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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 MoelH BIeUYATIUTEeIbHOH IOHOCTH OTeIl AaJl
MHE COBeT, KOTOPBIII C TOT0 BpPEeMEeHH HenaeT
Y MeHS U3 TOJIOBBI.

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

Bor m Bce, uTO OH MHe CKasaj, BIIpOYeM, pas-
TOBOPBI HAINM BCETNA OTINYANNCHL PEeIKOCTHBIM He-
MHOTOCJIOBBEM, U IIOTOMY S IIOHSJI: OTeIl IIoAPa3yMeBa
HeuTo OoJibIiliee. B pesysbTaTe s IPUOOPE CKJIOHHOCTD
BO3IEP:KUBATLCA OT JIIOOBIX CY:KIEHUM — IIPUBBLIYKA,
O6iaromaps KOTOPOW MHEe PacKphIBAJIO AVIINM HEMAJIoe
YHCJI0O MHTEPECHBIX JIIOAel, XOTh OHa JKe M obparlmaia
MeHs B JKePTBY 3aKOopeHeJbIM 3amymam. ObjamaTeiinb
He BIIOJIHE HOPMAJBHOTO pasyMa yMeeT OBICTPO OOHA-
PY’KHBATh TAKYIO CKJIOHHOCTD B UeJIOBEKE HOPMAJIbHOM
¥ BIEIIATHCS B HETO MEPTBOI XBAaTKOM, OTUET0 U HOJY-
YHJIO0Ch, UTO B KOJLIEM)KEe MEHsI HecIIpaBeIJINBO CUMTA-
JI1 TOHKUM WHTPUTAHOM, IIOCKOJIBKY JIIOAUM HUKOMY He
JIIO0ONBITHLIE, JUYMUBIINECS BCEX IIPOYMX, IIOCBAIIAJIN
MeHs B CBOUM TI'OpecTHbIe TaiHbl. Ilo Oosblleit 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 He MCKaJ W HepeaKo, eBa II0-
HAB IO HEKOTOPHIM 6e30IIMO0YHO y3HABAEMBIM IIPU-
3HaKaM, UTO Ha TNOPM30HTEe 3aMafguuja MHTUMHAS MC-
oBeb, M300parkajl COHJIMBOCTb, BEJIUKYIO 3aHATOCTD
U HeNPUASHEHHYIO JIETKOBECHOCTH; Belb MHTUMHBIE
WCTIOBEIN MOJIOABIX MYKUMH WJIM, TIO0 KpaiHell Mepe,
BBIDAKEHUs, B KOTOpPble OHU OOJIEKAIOTCs, KaK IIPaBU-
JIO, OTHAIOT ILJIaTMaTOM JINOO OCHOBATEJNHHO 3aMyTHS-
IOTCS OUEeBUIHBIMM HeJOMOJBKaMu. Bosgep:xuBarhbca
OT CYXKIeHUN — 3HAYUT IUTATHh HEYTOIUMYIO HAJEKIY.
1 u moubIHe 60IOCH YOYCTUTDH YTO-HUOYAL BasKHOE, ec-
JU BAPYT 3a0yay TO, UTO He 0e3 TIIecJTaBUA YTBEPKIAI
MoOi#1 oTen; 1 He 0e3 TIIecJaBUA IIOBTOPAIO A: UTO Kpae-
YTOJIBHOE KAYECTBO JOOPOIIOPALOYHOCTHU PACIIPENEISIET-
cd MeXIY HaMU, POKIAIONIMMICA HA CBET, He IIOPOBHY.

Hy BoT, mo6axBanauBIIHChL IOZOOHBIM oOOpasoM
IpUCyIlell MHE TePIMUMOCTBIO0, I TOTOB IPU3HATDH, UTO
U el TOJOMKEHBI OIpefiesieHHble Ipenenbl. lloBesme-
HUe YeJIOBeKa MOKEeT MMeTh (PYHAAaMEHTOM KPEIKYIO
CKaJILHYIO IIOPOAY, & MOKET U OOJIOTHYIO TOIb, OJ-
HAKO II0 TepeceueHUU OIPEAeSIeHHON UepThI A Iepe-
CTal0 MHTEPECOBATHCA TEM, UTO JIEKUT B €r0 OCHOBE.
BepHyBHINCH OPOUILION OCEHBIO C BOCTOKA CTPaHBI, A
TOMUJICA JKaKI0H eJUHO00pasuA MUPA: JKeJaas, YTOObI
OH, KOTZA [eJI0 UAEeT O HPaBCTBEHHOCTH, 3aCTHIBAJ IIO
CTOIKEe «CMHUPHO», & CyMOYpPHBIE 9KCKYPCHUU C IIPABOM
OCMOTpa TAaHUKOB UYeJIOBEUECKUX AYII OoJiee He IpU-
BiIeKanu MeHs. lckiaioueHmeM cran Jjumb [aTcbu,
TOT, UMEHeM KOero HasBaHa dTa KHura, — I[arcbu,
OJIMIIETBOPSABIINUI BCEe, K UyeMy s ITUTAJ O0e3ydacTHOe
npespeHre. 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

MPEepPBIBHON uepele YAAUHBIX JKEeCTOB, TO B HeM meii-
CTBUTEJBHO IMPUCYTCTBOBAJO HeYTO OJecTsinee, 000-
CTpeHHAas BOCIPUMMYMBOCTH K IIOCYJIAM JKH3HU; OH
OBLI MOJO0EH CJIO0KHOMY IIPHOOPY, KOTOPBIM CJIBIIIKAT
3eMJIETPSACEHUS, IPOUCXOAAIINE B HECATHU ThICIUAX
MWUJIb OT HEero. 9Ta OT3bIBUMBOCTL HE HMMeJa HUYEro
00IIIero ¢ BAJOU BIIEUATIUTEIbHOCTBIO, KOTOPAsSd HOCUT
61aropomHOE IIPO3BaHUE « TBOPUYECKASA HATYpa», — OHA
ObliIa IIOPa3UTEJIbHBIM AAPOM HAaIe:KIbl, POMAHTHYE-
CKOU IOTOBHOCTH KO BCEMY Ha CBeTe, JapoM, KaKoTo
A He BCcTpeuas 00Jbllle HM B KOM UM KaKOW HaBPAL JIHU
yBmKy cHOBa. Her, B KOoHeuHOM cuete, I'aTcOu oxaszas-
cA YeJOBEKOM 3aMevaTesIbHBIM — 3TO Te, KTO KUJ 3a
ero CUeT, Ta IrpA3HAas IbLIb, YTO BUJIACH II0 IATAM 3a
ero MeuTaHuAMHU, — OHa 3acTaBUJIa MeHd Ha BpeMsd
YTPaTUTh UHTEPEC K OECIIONHBLIM IIeYaaM U B3JeTaM
HAJeJeHHBIX KYIIBIMUA KPBLIbIMU JIIOIET.

ITpoucxoxy s m3 BUIHOI, COCTOATEJIBHOU CEMbBbWH,
TPU MOKOJIEHUA KOTOPOM JKUJIM B POJHOM MOEM Topoje
Ha Cpenuem 3amame. Kappaysu — aTo mmogo0ue KaaHa;
COTJIaCHO IIPeJaHuio, MBI BeleM CBOM PO OT IeplioroB
Baxkiio, X0Ts HellocpeACTBEHHLIM OCHOBaTeJIeM Hallei
JUHUU OBLI GpaT Moero mena, mepebGpaBuInMiics croma
B IATHAECAT IIePBOM, OTIPABUBIINII KOTO-TO B3aMeH
cebs Ha I'pakIaHCKYI0 BOMHY ¥ OCHOBABIINI OITOBYIO
TOPTOBJIO CKOOSHBIM TOBApOM, BO3IJIABISIEMYIO HBIHE
MOHM OTI[OM.

I BoOpOAHOro AeAyIIKy MHE BHUIETh He JOBEJIOCH;
MIpenojaraeTcsi, OGHAKO K, UTO s IOXOMK Ha HEro, —
IOKa3aTeJbCTBOM CJYMKHUT JOBOJHHO TOIIOPHOM pado-
THI TIOPTPET ero, BUCAIIUU 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-XeiiBene a 3akoHumsa B 1915 roay, poBHO ue-
pes ueTBepTh BeKa MOCJe OTIA, U HECKOJbKO II03iKe
OPUHSAJ yUacTHe B TOM 3aIlI03aJI0i MUTPAIINN TEBTOH-
CKOrO TJIEMEHM, UTO IIoJyduJia HasBaHue MupoBoii
BouHBI. Hair KOHTpymap JoCTaBUJI MHE YIOBOJbCTBUE
CTOJIb OOJIBIIIOE, UTO, M BEPHYBIIUCH AOMOI1, s BCe HU-
Kak He MoT ycmokouThbesa. Cpenumit 3aman mpeacras-
JsJICA MHe Telnepb He YVIOTHBIM IIEHTPOM BCEJIEHHOM,
HO ee HEKa3WCTOM OKpPaMHON — U IMOTOMY A HagyMas
moexaThb Ha BOCTOK, ma0bl M3yUUTh TOHKOCTU oOparie-
HUS C JOJTOBBIMH OoOA3aTesbcTBaMu. Ka I, Koro a
3HAJI, 3aHUMAJICS JOJITOBBIMU 0053aTeIBCTBAMU, BOT 5
W PEeIIuJI, YTO STOT OM3HEC B COCTOSHUU ITPOKOPMUTH
eIre OJHOTO X0J0CTAKA. TeTymKy Mo 1 ASOIONIKY 00-
CY:KIAJU cell 3aMbICeJI C TAKUM yCepaneM, TOUHO IeJio
1IIJI0 O BBIOOpE IJIA MeHS YACTHOM IIKOJbI, U HaKOHEI]
moctaHoBuau: «Hy, uTo e, A-7a», COXpaHAsd, BIPO-
yeM, Ha JUIAX MPadyHoe, HEyYBepeHHOe BbIpasKeHUe.
Orell coryacuijcsi B TeUeHUE Tojla BBIMJIAYUBATH MHE
cofep:KaHe, U BeCHOM ABAAIATh BTOPOTO S OTIIPABUII-
ca Ha BocTok — HaBcerga, Kak f IIoJarad.

PasymHee Bcero ObIJIO MOABICKATDH JKUJIUIIE B TOPO-
e, ONHAKO BPeMs CTOSJIO TEeILIoe, a A TOJBKO UTO II0-
KHUHYJ Kpail MPOCTOPHBIX JY:KaeK 1 IPUBETINBBIX Ie-
PeBBEB, ITI09TOMY, KOTZa paboTaBIINil B OJHOM CO MHOM
odrce MOJIOIOI UEJIOBEK NPEAJOKUI CHATh C HUM Ha
mapy AOM B IPUTOPOJE, s CUeJ 3Ty MBICJIb IIPEeBOCXOI-
Hoi. OH moABICKAJ BHUAABIIee BUABI IIaTKOE OyHIraJo,
cIaBaBIlleecsl 3a BOCEMbIECSAT I0JJIAPOB B MeCSIl, HO
B IIOCJIEAHIOI0 MUHYTY (pupmMa oTocsaja ero B BamuHr-
TOH, ¥ IPUIJIOCH MHE OTIPABUTHCS 34 TOPOJ] OTHOMY.
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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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Y meHsa 6bLTa cobaka — BO BCAKOM cjydae, IIPoObLIa
HECKOJIbKO OHeli, mokKa He cOelkayia, — CTapeHbKUH
«Jdomx» 1 GUHCKUX KPOBeH CIy:KaHKa, KOTopas cTe-
JInJa MOIO IOCTEeJb, TOTOBUJIA 3aBTPAK M BIIOJITOJIOCA
IeJuyiach cama ¢ coboif, CTOA Y SJIEKTPUUYECKON ILJIUT-
KU, IepjaMu GUHCKON MyAPOCTH.

JeHb-ApyTroil MHE OBLIIO OAMHOKO, HO 3aTEM IOYTPY
MEeHs OCTAHOBUJI HA HOPOTe UeJOBEeK, IPUeXAaBIIUi Ty-
Ia II03Ke MeH.

— He crakere, Kak momacTb Ha 3amanHoe ii-
10? — COKDPYIIEHHO OCBEIOMMUJICS OH.

5 obwacuun. U mpomomxuia cBOH IIyTh, yiKe He
Tep3asch OMMHOYECTBOM: A 00paTMICA B IIPOBOIHU-
Ka, CJIeJIOIBITA, IIepBOro moceneHna. Cam Toro He 3a-
MEeTUB, YeJOBEK STOT AAapoBajJl BCEMY, UTO MEHS 3IecCh
OKPY:KaJjo, cBOOOIY.

B T0 yTpO, OA COMHIIEM U TPEIETOM JUCTBBI, KOTO-
pas cJI0BHO pBajiach U3 APEeBECHBIX BETBEM, KaK IIPHU 3a-
MeIJIeHHON KWHOCHheMKe, KO MHEe BepHYyJIach IIPUBBIU-
Hasd YBEPEHHOCTD: C JIETOM KM3Hb HAUMHAETCA 3aHOBO.

MHe IpenCcTOAIIO, IPEXKIe BCETO, CTOJIb MHOTOE IIPO-
YUTaTh, BIIUTATH CTOJIBKO 3M0POBbA M3 MOJIOJOTO BO3-
IyXa, KOTOPBIM TaK IIPUBOJBLHO IBIIIAIOCH. S KyImi
IEeCSATOK TOMOB IO 0AaHKOBCKOMY U KPEIUTHOMY IeJy,
o I[eHHBIM OyMaraMm, M OHM BBICTPOMJINCH Ha TIOJKe,
KpPacHBIE C 30JI0TOM, IOXOJKHE Ha TOJBbKO UTO OTUeKa-
HeHHbIe MOHETBHI, 00elas OTKPBITH OCJIENUTeJIbHEIe
TaiiHbl, BegoMble Juitb Mugacy, Moprany m MerneHa-
Ty. BupoueMm, g MMeJ BO3BBINIEHHOE HaMepPeHUe IIPo-
YecTb ¥ MHOMKECTBO MHBIX KHUT. B KoJllemKe s IUTAJ
CKJIOHHOCTB K JINT€PAType — B OJIMH I'ofl HAITCAJ JaKe
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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
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s «Venb-Hploc» HECKOTIBKO BeChMa HAIIBIIIEHHBIX
¥ TPUBUAJIBHBIX IIEPEIOBLIX CTaTel, — U Temepb coOu-
paJicss OOHOBUTH Ty CTOPOHY MO€Ii »KM3HU, CHOBA CTATh
caMbIM Y3KHM 13 BCeX CIEI[UAJIICTOB — «IIHPOKO 00pa-
30BAHHBIM YeJIOBEKOM». M 5TO He IMpasgHas MPOHUS —
B KOHIIE KOHIIOB, JK3Hb yA00HEee BCEero co3epIaTh, nMest
B CBOEM PACIIOPSXKEHNN TOJIbKO OHO OKOHIIE.

Cnyuait pacnmopsauica Tak, 4TO IOM S CHSJ B OJ-
HOM W3 CaMbIX yAWBUTEJbHBIX MocegeHuit CeBepHOM
Amepuku. OHO HaXOAUTCS Ha AJIUHHOM, 0ECTOJIKOBOM
ocTpoBe, uro TaHerca or Hpro-Mopka mpsamo Ha Boc-
TOK, — 3[IeCh CPeAH IIPOUUX IPUUY IPUPOIBI UMEETCSs
IBa HEOOBIYHBIX T€OJIOTUUYECKUX Kypbeda. B mBaaiaTu
MUIJIAX OT TOpoja BO BJIa)KHOe 3axBophe Hbio-Mopka,
uMeHyeMoe nposuBoM JIoHr-AfijeHK — a 9TO camoe
00:KMTOE B 3amaJHOM IIOJIYIIAPUM MOPCKOE IPOCTPAH-
CTBO, — BJaeTcA IIapa OTPOMHBLIX, OAWHAKOBBIX IIO
OUePTAaHUAM «AUI», Pa3OeJeHHBIX OYXToii, KaKOBYIO
MEeCTHBIE JKUTENN C YUTUBOH CHUCXOAUTEIHLHOCTBHIO
UMEHYIOT «3aJIuBOM». IIom06HO KOJIyMOOBBEIM, COBEP-
IIeHHOI 0BAJIBHOCTBIO 9TH «AHIla» He OTINYAIOTC, 00a
cJeTKa NPUILIIOCHYTHI CO CTOPOHBI «3aJMBa», OMHAKO
dusuueckoe mogo0Me MX HaBepPHAKA COMBAET C TOJKY
NapAIuX HajJg HUMH YaeK. DeCcKpBLIBIX JKe CYIIEeCTB
KyZa cuibHee 3aBOpaKMBaeT UX HECXOACTBO BO BCEM,
KpoMe (POopMEI U pasmepa.

51 s na Sanaguom fiie, ObIBIIEM, KaK ObI 3TO CKa-
3aThb... MeHee (ellleHeOeIbHBIM, ueM BocTouHOEe, XOTs
9TO IIOBEPXHOCTHOE CJIOBO €IBa JI IIepeaeT CTPaHHbII
M He B MaJIOl Mepe 3JIOBEIUI KOHTPACT ABYX OCTPO-
BOB. IloM MO# CcTOsIT HA caMOM OKOHEUHOCTHU «AHIa»,
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