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A bit of Dave added by Nikesh Shukla @nikeshshukla

Extravagant rumours abound of a man named Jay Gatsby 
who has newly arrived to the coastline of a section of Long 
Island known colloquially as West Egg. Long into the night, 
the mysterious Gatsby influenced his followers, or GatsBFF’s 
as they were now called. But not content with his following, 
Gatsby wanted to push his brand and make a fortune.  

But rivalries run deep and not everyone wants to get on board. 
The greatest story to encapsulate the roaring (twenty)twenties, 
The Great Gatsby has remained a timeless classic in American 
literature and currently trending on social media. #instaclassic  
#yolo #blessed #okboomer
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Prelude

F. Scott Fitzgerald’s novel is told from the perspective of Nick Caraway, 
a broke young man who sort of vaguely claims to have scruples (the 
kind that involve actively facilitating the breakdown of your friends’ 
relationships). Caraway is renting a cottage on Long Island next to a 
mansion (yes, it’s a metaphor) owned by one Jay Gatsby, a millionaire who 
hosts extravagant parties in order to try to attract his long-lost love, Daisy. 
Instead of, say, looking her up and asking her out for a coffee. 

In our retelling, Gatsby is one of those interminable Social Media 
Influencers, and it is depressing how easily that character type maps on to 
the vacuous ‘self-made millionaire’ that Fitzgerald poked fun at a century 
ago. Here he is explaining the nonsense of his industry to Caraway, before 
the latter (who happens to be distantly related to Daisy) invites her to 
Gatsby’s mansion, in a not-at-all creepy thickening of the plot. 

CHAPTER 5:

When I came home to West Egg that night I was afraid for a moment that my house was on 
fire. Two o’clock and the whole corner of the peninsula was blazing with light, which fell 
unreal on the shrubbery and made thin elongating glints upon the roadside wires. Turning a 
corner, I saw that it was Gatsby’s house, lit from tower to cellar. Bit on the nose, I thought. 
Nothing says, there is a darkness in my soul, like really really bright white light.
At first I thought it was another party, a wild rout that had resolved itself into “hide-and-
go-seek” or “sardines-in-the-box” with all the house thrown open to the game. No regard 
for social distancing, no ‘stay out of dad’s study, and definitely don’t look in the desk 
drawer, oh those magazines were there when I moved in yes all the tissues in the 
garbage are because I had a cold, honest’. But there wasn’t a sound. Only wind in the 
trees, which blew the wires and made the lights go off and on again as if the house had 
winked into the darkness. As my taxi groaned away I saw Gatsby standing on the lawn, 
holding his phone as far away from his body as possible, swivelling around in circles, 
holding a finger up. He was live-streaming again. I realised it wasn’t a party at all. The 
light was coming from a top of the range ringlight.
I could hear him, chattering away.
“Listen, GatsBFFs, if you want to make it like me, you have to work hard. Listen, 



4

I’m no saint. I may have come up through the ranks allegedly bootlegging liquor, 
supposedly, don’t sue me, promise, I could be joking, am I joking? But now? I’m an 
honest guy. There’s nothing more honest than stocks and shares. Sure, I made all 
the money I invested through bootlegging. But right now, I’m Honest Jay. I have the 
same twenty four hours in a day as the rest of you. So, if you want to get to where I 
am, you just need to work harder. #blessed #lovethehustle #createyourdreamlivenow 
#naturalbornhustlers”
He saw me and pointed the phone at me. I panicked and held my hands over my face, 
not wanting to be livestreamed to his millions of followers.
“Well, if it ain’t my good friend, Mick Carraway…”
“Nick,” I corrected, before realising it was too late. He was bounding down the lawn 
towards me.
“Mick can’t even afford to get his grass cut. He has to do it himself.”
Gatsby knelt at the clear line where his manicured lawn ended, and my bushy mess 
began. He ruffled my lawn. I felt violated. Instead of saying something, anything, I 
stared dumbly at his phone as he continued to talk about the state of my grass. I hated 
him. Also, he was so cool. How did I get to be like him? I had a secret burner account 
called GatsbySuckYourMom242, which I used to call him thick everytime he posted. 
It was 242 because I had been blocked 241 times. To be a good troll, one had to be 
patient. 
Eventually he turned off the live stream and looked at me, smiling.
“Well, that’s me done for the day,” he said. “Quite a day at the office. #keepgrinding 
#24hours #same24hoursasgatsby #trusttheprocess”
“Who are you talking to?”
“excuse me?”
“With all the hashtags. Who are you talking to?”
“I see. I see what you’re saying. #keepitreal. #feetontheground.”
“The light pollution from your ringlight is too much,” I said. “I’m considering a 
strongly worded letter to the council.”
“Is it?” He turned his eyes toward it absently. “I have been glancing into some of the 
rooms. Let’s go to Coney Island, old sport. In my car. Not to be all hashtag ad but I 
just got sponsored by this cool new electric car company and the charge points are all 
the way in Coney Island. We could head up there, you could take pics of me for the 
gram, I could fulfil my paid partnership obligations, we could get mimosas, I know a 
place, I know a guy, and basically, we’ll have a grand old time, #ad, #bootlegfuntimes 
#electriccar #morechargepoints #coneyisland.”
“It’s too late.”
“Well, suppose we take a plunge in the swimming pool? I haven’t made use of it all 
summer.”
“I’ve got to go to bed.”
“All right.”
He waited, looking at me with suppressed eagerness.
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“I talked with Miss Baker,” I said after a moment. “I’m going to call up Daisy tomorrow 
and invite her over here to tea.”
“Oh, grand. She would be great to get some engagement with,” he said carelessly. “Her 
fans, the Buchanoids, have serious clout. She’s working with Klarna and BooHoo at 
the moment. Instead of coming over, would she go live with me? On Insta?”
“What day would suit you?”
“What day would suit you?” he corrected me quickly. “I don’t want to put you to any 
trouble, you see.”
“How about the day after tomorrow?”
He considered for a moment. Then, with reluctance: “So that’s a no on the live?” he 
said.
We both looked down at the grass—there was a sharp line where my ragged lawn ended and 
the darker, well-kept expanse of his began. I suspected that he meant my grass.
“There’s another little thing,” he said uncertainly, and hesitated.
“Would you rather put it off for a few days?” I asked.
“Oh, it isn’t about that. At least—” He fumbled with a series of beginnings. “Why, I 
thought—why, look here, old sport, you don’t make much money, do you?”
“Not very much.”
This seemed to reassure him and he continued more confidently.
“I have an investment opportunity I want you in from the ground up, old sport? I’m 
launching a kickstarter. To start my own brand.”
“What does the brand do?”
“Everything. It’s an all-in agency, doing promotion, creating experiences, selling your 
brand, getting you some serious clout, pushing the technique, pushing the business.”
“But what does it do?”
“Everything. That’s why I want you in on the ground. Any investment, big or small, 
and we’ll take you all the way to the top. Go on the kickstart.com/brandgatsby and 
choose a patron level. $20 gets you some stickers and a personalised Insta-DM from 
me. $50 and you get to come party with me. $100 and I will party with you.”
“What’s the difference?”
“Are you interested or not?. It wouldn’t take up much of your time and you might pick 
up a nice bit of money. It happens to be a rather confidential sort of thing.”
I realize now that under different circumstances that conversation might have been one of 
the crises of my life. But, because the offer was obviously and tactlessly for a service to be 
rendered, I had no choice except to cut him off there.
So often in life, you hear a rich person moan about how little time they have, and you 
have this imagined conversation in your head, that goes like…
 Ummm, you know how you’re really rich, yeah? I know, I know, rags to riches 
and everything, but still, really stinky rich, right? It’s a bit much hearing about how 
little time you have, would you like my pity money? He’s seconds away from telling me 
we all have the same 24 hours in the day, I’m sure. 
But you say nothing, cos, well, the nice rich man might stop inviting you to the cool 
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parties, and then what are you going to do, crack one out next door to the ambient 
noise of everyone else having the best time?
It’s like the rich don’t understand they’re not rich, right? And others aren’t? Weird 
that. Besides, Mr Wolf Of Wall Street, I’m not sure I want anything to do with your 
blood money. 
“I’ve got my hands full,” I said. “I’m much obliged but I couldn’t take on any more work.”
“You wouldn’t have to do any business with Wolfshiem.” Evidently he thought that I was 
shying away from the “gonnegtion” mentioned at lunch, but I assured him he was wrong. 
He waited a moment longer, hoping I’d begin a conversation, but I was too absorbed to be 
responsive, so he went unwillingly home.
The evening had made me lightheaded and happy; I think I walked into a deep sleep as I 
entered my front door. So I don’t know whether or not Gatsby went to Coney Island, or for 
how many hours he “glanced into rooms” while his house blazed gaudily on. I called up 
Daisy from the office next morning, and invited her to come to tea.
“Don’t bring Tom,” I warned her.
“What?”
“Don’t bring Tom.”
“Who is ‘Tom’?” she asked innocently.
The day agreed upon was pouring rain. At eleven o’clock a man in a raincoat, dragging a 
lawn-mower, tapped at my front door and said that Mr. Gatsby had sent him over to cut 
my grass. I couldn’t work out if this was pity or shame that his revelling guests might 
gaze on to the wrong side of the lawn and realise that Gatsby, a nouveau riche by 
all accounts, lived next to someone practically destitute. This reminded me that I had 
forgotten to tell my Finn to come back, so I drove into West Egg Village to search for her 
among soggy whitewashed alleys and to buy some cups and lemons and flowers.
The flowers were unnecessary, for at two o’clock a greenhouse arrived from Gatsby’s, with 
innumerable receptacles to contain it. An hour later the front door opened nervously, and 
Gatsby in a white flannel suit, silver shirt, and gold-coloured tie, hurried in. He was pale, 
and there were dark signs of sleeplessness beneath his eyes.
“Is everything all right?” he asked immediately.
“The grass looks fine, if that’s what you mean.”
“What grass?” he inquired blankly. “Oh, the grass in the yard.” He looked out the window at 
it, but, judging from his expression, I don’t believe he saw a thing.
The clanging noise in my head… so you know how you’re rich, right? Do you think 
all the grass is your grass or was my grass an embarrassment to your grass? Honestly, 
you’re starting to get on my nerves. I wondered how I could blackmail the man for 
enough money to disappear.
“Looks very good,” he remarked vaguely. “One of the papers said they thought the rain 
would stop about four. I think it was The Journal. Have you got everything you need in the 
shape of—of tea?”
I took him into the pantry, where he looked a little reproachfully at the Finn. Together we 
scrutinized the twelve lemon cakes from the delicatessen shop.
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“Will they do?” I asked.
“Of course, of course! They’re fine!” and he added hollowly, “… old sport.”
I was starting to think he didn’t actually know my name. To him, I was miscellaneously 
‘old sport’ alongside all the other lower middle class white men who blended into one 
in front of him.
The rain cooled about half-past three to a damp mist, through which occasional thin drops 
swam like dew. Gatsby looked with vacant eyes through a copy of Clay’s Economics, 
starting at the Finnish tread that shook the kitchen floor, and peering towards the bleared 
windows from time to time as if a series of invisible but alarming happenings were taking 
place outside. Finally he got up and informed me, in an uncertain voice, that he was going 
home.
“Why’s that?”
“Nobody’s coming to tea. It’s too late!” He looked at his watch as if there was some 
pressing demand on his time elsewhere. “I can’t wait all day.”
“Don’t be silly; it’s just two minutes to four.” In my head, I thought, he’s probably got 
another party to plan.
He sat down miserably, as if I had pushed him, and simultaneously there was the sound of 
a motor turning into my lane. We both jumped up, and, a little harrowed myself, I went out 
into the yard. Thank god, I thought, a buffer, between me and the sad little rich man. 
I was starting to question whether this guy was a good influence in my life. He could 
even convince me that having money was worse than not having any.
Under the dripping bare lilac-trees a large open car was coming up the drive. It stopped. 
Daisy’s face, tipped sideways beneath a three-cornered lavender hat, looked out at me with a 
bright ecstatic smile.
“Is this absolutely where you live, my dearest one?”
Et tu, Daisy? Not posh enough for you? A tenth of the number of rooms? Flaking 
paint, the faint odour of damp and sad masturbation. No pool. At least the grass 
looked neat, I suppose. 
The exhilarating ripple of her voice was a wild tonic in the rain. I had to follow the sound of 
it for a moment, up and down, with my ear alone, before any words came through. A damp 
streak of hair lay like a dash of blue paint across her cheek, and her hand was wet with 
glistening drops as I took it to help her from the car. Now I understood why on earth I was 
hanging out with these interminable richies? My goodness, Daisy. Je t’aime.
“Are you in love with me,” she said low in my ear, “or why did I have to come alone?”
Oh god oh god oh god oh god, can she read my mind? Oh god. Ok. Marry me! Marry 
me Marry me Marry me Marry me Marry me Marry me Marry me.

***
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And then

Remarkably, in the original text this stilted and uncomfortable interaction does indeed 
produce an affair between Gatsby and Daisy. Alas, the affair is brought to terminal 
conclusion when one night, full of dangerous, womanly emotions, Daisy accidentally runs 
over her husband’s lover, Myrtle. Daisy’s husband, Tom, goes to Myrtle’s husband, George, 
and says that it was Gatsby who was driving, so George goes to Gatsby’s mansion and 
shoots him. 

In our invigorating and psychotic reimagining, Caraway has been given a bit more of a 
personality. Unfortunately it’s the personality of Norman Bates, so we leave you to imagine 
how his alarmingly self-destructive crush might have jazzed-up the unfolding narrative, and, 
more importantly, your secondary school exams…



#AddabitofDave


