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Chapter 1

I n 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 any one,” 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 un-
derstood that he meant a great deal more than that.
In consequence, I’m inclined to reserve all judgments,
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 at-
tach itself to this quality when it appears in a nor-
mal person, and so it came about that in college I was
unjustly accused of being a politician, because I was
privy to the secret grief’s of wild, unknown men.
Most of the confidences were unsought — frequently
I have feigned sleep, preoccupation, or a hostile lev-
ity when I realized by some unmistakable sign that an
intimate revelation was quivering on the horizon; for
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masa 1

Bnopy MoOelH BIeUATIUTEeJIbHOH IOHOCTH OTell AaJl
MHE COBET, KOTOPBIA C TOrO BpPEMEHU HeWaeT
Y MeHS U3 TOJIOBBI.

«Bcakuii pas, KaK y Te0s BOBHUKHET JKeJaHue 0Cy-
IUTHb KOT'0-TO, — CKasaJj OH, — BCIIOMHHAI, UTO He Bce
JIIOAY TOJYUYUJIN Ha 3TOM cBeTe 0jara, KOTOpbIe BhIMA-
JIX Ha TBOIO JOJIIO».

Bor m Bce, uTO OH MHe CKasaj, BIIpOYeM, pas-
TOBOPBI HAINM BCETNA OTINYANNChL PEeIKOCTHBIM He-
MHOT'OCJIOBBEM, U IIOTOMY S IIOHSJI: OTeIl IIoAPa3yMeBa
HeuTo OoJibiliee. B pesysbTaTe s IPHOOpPEs CKJIOHHOCTD
BO3IEP:KUBATLCA OT JIIOOBIX CYKICHUM — IIPUBBIYKA,
Oiaromaps KOTOPOM MHE PacKphIBAJIO AYIINM HEMAJIoe
YHCJI0O MHTEPECHBIX JIIOel, XOTh OHa JKe M obOparlmaia
MeHs B JKePTBY 3aKopeHeJbIM 3amymam. Objamaresinb
He BIIOJIHE HOPMAJBHOTO pasyMa yMeeT ObICTPO OOHAa-
PY’KHBATh TAKYIO CKJIOHHOCTD B UeJIOBEKE HOPMAJIbHOM
¥ BIEIIATHCSA B HETO MEPTBOI XBATKOM, OTUETr0 U HOJY-
YHJIO0Ch, UTO B KOJLIEM)KEe MEHs HecCIIpaBeIJIMBO CUMTA-
JI1 TOHKUM HUHTPUTAHOM, ITIOCKOJBKY JIIOAU HUKOMY He
JIIO0ONBITHLIE, JUYMUBIINECS BCEX IIPOYMX, IIOCBAIIAJIN
MeHs B CBOM T'OpPecTHbIe TaiHbI. Ilo Ooablieil yacTu s
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®paHeuc CkoTT duumxepanbg

the intimate revelations of young men, or at least the
terms in which they express them, are usually plagia-
ristic and marred by obvious suppressions. Reserving
judgments is a matter of infinite hope. I am still a lit-
tle afraid of missing something if I forget that, as my
father snobbishly suggested, and I snobbishly repeat,
a sense of the fundamental decencies is parceled 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 found-
ed 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 some-
thing gorgeous about him; some heightened sensitiv-
ity to the promises of life, as if he were related to
one of those intricate machines that register earth-
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Benukun Mrcbu

WX OTKPOBEHUI OTHIOAL HEe MCKaJ UM HepeaKo, eIBa II0-
HAB IO HEKOTOPHIM 6e30IIMO0YHO y3HABAEMBIM IIPU-
3HaKaM, UTO Ha TOPM30HTEe 3aMaduujia MHTUMHAS ¥C-
TOBesb, M300parkajl COHJIMBOCTb, BEJIUKYIO 3aHATOCTD
U HeNPUASHEHHYIO JIETKOBECHOCTH; Belb MHTUMHBIE
WCTIOBEAU MOJIOABIX MYKUMH WM, TI0 KpaiHell Mepe,
BBIDAKEHUs, B KOTOpPble OHU OOJIEKAIOTCS, KaK IIPaBU-
JIO, OTHAIOT ILJIaTMATOM JINOO OCHOBATEJNHHO 3aMyTHS-
IOTCS OUeBUIHBIMHM HeJOMOJBKaMu. Bosgep:xuBarhbcsa
OT CYXKIeHUN — 3HAYUT IUTATHh HEYTOIUMYIO HATEKIY.
1 u moubIHe 60OIOCH YIYCTUTH YTO-HUOYAL BasKHOE, ec-
JU BAPYT 3a0yay TO, UTO He 6e3 TIIecJaBUA yTBEPKIAI
MO#1 oTenr 1 He 0e3 TIIecJaBUA IIOBTOPAI A: UTO Kpae-
YTOJIBHOE KAYECTBO JOOPOIIOPALOYHOCTHU PACIPENEIaeT-
cA MeX Iy HaMU, POKIAIONIMMICA HA CBET, He IIOPOBHY.

Hy Bor, mo6axBaiauBIINChL TOZOOHBIM oOOpasoM
IpUCylleil MHE TePIUMOCTBIO, I TOTOB IPU3HATDH, UTO
U el TOJOKEHBI OIpefiesieHHble Ipenenbl. lloBeme-
HUe YeJOBeKa MOKEeT MMeTh (PYHAaMEHTOM KPEIKYIO
CKaJILHYIO IIOPOAY, & MOKET M OOJIOTHYIO TOIb, OJ-
HAKO II0 TepeceueHUU OIPEAeJIeHHON UepThI A Iepe-
CTal0 MHTEPECOBATbCA TEM, UTO JIEKUT B €r0 OCHOBE.
BepHyBHINCH OPOUILTION OCEHBIO C BOCTOKA CTPaHBI, A
TOMUJICA JKAKI0HU eJUHO00pasuA MUPA: JKeJaas, YTOObI
OH, KOTZa [eJI0 UAEeT O HPaBCTBEHHOCTH, 3aCTHIBAJ IIO
CTOIKE «CMHUPHO», & CyMOYpPHBIE 9KCKYPCHUU C IIPABOM
OCMOTpa TAaWHUKOB UYeJIOBEUECKUX AYII OoJiee He IpU-
BiIeKanu MeHs. lckiioueHmeMm cran Jjumb [aTcbu,
TOT, MMEHeM KOero HasBaHa dTa KHura, — I[arcbu,
OJIMIIETBOPSABIINUN BCe, K UyeMy s IUTaJ 0e3ydacTHOe
mpespeHre. Eciy TUYHOCTE MOKHO OIeHUBATH IO He-
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®paHeuc CkoTT duumxepanbg

quakes ten thousand miles away. This responsiveness
had nothing to do with that flabby impressionabil-
ity which is dignified under the name of the “crea-
tive temperament”—it was an extraordinary gift for
hope, a romantic readiness such as I have never found
in any other person and which it is not likely I shall
ever find again. No — Gatsby turned out all right at
the end; it is what preyed on Gatsby, what foul dust
floated in the wake of his dreams that temporarily
closed out my interest in the abortive sorrows and
short-winded elations of men.

My family has been prominent, well-to-do people
in this Middle Western city for three generations.
The Carraways are something of a clan, and we have
a tradition that we’re descended from the Dukes of
Buccleuch, but the actual founder of my line was my
grandfather’s brother, who came here in fifty-one,
sent a substitute to the Civil War, and started the
wholesale hardware business that my father carries
on today.

I never saw this great-uncle, but I’m supposed
to look like him — with special reference to the
rather hardboiled painting that hangs in father’s
office. I graduated from New Haven in 1915, just
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Benukun Mrcbu

MpPepBIBHON uepele yAAaYHBIX JKEeCTOB, TO B HeM meii-
CTBUTEJBHO IIPUCYTCTBOBAJO HEYTO OJecTsinee, 000-
CTpeHHAas BOCIPUMMYMBOCTH K IIOCYJIAM JKH3HU; OH
OBLI MMOJO0EH CJIO0KHOMY IPUOOPY, KOTOPBIM CJIBIIIAT
3eMJIETPSACEHUS, IPOUCXOAAININE B HECATU ThICIUAX
MWUJIb OT Hero. 9Ta OT3BIBUMBOCTL HE MMeJa HUYEro
00IIIeTo ¢ BAJOU BIIEUATIUTEIbHOCTBIO, KOTOPAsd HOCUT
61aropomHOE IIPO3BaHUE «TBOPUYECKAS HATYpa», — OHA
ObljIa IIOPa3UTEJIbHBIM AAPOM HaIe:KIbl, POMAHTHYE-
CKOU TOTOBHOCTH KO BCEMY Ha CBeTe, JapoM, KaKoTo
A He BCcTpeuas 00Jbllle HM B KOM UM KaKOH HaBPAL JIHU
yBmKy cHOBa. Her, B KOoHeuHOM cuete, I'aTcOu oraszas-
cA YeJIOBEKOM 3aMevaTesIbHBIM — 3TO Te, KTO KUJ 3a
ero CueT, Ta IrpA3HAas IbLIb, YTO BUJIACH IO IATAM 3a
ero MeuTaHuAMHU, — OHAa 3acTaBUJIa MeHA Ha BpeMsd
YTPaTUTh UHTEPEC K OECIIONHBLIM IIeYaiaM U B3JeTaM
HAJeJeHHBIX KYIBIMUA KPBLIbIMU JIIOIET.

ITpoucxoxky s m3 BUIHOI, COCTOATEJIBHOU CEMBbMU,
TPU MOKOJIEHUA KOTOPOM JKUJIM B POJHOM MOEM Topojie
Ha Cpenuem 3amame. Kappaysu — aTo mmogobue KaaHa;
COTJIaCHO IIPeJaHunio, MBI BeIeM CBOM PO OT I'epIloroB
Baxkiio, X0Ts HellocpeACTBEHHLIM OCHOBaTeJIeM Hallei
JuHUU OBLI GpaT Moero mema, mepebpaBuimiics croma
B IATHAECAT IIePBOM, OTIPABUBIINII KOTO-TO B3aMeH
ceba Ha I'paskaHCKyI0 BOTHY U OCHOBABIINI OITOBYIO
TOPTOBJIIO CKOOSHBIM TOBApOM, BO3IJIABJISIEMYIO HBIHE
MOUM OTI[OM.

I BOIOPOAHOrO IeAyIIKy MHE BHUIETh He TOBEJIOCH;
MIpeAnojaaraeTcsi, OAHAKO K, UTO s IOXOMK HA HEro, —
IOKAa3aTeJbCTBOM CJYMKUT JOBOJHHO TOIOPHOM pado-
THI TIOPTPET ero, BUCAIIUN B KabuHeTe oTia. Yuely
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®paHeuc CkoTT duumxepanbg

a quarter of a century after my father, and a little
later I participated in that delayed Teutonic migra-
tion known as the Great War. I enjoyed the counter-
raid so thoroughly that I came back restless. Instead
of being the warm center of the world, the Middle
West now seemed like the ragged edge of the uni-
verse — so I decided to go East and learn the bond
business. Everybody I knew was in the bond busi-
ness, so I supposed it could support one more single
man. All my aunts and uncles talked it over as if
they were choosing a prep school for me, and finally
said, “Why — ye-es,” with very grave, hesitant fac-
es. Father agreed to finance me for a year, and after
various delays I came East, permanently, I thought,
in the spring of twenty-two.

The practical thing was to find rooms in the city,
but it was a warm season, and I had just left a coun-
try of wide lawns and friendly trees, so when a young
man at the office suggested that we take a house to-
gether in a commuting town, it sounded like a great
idea. He found the house, a weather-beaten cardboard
bungalow at eighty a month, but at the last minute
the firm ordered him to Washington, and I went out
to the country alone. I had a dog — at least I had him
for a few days until he ran away — and an old Dodge
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Benukun Mrcbu

B Hbro-XeiiBeHne a 3akoHumsa B 1915 roxy, poBHO ue-
pes ueTBepTh BeKa MOCcJe OTIA, U HECKOJLKO II03iKe
OPUHSAJ yUacTHe B TOUM 3aI10371aJI0i MUTPAIINN TEBTOH-
CKOrO TJIEMEeHM, UTO IIoJydyuJia HasBaHue MupoBoii
BoMHBI. Ham KOHTPyzap JOCTaBUJI MHE YIOBOJLCTBUE
CTOJIb OOJIBIIIOE, UTO, M BEPHYBIIUCH AOMOI, s BCe HU-
Kak He MOT ycmokouThbcesa. Cpemumit 3aman mpencras-
JSJCA MHE Temnepb He YVIOTHBIM IIEHTPOM BCEJIEeHHOM,
HO ee HEKa3UCTOM OKpPAMHON — U IMOTOMY A HaZyMas
moexaThb Ha BOCTOK, ma0bl M3yUUTh TOHKOCTU oOparre-
HHUSA C JOJTOBBIMU OOA3aTesbcTBaMu. KamabIil, KOoro a
3HAJI, 3aHUMAJICS JOJITOBBIMU 00513aTeIbLCTBAMU, BOT 5
¥ PEeIuJi, YTO 3TOT OM3HEC B COCTOSHUU ITPOKOPMUTH
eIre OJHOTO X0J0CTAKA. TeTymKy Mou 1 ASIIONIKY 00-
CY:KIAJU Ceil 3aMbICeJI C TAKUM yCepanueM, TOUHO IeJi0
1IIJI0 O BBIOOpE IJIA MeHS YACTHOM IIKOJbI, U HaKOHEI]
moctaHoBuau: «Hy, uTo e, A-7a», COXpaHASa, BIPO-
yeM, Ha JUIAX MPadyHoe, HEYBepeHHOe BbIpasKeHU’e.
Orell coriacuijcsi B TeUeHUe Toja BBIMJIAUUBATH MHE
comep:KaHre, U BeCHOM ABAAIATh BTOPOTO S OTIIPABUII-
ca Ha BocTok — HaBcerga, Kak f IoJarad.

PasymHee Bcero OBIJIO IMOABICKATD JKUJIUIIE B TOPO-
e, ONHAKO BPEMs CTOSJIO TEeILIoe, a A TOJHKO UTO II0-
KHUHYJ Kpail MPOCTOPHBIX JY:KaeK 1 IPUBETINBBIX Je-
pPeBBEB, ITIOITOMY, KOTZa paboTaBIINil B OJHOM CO MHOM
odrce MOJIOLOI UEJIOBEK NPEAJOKUI CHATh C HUM Ha
mapy AOM B IPUTOPOJE, s CUeJ 3Ty MbICJIb IIPEeBOCXO/I-
Hoii. OH moAbICKaAJ BHUAABIIIee BUABI IIaTKOe OyHIraJo,
claBaBIlleecsl 3a BOCEMbIECSAT IOJJIAPOB B MeECSIl, HO
B IIOCJIEIHIOI0 MUHYTY (pupmMa oTocsasa ero B Bamuar-
TOH, U IPUIIJIOCH MHE OTIPABUTHCS 34 TOPOJ] OTHOMY.
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®paHeuc CkoTT duumxepanbg

and a Finnish woman, who made my bed and cooked
breakfast and muttered Finnish wisdom to herself
over the electric stove.

It was lonely for a day or so until one morning
some man, more recently arrived than I, stopped me
on the road.

“How do you get to West Egg village?” he asked
helplessly.

I told him. And as I walked on I was lonely no
longer. I was a guide, a pathfinder, an original set-
tler. He had casually conferred on me the freedom of
the neighborhood.

And so with the sunshine and the great bursts of
leaves growing on the trees, just as things grow in
fast movies, I had that familiar conviction that life
was beginning over again with the summer.

There was so much to read, for one thing, and so
much fine health to be pulled down out of the young
breath-giving air. I bought a dozen volumes on bank-
ing and credit and investment securities, and they
stood on my shelf in red and gold like new money from
the mint, promising to unfold the shining secrets
that only Midas and Morgan and Maecenas knew. And
I had the high intention of reading many other books
besides. I was rather literary in college — one year
I wrote a series of very solemn and obvious editorials
for the Yale News — and now I was going to bring
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Benukun Mrcbu

Y mensa 6bLTa cobaka — BO BCAKOM cjydae, IIpoObLIa
HECKOJIbKO OHeli, mokKa He cOelkajia, — CTapeHbKUH
«Jomx» 1 GUHCKUX KPOBeH CJy:KaHKa, KOTOpas cTe-
JInJa MOIO IOCTeJb, TOTOBUJIA 3aBTPAK U BIIOJITOJIOCA
IeJuiiach cama ¢ coboif, CTOA Y SJIEKTPUYECKOHN IIJIUT-
KU, nepjaMu GUHCKON MyAPOCTH.

JeHb-IpPyTO#l MHE OBLJIO ONMHOKO, HO 3aT€M IOYTPY
MEHsI OCTAHOBUJI HA HOPOTe UeJI0BEeK, IPUeXAaBIIUi Ty-
Ia T03Ke MeH.

— He crakere, Kak momacTb Ha 3amamHoe ii-
10? — COKDPYIIEHHO OCBEJOMMUJICS OH.

5 obwacuun. U mpomomxuia cBOH IIyTh, yiKe He
Tep3asch OMMHOYECTBOM: A 00paTMJICA B IIPOBOIHU-
Ka, CJIeJOIBITA, IIepBOTo moceneHna. Cam Toro He 3a-
MEeTUB, YeJOBEK STOT AAapOBajJl BCEMY, UTO MEHS 3IecCh
OKPY:Kajio, CBOOOIY.

B T0 yTpO, mOA COMHIIEM U TPEIEeTOM JUCTBBI, KOTO-
pas cJI0BHO pBaJiach U3 APEeBECHBIX BETBEH, KaK IIPHU 3a-
MeIJIeHHON KWHOCHhEeMKe, KO MHEe BepHYyJIach IIPUBBIU-
Hasd YBEPEHHOCTD: C JIETOM KM3Hb HAUMHAETCA 3aHOBO.

MHe IpefCcTOAIO, IPEXKIE BCETO, CTOJIb MHOTOE IIPO-
YUTaTh, BIIUTATHL CTOJIBKO 3M0POBbA M3 MOJIOJOTO BO3-
IyXa, KOTOPBIM TaK IIPUBOJLHO IBIIIATIOCH. 1 KyIImi
JIecsTOK TOMOB IO 0AaHKOBCKOMY U KPEIUTHOMY eIy,
Mo IeHHBIM OyMaram, X OHM BBICTPOMJINCH Ha TIOJKe,
KpacHBIE C 30JI0TOM, IOXOJKFE Ha TOJbKO UTO OTUeKa-
HeHHbIe MOHETBHI, 00elas OTKPBITH OCJIENUTeJIbHEIe
TaiiHbl, BegoMble Juib Mugacy, Moprany m MerneHa-
Ty. Bupouem, g MMeJ BO3BBIIIEHHOE HaMepeHUe IIPo-
YecTb ¥ MHOMKECTBO MHBIX KHUT. B KoJllemKe s IUTAJ
CKJIOHHOCTB K JINT€PAType — B OJIUH I'0fl HAITHCAJ JaKe
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®paHeuc CkoTT duumxepanbg

back all such things into my life and become again
that most limited of all specialists, the “well-rounded
man.” This isn’t just an epigram — life is much more
successfully looked at from a single window, after all.

It was a matter of chance that I should have rented
a house in one of the strangest communities in North
America. It was on that slender riotous island which
extends itself due east of New York — and where
there are, among other natural curiosities, two unu-
sual formations of land. Twenty miles from the city
a pair of enormous eggs, identical in contour and
separated only by a courtesy bay, jut out into the
most domesticated body of salt water in the Western
hemisphere, the great wet barnyard of Long Island
Sound. They are not perfect ovals — like the egg in
the Columbus story, they are both crushed flat at the
contact end — but their physical resemblance must be
a source of perpetual confusion to the gulls that fly
overhead. To the wingless a more arresting phenom-
enon is their dissimilarity in every particular except
shape and size.

I lived at West Egg, the — well, the less fashion-
able of the two, though this is a most superficial tag
to express the bizarre and not a little sinister contrast
between them. My house was at the very tip of the
egg, only fifty yards from the Sound, and squeezed

14



Benukun Mrcbu

s «Venb-Hploc» HECKOTIBKO BeChMa HAIIBIIIEHHBIX
¥ TPUBUAJIBHBIX IIEPEIOBLIX CTaTell, — U Temepb coOum-
paJicsg 0OOHOBUTH 9Ty CTOPOHY MO€Ii »KM3HM, CHOBA CTATh
caMbIM Y3KHM 13 BCEX CIEIUAJIICTOB — «IIHPOKO 00pa-
30BAHHBIM YeJIOBEKOM». M 5TO He ImpasgHas UPOHUS —
B KOHIIE KOHIIOB, JKI3Hb yI00Hee BCero CO3epIiaTh, nMest
B CBOEM PACIIOPSKEHNN TOJIbKO OHO OKOHIIE.

Canyuait pacnmopsaaujicsa Tak, 4TO IOM S CHSJ B OJ-
HOM W3 CaMbIX yAWBUTEJbHBIX MocesgeHuit CeBepHON
Awmepuku. OHO HaXOAUTCS Ha AJIUHHOM, 0ECTOJIKOBOM
ocTpoBe, uro TaHerca or Hpro-Mopka mpamo Ha Boc-
TOK, — 3[IeCh CPeAH IIPOUUX MPUUY IPUPOIBI UMEETCS
IBa HEOOBIYHBIX TE€OJIOTUUYECKUX Kypbeda. B mBaaiatu
MUIJIAX OT TOpoja BO BIa)KHOe 3axBophe Hbio-Mopka,
uMmeHyeMmoe nposuBoM JloHr-AfijeHm — a 9TO camoe
00:KMTOE B 3amaJHOM IOJIYIIAPUY MOPCKOE IPOCTPAH-
CTBO, — BJaeTcA IIapa OTPOMHBLIX, OAWHAKOBBIX IIO
OUePTAaHUAM <«AUI», Pa3deJeHHBIX OyXToli, KaKOBYIO
MEeCTHBIE JKUTENN C YUTUBOU CHUCXOAUTEIHLHOCTHIO
UMEHYIOT «3aJuBOM». IIom06HO KOJIyMOOBBIM, COBEP-
IIeHHOI 0BAJIBHOCTBIO 9TH «AHIla» He OTINYAIOTC, 00a
cJIeTKa NPUILIIOCHYTHI CO CTOPOHBI «3aJMBa», OMTHAKO
dusuueckoe mogo0Me MX HaBepPHAKA COMBAET C TOJKY
mapAux Hajg HUMHK YaeK. DeCcKpBLIBIX JKe CYIIEeCTB
KyJa cuibHee 3aBOpasKMBaeT MX HECXOACTBO BO BCeM,
KpoMe (pOopMBI U pasmepa.

5 s na Sananuom fiine, ObIBIIEM, KaK ObI 9TO CKa-
3aTh... MeHee (elleHeOeIbHBIM, ueM BocTouHOe, XOTs
9TO IIOBEPXHOCTHOE CJIOBO €IBa JI IIepefaeT CTPaHHbII
U He B MaJIOl Mepe 3JIOBEIHH KOHTPACT ABYX OCTPO-
BOB. IloM MO CTOsI HaA cCaMOM OKOHEUHOCTHU «AHUIa»,
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®paHeuc CkoTT duumxepanbg

between two huge places that rented for twelve or
fifteen thousand a season. The one on my right was
a colossal affair by any standard — it was a factual
imitation of some Hotel de Ville in Normandy, with a
tower on one side, spanking new under a thin beard of
raw ivy, and a marble swimming pool, and more than
forty acres of lawn and garden. It was Gatsby’s man-
sion. Or, rather, as I didn’t know Mr. Gatsby, it was a
mansion, inhabited by a gentleman of that name. My
own house was an eyesore, but it was a small eyesore,
and it had been overlooked, so I had a view of the
water, a partial view of my neighbor’s lawn, and the
consoling proximity of millionaires — all for eighty
dollars a month.

Across the courtesy bay the white palaces of fash-
ionable East Egg glittered along the water, and the
history of the summer really begins on the evening
I drove over there to have dinner with the Tom Bu-
chanans. Daisy was my second cousin once removed,
and I’d known Tom in college. And just after the war
I spent two days with them in Chicago.

Her husband, among various physical accomplish-
ments, had been one of the most powerful ends that
ever played football at New Haven — a national figure
in a way, one of those men who reach such an acute
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He OoJiee UeM B IATHUIECATH apAax oT IIpoauBa, u GbLI
3aTHUCHYT MEK]JY ABYMSA OIPOMHBIMH JBOPIIAMU, KOTO-
phle coaBaJIuUCh 3a ABEHAAIATH, 4 TO U NATHAAIATH ThI-
cAY B Ce30H. BO3BBIIIIABIINICA CIpaBa, KOJIOCCATBHBIN
M0 KaKMM yTrOoJHO MepKaM, ObLI, Ha JAejie, UMUTAInein
mopmaugckoro Hotel de Ville — ¢ ¢ranrosoii 6amrueii,
HOBU3HA KOTOPOII IIPOCBEUMBAJIa CKBO3b DEIEHBKYIO
0OPOAKY IOHOTO ILTIOIA, MPAMOPHBIM 6aCCEeifHOM U CO-
pOKa Cc JUIIKOM aKpaMu JYy:KaeK U mapKoB. To ObLia
oburenb I'srcou. [IpaBusbHEe cKa3aTh, TOCKOJIbKY 3HA-
KOMCTBO ¢ MuctepoM ['aTcbu A cBes He cpasdy, TO ObI-
Ja o0uTesb MKEHTIbMEeHAa, HOCUBIIETO 9Ty (PaMUIUIO.
Moit :xe moMm mpexacTaBiasAiacA 0eJIbMOM Ha TJasy, Of-
HaKO 6eJIbMOM MAaJIEHBKMM U IIOTOMY €T0 HPOTJIANENH,
a A TOJYYUJ BO3MOYKHOCTH HaCJAKIATHCSI BUAOM Ha
IIponue 1 Ha KycoueK OIHOI M3 JyKaeK MOEro cocela.
YremurenbHasa 6JIM30CTh K MUJLJIMOHEPAM — U BCETO 3a
BOCEMBJIECAT IOJIADOB B MECHII.

Ha nppyrom 6Gepery «3ajuBa» TOCBEPKUBAJU BBI-
CTPOUBIIINIECS BJOJIb BOABLI O€JIOCHEIKHBIE ABOPIILI (e-
neHe6enbHOT0 BocTounoro ffina, m HAYAJIO0 UCTOPUU
TOTO JieTa MPUIIJIOCh, IO CYTU, HA Beuep, Korma S OT-
mpaBUJICA TyHa, YTOOBI I000eJaTh C MUCTEPOM M MMUC-
cuc Tom Briokenen. [siidu mpuxoamiach MHe TPOIO-
ponrHOM mieMaHHUILEH, a ToMa A 3HAJ II0 YHUBEPCUTE-
Ty. Kpome Toro, cpasy mocje BOMHBI A IIPOBEJI ¢ HUMU
nBa A B YuKaro.

My:x [piisu, obaagaTesb MHOMKECTBA (PUSUUECKUX
IOCTOMHCTB, OBLI OZHUM U3 CAMBIX MOIIHBIX TAHTIH-
OB, KaKue KOorma-am0o urpaju B pyTboJbHON KOMaH-
e Hpro-XeiiBeHa — urypoit maciiraba, B HEKOTOPOM
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limited excellence at twenty-one that everything af-
terward savors of anticlimax. His family were enor-
mously wealthy — even in college his freedom with
money was a matter for reproach — but now he’d left
Chicago and come East in a fashion that rather took
your breath away; for instance, he’d brought down a
string of polo ponies from Lake Forest. It was hard to
realize that a man in my own generation was wealthy
enough to do that.

Why they came East I don’t know. They had spent
a year in France for no particular reason, and then
drifted here and there unrestfully wherever people
played polo and were rich together. This was a perma-
nent move, said Daisy over the telephone, but I didn’t
believe it — I had no sight into Daisy’s heart, but
I felt that Tom would drift on forever seeking, a little
wistfully, for the dramatic turbulence of some irre-
coverable football game.

And so it happened that on a warm windy evening
I drove over to East Egg to see two old friends whom
I scarcely knew at all. Their house was even more elab-
orate than I expected, a cheerful red-and-white Geor-
gian Colonial mansion, overlooking the bay. The lawn
started at the beach and ran toward the front door
for a quarter of a mile, jumping over sundials and
brick walks and burning gardens — finally when it
reached the house drifting up the side in bright vines
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poZze, HAIIMOHAJIBHOTO, OTHUM U3 Te€X, KTO B ABAAIATH
OAVH TOJ JOCTUTaeT TaKUX, IIYCTb U A0 KpariHOCTHU
Y3KHX, HO BBICOT, UTO AAJbHEHIIas WX KU3Hb IPU0O-
peraet mpuBKyc nopakenusa. Cembs Toma OGblyia Heco-
cBeTHMO 0oraTa — Jake B KOJLIEIKe ero 0e3yaeprkuoe
MOTOBCTBO IIOPOXKIAJIO MHOKECTBO HapeKaHui, — HbI-
He Xe OH noKuHyJ Yukaro pagu BocToka ¢ pasmaxom
IIOIIPOCTY OIIEJIOMUTEJNbHBIM: IIepeBe3si, K IpuMepy,
u3 Jleik-Popecrta mesblit TaOyH MOHU IJIA UTPHI B II0-
0. TpyaHO OIpencTaBUThH, YTO YEJIOBEK MOEro IIOKOJIe-
HHUS MOMKeT ObIThL 0oraT HAaCTOJIBKO, YTOOBI II03BOJIUTH
cebe TTOOOHYI0 POCKOIII.

Yro mpuBesio ux Ha BocTok, A He 3Hat0. OHU ITPOKU-
au, 6e3 KaKou-Inb0 Ha TO IPUUYKHEI, o Bo @paHIium,
a TocJe UX CJIOBHO BUXPh KaKOM-TO HOCHUJ II0 MeCcTaM,
e 6oraThie JIIOJU UTPAIOT B TIOJIO U YIIUBAIOTCS 00IIe-
CTBOM JIPYT Apyra. ITO — MOCJeTHUN mepees, cKasaia
MHe 1o Tesedony Iaii3u, ofHAKO f eli He IOBEPUT —
YUTATh B ee cepAlle s He yMeJ, HO UyBCTBOBAJ, UTO
Tom Tak u GymeT HOCUTHCS IO CBETY, BHIMCKUBAs 0e3
0c0060i1 Bephl B yCIIeX APaMaTHUYECKYI0 BSBUHUEHHOCTD
KaKoro-TO HeBO3BPATHUMOro (PyTOOJIHLHOTO MaTua.

OTTOr0 U CAYUYUIOCH, UTO TEILILIM BETPEHBIM Beue-
pomM s orupaBuiics Ha Boctounoe S0 moBuaaTh AByX
TaBHUX 3HAKOMBIX, KOTOPBIX IIOUTH He 3HaJ. JloM MX
OKasajicad M3YKPAIIeHHBIM [qaske IIylle, yeM s IIoJia-
raj, — TO ObLJI IVIAAEBIINN Ha «3aJUB» MPA3THUYHBIH,
KpPacHBII ¢ 0eJIbIM OCOOHSK reOPruaHCKON KOJIOHUATIb-
HoU mopkl. JIy:Kaiika HAaUMHAJIACh OT IJISKa U Ha IIPOo-
TAKEHUU YeTBEePTU MUJIU B30eraja K mapagHou IBepu,
MmepenpaIruBas uepes MOChIIAaHHbIe TOJMYEHBIM KUPIIU-
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as though from the momentum of its run. The front
was broken by a line of French windows, glowing now
with reflected gold and wide open to the warm windy
afternoon, and Tom Buchanan in riding clothes was
standing with his legs apart on the front porch.

He had changed since his New Haven years. Now
he was a sturdy straw-haired man of thirty with a
rather hard mouth and a supercilious manner. Two
shining arrogant eyes had established dominance over
his face and gave him the appearance of always lean-
ing aggressively forward. Not even the effeminate
swank of his riding clothes could hide the enormous
power of that body — he seemed to fill those glisten-
ing boots until he strained the top lacing, and you
could see a great pack of muscle shifting when his
shoulder moved under his thin coat. It was a body ca-
pable of enormous leverage — a cruel body.

His speaking voice, a gruff husky tenor, added to
the impression of fractiousness he conveyed. There
was a touch of paternal contempt in it, even toward
people he liked — and there were men at New Haven
who had hated his guts.

20



Benukun Mrcbu

YOM TOPOKKM, OrMOas COJIHEUHBIE Yachl M TOpPEBIITE
MHOKECTBOM KDPAacOK cajbl, — UM HaKOHeI], KOraa s J0-
CTUT 0COOHSAKA, BCIOPXHYJA APKUMU BUHOTPALAHBIMU
JI0o3aMHM II0 ero OOKOBO# cTeHe, CJIOBHO HE CyMeB IIPHU-
OCTaHOBUTH cBoIi Oer. Pacaa mpopesasia uepena ppau-
IIy3CKUX OKOH, PACIIaXHYTHIX B TEIJILIN BETPEHBINA II0-
CJIETIONYIEHb U CUSABIIUX OTPAKEHUSIMU 30JI0TA, a HA
mapagHOl BepaHfe CTOsJI, IINPOKO PACCTABUB HOTH,
OJIeThIN IJIsT BepX0oBoii e3abl ToMm BriokeHeH.

O usmeHmsica co BpemeH Hpio-XeiiBeHa. Hreine
3TO OBLI KPENKUH TPUANATHUJIETHUN MY:KUUHA C COJIO-
MEHHBIMU BOJIOCAMU, JHOBOJHHO KECTKUM PTOM U BBI-
COKOMepHOI moBankoii. Ha juiie ero riiaBeHCTBOBAJIN
CBETHBINIVECA HAAMEHHOCTHIO TJia3a, KOTOPhIE CO00-
maau Tomy BuA yrposKkarolile MOAABIIETOCST KOPIYCOM
BIIepe] ueaoBeKa. M maxe maMcKas IeToJIeBaTOCTh Ha-
€3IHUIKOTO HapAga He cocoOHAa Obla CKPBITH OTPOM-
HYIO MOIIIb €T0 Tejla — Kasajaoch, UTO UKPbI ToMma, He-
MMOBEPHO HaIpAras NIHYPOBKY, 0 OTKa3a HATIOJIHAIOT
mo0JIeCKUBAIOIME BbICOKTE OOTUHKY, a KOTZIa OH II0BO-
OUJI IJIeYaMy, BUAHO OBLIO, KaK II0J TOHKON TKaHbIO
CIOPTYKa XOOAT KOJOCCAJIbHBIe OYTPhI MbIII. TO GBLIO
TeJI0, CIIOCOOHOe HAa OTPOMHBIE YCUJINA, — KECTOKOe
TeJIo.

Tonoc Toma, pe3kuMil XPHUIJIOBATHIN TEHOP, JIUIIb
YCUJIMBAJI CO3laBaeMoOe UM BIleuaT/ieHue B3JOPHOII Ka-
npusHocTu. B romoce Toma BrlokeHeHa 3Bydyasa — na-
JKe Korzma OH o0parfajcsa K TeM, KTO eMy HPaBUJICI, —
HOTKa IOKPOBUTEJHCTBEHHOH MNPE3PUTEJIHLHOCTH, U 5
3uasa B Hpio-XeliBeHe HeMAaJIO JIOJeli, KOTOpbIe ero Ha
IyX He IePEeHOCUJIN.
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“Now, don’t think my opinion on these matters is
final,” he seemed to say, “just because I’m stronger
and more of a man than you are.” We were in the
same senior society, and while we were never intimate
I always had the impression that he approved of me
and wanted me to like him with some harsh, defiant
wistfulness of his own.

We talked for a few minutes on the sunny porch.

“I’ve got a nice place here,” he said, his eyes flash-
ing about restlessly.

Turning me around by one arm, he moved a broad
flat hand along the front vista, including in its sweep
a sunken Italian garden, a half acre of deep, pungent
roses, and a snub-nosed motorboat that bumped the
tide offshore.

“It belonged to Demaine, the oil man.” He turned
me around again, politely and abruptly. “We’ll go in-
side.”

We walked through a high hallway into a bright
rosy-colored space, fragilely bound into the house
by French windows at either end. The windows were
ajar and gleaming white against the fresh grass out-
side that seemed to grow a little way into the house.
A breeze blew through the room, blew curtains in at
one end and out the other like pale flags, twisting
them up toward the frosted wedding-cake of the ceil-
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«fI, B oTsimume OT Bac, HACTOAIMHA MYy:KUKUHA, Ia
¥ TIocUJIbHee Balllero O0yay, — KasajloCh, JKeJiaJl CKa-
3aTh OH, — OJHAKO M3 3TOr0 He CJEAyeT, UTO s BCerua
mpaB». MBI COCTOAIM B OJHOM TAllHOM CTYIE€HUECKOM
o0I1ecTse, 1, XOTA OJU3KUMU APY3bIMU HE CTaJIud, MHE
BCerla Kasajaoch, uTo ToM HEeIJI0X0 KO MHE OTHOCHUTCS
¥ UCIBITBIBAET CMYTHOE JKeJlaHue IPOU3BEeCTH Ha MeHs
MIPUATHOE BIIeUATICHUE, He IOCTYIIMBIINCH, OJHAKO 2K,
CBO€li BLI3LIBAIOIIEH U KAKO-TO TOCKJINBOUN PE3KOCThIO.

Heckonbko MUHYT MBI OecemoBajivi, CTOA Ha 3aJIU-
TOI COJIHIIEM Bepame.

— HegypcTBeHHBIM s 3Hech 003aBesCA KUJIU-
meM, — CKasaJ OH, OKUIbIBad HECIOKOWHBIM B3TUISA-
IIOM CBOMU BJIQIEHUS.

OH pa3BepHYJ MeHA KPyroM U 00BeJI ITUPOKOH IJI0-
CKOIi JIaJIOHBIO OTKPBIBABIIUMCS C BEPAHIbI BUJ, OXBa-
TUB 3TUM K€CTOM IIPUTOILJIEHHBIA B 3eMJII0 UTAJIbIH-
CKUIi TTapK, IMoJaKpa TeMHBIX P03, KOTOPbIe HATIOJIHSI-
JU BO3OAYX SA3BAIMM apoOMaTOM, M TMOKAUNBAaBIIYIOCS
y Gepera TYmOHOCYIO MOTOPHYIO AXTY.

— Bce sTo mpuHaame:xango [emaiiny, He@TeI0OBIT-
ynky. — OH cHOBa pas3BepHYJ MeHs, YUTHUBO, HO pes-
Ko. — Ilomiu B mom.

IIpoiigsick mMOA BHLICOKMMM HOTOJKAMM BECTHOOJA,
MBI BCTYIUJIN B APKOE, PO30OBLIX TOHOB IIPOCTPAHCTBO,
KOTOpOEe HEeYBEPEHHO YIepP:KUBAJIU BHYTPHU AoMa GpaH-
Iy3CKUe OKHA, CBETUBIINECS HA ITPOTUBOIIOJIOKHBIX €T0
Kpasax. OKHa CTOAIM HACTEXb, Oejies Ha CBeyKel 3eJe-
HU HAPY:KHOII TPaBhl, KA3aJIOCh MPOHUKABIIEH OTYACTHU
u BriryOb moma. JIerkumit Berep ryJjsj mo KOMHATe, BIY-
Basd B Hee 3aHaBeCH Ha OJHOM KOHIIe M BBIILJIECKUBAsd,
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ing, and then rippled over the wine-colored rug, mak-
ing a shadow on it as wind does on the sea.

The only completely stationary object in the room
was an enormous couch on which two young women
were buoyed up as though upon an anchored balloon.
They were both in white, and their dresses were rip-
pling and fluttering as if they had just been blown
back in after a short flight around the house. I must
have stood for a few moments listening to the whip
and snap of the curtains and the groan of a picture
on the wall. Then there was a boom as Tom Buchanan
shut the rear windows and the caught wind died out
about the room, and the curtains and the rugs and
the two young women ballooned slowly to the floor.

The younger of the two was a stranger to me. She
was extended full length at her end of the divan, com-
pletely motionless, and with her chin raised a little,
as if she were balancing something on it, which was
quite likely to fall. If she saw me out of the corner of
her eyes she gave no hint of it — indeed, I was almost
surprised into murmuring an apology for having dis-
turbed her by coming in.

The other girl, Daisy, made an attempt to rise —
she leaned slightly forward with a conscientious ex-
pression — then she laughed, an absurd, charming
little laugh, and I laughed too and came forward into
the room.

24



Benukun Mrcbu

Kak cBeTJIble (parv, BOBHE Ha APYTroM, CKPy4YMUBasd UX,
B3MeTasd K IVIa3MPOBAHHOMY CBaJe0HOMY TOPTY IIOTOJI-
Ka, a IocJie 3bI0JIA Ha BUHOIBETHBIM KOBPOM, YCTHJIAA
ero 0eryuuMu, CJIOBHO II0 MOPIO, TEHAMMU.

EnuscTBeHHBIM, YTO XpPaHUJIO B 9TOM KOMHATe CO-
BEPIIEHHYI0 HEIOABUKHOCTb, OBLI OTPOMHBIN JNWBAaH,
HaJ KOTOPBIM Mapujau, 4yTh MOKAUYNBAACH, TOUYHO MOH-
roJib(bephl HA IPUBSI3U, ABE MOJOAbIe KeHIuHbI. O6e
B 0eJioM, T1IaThsd 00eMX CTPYUINCH U KOJIBIXAJIUCh, KaK
OynTo ux obJyamaTeIbHUIILI TOJHKO UTO TPU3EMJINIINCH
3[IeChb, COBEPIIUB HeAOJITHH 00seT noma. J[{oKHO OBITh,
S IPOCTOSJI HECKOJILKO MTHOBEHHUI HA IIOPOTe KOMHATHI,
BCJIYIINBAsICh B XJIOMIKU U IeJTYKY 3aHaBeceii, B ITOCTa-
HBIBaHbA KapTUHBI Ha CTeHe. 3aTeM pasmajics T'yJIKui
ynap — ato Tom BrioKeHeH 3aXJIOMHYJI 3aJHUE OKHA,
U NOMMAaHHBIN B JIOBYILIKY BeTep HCIYCTHJ B KOMHaTe
IyX, U 3aHABECH, U KOBPHI, U JB€ MOJIOAbIE JKEHITNHBI
MeIJIeHHO OITaJii M3 BO3AyXa Ha CBOU MeCTa.

Toii, uTo OBIIA TTOMOJIOXKeE, I He 3Hay. OHa Jexara,
BBITHYBIINCH HA CBOEM KOHIIe AUWBAHAa, COBEPIIEHHO
HeTOABIKHAA, UYYTh MPUMOAHAB IOA00POIOK, CJIOBHO
YpaBHOBECUB HA HEM HEKUI IIpeaMeT, IOUTH HaBepHsI-
Ka o0peueHHBII Ha mageHnre. Eciau oHA U 3aMeTUIa Me-
HS KpaeM Iyiasa, TO HUYeM JTOT0 He moKasajla — u d,
TMopakKeHHbI, eBa He 3a00pMOTAaJI CJIOBA M3BUHEHUS
3a TO, UTO HAPYIINJ, ABUBIINCH CIO/Ia, €€ IIOKOIA.

Bropaa :xenmwna, [[p#131, UYECTHO IOIBITAJIACH
BCTaTh — YYTh HAKJOHUJIACH BIepel, HO 3aTeM uU3fajia
HeJIeTIbI, YapyIoIUui CMEeIIOK, U f, TOKe YCMEeXHYB-
IIIYChH, BOIIIEJI B KOMHATY.
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“I’m p-paralyzed with happiness.”

She laughed again, as if she said something very
witty, and held my hand for a moment, looking up
into my face, promising that there was no one in the
world she so much wanted to see. That was a way
she had. She hinted in a murmur that the surname
of the balancing girl was Baker. (I’ve heard it said
that Daisy’s murmur was only to make people lean
toward her; an irrelevant criticism that made it no
less charming.)

At any rate, Miss Baker’s lips fluttered, she nod-
ded at me almost imperceptibly, and then quickly
tipped her head back again — the object she was bal-
ancing had obviously tottered a little and given her
something of a fright. Again a sort of apology arose
to my lips. Almost any exhibition of complete self-
sufficiency draws a stunned tribute from me.

I looked back at my cousin, who began to ask me
questions in her low, thrilling voice. It was the kind
of voice that the ear follows up and down, as if each
speech is an arrangement of notes that will never be
played again. Her face was sad and lovely with bright
things in it, bright eyes and a bright passionate
mouth, but there was an excitement in her voice that
men who had cared for her found difficult to forget: a
singing compulsion, a whispered “Listen,” a promise
that she had done gay, exciting things just a while
since and that there were gay, exciting things hover-
ing in the next hour.
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