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PREPARING FOR YOUR TIME AT THE SLF NARRATION STATION 

 

Each participant in the 2026 SLF Narration Station will be allocated 10 minutes of 

time with a professional audiobook narration coach. During this time, your coach 

will have you read through your script; they will offer feedback, and then have 

you perform the piece while being recorded. 

 

Here’s how you can prepare in advance to make the most of your time at the 

Narration Station. 

 

- Choose a short script (400 words or less) to record. You can use one of the 

public domain scripts included in this guide, or bring TWO HARD COPIES (or an 

iPad and 1 additional copy) of a selection of your own choosing with you to 

your recording session. 

- Arrive 15 minutes ahead of your scheduled slot. Professional narrators will be 

serving as resources nearby the Narration Station. They can answer any 

questions you may have about the industry and provide tips and pointers 

before you work with your coach. 

- Review your script. Narrators do not memorize their scripts, but they do 

prepare them ahead of recording to ensure that they are familiar with correct 

pronunciations and comfortable enough with the material to record at an 

appropriate pace. 

- Hydrate. Drink plenty of water ahead of your recording session. 

- Have fun! Be yourself. Enjoy your time behind the mic.  

- Watch your email. A professionally edited recording of your Narration Station 

performance will be emailed to you by or before December 1, 2026. 
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INTRODUCTORY RESOURCES FOR AUDIOBOOK NARRATION 

 

What follows are some introductory resources for those interested in audiobook 

narration. As there are countless resources available, put out by numerous 

sources, it is advisable to seek direction from practitioners with proven industry 

experience 

 

BOOKS 

- The Narrator's Handbook by Tanya Eby  

- Narrator's Handbook 2 by Tanya Eby 

 

BLOGS 

- Tanya Eby on Substack: https://substack.com/@tanyaeby 

- Karissa Vacker on Substack: https://substack.com/@karissavacker  

 

COACHING 

- Leonardo Audio Workshops - https://www.leonardoaudio.com/la-events 

- Narrator Dot Life - https://www.narrator.life/  

- Narrators Roadmap (vetted list of coaches) - 

https://www.narratorsroadmap.com/coaches-directory/ 

 

PROFESSIONAL ORGANIZATIONS  

- Audio Publishers Association - https://www.audiopub.org/ 

- National Association of Voice Actors - https://navavoices.org/  

- Professional Audiobook Narrators Association - https://pronarrators.org/ 

 

WEBSITES 

- Narrators Roadmap - https://www.narratorsroadmap.com/ 

 

Your SLF Narration Station coaches are: 

- Chris Ciulla - https://www.leonardoaudio.com/aboutus  

- EJ Lavery - https://www.ejlaveryvoice.com/  

- Alex Picard - https://www.alexpicard.com/  

- Sara Sheckells - https://sarasounds.com/     

https://www.amazon.com/Tanya-Eby/e/B002CDWSG2/ref=dp_byline_cont_ebooks_1
https://www.amazon.com/Tanya-Eby/e/B002CDWSG2/ref=dp_byline_cont_ebooks_1
https://substack.com/@tanyaeby
https://substack.com/@karissavacker
https://www.leonardoaudio.com/la-events
https://www.narrator.life/
https://www.narratorsroadmap.com/coaches-directory/
https://www.audiopub.org/
https://navavoices.org/
https://pronarrators.org/
https://www.narratorsroadmap.com/
https://www.leonardoaudio.com/aboutus
https://www.ejlaveryvoice.com/
https://www.alexpicard.com/
https://sarasounds.com/
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 The Scarlet Letter (1850) by Nathaniel Hawthorne  

i. THE PRISON-DOOR. 

 

A throng of bearded men, in sad-colored garments, and gray, steeple-crowned hats, intermixed 

with women, some wearing hoods and others bareheaded, was assembled in front of a wooden 

edifice, the door of which was heavily timbered with oak, and studded with iron spikes. 

 

The founders of a new colony, whatever Utopia of human virtue and happiness they might 

originally project, have invariably recognized it among their earliest practical necessities to allot 

a portion of the virgin soil as a cemetery, and another portion as the site of a prison. In accordance 

with this rule, it may safely be assumed that the forefathers of Boston had built the first prison-

house somewhere in the vicinity of Cornhill, almost as seasonably as they marked out the first 

burial-ground, on Isaac Johnson’s lot, and round about his grave, which subsequently became 

the nucleus of all the congregated sepulchres in the old churchyard of King’s Chapel. Certain it is, 

that, some fifteen or twenty years after the settlement of the town, the wooden jail was already 

marked with weather-stains and other indications of age, which gave a yet darker aspect to its 

beetle-browed and gloomy front. The rust on the ponderous iron-work of its oaken door looked 

more antique than anything else in the New World. Like all that pertains to crime, it seemed 

never to have known a youthful era. Before this ugly edifice, and between it and the wheel-track 

of the street, was a grass-plot, much overgrown with burdock, pigweed, apple-peru, and such 

unsightly vegetation, which evidently found something congenial in the soil that had so early 

borne the black flower of civilized society, a prison. But on one side of the portal, and rooted 

almost at the threshold, was a wild rose-bush, covered, in this month of June, with its delicate 

gems, which might be imagined to offer their fragrance and fragile beauty to the prisoner as he 

went in, and to the condemned criminal as he came forth to his doom, in token that the deep 

heart of Nature could pity and be kind to him. 
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 Little Women (1868) by Louisa May Alcott  

I. 

PLAYING PILGRIMS. 

"CHRISTMAS won't be Christmas without any presents," grumbled Jo, lying on the rug. 

"It's so dreadful to be poor!" sighed Meg, looking down at her old dress. 

"I don't think it's fair for some girls to have plenty of pretty things, and other girls nothing at 

all," added little Amy, with an injured sniff. 

"We've got father and mother and each other," said Beth contentedly, from her corner. 

The four young faces on which the firelight shone brightened at the cheerful words, but 

darkened again as Jo said sadly, — 

"We haven't got father, and shall not have him for a long time." She didn't say "perhaps never," 

but each silently added it, thinking of father far away, where the fighting was. 

Nobody spoke for a minute; then Meg said in an altered tone, — 

"You know the reason mother proposed not having any presents this Christmas was because 

it is going to be a hard winter for every one; and she thinks we ought not to spend money for 

pleasure, when our men are suffering so in the army. We can't do much, but we can make our 

little sacrifices, and ought to do it gladly. But I am afraid I don't;" and Meg shook her head, as she 

thought regretfully of all the pretty things she wanted. 

"But I don't think the little we should spend would do any good. We've each got a dollar, and 

the army wouldn't be much helped by our giving that. I agree not to expect anything from mother 

or you, but I do want to buy Undine and Sintram for myself; I've wanted its so long," said Jo, who 

was a bookworm. 

"I planned to spend mine in new music," said Beth, with a little sigh, which no one heard but 

the hearth-brush and kettle-holder. 

"I shall get a nice box of Faber's drawing-pencils; I really need them," said Amy decidedly. 

"Mother didn't say anything about our money, and she won't wish us to give up everything. 

Let's each buy what we want, and have a little fun; I'm sure we work hard enough to earn it," 

cried Jo, examining the heels of her shoes in a gentlemanly manner. 

 

  

https://www.gutenberg.org/cache/epub/37106/pg37106-images.html#contents
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The House of the Seven Gables (1851) by Nathaniel Hawthorne   

I. 

The Old Pyncheon Family 

Halfway down a by-street of one of our New England towns stands a rusty wooden house, with 

seven acutely peaked gables, facing towards various points of the compass, and a huge, clustered 

chimney in the midst. The street is Pyncheon Street; the house is the old Pyncheon House; and 

an elm-tree, of wide circumference, rooted before the door, is familiar to every town-born child 

by the title of the Pyncheon Elm. On my occasional visits to the town aforesaid, I seldom failed 

to turn down Pyncheon Street, for the sake of passing through the shadow of these two 

antiquities, —the great elm-tree and the weather-beaten edifice. 

 

The aspect of the venerable mansion has always affected me like a human countenance, 

bearing the traces not merely of outward storm and sunshine, but expressive also, of the long 

lapse of mortal life, and accompanying vicissitudes that have passed within. Were these to be 

worthily recounted, they would form a narrative of no small interest and instruction, and 

possessing, moreover, a certain remarkable unity, which might almost seem the result of artistic 

arrangement. But the story would include a chain of events extending over the better part of two 

centuries, and, written out with reasonable amplitude, would fill a bigger folio volume, or a 

longer series of duodecimos, than could prudently be appropriated to the annals of all New 

England during a similar period. It consequently becomes imperative to make short work with 

most of the traditionary lore of which the old Pyncheon House, otherwise known as the House 

of the Seven Gables, has been the theme. With a brief sketch, therefore, of the circumstances 

amid which the foundation of the house was laid, and a rapid glimpse at its quaint exterior, as it 

grew black in the prevalent east wind,—pointing, too, here and there, at some spot of more 

verdant mossiness on its roof and walls,—we shall commence the real action of our tale at an 

epoch not very remote from the present day.  
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Ethan Frome (1911) by Edith Wharton  

 

I 

The village lay under two feet of snow, with drifts at the windy corners. In a sky of iron, the 

points of the Dipper hung like icicles and Orion flashed his cold fires. The moon had set, but the 

night was so transparent that the white house-fronts between the elms looked gray against the 

snow, clumps of bushes made black stains on it, and the basement windows of the church sent 

shafts of yellow light far across the endless undulations. 

 

Young Ethan Frome walked at a quick pace along the deserted street, past the bank and 

Michael Eady’s new brick store and Lawyer Varnum’s house with the two black Norway spruces 

at the gate. Opposite the Varnum gate, where the road fell away toward the Corbury valley, the 

church reared its slim white steeple and narrow peristyle. As the young man walked toward it 

the upper windows drew a black arcade along the side wall of the building, but from the lower 

openings, on the side where the ground sloped steeply down to the Corbury road, the light shot 

its long bars, illuminating many fresh furrows in the track leading to the basement door, and 

showing, under an adjoining shed, a line of sleighs with heavily blanketed horses. 

 

The night was perfectly still, and the air so dry and pure that it gave little sensation of cold. The 

effect produced on Frome was rather of a complete absence of atmosphere, as though nothing 

less tenuous than ether intervened between the white earth under his feet and the metallic dome 

overhead. “It’s like being in an exhausted receiver,” he thought. Four or five years earlier he had 

taken a year’s course at a technological college at Worcester, and dabbled in the laboratory with 

a friendly professor of physics; and the images supplied by that experience still cropped up, at 

unexpected moments, through the totally different associations of thought in which he had since 

been living. His father’s death, and the misfortunes following it, had put a premature end to 

Ethan’s studies; but though they had not gone far enough to be of much practical use they had 

fed his fancy and made him aware of huge cloudy meanings behind the daily face of things. 
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 A Connecticut Yankee in King Arthur's Court (1889) by Mark Twain  

 

CHAPTER ONE 

CAMELOT 

 

“Camelot—Camelot,” said I to myself. “I don’t seem to remember hearing of it before. Name 

of the asylum, likely.” 

 

It was a soft, reposeful summer landscape, as lovely as a dream, and as lonesome as Sunday. 

The air was full of the smell of flowers, and the buzzing of insects, and the twittering of birds, and 

there were no people, no wagons, there was no stir of life, nothing going on. The road was mainly 

a winding path with hoof-prints in it, and now and then a faint trace of wheels on either side in 

the grass—wheels that apparently had a tire as broad as one’s hand. 

 

Presently a fair slip of a girl, about ten years old, with a cataract of golden hair streaming down 

over her shoulders, came along. Around her head she wore a hoop of flame-red poppies. It was 

as sweet an outfit as ever I saw, what there was of it. She walked indolently along, with a mind 

at rest, its peace reflected in her innocent face. The circus man paid no attention to her; didn’t 

even seem to see her. And she—she was no more startled at his fantastic make-up than if she 

was used to his like every day of her life. She was going by as indifferently as she might have gone 

by a couple of cows; but when she happened to notice me, then there was a change! Up went 

her hands, and she was turned to stone; her mouth dropped open, her eyes stared wide and 

timorously, she was the picture of astonished curiosity touched with fear. And there she stood 

gazing, in a sort of stupefied fascination, till we turned a corner of the wood and were lost to her 

view. That she should be startled at me instead of at the other man, was too many for me; I 

couldn’t make head or tail of it. And that she should seem to consider me a spectacle, and totally 

overlook her own merits in that respect, was another puzzling thing, and a display of 

magnanimity, too, that was surprising in one so young. There was food for thought here. I moved 

along as one in a dream. 
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 Pride and Prejudice by Jane Austen (1813)  

 

Chapter I. 

It is a truth universally acknowledged, that a single man in possession of a good fortune must be 

in want of a wife. 

However little known the feelings or views of such a man may be on his first entering a 

neighbourhood, this truth is so well fixed in the minds of the surrounding families, that he is 

considered as the rightful property of someone or other of their daughters. 

“My dear Mr. Bennet,” said his lady to him one day, “have you heard that Netherfield Park is 

let at last?” 

Mr. Bennet replied that he had not. 

“But it is,” returned she; “for Mrs. Long has just been here, and she told me all about it.” 

Mr. Bennet made no answer. 

“Do not you want to know who has taken it?” cried his wife, impatiently. 

“You want to tell me, and I have no objection to hearing it.” 

This was invitation enough. 

“Why, my dear, you must know, Mrs. Long says that Netherfield is taken by a young man of 

large fortune from the north of England; that he came down on Monday in a chaise and four to 

see the place, and was so much delighted with it that he agreed with Mr. Morris immediately; 

that he is to take possession before Michaelmas, and some of his servants are to be in the house 

by the end of next week. 

“What is his name?” 

“Bingley.” 

“Is he married or single?” 

“Oh, single, my dear, to be sure! A single man of large fortune; four or five thousand a year. 

What a fine thing for our girls!” 

“How so? how can it affect them?” 

“My dear Mr. Bennet,” replied his wife, “how can you be so tiresome? You must know that I 

am thinking of his marrying one of them.” 

“Is that his design in settling here?” 

“Design? Nonsense, how can you talk so! But it is very likely that he may fall in love with one 

of them, and therefore you must visit him as soon as he comes.” 

“I see no occasion for that. You and the girls may go—or you may send them by themselves, 

which perhaps will be still better; for as you are as handsome as any of them, Mr. Bingley might 

like you the best of the party.” 
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 Frankenstein by Mary Shelley (1818)  

 

Letter 1 

To Mrs. Saville, England. 

St. Petersburgh, Dec. 11th, 17—. 

 

You will rejoice to hear that no disaster has accompanied the commencement of an enterprise 

which you have regarded with such evil forebodings. I arrived here yesterday, and my first task 

is to assure my dear sister of my welfare and increasing confidence in the success of my 

undertaking. 

 

I am already far north of London, and as I walk in the streets of Petersburgh, I feel a cold 

northern breeze play upon my cheeks, which braces my nerves and fills me with delight. Do you 

understand this feeling? This breeze, which has travelled from the regions towards which I am 

advancing, gives me a foretaste of those icy climes. Inspirited by this wind of promise, my 

daydreams become more fervent and vivid. I try in vain to be persuaded that the pole is the 

seat of frost and desolation; it ever presents itself to my imagination as the region of beauty 

and delight. There, Margaret, the sun is forever visible, its broad disk just skirting the horizon 

and diffusing a perpetual splendour. There—for with your leave, my sister, I will put some trust 

in preceding navigators—there snow and frost are banished; and, sailing over a calm sea, we 

may be wafted to a land surpassing in wonders and in beauty every region hitherto discovered 

on the habitable globe. Its productions and features may be without example, as the 

phenomena of the heavenly bodies undoubtedly are in those undiscovered solitudes. What 

may not be expected in a country of eternal light? I may there discover the wondrous power 

which attracts the needle and may regulate a thousand celestial observations that require only 

this voyage to render their seeming eccentricities consistent forever. I shall satiate my ardent 

curiosity with the sight of a part of the world never before visited, and may tread a land never 

before imprinted by the foot of man. These are my enticements, and they are sufficient to 

conquer all fear of danger or death and to induce me to commence this laborious voyage with 

the joy a child feels when he embarks in a little boat, with his holiday mates, on an expedition 

of discovery up his native river. But supposing all these conjectures to be false, you cannot 

contest the inestimable benefit which I shall confer on all mankind, to the last generation, by 

discovering a passage near the pole to those countries, to reach which at present so many 

months are requisite; or by ascertaining the secret of the magnet, which, if at all possible, can 

only be effected by an undertaking such as mine. 
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Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland by Lewis Carroll (1865)  

 

CHAPTER I. 

Down the Rabbit-Hole 

 

Alice was beginning to get very tired of sitting by her sister on the bank, and of having nothing 

to do: once or twice she had peeped into the book her sister was reading, but it had no pictures 

or conversations in it, “and what is the use of a book,” thought Alice “without pictures or 

conversations?” 

 

So, she was considering in her own mind (as well as she could, for the hot day made her feel 

very sleepy and stupid), whether the pleasure of making a daisy-chain would be worth the 

trouble of getting up and picking the daisies, when suddenly a White Rabbit with pink eyes ran 

close by her. 

 

There was nothing so very remarkable in that; nor did Alice think it so very much out of the way 

to hear the Rabbit say to itself, “Oh dear! Oh dear! I shall be late!” (when she thought it over 

afterwards, it occurred to her that she ought to have wondered at this, but at the time it all 

seemed quite natural); but when the Rabbit actually took a watch out of its waistcoat-pocket, 

and looked at it, and then hurried on, Alice started to her feet, for it flashed across her mind 

that she had never before seen a rabbit with either a waistcoat-pocket, or a watch to take out 

of it, and burning with curiosity, she ran across the field after it, and fortunately was just in time 

to see it pop down a large rabbit-hole under the hedge. 

 

In another moment down went Alice after it, never once considering how in the world she was 

to get out again. 

 

The rabbit-hole went straight on like a tunnel for some way, and then dipped suddenly down, 

so suddenly that Alice had not a moment to think about stopping herself before she found 

herself falling down a very deep well. 
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 Moby-Dick by Herman Melville (1851)  

 

CHAPTER I. 

LOOMINGS. 

 

Call me Ishmael. Some years ago—never mind how long precisely—having little or no money in 

my purse, and nothing particular to interest me on shore, I thought I would sail about a little 

and see the watery part of the world. It is a way I have of driving off the spleen, and regulating 

the circulation. Whenever I find myself growing grim about the mouth; whenever it is a damp, 

drizzly November in my soul; whenever I find myself involuntarily pausing before coffin 

warehouses, and bringing up the rear of every funeral I meet; and especially whenever my 

hypos get such an upper hand of me, that it requires a strong moral principle to prevent me 

from deliberately stepping into the street, and methodically knocking people’s hats off—then, I 

account it high time to get to sea as soon as I can. This is my substitute for pistol and ball. With 

a philosophical flourish Cato throws himself upon his sword; I quietly take to the ship. There is 

nothing surprising in this. If they but knew it, almost all men in their degree, some time or 

other, cherish very nearly the same feelings towards the ocean with me. 

 

There now is your insular city of the Manhattoes, belted round by wharves as Indian isles by 

coral reefs—commerce surrounds it with her surf. Right and left, the streets take you 

waterward. Its extreme down-town is the battery, where that noble mole is washed by waves, 

and cooled by breezes, which a few hours previous were out of sight of land. Look at the 

crowds of water-gazers there. 

 

Circumambulate the city of a dreamy Sabbath afternoon. Go from Corlears Hook to Coenties 

Slip, and from thence, by Whitehall, northward. What do you see?—Posted like silent sentinels 

all around the town, stand thousands upon thousands of mortal men fixed in ocean reveries. 

Some leaning against the spiles; some seated upon the pier-heads; some looking over the 

bulwarks of ships from China; some high aloft in the rigging, as if striving to get a still better 

seaward peep. But these are all landsmen; of week days pent up in lath and plaster—tied to 

counters, nailed to benches, clinched to desks. How then is this? Are the green fields gone? 

What do they here? 
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A Tale of Two Cities by Charles Dickens (1859)  

 

CHAPTER I. 

The Period 

 

It was the best of times, it was the worst of times, it was the age of wisdom, it was the age of 

foolishness, it was the epoch of belief, it was the epoch of incredulity, it was the season of 

Light, it was the season of Darkness, it was the spring of hope, it was the winter of despair, we 

had everything before us, we had nothing before us, we were all going direct to Heaven, we 

were all going direct the other way—in short, the period was so far like the present period, that 

some of its noisiest authorities insisted on its being received, for good or for evil, in the 

superlative degree of comparison only. 

 

There were a king with a large jaw and a queen with a plain face, on the throne of England; 

there were a king with a large jaw and a queen with a fair face, on the throne of France. In both 

countries it was clearer than crystal to the lords of the State preserves of loaves and fishes, that 

things in general were settled for ever. 

 

It was the year of Our Lord one thousand seven hundred and seventy-five. Spiritual revelations 

were conceded to England at that favoured period, as at this. Mrs. Southcott had recently 

attained her five-and-twentieth blessed birthday, of whom a prophetic private in the Life 

Guards had heralded the sublime appearance by announcing that arrangements were made for 

the swallowing up of London and Westminster. Even the Cock-lane ghost had been laid only a 

round dozen of years, after rapping out its messages, as the spirits of this very year last past 

(supernaturally deficient in originality) rapped out theirs. Mere messages in the earthly order of 

events had lately come to the English Crown and People, from a congress of British subjects in 

America: which, strange to relate, have proved more important to the human race than any 

communications yet received through any of the chickens of the Cock-lane brood. 
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 Dracula by Bram Stoker (1897)  

 

CHAPTER I 

 

JONATHAN HARKER’S JOURNAL 

(Kept in shorthand.) 

3 May. Bistritz.—Left Munich at 8:35 P. M., on 1st May, arriving at Vienna early next morning; 

should have arrived at 6:46, but train was an hour late. Buda-Pesth seems a wonderful place, 

from the glimpse which I got of it from the train and the little I could walk through the streets. I 

feared to go very far from the station, as we had arrived late and would start as near the 

correct time as possible. The impression I had was that we were leaving the West and entering 

the East; the most western of splendid bridges over the Danube, which is here of noble width 

and depth, took us among the traditions of Turkish rule. 

 

We left in pretty good time, and came after nightfall to Klausenburgh. Here I stopped for the 

night at the Hotel Royale. I had for dinner, or rather supper, a chicken done up some way with 

red pepper, which was very good but thirsty. (Mem., get recipe for Mina.) I asked the waiter, 

and he said it was called “paprika hendl,” and that, as it was a national dish, I should be able to 

get it anywhere along the Carpathians. I found my smattering of German very useful here; 

indeed, I don’t know how I should be able to get on without it. 

 

Having had some time at my disposal when in London, I had visited the British Museum, and 

made search among the books and maps in the library regarding Transylvania; it had struck me 

that some foreknowledge of the country could hardly fail to have some importance in dealing 

with a nobleman of that country. I find that the district he named is in the extreme east of the 

country, just on the borders of three states, Transylvania, Moldavia and Bukovina, in the midst 

of the Carpathian Mountains; one of the wildest and least known portions of Europe. I was not 

able to light on any map or work giving the exact locality of the Castle Dracula, as there are no 

maps of this country as yet to compare with our own Ordnance Survey maps; but I found that 

Bistritz, the post town named by Count Dracula, is a fairly well-known place. I shall enter here 

some of my notes, as they may refresh my memory when I talk over my travels with Mina. 
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 The Great Gatsby by F. Scott Fitzgerald (1925) 

 

I 

In my younger and more vulnerable years my father gave me some advice that I’ve been 

turning over in my mind ever since. 

“Whenever you feel like criticizing anyone,” he told me, “just remember that all the people in 

this world haven’t had the advantages that you’ve had.” 

 

He didn’t say any more, but we’ve always been unusually communicative in a reserved way, 

and I understood that he meant a great deal more than that. In consequence, I’m inclined to 

reserve all judgements, a habit that has opened up many curious natures to me and also made 

me the victim of not a few veteran bores. The abnormal mind is quick to detect and attach itself 

to this quality when it appears in a normal person, and so it came about that in college I was 

unjustly accused of being a politician, because I was privy to the secret griefs of wild, unknown 

men. Most of the confidences were unsought—frequently I have feigned sleep, preoccupation, 

or a hostile levity when I realized by some unmistakable sign that an intimate revelation was 

quivering on the horizon; for the intimate revelations of young men, or at least the terms in 

which they express them, are usually plagiaristic and marred by obvious suppressions.  

 

Reserving judgements is a matter of infinite hope. I am still a little afraid of missing something if 

I forget that, as my father snobbishly suggested, and I snobbishly repeat, a sense of the 

fundamental decencies is parcelled out unequally at birth. 

 

And, after boasting this way of my tolerance, I come to the admission that it has a limit. 

Conduct may be founded on the hard rock or the wet marshes, but after a certain point I don’t 

care what it’s founded on. When I came back from the East last autumn, I felt that I wanted the 

world to be in uniform and at a sort of moral attention forever; I wanted no more riotous 

excursions with privileged glimpses into the human heart. Only Gatsby, the man who gives his 

name to this book, was exempt from my reaction—Gatsby, who represented everything for 

which I have an unaffected scorn. If personality is an unbroken series of successful gestures, 

then there was something gorgeous about him, some heightened sensitivity to the promises of 

life, as if he were related to one of those intricate machines that register earthquakes ten 

thousand miles away.  
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