at last they found the insignia of three German 

divisions among the piles of dead. I was promoted to be a major and every Allied government gave me decoration – even 
Montenegro, little Montenegro down on the Adriatic Sea!” 

  Little Montenegro! He lifted up the words and nodded at them – with his smile. The smile comprehended Montenegro’s 

troubled history and sympathized with the brave struggles of the Montenegrin people. It appreciated fully the chain of national 
circumstances which ahd elicited this tribute from Montenegro’s warm little heart. My incredulity was submerged in fascination 

now; it was like skimming hastily through a dozen magazines.  

  He reached in his pocket and a piece of metal, slung on a ribbon, fell into my palm. “That’s the one from Montenegro.” 

  To my astonishment the thing had an authentic look. Orderi di Danilo, ran the circular legend, Montenegro, Nicolas Rex.  

  “Turn it.” 

  Major Jay Gatsby, I read, For Valour Extraordinary.  

  “Here’s another thing I always carry. A souvenir of Oxford days. It was taken in Trinity Quad – the man on my left is now the 
Earl of Doncaster. “ 

  It was a photograph of half a dozen young men in blazers loafing in an archway through which were visible a host of spires. 

There was Gatsby, looking a little, not much, younger – with a cricket bat in his hands.  

  Then it was all true. I saw the skins of tigers flaming in his palace on the Grand Canal; I saw him opening a chest of rubies to 
ease, with their crimson‐light depths, the gnawings of his broken heart.  

  “I’m going to make a request of you today,” he said, pocketing his souvenirs with satisfaction, “so I though you ought to 
know something about me. I didn’t want you to think I was just some nobody. You see I usually find myself among strangers because 

I drift here and there trying to forget the sad thing that happened to me.” He hesitated. “You’ll hear about it this afternoon.” 

  “At lunch?” 

  “No, this afternoon. I happened to find out that you’re taking Miss Baker to tea.” 

  “Do you mean you’re in love with Miss Baker?” 

  “No, old sport, I’m not. But Miss Baker has kindly consented to speak to you about this matter.” 

  I hadn’t the faintest idea what “this matter” was, but I was more annoyed that interested. I hadn’t asked Jordan to tea in 

order to discuss Mr. Jay Gatsby. I was sure the request would be something utterly fantastic and for a moment I was sorry I’d ever 
set foot upon his overpopulated lawn.  

  He wouldn’t say another word. His correctness grew on him as we neared the city. We passed Port Roosevelt, where there 
was a glimpse of red‐belted ocean‐going ships, and sped along a cobbled slum lined with the dark, undeserted saloons of the faded 

gild nineteen‐hundreds. Then the valley of ashed opened out on both sides of us, and I had a glimpse of Mrs. Wilson straining at the 
garage pump with panting vitality as we went by.  



 

 

 

 



Handout: Writing Assessment 

Directions: After reading the excerpts of Lost Generation literature, use the information you read and discussed to 
respond to the following question:  

Analyze the ways in which lost generation writers depict the post­World War I time period? What themes are evident 
in the writing and how does this relate to what you know about American culture and society in the years following 
the Great War? 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