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CHAPTERI /TAABA 1

B ronomeckue roapr, when a person ocobenno BocrpuumMyuB, my
father gave me some advice, HazoAro sanaBmMii MHe B aMsTb.

— Whenever you feel like criticizing anyone, — 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 have always been communicative,
1 MHe 6b1A0 clear, uTo gymMan on ropaszo 6oablue, yem ckasar. Bor
OTKyZa B3siaach y MeHs habit k caep:xannoctu B all judgements —
a habit that has opened up many curious natures to me u ere uamie
ZeAara MeHs victim marepbix Hagoea. Heszoposbiii mind is quick
to detech Bcerza cpasy uyer sty caep:annoctb, when it appears in
a normal person, u CreIMT 3a Hee YLENUTbCS; ellle B KOANE/KE MEHS
He3aCAy:KeHHO OOBHHSAM B ITOAMTHKAHCTBe, because camble HeAo-
AuMble U 3aMKHYyTble students roBepsiAu MHe CBOM TalHble rOpe CTa.
51 BoBce He uckaa Mogo6HOrO trust — CKOABKO pas, 3aMETUB HEKO-
TOpbIe symptoms, MpeABellalolIHe oOuepelHoe HHTUMHOE TIpH3HAHHE,
A MPUHUMAACS COHHO 3€BaTh, CIIEMIHA YTKHyTbca B book mau Hamy-
CKaA Ha cebs1 3aZl0pHO-AEeTKOMbICAEHHbIH ToH; the intimate revelations
of young men, no kpaiineii Mmepe Ta cAoBecHast (opMa, B KOTOPYIO
OHH OOAeYeHbl, NPEACTaBASIOT COOOH, Kak mnpaBuAo, are usually
plagiaristic 1 x Tomy ke cTpagaoT siBHbIMH HegoMoABKamu. Caep-
*kaHHOCTb B judgements is a matter of infinite hope. I am still a little
afraid of missing something if I forget, uto (as my father snobbishly
suggested) 4yTbe K OCHOBHBIM HPABCTBEHHBIM LIEHHOCTSIM OTITYILIEHO
IIPHUPO/ION HE BCEM B OZIMHAKOBOH MepeE.

A Ttenepp, noxsaruBIIHCh cBoed my tolerance, s gorxeH co-
BHATbCH, YTO 3Ta TePIUMOCTb uMeeT TpezeAbl. When I came back
from the East last autumn I felt that [ wanted the world 6b1A Mopaan-
HO 3aTAHYT B MYHZHP M ZIeP:KaACs 110 CTOHKE «CMHPHO». §1 6oAbre
HEe CTPEMHACS K YBAEKATeAbHbIM BbIAa3KaM C MPHBHAEIHEH 3aras-
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abiBath B yeroBedeckue aymu. Only Gatsby, the man who gives his
name to this book, was the exemption, — Gatsby, xasarocb, Bo-
TIAOIIABILIEro cob60H BCe, YTO 51 HCKPEHHE Ipe3HpaA U IpesHpalo.
Ecau mepurb personality ee ymenuem cebs nposisasith, there was
something gorgeous about him, kakas-To moBbuuennas sensitivity
KO BCEM TI0CYAAM *KH3HH. JTa CIIOCOGHOCTb K MTHOBEHHOMY OTKAHKY
HEe UMeAa HUYEero obIiero ¢ ApsiOAOH BIEYATAUTEABHOCTBIO, IIBIIIHO
HMeHyeMoH  creative temperament”, — it was a gift for hope, poman-
THdeckud 3amaA, which it is not likely I will ever find again. No —
Gatsby turned out all right at the end; ne on, a To, uro Haz HuM TsITO-
TEAO, Ta AZ0BUTas MIbIAb, YTO B3/IbIMAAACh BOKPYT €r0 Me4Thl, — BOT
YTO 3aCTABHAO MEHS Ha BPEMs YTPATHTb BCAKUM MHTEPEC K AIOZCKHM
CKOPOTEYHbIM SOITOWS H PaZlOCTSIM BIIOMbIXaX.

My family have been prominent, well-to-do people in this Middle
Western city for three generations. The Carraways are something of
a clan, u, no cemeiiHoMy npezaHHIO, OH BeJET CBOIO POJZOCAOBHYIO
ot 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.

[ never saw this great-uncle, but I'm supposed to look like him.
[ 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. I enjoyed
the xonrpuactynaenue that [ came back restless. The Middle West
now seemed like o6TpenanubM mogorom Beeaennol; so I decided to
go East and learn kpeautnoe zero. Everybody I knew was in the
bond business, 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.

Father agreed to finance me for a year, y, u BoT, mocae zoArux npo-
BoAouek, | came East, forever, | thought, in the spring of twenty-two.
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The practical thing was to find rooms in the city, Ho aeao mnro
K summer, a s ellle He yCIeA OTBbIKHYTb oT a country of wide lawns
M AaCKOBOH TeHHM trees, u moTtomy, when a young man at the office
suggested that we take a house together rae-uu6yzap B npuropoze, it
sounded like a great idea. He found the house — kpbiTy10 ToAEM xH-
6apky at eighty a month, but at the last minute the firm ordered him to
Washington, u Mue npumaoce ycrpausarbes alone. [ had a dog — at
least I had him for a few days until he ran away — and an old Dodge
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, stopped
me on the road.

— How do you get to West Egg village? — he asked.

[ told him. And as I walked on I was lonely no longer. I was
a guide, a pathfinder, an original settler'.

CoaHlle ¢ KazKAbIM JHEM HPUrPeBaAO CHUAbHEH, H BO MHE yike
KpeIAa 3HaKoMasi, IPHXOAUBIIAs KazK0e SUmmer YBepeHHOCTb, YTO
life was beginning over again with the summer.

It was a matter of chance that I had to rent a house in one of the
strangest communities in North America. Twenty miles from the city,
Ha sazsopkax Long Island Sound, camoro o6:xuroro xycka Boanoro
IIPOCTPAaHCTBa BO BCeM -3alaJHOM MOAYHIapHH, BAAIOTCS B BOAY JABa
COBEpIIEHHO OJHHAKOBbIX MbICA, Pa3JEeAeHHDbIX AMIIb HELTHPOKOH
6YXTOYKOH.

[ lived at West Egg, the well, the less fashionable of the two. My
house was at the very tip of the egg, only fifty yards from the Sound,
and cxxatbiit between two huge places that rented for twelve or fifteen
thousand a season. Ocobenno BeankoAenHa 6biAa BUAAA ClIpaBa —
it was a factual imitation of some Hotel de Ville in Normandy with
a tower on one side, and a MpamopubIii swimming pool, and more
than forty acres of lawn and garden. It was Gatsby’s ocobusax. My

1 H 6bIA CTaPOZKHUAOM, II€PBOIIOCEAEHIIEM, YKas3bIBaTEAEM JOPOT.
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house was so tiny that nobody noticed it, so I had a view of the water,
a partial view of my neighbour’s lawn u npusTHEIM co3HAHMEM Hemo-
cpeacTBeHHOro coceactsa Muarvonepos — B all for eighty dollars
a month.

Across the courtesy 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 Tom
Buchanans. Daisy was my second cousin once removed, and I knew
Tom in college. And just after the war I spent two days with them in
Chicago.

Her husband was one of those men who reach success at twenty-
one. His family were enormously wealthy but now he left Chicago and
come East in a fashion that rather took your breath away: for instance,
he’d brought neayto xonronmio of polo ponies from Lake Forest.

Why they came East I don’t know. Tenepb onu pemmau npouno
ocecTb Ha ozHoM MecTe, said Daisy over the telephone, but I didn’t
believe it — I had no sight into Daisy’s heart. I had no sight into
Daisy’s heart, but Tom would drift on forever seeking for the dramatic
turbulence.

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 Bbraypubii than I expected. Psaa sbicoxux
French windows npopesaa gacaza no Bceii aaune; celiuac oHu 6bIAK
pacraxHyTbl HABCTPeUy TEIAOMY BeuepHeMy BeTpPy, H CTEKAA [TAaMe-
HeAH OTGAECKAMHU 30A0Ta, a B BepsiX, IIHPOKO paccTaBUB HOTH, and
Tom Buchanan in riding clothes was standing on the front porch.

He changed since his New Haven years. Now he was a man of
thirty ¢ TBepz0 OYepUEHHBIM PTOM M ZOBOABHO HaJMEHHBIMH MaHe-
pamu. Ho B Auie raaBHbIM 6b1AM TAa3a: OT HX GAECTAILETO ZeP3KOTo
B3rAf/Ia BCErZia Kasaaoch, 6y/To OH C yrpo30# MogaeTcs Briepes. To

6bIAO TEAO, TOAHOE COKPYIIHTEAbHOH cHAbl, — a cruel body.
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His speaking voice had xpunabiii tenor. M1 aa:ke B pasrosope
C MIPHUSATHBIMU €My AIOJIbMU B TOAOCE Y HEro BCErZla CAbIMIAAACh HOTKa
IIpe3pPUTEAbHOH OTe4ecKOH CHHCXozuTeAbHOCTH, and there were men
at New Haven who hated his upas.

— I've got a nice place here, — he said. — It belonged to
Demaine, the oil man. We’ll go inside.

We walked through a high hallway into a bright rosy-coloured
space, eZlBa 3aKperAeHHOe B CTeHaX ZloMa BbICOKMMH OKHaMH at either
end. The windows were open.

The only completely nenoasuzxupiv object in the room was an
enormous couch on which there were two young women.

The younger of the two was a stranger to me. She was extended
full length at her end of the divan, completely motionless. The other
girl, Daisy, made an attempt to rise, then she laughed, an absurd,
charming little laugh, and I laughed too and came forward into the
room.

— I'm p-paralysed with happiness, — she said.

She laughed again and held my hand for a moment. She murmured
that the surname of the balancing girl was Baker.

At any rate, Miss Baker nodded at me and then quickly tipped her
head back again.

[ looked back at my cousin, who began to ask me questions. I told
her how [ stopped off in Chicago for a day on my way East, and how
a dozen people sent their love through me.

— Do they miss me? — she cried.

— The city 6esyTemnten.

— How gorgeous! Let’s go back, Tom. Tomorrow! You ought to
see the baby.

— [I'd like to.

— She’s asleep. She’s three years old. Haven’t you ever seen her?

— Never.

— Well, you ought to see her. She’s—
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Tom Buchanan, 6ecniokoiino 6poausmuii us yraa B yroa, octaHo-
BHUACS U [TIOAOKHA MHE PYKY Ha ITA€YO.

— What are you doing, Nick?
— I'm a bond man.

— Who with?

[ told him.

— Never heard of them, — BpicokoMepHO ypoHHA OH.

Memns zazeno.

— You will, — kopoTko Bospasur 1. — You will if you stay in
the East.

— Oh, I'll stay in the East, don’t you worry, — ckasanx o, ras-
Hya at Daisy u ToTuac ke cHOBa epeBeA raasa Ha MeHsl, 6YATO rOTO-
Bsich k otniopy. — ['d be a God damned fool to live anywhere else.

At this point Miss Baker said:

— Absolutely!

— 1 Bcs kak aepessimka, — she complained. — Hesosmozkno

CTOABKO BPEMEHH BaAATbCs Ha JMBaHe.

— Don’t look at me, — Daisy said. — I've been trying to get
you to New York all afternoon.

— No, thanks, — said Miss Baker to the four cocktails. — Hu-
KOT7ZIa He TIbI0 HaKaHyHe.

Her host looked at her ¢ negosepuem.

— You are!

[ looked at Miss Baker, wondering, uro Takoe eit «yaaercs».
[ enjoyed looking at her. She was a xyzas, ¢ Mmaabivu rpyasmu girl
c ouenb npamoi cruHoi. It occurred to me now that I saw her, or
a picture of her, somewhere before.

— You live in West Eigg, — she remarked. — I know somebody
there.

— I don’t know a single.

— You must know Gatsby.
— Gatsby? — Daisy said. — What Gatsby?
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[ wanted to say that he was my neighbour but dinner was announced.

— We ought to plan something, — seBuyaa Miss Baker, ycaxxu-
BasiCh 3a CTOA C TAKHM BHZIOM, CAOBHO OHa YKAaZbIBaAach B IIOCTEAb.

— Allright, — said Daisy. — What will we plan? — she turned
to me. — What do people plan?

He zo:xuzasco answer, oHa BAPYT C y2KacoM ycTaBUAAChb Ha CBOH
MH3HHeLl.

— Look! — she complained. — T hurt it.

— You did it, Tom, — she said o6uxenno. — I know you
didn’t mean to?, but you did do it. That’s what I get for marrying
TaKylo rpOMaZIuHy.

— | hate that word rpomazuny, — cepauro nepe6ur Tom. —
Even in kidding.

— Ipomaauna, — insisted Daisy.

— [ hate that word «rpomaauna», — Tom said.

— Ipomaaunal — ynpsamo nosropura Daisy.

Sometimes she and Miss Baker talked at once, Ho B ux nacmer-
AMBOH, 6eccozep:kaTeAbHOH 60ATOBHE He ObIAO AerKOCTH. | hey were
here, and they accepted Tom and me, Aumnb us cerckoit Ato6esHO-
CTH, CTapasich HaC 3aHUMAaTb MAM [TOMOTas HaM 3aHUMaTb uX. | hey
knew that dinner would be over and a little later the evening too would
be over. Bce ato 6p1r0 different from the West, rze Bceraa ¢ Boane-
HHeM TOPOIHIIDb Beyep, Yac 3a YacOM MOZATOHss ero K KOHILY, KOTOpPO-
ro U KJelllb, U OOUIIIbCS.

— You make me feel uncivilized, Daisy. Can’t you talk about
crops or something?

S cxasaa ato me aymas, mpocto Tak, but my words npoussean
HEO2KHIaHHBINA 3(P(PEKT.

— Civilization’s going to pieces’, — Tom said angrily. — Have

you read The Rise of the Coloured Empires by this man Goddard?

2 H 3Harw, Tbl HE HAPO4YIHO.

3 gHBl/U\I/IBaI;I)HH HAET HaCMapkKy.
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— No, — [ answered.

— It’s a fine book, and everybody ought to read it. Tam mpo-
BOZMTCS TaKasi Mzes, eCAH Mbl He 6yzeM HacTopoxe, white race...
Hy, CAOBOM, €€ TIOTAOTAT LIBETHbIE.

— Tom’s getting MbicauTerem, — Daisy said. — He reads deep
books with long words in them.

— Well, these books are all scientific, — Bospasu pasapazen-
Ho Tom. — This fellow has worked out the whole thing. It’s up to us,
OT FAABEHCTBYIOIIEH pachl, 3aBUCHT He gomycTuTb, will have control
of things.

— We've got to beat them down. — whispered Daisy.

— You ought to live in California... — began Miss Baker, but
Tom interrupted her.

— This idea is that we're Nordics. I am, and you are, and you
are, and...

[Tocre MrHoBeHHOro KOAeHGaHHA OH KHBKOM TOAOBbI BKAIOYHA
u Daisy, 1 oHa ToT4ac e CHOBa II0ZIMUTHYAA MHe.

— U Bce To, uTO cocTaBAsIET LMBHUAM3ALIMIO, CO3JAHO HAMH —
oh, science and art, and all that. Do you see?

The telephone rang inside and the butler left the xpbiabLo, Daisy
HaKAOHHAACh KO MHE.

— T’ll'tell you a family secret, — she whispered. — It’s about the
butler’s nose. Do you want to hear about the butler’s nose?

— That’s why I came over tonight.

— Well, he wasn’t always a butler, on cAy:xua B ognoM g0Me in
New York, rae umenocs a silver service for two hundred people, —
Tak BOT, oH 3aBezoBaA atuM cepebpom. C yTpa 10 Beuepa oH ero
YHCTHA M YHCTHA, U B KOHIE KOHIIOB y HETO OT 3TOTO CJAEAAACH Hac-
MOpK. ..

— Things went from bad to worse, — suggested Miss Baker.

— Yes. Things went from bad to worse, until finally he had to
give up his position.
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The butler came back and murmured something close to Tom’s ear.
Tom naxmypuacsi, oTOABUHYA CBOH CTYA H, He IPOM3HECS] HU CAOBA,
and without a word went inside. Daisy said then:

— I love to see you at my table, Nick. You remind me of a —
of a rose, an absolute rose. Doesn’t he? — o6paTurach ona k Miss
Baker 3a moatsep:xaenuem.

— An absolute rose?

This was untrue. Suddenly she threw her cargerky on the table
and went into the house.

Miss Baker and I exchanged a short glance. I was about to speak,
HO OHa BCsl MoZo6parach Ha CTyA€ H IIPeZOCTeperaolle IbIKHyAA
B MO0 cTopoHy. K3-3a ABepH rAyxo ZOHOCHACS Yeil-TO B3BOAHOBAH-
ubii roroc, Miss Baker 6essactrenunso BeaymmBanach.

— This Mr. Gatsby you spoke of is my neighbour, — I began.

— Don’t talk. I want to hear what happens.

— Is something happening? — I asked.

— Youmean to say you don’t know? — said Miss Baker, honestly
surprised. — I thought everybody knew.

— Idon't.

— Why? Tom’s got some woman in New York.

— Got some woman?

Miss Baker nodded.

— She might have the decency? not to telephone him at dinner
time. Don’t you think?

Tom and Daisy came back.

— Heotroxnoe gero! — Daisy exclaimed.

Then she kept on talking xax nu B uem ne 6b1Baro. But the phone
rang again. Daisy shook her head, and all subjects, disappeared into
air.

Tom and Miss Baker strolled back into the library, a s, npursops-
ACh CBETCKH OKHBAEHHDBIM U cAerka Tyrum Ha yxo, | followed Daisy

4 Moma 6bI, MeKAYy IIPOYUM, HMETb KaIlAI0 COBECTH.
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1IeNbI0 COO6IAIOIIHNXCST 6aAKOHOB BOKPYT I0Ma, TOKa 3Ta MPOTYAKa
He NpUBEAa HaC K LIEHTPaAbHOH BepaH/e, I7e 6bIAO yzKe COBCEM TeM-
Ho. We sat down there side by side na naerenom ausanumxke. I saw
her BoAnenue, ¢ KoTOpbIM OHa He B cuAax 6blAa COBAAJATD, U IOIbI-
TaAcsl OTBAYD ee paccripocamu about her little girl.

— We don’t know each other very well, Nick, — she said. —
Even if we are cousins. You didn’t come to my wedding.

— [ wasn’t back from the war.

— That’s true, — she hesitated. — Well, I've had a very bad
time, Nick, u s Tenepb kak-To HU Bo 4TO He Bepio.

Cyas no Bcemy, she had reasons for this. I waited but she didn’t
say any more, ¥ TOrJa s JOBOAbHO 6eCIIOMOIIHO YXBaTHUACS OIATb
3a cracuTeAbHylo TeMmy about her daughter.

— I suppose she talks, and... eats, and everything.

— Of course. Listen, Nick; let me tell you what I said when she
was born. Would you like to hear?

—  Very much.

— It’ll show you a lot. Eme u uacy ne nporro, xax ona nosisu-
Aach Ha cBeT, lom was God knows where. | woke up nmocae napkosa,
4yBCTBYs1 ceOsi BCeMU OPOIIIEHHOU U 3a0ObITOH, U Cpasy Ke CIIPOCHAA
axymepky: A boy or a girl?” U korza ycabimana, uto a girl, otsep-
HyAacb U 3anAaxara. | hen [ said:

— Allright, — I said. — I'm glad it’s a girl. And I hope she’ll
be a fool — that’s the best thing a girl can be in this world, a beautiful
little fool.

— You see | think everything’s terrible, — npozoa:kara ona
y6exxzenno. — Everybody thinks so — zaxe cambie ymubie, ca-
mble niepesosble Arogd. And | know. Beap s Besze mobnisara, Bce
BH/IEAA, BCE TIONPO6OBaAa, — OHa BbI3bIBalollle CBEPKHYAA FAa3aMH,
coBceM Kak loM, U paccMesinach 3BEHSILHM, [IPE3PUTEAbHbIM CMe-

XOM. — paBO‘IapOBaHHaﬂ, BOT A KaKasd.
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Tom and Miss Baker sat at either end of the long couch. She un-
Tara emy Beayx «Catepzielt UBHUHT rocT».

When we came, she npeaocreperatome nogausaa pyky.

— "To be continued, — aouurara oua.

Then she got up.

— 'Ten o’clock. Time for this good girl to go to bed.

— Jordan’s going to play in the Typuupe tomorrow, — nosicuura
eiisu. — Eit ny2xH0 exaTb Tyza ¢ camoro yTpa.

— Oh— you’re Jordan Baker!

[ knew now why her face was familiar. Her xanpusnaa rpumacka
JOCTaTOYHO YaCTO MeAbKaAa Ha (POTOrpapHsX, MAAIOCTPHPYIOIINX
cnioptuBHyto xpouuky Asheville, Hot Springs and Palm Beach.

— Good night, — she said softly. — Wake me at eight, won’t
you.

— If you'll get up.

— I will. Good night, Mr. Carraway. See you.

— Of course you will, — Daisy said. — In fact, I think Il
arrange a marriage.

— Good night, — called Miss Baker from the stairs. — I haven’t
heard a word.

— She’s a nice girl, — said Tom after a moment. — Hanpacno
TOABKO el paspelIaloT BeCTH TaKyio 6poasuyio life.

— Who oughtn’t to? — Daisy asked coldly.

— Her family.

— Her family is one aunt about a thousand years old. Besides,
Nick’s going to look after her, aren’t you, Nick? She’s going to spend
lots of weekends out here this summer. [ think the home influence will
be very good for her.

Daisy and Tom looked at each other for a moment in silence.

— Is she from New York? — I asked quickly.
— From Louisville.
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