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Hoporue npy3bs!

Kak wu3BecTtHO, ny4dimuii crnoco® y4YUTh WHOCTPAHHBIN
SI3BIK — 9TO YMTATh XyIOXKECTBEHHYIO JIuTepaTypy. Ho ureHue
JIOJDKHO OBITh HE TOJBKO TOJIE3HBIM, HO U YBJIEKATEIbHBIM.
[ToaToMy MBI OTOOpaIM MJIsI Bac Jy4IIde MPOU3BEACHUS MU-
POBOI1 TUTEPATYPHI.

B xHurax cepun «AHIIIMIICKAsT KOJUIEKIINS: YUTaeM, IIepe-
BOJIUM, CJIyllIaeM» Bbl HAIETe agalTUPOBaHHbBIEC TEKCThI IIPO-
M3BEICHUI Ha aHIJIMICKOM SI3BIKE C MapajuIeJIbHBIM IIepeBO-
JIOM Ha PYCCKUM.

Bce aHmmmiickme TEKCThI O3BYYE€HBI HOCUTEIISIMU SI3bIKA
1 a0COIOTHO OecIIaTHO JOCTYIHBI ISl TIPOCTYIIMBAaHUS T10
QR-Koxay, pacrojio(keHHOMY B Havaje Kaxmoil riaBbl. HeoO-
XOJIMMO BCEro JIMIlb OTCKaHMWPOBaTh HYKHBI QR-Kom 1 Ha-
»KaTh Ha KHOIIKY BOCIIPOM3BEICHUSI.

Kemaem ycriexos!



j n my younger years my father gave me some
S advice. “Whenever you feel like criticizing any
; tﬁk—‘f-r one,” he told me, “just remember that all the peo-
%.4: 2% ple 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 every-
thing for which I have an unaffected scorn.

There was something gorgeous about him, some height-
ened 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 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 grand-
father’s brother who came here in fifty-one and started the
wholesale hardware business that my father carries on today.
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IOHOIIIECKUE T'OZIbI MOM OTell JaJl MHE OJVH COBET.
— Eciu Tebe BAPYT 3aX04YeTCs OCYAUTHh KOTO-TO, —
CKa3aJl OH MHe, — IIOMHH, YTO He Y BCEX JIFO/IEN B 3TOM MUpe
OBUTH TaKHe JKe IPENMYIINECTBA, KaK y TeO.

OH 6oJsibllle HUYETO He CKa3aJl, HO 51 TIOHSLI, YTO B €0 CJIO-
Bax 3akJovasicsa 6osee ryOOKWE CMBICI. [IpUBBIUKa CAEp-
’KUBATh CY)KI€HUS OTKPbLIA /IS MEHSI MHOYXECTBO JIFOOOTIIBIT-
HBIX HaTyp. B Ko/temxe 51 OGbLI MOCBANIEH B TAWHBIE TOPECTH
cymMacOpOAHBIX U HETIPEACKa3yeMbIX JIFOZIEH.

Korzia s1 BepHyJics mponuion oceHblo ¢ BocToka, TO mo4yB-
CTBOBAJI, YTO XOTeJI OBl BUJIETh BeCh MUP 00Ta4éHHBIM B YHU-
dopmy. MHe GoJbIlle He HY)XHbI OBUTH yBJIEKATelbHBIE BbI-
JIa3KU C TIPUBWIETHEN 3amIAfbpIBaTh B YelOBeYeCKHe AYIIU.
Tonpko ['9TCOM, YbUM MMeHEM Ha3BaHA 3Ta KHUTA, OBUT UC-
KIouyeHrneM — ['3TcOu, KOTOPBIA NpezcTaBisan cOO0H BCE,
YTO 51 ICKPEHHE Ipe3upaJl.

B HEM OBUIO HEYTO BEIUKOJIETHOE, HeKasd 000CTpEHHAS
YYBCTBUTEIBHOCTb K ITOCYJIaM KM3HH, CJIOBHO OH OBUI 4Ya-
CTBIO OJHOM M3 TeX CJIOXKHBIX MalllUH, KOTOPbIE PErvuCTpU-
PYIOT 3eMJIETPSICEHUSA Ha PACCTOSTHUU JIeCATU THICSY MUJIb.
OTO ObLT PeIKOCTHBIN Zap HAAEK/Abl, POMaHTHUYEeCKast FOTOB-
HOCTb, KOTOPOU 1 HUKOT/ZIAa HE HAaXOAWI HU B KAaKOM JIPyTrOM
JeJI0BEKe.

Mos cemba cocTosa U3 BUAHBIX, 3AXKUTOYHBIX JIOZei Ha
MIPOTAKEHUM TPEX MOKoIeHUM. Kappaysu — 5To HeuTo BpoJie
KJIaHa, U, COIVIACHO IIPeZaHNI0, MBI IIPOUCXOLUM OT I'eplior'oB
Bakutio, x0T GpaKTHYeCKUM POZOHAYATbHUKOM MOEH JIMHUH
ObUT OpaT MOEro AeAyIIKH, KOTOPBIN Mpuexan cioga B 1851
TO/ly ¥ Havas CBOE JIeJi0 IO ONTOBOM TOProBjie€ CKOOSHBIMU
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I never saw this great-uncle but I look like him—I saw a paint-
ing 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 busi-
ness. 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 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 help-

lessly.

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.

! New Haven — umeeTcs B BUAy Mesbckuil yHMBEpCUTET (KOTO-
PHIN HaxoAuTcs B ropoge Hero-XeliBeH).

6



L

I'masal /; "

TOBapaMM, KOTOPOe MOM OTell ITPO/JI0JDKAET 10 CUX Top. S HU-
KOrZla He BHUZIEJl CBOEro JIBOIOPOAHOTO /Jiefia, HO s IMOXOX Ha
HEro: 1 BUJeJ TIOPTPET, KOTOPBIA BUCUT B KOHTOPE OTIIA.

A saxonumn Membckuii yHusepcuteT B Hblo-XeiiBeHe
B 1915 rozy, poBHO 4epes 4eTBEePTh BeKa II0C/Ie CBOEro OTIIa,
Y HEMHOTO T03Ke y4JacTBoBasn B [lepBoli MUPOBOI BoOiiHe.
3aTeM f pemwI ABUHYTbCA Ha BOCTOK M M3yduThb OGupike-
Boe giesio. OTery cormacwicss GUHAHCUPOBATh MEHA B Tede-
HUe Tozia, U Iocjie pa3InyHbIX 3aJiepXKek BecHol 1922 roga
A mpuexas Ha BocTok, Kak MHe iyMaJioch, HaBcerza.

BbUTO pa3yMHO HAWTH JKWIbE B TOPOZE, HO OJIU3WIOCH
JIETO, U KOT7ZIa OVH MOJIOZION 4esoBeK U3 oduca IpeIoKuI
MHe CHATb ZIOM BMeCTe ¢ HUM, 3TO [10Ka3aJoCh IIPeKpacHoOM
MbICabI0. OH HaWEN oM, KApTOHHYIO Xubapy, 3a BOCeEMb/ie-
CAT OJUTAPOB B MecsIl. Y MeHA ObUT CTapbli «I0MXK» U QUH-
CKaa FOpHUYHAskA, KoTopasd Npubupana KpoBaTh U FOTOBUIA
3aBTpaK, a Takke bopmoTana cebe Mo HOC TO-GUHCKU HaZ
2JIEKTPUIECKOU TITUTOMU.

OfHaXbl YTPOM HEKHI YeJIOBEK OCTAaHOBMI MEHS Ha J10-
pore.

— Kak npo#TH B IOCENIOK YaCT-OrT? — CIIPOCHII OH Oec-
IIOMOIIIHO.

A ckazan emy. S ObLT THAOM, IEPBOOTKPBLIBATEIEM, TIED-
BBIM IIOCeJIeHIleM. JIeTOM »KM3Hb HauYWHAaIach 10 HOBOM.

Hazio 6610 MHOTO BCETO MPOYUTATD. 1 KyIIWI JI0XKUHY TO-
MOB 110 6aHKOBCKOMY ¥ KPEIUTHOMY /eIy, 10 THBECTUIINOH-
HBIM IIeHHBIM OyMaram, ¥ OHU CTOSIT Ha MO€M IIOJIKe, CBep-
Kasd KPaCHBIMU U 30JI0THIMU KOPEIIKaAMU.
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Ilived 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 places that rented for twelve or fifteen
thousand a season. The one on my right was Gatsby’s man-
sion.

Across the bay the white palaces of fashionable East Egg
glittered along the water, and the history of the summer re-
ally begins on the evening I drove over there to have dinner
with the Buchanans. Daisy was my second cousin. Her hus-
band’s name was Tom. I'd known Tom in college. And just af-
ter 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 Dai-
sy 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.

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.



I'naea 1

A xwun B Yact-Orre. I apeHZOBaI I0M B OJHOM U3 CAMbBIX
CTpaHHBIX MOCENKOB B CeBepHOU AMepuke. OH HaXOAWUJICA
Ha /UIMHHOM, ¢ OYHHOM pacTUTEIbHOCTHIO OCTPOBE, KOTOPBII
npocTtHpasca K BocToky Hubio-lopka. Moii oM CTOSI MeXy
ZIByMs OTPOMHBIMU BWUIAMHU, KOTOPBlE CHUMAJIU 33 JBEHAZ-
LaTh WIN IIATHAALATH THICAY J0JUIAPOB B Ce30H. Bruia cripa-
Ba OT MeHs ObTa 0COOHAKOM I'aTCOM.

Ha zapyroi#i cTopoHe 3ajvBa Haj, BOJOHW CBepKamu Oesble
ABOPIIHI deleHebenmbHOTO McT-OrTa, M UCTOPUS 3TOTO JIEeTa,
Ha caMoM /iejie, HAaUWMHAETCsl C TOTO Bevepa, KOT/ia s Ipuexal
Tyaa, 4TobObl Moobenath ¢ brlokeHeHaMu. J[31i3u ObLIa MOeH
TpolopoAHOU cecTpoii. E€ myxa 3Banu Towm. { 3Han Toma B
KoJutepke. Y cpasy mocsie BOMHBI A TIapy AHEN TOCTWI Y HUX
B Uukaro.

Cembst Toma ObL1a Ype3BhIYaliHO boraTa — eInlé B KOJUIE-
’Ke ero cBo0Oo/Ia pacopsKaThCA JeHbIaMU BhI3bIBaJla Hape-
KaHud. fl He 3HaO, MOYeMy OHU IpuUexanu Ha BocTok. «Mbl
PENIWIN OCECTh», — cKa3asa [[p#3u 1o TeedoHy, HO S 3TOMY
He noBepua. OHU npoBeiu rof Bo paHIuu, He UMesd oIpe-
JIeJIEHHOUN TIeNTM, 3aTeM TepeMeNaarch TyZa-Ciofla, BCIOAY,
/1€ JIIOZI UTPAJIH B TTOJIO ¥ ObUTHU GOTaTHI.

Y BOT, CJIyYMIIOCH TaK, YTO OJHUM TEIIBIM BETPEHBIM Be-
4epoM £ moexain B VcT-Orr moBUAATh JBYX CTapbIX Apy3eH,
KOTOPBIX €/IBa BooOI1le 3HaJI. VIX Io0M OKa3asics ellé U3bICKaH-
Hee, yeM 51 OXuja. [a30H HaunHauICs Ha 6epery U 4eTBepTh
MUJTH TSIHYJICS JI0 TlepegHel aBepu. ®acaz 6pU1 mpope3aH Jiu-
HUeW PaHIy3CKUX OKOH, CBEPKABIIMX OTOIECKAMU 30JI0Ta
Y pacmaxHyTBIX HaBCTpeuyy TEIUIOMY BeTpeHOMy AHIo. Tom
BblOKeHeH B KOCTIOME /IJIsi BEPXOBOU €37IbI CTOSLT B IBEPSX.

Co BpeMméH Hrro-XeiiBeHa Tom nameHuics. Terepb OH ObLT
KPEenKUM TPUALATWIETHUM MY>KYNHOU C COJJOMEHHOTO IIBe-
Ta BOJIOCAMU, YETKO OYEPUYEHHBIM PTOM M Ha/IMEHHBIMU Ma-
HepaMu.
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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 be-
cause 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.

“T'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-col-
ored 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 few moments listening
to the whip and snap of the curtains and the groan of a pic-
ture 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 lit-
tle laugh, and I laughed too and came forward into the room.

10



I'naea 1

OH He MOT' CKPBITb OTPOMHYIO CHUJIy CBOEro Teia. JTO
6bUI0 TeTo, 0bIa/iaBliee COKPYIINTEIbHON CHIIOH, XKeCTOKOoe
TeJo.

Ero rosioc 66Ut rpyOBIM XPUTLTBIM TEHOPOM. «YTO K, HE CUU-
TaiiTe MO& MHeHUe TI0 9TOMY BOITPOCY HellpepeKaeMbIM, — Ka-
3aJ10Ch, TOBOPHJI OH, — TOJIBKO TIOTOMY, UTO 51 CUJIbHEE U BO-
0611le BaM He POBHS1». MBI COCTOSUTH B OZHOM CTYAE€HYECKOM
00I1IeCTBE, U, XOTS MBI HUKOT/]A HE ObUTH OJIM3KU, Y MEHS BCET-
Zia OBUIO BIIEYATIEHUE, YTO OH CTPEMUJICS MHE TIOHPABUTHCS.

Mu1 IIOTOBOPWJIM HECKOJIBKO MHWHYT, CTOA Ha 3aJIMTOM
COJIHIIEM KPbLIbIIE.

— Y MeHs 3/7iech XOpoIlo, — cka3an oH. OH pa3BepHYI
MeHs, BEXXJIMBO, HO pe3Ko. — I10i1éM BHYTpb.

MBI IPOILTH Yepe3 OrPOMHBIH XOJUT U MOIaIX B IPKO-PO-
30Boe MpocTpaHCcTBO. OKHA OBUTM IPUOTKPHITHL U OIecTesu.
B KOMHAaTy [yl BETEpPOK, TPeIUId 3aHaBEeCKH, IOXOXXHe Ha
6seaHbBIE BIIary.

EAVMHCTBEHHBIM HEITOJBIDKHBIM TIPEIMETOM B KOMHATe
ObL1a OrpOMHAs KyIIeTKa, Ha KOTOPOW JIeXKaI! IBE€ MOJIOZbIE
’KeHITUHBL. O6e OHU OBLTH B 6eIoM. I TTOCTOST HEKOTOpPOe
BpeMs, MPUCTYIINBAsACH K XJIOMAHbIO 3aHABECOK M CKPUILY
KapTHHBI Ha CTEHE.

Tom BbiokeHeH 3aTBOPWI OKHa, M MOMMAaHHBIN BeTep 3a-
Mep B KOMHaTe. Mutazmas U3 3TUX ABYX JKEHIIWH ObUT MHE
He3HaxkoMma. OHa ObUIa ITOJHOCTBHIO HEIOABIDKHA, JIUIIL €€
o100 POAOK ObUT HEMHOTO TTPUTIOAHAT.

Jlpyras npeByiika, J[3ii3u, caenana MOMBITKY BeTaTh. OHA
HaKJIOHWIach HEMHOT'O BIIEPE/], TTIOTOM 3acMesiiach HeJlelTbIM
o4yapoBaTeJbHBIM CMEIIKOM, U S TOXKEe PacCMesyICa U IIarHy/I
B KOMHary.
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“I'm p-paralyzed with happiness.”

She laughed again, and held my hand for a moment, look-
ing 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 ques-
tions in her low, thrilling voice. Her face was sad and lovely
with bright things in it, bright eyes and a bright passionate
mouth.

I told her how I had visited in Chicago some friends and
how a dozen people had sent her their love.

“Do they miss me?” she cried.

“The whole town is desolate. All the automobiles are paint-
ed black and there’s a persistent wail all night.”

“How gorgeous! Let’s go back, Tom. Tomorrow!” Then she
added irrelevantly: “You must see the baby.”

“I'd like to.”

“She’s asleep. She’s two years old. Haven’t you ever seen
her?”

“Never.”
“Well, you must see her. She’s...”
Tom Buchanan rested his hand on my shoulder.

“What do you do, Nick?”

12
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— A II-II-TI-ITapajin3oBaHa OT CYaCTbA.

OHa cHOBa 3acMesach ¥ Ha MTHOBEHUE yzeprKajia MOIO
PYKY, “3ydasd MO€ JIULO.

Ona nporrernTasna, YTo GaMuins Ipyrou JeByurku — beit-
kep. ['ybb1 Mucc Belikep IIeBeTbHYIMCh, OHA KUBHYJIA MHE,
a 3aTeM CHOBA OBICTPO OTKJIOHWIA Ha3a/] CBOIO TOJIOBY.

fI cHoBa mocMOTpeI Ha Ky3UHY, KOTOpas IPUHAIACh 3a/a-
BaTh MHE BOIIPOCHI CBOMM HU3KUM, BOJHYIOIIUM rojocoM. Eé
JIUIO OBLIO TPYCTHO U TIPEKPACHO — Ha HEM CHJIBHO BBIZIEIS-
JIUCh CBepKalollye I71a3a U ApKUK YyBCTBEHHBIU POT.

A pacckasai e, uTo mpoBeZian B YuKaro HEKOTOPBIX ApY-
3ell ¥ YTO [F0XKUHA U3 HUX TOChLIAMU e IpUBeT.

— OHU CKy4aloT I10 MHe? — BOCKJIMKHYJIa OHA.

— Becsw ropoz omycres. Bce MalinMHbBI HOKpAaIlIeHbl B YED-
HBI! IIBET, ¥ BCIO HOYb CJIBIIIUTCA ILIay.

— Kaxk murno! /laBait Bepuémcs, Tom. 3aBTpa! — [loTom
oHa flob6aBwmIa He K MecTy: — THI ZIo/DKeH YBUJETh peOEéHKa.

— XoTeJoch OBI.

— Ona cnutr. Ei gBa roma. Tel HUKOIZA €€ He
BUZE?

— Huxkorga.
— Toraa Th1 fomKeH e€ yBuAeTh. OHA...
Tom BrroKeHeH ITOJIOKWI PYKY Ha MOE IIevO0.

— Yewm THI 3aHUMaelbcsa, Huk?

13
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“'m a bond man.”
“Who with?”
I told him.

“Never heard of them,” he remarked decisively.

This annoyed me.

“You will,” T answered shortly. “You will if you stay in the
East.”

“Oh, I'll stay in the East, don’t you worry,” he said, glancing
at Daisy and then back at me.

At this point Miss Baker said “Absolutely!” It was the first
word she uttered since I came into the room. It surprised her
as much as it did me. She yawned and with a series of rapid,
deft movements stood up into the room.

“You see,” Daisy told Miss Baker. “I've been trying to get
you to New York all afternoon.”

I looked at Miss Baker, I enjoyed looking at her. She was a
slender girl, with an erect carriage. Her grey sun-strained eyes
looked back at me. It occurred to me now that I had seen her, or

a picture of her, somewhere before.

“You live in West Egg,” she remarked contemptuously. “I
know somebody there.”

“I don’t know a single—"

“You must know Gatsby.”

14
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— {1 3aHUMarOCh KpeJUTHBIMU OIlepalsiMU.
— Y koro?
f pacckasan emy.

— Hukorza He cipllian o HUX, — 3aMeTWI OH BBICOKO-
MepHO.

DTO MeHA 3aeJio.

— yCJIbIIJ_II/IH_Ib, — OTBETWI A4 KOPOTKO. — yCJIbII_L[I/II_Hb,
€CJIV BBl OCTaHeTeCh Ha BocToke.

— O, 1 ocTaHych Ha BocToOKe, He BOJTHYICS, — CKa3aJl OH,
A4 Ha [Ipi3u, a 3aTeM MOCMOTpesT Ha MeHS.

B aTom MecTe mucc Beiikep ckasana «TouHO!» DTO OBLIO
[IepBOE CJI0BO, KOTOPOE OHA IIPOU3Heca C TeX I10p, KakK 5 BO-
€T B KOMHATy. DTO yJUBWIO €€ TakK ke, kKak 1 MeHda. OHa
3eBHYJIa U B IBA-TPU OBICTPBIX U JIOBKUX /IBIDKEHUS BCTasla
rocpeAiyi KOMHATEL.

— Bugumb, — ckaszana /J[piisu mucc betikep. — I Bech
JleHb TTBITAl0Ch BHITATUTh TeOsI B Hbio-VIOpK.

f nmocmotpen Ha Mucc Belikep, MHe HpaBWIOCh CMOTPEThb Ha
Heé€. DTo OblIa CTPOMHASA JIEBYIIKA C OUYEHb MPSIMOM CIIMHOM. Eé
cepble, LypUBIIMeECS HA COJMHIIE IIa3a CMOTpeIu Ha MeHs. MHe
TMIPUIIUIO B TOJIOBY, YTO A I7/Ie-TO PaHbIIe BUZE € WK e€ TIOPTPET.

— BrikuBeTe B YaCT-OITe, — 3aMeTWIa OHa CBBICOKA. —
A Koe-KOro Tam 3Haro.

— ¢ He 3HAIO TaM HHU...

— BrI 0/KHBI 3HATh ['9TCOM.
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