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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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maBsa 1

Bnopy MOeH BIIeUATINTEJbHOI IOHOCTH OTeI] AaJl
MHE COBET, KOTOPBLIIA C TOTO BpeMeHU HeUIeT
Yy MEHS U3 I'OJIOBHIL.

«Beakuit pa3, Kax y TeOA BO3SHUKHET JKeJlaHUe OCy-
IUTh KOTO-TO, — CKas3aJ OH, — BCIIOMHIHAIi, UYTO He BCe
JIIONY TOJYYNJIA Ha 9TOM CcBeTe 6Jiara, KOTOpPbIe BhIMIA-
JIX Ha TBOIO JIOJIIO».

Bor m Bce, UTO OH MHe CKasaj, BIpoueM, pas-
rOBOPHI HAIIKM BCerma OTIMYAJINCH PEIKOCTHBLIM He-
MHOTOCJIOBbEM, ¥ IIOTOMY § IIOHSAJI: OTelIl IoApasyMeBall
HeuTo GoJibiiee. B pesynbraTe g mprodpes CKJIOHHOCTD
BO3ZIEP;KUBATHCA OT JIIOOBIX CY:KIEHUN — IIPUBBIUKA,
O0aaromapsa KOTOPOM MHE PACKPBLIBAJIO AYIIW HeMaJoe
YKCJIO WHTEePECHBIX JIoAel, XOTh OHA Ke u obpaliaa
MeHS B JKePTBY 3aKopeHeJbIM 3aHyzam. OOaamareib
He BIIOJIHE HOPMAJILHOTO pasyMa yMeeT OBLICTPO OOHAa-
PY:XUBATh TAKYIO CKJIOHHOCTDL B UeJIOBEKE HOPMAJIbHOM
U BIIEILIATHLCA B HETO MEPTBOI XBAaTKOM, OTUETO U IIOJY-
YMJIOCh, UTO B KOJLIEI:Ke MEeHs HecIpPaBeIJHBO CUNTA-
JI¥ TOHKMM HHTPUTAHOM, IIOCKOJIBKY JIIOAU HUKOMY He
JIIOOOMBITHLIE, TUUUBIINECS BCEX MPOUYMUX, MOCBAIIAIN
MeHs B CBOM TOpecTHEIe TaiHbI. Ilo Goablieit yacTu s
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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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UX OTKPOBEHUI OTHIONb He MCKaJ 1M HEePeaKo, eaBa Io-
HSB II0 HEKOTOPHIM O0e30IINMO00YHO Yy3HABAE€MBIM IIPHU-
3HAKaM, UTO HA TOPU30HTE 3aMasumjia WHTHUMHASA HC-
IoBelb, M300pakaj COHJMBOCTH, BEJIUKYIO 3aHATOCTH
NI HEIIPUASHEHHYIO JIETKOBECHOCTb; Be€Jb MHTUMHBIE
KUCIIOBEeAN MOJIOABIX MY:KUWH WJIH, II0 KpaiiHeill Mepe,
BBIPAyKEHUsI, B KOTOpPbIe OHU OOJIEKAIOTCsS, KaK IIpaBU-
JIO, OTHAIOT ILTaruaToM Jinh0 OCHOBATEJIbLHO 3aMyTHS-
IOTCSA OUEeBUIHBLIMU HEIOMOJBKAMU. BoO3mep:KuBaThCS
OT CYsKIeHUN — 3HAUUT IUTATHh HEYTOJIUMYIO HAIEKIY.
1 u monsiHe 60IOCH YIYCTUTH UTO-HUOYAL Ba’KHOE, €C-
JIZ BAPYT 3a0yOy TO, UYTO He 0e3 TIecJaBusa YTBEPKIAT
MOI1 orell 1 He 6e3 TIeCJaBUA IIOBTOPAIO A: YTO Kpae-
YTOJBbHOE KauecTBO JOOPOHIOPAIOYHOCTH pPacIIpeiesiaeT-
cA MeXKIy HaMU, POKIAIONIMMUCS Ha CBET, HE IIOPOBHY.

Hy BoT, mo6axBaJuMBIINCH IIOHOOHBIM 00pasoM
IIpuCylieil MHe TEPIUMOCTBIO, S TOTOB IIPU3HATDH, YTO
U el TOJIOKEHBI oIpeneieHHbIe mpeneabl. IloBeme-
HUe YeJIOBeKa MOKeT MMeThb (PYHIaMEHTOM KDEeIKyIo
CKaJIbHYI0O TOPOAY, a MOMKEeT M OOJOTHYIO TOIIb, OX-
HaKO IO TepeceueHUU OIIpelesIeHHOM UepThl i Iepe-
CTal0 WHTEPEeCcOBATHCS TE€M, UTO JIEXKUT B €ro OCHOBE.
BepHyBIIHCHL IIPOILIOH OCEHBIO C BOCTOKA CTPAaHBI,
TOMUJICS KAKION eTMHOOOPAa3Us MUPA: KeJlas, YTOObI
OH, KOTZIa JEJIO UAET O HPAaBCTBEHHOCTH, 3aCTHIBAJ IO
CTOMKE «CMUPHO», a CyMOYpPHBIE BKCKYPCUU C ITPABOM
ocMOTpa TaHUKOB UeJIOBeUeCKUX AYII Oojiee He IIPU-
BJIeKaJIu MeHs. VCKiamooueHreM craj JUINb 1'9TcowH,
TOT, UMEHeM KOero HasBaHa 3Ta KHuUra, — IlaoTcOu,
OJIMIIETBOPSABIINU BCe, K UeMy s HMUTAJ Oe3ydacTHOe
mnpespenne. Eciau JIMYHOCTh MOXKHO OLIEHMBATH II0 He-
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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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IPephIBHON Uepene yAAUHBIX JKECTOB, TO B HeM Jeli-
CTBUTEJBHO IIPUCYTCTBOBAJIO HEUTO OjecTtdAiiee, 000-
CTpeHHAasl BOCHPUUMUYHUBOCTL K IIOCYJAM JKHU3HU; OH
OBLT OZ00EH CJIOKHOMY HPHOOPY, KOTOPBIN CJBIIIUT
3eMJIETPSACEHUs, IMPOMCXOLAIINE B OECATH ThICIUAX
MWUJIb OT Hero. JTa OT3LIBUMBOCTDL HE MMeJa HUUYero
00I1Iero ¢ BAJOH BOEUATINTEILHOCTHIO, KOTOPASI HOCUT
0J1aropoHOE IIPO3BaHIE «TBOPUECKAS HATYPa», — OHA
ObLIa TOPAa3UTEILHBIM JapoM HaIe:KIbl, POMaHTUYe-
CKOM TOTOBHOCTM KO BCEeMY Ha CBeTe, HapoM, KaKOTo
A He BcTpeuas OoJjbllle HM B KOM U KaKOU HaBPAI JIU
yBUKY cHOBa. HeT, B KoHeUHOM cueTe, ['aTc6u oxasas-
cs UeJIOBEKOM 3aMeuaTeJbHBIM — 9TO Te, KTO JKIJ 34
ero CueT, Ta I'pA3HAs IIbLJIb, YTO BUJIACH IO ISATAM 3a
ero MeuTaHuAMHU, — OHAa 3acTaBUJa MeHsA Ha BpeMsdA
YTPATUTL WHTepPeC K OeCIJIONHBIM MeUaJAM U1 B3JIeTaM
HaOeJIeHHbIX KYIbIMU KPbIJIbAMMN JIIOI[eﬁ.

IIpoucxoKy A U3 BUAHOM, COCTOATEIHHOU CceMbMU,
TPU IMOKOJIEHUS KOTOPO KUJIM B POJHOM MOEM Tropoje
Ha Cpenuem 3anane. Kappaysu — aTo momo0ue KJaHa;
COTJIaCHO IIPelaHuio, MBI BeIeM CBOIi POJ OT T'epPIIOrOB
Baxio, X0TA HemocpeICTBEeHHBIM OCHOBAaTeJIEM Halllei
JUHNN OBLI OpaT Moero nena, IepeOpaBIIHIICA CIoga
B IATHAECAT IIEPBOM, OTIIPABUBIINI KOTO-TO B3aMeH
ce0s Ha 'pakIaHCKYyI0 BOMHY WM OCHOBABIIHNI OIITOBYIO
TOPT'OBJIO CKOOAHBIM TOBAapOM, BO3IVIABJISEMYIO HBIHE
MOMM OTI[OM.

JIBOIOPOMHOTO AeAVIIKY MHEe BHUIETh He JOBEJIOCH;
IIpeAIoJaraeTcsa, OOHAKO K, UTO A IIOXOMK HA HEero, —
IOKAa3aTeJbCTBOM CJIYV:KUT HOBOJLHO TOIIOPHOII pabo-
THI TOPTPET ero, BUCAIIUI B KabuHeTe oOTHA. Yuely
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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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B Hpio-XeiiBeHe a 3akoumuma B 1915 romy, poBHO ue-
pes ueTBepTh BeKa IIOCJe OTIIa, M HECKOJBKO II03iKe
IIPUHSAJ yUYacTHe B TOM 3aI1037aJI0lf MUT'PAIlUU TEBTOH-
CKOT'O ILJIEMEHU, 4YTO IIOJIyumJia HasBanue MwupoBoi
Boiinbl. Ham KOHTpyZap AOCTaBUJI MHE YIOBOJLCTBUE
CTOJIb OOJIBIIIOE, UTO, ¥ BEPHYBIINCH TOMOM, g BCe HU-
Kak He MOTI ycHoKouThbcsa. Cpemuuii 3amana mpencTaB-
JISLJICSI MHE Telleph He YIOTHBIM I[€HTPOM BCEJIEeHHOI,
HO ee HeKa3WCTOM OKPAMHOM — U IOTOMY d HaayMaJl
moexaTh Ha BocTok, 7a0bbl M3YUNTH TOHKOCTH oOpailie-
HUS C JOJTOBRIMHU OOs3aTeJabcTBaMu. Kamablii, KOTO 5
3HAJ, 3aHUMAJICA JOJTOBLIMU 0043aTeILCTBAMU, BOT 5
¥ PeI’J, UTO 3TOT OM3HEC B COCTOSAHUU IIPOKOPMUTH
elre OJHOr0 X0J0CTAKA. TeTyIKy MO U AATIOUIKKA 00-
CY:KIAJM ceil 3aMbICe] C TAKUM ycepAueM, TOUHO JeJI0
IIIJI0 O BHIOOpE M1 MEeHS YaCTHOM IIKOJBI, M HAKOHEI]
mocranosuau: «Hy, uTo Ke, A-ma», COXpaHsis, BIIPO-
yeM, Ha JUIAX MpavyHOoe, HeyBepeHHOe BhIpakeHUue.
Orer coriacujicsa B TeueHHe TOJa BBIMJIAYMBATL MHeE
cofepiKaHre, 1 BeCHOU IBaAIATh BTOPOTO A OTIPABUII-
ca Ha BocTok — HaBcerza, Kak d moJiaral.

PasymHee Bcero ObLIO IIOALICKATDH KUJIUIIE B TOPO-
e, OMHAKO BpeMs CTOSJIO TeILJIoe, a s TOJBKO UTO II0-
KHUHYJ Kpail IPOCTOPHBIX JIY;KaeK U IIPUBETINBLIX Je-
peBbeB, ITOITOMY, KOTZIa paboTaBIIMHA B OJHOM CO MHOI
oduce MOJIOIOM UeTOBEK MPEAJIOKUJ CHATH C HUM Ha
mapy JOM B IIPUTOPOJeE, A CUeJ STY MbBICJb IIPEBOCXOI-
Hoii. OH moAbICKAJ BUAABIlIee BUABI IIaTKOe OyHTAJO,
claBaBIlleecs 3a BOCEMBIECAT AOJIJIAPOB B MECHIl, HO
B IIOCJIEAHIOI0 MUHYTY (prpMa oTocaasia ero B Baruur-
TOH, W IPUIIJIOCE MHE OTHPABUTLCS 34 I'OPOJ OJHOMY.
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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 Mens O6bL1a cobakKa — BO BCAKOM cJIydae, IpoOBLIa
HECKOJIbKO [Hel, MoKa He cbOexkaya, — CTapeHbKUI
«Jlomk» M PUHCKUX KPOBEH Cay:KaHKa, KOTopas cTe-
JInJa MOIO TIOCTeJIb, TOTOBMJIA 3aBTPAK U BIIOJITOJOCA
Jennaach caMa ¢ co0OM, CTOS y AJIeKTPUUECKON IIJIUT-
KU, nepjaMu GUHCKON MYIPOCTH.

JeHb-Ipyroi MHe OBLIO OAMHOKO, HO 3aTe€M IIOYTPY
MeHs OCTAHOBUJ Ha JOPOTe YeJIOBEK, MPUEeXaBIIUuHA Ty-
Jla TT03’Ke MEeHd.

— He cramxere, xax nomacTe Ha J3amnaguoe lii-
10?7 — COKPYIIIEHHO OCBEJOMUJICS OH.

5 obbsacuusn. U mpoaomxkuia cBOUM IIyTh, y:Ke He
Tep3asch OJWHOYECTBOM: s O0OpaTHMJICS B HPOBOJHU-
Ka, CJemOIIbITa, mepBoro moceseHna. Cam Toro He 3a-
MEeTHB, YeJIOBEK STOT JAAapoBaJj BCEMY, UTO MEHA 3/IeCh
OKpPYsKaJjo, CBOOOIY.

B To yTpoO, moj COMHIIEM U TPEIETOM JIUCTBBI, KOTO-
pasd cJIOBHO pBajiach U3 IPEeBECHBIX BETBEH, KaK IIPU 3a-
MeJJIEHHOM KMHOChEMKe, KO MHe BepHYJach IIPUBHIU-
Has YBePEeHHOCTh: C JIETOM KU3Hb HAUMHAETCA 3aHOBO.

MHe npeiCcTOANO, TIPEMKIE BCETO, CTOJIb MHOTO€E IIPO-
YNUTaThb, BIIUTATH CTOJBKO 3[JOPOBBA M3 MOJIOJOTO BO3-
IyXa, KOTOPBIM TaK IIPUBOJBHO IBINIATIOCH. SI Kymui
JIeCATOK TOMOB IT0 OAHKOBCKOMY UM KPEIUTHOMY IeJy,
II0 IeHHBIM OyMaraM, M OHM BBICTPOWJIVCH HA IIOJIKE,
KpacHBIe C 30JI0TOM, ITOXOKME Ha TOJBKO YTO OTYEeKa-
HeHHbIE MOHETBI, 00elllas OTKPLITh OCJENUTEILHBIE
TaliHbI, BegoMble Juinb Mugacy, Moprany u Menena-
Ty. Bripouem, s MMeJ BO3BBIIIIEHHOE HaMepeHUe IIPo-
YeCcTh W MHOYKECTBO MHBIX KHUT. B KoJaemKe A mUTAT
CKJIOHHOCTD K JIUTEPaType — B OAUWH I'Ofl HATIHCAJ JasKe
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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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mna «Menp-Hpioc» HECKONTBKO BeChbMa HAIBIIEHHBIX
Y TPUBUAJBHBIX HEePEIOBBIX CTaTel, — U Telepb cOOU-
paJics 0OHOBUTH Ty CTOPOHY MOeli *KU3HU, CHOBA CTATh
CaMbIM Y3KIM M3 BCEX CIIEIIAJINCTOB — <«IIIMPOKO 00pa-
30BAHHBLIM YEeJIOBEKOM». V 3T0 He Ipas3gHasd UPOHUI —
B KOHIIe KOHIIOB, JKM3Hb yI00Hee BCero co3epiiaTh, MMes
B CBOEM PACIIOPSKEHUH TOJBKO OTHO OKOHIIE.

Cayuail pacmopsigujcsa Tak, 4TO JOM s CHSJ B OJ-
HOM M3 CaMBbIX YIWBUTEJILHBIX mocenenmuit CeBepHOI
Amepuru. OHO HAXOOUTCA HA AJIUHHOM, 6ECTOJIKOBOM
ocTpoBe, uTo TaHercsa or Hpio-Mopka mpaMo Ha Boc-
TOK, — 3[IeCh CpPeIH MPOUYNX MPUUYA IPUPOALI MUMEETCA
IBa HEOOBIYHBIX TeoJIOTHMYEeCKUX Kypbesa. B mBaamartu
MHJIAX OT TOPOZAA BO BilIaskHOe 3amBopbe Hbio-Mlopka,
nuMeHyeMoe mposuBoM JIOHT-AfijeHT — a 9TO camoe
00:xMTOE B 3aIlIaJHOM ITOJYIIAPUN MOPCKOe IIPOCTPaH-
CTBO, — BJAeTCAd IIapa OrPOMHBIX, OJMHAKOBBLIX IIO
OUePTaHUAM <«AUI», Pas3meIeHHBIX OyXTOl, KaKOBYIO
MEeCTHbBIE JKUTEJIW C YUTHBOH CHUCXOLUTEJIbHOCTBHIO
UMEHYIOT «3aJuBOM». I[10700HO KOJIyMOOBBIM, COBEP-
IIIEHHOU OBAJBbHOCTBIO 3TU «AHIa» He OTIIMYAIOTCI, 00a
cJerKa ONPUILIIOCHYTHI CO CTOPOHBI «3aJMBa», OJHAKO
dusuueckoe mogobMe MX HaBePHAKA COMBAET C TOJKY
mapAImnrX HaJL HUMUA 4YaeK. BecKpBIIBIX Ke CYIIeCTB
KyJa cujJbHee 3aBOpasKMBaeT UX HECXOACTBO BO BCEM,
KpoMe OpMBI 1 pasMmepa.

S sxun na Sanagaom fdiie, 6pIBIIEM, KaK ObI 3TO CKa-
3aThb... MeHee (pelreHeOeJIbHLIM, YeM BocTouHOe, XOTs
9TO IIOBEPXHOCTHOE CJIOBO €[[Ba JIU IIepelaeT CTPaHHBIN
W He B MaJIOM Mepe 3JI0BEeI[Hil KOHTPACT ABYX OCTPO-
BOB. [loM MO CcTOsAJ HA caMOM OKOHEUHOCTHU «sHIla»,
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