
The Great Gatsby

Chapter 1

...fifty feet away a ltgure had emerged from the shadow of my neighbor's mansion and was standing

with his hands in his pockets regarding the silver pepper of the stars. Something in his leisurely

movements and the secure position oť his feet upon the lawn suggested that it was Mr. Gatsby

himself, come out to determine what share was his of our local heavens..,

But I didn't call to him, for he gave a sudden intimation that he was content to be alone - he

stretched out his arms toward the dark water in a curious way, and, far as I was from him, I could

have sworn he was trembling. Involuntarily I glanced seaward - and distinguished nothing except

a single green light, minute and ťat away, that might have been the end of a dock. When I looked

once more for Gatsby he had vanished, and I was alone again in the unquiet darkness.

Chapter 2

About half way between West Egg and New York the motor road hastily joins the railroad and runs

beside it ťor a quarter of a mile, so as to shrink away from a certain desolate area of land. This is a

valley of ashes - a fantastic farm where ashes grow like wheat into ridges and hills and grotesque

gardens; where ashes take the forms of houses and chimneys and rising smoke and, finally, with a

transcendent effort, of men who move dimly and already crumbling through the powdery alr.

Occasionally a line of gray cars crawls along an invisible track, gives out a ghastly creak, and

comes to rest, and immediately the ash-gray men swarm up with leaden spades and stir up an

impenetrable cloud, which screens their obscure operations from your sight, But above the gray

land and the spasms of bleak dust which drift endlessly over it, you perceive, after a moment, the

eyes of Doctor T. J. Eckleburg. The eyes of Doctor T. J. Eckleburg are blue and gigantic - their

irises are one yard high. They look out of no face, but, instead, from a pair of enolmous yellow

spectacles which pass over a nonexistent nose, Evidently some wild wag of an oculist set them there

to fatten his practice in the borough of Queens, and then sank down himself into eternal blindness,

or forgot them and moved away. But his eyes, dimmed a little by many paintless days, under sun

and rain, brood on over the solemn dumping ground.

The valley of ashes is bounded on one side by a small foul river, and, when the drawbridge is up to

let barges through, the passengers on waiting trains can stare at the dismal scene for as long as half

an hour. There is always a halt there of at least a minute, and it was because of this that I first met

Tom Buchanan's mistress.



"'We're getting off," he insisted. "I want you to meet my girl."

I think he'd tanked up a good deal at luncheon, and his determination to have my company

bordered on violence. The supercilious assumption was that on Sunday afternoon I had nothing

better to do.

I followed him over a low whitewashed railroad fence, and we walked back a hundred yards along

the road under Doctor Eckleburg's persistent stare. The only building in sight was a small block of

yellow brick sitting on the edge of the waste land, a sort of compact Main Street ministering to it,

and contiguous to absolutely nothing. One of the three shops it contained was for rent and another

was an all-night restaurant, approached by a trail of ashes; the third was a gaíage - Repairs.

George B. Wlson. Cars bought and sold.- and I followed Tom inside.

Ch8

'God knows what you've been doing, everything you've been doing. You may fool me, but you

can't fool God!"'

Standing behind him, Michaelis saw with a shock that he was looking at the eyes of Doctor T, J.

Eckleburg, which had just emerged, pale and enormous, from the dissolving night.

"God sees everything," repeated Wilson.

"That's an advertisement," Michaelis assured him. Something made him turn away from

window and look back into the room. But Wilson stood there a long time, his face close to

window pane, nodding into the twilight.

Chapter 3

I believe that on the first night I went to Gatsby's house I was one of the few guests who had

actually been invited. People were not invited - they went there. They got into automobiles which

bore them out to Long Island, and somehow they ended up at Gatsby's door. Once there they were

introduced by somebody who knew Gatsby, and after that they conducted themselves according to

the rules of behavior associated with amusement parks. Sometimes they came and went without

having met Gatsby at aII, came for the party with a simplicity of heart that was its own ticket of

admission.
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