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CHAPTER 1

In my younger years my father gave me some
advice. “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 I understood that he
meant a great deal more than that. A habit to reserve
all judgments has opened up many curious natures to
me. In college I was privy to the secret grief’s of wild,
unknown men.

When I came back from the East last autumn I felt
that I wanted the world to be in uniform. 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.

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. It was
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IOHOIIIECKME TOABl MOW OTell a7 MHe OAWH
COBeT.

— Ecm Tebe BApYr 3axoyeTcs OCYAUTb KOTO-
TO, — CKa3aJl OH MHe, — IIOMHHU, YTO He Y BCeX JIo-
Zieli B 3TOM MUpe OBUIH TaKHe JKe IPerMyIlecTBa, KakK
y Tebs.

OH OoJblile HUYETO HE CKa3asl, HO f TIOHSI, YTO B
€ro CJIOBax 3aKJIrovasics bosee rybokuil cmbic. [pu-
BBbIYKA C/IEPXKUBATD CYK/JEHUS OTKPBUIA U1 MEHSA MHO-
’KeCTBO JIFOOOTBITHBIX HATYP. B KosUiepke 51 ObUT TOCBS-
IIEH B TAlHbIE TOPECTH CyMacOPOAHBIX U HETPE/ICKa3y-
€MBIX JIIOZIEH.

Korza s1 BepHysicst poluiol oceHbio ¢ BocToka, To
MIOYYBCTBOBAJI, YTO XOTeJ OBl BUJETh BeCh MUP 00JIa-
4éHHBIM B yHU(OpMY. MHe 0OoJbllle He HYXHBI OBUTH
yBJIeKaTeIbHble BEUIA3KU C IPUBWIErHel 3aria/iblBaTh
B UesioBeueckue Aymu. Toabko ['9Tcou, YbrM UMeHEM
Ha3BaHa 9Ta KHUTa, ObUT UCKIIoYeHneM — ['3Tchu, Ko-
TOPBIN MPEACTABIIT COO0M BCE, YTO S UCKPEHHE TIpe-
3upai.

B HEM OBLIO HEYTO BEJUKOJIEIIHOE, Hekasa 000-
CTpEHHAsA YYBCTBUTENBHOCTh K TIIOCYJIaM JKU3HU,
CJIOBHO OH OBLI YacCTbIO OJHOM M3 TeX CAOXKHBIX Ma-
IIMH, KOTOpble PETMCTPUPYIOT 3eMJIETPSCeHUs Ha
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an extraordinary gift for hope, a romantic readiness
such as I have never found in any other person.

My family has been prominent, well-to-do people
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 and started the wholesale hardware
business that my father carries on today. I never saw
this great-uncle but I look like him—I saw a painting
that hangs in father’s office.

I graduated from New Haven' in 1915, just a
quarter of a century after my father, and a little later
I participated in the Great War. Then I decided to go
East and learn the bond business. 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, so when a young

! New Haven — wuMeercss B BuAy Membckuil yHUBepcHTET
(koTophIlt HaxoauTca B ropoze Hbio-XeliBeH)
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PACCTOSTHUM JECATH THICSY MWIb. ITO ObLT PEIKOCT-
HBIA Jap HaJeX/bl, POMAaHTHUYECKasd TOTOBHOCTb,
KOTOPOU 1 HUKOI/Ia He HaXOJWI HU B KaKOM ZIpyroM
YeJ0OBeKe.

Mos ceMbs COCTOsIA U3 BUAHBIX, 3a)KUTOYHBIX JIFO-
Zleil Ha TPOTsSKeHUU TPEX mokoneHuit. Kappaysu —
9TO HEYTO BpoZe KJIaHa, 1, COIVIaCHO MpeaHuI0, MBI
IIPOUCXOYM OT replioroB bakiito, XoTa paKkTuieckum
pOZIOHAYaTbHUKOM MO€eH JTUHUY OBbLI OpaT MOero Je-
AYUIKY, KOTOPBIH Ipuexai cioza B 1851 rogy v Havyasn
CBOE /IeJIO0 IO OIITOBOW TOProBjie CKOOSHBIMU TOBA-
paMu, KOTOpoe MO OTel] IpOoZoJIKaeT [0 CUX 1op. f
HUKOI/Z]a He BHJeJ CBOEro ABOIOPOAHOIO Jiefla, HO A
IIOXOXX Ha HEro: f BU/eJ MOPTPeT, KOTOPBIM BUCUT B
KOHTOpE OTIIa.

A 3akomumn Uenbckuit yHuBepcureT B Hblo-
XeriBeHe B 1915 rozay, poBHO 4epe3 4eTBepTh Beka
II0CJIe CBOEro OTIIA, U HEMHOTO II03)Ke y4acTBOBal B
[TepBoii MUPOBOU BOIMHE. 3aTeM f pellilI ABUHYThCSA
Ha BocTok u usyuuth bup:xkeBoe fAeno. OTery cora-
cwicst QUHAHCHUPOBATh MEHsI B T€YEHUE I'o/ia, Y ITOCIe
Pa3IMYHBIX 3aZep:keK BecHoU 1922 roga A nmpuexain
Ha BocToK, kKak MHe [yMaJioch, HaBcerza.

BbUIO pa3yMHO HAMTH XKWIbE B Topoze, HO OJIu3u-
JIOCh JIETO, U KOT/Ia OZIMH MOJIOZIOH YesloBeK u3 oduca
MIPE/JIOKWI MHE CHATH ZIOM BMECTe C HUM, 3TO ITOKa-
3aJI0Ch MpeKpacHoW MbIciablo. OH Hamén ZoM, Kap-
TOHHYIO XHU0apy, 32 BOCEMb/ECAT Z0JTAPOB B MECSII.
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man at the office suggested that we take a house
together it sounded like a great idea. He found
the house, a cardboard bungalow at eighty a
month. I had an old Dodge and a Finnish woman
who made my bed and cooked breakfast, and
muttered Finnish words to herself over the electric
stove.

One morning some man stopped me on the road.

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

I told him. I was a guide, a pathfinder, an original
settler. The life was beginning over again with the
summer.

There was so much to read. I bought a dozen
volumes on banking and credit and investment
securities and they stood on my shelf in red and gold.

I lived at West Egg. I 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. My house was between two huge
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Y MeHs ObUT CTapbli «I0MK» U PUHCKAsA TOPHUYHAS,
KOoTopas npubupana KpoBaThb M IOTOBWIA 3aBTPAK,
a Takke 6opmoTana cebe 1oz HOC MO-GUHCKU HaZ
27IeKTPUYECKOMU TITUTOMU.

OAHaXAbl yTPOM HEKUH Y€TOBEK OCTAaHOBUJI MEHS
Ha lopore.

— Kak npoiiTu B MOCENIOK Y3CT-Orr? — CIPOCUIT
OH OECIIOMOIITHO.

A ckazain emy. S GBI THOM, TIEPBOOTKPHIBATENIEM,
MIEPBBIM ITOCeIeHIeM. JIETOM KU3Hb HaYWHAIACh 110
HOBOH.

Hazo 66110 MHOTO BCEr'O MPOYUTATD. S KYIIHUT ZIt0-
’KUHY TOMOB IO 6AHKOBCKOMY M KPEIUTHOMY ey,
110 UHBECTUIIMOHHBIM IIeHHBIM OymMaram, U OHU CTO-
SUTH HAa MO€eH TIoJIKe, CBepKasi KPACHBIMU U 30JI0THIMU
KOpEUIIKaMHU.

A xun B Yact-Orre. A apeHzoBan ,0M B OZHOM U3
CaMbIX CTPAHHBIX TIOCENKOB B CeBepHOU AMeEpHKE.
OH HaxOAWICA Ha JJUHHOM, C OYWHOW pacTUTENb-
HOCTBIO OCTPOBE, KOTOPBIU ITPOCTHUPAJICS K BOCTOKY
Hpio-Mopka. Moii oM CTOSJI MEXAY ABYMsA OIPOM-
HBIMU BWIIAMHU, KOTOPbIE CHUMAJIM 3a JABEHaZAlaTh
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places that rented for twelve or fifteen thousand a
season. The one on my right was Gatsby’s mansion.

Across the bay the white palaces of fashionable
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 Buchanans. Daisy was
my second cousin. Her husband’s name was Tom. I'd
known Tom in college. And just after the war I spent
two days with them in Chicago.

Tom’s family was enormously wealthy—even in
college his freedom with money was a matter for
reproach. Why they came East I don’t know. This was
a permanent move, said Daisy over the telephone, but
I didn’t believe it. They had spent a year in France,
for no particular reason, and then drifted here and
there, wherever people played polo and were rich
together.

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
elaborate than I expected. The lawn started at the
beach and ran toward the front door for a quarter
of a mile. 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 on the front
porch.
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WIM TISATHAALATH THICAY J0/UIApOB B CE30H. Buta
crIpaBa OT MeHsI ObUTa 0OCOOHAKOM I'aTCOU.

Ha apyroii ctopoHe 3aiuBa HaJl BOZOU cBepKaiu
6esble ABOPIIHI denreHebempHOTO ViCcT-OTTa, U UCTO-
pHs 3TOrOo JieTa, Ha caMOM /Jiejle, HAaUUHAEeTCA C TOTO
Bedepa, Korja f Mmpuexasna TyZa, YToObl moobeaaTsb ¢
BbiokeHeHaMu. [Ip#i3u ObLIa MOEM TPOIOPOJHON ce-
ctpoii. Eé myxa 3Banu Tom. f 3Han Toma B KoJuiezxe.
W cpasy mocsie BOUHHI 5 apy AHeW TOCTWI y HUX B
Yukaro.

Cembsa Toma ObuTa Ype3BBIYAHO OoraTta — eIré
B KOJUIEKE ero cBo0OOJa pacropsiKaThbCs JeHbIaMU
BbI3bIBaJIa HapeKaHusd. fl He 3Ha10, T0OYeMy OHU IIpU-
exanu Ha BocTok. «MBI pelunan ocecTb», — cKasasa
Iloii3u 1o TesedoHy, HO s1 3TOMy He moBepwi. OHU
npoBenu roj Bo ®paHuuy, He uMes onpeeNEHHOU
I[eJTM, 3aTeM IepeMellalnch TyAa-CIofia, BCIOAY, Tae
JIIOZI1 UTPAJIH B TTOJIO ¥ ObUTU OOTATHI.

U BOT, CIIy4M/IOCH TaK, YTO OZHUM TEIUIBIM BeTpe-
HBIM BedepoM A moexan B VCT-OIT moBUAATH ABYX
CTapbIX py3ei, KOTOPHIX eBa BooOIIe 3HaI. VX oM
OKasaJica emlé n3bICKaHHee, YeM A oxkuzal. [a30H Ha-
yyHaJICcs Ha 6epery U 4eTBePTh MIIU TSAHYJICA 0 Tie-
peaHeii aBepu. Pacaz 6bUT Mpope3aH JuHUEH PppaH-
I[y3CKUX OKOH, CBEpKaBUIMX OTOJecKaMu 30JI0Ta U
pacmaxHyThIX HaBCTpeuy TEIUVIOMY BETPEHOMY JHIO.
ToMm BblokeHeH B KOCTIOME /IJI1 BEPXOBOH e37IbI CTOS
B /IBEpAX.
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Tom 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.

He could not hide the enormous power of his body.
It was a body capable of enormous leverage—a cruel
body.

His voice was a gruff husky tenor. “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 wanted me to like him.

We talked for a few minutes on the sunny porch.

“I've got a nice place here,” he said. He turned me
around, politely and abruptly. “We’ll go inside.”

We walked through a high hallway into a bright
rosy-colored space. The windows were ajar and
gleaming. A breeze blew through the room, blew
curtains in at one end and out the other like pale flags.

The only completely stationary object in the room
was an enormous couch on which two young women
were lying. They were both in white. I stood for a
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Co BpeméH Hpio-XeliBeHa Tom wusmenwmics. Te-
nepb OH ObUI KPENKUM TPUZATWIETHUM MY>XIHMHOMN
C COJIOMEHHOT'0 1IBETa BOJIOCAMMU, YETKO OYepUYEHHbBIM
PTOM Y HaZIMEHHBIMU MaHepaMH.

OH He MOT CKPBITh OTPOMHYIO CHJIY CBOETO Teja.
OTo OBUTIO Teso, obsaZiaBiiee COKPYIIUTETbHON CH-
JIOH, KEeCTOKOe TeJIo.

Ero rosoc 66Ut TpyObIM XPUILIBIM TEHOPOM. «HTO
K, He CYMTaiTe MOE MHEHHE I10 STOMY BOIIPOCY He-
npepeKaeMbIM, — Ka3aJI0Ch, TOBOPWI OH, — TOJIBKO
IIOTOMY, UTO 51 CHJIbHee U BOOOIIle BaM He POBHsI». MbI
COCTOSUTA B OZIHOM CTyZIEeHUE€CKOM OOIIECTBE, U, XOTS
MBI HUKOT/Ia He OBbLTH OJIM3KH, Y MEHs Bcerga ObLIo
BIleYaT/IeHHe, YTO OH CTPEMUICS MHE TIOHPABUTHCS.

MEI TOTOBOPWIN HECKOJIBKO MUHYT, CTOS Ha 3aJIU-
TOM COJIHI[EM KPBUIbIIE.

— Y MeHA 371ech XOpollo, — ckasasl oH. OH pas-
BEPHYJI MEHf, BE3KJINBO, HO pe3Ko. — [101i1€éM BHYTPb.

Mpb1 mponuTi Yyepe3 OrpOMHBIN XOJUI M MONAIU B
SIPKO-pPO30BO€ TMPOCTPAaHCTBO. OKHA OBUTM TPHOT-
KPBITHL U GyiecTenv. B KOMHATY Ay/l BETEPOK, TPeIUis
3aHaBECKU, TIOXOXKHe Ha OieiHbIe diary.

EAVHCTBEHHBIM HEIMOABWKHBIM IIPEIMETOM B
KOMHaTe ObLla OrpOMHasi KyIlleTKa, Ha KOTOPOM Jie-
’KaJIv IB€ MOJIOZbBIE >KeHIUHBL. Obe oHU ObLIN B Oe-
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few moments listening to the whip and snap of the
curtains and the groan of a picture on the wall.

Tom Buchanan shut the rear windows and the
caught wind died out about the room. The younger
of the two was a stranger to me. She was completely
motionless and with her chin raised a little.

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

“I'm p-paralyzed with happiness.”

She laughed again, and held my hand for a
moment, looking up into my face.

She murmured that the surname of the other girl
was Baker. Miss Baker’s lips fluttered, she nodded at
me and then quickly tipped her head back again.

I looked back at my cousin who began to ask me
questions in her low, thrilling voice. Her face was sad
and lovely with bright things in it, bright eyes and a
bright passionate mouth.
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JIOM. fl TOCTOAI HEKOTOpOEe BpeMs, IPUCIYIINBAACh
K XJIOIIAHbIO 3aHABECOK M CKPUITY KAPTUHHI Ha CTEHe.

Tom BbiokeHeH 3aTBOPWI OKHA, U IOMMaHHbBIH Be-
Tep 3aMep B KOMHaTe. Miazmas U3 3TUX IBYX JKeH-
IIMH ObUT MHe He3HakoMa. OHa OblIa ITOJHOCTRIO He-
MTOJIBYKHA, JINIIIH €€ TI0ZI00POIOK ObLT HEMHOTO TIPU-
IIOHAT.

Jlpyrasg pgesymika, /[lpWsu, cenana TONBITKY
BcTaThb. OHa HAKJIOHWIACh HEMHOI'O BIIEPEZ, IIOTOM
3acMeAnach HeJlellbIM 04apoBaTeIbHBIM CMELIKOM, U
A TOXKE pacCMesICA U IIarHy/l B KOMHATY.

— 4 II-TI-II-IMTapajr30BaHa OT CHaCTbA.

OHa cHOBa 3acMesiIach U Ha MTHOBEHUe yZiep:Kasa
MOIO PYKY, U3y4as MO€ JIUIIO.

Ona mpomrenTana, 9T0 GaMUWIna APyrou AeByll-
ku — bBetikep. ['y6pl Mucc Belikep IIeBeTbHYIUCH,
OHa KMBHYyJIa MHe, a 3aTeM CHOBA OBICTPO OTKJIOHMIA
Hasza/| CBOIO I'OJIOBY.

f cHOBa MOCMOTpEJ Ha Ky3WHY, KOTOpas IpUHA-
Jlach 3a/laBaTh MHE BOIIPOCH CBOMM HU3KUM, BOJIHY-
I0IIUM rosiocoM. E€ nuio 6pUI0 IPyCcTHO U IIpeKpac-
HO — Ha HEM CWJIbHO BBIIEJISUINCH CBEepKaloIIye IIa-
3a ¥ APKUM YyBCTBEHHBIN POT.
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