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Chapter 1

In my younger and more vulnerable years, my father
once gave me some valuable advice. His recommendation was
to avoid criticizing others by reminding myself that not ev-
eryone has had the same advantages as me. This piece of ad-
vice made me a target for those who are too eager to share
their personal problems. During college, I was often mis-
taken for a politician because [ was well informed of other
people’s troubles. Most times, I would pretend to be asleep

or busy to avoid hearing about them.

Despite my efforts not to judge anyone, this tolerance
has its limits. After returning from the East last autumn,
I wished for a world that was more morally strict, free from
the chaotic emotions and indulgences of others. The only
person who was free from this reaction was Gatsby, a man
who, despite representing much of what I normally, pos-
sessed an extraordinary sense of hope that I had never seen

before and probably never would again.
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My family, the Carraways, have been prominent and
well-to-do in our Midwestern city for three generations.
Our line begins with my great-uncle who came to America
in 1851, started a successful business made a fortune. As for
me — after graduating from university in 1915, I joined the
military during World War L. The experience left me restless
and disillusioned with Midwest, so I decided to move east
and learn the bond business. My family agreed to finance
my endeavor for a year, and after several delays, I finally

moved to the East Coast in the spring of 1922,

I rented a modest bungalow in a town on Long Island.
I shared it with my dog that ran away days later and a Finn-
ish woman who took care of the house. Although the first
few days were lonely, chance encounters made me feel like
a part of the community, and the summer felt like a new be-

ginning filled with the promise of fresh air and new books,

My house was located in West Egg, a less fashionable
part of Long Island. Despite their similar shapes, West Egg
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and East Egg are vastly different in character. My humble
home was overshadowed by the extravagant mansions
that surrounded it, including a colossal mansion next door,

owned by the mysterious Mr. Gatsby.

One day, [ was invited to dinner at the home of Tom
and Daisy Buchanan in East Egg. Daisy was my cousin,
and [ had met Tom in college. The Buchanans had recent-
ly moved East after spending some time traveling through
Europe. Tom used to be a skilled football player, but lat-
er became a restless and aggressive man, who lived off his
enormous wealth and always searched for excitement. Their
home in East Egg was a grand mansion with a lawn that
stretched to the beach. When I arrived, I was greeted by
Tom, whose appearance and commanding voice were as in-

timidating as ever.

Inside the house, I was introduced to a young woman
named Jordan Baker, who was a friend of Daisy’s. Miss Bak-

er was lying on a couch, motionless, while Daisy greeted
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me warmly. Her voice was filled with excitement and charm.
She was the kind of person who could captivate others with

just a few words.

As we were talking, Tom asked about my career in the
bond business. He sounded skeptical, but I assured him
that he would hear of my company soon enough. At this
point, Miss Baker, who had been silent, suddenly exclaimed,
“Absolutely!” It surprised both Tom and me. I looked at her
again, and [ realized that I had seen her before, or, perhaps,

a picture of her.

“You live in West Egg,” she remarked arrogantly.
“I know someone there. You must know him too. It’s Gatsby.”

“Gatsby? What Gatsby?” Daisy demanded.

Before I could respond, dinner was announced, and
Tom led me into the dining room. When the phone rang
inside, and the butler went to answer it, Daisy leaned to-
ward me, eager to share a family secret. “It’s about the but-

ler’s nose. Want to hear?”
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“That’s why I came over tonight,” I joked.

She explained that the butler had once worked for
a wealthy New York family until the work ruined his nose,
forcing him to quit. As she spoke, the butler whispered some-
thing to Tom, who frowned and left the table without say-

ing a word. Daisy excused herself.

[ was about to speak to Miss Baker when she suddenly
whispered, “Shh! Don’t talk. I want to hear what happens.”

“Is something happening?” I asked innocently.

“Don’t you know?” she said, surprised. “I thought ev-
eryone knew. Tom’s got some woman in New York. And she
doesn’t have enough decency not to call him during dinner.”

Before I could fully understand the meaning, Tom and
Daisy returned. Daisy sat down, tense but trying to appear
cheerful. She mentioned something romantic about a bird
singing on the lawn, but Tom seemed uninterested. The tele-
phone rang again, disrupting the conversation. Daisy shook

her head at Tom. [ wanted to look at everyone but also avoid
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all eyes. I couldn’t tell what Daisy and Tom were thinking,

but even Miss Baker seemed unable to ignore the fifth guest.

Tom and Miss Baker wandered back to the library,
while I followed Daisy to the front porch.

“We don’t know each other very well, Nick,” Daisy
said suddenly. “Even if we are cousins. You didn’t come to
my wedding.”

“I wasn’t back from the war.”

“That’s true.” She hesitated, then added, “Well, I've
had a very bad time, Nick, and I'm pretty cynical about ev-
erything.”

She told me that after she had a baby, the nurse said
it was a girl, and Daisy cried.

“I'm glad it’s a girl,” she said. “And I hope she’ll a beau-
tiful little fool.”

Inside, Tom and Miss Baker were sitting on the couch,
and she was reading aloud from a magazine. When we en-

tered, she paused for a moment and then stood up.
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“It’s ten o’clock,” she noted. “Time for me to go to bed.”

“Jordan’s playing in a tournament tomorrow,” Daisy
explained.

I realized who she was, remembering her face from
many pictures of the sporting life.

“Good night,” she said softly before leaving the room.

As [ was starting my car, Daisy called out, “Wait! I for-
got to ask you something important. We heard you were get-
ting married.”

“It’s not true,” I denied. “I'm too poor.”

I didn’t explain any further. They didn’t need to know
the full story, just as I had no intention of clearing up the
rumor. | had expected Daisy to call me to meet her child.

Surprisingly, that did not happen.



Glossary

arrogantly [ erogontli] — adv Beicokomepro
assure [9'o1] —v 3aBepsaTp

bond [bond] — 7 obauranmsa

butler [ 'batlo] —n aABopenxun

captivate | ‘keptivert] — v maeHsTh, O4apOBBIBATE
chance [tfains| — adj cayuainbii

decency [ 'diisonsi] — 7 nmopsipourOCTD

delay [di'ler] —n 3apeprkka

deny [d1'nar] —v orpuyars

disillusioned [ dist'lu:zond] — adj pasouaposanmbii
disrupt [dis'rApt] — v pepsiBaTh

eager [ 'i1go] — adj crpemsiiymiicsi, HETEPIIEAUBBIN
encounter [In'kaontd] — 7 HeoskmpaHHas BCTpeya
endeavor [1n'deva] — n momneiTka

exclaim [1ks'klerm] — v BockamuaTh

fortune [ 'fortfuin] —n cocrogame

humble ['hambl] — adj ckpomubiit

indulgence [in'daldzons] — 7 usanmectsa
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lawn [loin] — 7 rason

mansion [ manfon| — 7 ocobHIK

mistake [m1'steik] — v ormmboyHO IpUHATH 32 KOTO-TO APYTOTO
modest [ modist] — adj ckpommubiit
motionless [ mavfonlos| — adj menopBusKHBIN
overshadow [ ouva'[eedov]| — v 3aTmesaTs
perhaps [po'heeps] — adv Bozmoskuo

porch [po:tf] — 7 xpriaszo

possess [pa zes] —v obaapatp

prominent | 'prominont] — adj eiparommiics
resent [r1'zent] — v Bo3amyIjaThcs

restless [ 'restlos] — adj 6ecrioxovinbIi

rumor [ ruima] —#n cayx

stretch [stret[] —v TsauyTHCS

strict [strikt] — adj crporun

tense [tens| — adj HanpsKeHHBIN

vulnerable [ 'valnorabl] — adj ysassumbnit
wander [ 'wondo] —v 6poanTs

well-to-do | welto'du:l — adi cocTostTeAbHBITE



Chapter 2

About halfway between West Egg and New York,
there was an area known as the valley of ashes. It was
a wasteland where ash seemed to grow like crops, form-
ing monstrous hills and gardens. It was observed by the
watchful eyes of Doctor T. J. Eckleburg. Doctor T. J. Eckle-
burg was some ophthalmologist who placed his advertise-
ment on a billboard and, apparently, forgot about it later.
Blue and gigantic, with enormous glasses, his eyes stayed
above the desolate land. After many days under sun and
rain, these eyes were now dull, but the gave the area an ee-

rie presence.

This dreary place is where I first encountered Tom
Buchanan’s mistress. The bridge over the small foul riv-
er that borders the valley often causes delays for trains. It
was during one of them, when [ was on a train to New York
with Tom, that he suddenly insisted that I “meet his girl”.

[ was curious to see what she looked like, but I had abso-
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lutely no desire to meet her. Tom grabbed my elbow and

dragged me out of the train.

We walked back to a yellow brick building which
housed a few businesses. One of them was a garage that
belonged to George B. Wilson, a pale, spiritless man who
looked full of hope as he greeted Tom. Tom started to ask

him about cars to mask the true purpose of the visit.

Everyone got quiet when Myrtle Wilson, George’s
wife, descended the stairs. She was a plump woman in her
mid-thirties and was glowing with vitality. Ignoring her
husband, Myrtle immediately shook hands with Tom. “Get
some chairs!” she instructed George and, while he was away,
moved closer to Tom. He told her to get on the next train,
and we left the garage. We were waiting for Myrtle when
Tom spoke about his mistress again. “It’s good for her to
get away. Her husband thinks she is going to visit her sis-

ter. What a dumb man!”
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