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GENERAL INTRODUCTTION

Wordsworth Classies are inexpensive editions designed 1o appeal o
the general reader and students. We commissioned teachers aad
specialists to write wide ranging, jargon-free introductions and to
provide notes that would assist the understanding of our readers
rather than interpret the stories for them. In the same spiril, hecause
the pleasures of reading are inseparable from the surprises, secrers and
revelations that all narratives contain, we stwongly advise vou w enjoy
this book before turning to the Introduction.

General Adviser
Kriron Caraning
Rurkerford Collee

Liniversity of Kent st Comtorbiory

INTRODUCTION

The ‘constant flicker’ of the Anserican scene

Why is The Great Gatsby such a quintessential ewendeth-century novel?
After mixed reviews and a slow start in sales, Fitzgerald’s 192 5 novel has
moved to the centre of literary history, to the extent that to many rcaders
this is the modern American novel. Gasdy is widely joved, and has
achieved the unusual status of appealing to both thar mythical creanure
the ‘Commeon Reader” and an academic andience. The novel's stature
has increased exponentally with age, and it is probably regarded with
‘more fondness and read with greater crideal sophisdcation today than in
the seventy-five years since its publication. One reason for the growing
status of the novel might be that it was in many ways prescient.
Prescient, first of all, in the narrow sense that Fitzgerald's porteayal of
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dizzying, narcissistic wealth and its sudden corruption cerily prefigured
the US stock-market’s 1929 ‘Great Crash’ and the subsequent Depres-
sion. But the novel was also astute in its mapping of a contemporary
urban world: a technological, consumerist, leisure society seen here in
one of its first fictional representations. Even on the very first page of the
rext, Nick Carraway’s narrative introduces us to a world of insistent
madernity and technological innovation. He compares Gatsby's
‘heightened sensitivity to the pramises of life’ to that of a scismograph,
‘one of those intricare machines that register carthquakes ten thousand
miles away’ (p. 3). (fatsby’s character is understood through comparison
with a picee of recondite, advanced machinery. The impress of such
technological modernity is felt throughout the text, Even comic touches
often depend on such notation: “There was a machine in the kitchen
which could excract the juice of two hundred oranges in half an hour if a
little button was pressed two hundred dmes by a butler’s thumb’ (p. 26).

"I'he narrator, Nick Carraway, will confess that what fascinates him
about New York is its mechanical vitality: ‘the sadsfaction that the
constant flicker of men and women and machines gives to the restless eye’
(p. 37 my emphasis). This strangely oxymoronic ‘constant flicker’ is
characteristic of the novel, and Nick uses the phrage again to deseribe the
ceasehess glints of Hght on the city’s shining, metallic surfaces: ‘Over the
great bridge, with the sunlight through the girders making a constant
flicker upon the moving cars' (p. 44). ‘Constant flicker’ echoes a key
phrase from Joseph Conrad’s Heart of Darkness (written 18gy; published
1902), a text which we know played an important part in teaching
Fitzgerald about the organisation of narrative. Conrad’s narrator,
Marlow, surveys British imperial history and the history of civilisations,
imagining empire asa* “running blaze ona plain™’. Now, he says, * “We
live in the flicker.” ! Fitzgerald shifts ‘the flicker’ to the US, where it
functions as the distinctive symbol of modernity, of the new. T'he flicker
of eleetric light off a car; the flicker of an image as movie film clatters
through a projector; the flicker of the distracted modern conscicusness.
The flickering of consciousness is pardcularly important, and Nick'’s
distinctive state of mind is one of edgy alertness — an alertmess that is very
urhan and modern. As he becomes fascinated with Gatsby’s war record,
for instance, Nick reflects: ‘My incredulity was submerged in fascination
now; it was like skimming hastily through a dozen magazines’ (p. 43)-

1 Conrad, p. 3o. For full details of this and other references tun to the Bilihio-
graphy at the end of this Inwoduction. Flicker’ became a key word for modernist
writers. Cf '1". 8. Eliot, ‘Prufrock’ ‘T have seen the moment of my greamess
flicker’ (Eliot, p. 15).
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‘Skimming’, like flickering, is a verb at the centre of the Gatshy world,
and note oo how Nick imagines himself skimming a ‘dozen magazines’
{a powerful image of febrile superficiality}.

This is a novel of glancing but pinpoint details, shards of recogniton
gradually pieced together into a mosaic of American modernity. Whar
makes the novel modern and therefore not Victorian is its alert
receptivity to a culture that had first begun to emerge around the time
of Fitzgerald’s birth (1896) and had established itself in the 1gtos and
1920s. Fitzgerald was born into the America of the horse, gaslight and
railroad, but by 1925 the world was made of electricity, cars and
telephones. ‘Think about all the things we see in the novel, how new
they werc in 1925 {‘new’ is one of Gatshy’s favourite words) and how
perceptively noted these detalls are. The 19208 were a decade of great
technological innovation and circuladon, when many of the inventions
of the previous thirty years finally achicved a common currency in
American society: electricity, especially elecwric lighting; cars; tele-
phones; the movies and photography.

In The Grear Gatshy these discoveries are ever-present, and are felt as
new, creating strangely disconcerting effects in the lives of characters,
Most readers remember the novel as tremendously atmaspherie, but che
ambicnt effects rest on Fitzgerald’s precise details of light and colour,
Electric light, for instance, creates a strange, Fdward Hopper-esque
urban lyricism. Early in the novel Carraway notes how the ‘new red gas-
pumps sat out in pools of light’ (p. 15). Short, lovely passages punctuate
the narrative, creating memorable effects of lighting:

I sat on the front steps with them while they waited for their car. It
was dark here; only the bright door sent ten square feet of light
volicying out into the soft black morning. Sometimes a shadow
moved against a dressing-room blind ahove, gave way to another
shadow, an indefinite procession of shadows, that rouged and
powdered in an invisible glass. {p. 60]

A poetic effect, certainly; but what such images do is to create a repeated
pattern of strangeness in the text — resonant metaphors for the glamour,
allure and nltimate artificiality of the jazz age.

Stylistically, the text itself is ‘lit” by a succession of brighe, jewel-like
sentences and phrases, For Nick’s first-person narrative creates a written
counterpatt to the material world of Gatshy. Like Gatshy's shirts, the
narrative is gorgeous and shining, opulent, ahnost too much. It is built
around a parade of glirtering effects, brilliant phrases, bursts of poeticism;
Nick illiminates his meditations with sudden, radiant images. ‘A universe
of ineffable gandiness spun itself out in his brain while the clock ticked on
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the washstand and the meon svaked with wet Light his tangled dothes
upon the floor” (p. 63} The surreal luxury of Gawhy's mansion Is
rendered in terms of how extravagandy lit the building is:

When 1 came bome to West Egyg that night T was afraid for a
moment that my house was on fire. Two o’clock and the whole
corner of the peninsula was blazing with light, which fell uareal on
the shrubbery and made thin clongating ghnts upoen the roadside
wires, Turning a corner, I saw that it was Gawhy's house, lit from
tower to cellsr. [p. 52]

Gusby learnt from T S. Eliot's The Waste Land (1922) that modern
urban settings could be given symbolic and even mythic resonance; the
“valley of ashes’ episode is often scen as a sour, Eliotic contemnporary
landscape. In this passage, thar strangely unidiomatic phrase (in a
novel where the phrasing scems uncannily acute) ‘fell unreal’ recalls
‘1", 8. Eliot’s lines:

Unreal City,

Under the brown fog of a winter dawn,

A crowd flowed over London Bridge, so many,
I had not thought death had undone so many.”

Firzgerald had adapted Eliot's sense of the contemporary landscape to
an Amcrican sceting, creating an analogous amalgamation of the modern
and the mythic. For Eliot, the London Underground was unmistakably
contemporary and also freighted with overtones of Hades. For
Fitzgerald, these blazing lights create a similar cffeet: brazenly new, but
reaching back mto fairytale to suggest a magical castle. For Fitzgerald
and Fliot the new city-scape is ‘unreal’, bur Fitzgerald inverts Fliot's
sensc of place. Eliot’s unreal London 1s brown, foggy, subterranean,
Titzgerald’s Wew York is bright, even hlazing, and structured around the
height of Gatsby’s mansion or advertising billboards or Manhartan’s
buildings; it is a delicious confecgon, ‘the city rising up across the river in
white heaps and sugar lumps’ (p. 44).

Artificial light creates an original form of American landscape, a kind
of urhan pastoral that is both natural and man-1nade. The novel will
then develop a contrast berween the ‘natural’ and the ‘artificial’
through these lighting effects. (Gatsby’s meeting with Daisy in Chapter
5 is poetically organised around an interplay between real and artificial
light. When Nick rettrns, Daisy and (aesby have had their chat. ‘He

» 1.5 Eliot, 1. 62
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literally glowed; without a word or a gesture of exultation a new well-
being radiated from hitm and filled the licde room.” And when it stops
raining, Gatsby ‘smiled like a weather man, like an cestatic patron of
recurrent ight’ (p. 7). On the next page Gatshy declares: © “My house
looks well, doesn’t it? ... See how the whole [ront of it catches the
light” " {p. 58). Meanwhile, the huttons on Daisy's dress ‘gleamed in the
sunlight’ (p. 58). The details here mesh wgether, all trning around
images of light and sunshine, The key question abour Jay Gatsby is
here being posed poetically. Is Gatsby a natural being, a genuine
bringer of sunshine? Or is the light he brings to Dhaisy (and Nick too)
artificial - a lighting cffeet prodiced by moncey rather than personality?

“T'he car is central to the novel, and is used hoth as a symbol of the new
civilisaion and, cven more daringly, as a dynamic part of the plot. Thus,
as they drive into Manhattan, Nick and Gatshy notice a car: 2 ‘limousine
passed us, driven by a white chauffeur, in which sat three modish
negroes, two bucks and a gitl” (p. 44). The race of the occupants
(registered with Nick’s typical abruptness) and the luxurious extrava-
gance of the car complement one another. Unsettling, exciting, modern
New Yorkis both a rechnological and a dynamic cultural space. T'his is
how the novel works: through the compression of sodological or
cultural insights into the ‘flicker” of brief, flashing images. Again, at one
point Nick complains that his own car is ‘old’: ‘T had a dog —at least I had
him for a few days until he ran away — and an old Dodge and a Finnish
wormnarn, who made my bed and conked breakfast and muttered Finnish
wisdom to hersclf over the electric stove’ (p. 4). With this one adjective
Fitzgerald reveals a world where a young man can already own a car
and, cven more tellingly, where he can bemoan it age. Brand names arc
also important — the car is a Dodge. Newness is now vital to one’s
personality. Jay Gatsby is a fascinating character, and distinctively of his
society, because he simply extends this ohservation into a principle of
behaviour. Just as Nick would really like a new car, and laments his old
one, s0 Gatsby trades in his old self for a new one. The (Great Gatsby
explores, through this kind of logical circuit, the consumerisation of the
sclf, a scif constimted of surfaces.

Iitzgerald’s carelessness about facts and empirical knowledge is well
known: he frequently wrote about France when his knowledge of French
was poor; his spelling (in French and English) was execrable. In Gagsby hic
touches on subjects (notably, the deings on Wall Strect) about which he
knew littie and imagined a good deal. His ficton tends to circamvent
these probiems by selecting significant realistic detail rather than accu-
mulating a mass of facts. As a record of a particular time and place, the
novel is focused, selective and distlicd: a historical concentrate.
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Fitzgerald rejected the massively accretive Realisin pioneered by a
previous generation of American novelists (including Theodore Dreiser
and Willlam Dean Howells); instead, he concentrated on deploving
representative and symbolic details.

It is alsu a novel where phone conversations are very important, Therce
are around a dozen moments where phones are seen being used, in a
varicty of contexts. Most significantly, Nick gains the vital clue o
Gatsby's eriminality in Slagle’s aborted phone call from Chicago.

“Young Parke's in trouble,” he said rapidly. “They picked him up
when he handed the bonds over the connter. ‘They got a cireular
from New York giving ’em the numbers just five minutes before,
What d’you know about that, hey? You never can tell in these hick
rowns — (p. 106]

Note the rapid, breathless rhyvthm of the speech, and that Slagle’s
commentary is based on a misunderstanding (he thinks he is talking to
Gatsby); it i5 g keenly urban way of speaking, where the American
hinterland is abruptly dismissed as * “hick towns” ", Fitzgerald realised
that the phone had altered the ways in which we speak and listen, and that
putterns of social interaction were consequently being transformed, The
new conversatonal style, brought into being by the relephone and a
capital marker (‘honds’, ‘circular’), is edgy, fractured and ellipncal; it is
also informal, marked by colloquialisms and slangy outbursts. Crucially,
the telephone conversation can conceal as much as it reveals, We cannot
sce the speaker at the other end, so inference of tone becomes important.
"T'n the listener who overhears soumeone on the phone, there is further
complexity (what is being said at the other end?). To the contemporary,
accustomed to the technology, these might seem banal or ebvious points.
But Fitzgerald registers the impact of the telephone with an anthropolo-
gist’s eye for the idiosyncrasics of quotidian behaviour, The elusiveness
and mystery of phone conversation is used to give a modern feel to one of
the novel’s questions: how do we ‘know’ what lics within the human
heart? Nick might never know the final truth about Gatsby; and Gatsby
himself misunderstands Daisy. But the novel’s catalogue of elusive and
fractured phone conversations poignantly and ironically suggest that
even in an age when communication is supposcdly getting easier,
misunderstanding proliferates.

‘In making vs a homogeneous people,’ announced a telephone adver-
tisement in 1913, ‘the telegraph and the telephone have heen important
factors.? That the phonc would help to unify a vast and diverse nation
was one of the early claims of the telephone companies; but The Great
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Garshy sardonically notes the criminal usage of technology. Gatshy can
only maintain his shady contacts back in the Midwestern towns of
Detroit and Chicago because the telephone has now shruak the United
States. To a large extent, he has only heen able to get away with it
because he is physically removed from the places where his crimes take
place. ITe drives into Manhattan; he telephones Chicago, West Egyr itself
isa kind of glittering retreat, umbilically linked by phone wire and road to
the sites of the actual criminality. The telephone thus aids and abers that
most typical of American fictional characters, the confidence man.
Storics about confidence men, about trickery, iroposture and conning,
were important in carlier American wridng; Herman Melville's The
Confidence Man (1857) and Mark Twain's The Adventures of Huckleberry
Finn (1885) are the most famous works within this notable sub-genre.
Confidence has been an important theme for American writers because it
cnables the novelist to explore, in plots constructed from sensationalist
tales of duplicity and @ickery, the nature of commumity in the new
nadon. The confidence theme provides a dark, antiphonal voice to the
republican brotherhood celcbrated by Wale Whitman and Ralph Waldo
LFinerson. The Great Gatsby 1s the confidence novel rewritten for the
modern machine age. Now, trickery and gulling have been given a
further twist: Ficzgerald’s protagonists cannot even sce those who might
be ticking them, At least in the nincteenth-century novel of confiddence
{as with those conmen ‘the King’ and ‘the Duke’ in TTuckieberry finm), onc
could rely on face-to-face contact; Nick Carraway finds himself in a yet
more duplicitous world, where erooks, criminals and conmen ralk by
phone.

A fourth sign of Fitzgerald's fascinaton with American modernity can
be seen in the novel's references to film and its technical indebtedness to
hoth cinema and photography. The novel is verv much written as a
dialogue with movic culture, Guests at Gatshy’s parties include film stars,
and Myrtle’s first action when she arrives in New York is to buy “fown
Titrle and a moving-picture magazine' (p. 18). Bue there is amore general
cinematic or photographic feel to the text, as cinema starts ro shape
{however indirectdy or subtly) the constraction of fiedonal narrative.
Fitzgerald had learnt from the Joseph Conrad of Heart of Darkress and
Lord Fim the value of a highly-shaped narrative, emphasising tight cutting
and concision. His own novel then fused this modernist narratology with
acinematic formalism: The Great Garshy's conelsion and splicing together

3 Fischer, p. 183, Fischer makes a strong claim [or tie welephome ay o factor in
changing how we perceive gengraphical space and ‘communiry’.
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of scenes ccho the urgent rhythm of film. "Lhe novel’s visual immediacy
also reminds us that this was the age when photography began to be
popularised and domesticated. Titzgerald generates an extended comic
passage from his character Mr McKee, a photographer who creates banal
landscapes with titles such as ‘Montauk Point — The Gully’ (p. 22). The
novel wildly mocks the photographic craze, but itis also indebted to the
camera. s bright, snapshot quality (Garshy is formalistically a catalogue
of vignettes} might owe something to the devclopment of lighrweight,
portable photography. Eastman Kodak invented the Brownie camera in
1goo, and Fitzgerald was therefore one of the first writers to have grown
up with snapshot photography (he became a much-photographed writer
himsclf). ks it too fancitul to suggest that the novel’s fondness for a very
distinctive staging (or mise-en-scéne) owes something to this new photog-
raphy? ‘T'he novel’s distinctive vignettes rest in the mind like a series of
photographic images: Gatsby strecching his arms ot to the green light;
the panorama of the great party; the car crash; Gatshy’s body in the pool.

Atthe heart of The Grest Gansby is a central insight: Ficzgerald's near-
clairvoyant understanding that the twenteth century was w be
structured by consumerisin, financial speculation and the vise of the
‘leisure class’, The lase phrase had been coined in 1899 by the maverick
social seientst, Thorstein Veblen. His The Theory of the Leistre Cluss
mapped society in terms of class and status in an era of ‘conspicuous
consamption’. Veblen analysed a society that had gone heyond indus-
trialism to become driven by leisure and consumption. In ‘Dress as an
Expression of the Pecuniary Culture’, he wrote about the importance
of appearance and the fetishisation of good dothes within modemn
society. Veblen’s treatise provided one of the first analyses of a new
aspect of the social and economic order — a socicty that was also
distinctively American. The Great Gatshy, with its set-piece parties, its
shopping aips and dry notadon of prices (Daisy’s wedding pearls cost
$1350,000), its references to golf and cinema and jaz, is one of the
major ficdons about the ‘leisure class”. Like Veblen, Fitrgerald takes
leisure absolutely seriously, and lavishes on his subject all the analytical
intelligence that a Victorian novelist would have brought to topics such
as religious noncanformity or the rising middle classes. He tales
leisure seriously because it represents a monumental theme: the
diminuation and eventual corruption of American idealism (‘the Ameri-
can Dream”). The idealism of the colonists and the Founding Fathers
has now mutated into a consumerist ideology; ‘liberty” and the ‘pursuit
of happiness’ become a serics of choices about where one plays golf or
what shirts to buy.

For instance, Fitzgerald maps the relationship between Daisy and
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(fatsby by squarely placing their romance within this eonsumerist
environment. The Great Gatshy is a love story, of course, but love is here
fashioned and shaped by other desires, especially an acquisitive urge that
is 2 form of materialism. Daisy’s love for Gatsby is conditioned by
fascination with his wealth. The lover’s sobbed confession of her feelings
becornes m Gasby 2 confession about love of rhings — the plethora of
beautiful shirts erdered from England:

While we admired he brought more and the soft rich heap mounted
higher — shirts with stripes and scrolls and plaids in coral and apple-
green and lavender and faint orange, with monograms of Indian
blue. Suddenly, with a strained sound, Daisy bent her head into the
shirts and began to cry stormily.

“T'hey’re such beautiful shirts,’ she sobbed, her voice muffled in
the thick folds. Tt makes me sad becavse I've never seen such — such
beautiful shirts before. - pesel

And when Daisy finally makes her love for Gatsby explicit, in a
confession that is overheard and understood by I'om Buchanan, she
doesn’t tell Gatwsby that she loves him, rather she comments on his
appearance. ‘You always look so cool’ {p. 75). For Paisy, a man 4 the
shirt he wears. And in a further emphasis of her utter superficiality, she
then says, “You resemble the advertisement of the man . . . You know the
advertisement of the man - (p. 76). This is surely a devastating moment,
since it means that the doomed romance of Praisy and Gatsby is largely
founded on her love for shirts and his capacity to remind her of the
advertising image of Doctor T. J. Eckleburg: a passion founded on
appearances and the consunerist self, .

Underpinning the leisure society is a new formation of capitalisto,
driven by finance and speculation. Again, we note that Fitzgerald might
have been ignorant about the detailed workings of Wall Swect, but what
he did know, he used with great symbolic economy. Nick Carraway, the
narrator, comes from a family of Midwestern industrialists; they incarnate
the old American economy of the self-made man, solid workmanship and
materialism, Carraway's great-uncie founded ‘the wholesale hardware
business that my father carries on today’ (p. 4). Nick himself works in an
area far from the reassuring solidity of ‘hardware’. Indeed, exactly what
Nick himself does, is rather elusive, TTe has decided to learn the *bond
business’, a decision met by his pragmatic relatives with ‘very grave,
hesitant faces” (p. 4). Well might they be hesitant. Compared to the
hardware business, Nick’s work is mysterious, new, unproven. The
books he learns from are lavish and brand new: and in one memorable
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flourish Nick comparcs the banking business to the magic of alchemy: ‘T
bought a dozen volumes on banking and credit and investment securi-
ties, and they stood on my shelf in red and gold like new noney from the
wint, promising to unfold the shining secrets that only Midas and
Morgan and Maecenas knew” (p. 5). 'This is ‘new moncy’ because the
business of fimznce is new; Nick buys books to help him understand a
busincss where the rules and guidelines were heing constructed. The
American Seock Exchange and the bond market remained unregulated
until 1933, and Nick rightly proceeds into money-making on Wall
Street as if into uncharted rerritory. Lhis, surcly, 1s where one affinity
between Carraway and Gatsby arises. The two men are ‘secret sharers’,
complicit in their commitment to businesses that seem elusive to the
point of criminality. Each man has rejected the ‘hardware’ and Victorian
morality of the Middle West. Dan Cody, Gawby's adoptive father and
mentor, is 2 metals merchant, a speculator in Montana copper, Gatsby
and Carraway are the errant ‘sons’ of fathers who made their money
from recal metal; but these inheritors of the American can-do spirit now
chase falsc gold or base metal. Whatever else he was involved in, Gatsby
was, like Nick, in the bond business — the issuing of long-term secured
loans to companies and governments. Compared to older ways of doing
business, the bond business, with its huge sums of money and its reliance
on paper guarantees, would scem romarkably abstract. To this elusive-
ness, Gatsby adds criminality; his bonds are probably counterfeit,
Moncy in The Great Garshy is inherited or derives from the mysteries of
high {inance or comes from erime or is made on the sports field. "The
novel contains a gallery of Americans, of what Emerson called ‘repre-
sentative men’; but these figures have none of the stature of the
transcendentalist’s heroes. In The Great Garsby the American is a
sportsman, a stockbraker or a crook inhabiting a fluicl, mobile, society.
The brilliance of Fimgerald's insight, here, rests in his recognition of an
affinity (an affinity of invisibility) between these various ways of making
money. And crockedness is everywhere. The rg1g baschall World
Serics has been fixed by gamblers and ‘thrown’ by the players. Jordan is
rumoured (o cheart at golf; there are rumours ‘that she had moved her
ball' {p. 38). Chearing at games might seem trivial, but in Nick's
disquieted responses to these stories we sense real intimations of moral
collapsc. As he firmly says of Jurdan, ‘She was incurably dishonest’
(p. 38). As sportsmen, stockbrokers or criminals, Fitzgerald’s characters
either live on thin air or break the rules.

From his focus on the ‘new money from the mint’, Vitzgerald
developed many other features of the world of Gatshy. New York’s
financial capitalismn, be shows, creates a distinetive geography and urban
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space. L'or although the novcl is often thought of as a novel of the aty, i
would be fairer to say that it describes the city and more importantly its
environs. It is a rather suburban novel. Gatsby’s epulent mansion is on
Long Tsland, cutside the city itself, Nick has also become a resident
there, and lives in what he explicity calls a ‘commuting town’ {p. 4). One
might think of Nick as a ficional prototype of that quintessential late
twendeth-century figare, the ‘bridge and tunnel’ comnmter. And the
movement of money is already beginning to hollow out and transform
the nineteenth~century American city. On his journeys into Manhattan,
Nick travels through a kind of interzone, 2 post-industrial landscape that
is quite literally a ‘valley of ashes”. Here are the reminders of the old way
of doing [hmgs, notzbly Wilson's car workshop {a further link in the
chain of metals that continues through the book). And here, Nick's
magical sense of financial capiralism finds its terse apposite, in another
text about making money in the United States, the sign on Wilson's
garage which brutally reads, ‘Carr bonght and sold’ (p. 17).

If there is a leisure class, then there is also a class outside the leisured
world. We witness Amcrican society through the eyes of Nick Carraway.
Nick, scion of a wealthy Midwestern family, edueated ata prep schoel and
a graduate of Yale, 1s a member of an élite. On his wavels to and from the
city, ke unwitingly illuminates the gaps hetween his class and that lower
down the ladder. For, althongh this is America, the ‘new world' lyrically
celehrated in the novel’s last paragraphs, it is also a society marked by class
and racial divisions. Nick’s first-person narration reveals his rmld snob-
bery; he repeatedly monitors the oddities of the novel’s ‘ordinary people’,
their {to him) strange ways of talling or bebaving. Thus, when he first sees
George Wilson he notes that he is ‘faintly handsorme” but also “spiritloss’
and ‘anaemic’ {p. 17). After Myrtle’s death, Nick watches the policemen
take names ‘with much sweat and correction’ {p. 88). Myrtle herself is
unkindly introduced as ‘the thickish figure of a woman’ (p. 17). Waitng
for Myrtde, Tom and Nick watch a ‘grey, scrawny Italian child’ {(p. 18).
Passing a funcral cortége, Nick sees ‘the tragic eyes and shortupper lips of
south-eastern Europe'(p. 44). All these descriptions help to define Nick's
fastdiousness, his sense of distance from the working and lower-middie
classes, and his sharpened response to immigrants. I1e sees their bodies as
plain or awkward or ill; he notes their weariness or their failings. The
leisure class, in contrast, are uniformly good-looking, well dressed, smart,
sporty. Whatis particnlarly powerful about this contrast (to nse the title of
anotber Fitzgerald novel, the opposidon between The Beautiful and
Damned) is that Nick himself unwittingly reveals the social fissures of
19205 America through his own waspish observations. Nick is buth
symptorn and analyst of a class-based society.
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Fitzgerald's purpose, in the broadest sense, was to write a compressed
and poeticised novel about ‘production’ in America. ‘Production’ in the
narrow, industrial meaning of the cars, phones and huildings of the
rozring twentes. ‘Production’, too, as a metaphor: the production of
people (Gatsby's self-production}, and of ideas (the idea of America). As
Fitzgerald worked on the manuscript, production also came to signify the
making of the text. The Grear Gatsby, as an act of literary praduction, had
its own history. Firzgerald wrotce in July 1922 to his editor at Scribner’s,
Maxwell Perkins, that he wanted to write something ‘new — something
extranrdinary and beawtiful and simple + intricately patterned’* Woven
through the text’s intricate pattern is a common thread that deals with the
various ways in which the United States ‘produces’ produces things,
ideas, ideals, people. Gatshy magically produces his magical sclf out of
the hase meta! of an ordinary upbringing. Carraway wants to produce
moncy out of the thin air of finandial dealing. America itself is produced
out of the dreains of the first discoverers. In counterpoint to these motifs,
Fitzgerald presents images of failed production, notably the leaden,
impoverished industrialism of the valley of ashes and Wilson’s garage.

For Fitzgerald himself, The Great Gatsby marked a new stage in his
own methods of literary producton. The famed revisions of the manu-
script, in Rome during the winter of 19z, were a vivid lustradon of
Fitzgerald's minute attentiveness to the production of literary meariing.
Revising Gatsky, he used the brisk language of the can-do, pragmaric,
disciplined American entepreneur, Typically, in letters o his editor
Mrcwell Perkins, Titzgerald vsed a liss of tasks very much akin to the
young Gatsby’s ‘schedule’. Gatsby’s own schedule was itself a parody of
the hclf—dmmplmmg that Benjamin Franklin had cudined in The Aure-
biography (1701}, Franklin had created a ‘Scheme of Employment for the
T'wenty-four Hours of a Natural Day’, and Fivgerald ironically paro-
dies this ‘Scheme’(written as it is in a copy of the popular dime novel,
Hopalong Cassidy).® When Fitzgerald revised his manuseript he wo
became a Franklin/Gatshy figure, a technocrat who makes Lists of jobs
and then proceeds methodically through them while tcking off his
accomplishments. Thus the youthful Gatshy (p. 110)

4 . Scort Fitzgerald to Maxwell Perkins, in Bruecoli {ed.), Correspendence of F.
Seott Fitzgerald, p. 112

5 In revising the manuscript, Fizgerald heavily rewrote the text, reordering the
sequence of the narradve by, for example, incorporating key events from the
latter seagres of the novel into the earlier Chapter 6.

6 Franklin, pp.71—2. The text now known as the Aurebiography was started in 1777,
revised und extended between 1788 and 1790, and originally published in Paris
(in French) in 1797.
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Rise from bed 6.00 AM.
Dumbbell cxercise and wall-scaling 6.15-6.30 =
Study electricity, cte. 7.15-8.15  »
Work 8.30-4.30 P.M.
Bascball and sports 4.30-5.00 v
Practise elocution, poise and how to attain it g.0o0—6.00 »
Study needed inventions 7.00-9.00

Note how two of the key activities are technological: ‘Study electricity’,
*Study needed inventions’. Fitzgerald’s approach to writing was similarly
technocratic, brisk and compartmentalised, and similarly boastful about
‘labor’ and *uninterrupted work™:

Dear Max — After six weeks of uninterrupted work the proof 1s
finished and the last of it goes to you this afternoon, On the wholeit’s
been very successful labor.

{1) T've brought Gatshy to life.

(2} Tve accounted for his money

(3) Tve fixed up the two weak chapters (w1 "Il‘ld viD).

gy Tve improved his first party.

(5) I've broken up his long narrative in Chapter v’

The series of letters to Maxwell Perkins, and later letters to his wife
Zelda, reveal Fitzgerald’s obsessive interest in every aspect of making,
producing and selling a work of literature. At the time of his death, as he
warked on the unfinished manuscript of The Last Tymon, Fitzgerald
claimed in a very telling phrase that he wanted w write ‘a wnaruced
novel like Gatshy'.? ‘This ‘construction’ had manifested itself in the
celebrated series of letters to Perkins during 1924 and 1925, when
Fitzgerald had repeatedly considered and revised his manuscript, polish-
ing and perfecting a text that he had claimed at first was "about the best
American novel ever written’. When he wrote this sentence o Perkins
around 27 August 1924, Fitrgerald had stll to undertake a momentous
serics of revisions that would radically focus the text, and he was fiddling
with the title of his novel {he also admitted that the novel was ‘rough
stuff in places’).? [Ie proclaimed the novel’s greatness, but continued to
hope his literary product. His indecision about the title is another sign of
this machine-tooled perfectionism: Fitzgerald wanted his text to be

7 I Scott Fizgerald o Maxwell Perkins, « 18 February 1925, in Twenhnll (ed),
Lerters, p. 177
8 Letter to Zelda Fitzgerald, 23 October 1940, in"lurnbull, p, 128
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branded correctly, to signal in its title the exact alture, mystery and
glamour of Gatshy as he stands on his terrace. Fitzgerald played with
dtles such as Trimalchio, On the Road to West Egg, Gold-batted Gatsby, The
High-bonncing Lover.)® What unites these titles (and the early working
title, Under the Red, White and Bhue) is their catchiness —a seductive blend
of the enigrmatic and the enticing. Intrigmingly, Fitzgerald was to admit
that the title he finally chose was in a sensc inaccurate: “The Great Gatsby
is weak because there’s no emphasis even ironicaily on his greatness or
lack of it However let it pass.” But, of course, the title achieves its effect
nat in terms of logic but because of its alliteratve, snappy quality. It
sounds like the tide of one of the early pop songs that are alluded o in
the novel, tunes to which one imagines Gatsby's guests danced. "l he
alliteration, with its logo-like immediacy, fits neatly into a world where
Mpyrte reads a magazine with a similarly jazzy name, Town Tattle. The
Great Gutshy seems apposite, utterly #ight, because rhythmically and
tonally, it marks our entry to a world where magazines like Town Tattle
are objects of desire. And at the same dme, the ttle powerfully
foregrounds Gatsby’s remaking of himself: he has altered the harsh
immigrant name Gatz to the melodious Gawsby. Idenaty is plastc and
can be remade or rebranded.

The Cireat Catshyis a novel about production, and it has also served as
an examnpe to later producers: the twentieth-century US novelists who
are clearly working within the territory mapped by Fitzgerald. For
contemporary authors such as Don DeLillo, Thomas Pynchon and
Brett Haston Ellis, the glinting surfaces of America continue to
lascinate (‘the satisfaction that the constant flicker of men and wotmen
and imachines gives w the restless eye’). For all these writers, the
superficial things of modern life (brand names, television, cars) possess
paradoxical depths. Fizgerald's technological brio is echoed in
"Thonras Pynchon’s famous comparison between highways and radio
cireuits in The Crying of Lot 29(1066): “1'he ordered swirl of houses and
streets, from this high angle, sprang at her now with the same
unexpected, astonishing clarity as the circuit card had.’"' Don
DeclLille’s White Noise {1984) opens with a riveting list of consumer
goods, a compendium which surreally recapitulates Gatshy’s sense of
plenitude: “the junk food sall in shopping bags — onion-and-garlic
chips, nacho thins, peanut créme patties, Waffelos and Kabooms, frizit

g Letter to Maxwell Perkins, *before 27 August 1924, in Turnbull, p. 166
1 Letrer ra Maxwell Perkins, ». 7 Wovember 1924, in Turnbull, p. 169
11 Pynchon, p. 14
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chews and toffee popcorn; the Dum-Dum pops, the mystic mints.’
DeLillo’s narrator, Jack Gladney, says, in words that one can imagine
Nick Carraway using, that this is a ‘spectacle’: ‘It’s a brilliant event,
invariahly.”'? Tn his care for detail, and his desire o improve lis
product, Fitzgerald was every bit as much an American producer of
goods as was Henry Ford, the automohile manufacturer. And, like an
early Ford car, the stmrus of The Grear Gawby rests not only in its
technological acumen, butin its exemplary resonance for later produc-
ers: the writers who continue to read the United States as the ‘brillian
event’, invariably and recurrently.

Guy RevivoLDs
Rutherford College
University of Kent at Canterbury

12 DeLillo, p. 3



BIBLIOGRAPHY

Biblingraphy

Matthew J. Bruccoli, F. Scorr Fitzgerald: A Descriptive Bibliography,
revised edition, University of Pittsburgh Press 1087

Andrew T. Crostand, A Concordance to I. Seott Fitzgerald's “The Great
Gatshy', Gale/Bruceoli/Clark, Detroit 1973

Linda C. Stanley, The Foreian Critical Reputation of F. Scutt Fitagerald:
A Anatlysis and Annoiated Bibligraphy, Greenwoud Press,
Waestport, Connecticut 1g8c

Biography and Correspondence

Matthew ). Bruceoli and Margarcer M. Duggan {eds), Corvespondence of
F.Swit Fitzgeradd, Random House, New York 1980

Maithew J. Bruccali, Some Sort of Lpic Crandeur: The Life of I, Scort
Titsgerald, TTarcourt Brace Jovanovich, New York 181

Marthew J. Bruceoli (ed.), F. Scort Firzgerald: A Life in Letters,
Scribner’s, New York 1994

Scott Donaldsun, Foof for Love: F. Scott Fitzgerald, Congdon and
Weed, New York 1983

John Kuehl and Jackson R. Brver (eds), Desr Scort/Dear Max: The
Fitzgerald-Perkins Corvespondence, Scnibiner’s, New York 1971

Henry Dan Piper, F. Scort Fitzgerald: A Criticel Portrait, Tolt, Rinchart
and Winston, New York 1965

Andrew Turnbull {ed.), The Letters of F. Scott Fitzgeruld, Charles
Scribner’s Sons, New York 1963

Andrew Turnbull, Scort Fitzgerald, Scribner’s, New York 1962

André Le Vot, . Seott Iitzgeruld: A Riagraphy, or. William Byron,
Doubleday, New York 1983

Critical Studies and Collections of Essays; Other Works

Joan M. Allen, Candles and Carnival Lights: The Catholic Sensibility of
F. Swit Fitzgerald, New York University Press, 1978



BIBLIOGRAPHY XXI

Ronald Berman, ‘The Great Ganby’ and Fitzgerald’s Workl of Hdeay,
University of Alabama Press, Tuscaloosa and London 1997

Ronald Berman, The Great Gatsty™ and Modern Times, University of
[lineis Press, Urbana and Chicago 1994

Harold Bloom, Modern Critical Interpretations: F. Seott Fitzgerald's “The
Grear Garshy’, Chelsea House, New York 1986

Matthew 1. Bruceol {ed.), New Fsays on “The Great Gatdy', Catnliridge
Untversity Press, 1985

Jackson R. Bryer (ed.), F. Scort Fitzgerald: The Critical Repuration, Burt
Franklin, New York 1978

John I, Callahan, fhe Hfusivns of # Nation: Myth and History in the
Nuvels of F. Seott Fitzgerald, University of [linois Press, Urhana
1972

Jobn B. Chambers, The Novels of I, Scort Fitzgerald, St Martin’s Press,
New York 1680

Henry Claridge (ed.), F. Seotr Fitzgeradd: Critical Awessmments, 4 vols,
Helm Information, Robertsbridge, East Sussex 19yz

Joseph Conrad, Heart of Darkaness, Penguin, London 1083

Malcolin Cowley, Exde’s Rerurn: A Litevary Odyssey of the 1g20v, Viking
Press, New York 1957

Don BeLillo, Whire Noise, Picador, London 1986

Scott Donaldson (ed.), Criticad Essays on I, Scort Fasgerald’s “The Gveat
Gatshy’, G. K. Hall, Boston 1984

Kenneth Eble, 7. Scotr Firzgerald, second edition, "I'wayne, Boston
TG77

T. S. Eliot, The Conrplete Pocrs and Plays of T. S. Eliot, Faber, London
1560

Claude S. Fischer, dmerica Calling: A Social History of the Telephome to
1940, University of California Press, Berkeley 1992

Benjamin Franklin, Bewjasin Franklin's Antobiography, edited by J. A.
Lo Lemay and P. M. Zall, Norton, New York and London 1986

Erederick }. Lloftman, The Tuwenties: American Writing in the Posiwar
Decade, Viking Press, New York 1062

Andrew Hook, F. Seott Fitzgerald, Edward Arnold, London and New
York 1992

Alfred Kazin {ed.), ¥. Scott Fitzgerald: The Man and Fis Work, World
Publishing, Cleveland 1951



XX1T THE GREAT GATSBY

A. Robert Lee {ed), F. Scott Fitzgerald: The Promuses of Life, Vision
Press, London 1989

Richard Lelan, F. Scott Fiezgerald and the Craft of Fiction, Southern
Dlinois University Tress, Carbondale, Illincis 1966

Etnest H. Lockridge (ed.), twentieth-Century Futevpretations of ‘The
Greal Gatsky': A Collection of Critical Lissays, Prentice-Hall,
Fnglewond Cliffs, New Jersey 1068

Robert Emmet Long, The Achieving of ‘The Great Gatsby”: F. Scott
Firegerald, 1920-1g25, Bucknell University Press, Lewishurg,
Pennsylvania 1979

Stephen Matterson, The Great Gatsky, Macmillan, Londen 1990

Walter Benn Michaels, Our Amrerica: Natrvism, Modernism, and
Plurativen, Tuke University Press, Durham and London 1995

James E. Miller, Jr, £. Scotr Firzgerald: His Art and His Technique, New
York University Press 1064

Thomas Pynchon, The Crying of Lot 49, Vintage, London 1996

Robert Roulston and Helen H. Roulston, The Winding Road to West
Egg: The Artistic Development of F. Scort Fitzgerald, Bucknell
University Press, Lewisburg, Pennsylvania 1903

Dan Serter, Image Patterns in the Novels of F. Scott Fitzgerald, UMI
Research Press, Ann Arbor 1986,

Milton R. Stern, The Golden Moment: The Novels of I, Scott Fitzgerald,
University of Illinois Press, Urbana 1gy0

Thorstein Veblen, The Theory of the Leisure Clasy, Dover, New York
1994

Brian Way, F. Scot Fitzgerald und the Art of Soctal Fiction, Edward
Arnold, London 1980



THE GREAT GATSBY



Then wear the golden hat, if that will move her;

I you can hounce high, bounce for her too,

Till she cry, Lover, gold-hawed, high-bouncing lover,
T must bave you!’

TIIOMAS PARKE D' INVILLIERS



Chapter 1

In My YounGER and more vulnerable years my father gave e some
advice that I've been turning over in my mind ever since.

‘Whenever you feel like criticising anyone, he told me, ‘ust
remember that all the people in this world haven’t had the adwantages
that you've had.”

TTe didn’t say any more, but we've always been unusually communi-
cative in a reserved way, andl T understood that he meant a great deal
more than that, In consequence, 'm inclined to reserve all judgemcents,
a habit that has opened up many curious natures to me and also made
inc the victim of nota few veteran bores. The abnormal mind is quick
to detect and attach itsclf to this quality when it appears in 2 normal
person, and so it came about that in college I was mnjustly aceused of
being a politician, because 1 was privy to the secret griefs of wild,
unknown nmien. Most of the confidences were unsought — frequently 1
have feigned sleep, preoccupation or a hostile levity when I realised by
some unmistakable sign that an indnate revelation was quivering on
the horizon; for the intimate revelatons of young men, or at least the
termns in which they express them, are usually plagiaristic and marred
by obvious suppressions. Reserving judgements is a matter of infinite
hope. T am sdll a little afraid of missing something if T forget that, as my
father snobbishly suggested, and T snobbishly repeat, a sense of the
fundamental decencies is parcelled out unequally at birth.

And, after boasting this way of my tolerance, I come to the admission
that it has a limnit. Conduct may be founded on the hard rock or the wet
marshes, but after a certain point I don’t care what it's founded on.
When I came back from the East fast autumn I felt that T wanted the
world to be in uniform and at a sort of moral attention for ever; 1
wanted no more riotous excursions with privileged glirapses into the
haman heart. Only Gawby, the man who gives his name o this book,
was exempt from my reaction — Gatsby, who represented cverything
for which T have an unaffected scorn. If personality is an unbroken
scries of successful gestures, then 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 ren
thousand miles away. This responsiveness had nothing ro do with that
flabby impressionability which is dignified under the name of the
‘creative temperament’ — it was an extraordinary gift for hope, a
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romantic readiness such as T have never found in any other person and
which it is not likely I shall ever find again. No — Gatsby turned out sll
right at the end; it is what preyved on Gatsby, what foul dust floated in
the wake of his drcams that temporarily closed out my interest in the
abortive sorrows and short-winded elations of men.

My family have 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 [ifty-one, sent a substitute to the Civil War,
and started the wholesale hardware business that my father carries on
today.

I never saw this greac-uncle, but 'm supposed to look like him — wich
special reference to the rather hard-boiled 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 that delayed
"l'eutonic migration known as the Great War. 1 enjoyed the counter
raid so thoroughly that T came back restless. Tnstead of being the warm
centre of the world, the Middle West now seemed like the ragged edge
of the universe — so I decided to go East and learn the bond business.
Everybody I lmew 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 -
ve—es,’ with very grave, hesitant faces. I'ather agreed to finance me for a
year, and after various delays 1 came Last, permanently, I thought, in
the spring of twenty-two.

The practical thing was to find rooms in the city, but it was a warm
scason, and 1 had just left a country of wide lawns and friendly trees, so
when a young man at the office suggested that we take a house together
in a commutng 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 alonc. 1 had a dog — at least I had him for a few davs unol 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, more
recently arrived than T, stopped me on the road.

‘How do vou get to West Egg village?’ he asked helplessly.

T told him. And 28 T walked on T was lonely no longer. [ was a guide, a
pathfinder, an original settler. He had casually conferred on me the
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freedom of the neighbourhood.

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 e health o
be pulled down out of the young breath-giving air, T bought a dozen
volumes on banking and credit and investuent sccurites,* and they
stood on my shelf in red and gold like new money from the minl,
promising to unfold the shining secrets that only Midas and Morgan
and Maecenas® kncw. And I had the high intention: of reading many
other books besides. T was rather literary in college — one year I wrote a
series of very solemn and obvious editorials for the Yafe News — and
now I was going to bring back all such things into my lile and become
again that most limited of all specialists, the ‘welt-rounded man’. This
1sn't just an epigram — life is much more successfally looked at from a
single window, after all,

It was a matter of chance that I should have rented a house in once of
the strangest communitics in North America. It was on that slender
riotous island which extends itself due cast of New York — and where
there are, among other natural curiosities, two unusual formatons 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 Coluinbus story,® they are both crushed flar at the
contact end — but their physical resemblance must be a source of
perpetual wonder to the gulls that fly overhead. To the wingless a more
interesting phenomenon is their dissimilarity in every particular cxvept
shape and size.

T lived at West Egg, the — well, the less fashionable of the two,
though this is a most superficial tg w0 express the bizarre and not a
litde sinister contrast berween them, My house was at the very gp of
the egg, only fifty yards from the Sound, and squeezed between two
huge places that rented” for twelve or fifteen thousand a scason. The
one on my vight was a colossal affair by any standard - it was # factual
imitation of some [16tel de Ville in Normandy, with a tower on ane
side, spanking new under a thin beard of raw ivy, and a marble
swimming pool, and more than forty acres of lawn and garden. Tt was
Gatsby's mansion. Or, rather, as I dide’t know Mr Gatsby, it was a
mansion, inhabited by a gentleman of that name. My own house was an
eyesore, hut it was a small eyesore, and it had been overlooked, so T had
a view of the water, a partial view of my neighbour's lawn, and the
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consoling proximity of millionaires — all for eighty dollars a month.

Across the courtesy bay the white palaces of fashionable East Egg
glirrered along the water, and the history of the summer really begins
on the evening T drove over therc to have dinner with the Tom
Buchanans. Daisy was my second cousin once removed, and I'd known
"Tom in college. And just after the war I spent two days with them in
Chicago.

Her husband, among various physical accomplishments, had been one
of the most powerful ends that ever played foothall at New ITaven —a
national figure in a way, one of those men who reach such an acute
limited excellence at twenty-one that everything afterwards savours of
anticlimax. His fainily were enormously wealthy ~ even in college his
freedom with money was a matter for reproach — but now he'd left
Chicago and come Last in a fashion that rather took your breath away;
for instance, he'd brought down a string of polo ponies from Lake For-
est.® It was hard to realise that a man in my own generation was wealthy
enough to do that.

Why they came Fast I dor’t know. They had spent a year in France
for na particular reason, and then drifted here and there unrestfully
wherever people played polo and were rich together. "This was a
permanent move, said Daisy over the telephone, but I didn't believe
it — T had no sight into Daisy’s heart, but I felt that ‘Tom would drift on
tor cver, seeking, a lirtle wistfully, for the dramatic turbulence of some
irrecoverable football game.

And so it happened that on a warm windy evening T drove over to
Kast Fgg w sec two old friends whom T scarcely knew at all. Their
house was even more claborate than T expected, a cheerful red-and-
white Georgian colonial mansion, overlooking the bay. The lawn
started at the beach and ran towards the front door for a quarter of a
mile, jumping over sundials and brick walks and burning gardens -
finally when it reached the house drifting up the side in bright vines as
though from the momentum of its run. The front was broken by a line
of French windows, glowing now with refleeted gold and wide open to
the warm windy afternoon, and "Tom Buchanan in riding clothes was
starling with his legs apart on the front porch.

He had changed since his New Haven yvears, Now he was a sturdy
straw-haired man of thirty with a rather hard mouth and a supercilious
marmer. Two shining arrogant eyes had cstablished dominance over
his facc and gave him the appearance of always leaning aggressively
forward. Not even the effeminate swank of his riding clothes could
hide the enormous power of that body — he seemed to 6l those
glistening boots until he strained the wp lacing, and you could see a
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great pack of muscle shifdng when his shoulder moved under his thin
coat. It was a body capable of enormous Jeverage — a cruel hody.

11is speaking voice, a gruff husky tenor, added to the impression of
fractousness he conveyed. There was a rouch of paternal contempt in
it, even towards people he liked - and there were men at New Haven
who had hated his guts.

‘Now, don't think my opimion on these matters is final,” he seemed to
say, ‘just because I'm stranger and more of 4 man than yoa are” We
were in the same senior sociery, and while we were never intinare 1
always had the impression that he approved of me and wanted e o
like him with some harsh, defiant wistfulness of his own.

We talked for a few minutes on the sunny porch.

‘Tve got 4 nice place here,” he said, his eves flashing sbourt restessly,

Turning me around by one arm, he moved a broad flat band along
the front vista, including in its sweep a sunken Italian garden, a half-
acre of decp, pungent roscs, and a snub-nosed motor-boat that
buniped the tide offshore.

‘It belenged to Demaine, the oif man.” He turned me around again,
politely and abrupdy. “We'll go inside.’

We walked through a high hallway into a bright rose-colourced space,
fragilely bound into the house by French windows at either end. The
windows were ajar and gleaming white against the fresh grass outside
that seemed to grow a litde way into the house. A breeze blew through
the roomy, blew cureains in at one end and out the other like pale flags,
twisting them up towards the frosted wedding-cake of the ceiling, and
then rippled over the wine-coloured rug, making a shadow on it as
wind does on the sea.

The only completely seationary object in the room was an enormous
canch on which two young wormen were buoyed up as thongh upon an
anchored balloon. They were both in white, and their dresses were
rippling and fluttering as if they had just been blown back in after a
short flight around the house. [ must have stood for a few moments
listening to the whip and snap of the curtains and the groan of a pictare
on the wall. Then there was a boom as Tom Buchanan shut the rear
windows and the caught wind died out sbout the room, and the
curtains and the rugs and the two young women ballooned slowly to
the floor. :

The younger of the two was a stranger to me. She was extended full
length at her end of the divan, completely motionless, and with ker
chin raised a little, as if she were balancing something on it which was
quite likely o fall. 1f she saw me out of the cormer of her eyes she gave
no hint of it — indeed, I was almost surprised into murmuring an
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apology for having disturbed her by coming in.

The other girl, Daisy, made an attempt to rise — she leaned slighely
forward with a conscientious expression — then she laughed, an absurd
charming little laugh, and I laughed too and came forward into the
TOOTL

T'm p—paralysed with happiness.’

She laughed again, as if she had said something very witty, and held
my hand for a momeng, looking up into my face, promising that there
was no one in the world she so much wanted to see. That was a way
she had. She hinted in a murinur that the surnave of the balancing girl
was Baker, (I've heard it said that Daisy’s murinur was only to make
people lean towards her; an irrelevant crificism that made it no less
charming)

At any rate, Miss Baker’s lips futtered, she nodded at me almost
imperceptibdy, and then quickly dpped her head back again — the object
she was balancing had obviously tottered a little and given her
something of 2 fright. Again a sorc of apology arose to my lips. Almost
any exhibition of complete selt-sufficiency draws a stunned tribure
from me.

I looked back at my cousin, who began to ask me questions in her
Jow, thrilling veice. It was the kind of voice that the ear follows up and
down, as if each speech is an arrangement of notes that will never be
played again. ler face was sad and lovely with bright things in it,
bright eyes and a hright passionate mouth, but there was an excitement
in her voice that men who had cared for her found difficult to forget; a
singing compulsion, a whispered ‘Listeny’, a promise that she had done
gay, excitng things just a while since and that there were gay, exciting
things hovering in the next hour.

I told her how I had stopped off in Chicago for a day on my way
East, and how a dozen people had sent their love through me.

‘Do they miss me?’ she cried ecstarically.

“The whole town is desolate. All the cars have the Icft rear whecl
painted black as a mourning wreath, and there's a persistent wail all
night along the north shore”

*How gorgeous! Let’s go back, Tom. Tomorrow!” Then she added
irrelevantly: ‘You ought to sce the baby.’

Td like w0’

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

‘Never.’ '

“Well, you ought to see her. She’s -’

Tom Buchanah, who had been hovering restlessly about the room,
stopped and rested his hand on my shoulder.
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‘What you doing, Nick?’

T'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 Fast.

‘Oh, I'll stay in the East, don’t yor worry,” he said, glancing at Daisy
and then back at me, as if he were alert for something more. T'd be a
God-damned fool to live anywhere else.’

Ar this point Miss Baker said: ‘Absolutely!” with such suddenness that
1 started — it was the first word she had uttered since I came into the
room. Fvidently it surprised her as much as it did me, for she yawned
and with a series of rapid, deft movements stood up into the room.

‘Pm stiff,’ she complained, ‘I've been lying on that sofa for as long as
I can remember.’

‘Don’t lock at me,” Daisy retorted, T've been trying to ger you to
New York all afternoon.’

‘No, thanks,” said Miss Baker to the four cocktails just in fron the
panty, ‘I'm absolutely in training.’

Her host locked at her incredulously.

“You are!” He took down his drink as if it were a drop in the bottom
of a glass. ‘How you ever ger anything done is beyond me.’

I looked at Miss Baker, wondering what it was she ‘gor done’. T
enjoved looking at her. She was a slender, small-breasted girl, with an
erect carriage, which she accentuated by throwing her body backward
at the shoulders like a young cadet. Her grey sun-strained eves locked
back at me with polite reciprocal curiosity out of a wan, charming,
discontented face. Tt occurred to me now that 1 had seen her, or a
picture of her, somewhere before. '

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

‘1 don't kmow a single -’

“You must know Gatsby.’

‘Gawsby?” demanded Daisy. ‘What Gatshy?’

Before I could reply that he was my neighbour, dinner was
announced; wedging his tense arm imperatively under mine, Tom
Buchanan compelled me from the room as though he were moving a
checker to another square.

Slenderly, languidly, their hands set lightly on their hips, the two young
women preceded us out on to a rosy-coloured porch, open towards the
sunset, where four candles flickered on the table in the diminished wind.
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“Why cundlest’ objected Daisy, frowning. She snapped them out with
her fingers. ‘In two weeks it'll be the longest day in the year.” She
looked at us all radiantly. ‘Do you always watch for the longest day of
the year and then miss it? I always watch for the longest day in the vear
and then miss it.’

‘We ought to plan something,” yawned Miss Baker, sitting down at
the table as if she were getting into bed.

‘All right,” said Daisy. ‘What'll we plan?” She turned to me helplessly:
‘What do people plan?’

Before T could answer her cyes fastened with an awed expression on
her littde finger.

‘Look!” she complained; ‘T hurt it

We all looked — the knuckie was black and blue.

*You did i, Tom,’ she said accusingly. ‘I know you didn’t mean to,
but you did do it. That’s what I get for marrying a hrute of a man, a
great, hig, hulking physical specimen of 2 -~

‘I hate that word hulking,” objected Tom crossly, ‘even in kidding.’

‘TIulking,” insisted Daisy.

Sometmes she and Miss Baker talked at once, unobtrusively and
with a bantering inconsequence that was never quite chatter, that was
as cool as their white dresses and their impersonal eyes in the absence
of all desire. They were here, and they accepted Tom and me, making
only a polite pleasant effort to entertain or to be entertained. They
knew that presently dinner would be over and a little later the evening,
oo, would be over and casually put away. Tt was sharply different from
the West, where an evening was hurried from phase to phase towards
its close, in a continually disappointed anticipation or else in sheer
ncrvous dread of the moment itself.

“You make me feel uncivilised, Daisy,” I confessed on my second
glass of corky but rather impressive claret. “Can’t you talk about crops
or something?’

I meant nothing in particular by this remark, but it was taken up in
an unexpected way.

‘Civilisation’s going to pieccs,” broke out T'om violently. ‘T've gotten
to be a terrible pessimist abour things. Have you read The Rise of the
Colowred Fmpires’ by this man Goddard?’

“Why, no,” T answered, rather surprised by his tone.

“Well, it's a fine book, and everybody oughtto read it. The idea is if
we don’t look out the white race will be — will be wrterly submerged.
I’s all scientfic stuff; it’s been proved.”

“l'om's getting very profound,’ said Daisy, with an cxpression of
unthoughtiul sadness. ‘He reads deep books with long words in them.
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What was that word we —°

‘Well, these books arc all scientific,” insisted Tam, glancing at her
impatiently. “This fellow has worked out the whole thing. It’s up to us,
who are the dominant race, to watch our or these other races will have
control of things.”

*Weve got to beat them down,” whispered Daisy, winking fer-
ociously towards the fervent sun,

“You ought to live in California ~ * began Miss Baker, but Tom
interrupted her by shifting heavily in his chair. :

“I'his idea is that we're Nordics. I am, and you are, and you are, and -*
After an infinitesimal hesitation he included Daisy with a slight nod, and
she winked at me again. * — And we've produced all the things that go to
make civilisation — oh, science and art, and all that. Do you see?’

There was something pathetic in his concentration, as #f his
complacency, more acute than of old, was not cnough to him any
more. When, almost immediately, the telephone rang inside and the
butler left the porch Daisy scized upon the momentary interruption
and leaned towards me.

Tl tell you a family secret,” she whispered enthusiastically, ‘It's
about the hutler’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; he used to be the silver polisher for
some people in New York that had a silver service for two hundred
people. Tle had to polish it from morning tll night, undl finally it
began to affect his nose -’

“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.’

For a moment the last sunshine fell with romantic affection upon her
glowing face; her voice compelled me forward breathlessly as [ listened -
then the glow faded, each light deserting her with lingering regret, like
children leaving a pleasant street at dusk.

The butler came back and murmured something close to Tom’s ear,
whereupen 1om frowned, pushed back his chair, and without a word
went inside. As if his absence quickened something within her, Daisy
leaned forward again, her voice glowing and singing.

‘I love to see you at my table, Nick. You remind me of a - of a Tose,
an absolute rose. Doesn’t he?” She mmed to Miss Baker for
confirmation: ‘An absolute rose?’

This was untruc. I am not even faintly like a rose. She was anly
externporising, but a stirring warmth flowed from her, as if her heart
was trying to comne out to you concealed in one of thosc breathless,
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thrilling words, "Then suddenly she threw her napkin on the table and

excused herself and went into the house.

Miss Baker and T exchanged a short glance consciously devoid of
rueaning, [ was abont to speak when she sat up alertly and said ‘Sh" in a
warning voice. A subdued, impassioned murmur was audible in the
room beyond, and Miss Baker leaned forward unashamed, trying to
hear, "Lhe murmur trembled on the verge of coherence, sank down,
mounted excitedly, and then ceased altogether.

“This Mr Gatsby vou spoke of is my neighbour —* T began.

‘Dor’t talk, [ want to hear what happens.’

‘Is sornething happening?” | enquired innocently,

“You mean w say you don’t know? said Miss Baker, honesdy
surprised. ‘T thought everybody knew.’

* don’t”

“Why -’ she said hesitany, “l'om’s got some woman in New York.

‘Got some woman?' I repeated blankly.

Miss Baker nodded.

*She might have the decency not to telephone him at dinner time.
Don't vou think?’

Almost before | had grasped her meaning there was the flutter of a
dress and the crunch of leather boots, and T'om and Daisy were back at
the table.

‘It couldn’t be helped!” cried Daisy with tense gatety.

She sat down, glanced searchingly at Miss Baker and then at me, and
continved: ‘T looked outdoors: for a minute, and it's very romantic
outdours. There's a bird on the Jawn that T think muast be a nighringale
come over on the Cunard or White Star Line. He’s singing away —°
Her voice sang: ‘Tt’s romanuc, 1sn't it, Tomr’

“Very romantic,’ he said, and then miserably to me: ‘Tf it's light
enough after dmner, 1 want to take vou down to the stables.

"The Lelephone rang inside, startlingly, and as Daisy shook her head
decisively at Tom the subject of the stables, in fact all subjects, vanished
into air. Among the broken fragments of the last five minutes at rable 1
remember the candles being lit again, pointlessly, and T was conscious
of wanting to look squarely at everyone, and yer to avoid all eyes. I
couldn’t guess what Datsy and Toin were thinking, bute T doube if even
Miss Baker, who seemed to have mastered a certain-hardy scepticism,
was able utterly to put this fifth guest’s shrill metallic urgency out of
mind. 1’0o a ccrtain temperament the situation might have seemed
Intriguing ~ my own mstnct was to telephone immediately for the
police.

The horses, needless to say, were not mentioned again. Tom and
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Miss Baker, with several feet of twilight between them, strolled back
into the library, as if to a vigil beside a perfeedy tangible body, while,
wying to look pleasantly interested and a little deaf, I followed Daisy
around a chain of connecting verandas to the porch in front. Inits deep
gloom we sat down side by side on a wicker settee.

Daisy touk her face in her hands as if feeling its lovely shape, and her
eyes moved gradually out into the velvet dusk. T saw that turbulent
emotions possessed her, so 1 asked what 1 thought woald be some
sedatve quesdons about her little girl,

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

‘I wasn't back from the war.’

“That’s oue.” She hesitated. “Well, I've had a very bad dime, Nick,
and I'm precty cynical about everything.’

Lividently she had reason 1o he. 1 waited but she didn't say any more,
and after a2 moment I returned rather fechly to the subject of her
daughter.

‘Tsuppose she talks, and — eats, and everything,

‘Oh, yes.” She looked at me absently. ‘Tisten, Nick; let me tell you
what I said when she was born. Would you like to hear?’

*Yery much.’

TNl show you how Pve gotten to feel about — things. Well, she was
less than an hour old and 'Tom was GGed knows where. [ woke up out of
the ether with an utterly abandoned feeling, and asked the nurse right
away if it was a boy or a girl. She told me it was a gir], and so I turned
my head away and wept. “All right,” 1 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
beauriful litte fool.”

“You see I think everything's terrible anyhow,” she went on in a
convinced way. ‘Fverybody thinks so — the mast advanced people. And
T know. T've been everywhere and scen cverything and done every-
thing.’ Her eves flashed around her in a defiant way, rather like Tom's,
and she laughed with thrilling scorn. ‘Sophisticated — God, T'm
sophistcated!’

The instant hér voice broke off, ceasing to compel my attention, iy
belief, T felt the basic insincerity of what she had said. Tc made me
uncasy, as though the whole evening had heen a trick of some sort to
exact a contributory emotion from me. I waited, and surc enough, in a
moment she looked at me with an absolutc smirk on her lovely face, as
it she had asserted her membership in a rather disinguished sceret
society to which she and T'om belonged.
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Inside, the erimson rooin bloomed with light. Tom and Miss Baker sat
at either end of the long couch and she read aloud to him from The
Saturday Evening Post' - the words, murmurous and uninflected,
running together in a soothing tune. ‘The lamplight, bright on his
boots and dull on the autumn-leaf yellow of her hair, glinted along the
paper as she turned a page with a flutter of slender muscles in her arms,

When we came in she held us silent for a moment with a lifted hand.

“1'o be continued,’ she said, tossing the magazine on the table, ‘in our
very nest issuc.”

Her body asserted itself with a restless movement of her knee, and -
she stood up.

“Ten o'clock,” she remarked, apparently finding the tme on the
ceiling, “1ime for this good girl to go to bed.’

Jordan’s going to play in the tournamenr tomorrow,” caplained
Daisy, ‘over at Westchester.™!!

‘Oh - you're Jordan Baker.''?

T kmew now why her face was familiar ~ its pleasing conteniptuous
expression had looked out at me from many rotogravure pictures' of
the sporting life at Asheville and Hot Springs and Palin Beach.'* { had
heard some stary of her too, a critical, unpleasant story, but what it was
I had forgoteen long ago.

‘Giond-night,” she said softly. ‘Wake we at eight, won’t you?”’

U you'tl get up.’ )

‘T will. Good-night, Mr Carraway. Sce you anon.’

“‘Of course vou will,’ confirmed Daisy. ‘I fact, 1 think I'll arrangc a
marriage. Come over often Nick, and Tl sort of — oh — fling vou
together. You know - lock you up accidentally in linen closets and push
¥UU oGt to sca in a boat, and all that sort of thing -’

‘Good-night,” called Miss Baker from the stairs. T haven’t heard a
word.

‘She’s a nice girl,’ said T'om after a moment. “They oughm't tw et
her run around the country this way.’

“‘Who oughto’t w?” enquired Daisy coldly.

‘Her family.”

‘Her family is one aunt about a thousand years old. Besides, Nicks
going to look after her, aren’t vou, 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 cach other for a moment in silence,

‘Is she from New York?' T asked quickly.

‘From Louisville. Our white girlhood was passed together there. Our
beautiful white -’
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‘Did you give Nick a little heart-to-heart ralk on the veranda?’
demanded Tom suddenly.

‘Did T?’ She looked at me. ‘T can’t seem to remember, but I think we
talked about the Nordic race. Yes, I'm sure we did. It sort of crept up
on us and first thing you know -’

‘Don’t believe everything youn hear, Nick,” he advised me.

I said lightly that I had heard nothing at 2ll, and a few minutes later 1
got up to go home. They canie to the door with me and stood side by
side in a cheerful square of light. As I started my motor Daisy
peremptorily called: “Wait! T forgot to ask you something, and if's
important. We heard vou were engaged to 2 girl out West.’

“That’s right,’ corroborated Tom kindly. “We heard that you were
engaged.”

‘It’s a libel. {'m toe poor.’

‘But we heard 1" insisted Daisy, surprising me by opening up again
in a flower-like way. ‘We heard it from three people, so it must be
true.’

Of course [ knew what they were referring to, but I wasn’t even
vaguely engaged. "1 he fact that gossip had published the banns was one
of the reasons | had come East. You can't stop poing with an old friend
on account of rumours, and on the other hand T had no intention of
being rumoured into marriage.

"Their interest rather touched me and made them less remotely rich -
nevertheless, T was confused and a litde disgusted as 1 drove away.
It scemed to me that the thing for Daisy to do was to rush out of
the house, child in arms - but apparendy there were no sach intentions
in her head. As for Tomn, the fact that he ‘had some woman in New
York’ was really less surprising than that he had been depressed by
a book. Something was making him nibble at the edge of stale ideas as
if his sturdy physical egotism no longer nourished his peremptory
heart.

Already it was deep summer on roadhouse roofs and in front of
wayside garages, where new red gas-pumps sat out in pools of light,
and when I reached my estate at West Egg I ran the car under its shed
and sat for a while on an abandoned grass roller in the yard, The wind
had blown off, leaving a loud, bright night, with wings beating in the
trees and a persistent organ sound as the full bellows of the earth blew
the frogs full of Life. The silhouette of a moving cat wavered across
the moonlight, and turning my head to warch it, I saw that I was not
alone - fifty feet away a figure had emerged from the shadow of my
neighbour’s mansion and was seanding with his hands in his pockers
regarding the silver pepper of the stars. Something in his leisurely
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movements and the secure position of his feet upon the lawn suggested
that it was Mr Gatshy himself, come our to determine what share was
his of our local heavens. '

T decided to call o him. Miss Baker had mentioned him at dinner,
and that would do for an introduction, But T didn’t call to him, for he
gave a sudden intitnation that he was content to be alone — he stretched
out his arms towards the dark water in a carious way, and, far as [ was
fromn him, 1 could have sworn he was mrembling. Involuntarily I glanced
seaward — and distinguished nothing except a single green light, minute
and far away, that might have heen the end of a dock. When T looked
onee nore for Gatshy he had vanished, and T was alone again in the
unguict darkness.

Chapter 2

Anour HarFway kReTwrEN West Fgg and New York the mator road
hastily joins the railroad and rums beside it for a quarter of 2 mile, 5o as
tor shrink away from a certain desolate area of land. This is a valley of
ashes — a fantastic farm where ashes grow like wheat into ridges and
hills and grotesque gardens; where ashes take the forms of houses and
chimneys and rising smoke and, finally, with a transcendent effort, of
ash-grey men who move dimly and already crumbling through the
powdery air. Oceasionally a line of grey cars crawls along an invisible
track, gives mut a ghastly creak, and comes to rest, and immediately the
ash-grey men swarm up with leaden spades and sdr up an impenetrable
cloud, which screens their obscure operations from your sight,

But above the grey land and the spasms of bleak dust which drift
endlessly over it, you percelve, after a moment, the eyes of Doctor T J.
Ecdchburg.”® The eyes of Doctor T. J. Eckleburg are blue and
gigantic - their retinas are one yard high. They look out of no (ace, but,
instead, from a pair of enorinous vellow spectacles which pass over a
nonexistent nose. Evidently some wild wag of an oculist set them there
to fatten his practice in the borough of Queens, and then sank down
himsel( into eternal blindness, or forgot them and moved away, But his
eves, dimmed a little by many paindess days, under sun and rain, brood
on over the solemn dumping ground.

"I'he valley of ashes is bounded on one side by a small foul river, and,
when the drawbridge is up to let barges through, the passengers on
watting trains can stare at the dismal scene for as long as half an hour.
There is always a halt there of at least a minute, and it was because of
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this that 1 firstc met’'om Buchanan’s mistress.

The fact that he had one was insisted upon wherever he was known.
His acquaintances resented the fact that he turned up in popular calés
with her and, leaving her at a table, sauntered about, chatting with
whomsoever he knew. Though T was curious 1o see her, T had no desire
to meet her — but | did. 1 went up to New York with Tom on the train
one afternoon, and when we stopped by the ash-heaps he jumped to his
feec and, taking held of my elbow, literally forced me from the car.

‘We're getting off,” he msisted. L want you to mect my girl.”

I think he'd tanked up a good deal at tncheon, and his
determinadon to have my company bordered on violenwe, The
supercilions asswmption was that on Sunday afrernoon I had nothing
better to do.

T followed him over a low whitewashed railroad fence, and we walked
back a hundred yards along the road under Doctor Eckichurg's
persistent stare, The only building in sight was a small block of yellow
brick sitting on the cdge of the waste land, a sort of coinpact Main
Street ministering to it, and contiguous o absolutely nothing. One of
the three shops it contined was lor rent and another was an all-night
vestaurant, approached by a trail of ashes; the third was a garage -
Repaivs. GEoree B, WiLson, Cars bought and sold. — and T followed
Tom inside.

The interior was unprosperous and bare; the only car visible was the
dust-covered wreck of a Ford which crouched in a dim corner, It had
oceurred to me that this shadow of a garage must be a blind, and that
sumptuous and romante apartments were concealed overhead, when
the proprietor himself appeared in the door of an office, wiping his
hands on a piece of waste, He was a blond, spiritless man, anaemic, and
faintly handsome. When he saw us a damp gleam of hope sprang into
his light blue eyes.

‘Hello, Wilson, old man,’ said Tom, slapping him jovially on the
shoulder. ‘How's business?’

T can’t complain,” answered Wilsen unconvincingly. “‘When are you
going to sell me that car?’

‘Next week; I've got iny man working on it now.

‘Works presty slow, don’t he?’ . _

‘No, he doesn’t,” said Tom coldly. ‘And if you feel that way about ir,
maybe ['d better sefl it somewhere clse after all.

‘1 don’t mean that," explained Wilson quickly. T just meant -’

His voice faded off and Tom glanced impatiently aroand the garage.
Then I heard footsteps on a stairs, and in a moment the thickish figure
of a woman blocked out the light from the office door. She was in the
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middle thirties, and faintly stout, but she carried her flesh sensuously,
as some woinen can. Her face, above a spotted dress of dark blue crépe-
de-chine, contained no facet or gleam of beauty, but there was an
immediately perceptible vitality about her as if the nerves of her body
werc contimually smouldering. She smiled slowly and, walking through
her hushand as if he were a ghast, shook hands with T'om, looking him
flush in the eye. Then she wet her lips, and without turning around
spoeke o ber husband in a soft, coarse, voice: ‘Get some chairs, why
don’t you, so somebody can sit down,

‘Oh, sure,’ agrecd Wilson hurriedly, and went towards the little
office, mingling immediately with the cement colour of the walls. A
white ashen dust veiled his dark suit and his pale hair as ic veiled
everything in the vicinity — except his wife, who moved close te Tom.

‘I want to see you,’ said Tom intently, ‘Get on the next train.’

*Allright”

T} meet you by the news-stand on the lower level.’

She nodded and moved away from him just as (jeorge Wilson
emerged with two chairs from his office door.

We waited for her down the road and out of sight. It was a few days
before the Fourth of July, and a grey, scrawny Tralian child was setting
torpedoes in a row along the railroad track.

“Terrible place, isn't it,’ said Tom, exchanging a frown with Doctor
Eckleburg.

‘Awful.’

‘It docs her good to get away.’

‘Daoesn’t her hushand object?’

‘Wilson? He thinks she goes to see her sister in New York. Ie's so
dumb he docsn't know he's alive.’

So Tom Buchanan and his girl and I went up together to New York -
or not quite together, for Mrs Wilson sat discreetly in another car. Tom
deferred that much to the sensibilities of those East Eggers who might
be on the train. '

She had changed her dress to a brown figured muslin, which
stretched tight over her rather wide hips as Tom helped her to the
platform in New York. At the news-stand she bought a copy of Tewn
Tattle and a moving-picture magazine, and in dhe staton drugstore
some cold cream and a small flask of perfume. Upstairs, in the solemn
echoing drive, she let four taxicabs drive away before she selected a new
one, lavender-coloured with grey upholstery, and in this we slid out
from the mass of the smton into the glowing sunshine. Bur
immediately she turned sharply from the window and, leaning forward,
wpped on the front glass.



THE GREAT GATSBY ]

‘I want to get one of those dogs,’ she said earnestly. ‘| want to get one
for the apartment. They’re nice to have —a dog.’

We backed up to a grey old man who bore an absurd resemblance to
John D. Rockefcller.'s In a basket swung from his neclkt cowered a
dozen very recent puppies of an indeterminate hreed.

‘What kind are they?” asked Mrs Wilson eagerly, as he came w the
taxi-window,

‘All kinds, What kind do you want, ladyr’

‘I'd like to get one of those police dogs; I don'’t suppose you got that
kind?’

The man peered doubtfully into the basket plunged in his hand and
drew one up, wriggling, by the back of the neck.

“That’s no police dog,” said Tomz,

‘Ne, it's not exactly a police dog,’ said the man with disappointment
in his voice. ‘It's more of an Airedale.” He passed his hand over the
hrown wash-rag of a hack. ‘Look at that coat. Some coat. That's a dog
that’l] never bother you with carching cold.’

I think it’s cute, said Mrs Wilson enthusiastdcally. ‘Flow much is it?’

“That dog?* He looked at it admiringly. “That dog will cost you ten
dollars.’

The Airedale — undoubtedly there was an Airedale concerned in it
somewhere, though its feet were startlingly white — changed hands and
settled down imto Mrs Wilson’s lap, where she fondled the weather-
proof coat with rapture.

‘Is it a boy or a girl?’ she asked delicately.

“That dog? That dog’s a boy.”

‘H’s a biteh,” said Tom decsively. ‘Here's yous moncy. Go and bary
ten more dogs with it

We drove over to Fifth Avenue, warm and soft, almost pastoral, on
the summer Sunday afternoon. [ wouldn't have been surprised to see a
great flock of white sheep turn the corner.

‘Hold on,’ I said, ‘T have to leave you here.”

‘No you don't, interposed Tom quickly. ‘Myitle’ll be hurt if vou
don’t come up to the apartinent. Won’t you Myrtle?’

‘Come on,’ she urged. ‘I'll telephone my sister Catherine. She's said
to be very beautiful by people who ought m know.’

‘Well, I'd like to, but -’

We went on, cutting back again over the Park towards the West
Hundreds. At 158th Saeet the cab stopped at one slice in 2 long white
cake of apartment-houses. Throwing a regal homecoining glance
around the neighbourhood, Mrs Wilson gathered up her dog and her
other purchases, and went haughtily in.
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‘Tm going to have the McKees come up,’ she announced as we rose
i the elevaror. ‘And, of course, I got to call up my sister, wo.’

The apartment was on the top floor — a small living-room, a small
dining-room, & small bedroom, and a bath. The living-room was
crowded to the doors with a set of tapestried furniture entirely too
large for it, so that to move about was to stumble continually over
seenes of ladics swinging i the gardens of Versailles, The only picture
was an over-enlarged photograph, apparently a hen sitting on a blurred
rack. Looked at from a distance, however, the hen resolved itself into a
honnet, and the countenance of a stout old lady beamed down into the
room. Several old copies of Town Tartie lay on the table together with a
copy of Simor Called Peter,'? and some of the small scandal magazines
of Broadway. Mrs Wilson was first concerned with the dog. A reluctant
elevator-boy went for a box full of straw and some milk 1o which he
added on his own initiative a tn of large, hard dog-hiscuits — one of
which decomposed apathetically in the saucer of milk all afternoon.
Meanwhile Tom brought out a bottle of whiskey from a locked bureau
drawer.

I have been drunk just twice in my life, and the second time was that
afterncon; so everything that happened has a dim, hazy cast over it
although until after eight o’clock the apartment was full of cheerful
sum. Sitting on Tom’s lap Mrs Wilson called up several people on the
telephone; then there were no cigarettes, and Twent out to buy some at
the drugstore on the corner. When T came back they had both
disappcarcd, so I sat down discreetly in the living-room and read a
chapter of Simon Called Peter ~ cither it was terrible stuft or the whiskey
distorted things, because it didn't make any sense to me,

Just as Tom and Myrtle (after the first drink Mrs Wilson and T called
each other by our first names) reappeared, company commenced to
arrive at the apartment-door.

"The sister, Catherine, was a slender, worldly girl of about thirty, with
a solid, sticky bob of red hair, and a complexion powdered milky white.
Her eychrows had been plucked and then drawn on again at a more
rakish angle but the efforts of nature towards the restoration of the old
alignment gave a blurred air o her face. When she moved about there
was an incessant clicking as innumerable pottery bracelets jingled up
and down upon her arms. She came in with such a proprietary haste,
and looked around so possessively at the furniture that I wondered if
she lived here. But when I asked her she laughed immeoderatcly,
repeated my queston aloud, and told me she lived with a girl fricnd at
an hotel.

Mr McKee was a pale, femninine man from the flat below, TTe had just
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shaved, for therc was a white spot of lather on his cheekbone, and he
was most respectful in his grecting to everyone in the room. He
informed me that he was in the ‘artistic game’, and I gathered later that
he was a photographer and had made the dim enlargement of Mrs
Wilson’s mother which hovered like an ectoplasm on the wall. Llis wife
was shrill, fanguid, handsome, and horrible. She told me with pride
that her inusband had photographed her a hundred and twenty-seven
times since they had been married.

Mrs Wilson had changed her costume sometime betore, and was
now attired in an elaborate afternoon dress of cream-—coloured chiffon,
which gave out a continual ruste as she swept about the room. With
the influence of the dress her personality had also undergone a change.
The intense vitality that had been so remarkable in the garape was
converted into impressive hauteur. Her laughter, her gesturcs, her
assertions became more viclentdy affected moment by moment, and as
she expanded the room grew smaller around her, until she seemed to
be revolving on a noisy, creaking pivot through the smoky air.

‘My dear,’ she told her sister in a high, mincing shout, ‘maost of these
fellas will cheac vou every time. All they think of is money. T Tad a
wormnan up here last week to look at my feet, and when she gave me the
hill you'd of thought she had my appendicids out.’

“‘What was the name of the woman?’ asked Mrs McKee.

‘Mrs Eberhardt. She goes around looking at people's feet in their
own homes.’

I like your dress,’ remarked Mrs McKee, ‘I think it's adorable.

Mrs Wilson rejected the compliment by rasing her eyebrow in
disdain.

“It’s just a crazy old thing,’ she said. ‘I just slip it on sometimes when [
don’t care what I lock like.’

‘Bur it looks wonderful on you, if you know what I mean,” pursued
Mrs McKee. ‘If Chester cnuld only get you in that pose I think he
could make somethmg of it

We zll looked in silence at Mrs Wilson, who removed a strand of
hair from over her eyes and looked back at us with a brilliant smile. Mr
McKee regarded her intently with his head on one side, and then
moved his hand back and forth slowly in frant of his face.

‘I should change the light,” he said after a moment, T'd like to bring
out the modelling of the features. And I'd oy to get hold of all the back
hair.

‘T wouldn't think of changing the light,’ cried Mrs McKee. ‘I think
its -’

Her hushand said ‘SE" and we all looked at the suhject again,
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whereupon T'om Buchanan yawned audibly and got to his feet.

“You McKees have something w0 drink,” he said, ‘Get sume more ice
and mineral water, Myrtle, before evervhody gocs to sleep.”’

‘[ told that boy about the ice.” Myrtle raised her eyebrows in despair
at the shiftlessness of the lower orders. “Lhese people! You have to
keep after them all the dme.

She locked at me and laughed pointlessly. Then she flounced over to
the dog, kissed it with ecstasy, and swept into the kitchen, implying
that a dozen chefs awaited her orders there.

‘Fve done some nice things out on Long lsland,” asserted Mr
McKee,

Tom looked at him blankly.

“T'wo of them we have framed downstairs,

“I'wo what?” demanded Tom.

“T'wo studies. One of them T call Montaguk Point — The Gull, and the
ather § call Montank Point — The Sea.

The sister Catherine sat down beside me on the couch,

‘Do you live down on Leng Island, too? she enquired.

I live at West ligg!”

‘Reallyr T was down there at a party about a month ago. At a man
named (latshy’s. Do you know him?’

‘| live next door to him.”

“Well, they say he’s a nephew or a cousin of Kaiser Wilhelm’s. "L'hat’s
where all his money comes from.’

‘Really?’

She nodded.

‘T'm scared of him. I'd hate to have him ger anything on me.’

This absorbing informaton about my neighbour was interrupted by
Mrs McKee’s pointing suddenly at Catherine: ‘Chester, T think you
could do something with bery” she broke out, but Mr McKee only
nodded in a bored way, and turned his attention to Tom.

‘T'd like to do more work on Long Island, if I could get the entry. All
T ask is that they should give ne a start.” '

‘Ask Myrde,” said Tom, breaking into a short shout of langhter as
Mrs Wilson entered with a tray. ‘She’ll give you a letter of
witroduction, won'’t you, Myxtles’

‘Do what?’ she asked, startled.

You'll give McKee a letter of introduction to your hushand, so he
can do some studies of him," Iis lips moved silently for a moment as ke
invented. ‘George B. Wilson at the Gasoline Pusnp, or something Hke
that.’

Catherine leaned close to me and whispered in my car: ‘Neither of
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thetn can smand the person they're married .’

‘Can't they?*

‘Can’t stand them.” She looked at Myrtle and then at Tom, What [
say 1s, why go on living with them if they can’t stand them? If T was
them I'd get a divoree and get married to each other right away.’

‘Doesn’t she like Wilson cither?’

The answer to this was unexpected. It came from Myrtle, who had
overheard the question, and it was violent and obscene.

You see,” cried Catherine triumphantly. She lowered her voice
again. ‘It's really his wife that’s keeping them apart. She's a Catholic,
and they don'’t believe in divoree.”

Daisy was not a Catholic, and I was a licde shocked at the
elaborateness of the lie.

‘When they do get married,” continued Catherine, ‘they’re going
West to tive for a while untl it blows over.”

‘It'd be more discreet to go to Europe.’

‘Oh, do you like Europe?’ she exclaimed surprisingly. 1 just got hack
from Monte Carlo.”

*Really.’

“Tust last year, I went over there with another girl’

‘Stay long?’

‘No, we just went o Monte Carle and back. We went by way of
Marseitles. We had over twelve hundred dollars when we started, but
we got gypped out of it all in two days in the private rooms. We had an
awful time getting back, T can tell you. God, how | hated thar tewn?”

The late afternoon sky bloomed in the window for 2 moment like the
blue honey of the Mediterrancan — then the shrill voice of Mrs McKee
called me back into the room.

‘1 almost made a mistake, too,” she declared vigorously. ‘1 almost
married a little kike who'd been after me for vears. I knew he was below
me. Everyhody kept saving to me: “Lacille, that man’s way below you!”
But if T hadn’t imet Chester, he'd of got me sure.”

“Yes, but listen,” said Myrtle Wilson, nodding her head up and down,
‘at least you didn’t marry him.”

1 know 1 didn’t.!

‘Well, 1 married him,” said Myrtle, ambiguously. ‘And that’s the
difference berween your case and mine.’

‘Why did you, Myrtler” demanded Catherine. ‘Nobody forced you to.”

Myrtle considered.

‘T married him because T thought he was a gentleman,’ she said
finally. ‘T thought he knew something about breeding, but he wasn’t fit
to lick my shoe.”
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“You were crazy about him for a while,” said Catherine.

‘Crazy about him!” eried Myrtle incredulously. “Who said [ was crazy
about him? | never was any more crazy about him than I was about that
man there,

She pointed suddenly at me, and everyone looked at me accusingly. T
tried to show by my expression that I expected no affecton.

‘The only eruzy [ was was when I married him, T knew right away 1
made a mistake. He borrowed somebody’s best suit to ger married in,
and never even told me about it, and the man came after it one day
when he was out: “Oh, is that vour swit?” I said. “This is the firse T ever
heard about it.” But | gave it to him and then T lay down and cried o
hear the band all atternoon.’

*She really ought to get away from him,” resumed Catherine to me.
“They've been living over that garage for eleven years, And Tom’s the
first sweetic she ever had.”

‘I'he bottle of whiskey!® — a sceend one — was now in constant demand
by all present, excepting Catherine, who ‘felt just as good on nothing at
all. Tom rang for the janitor and sent him for some celebrated
sandwiches, which were a complete supper in themselves. I wanted to
get out and walk eastward towards the park through the soft twilight,
but each time I tried to go I became entangled in some wild, strident
argument which pulled me back, as if with ropes, into my chair. Yet
high ever the city our line of vellow windows nst have contributed
their sharc of human secrecy to the casnal watcher in the darkening
streets, and I saw him wo, looking up and wondering. T was within and
without, simultancously cnchanted and repelled by the inexhausdble
varicty of life.

Myrtle pulled her chair close to mine, and suddenly her warm breath
pourcd over me the story of her first meeting with Tom.

‘It was on the two little seats facing each other that are always the last
ones left on the train. I was going up to New York w see my sister and
spend the night. He had on a dress suit and patent-leather shoes, and T
couldn’t keep my cyes off him, but every time he looked at me I had o
pretend to be looking at the advertisement over his head. When we
came into the stadon he was next to me, and his white shirc-front
pressed against my arm, and so 1 told him P'd have to call 2 policeman,
huet he knew I lied. 1 was so excited that when I got into a taxi with him
I didn't hardly know T wasn’t getting into a subway main. Alt T kept
thinking about, over and over, was, “You can’t live forever; you can’t
live furever.,™’

She turned to Mrs McKece and the room rang full of her artificial
laughter.
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‘My dear,’ she cried, T'm going to give you this dress as soon as ['m
through with it. Tve got to get another one tomorrow. I'm going
make 2 list of all the things Tve got to get. A massage and a wave, and a
collar for the dog, and one of those cute little ashtrays where you touch
a spring, and a wreath with a black silk bow for mother’s grave that’ll
last all summer. T got to write down a list so I won't forget all the things
I got to do.

It was nine o’clock — almost immediately afterwards I looked at my
watch and found it was ten. Mr McKee was asleep on a chair with his
fists clenched in his lap, like a photograph of @ man of action. Taking
out my handkerchicf [ wiped from his cheek the spot of dried lather
that had worried me all the aficrnoon.

‘The little dog was sittng on the table looking with blind wyes
through the smoke, and from time to time groaning faintdy. Peopie
disappeared, reappeared, made plans to go somewhere, and then lost
cach other, searched for each other, found cach other a few feer away.
Sometime towards midnight Tom Buchanan and Mrs Wilson stood
face 1o face discussing, in impassioned voices, whether Mrs Wilson had
any right to mention Daisy’s name.,

‘Daisy! Daisy! Daisy!” shouted Mrs Wilson. ‘T'll say it whenever 1
want to! Daisy! Dai—'

Making a short deft movement, Tom Buchanan broke her nose with
his open hand.

Then there were bloody towels upon the bathroom floer, and
wommen’s voices scolding, and high over the confusion a long broken
wail of pain. Mr McKee awoke from his doze and started in a daze
towards the door. When he had gone halfway he turned around and
stared at the scene — his wife and Catherine scolding and consoling as
they stuinhled herc and there among the crowded furniture with
articles of aid, and the despairing figure on the couch, bleeding
fluently, and trying to spread a copy of Town Tattle over the tapestry
scenes of Versailles. Then Mr McKee turned and continued on out the
door. Taking my hat froru the chandelier, T followed.

‘Come to lunch some day,” ke suggested, as we groaned down in the
elevator.

‘Where?’

‘Anywhere.

‘Keep your hands off the lever,” snapped the elevator boy.

‘T beg your pardon,” said Mr McKee with dignity, ‘1 didn’t know 1
was touching it.’

‘All right,” T agreed, Tl be glad 0.’

... I was standing beside his bed and he was sitting up between the
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sheets, clad in his underwear, with a great portfolio in his hands.
‘Beauty and the Beast . . . Loncliness . . . Old Grocery Horse . . .
Brook’n Bodge . ..’
‘Then T was lying half-asleep in the cold lower level of the
Pennsylvania Station, staring at the morning Tribune,' and waitgng for
the four o’'clock wain.

Chapter 3

THrRE was Music from my neighbour’s hounse through the summer
nights. In his blue gardens men and girls came and went like moths
ameng the whisperings and the champagne and the sears. At high tde
in the afternoon I watched his guests diving from the tower of his raft,
or taking the sun un the hot sand of his beach while his two motor-
boats slit the waters of the Sound, drawing aquaplanes over cataracts of
foarn. On weckends his Rolls-Royee became an omnibus, bearing
parties to and from the city between nine in the morning and long past
midnight, while his station-wagon scampered like a brisk yellow bug to
meet all trains. And on Mondays eight servants, including an extra
gardener, woiled all day with mops and scrubbing-brushes and
hammers and garden-shears, repairing the ravages of the night before.

Every Friday five crates of oranges and lemons armived from a
fruiterer in New York - every Monday these same oranges and lemons
left his back door in a pyramid of pulpless halves. There was a machine
in the kitchen which could cxtract the juice of two hundred oranges in
half an hour if a litde button was pressed two hundred times by a
butler’s thumb.

At least once a formight a corps of caterers came down with several
hundred feet of canvas and encugh coloured lights w make a
Christmas wee of Gatsby's enormous garden. On buffer wbies,
garnished with glistening hors d’oeuvre, spiced baked hams crowded
against salads of harlequin designs and pastry pigs and turkeys
hewitched to a dark gold. In the main hall a bar with a real brass rail
was set up, and stocked with gins and liquors and with cordials so long
forgorten that wost of his female guests were 100 young to know one
from another,

By seven o’clock the orchestra has arrived, no thin five-piece affair,
but a whole pitful of oboes and trombones and saxophones and viols
and cornets and piceolos, and low and high drums. The last swirnmers
have come in from the beach now and are dressing upstairs; the cars
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from New York are parked five deep in the drive, and already the halls
and salons and verandas are gaudy with primary colours, and hair
bobbed in strange new ways, and shawls beyond the dreams of Castile.
The bar is i full swing, and floating rounds of cockrails permeate the
garden outside, until the air is alive with chatter and laughrer, and
casual innuendo and intreductions forgotten on the spot, and
enthusiastic meerings between women who never knew each other’s
names.

The lights grow brighter as the earth lurches away from the sun, and
now the orchestra is plaving yellow cocktail music, and the opera of
voices pitches a key higher. Faughter is easier minute by minute,
spilled with prodigality, tipped out at a cheerful word. The groups
change more swiftly, swell with new arrivals, dissolve and form in the
same breath; already there are wanderers, confident girls who weave
here and there among the stouter and more stable, become for a sharp,
joyous moment the centre of a group, and then, excited with triumph,
glide on through the sea-change of faces and voices and colour under
the constantly changing light.

Suddenly one of these gypsies, in trembling opal, seizes 2 cockeail out
of the air, dumps it down for courage and, moving her hands like
Frisvo, dances out alone on the canvas platform. A momentary hush;
the orchestra leader varies his thythm obligingly for her, and there is a
burst of chatter as the erroneous news goes around that she is Gilda
Gray’s understudy from the Foffies.? The party has begun.

T believe that on the first night I went to Gatsby’s house T was one of
the few guests who had actually been invited. People were not invited -
they went there. They got into automobiles which bore them out to
Tong Island, and somehow they ended up at Gatshy’s door. Once there
they were introduced by somebody who knew Gatshy, and after that
they conducted themselves according to the rules of behaviour
associated with an amusement park. Sometimes they came and went
without having met Gatshy at all, came for the party with a simplicity
of heart that was its own dcket of admission.

1 had been actually invited. A chauffeur in a uniform of robin’s-egg
bluc crossed my lawn early that Saturday morning with a surprisingly
formal note from his employer: the honour would be entirely Gatsby's,
it said, if T would attend his ‘litle party’ that night. e had seen me
several tmes, and had intended to call on me long before, but a
pecudiar combination of circumstances had prevented it — signed Jay
Gatsby, in a majestic hand.

Dressed up in white flannels 1 went over to his lawn a liede while
after seven, and wandered around rather ill at ease among swirls and
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eddies of people I didn’t know — though here and there was a face T had
nuticed on the commuting train. I was immediately stuck by the
number of young Englishmen doted about, all well dressed, all
laoking a little hungry, and all talling in low, earnest voices to solid and
prosperous Americans. I was sure that they were selling something:
hands or insurance or automobiles. They were at least agonisingly
aware of the easy money in the vicinity and convineed that it was theirs
for a few words in the right key.

As soon as 1 arrived I made an attempt to find my host, but the two
or three people of whom I asked his whereabouts stared at me in such
an amazed way, and denied so vchemently any knowledge of his
mavements, that T shunk off in the direction of the cockrail table ~ the
only place in the garden where a single man could linger without
looking purposeless and alone.

I was on my way to get roaring drunk from sheer embarrassment
when Jordan Baker came out of the house and stood at the head of the
marhle steps, leaning a little backward and looking with contemptuous
interest down into the garden.

Welcome or not, T found it necessary to attach mysclf to someone
before T should begin to address cordial remariks to the passers-by.

Tlello” I roared, advancing towards her. My voice scemed
onnatarally loud across the garden.

1 thought you might be here,’ she responded absently as I came up.
Tremembered you lived next door to -

She held my hand impersonally, as a promise that she'd take carc of
me in a minute, and gave ear to two girls in twin vellow dresses, who
stopped at the foot of the steps.

‘Hello!" they cried together. ‘Sorry you didn’t win.’

That was tor the golf rournament. She had lost in the finals the week
hefore.

“You don’t know who we are,” said one of the girls in yellow, ‘but we
met you here about a month ago.’

“You've dyed your hair since then,” remarked Jordan, and T started,
but the girls had moved casnally on and her remark was addressed to
the premature moon, produced like the supper, ne doubt, out of 2
cateret’s basket. With Jordan’s slender golden arm resting in mine, we
iescended the steps and sauntered ahout the garden. A tray of cocktails
floated at us through the twilight, and we sat down at a table with the
wwo girls in yellow and three men, each one introduced to vs as Mr
Murble,

‘Do vou come to these parties oftcn?’ enquired Jordan of the girl
beside her,
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“The last one was the one I met you ar,” answered the girl, in an alert
confident voice. She wrned to her companion: ‘Wasn't it for vou,
Lucille?

It was tor Lucille, toa.

‘Tlike to come,” Lucille said. ‘T never care w! h’it 1 do, so I always have

a good time. When [ was here last T tore my gown on a chair, and he
asked me my name and address - inside of a week T got a package from
Croirier's with a new evening gown in it.’

‘Did vou keep it?’ asked Jordan.

‘Sure 1 did. T was going to wear it tonighr, but it was to0 big in the
bust and had to be altered. Fr was gas blue and lavender beads, Two
hundred and sixty-five dollars.’

“There’s something funny about a fellow that’l do a thing Tike that,”
said the other girl eagerly. ‘He doesn’t want any trouble with amybody.’

‘Who doesn’e?’ I enquired.

‘Gatshy. Somebody told me -°

The two girls and Jordan leaned wogether contidentially.

‘Somebody told me they thought he killed 4 man once.’

A thrill passed over all of us. The three Mr Mumbles bent torward
and listened eagerly.

‘T don't think it's so much rhat,” argued Lucille sceptically; “it’s more
that he was a German spy during the war)

One of the men nodded in confirmation,

‘T heard that from a man who knew all about him, grew up with him
in Germany,” he assured us positively.

‘Oh, no,’ said the first girl, ‘it couldn’t be that, because he was in the
Amcrican army during the war.” As our credulity switched back to her
she leaned forward with cnthusiasm. “You look at him sometimes when
he thinks nobody’s looking at him. 1I'll bet he killed a man.’

She narrowed her eyes and shivered. Lucille shivered. We all turned
and looked around for Gatshy. Tt was testimany to the roinantc specu-
lation he inspired that there were whispers about him from those who
had found little that it was necessary to whisper about in this werld.

The first supper — there would be another one after midnight — was
now being served, and Jordan invited me to jein her own party, who
were spread around a table on the other side of the garden. There were
three married couples and Jordan’s escort, a persistent undergraduate
given to violent innuendo, and obviously under the impression that
sooner or later Jordan was going to yield him up her person to a greater
or lesser degree, Instead of rambling, this party had preserved a digni-
fied homogeneity, and assumed to itself the functon of representing
the staid nobility of the countryside — East Egg condescending to West
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Egg, and carefully on guard against its spectroscopic gaiety.

‘Tet's get out,” whispered Jordan, after a somehow wasteful and
inappropriate half-hour; ‘this is much too polite for me.

We got up, and she explained that we were going to find the host: |
had never met him, she said, and it was making me uneasy. The
undergraduate nodded in a cynical, melancholy way.

The bar, where we glanced first, was crowded, but Gatsby was not
there. She coaldn't find him from the top of the steps, and he wasn’t on
the veranda. On a chance we tried an important-looking door, and
walked into a high Gothic library, panelled with carved English oalk,
and probably tansported complete from some riin overseas.

A stout, middle-aged man, with cnormous owl-eyed spectacles, was
sitting somewhat drunk on the edge of a great wble, staring with
unsteady concentradon at the shelves of books, As we entered he
wheeled excitedly sround and examined Jordan from head to foot,

“What do you think?” he demanded impetously.

‘About what?’

Tle waved his hand towards the bookshelves,

‘About that. As a matter of fact you needn’t bother to ascertain. T
ascertained. They're real’

“1'he books?’

ITe nodded.

‘Absolutely real — have pages and everything. 1 thought they'd be a
nice durable cardboard, Matter of fact, they're absolutely real. Pages
and - Here! Lemme show you!

"I'aking our scepticism for granted, he rushed to the bookecases and
returned with Volume One of the ‘Stoddard Tectures”.

‘See!” he cried triumphantly. ‘Tt’s a bona-fide piece of printed matter.
It fooled me, This fella’s a regular Belasco.?! Tt's a triumph. What
thoroughness! What realism! Knew when to stop, too ~ didn’t cut the
pages. But what do you want? What do you expect?’

He snatched the book from me and replaced it hastily on its shelf,
muttering that if one brick was removed the whole library was liable to
collapse.

‘Who brought you?” he demanded. ‘Or did you just come? T was
brought. Most people were brought.’

Jordan looked at him alertly, cheerfully, without answering,

‘T was brought by a woman named Roosevelt,” he contnued. ‘Mrs
Claude Roosevelt. Do you know her? I met her somewhere last night.
I've been drunk for abour a week now, and I thought it might sober me
up to sitin a library.

‘TIas it?’
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‘A little bit, [ think. I can’t tell yet. I've only been here an hour. Did [
tell you about the books? They're real. They're -’

“You told us.’

We shook hands with him gravely and went back outdoors.

There was dancing now on the canvas in the garden; old men
pushing young girls backwards in eternal graceless circles, superior
couples holding each other tortuously, fashionably, and keeping in the
corners — and a great number of single girls dancing individualistieally
or relieving the orchestra for 2 moment of the burden of the banjo or
the traps. By midnight the hilarity had increased. A celebrated tener
had sung in ltahian, and 2 notoriovs contwralte had sung in jazz, and
between the numbers peeple were doing ‘stunts” all over the garden,
whilc happy, vacuous bursts of laughter rose towards the summer sky.
A pair of stage twins, who mrned out to be the girls in yellow, did a
baby act in costume, and champagne was served in glasses bigger than
finger-bowls. "The moon had risen higher, and floadng in the Sound
was a triangle of silver scales, rembling a httle to the sdff, tinny drip of
the banjoes on the lawn.

1 was still with Jordan Baker, We were sitting at a table with a man of
about my age and a rowdy little girl, who gave way upon the slightest
provocation to uncontrollable laughter. T was enjoying myself now. 1
had taken two finger-howls of champagne, and the scene had changed
betfore my eyes into something significant, clemental and profound.

At a lull in the entereainment the man looked at me and smiled.

Your face is familiar,’ he said, politely, “‘Weren’t you in the First
Division during the war?’

‘Why, yes. ['was in the Twenty-cighth Infantry.)’

‘| was in the Sixteenth undl Junce 1918, 1 knew I'd scen you
somewhere before.’

We talked for a moment about some wet, grey litde villages in
France. Evidently he lived in this vicinity, for he told me that he had
just bought a hydroplane,” and was going to try it out in the morning.

"Want to go with me, old sport? Just near the shore along the
Sound.’

‘What time?’

‘Any time that suits you hest.”

It was on the tip of my tongue to ask his name when Jordan looked
around and smiled.

‘Taving a gay time now?’ she enquired.

‘Much better.” T turned again to my new acquaintance, “T'his is an
unusual party for me. F haven’t even secn the host. | live over there -1
waved my hand at the invisible hedge in the distance, ‘and this man
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(rarshy sent over his chauffeur with an invitaton.’

For a moment he looked at me as if he failed to understand.

I'm (zatsby,” he said suddenly.

“What!’ T exclaimed. *Oh, I beg your pardon.’

‘I thought you knew, old sport. 'm afraid I'm not a very good host.”

He smiled understandingly - much more than understandingly. It was
one of those rare smiles with a quality of eternal reassurance in it, that
you may comme actoss four or five times in life. Tt faced — or seemed to
face — the whole eternal world for an instant, and then concentrated on
you with an itresistible prejudice in vour favour. It understood you just
as far as you wanted to be understood, believed in you as you would hke
to belicve in yourself, and assured you that it had preciscly the impres-
sion of you that, at your best, you hoped to convey. Precisely at that
point it vanished — and I was looking at an elegant young roughneck, a-
year or two over thirty, whose elaborate formality of specch just missed
hemg absurd. Sometime before he introduced himself I'd got a strong
impression that he was piclang his words with care.

Almost at the moment when Mr Gatsby identified himself, a butler
hurricd towards him with the information that Chicaga was calling
him on the wire. He excused himself with a sinall bow that included
cach of us in turn.

‘If you want anything just ask for it, old sport,” he urged me. ‘Excuse
me. T will rejoin you later.

When he was gone [ mrned immediately to Jordan — constrained to
assurc her of my surprise. T had expected that Mr Gatsby would be a
florid and corpulent person in his middle vears.

‘Who is he?’ 1 demanded. ‘Do you know?

‘He's just a man named Gatshy.’

“Where is he from, I mean? And what does he do?’

‘Now you're started on the subject,” she answered with a wan smile.
“Well, he told me once he was an Oxford man,”

A dimm background started to take shape behind him, but at her next
remark it faded avay.

‘However, [ don't helieve it.’

“Why not?’

T don’t know,” she insisted, ‘T just don’t think he went there.

Something in her tone reminded me of the other girl’s ‘I think he
killed a man’, and had the effect of stimulating my curiosity. [ would
have accepted without question the information that Gawsby sprang
from the swamps of Louisiana or from the lower East Side of New
York. That was comprehensible. But young men didn’t — at least in my
provincial incxperience [ believed they didn’t — drift coolly out of
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nowhere and buy a palace on Long Island Sound.

‘Anyhow, he gives large parties,’ said Jordan, changing the subject
with an urban taste for the concrete. ‘And 1 like large parties. They're
s0 intimate. At small parties there isn’t any privacy.’

There was the boom of a bass drum, and the voice of the orchesira
leader rang out suddenly above the ccholalia of the garden.

‘Ladies and gentlemen,” he cried. ‘Ar the request of Mr Gawsby we are
going Lo play for you Mr Vladimir 'T'ostofts fatest work, which attracted
so much attention at Carnegie Hall® last May. If you read the papers,
vou know there was a big sensation.” IIe smiled with jovial condescen-
sion, and added: ‘Some sensaton!” Whereupon everybody laughed.

“The piece is known,” he concluded lustly, ‘as Vladimmir TostofPs
Fazz History of the Waerld. ™

"The nature of Mr 'T'ostoff’s composition eluded me, because just as it
began my eyes fell on Garsby, standing alone on the marble steps and
looking from one group to another with approving cyes. [1is tanned skin
wag drawn attractively tight on his face and his short hair looked as though
it were trimined every day. T could see nothing sinister about him, T won-
dered if the fact that he was not drinking helped to set him off from his
guests, for it seemned to me that he grew more correct as the fraternal
hilarity increased. When the 7ezz History of the World was over, girls were
putring their heads on men's shoulders in a puppyish, convivial way, girls
were swooning backward playfully into men’s arms, even into groups,
knowing that someone would arrest their fafls — but no one swooned
backward on Gatsby, and no French bob touched Gagshy’s shoulder, and
no singing quartets were formed with (Gatsby’s head for one link,

‘F beg vour pardon.’

Gatshy’s butler was suddenly standing beside us.

‘Miss Baker?” he enquired. ‘1 beg your pardon, but Mr Gatshy would
like to speak to you alone.’

‘With me?’ she exclaimed in 5urpusf:

“Yes, madame.”’

She got up slowly, raising her cyebrows at me in astonishmeit, and
followed the butler towards the house. I noticed that she wore her
cvening-dress, all her dresses, like sporis clothes — there was a
jauntiness about her movements as if she had first learned t walk upon
golf courses on clean, crisp mornings.

I was alone and it was almost two. For some time confused and
intriguing sounds had issued frem a long, many-windowed roum
which overhung the terrace. Eluding Jordan's undergradiate, who was
now engaged in an obstetrical conversation with two chorus girls, and
who implored me to join him, I went inside.
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The large room was full of people. One of the girls in yellow was
playing the piano, and beside her stond a tll, red-haired young lady
from a famous chorus, engaged in song. She had drunk a quantity of
champagmne, and during the course of her song she had decided,
ineptly, that everything was very, very sad - she was not only singing,
she was weeping too. Whenever there was a pause in the song she filled
it with gasping, broken sobs, and then took up the lyric again in a
yuaverng soprano. The tears coursed down her cheeks — not freely,
however, for when they came into contact with her heavily beaded
eyelashes they assumed an inky colour, and pursued the rest of their
way in slow black rivalets. A humorous suggestion was made that she
sing the notes on her face, whereupon she threw up her hands, sank
into a chair, and went off intora deep vinous sleep.

‘She had a fight with a man who says he’s her husband,” éxplained a
girl at my elbow.

I looked around. Most of the remaining women were now having
fighes with men said to be their husbands. Even Jordan's party, the
quartet from East Egg, werc rent asunder by dissension. One of the
men was talking with curious intensity to a young actress, and his wife,
after actempting to laugh at the situation in a dignified and indifferent
way, hroke down entirely and resorted to flank attacks — at intervals she
appeared suddenly at his side like an angry diamond, and hissed: ‘Yon
promised!” into his ear.

The reluctance to go home was not confined to wayward men. "The
hall was at present occupied by two deplorably soher men and their
highly indignant wives. The wives werc sympathising with each other
in shghtly raised voices.

‘Whenever he sees 'm having a good time he wants to ge home.”

‘Never heard anything so selfish in my life.”

‘We're always the first ones to leave.’

‘Soare we)

“Well, we're almost the last tonight,” said one of the men sheepishly.
“I'he orchestra left half an hour ago.’

In spite of the wives’ agreement that such malevolence was beyond
credibility, the dispute ended in a short struggle, and both wives were
lifted, kicking, into the night.

As T waited for my hat in the hall the door of the library opened and
Jordan Baker and Gatsby came out together. He was saying some last
word to her, but the eagerness in his manner tightencd abroptly into
formality as scveral people approached him to say goodbye.

Jordan’s party were calling impatiently to her from the porch, but
she lingered for a moment to shake hands.
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‘Tve just heard the most amazing thing,” she whl‘;pered ‘How long
were we in there?’

“Why, about an hour”’

e was . . . simply amazing,” she repeated abstractedly. ‘But I swore I
wouldn’t tell it and here I am mntalising yon.” She yawned gracefully in
my face. ‘Please come and see me . .. Phone book . .. Under the name
of Mrs Sigourney Howard . . . My avnt. .. ' She was hurrving off as she
talked — her brown hand waved a jaunty salute as she melted into her
party at the door.

Rather ashamed that on my first appearance I had staved so late, T
joined the last of Gatshy’s guests, who were clustered around him. T
wanted o explain that Td hunted for him early in the evening and to
apologise for not having known him in the garden.

‘Don’t mention it he enjoined me eagerly. Don’t give it another
thoughe, old sport.” The familtar expression held no more famihiarity than
the hand which reassuringly brushed my shoulder. *And don't forget we're
going up in the hydroplane tomorrow morning, at ninc o'clock.’

"Then the buder, behind his shoulder: ‘Philadelphia wants you on the
"phone, sir.”

‘Alj righe, in 2 minute. Tell them Il be right there . Good-night.

‘Good-night.’

‘GGood-night.” TTe smiled — and suddenly there seemed to be a
pleasant significance in having been among the last to po, as if he had
desired it all the dme. ‘Good-night, old sport. . . Good-night.

But as [ walked down the steps T saw that the evening was net quite
over, Fifty feet from the door a dozen headlights illuminated a hizarre
and tumultuous scene. In the dirch beside the road, right side up, bur
violently shom of one wheel, rested a new coupé which had lefr
Garsby’s drive not two minutes before. 'L'he sharp jut ol a wall
accounted for the detachment of the wheel, which was now getting
considerable attention from half a dozen curious chauffeurs. However,
as they had left their cars blocking the road, a harsh, discordant din
from those in the rear had been audible for some time, and added to
the already violent confusion of the scene,

A man in a long duster had dismounted from the wreck and now
stood in the middle of the road, looking from the car to the tyre and
from the tyre to the observers in a pleasant, puzzled way.

‘See!” he explained. Tt went in the ditch.

The fact was infinitely astonishing to him, and I recognised first the
unusual quality of wonder, and then the man — it was the late patron of
Gawsby's library.

‘How'd it happen?’
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He shrugged his shoulders.

‘T know nothing whatever about mechanics,” he said decisively.

“Purt how did it happen? Did vou run into the wall?”

‘Don’t ask me,” said Owl Lyes, washing his hands of the whole
matter. ‘I know very little about driving — next to nothing. Tt happened,
and thar's all Tknow.

“Well, if you're a poor driver you oughtn’t to try driving at night.

‘Bar [ wasn’t even trying,” he explained indignantly, ‘T wasn’t even
trying.’

An awed hush fell upon the bystanders,

‘Do you want to commit suicide?”’

“You're lucky it was just a wheel! A bad driver and not even grying?’

“You don’t understand,” explained the criminal. ‘T wasn’t driving.
There's another man in the car.’

"The shock that followed this declaration found voice in a sustained
‘Ah—h—h'" as the door of the coupé swung slowly open. 'The crowd - it
was now a crowd — stepped back involuntarily, and when the door had
opened wide there was a ghostly pause. "Then, very gradually, part by
part, a pale, dangling individual stepped our of the wreck, pawing
entatively at the ground with a large uncertain dancing shoe.

Blinded by the glare of the headlights and confused by the incessant
groaning of the harns, the apparition stood swaying for a moment
hefore he perceived the man in the duster.

“Wha's tnatter?” he enquired calmly. ‘Did we run cuta gas?’

‘Look!”

Half a doven fingers pointed at the amputated wheel — he stared at it
for a moment, and then looked upward as though he suspected that it
had dropped from the sky.

‘Tt came off, someone explained.

ITe nodded.

‘At first I din’ notice we'd stopped.’

A pause. Then, uking a long breath and straightening his shoulders,
he remarked in a determined voice: “Wonder'ff tell inc where there’s a
gas'line station?’

Ar least a dozen men, some of them a little better off than he was,
cxplained to him that wheel and car were no longer joined by any
physical bond.

‘Back out,” he suggested after a moment. ‘Put her in reverse.”

‘But the wheel’s of I’

He hesitated.

‘No hanm in trying,” he said.

"The caterwauling horns had reached a crescendo and T turned away
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and cut across the lavn towards home. I glanced back once. A wafer of
a moon was shining over Gatshy's house, making the nighe fine as
before, and surviving the laughter and the sound of his stll glowing
garden. A sudden emptiness seemed to flow now from the windows
and the great doors, endowing with complete isolation the figure of the
host, who stood on the porch, his hand up n a formal gesture of
farewell.

Reading over what T have written so far, I sece I have piven the
impression that the events of three nights several weeks apart were all
that absorbed me. On the contrary, they were merely casual events in a
crowded summer, and, until much later, they ahsorbed me infinitely
less than my personal affairs.

Most. of the time T worked. In the early morning the sun threw my
shadow westward as [ hurried down the white chasms of lower New
York to the Probity "I'rust. T knew the other derks and young bond-
salesmen by their first names, and lunched with them in dark, crowded
restaurants on little pig sausages and mashed potatoes and coffee. T
even had a short affair with a girl who lived in Jersey Ciry and worked
in the accounting department, but her brother began throwing mean
looks in my direction, so when she went on her vacation in July 1 let it
blow quictly away.

I took dinner usually at the Yale Club — for some reason it was the
gloomiest event of my day — and dhen T went apstairs 1o the library and
studied investments and securities for a conscientious hour. There
were generally a few rioters around, but they never came into the
lihrary, so it was a good place to work. After that, if the night was
mellow, T strolled down Madison Avenue past the old Murray Hill
Hotel, and over 33rd Street to the Pennsylvania Stagon.

I began to like New York, the racy, adventurous fecl of it at night,
and the satisfacton that the constant flicker of men and women and
machines gives w the restless eye. I liked to walk up Fifth Avenue and
pick out romantic women from the crowd and imagine that in a few
minutes I was going to enter into their lives, and no one would ever
know or disapprove. Sometimes, in my mind, T followed them to their
apartments on the corners of hidden steets, and they mrned and
smiled back at me before they faded throu-gh a dour into warm
darkness. At the enchanted metopolitan twilight 1 fele a haunting
loneliness sometimes, and felt it in others — poor young clerks who
lnitered in front of windows waiting until it was time for a solitary
restaurant dinner ~ young clerks in the dusk, wasting the most
poignant moments of night and life.
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Again at eight o’clock, when the dark lanes of the Forties® wete
lined five deep with throbbing taxicabs, hound for the theatre district, T
felt a sinking in my heart. Forms leaned together in the taxis as they
waited, and voices sang, and there was laughter from unheard jokes,
and lighted cigarettes made unintelligible circles inside. limagining that
I, two, was hurrving towards gaiety and sharing their ntimate
excitement, T wished thera well.

For a while T lost sight of Jordan Baker, and then in midsummer I

" found her again. At first [ was flattered to go places with her, because
she was a golf champion, and everyone knew her name. Then it was
something more. [ wasn’t actually in love, but 1 felt a sort of tender
curiosity. The bored haughty face that she mrned w the world
conegaled something — most affectations conceal something evenrually,
cven though they don’t in the beginning — and one day I found whart it
was. When we were on a house-party together up in Warwick, she left
a borrawed car out in the rain with the top down, and then lied about
it — and suddenly I remembered the story about her thar had elnded me
that night at Dhaisy’s, At her first big golf tournament there was a row
that nearly reached the newspapers — a suggestion that she had moved
her ball from a bad lie in the semi-final round. The thing approached
the proportions of a scandal - then died away. A caddy retracted his
statement, and the only other witness adnitted that he might have
been mistaken. The incident and the name had remained together in
my mind,

Jordan Baker instinctively avoided clever, shrewd men, and now I
saw that this was hecause she felt safer on a plane where any divergence
{rany a code would be thought impossible. She was incurably dishonest.
She wasn’t able to endure being at a disadvantage and, given this
unwillingness, T suppose she had begun dealing in subterfuges when
she was very young in order to keep that cool, insolent smile mrned to
the world and yet satisfy the demands of her hard, jaunty body.

Tt made no difference to me. Dishonesty in a woman is a thing you
never blame deeply — T was casually sorry, and then [ forgot. It was on
that same house-party that we had a curious conversation about driving
a car. [t started because she passed so close tw some workmen that our
fender flicked a button on one man's coat,

*You're a rotten driver,’ | protested. ‘Either you ought to he more
careful, or you oughtn’t to drive at all.”

Tam careful.”

‘No, you're not.’

‘Well, other people are,” she said lightly.

‘What's that got to do with it?*
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“They’ll keep out of my way,’ she insisted. ‘Tt takes two to make an
accident.’

‘Suppose you met somebody just as careless as yourself.”

T hope T never will,” she answered. T hate careless people, That’s
why I like you.

Her grey, sun-strained eves stared straight ahead, but she had
deliberately shifted our relations, and for a moment | thought | loved
her. But T am slow-thinking and full of interior rules that act as brakes
on my desires, and T knew that first T had o get myself definitely our of
that mangle back home. I'd been writing letters once a week and signing
them: ‘Love, Nick', and all T could think of was how, when that certain
girl played tennis, a faint moustache of perspiration appeared on her
upper lip. Nevertheless there was a vague understanding thar had to be
tactfully broken off before 1 was free.

Lveryone suspects himself of at least one of the cardinal virtues, and
this is mine: [ am one of the few honest people that 1 have ever known.

Chapter 4

On Suxpay morNi~G while church bells rang in the villages along-
shore, the world and its mistress returned tw Gaishy’s house and
twinkled hilariously on his fawn.

‘He’s a bootlegger,” said the young ladies, moving somewhere
between his cockeils and his fowers, ‘One dme be killed a man whao
had found out that he was nephew to Von Hindenburg® and sceond
cousin to the devil. Reach me a rose, honey, and pour me a last drop
into that there crystal glass.

Once | wrote down on the empiy spaces of a timetable the names of
those who came to (Gatsby’s house that summer. It is an old dmetable
now, disintegradng at its folds, and headed, “This schedulc in effect
July sth, 1922°. But T can still read the grey names, and they will give
you a better impression than my generalities of those who aceepted
Gawsby’s hospitality and paid him the subtle wibute of knowing
nothing whatever about him.

From East Egg, then, came the Chester Beckers and the Leeches,
and a man named Bunsen, whom T knew at Yale, and Doctor Webster
Civer, who was drowned last summer up I Maine. And the
Hornbeams and the Willie Voltaires, and a whole clan named
Blackbuck, who always gathered in a corner and flipped up their noses
like goats at whosoever came near, And the Tsmays and the Chrysties
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{or rather Hubert Auerbach and Mr Chrystie’s wife), and Edgar

Beaver, whose hair, they say, tarned cotton-white one winter afternoon
for no good reason at all.

Clarence Endive was [rom East Egg, as 1 remember. He came only
onee, in white kaickerbockers, and had a fight with a bum named Euy
in the garden. I'rom farther out on the 1sland came the Cheadles and
the O. R. P. Schraeders, and the Stonewall Jackson Abrams of Georgia,
and the Fishguards and the Ripley Snells. Snell was there three days
before he went m the penitentiary, so drunk out on the gravel drive
thar Mrs Ulysses Swett’s automobile ran over his right hand. The
Dancies came, too, and S. B. Whitebait, who was well over sixty, and
Maurice A. Flink, and the Hammerheads, and Beluga the tobacco
importer, and Beluga's girls.

From West Fgg came the Poles and the Mulrcadys and Cecil
Roebuck and Cecil Schoen and Gulick the State senator and Newton
Orchid, who controlled Fitms Par Excellence, and Eckhaust and Clyde
Cohen and Don §. Schwartee (the son) and Arthur McCarey, all
connected with the movies in one way or anather. And the Catiips and
the Bembergs and G. Earl Muldoon, brother to that Muldoon who
afterwards strangled his wife. Da Fontano the promoter carne there,
and Fa Legros and James B, (‘Rot-Gut’) Ferret and the e Jongs and
Froest Lilly - they came to gamble, and when Ferret wandered inwo
the garden it meant he was cleaned out and Associated Tracdon would
have te fluctuate profitably next day.

A man named Klipspringer was there so often and so long thar he
became known as ‘the boarder’ ~ I doubt if he had any other home. Of
theatrical people there were Gus Waire and Ilorace O'Donavan and
Lester Myer and George Duckweed and Francis Bull. Also from New
York were the Chromes and the Backhyssons and the Dennickers and
Russell Betty and the Corrigans and the Kellehers and the Dewers and
the Scullvs and S. W. Belcher and the Smirkes and the young Quainns,
divoreed now, and Henry L. Palmetto, who killed himself by jumping
in front of a subway train in Times Square.

Benny McClenahan arrived always with four girls. ‘They were never
quite the same ones in physical person, but they werc so identical one
with another that it inevitably seemed that they had becn there before.
1 have forgotten their names —Jacqueline, 1 think, or else Consuela, or
. Gloria or Judy or Junc, and their last names were either the melodious
names of lowers and months or the sterner ones of the great Ameri-
can capitalists whose cousins, if pressed, they would confess themselves
to I-le.

Tn addition to all these  can remember that Faustina (¥ Brien came
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there at least once and the Baedeker girls and young Brewer, who had
his nosc shot off in the war, and Mr Albrucksburger and Miss Haag, his
fiancée, and Ardita Fitz-Peters and Mr P. Jewetr, once head of the
American Legion, and Miss Claudia Hip, with a man reputed to be her
chautfeur, and a prince of something, whom we called Duke, and
whose name, if I ever knew it, [ have forgotten.

All these people came o Gatshy’s house in the summer.

At nine o'cdock, one morning late . July, Gawshy's gorgeous car
lurched up the rocky drive to my door and gave out a burst of melody
from its three-noted horn. Tt was the first dme he had called on me,
though 1 had gone to two of his parties, mounied in his hydroplane,
and, at his urgent invitation, made frequent use of his heach.

‘Good-morning, old sport. You’re having lunch with me today and T
thought we'd ride up together.’

Ile was balancing himsclf on the dashboard of his car with the
resourcefulness of movement that is so peculiarly Arperican — that
comes, [ suppose, with the absence of lifting work in youth and, cven
more, with the formless grace of our nervous, sporadic games. "Lhis
quality was continually breaking through his punctilious manner in the
shape of restlessness. He was never quite stll; there was always a
tapping foot semewhere or the impadent opening and closing of a
hand.

Lle saw me looking with admiration at his car.

‘It’s pretty, isn't it, old sport?’ He jumped off to give me a better
view. ‘Haven’t you ever seen it before?”’

I'd seen it. Evervbody had scen it [t was a rich cream colour, bright
with nickel, swollen here and there in its monstrous length with
triumphant hat-boxes and supper-boxes and tool-hoxes, and terraced
with a labyrindh of wind-shiclds that mirrored a dozen suns. Sittng
down behind many layers of glass in a sort of green leather
conservatory, we started to town.

T had wlked with him perhaps half a dozen dirres in the past month
and found, to my disappeintment, that he had litde to say. So my first
impression, that he was 2 person of some undefined vonsequence, had
gradually faded and he had become simply the proprietor of an
elaborate roadhouse next door.

And then came that disconcerting ride. We hadn’t reached West
Egg Village before (atsby began leaving his elegant sentences
unfinished and slapping himself indecisively on the knce of his
carame}-coloured suit.

‘Laok here, old sport,” he broke out surprisingly, ‘what’s your
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opinion of me, anyhow?’

A livde overwhelmed, T began the generalised evasions which that
question deserves.

‘Well, 'm going to tell you something about my life,” he interrupted.
‘I don’t want you to get a wrong idca of me from all theqe stories you
hear.

S0 he was aware of the bizarre accusadons that flavoured conversa-
tion in his halls.

‘Tl tell you God’s guth.” His right hand suddenly ordered divine
retribution to stand by, L am the son of some wealthy people in the
Middle West - all dead now. I was brought up in America but educated
at Oxford, because all my ancestors have been educated there for many
years. [t is a family traditdon.’

He looked at me sideways — and T knew why Jordan Baker had
believed he was lying. He hurricd the phrase ‘educated at Oxford’, or
swillowed it, or choked on it, as though it had bothered him before,
And with this daubt, his whale statement fell to picces, and I wendered
if there wasn't something a lirtle sinister about him, after all.

“What part of the Middle West?’ 1 inquired casually.

‘San Franciseo,'??

Tsee

‘My family all died and I came into a good deal of money.’

His voice was solemn, as if the memory of that sudden extinedon of a
clan sdll haunted him. For a moment I suspected that he was pulling
my leg, but a glance at him convinced me otherwise.

‘After thar I lived like a young rajah in all the capitals of Europe —
Paris, Venice, Rome — collecting jewels, chiefly rubies, hunting big
pame, painting a litde, things for myself only, and trving to forget
somcthing very sad that had happened to me long ago.’

With an effort I managed to restrain my incredulous laughter. The
very phrases were worn so threadbare that they evoked no image
exeept that of a turbaned ‘character’ leaking sawdust at every pore as he
pursucd a dger through the Bois de Boulogne.

“Then came the war, old sport. It was a greac relief, and I tried very
hard to die, but I seemed to bear an enchanted life. T accepted a
cormmission as first Heutenant when it began. Tn the Argonne Forest 1
touk the remains of my machine-gun batwlion so far forward that there
was 2 half-mile gap on either side of us where the infantry couldn’t
advance. We stayed there two days and two nights, a hundred and
thirty men with sixteen Lewis guns, and when the infantry came up at
last they found the insignia of three German divisions among the piles
of dead. I was promoted to be a major, and cvery Allied government
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gave me a decoration — even Montenegra, linde Montenegro down on
the Adriatic Seal’

Litde Montenegro! He lifted up the words and nodded at them —
with his smile. The smile comprehended Montenegro’s troubled
history and sympathised with the brave struggles of the Montencgrin
people. It apprediated tully the chain of nadonal circumstances which
had elicited this tribute from Montenegro’s warm little heari. My
incredulity was submerged in fascination now; it was like skimming
hastily through a dozen magazines.

He reached in his pocket, and a piece of metal, slung on a ribbon, fell
into my palm.

“That’s the one from Montenegro.”

To my astonishment, the thing had an authentic look. ‘Orderi di
Danilo,’? ran the circular legend, ‘Montenegro, Nicolas Rex.’

‘Turn it

‘Major Jay (zatsby,’ I read, ‘For Valour Extraordinary.’

‘Flere’s another thing I always carry. A souvenir of Oxford days. It
was taken in Trinity Quad™ - the man on my left is now the Earl of
Doncaster.

It was a photograph of half a dozen young men in blazers leafing in an
archway through which were visible a host of spires. There was Gatsby,
looking a littde, not much, younger — with a cricket bat in his hand.

Then it was all wue. T saw the skins of tgers flaming in his palace on
the Grand Canal; T saw him opening a chest of rubies to case, with their
crimson-lighted depths, the gnawings of his broken heart

‘P guing to make a big request of vou today,” he said, pocketing his
souvenirs with satisfacton, ‘so I thought you ought to know something
about me. I didn’t want you to think I'was just some nobody. You see, |
usually find myscif among smangers because 1 drift here and there
trying to forget the sad thing that happened to me." He hesitated.
“You'll hear about it this afternoon.’

‘At funch?’

‘Ne, this afternoon. | happened to find out that you're mking Miss
Baker to tea.’

‘Do you mean you're in love with Miss Baker?’

‘No, old sport, I'm not. Bur Miss Baker has kindly consented o
speak to you ahout this matter.,’

I hadn’t the faintest idea what ‘this whatter’ was, but I was more
annoved than interested. I hadn’t asked Jordan to tea in order to discuss
Mr Jay Gatsby. | was sure the request would be somcthing utterly
fantastic, and for a moment T was sorry T'd ever ser fooar apon his
overpopulated lawn.
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He wouldn't say another word, His correctness grew on him as we
neared the city. We passed Pore Roosevelt, where there was a glimpse
of red-belted acean-going ships, and sped along a cobbled sfum lined
with the dark, undeserted saloons of the faded-gilt nineteen-hundreds.
‘Then the valley of ashes opened out on both sides of us, and T had
glirnpse of Mrs Wilson straining at the garage pump with panting
vitality as we went by.

With fenders spread like wings we scattered light through half
Astoria - only half, for as we twisted among the pillars of the elevated
I heard the familiar ug-jug-spat’” of a moatoreycle, and a frantc
policeman rode alongside.

‘All right, old sport,” called Gawby. We slowed down. Taking a
white card from his waller, he waved it before the man’s eyes,

Right you are,’ agreed the pnlmern.m tipping his cap. ‘Know you
nexr titne, Mr Gatshy. Txcuse me!’

“What was that?’ 1 enquired. “The picture of Oxford?’

I was able to do the commissioner a favour once, and he sends me a

- Chrisunas card every year.’

(rer the great bridge, with the sunlight through the girders making
a constant flicker upon the moving cars, with the city rising up across
the river in white heaps and sugar lumps all built with a wish our of
non-clfactory money, The oty seen from the Queensboro Bridge is
always the city seen for the first dime, In is first wild promise of all the
mystery and the beauty in the world.

A dead man passed us in a hearsce heaped with blooms, followed by
two carriages with drawn blinds, and by more cheerful carriages for
friends. The friends lnoked out at us with the tragic eyes and short
upper lips of south-eastern Europe, and I was glad that the sight of
Gatsby’s splendid car was included in their sombre holiday. As we
crossed Blackwell's Island a limousine passed us, driven by a white
chauffeur, in which sat three modish negroes, owo bucks and a girl. I
langhed alond as the yolks of their eyeballs rolled towards us in haughty
rivalry.

‘Anything can happen now that we've slid over this bridge,” I
thought; ‘anything atall .. .’

Even Gatshy could happen, without any particular wonder.

Roaring noon. Tn a well-fanned Forty-second Street cellar I imet Gatsby
for linch. Blinking away the brightness of the street outside, my eyes
picked him cut obscurely in the ante-room, talking to another man.
‘Mr Carraway, this is my friend Mr Wolfsheim.’
A small, (lat-nosed Jew raised his large head and regarded me with
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two fine growths of hair which luxuriated in either nostil. After a
moment { discovered his tiny cyes in the half-darkness.

- So I took one look at him,” said Mr Wolfsheim, shaking rmry hand
earncstly, ‘and what do you think I did?’

“What?’ | enquired politely.

But evidently he was not addressing me, for he dropped my hand and
covered Gatsby with his expressive nose.

‘I hanided the money to Katspaugh and T said: “All right, Katspaugh,
don’t pay hitn a penny il he shuts his mouth.” He shut it then and
there!’

Gawsby took an armn of each of us and moved lorward into the
restaurant, whereupon Mr Wolfsheim swallowed a new semience Tre
was starting and lapsed into a semnambulatory abstraction.

‘Highballs* asked the head waiter.

“This is a nice restaurant here,” said Mr Woltsheirn, looking at the
Presbyterian nymphs on the ceiling. ‘But I like across the steet beteer?

“Yes, highballs,” agreed Gatsby, and then to Mr Wolfshein: “It’s too
hot over there.”

*Hot and small - ycs,” said Mr Wolfsheim, ‘but full of memories.’

‘What place is thatt’ [ asked.

“I'he old Metropole.”

“T'he old Metropole,” brooded Mr Wolfsheim gloomily. ‘Filled with
taces dead and gone. Tilled with friends gone now for ever. [ can't
forget so long as I live the night they shot Rosy Rosenthal* there. It
was six of us at the table, and Rosy had ate and drunk a lot all evening.
When it was almost morning che waiter came up to him wich a funny
look and says somebody wants to speak to him outside, “All right,”
says Rosy, and begins to get up, and [ pulled him down in his chair,

‘“Let the bastards come inhere if they want you, Rosy, hut don’t
you, so help me, move outside this room.”

‘It was four o'clock in the morming then, and if we'd of raised the
blinds we'd of seen daylight.’

‘Did he go?' I asked innocently.

‘Sure he went.” Mr Wallsheim’s nose flashed at ine indignandy: ‘He
turned around in the door and says: “Don’t let that waiter take away
my coffee!” Then he went out on the sidevm]k, and they shot him three
times in his full belly and drove away.’

‘Four of them were electrocuted,’ 1 said, remembering.

‘Five, with Becker.” His nostrils turned to me in an interested way. ‘1
understand you're looking for a business gonnegtion.”

The juxtapositon of these two remarks was starthng. Gatshy
answered for me:
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*Oh, no,” he exclaimed, ‘this isn’t the man.

‘No?’ Mr Wollsheim seemed disappointed.

“Thisis jusr a friend. T told you we'd talk about that some other time.’

‘Theg your pardon,’ said Mr Wolfsheim, ‘T had a wrong man.’

A succulent hash arrived, and Mr Wolfsheim, forgetting the more
sentimental atmosphere of the old Mewopole, began to eat with
ferocious delicacy. His cyes, meanwhile, roved very slowly all around
the room — he completed the arc by tuming to inspect the people
directly hehind. T think that, except for my presence, he would have
taken one short glance beneath our own table.

‘Took here, old sport,” sajd Gatsby leaning towards me, T'm afraid T
made you a litde angry this morning in the car,’

There was the smile again, but this time T held out against it.-

‘T don't like mysteries,” 1 answered, ‘and I don’t understand why you
won't come ouwt [rankly and tell me what you want, Why has it all got
Lo come through Miss Baker? '

‘Ob, it’s nothing underhand,” he assured me. ‘Miss Baker's a great
sportswoman, you know, and she'd never do anything that wasn't all
right.'

Suddenly he looked at his watch, jumped up, and hurried from the
room, leaving me with Mr Waolfsheim at the table.

‘He has to telephone,” said Mr Wallsheim, following him with his
eycs. ‘Fine fellow, isn’t hef ITandsome to look at and a perfect
gentleman.’

Yes.’

‘[ e’ an Ogpsford man.’

‘On!’

‘He went to Oggsford College in England. You know Oggsford
Callege?'

‘T've heard of it

‘If’s one of the most famous colleges in the world.’

‘Have you known Gatsby for a long time?’ T enquired.

*Several years,” he answered in a gratfied way, ‘T made the pleasure
of his acquaintance just after the war. But I knew I had discovered a
man of fine breeding after 1 talked with him an hour. 1 said to myself:
“There’s the kind of man you'd like to take home and introduce to
vour mother and sister.” * Tle paused. ‘T sec you're looking at my cuff
buttons.’

[ hadn’t been laoking at them, but I did now. They were composed
of oddly familiar picees of vory.

*Finest specimens of human molars,” he informed me.

‘Welll’ Tinspected them, “That's a very interesting idea.’
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*Yeah.’ e flipped his sleeves up under his coat. *Yeah, Carshy’s very
careful about women. ITe would never so much as look at a friend’s
wife.”

When the subject of this instinetive trust returned to the table and sat
down, Mr Wolfsheim drank his coffee with a jerk and got to his leet.

‘T have enjoved my lunch,’ he said, ‘and T'm going to run off from
you two young men before I outstay my welcome.”

Don’thurry, Meyer,” said Garsby, without enthusiasm. Mr Wolfsheim
raised his hand in a sort of benediction.

You're very polite, bur T belong to another geperaton,” he
announced solemnly. “You sit here and discuss your sports and your
young ladies and your -’ Lle supplied an imaginary noun with ancther
vave of his hand. ‘As for me, Tam fifty years old, and I wen't impose
myself on you any longer.”

As he shook hands and turned away his tragic nose was trembling. T
wandered if T had satd anything to offend him.

‘He becomes very sentimental sometimes,’ explained Gatsby. “This is
one of his senimental days. He’s quite a character around New York -
a denizen of Broadway.’

‘Who s he, anyhow, an actor?’

‘No.

‘A denust?’

‘Meyer Wolfsheim? No, he’s a gambler.” Gatshy hesitated, then
added coolly: ‘He's the man who fixed the World’s Series™ back in
1919,

‘Fixed the World’s Seriest’ I repeated.

The idea staggered me. I remembered, of course, that the World’s
Series had been fixed in 1919, but if T had thought of it ar all T would
have thought of it as a thing that merely fappened, the end of some
inevitable chain, Tt never occurred to me that one man could start to
play with the faith of fifty million people — with the single-mindedness
of a burglar blowing a safe.

‘How did he happen to do that?” L asked after a minure.

‘He just saw the opportanity.’

‘Why isn’t he mn jail?’

“They can’t get him, old sport. I1e’s a smart man.’

I msisted on paying the check. As the waiter brought my change T
canght sight of Tom Buchanan across the crowded room.

‘Come along with me tor a minute,” T said; ‘T've got 1o say hello to
someone.’

When he saw us Tom jumped up and took half a dozen steps in our
direction.
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Where've you been?” he demanded eagerly. ‘Daisy’s furious because
you haven't called up.”’

“This is Mr Gatsby, Mr Buchanan.’

They shook hands briefly, and a strained, unfamilfar look of
embarrassment came over Gatshy’s face.

‘11ow’ve you been, anyhow?’ demanded Tom of me. ‘How'd you
happen tw come up this far to cat?’

‘T've been having lunch with Mr Garsby.”

I turned wwards Mr Gatsby, but he was no fonger there.

One October day in 1917 ~ (said Jordan Baker that afternoon, sitang
up very straight on a straight chair in the tca-garden at the Plaza
Hotel) — T was walking along (rom one place to another, half on the
sidewalks and half on the fawns. I was happier on the lawns hecause 1
had on shoes from Fogland with rubber nobs on the soles that bitinto
the soft ground. T had on a new plaid skirt also that blew a little in the
wind, and whencver this happened the red-white-and-blue banners in
front of all the houses stretched out stiff and said fuz-swr-tus-tuf, in a
disapproving way.

"I'he largest of the banners and the largest of the lawns belonged to
Daisy Fay's house. She was just eighteen, two vears older than me, and
by far the most popular of all the young girls in Louisville. She dressed
in white, and had a little white roadster, and all day long the tclephone
rang in her house and excited voung officers from Camp Taylor
demanded the privilege of monopolising her that night. ‘Anyways, for
an hour? :

When I came opposite her house that morning her white roadster
was beside the curb, and she was sitting in it with 2 lieutenant I had
never seen before. They were so engrossed in each other that she
dicn’t see me untl T was five feet away.

‘Hello, Jordan,’ she called uncxpectedly. ‘Please come here)

| was flattered that she wanted to speak to me, because of all the
older girls I admired her most. She asked me if [ was going to the Red
Cross and make bandages. T was. Well, then, would I tell them thar she
conldn’t come that day? The officer lnoked av Daisy while she was
speaking, in a way that every young girl wants to be looked at somne
tirne, and Decause it seemned romantic to me I have remembered the
incident ever since. ITis name was Jay Gatsby, and I didn't lay eyes on
him again for over four years — cven after I'd met him on Long Island T
didn’t realise it was the same man.

That was 1977. By the next year I had a few beaux myself, and I
hegan to play in tournaments, so T dida’t see Daisy very often. She
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went with a slightly older crowd — when she went with anyone at all.
Wild rumours were circulating about her - how her mother had found
her packing her bag one winter night to go to New York and say
goodbye to a soldier who was going overseas. She was effectually
prevented, but she wasn’t on speaking terms with her family for several
weeks. After that she didn’t play around with the soldiers any more, but
only with a few flatfoored, short-sighted young men in own, who
couldn’t get into the army at all.

By the next autumn she was gay again, gay as ever. She had a début
after the Armistice, and in February she was presumably engaged 1o a
man from New Orleans. In june she married Tom DBuchanan of
Chicago, with more pomp and circumstance than Louisvilie ever knew
before. He came down with a hundred people in four private cars, and
hired a whole floor of the Muhlhach Hotel, and the day before the
wedding he gave her a saring of pearls valued at three hundred and fifty
theusand dellars.

I was a bridesmaid. I came mto her room half an hour before the
bridal dinner, and found her lving on her bed as lovely as the June
night in her flowered dress — and as drunk as a monkey. She had =
bottle of Sauterne in one hand and a levter in the other,

* ’Gratulate me,” she muttered. ‘Never had a drink before, but oh
how I do cnjoy 1t

“What's the matter, Daisyt’

T was scared, T can tell you; Td never seen o girl hike that before.

‘Here, deares’.” She groped around in a waste-Dbasket she had with
her on the bed and pulled out the sering of pearls. “Take 'em downstairs
and give ‘em back to whoever they belong to. "l'ell 'em all Daisy's
change’ her mine. Say: “Daisy’s change’ her mine!™’

She began to cry — she cried and cried. I rushed out and found her
mother’s maid, and we locked the door and got her into a cold bath.
She wouldn't let go of the lerter, She tock it into the twh with her and
squeezed it up into a wet ball, and only let me leave it in the soap-dish
when she saw that it was coming to pieces like snow.

But she dudn’t say another word. We gave her spirits of ammonia and
put ice on her forchead and hooked her back into her dress, and half an
hour later, when we walked out of the room, the pearls were around
her neck and the incident was over. Next day at five o’clock she
married Tom Buchanan without so much as a shiver, and started off on
a three monthg’ twip o the South Seas.

I'saw them in Santa Barbara when they came back, and [ thought T'd
never seert a girl su nrad about her hushand. 1f he left the room for a
minute she’d look around uncasily, and say: “Where's Tom gone?” and
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wear the most abstracted expression until she saw him coming in the
door. She used to sit on the sand with his head in her lap by the heur,
rubbing her fingers over his eyes and looking at him with unfathom-
ahle delight. Tt was tonching to see themn together - it made you laugh
in a hushed, fascinated way. That was in August. A week after 1 left
Santa Barbara,"L'om ran into a wagon on the Venrura road* one night,
and ripped a front wheel off his car. The girl who was with him got into
the papers, too, hecause her arm was hroken — she was one of the
chambermaids in the Santa Barbara TTotel.

The next April Daisy had her litde girl, and they went to France for a
year. T saw them one spring in Cannes, and later in Deauville,™ and
then they came back to Chicago to sertle down. Daisy was popular in
Chicago, as you know. They moved with a fast crowd, all of them
young and rich and wild, but she came out with an absolutely perfect
reputaton. Perhaps because she doesn’t drink. It’s a grear advanmage
not t drink ammong hard-drinking people. You can hold your tongue,
and, moreover, you can time any little irregularity of your own so that
everybody else is so blind thac they don't sce or care. Perhaps Daisy
never went in for amour at all - and yet there’s something in that voice
of hers . ..

Well, about six weeks ago, she heard the name Gatsby for the first
tme in years. It was when T asked you — do you remember? — if you
knew Gatsby in West Egg, After you had gone honie she came into my
room and woke me up, and said: “What Gatsby?’ and when [ deseribed
him — I was hall-asleep — she said in the strangest voice that it must be
the man she used to know. Tt wasn’t until then that I connected this
Gatsby with the officer in her white car.

When Jordan Baker had finished telling all this wc had left the Plaza
for half an hour and were driving in a victoria throngh Central Park.
The sun had gune down behind the tall apartments of the mavie stars
in the West Tifdes, and the clear voices of children, already gathered
like crickets on the grass, rose through the hot twilight:

‘I'm the Sheik of Araby.*
Your love belongs to me.
Ar might when you’re asleep
Into your tent PlI creep -’

‘It was a strange comncidence,’ [ said.
‘Bur it wasn't a coincidence ag all.’
“Why not?’
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‘Gatsby bought that house so that Daisy would he just across the bay.’

Then it had not been merely the stars to which he had aspired on
that June night. Ile came alive to me, delivered suddenly from the
woinh of hig purposeless splendour.

‘He wants to know,” continued Jordan, ‘if you'll invite Draisy to your
house some afternoon and then let him come over.

The madesty of the demand shook me. He had waited five years and
bought a mansion where he dispensed starlight to casual moths - so
that he could ‘come over’ some afternoon to a stranger’s garden.

‘Did T have to know all this before he could ask such a litde thing?’

*He’s afraid, he’s waited so long. He thought you might be offended.
You see, he’s regular tough underneath it ail.’

Something worried me.

‘Why didn’t he ask you to arrange a meeting?”’

‘He wants her to see his house,” she explained. ‘And your house is
right next door.”

*Oht

‘T think he half expected her o wander into one of his parges, some
night,” went on Jordan, ‘but she never did. Then he began asking
people casually if they knew her, and 1 was the first one he found. ft was
that night he sent for me at his dance, and vou should have heard the
elaborate way he worked up to ic. OfF course, I immediately suggested a
luncheon in New York —and T thought he’d go mad:

““T don’t want to do anything our of the way!” he kept saying. “1
want to see her right next door.”

‘When T said you were a partzcular friend of Tom’s, he started to
abandon the whole idea. He doesa’t know very much about "'om,
though he says he’s read a Chicago paper for years just on the chance ol
catching a glimpse of Daisy’s name.’

It was dark now, and as we dipped under a little bridge 1 put my arm
around Jordan's golden shoulder and drew her towards me and asked
her to dinner. Suddenly T wasn't thinking of Daisy and Gagby any
more, but of this clean, hard, limited person, who dealt in universal
scepticisin, and who leaned back jauntly just within the circle of my
arm. A phrase began to beat in my ears with a sort of heady exciternent:
‘There are only the pursued, the pursuing, the basy and the tired.’

‘And Daisy ought to have something in her life,! murmured Jordan
to me.

‘Does she want to see Gatsby?’

‘She’s not to know about it. Gatsby doesn’t want her to know. Youn're
just supposed to invite her to tea.’

We passed a barrier of dark trees, and then the fagade of Fifty-ninth
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Street, a block of delicate pale light, beamed down into the park.
Unlike Gatsby and Totn Buchanan, T had no girl whose disembodied
face floated along the dark cornices and blinding signs, and so I drew
up the girl beside me, tightening my arms. Her wan, scornful mouth
smiled, and so I drew her up again closcr, this tme to my face.

Chapter §

WHEN | caME HoMe to West Egy that night | was afraid for a
monient that my house was on fire. 'T'wo o’clock and the whole corner
of the peninsula was blazing with light, which fell unreal on the
shrubbery and made thin elongating glints upon the roadside wires.
Taming a corner, I saw that it was Gatshy’s house, lit from tower to
cellar.

At first T thought it was another party, a wild rout that had resolved
ftself into ‘hide-and-seek’ or ‘sardines-in-the-box’ with all the house
thrown open 1o the game. But there wasn't a sound. Only wind in the
trees, which blew the wires and made the lights go off and on again as if
the house had winked into the darkness. As my raxi groaned away [ saw
Guatshy walldng towards me across his lawn.

Your place looks like the World's Fair,” I said.

‘Does i’ He marned his cyes towards it absenty. ‘T have been
glancing into some of the rooms. Let’s go to Coney Island, old sport.
In my car)!

s too late”

“Well, suppase we take a plunge m the swimming-pool? I haven’t
made use of it all summer”’

Tve got to go ro hed.’

‘All right.’

He waited, looking at me with suppressed eagerness,

‘T ralked with Miss Baker,’ 1 said after a moment. T'm going to call up
Duisy tomorrow and invite her over here to tea.’

‘Oh, that’s all right,” he said carelessly. ‘I don't want te put you to any
trouble.”

“What day would suit you?’

*What day would suit yoz?” he corrected me quicldy. ‘T don’t want to
put you to any trouble, you see.’

‘Tlow about the day after romorrow?’

He considered for a moment. Then, with reluctance: ‘[ want to get
the grass cut,’ he said,
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We both looked down at the grass — there was a sharp line where my
ragged lawn cnded and the darker, well-kept expanse of his began. I
suspected thar he meant my grass.

‘There’s another little thing,” he said uncerminly, and hesitared.

“‘Would you rather put it off for a few days?’ T asked.

‘Oh, it isn't about that. At least — " He fumbled with a series of
beginnings. ‘Why, I thought — why, lock here, old sport, you don't
make much money, do your’

‘Not very much.’

This seemed to reassure him and he continued more confidently.

T thought you didn't, if you'll pardon my — vou sce, | carry on a litde
business on the side, a sort of sideline, youn understand. And 1 thought
that if vou don’t make very much — Youw're selling bonds,* aren’t you,
old sport?’

“I'rying t.

“Well, this would interest you. Tt wouldn’t ke up much of your tine
and you mught pick up a nice bic of money. It happens to be a rather
confidentia sort of thing’

I realisc now that under different circumstances that conversation
niight have been one of the crises of my Iife. But, because the ofter was
obviously and tactlessly for a service to be rendered, 1 had no choice
exeept to cut him off there. '

T've got my hands full,’ T said. T much obliged but I couldn’t take
on any more work.”

“You wouldn’t have to do any business with Wolfsheim.” Evidently
he thought that [ was shying away from the ‘gonnegtion’ roentioned at
lunch, but 1 assured him he was wrong. He waited a moment longer,
hoping I'd begin a conversation, hur 1 was too absorbed to be
responsive, so he went unwillingly home.

The evening had made me light-headed and happy; I think [ walked
into a deep sleep as I entered my frant door. So 1 don’t know whether
or not Gatsby went to Coney Tsland,*® or for how many hours he
‘glanced into reoms’ while his house blazed gaudily on. T called up
Daisy from the office next morning, and invited het to come to tea.

‘Daorn’t bring Vom,” I warned her,

“What?'

‘Don’t bring Tom.’

‘Who is “T'om”?" she asked innocentdy.

"I'he day agreed upon was pouring rain. At eleven o’clock 2 man in a
raincoat, dragging a lawn-mower, tapped at my front door and said
that Mr Gatshy had sent him over to cut my grass. This rerninded me
that T had forgotten to tell my Finm to come back, so I drove into West
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Fegg Village w search for ler among soggy whitewashed alleys and o
huy seme cups and lemons and flowers.

The flowers were unnecessary, for at two o'clock a greenhouse
arrived from Gawby’s, with innumerable receptacles to contain it. An
hour later the front door opened ncrvous]y, and Gatsby, 1n 2 white
flannel suit, silver shirt and gold-coloured de, hurried in. Fle was pale,
and there were dark signs of sleeplessness beneath his eyes.

‘Is cverything all right?” he asked immediately.

“The grass looks fine, if that’s what vou mean.’

“What grasst’ he enquired blankly. ‘Oh, the grass in the yard” He
looked out the window at it, bue, judging from his expression, I don't
belicve he saw a thing.

‘Locks very good,” he remarked vaguely, ‘One of the papers said they
thoughr the rain would scop about four. 1 think it was The Foarnal ¥
Have you got everything you need in the shape of - of tea?”’

! 1ook him into the pantry, where he looked a litde reproachfully at
the Tinn. Together we scrutinised the twelve lemon cakes from the
delicatessen shop.

‘Will they do?’ I asked.

‘Of course, of course! They're fine!” and he added hollowly, .. . old
sport.’

The rain couled about half-past three 10 a damp mist, through which
occasional thin drops swam like dew. Gawby looked with vacant eyes
through a copy of Clay’s Economics™ starting at the Finnish tread that
shook the kitchen floor and peering towards the bleared windows from
time to time as if a series of invisible but alarming happenings were
taking place outside. Finally he got up and mformed me, in an
uneertain voice, that he was going home.

"Why's that?’

‘Nobady's coming to tea. It's too late” He looked at his watch as
if there was some pressing demand on his time elsewhere. ‘I can’t wait
all dav.

Don’t be sifly; it’s just two minutes to four.”

He sat down miscrably, as if T had pushed him, and simultaneously
there was the sound of a motor turning into my lane. We hoth jumped
up, and, a little harrowed mysclf, T went out into the vard.

Under the dripping bare lilac-trecs a large open car was coming up
the drive. It stopped. Daisy’s face, tipped sideways bencath a three-
comnered favender hag, looked at ine with a bright ecstade snaile,

*[s this absolutely where you live, my dearest one?’

The exhilarating ripple of her voice was a wild tonic in the rain. 1 had
to follow the sound of it for a moment, up and down, with my ear
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alane, before any words came through. A dap streak of hair lay like a
dash of blue paint across her cheek, and her hand was wet with
glistening drops as I wok it to help her from the car.

‘Are you in love with me,” she said low in my ear, ‘or why did T have
to come alone?’

“That’s the secret of Castle Rackrenc®’L'ell your chauffeur to go far
away and spend an hour.”

‘Come back in an hour, Ferdie.” Then ina grave murmur: ‘Tis name
is Ferdie.

‘Does the gasoline affecr his nose?’

‘T don’t think so0," she satd innocently. “Why?!

We went in. To my overwhelming surprise the living-room was
deserted.

‘Well, that's funny,’ [ exclaimed.

‘What's funny?’

She turned her head as there was a light dignified knocking at the
front door. T went out and opened it. Gawhy, pale as death, with his
hands plunged like weights in his coat pockets, was standing n a
puddie of water glaring tragically into my eyes.

With his hands still in his coat pockets he stalked by me inte the hall,
turned sharply as if he were an a wire, and disappeared into the living-
room. It wasn’t a bit funny. Aware of the loud beating of my own heart
I pulled the door tw against the increasing rain.

For half a minute there wasn’t a sound. Then from the living-room [
heard a sort of choking murmur and part of a laugh, followed by
Daisy’s voice on a clear artificial note: ‘I certainly am awtully glad to see
you again.’

A pause; it endured horribly. | had nothing to do in the hall, so [
went into the room.

Gatsby, his hands stll in his pockets, was reclining against the
mantelpiece in a strained counterfeit of perfect case, even of boredom,
His head leaned back so far that it rested against the face of a defunct
mantelpiece clock, and from this positon his distraught eyes stared
down at Daisy, who was sitdng, frightened but graceful, on the edge of
a saff chair.

"We've met before, muttered Garsby. His eves glanced momentarily
at me, and his lips parted with an abortve atterupt at 4 laugh. Luckily
the clock took this moment to tlt dangerously at the pressure of his
head, whereupon he turned and caughr it with trembling fingers and
set it back in place. Then he sat down, rigidly, his elbow on the arm of
the sofa and his chin in his hand.

‘I’'m sorry about the clock,’ he said.
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My own face had now assumed a deep topical burn. I couldn’t
muster up a single commonplace out of the thousand in my head.

Tt's an old clock,” T wold them idictically.

I think we all believed for a mornent that it had smashed in pieces on
the floor.

‘We haven't met for many years,” said Daisy, her voice as matter-of-
fact as it could ever be.

Tive years next November.

The automatic quality of Gatsby's answer set us all back ar least
another minute. 1 had them both on their feet with the desperate
suggestion that they help me make tea in the kitchen when the
demoniac Finn brought it in on a tray.

Amid the welcome confusion of cups and cakes a certain physical
decency estublished itself, Gatsby got himself into a shadow and, while
Daisy and [ talked, locked conscientiously from onc to the other of us
with tense, unhappy eves. 1lowever, as calmness wasn't an end in itself,
I mrade an excuse at the first possible moment, and got to my feet.

“Where are you going?’ demanded Gatsby in immediate alarm.

‘Tl be back.!

T've gt to speak to vou about something before you go.’

He followed me wildly into the kitchen, closed the door, and
whispered: ‘Oh, GGod!” in a miserable way.

‘What's the mattert’

“This is a terrible mistake,” he said, shaking his head from side to
sicle, ‘a terrible, terrible mistake.’

You're just embarrassed, that’s all,” and luckily T added: ‘Daisy’s
embarrassed too.

‘She’s embarrassed?” he repeated incredulously.

‘Just as much as you are.’

Ton'’t talk so loud.’

You're acting like a litdle boy,” T broke out impadently. ‘Not only
that, but you're rude. Daisy’s sitting in there all alone,”

He raised his hand to stop my words, looked at me with
wntorgettable reproach, and, opening the door cautiously, went back
tnto the other roon:.

I walked out the back way — just as (Gatsby had when he had made his
nervous circuit of the house half an hour before — and ran for a huge
black knotted tree, whose massed leaves made a fabric against the rain.
Once more it was pouring, and my irregular lawn, well shaved by
Catsby's gardener, abounded in small muddy swarnps and prehistoric
marshes. There was nothmg to look at from under the tree except
Garsby's enormous house, so I stared at it, like Kant at his church
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steeple,® for half an hour. A brewer had built it early in the ‘period’
craze a decade before, and there was a story that he'd agreed to pay five
years’ taxes on all the neighbouring cottages if the owners would have
their roofs thatched with straw. Perhaps their refusal took the heart out
of his plan to Found a Family - he went into an immediate decline. ITis
children sold his house with the black wreath still on the door.
Americans, while willing, even eager, to be serfs, have always been
~ obstinate about being peasantry.

After half an hour, the sun shone again, and the grocer’s automobile
rounded Gatsby’s drive with the raw material for his servants’ dinner
I felt sure he wouldn’t cat a spoonful. A maid began opening the upper
windows of his house, appearcd momentarily in each, and, leaning
from the large central bay, spat meditatively into the garden. It was
ome I went back. While the rain continued it had scemed like the
murmur of their voices, rising and swelling a little now and then with
gusts of emotion. But ip the new silence I fele that silence had fallen
within the house too. :

I went in — after making every possible nowse in the kitchen, short of
pushing over the stove — but T don’t believe they heard a sound. 'They
were sittng at either end of the couch, looking at each other as if some
question had been asked, or was in the air, and every vestige of
embarrassment was gone. Daisy’s face was smeared with tears, and
when T came in she jumped up and began wiping at it with her
handkerchief hefore 2 mirror. Bur there was a change in Gawsby that
was simply confounding. He literally glowed; without a word or a
gesture of exultation a new well-being radiated from him and flled the
little room.

‘Oh hello, old sport,” he said, as if he hadn’t seen me for vears. I
thought for a moment he was going to shake hands,

Te’s stopped raining.’

‘Has it?” When he reaiised what I was tulking about, that there were
twinkle-bells of sunshine in the room, he smiled lke a weather man,
like an ecstatic patron of recurrent light, and repeated the news to
Daisy. “What do you think of thar? It’s stopped raining.’

‘I'm glad, Jay." Her throar, full of aching, grieving beauty, told only
of her unexpected joy.

‘T want you and Daisy to come over to my house,” he sard, ‘T'd like o
show her around.’

You're sure you want me to come?’

‘Ahsolutely, old sport.”

Daisy went upstairs to wash her face - too late, I thought with
humiliation of my towcels - while Gatsby and 1 waited on the lawn,
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*My house looks well, doesn’t it?” he demanded. ‘Sec how the whole
front of it catches the light.’

I agreed that it was splendid.

“Yes." His cyus went over it, every arched door and square tower. ‘Tt
took me just three years to earn the money that hought it.’

‘| thought you inherited your money.’

‘T did, old sport,” he said automatically, ‘but Tlost most of it in the big
panic — the punic of the war.'

I think he hardly knew what he was saying, for when | asked him
what business he was in he answered: “Chat’s my affair,’ before he
realised that it wasn’t an appropriate reply.

‘Oly, T've been in several things,’ he corrected himself. ‘T was in the
drug business and then I was in the oil business. But I'm not in either
one now.” Ie looked at me with more attention. ‘Do you mean you've
been thinking over what T proposed the other night?’

Before I could answer, Daisy came out of the house and two rows of
hrass buttons on her dress gleamed in the sunlight.

“T'hat huge place there?’ she cried poinung,

‘Da you like i’

‘Tlove it, bur I don’t see how you live there all alone.’

Tkeep it always full of interesting people, night and day. People who
do interesting things. Celcbrated people.”

Tnstead of taking the short cut along the Sound we went down to the
road and entered by the big postern. With enchantng murmurs, Dadsy
admircd this aspect or that of the feudal silhouette against the sky,
admired the gardens, the sparking odour of jonguils and the frothy
odour of hawthum and plum blossoms and the pale gold odour of kiss-
me-at-the-gate. Tt was strange to reach the marble steps and find no stir
of bright dresses in and out of the door, and hear no sound but bird
voices in the trecs.

And instde, as we wandered through Maric Antoinette music-rooms
and Restoration salons, I felt that there were guests concealed behind
every couch and wable, under orders to be breathlessly silent until we
had passed through. As Gatsby closed the door of ‘the Merton College
Library™* T could have sworn T heard the owl-eyed man break nto
ghostly laughter.

We went upstairs, through period bedrooms swathed m rose and
lavender silk and vivid with new flowers, through dressing-rooms and
peolrooms and bathrooms with sunken baths — intruding into one
chamber where a dishevelled man in pyjamas was doing liver exercises
on the floor, Tt was Mr Klipspringer, the ‘boarder’. I had seen him
wandering hungrily about the beach that morning. Finally we came to
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Gatsby's own apartment, a bedroom and a bath, and an Adam study,*
where we sat down and drank a glass of some Chartreuse he rook from
a cupboard in the wall,

He hadn’t once ceased looking at Daisy, and I think he revalucd
everything in his house according to the roeasure of response it drew
from her well-loved eyes. Sometimes, too, he stared around ar his
possessions in 2 dazed way, as though in her actual and astounding
presence none of it was any longer real. Once he nearly wppled down a
flight of stairs,

His bedroom was the simplest roorn of all — except where the dresser
was garnished with a toiler set of pure dull gold. Daisy took the brush
with delight, and smoothed her hair, whercupon Gatsby sat down and
shaded his eves and began to laugh.

‘It's the funnicst thing, old sport,” he said hilariously. ‘Tcan’t  When
Toyto-’

1le had passed visibly through two states and was entering upon a
third. After his embarrassment and his unrcasoning joy he was
consumed with wonder at her presence. e had been full of the idea so
long, dreamed it right through to the end, waited with his teeth set, so
to speak, at an inconceivable pitch of intensity. Now, in the reaction, he
was running down like an overwound clock.

Recovering himself in a minute he opened for us two hulking patent
cabinets which held his massed suits and dressing-gowns and ties, and
his shirts, pied like bricks in stacks a dozen high.

‘T've pot 2 man in England who buys me clothes. He sends over a
selection of things at the beginning of each season, spring and fall.’

He wok out a pile of shirts and began throwing them, one by one,
before us, shirts of sheer linen and thick silk and fine flannel, which lost
their folds as they fell and covered the table in many-coloured disarray.
While we admired he brought more and the soft rich heap mounted
higher — shirts with stripes and scrolls and plaids in coral and apple-
green and lavender and faint orange, with monograms of Indian blue.
Suddenly, with a strained sound, Daisy bent her head into the shirts
and began o cry stormily,

‘They're such beautiful shirts,’ she sobbed, her voice muffled in the
thick folds. Tc makes me sad because I've never seen such — such
beautiful shirts before.'

After the house, we were to see the grounds and the swimming-pool,
and the hydroplane and the midsummer flowers - but outside (atsby's
window it began to rain again, so we stood in a row looking at the
corrugated surface of the Sound.
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If it wasn’t for the mist we could see your home across the bay,” said
Catshy. “You always have a green light that burns all nighe at the end of
vour dock.’

Dhaisy put her arm through his abruptly, but he seemed absorbed in
what he had just said. Possibly it had occurred to him that the colossal
significance of that light had now vanished forever. Compared to the
great distance thar had separated him froin Daisy it had seemed very
near to her, almost rouching her. It had seemed as close as a star to the
moon. Now it was again a green light on a dock. ITis count of
enchanted objects had diminished by one.

[ began to walk about the room, examining various indefinite objects
in the half darkness. A large photograph of an elderly man in vachting
costume attracted me, hung on the wall over his desk.

‘Whao's this?’

“That? That's Mr Dan Cody, old sport.”

‘I’he name sounded faindy familiar,

‘He’s dead now. He used to be my best friend vears ago.’

There was a small picture of Gatsby, also in yachting costume, on
the bureau  Gawby with his head thrown back defiantly — maken
apparently when he was about eighteen.

T adore it,” exclaimed Daisy. “The pompadour. You never told me
you had a pompadour — or a yacht.’

‘Look at this,” said Gatsby quickly. ‘Here’s a lot of clippings — about
you.’

They stood side by side examvining it. I was going to ask to sce the
tubies when the phone rang, and Gatsby took up the receiver.

“Yes... Well, Ican’t talk now . . . T can’t talk now, old sport . . . I said
a ssall town | . . He must know what a smad] town is . . . Well, he’s no
use to us if Detroit Is lis idea of a small town ...

He rang off.

‘Come here guick!” cried Daisy at the window,

The rain was still failing, but the darkness had parted in the west, and
there was a pink and golden billow of foamy clouds ahove the sea.

‘Look at that,” she whispered, and then after a moment: ‘T'd like to
just get one of those pink clouds and put you in it and push you
around.’

T tried 10 go then, but they wouldn't hear of it; perhaps my presence
made them feel more satdsfactorily alone.

‘T know what we'll do,” said Gatshy, ‘we’ll have Klipspringer play the
piano.’

He went ot of the room calling, ‘Ewing!’ and returned in a few
minutes accompanied by an embarrassed, slightly wormn young man,
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with shell-rimned glasses and scanty blond hair. He was now decently
clothed, in a ‘sport shirt’, open at the neck, sneakers and duck irousers
of a nebulous hue.

‘Did we interrupt your exercisest’ enquired Daisy politely.

‘T was asleep,” cried Mr Klipspringer, in a spasin of embarrassment.
“That is, U'd beer asleep. Then I gotup ...’

‘Klipspringer plays the piano,’ said Gatsby, cotting him off, ‘Don’t
you, Fwing, old sport?

Tdon’t play well. T don’t — T hardly play at all, I'm all out of prac—’

‘We'll go downstairs,” interrupted Gatsby. He flipped a switch. The
arev windows disappeared as the house glowed full of light.

Tn the music-room Gasby umed on a soliary lamp beside the
ptano. TTe lit Daisy’s cigarette [rom a trembling match, and sat down
with her on a couch far across the room, where there was no light save
what the gleaming floor bounced in from the hall.

When Klipspringer had played The FLove Nest® he marned around on
the bench and searched unhappily for Gatsby in the gloom.

‘’m all out of practice, you sec. I told you T couldn’ play. Pm all out
of prac—" '

‘Dron’t talk so mwuch, old sport,’ commanded Gawby. ‘Play!

In the morning,
In the evening,
Ain’t we got fun -

Outside the wind was loud and there was a faint flow of thunder
along the Seund. All the lights were going on in West Egy now; the
electric trains, men-carrying, werc plunging home tdwough the rain
from New York Te was the hour of a profound human change, and
excitement was generating on the air.

Cine thing’s sure and nothing’s surer

The vich get vicher and the poor get — children.
In the meantime,

In berween time —

As T went over to say goodbye I saw that the expression of
bewilderment had come back inte Gatsby’s face, as though a faint
doubt had occurred to him as to the quality of his present happiness.
Almost five years! There must have been moments even thai afternoon
when Daisy tumbled short of his dreams — not through her own faul,
but because of the colossal vitality of his illusion. Tt had gone beyond
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her, beyond everything. He had thrown himself into it with a creative
passion, adding to it all the tme, decking it cut with every bright
feather that drifted his way. No amount of fire or freshness can
chaflenge what a man can store up in his ghostly heart.

As I watched him he adjusted himself a little, visibly. His hand took
hold of hers, and as she said something low in his ear he turned towards
her with a rush of emaotion. T think that voice held him mast, with its
fluctuating, feverish warmth, because it couldn’c be over-dreamed -
that voice was a deathless song.

They had forgotten me, but Daisy glanced up and held out her hand;
Gartsby didn’t know me now ar all. | looked once more at them and
they lovked back at me, remately, pussessed by intense life. Then I
went aut of the room and down the marble steps into the rain, leaving
them there together,

Chapter 6

ABOUT TH1$ 1TIME an ambitious young reporter from New York
arrived one morning at (atsby’s door and asked him if he had anything
10 53y

‘Anything to say about what?’ enquired Gatshy politely.

“‘Why - any statement to give out.”

It transpired after a confused five minutes that the man had heard
Gatsby's name around his officc in a connection which he either
wouldn’t reveal or didn’t fully understand. ‘This was his day off and
with laudable inidative he had hurried out “to see’.

It was a random shot, and vet the reporter’s instinct was right.
Gatsby’s notoriety, spread about by the hundreds who had accepted his
hospitality and so become authorides upon his past, had increased all
sununer until he fell just short of being news. Contemporary legends
such as the “‘underground pipeline to Canada’ attached themselves to
hiin, and there was one persistent story that he didn’t live in a housc at
all, but in a boat that looked like a house and was moved secretly up
and down the Long Island shore. Just why these inventions were a
source of satisfaction to James Gatz of North Dakota isn't casy to say.

James Gatz — that was really, or at least legally, his name. He had
changed it at the age of seventeen and at the specific moment that
wimessed the beginning of his cateer — when he saw Dan Cody’s vacht
drop anchor ovver the most insidious flat on Lake Superior. It was
James Garz who had been loafing along the beach that afternoon in a
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torn green jersey and a pair of canvas pants, but it was alrcady Jay
Garsby who borrowed a rowboat, pulled out to the Tuslomee and
informed Ceody that a wind might catch him and break him up in haif
an hour.

T suppose he’d had the name ready for a long rime, even then. ITis
parents were shiftless and unsuceessful farm people - his imagination
had never really accepted them as his parents at all. "L'he truth was that
Jay Gatsby of West Egg, Long Island, sprang from his Platonic
conception of himself. I'Te was a son of (zod — a phrasc which, if it means
anything, means just that — and he must he about His Father’s business,
the service of a vast, vulgar and meretricious beauty. So he invented just
the sort of Jay Gawshy that a seventeen-year-old boy would be bkely to
mvent, and to this conception he was faithful to the end.

For over a year he had been beating his way along the south shore of
Lake Superior as a clan-digger and a salmon-fisher or in any other
capacity that brought him food and bed. His brown, hardening body
lived naturally through the half-fierce, half-lazy work of the bracing
days. ITe knew women early, and since they spoiled him he became
contemptuous of them, of voung virgins because they were ignorant, of
the others because they were hysterical about things which in his
overwhelming self-absorption he taok for granted.

But his heart was in a constant, marbulent riot. The most grotesque
and fantastic conceirs haunted him in his bed at night. A universe of
ineffable gaudiness spun itself out in his brain while the clock acked on
the washstand and the moon soaked with wet iight his tangled clothes
upon the floor. Each night he added 1o the pattern of his fancies untl
drowsiness closed down upon some vivid scene with an oblivious
embrace. lor a while these reveries provided an outlet for his
imaginadon; they were a satisfactory hint of the unreality of reality, a
promise that the rock of the world was founded securely on a fairy’s
wing. '

An instinct towards his future glory had led him, some months
before, w the small Lutheran College of St Olal’s in southern
Minnesota, He stayed there two weeks, dismayed at its ferocious
indifference to the drums of his destiny, to destiny itself, and despising
the janitor’s work with which he was to pay his way through. Then he
drifted back to Lake Superior, and he was still searching for something
ta do on the day that Dan Cody’s yacht dropped anchor in the shallows
alongshore.

Cody was fifty years ald then, a product of the Nevada silver fields, of
the Yukon, of every rush for metal since 1875. The transactions in
Meantana copper that made him many times a millionaire found him
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physically robust but on the verge of soft-mindedness, and, suspecting
this, an infinite number of women wied w separate him from his
moncy. The none too savoury ramifications by which Ella Kaye, the
newspaper wornan, played Madame de Maintenon® to his weakness
and sent him to sea in a vacht, were common property of the turgid
journalism of 1902. He had heen coasting along all wo hospitable
shores for five years when he turned up as James Gatr’s destiny in
Litte il Bay.

To young (aty, resting on his oars and looking up at the railed deck,
that yacht represented all the beauty and glamour in the world. T
suppose he smiled at Cody — he had probably discovered that people
liked him when he smiled. At any rate Cody asked him a few questions
{one ol them elicited the brand new name) and found that he was quick
and extravagantly arabitious. A few days later he took him to Duluth
and bought him a blue coat, six pairs of white duck trousers, and a
yachting cap. And when the Tunlumee left for the West Indies and the
Barbary Coast Gaishy lelt too.

He was employed in a vague personal capacity — while he remained
with Cody he was in turn steward, nrate, skipper, secretary and even
pailor, for Dan Cody sober knew what lavish doings Dan Cody drunk
might soon be about, and he provided for such contingencies by
reposing more and more trust in Gatsby. The arrangement lasted five
vears, daring which the boat went three dmes around the Continent. Tt
might have lasted indefinitely cxcept for the fact that Ella Kaye came
on board one night in Boston and a week later Dan Cody inhospitably
died.

I remember the portrait of him up in Gatshy’s bedroom, a grey,
florid man with a hard, cmpty face — the pioneer debauchce, who
during onc phase of Amcrican life brought back w the Eastemn
seaboard the savage violence of the fronter brothel and saloon. It was
indirectly due 10 Cody that Gatsby drank so little. Sometimes in the
course of gay parties women used to rub champagne into his hair; for
himself he formed the habit of letting Liquor alone.

And it was from Cody that he inherited moncey — a legacy of twenty-
five thousand dollars. He didn’t get it TTe never understood the fegal
device that was used against him, bur what remained of the millions
went intact to Ella Kaye. He was left with his singularly appropriate
education; the vague contour of Jay Gatsby had filled out w the
substantiality of a man.

He told e all this very much later, but I’ve put it down here with
the idea of exploding those first wild rumours about his antecedents,
which weren't even fainty true. Moreaver he told it to me at a time of



THE GREAT GATSBY 65

confusion, when I had reached the point of believing everything and
rothing about him. So 1 take advantage of this short halt, while Gatsby,
so to speak, caught his breath, to clear this set of misconceptions away.

Tt was 2 halt, too, in my association with his affairs. For several weeks
I didn’t see himn or hear his voice on the phone — mostly I was in New
York, wotting around with Jordan and trying to ingratiate myself with
her semle aunt - but finally 1 went over to his house one Sunday
afternoon. T hada’t been there two minutes when somebody brougin
Tom Buchanan in for a divink. [ was startled, naturally, but the really
surprising thing was that it hadn't happened hefore.

They were a party of three on horseback — Tom and a man named
Sloane and a pretty woman in a brown riding-habit who had been
there previously.

‘I'm delighted to see you,” said (iatsby, standing on his porch. ‘I'm
delighted that you dropped in.’

As though they cared!

‘Sit right down. Have a cigarette or a cigar.” He walked arcund the
room quickly, ringing bells. ‘Ul have something to drink for you in just
a minute.

He was profoundly affected by the fact that Tom was there, But he
would be uneasy anvhow undl he had given them something, realising
in a vague way that that was all they came for. Mr Sloane wanted
nothing A Iemrmade? No, thanks. A Tittle champagne? Nothing at all,
thanks .. . Pm sorry -

‘Did you havc a mice ride?’

‘Very good roads around here.’

‘T suppose the automobiles -’

“Yeah.

Moved by an irresistible impulse, Gatsby turned to Tom, who had
aceepted the introduction as a stranger.

‘I helieve we've met somewhere before, Mr Buchanan,”

‘Oh, yes,” said Tom, gruffly polite, but ebviously not remembering.
‘So we did. T remember very well.”

‘About two weeks ago.

“That’s right. You were with Nick here.’

‘I know your wife,” continued Gatsby, almost aggressively.

“Ihat so?’

"T'om turned to me,

*You live near here, Nick?’.

‘Next door.”

“That so?’ _

Mr Sloane didn’t enter into the conversation, but lounged back
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haughtily in his chair; the woman said nothing either — until
unexpectedly, after two highhalls, she became cordial,

“We'll all come over to your next party, Mr Gawsby,’ she suggested.
“‘What do you say?'

‘Certainly; T'd be delighted to have vou.”

‘Be ver’ nice,” said Mr Sloane, without gratitude. ‘Well ~ think ought
w be starting home.”

‘Please don’t hurry,” Gatsby urged them. Ie had control of himsclf
now, and he wanted to see more of Tom, “Why don’t you — why don’t
you stay for supper? T wouldn’t be surprised if some other pcople
dropped in from New York.

“You come to supper with me,” said the lady enthusiastically. ‘Both
of you.’

"This included me. Mr Sloane got to his feet.

‘Come along,” he said - but e her only.

‘T mean it,” she insisted. ‘T'd love to have yon, Lots of room”’

Gatsby looked at me questioningly. He wanted o go, and he didn’t
scc that Mr Sloane had determined he shouldn't.

‘T'm afraid | won't be able to,” I said.

“Well, you came,” she urged, concentrating on Gatshy.

Mr Sluane murmured something close to her ear.

“We won't be late if we start now,’ she insisted aloud.

T haven’t got a horse,” said Gatsby. ‘I used to ride in the army, but
T've never bought a horse. Tl have to follow you in my car, Excuse me
for just 2 minute.’

The rest of us walked out on the porch, where Sloane and the lady
hegan an impassioned conversation aside,

‘My G, T helieve the man’s coming,” said Tom. ‘Doesn’t he lmow
she doese’t want him?”’

*She says she does want him.’

“She has a big dinner party and be won’t know a soul there.” e
frowned. ‘T wonder where in the devil he met Daisy. By God, I may be
old-fashioned in my ideas, but women run around too much these days
to suit me. They meet all kinds of erazy fish.’

Suddenly Mr Sloane and the lady walked down ‘rhe steps and
mounted their horses.

‘Cesme on,” said Mr Sloane to Tom, ‘we're late. We've got to go.’
And then to me; “Tell him we couldn’t wait, will you?’

Tom and T shook hands, the rest of us exchanged a cool nod, and
they trotted quickly down the drive, disappearing under the August
foliage just as Gatsby, with hat and light overcoat in hand, came out the
front door.
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Tom was evidently perturbed at Daisy’s running around alone, for
on the following Saturday night he came with her to Gatsby’s party.
Perhaps his presence gave the cvening its peculiar quality of
oppressiveness —~ it stands out in my memory from (Gatshy's other
parties that summer. There were the same people, or at least the same
sort of people, the same profusion of champagne, the same many-
coloured, many-keyed commoton, but 1 felt an unpleasantness in the
air, a pervading harshness that hadn’t been there before. Or perhaps I
had merely grown used to it, grown to accept West Egg as a world
complete in itself, with its own standards and its own great figures,
second to nothing because it had no consciousness of being so, and
now 1 was looking at it again, through Daisy’s eyes. It is invariably
saddening to look through new cves at things upen which you have
expended your own powers of adjusonent.

They arrived at twilight, and, as we strolled vut among the sparkling
handreds, Daisy’s voice was plaving murmurous tricks in her throat.

“Ihese things excite me so,” she whispered. ‘If you want to kiss me
any tdme during the evening, Nick, just let me know and Tl be glad ro
arrange it for you. Just menton my name. Or present a green card. T'm
giving out green -’

‘Look around,’ suggested Gatsby,

Tm looking around. Pm having a marvellous -

‘You must see the faces of many people you've heard about.”

Tom's arrogant eyes roamed the crowd.

“We don’t go around very much,” he said; ‘in fact, I was just thinking
T don’t know a soul here?

‘Perhaps you know that lady,” Gawsby indicated a gorgeous, scarcely
human orchid of a woman who sat in state under a white-plum tree. '1'om
and Daisy stared, with that particnlarly unreal feeling that acecompanies
the recognition of a hitherto ghostly celebrity of the movies.

‘She’s lovely,” said Daisy.

“Fhe man bending over her is her director.’

He took them ceremoniously from group to group:

‘Mrs Buchanan . . . and Mr Buchanan - * After an instant’s hesitation
he added: ‘the polo player.’

‘Oh, no,’ ohjected Tom quickly, ‘not me.’

But evidently the sound of it pleased Gatsby, for Tom remained ‘the
polo player’ for the rest of the evening.

‘T've never met so many celebrites,” Daisy exclaimed. ‘I liked that
man — what was his name? - with the sort of blue nosc.’

Gatsby identified him, adding that he was a small producer.

‘Well, 1 [iked him anyhow.’
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‘T'd a little rather not be the polo player,’” said Tom pleasantly, ‘T'd
rather look at all these famous people in - in oblivion.’

Daisy and Gawshy danced, T remember being surprised by his
graceful, conservative foxtrot — I had never seen him dance before.
Then they sauntered over to my house and sat on the steps for half an
hour, while, at her request, 1 remained watchfully in the garden. ‘In
case there’s a fire, or a fluod,” she explained, ‘or any act of God.’

"l'oimr appeared from his oblivion as we were sitting down to supper
together. ‘Do you mind if T eat with some people over here?” he said. ‘A
fellow's gettng off some funny stuff”’

‘Go ahead,” answered Daisy genially, ‘and if you want to take down
any addresses here’s my little gold pencil.” . . . She looked around afier
a moment and told me the girl was ‘common but pretty’, and [ knew
that except for the half-hour she’d been alone with Gatsby she wasn't
having a good dme.

We were at a particularly tipsy table. That was my fault — Gatsby had
been called tw the phone, and T'd enjoyed these same people only two
weeks before. But what had amused me then turned septie on the air now.

‘How do you feel, Miss Bacdeker?

The girl addressed was twying, unsuccessfully, to slunp against my
shoulder. At this cnquiry she sat up and opened her eves.

“‘Wha'?'

A massive and lethargic woman, who had been urging Daisy to play
golf with ber au the local club tomorrow, spoke in Miss Baedeker’s °
delence: “Oh, she’s all right now. When she’s had five or six cocktails
she always.starts screaming like chat. I tell her she ought to leave it
alonc.’

‘L do leave it alone,” affirmed the accused hollowly.

“We heard you velling, so T said to Doe Civet here: “There’s
somebaody that needs your help, Doc.”’

‘She’s much obliged, I'in sure,” satd another friend, without gratitude,
‘but you got her dress all wet when you stuck her head in the pool.’

‘Anything I hate is to get wy head stk in a pool,” mumbled Miss
Baedeker. “They almost drowned me once over in New Jersey,”

“Then you ought to leave it alone,” countered Docror Civet,

‘Speak for yourself” cried Miss Bacdeker violently. “Your hand
shakes, I wouldn’t let you operate on me!’

Tt was like that, Almost the last thing I remember was standing with
Dhisy and watching the moving-picture director and his Suar. They
were sull under the white-plum tee and their faces were touching
except for a pale, thin ray of moonlight between. It occurred to me that
he had been very slowly bending towards her all evening to attain this
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proximity, and even while T watched I saw him stoop one ulgmate
degree and kiss at her cheek.

‘ like her,” said Daisy, ‘I think she’s lovely.”

But the rest effended her — and inarguably, because it wasn’t a
gesture but an emotion. She was appalled by West Fgg, this
unprecedented ‘place’ that Broadway had begotten upon a Long Island
fishing village — appalled by its raw vigour thar chafed under the old
cuphemisms and by the too obirusive fate thar herded its inhabitants
along a short-cut from nothing to nothing. She saw something aw(ul in
the very simplicity she failed to understand.

I sat on the front steps with them while they waited for their car, Tt
was dark here; only dhc bright door sent ten square feet of light volley-
ing out into the soft black morning. Sometimes a shadow moved against
a dressing-room blind above, gave way to another shadow, an indefinite
procession of shadows, that rouged and powdered in an invisible glass.

‘Who i this Gatsby anvhow?’ demanded "Tom suddenly. ‘Some big
bootlegger?’

‘Where'd vou hear thats” I enquired.

‘I didn’t hear it. 1 imagined it. A lot of these newly rich people are
just big bootleggers, vou mow.’

“Not Gatsby,' I said shortly.

He was silent for a moment. "L'he pebbles of the drive crunched
under his feet. ’

“Well, he certainly must have strained himself to ger this menagerie
together.’

A breeve strred the grey haze of Daisy’s fur collar.

‘At least they are more interesting than the people we know,” she said
with an cffort.

You didn’t look so interested.’

‘Well, Twas.

"l'om laughed and tarned to me.

‘Did you notice Daisy’s face when that girl asked her to put her
under a cold shower?’

Daisy began to sing with the music in a husky, rhythunic whisper,
bringing out a meaning in each word that it had never had before and
wonld never have again, When the melody rose, her voice broke up
sweetly, following it, in a way contralto voices have, and each change
tipped out a little of her warm human magic upon the air.

‘Lots of people come who haven’t been invited,” she said suddenly.
“That girl hada't been invited. They simply force their way in and he’s
tao polite to object.” '

‘T'd like to know who he is and what he does,’ insisted ‘1'om. ‘And I
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think I'll make a point of finding out”’

‘I can tell you right now,' she answered. ‘He owned some drug-
stures, a lut of drugstores. He built them up himself.’

The dilatory imousine came rolling up the drive.

‘Good-nighr, Nick,” said Daisy.

Her glance lelt me and sought the lighted top of the steps, where
Three (PClock in the Morning, a neat, sad lirtle waltz of that year, was
drifing vut the open door. After all, in the very casualness of Gatsby’s
party there were romantic possibilitics totally absent from her world.
What was it up there in the song that scemed to be calling ber back
insider What would happen now in the dim, incalculable hours?
Perliaps some unbelievable guest would arrive, a person infinitely rare
and to be marvelled at, some authentically radiant young girl who with
one fresh glance at Gatsby, one moment of magical encounter, would
hlot out thase five years of mnwavering devotion.

I stayed late that night, Gatsby asked me to wait until he was free,
and I lingeved in the gardcn untl the inevitable swimming party had
run up, c]ulled and exalted, from the Dack beach, untl the lights were
extinguished in the guest-rooms overhead. When he came down the
steps at last the mnned skin was drawn unusually tight on his face, and
‘his eyes were bright and tired.

‘She didin't like it,” he said immediately.

‘Of course she did.”

*She didn't like it,” he insisted. ‘She didn’t have a good dme.’

He was silent, and T guessed at his unutterable depression, ‘1 feel far
away from her,’ he said. ‘It’s hard to make her understand.”

“You mean about the dance?’

“The dance?’ He dismissed all the dances he had given with a snap of
his fingers. ‘Old sport, the dance is unimportant.”

He wanted nothing less of Daisy than that she should go to Tom and
say: ‘'l never loved you.” After she had obliterated four years with that
sentence they could decide upon the more practical measures to be taken.
One of them was that, after she was free, they were to go back to Louisville
and he married from her house — just as if it were five years ago.

‘And she doesn’t understand,” he said. ‘She used to he able to
understand. We'd sit for hours —*

He broke off and began to walk up and down a desolate path of fruit
rinds and discarded favours and crushed flowers.

T wouldn’t sk 100 much of her,’ I ventured. ‘You can’t repeat the past.’

‘Can’t repeat the past?” he cried incredulously. *Why of course you can?’

11e looked around him wildly, as if the past were lurking here in the
shadow of his house, just out of reach of his hand.
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‘Pm going w fix everything just the way it was hefore,” he said,
nodding determinedly. ‘She’ll see.”

Lle talked a lot about the past, and 1 gathered that he wanted 1o
recover something, some idea of himself perhaps, that had gone inro
loving Daisy. His lite had been confused and disordered since then, bu
if he could once return to a certain starting place and go over it all
slowly, he could find out what that thing was .

. One autumn nighe, five vears before, thev had been walking
dovm T_h(. street when the leaves were falling, and they came to a place
where there were no trees and the sidewaik was white with moonlight.
They stopped here and turned towards cach other, Now it was a cool
night with that mysterious excitement in it which comes at the two
changes of the year. The quiet Lights in the houses werc burning out
into the darkness and there was a stir and bustle among the stars. Our
of the comer of his eye Gatshy saw that the blocks of the sidewalks
really formed a ladder and mounted to a secret place above the trees -
he could climb to it, it he climbed alone, and once there he could suck
on the pap of life, gulp down the incomparable mill of wonder.

His beart beat faster and faster as Daisy’s white face came up to his
own. He knew that when he kissed this girl, and forever wed his
unutterable visions to her perishable breath, his mind would never
romp again like the mind of God. So he waited, listening for a moment
longer to the tuning-fork that had been struck vpon a star. “Then he
kissed her. At his lips” touch she blossomed for him like a flower and
the incarnation was complete.

Through all he said, even through his appalling sentimentality, 1 was
reminded of something — an clusive rhythim, a fragment of lost words,
that I had heard somewherc a long time ago. For a moment a phrase
tried to take shape in my mouth and my lips parted like a dumb man’s,
as though there was more struggling upon them than a wisp of startled
air. Bur they made no sound, and what T had alinost rernembered was
uncommunicable for ever.

C'btzpier 7

It was wHEN curiosity about Gawsby was at its highest that the lights
n his house failed to go on one Saturday night — and, as obseurely as it
had begun, his career as Trimalchio was over.®” Only gradually did T
hecome aware that the automobiles which turned expectanty into his
drive stayed for just a minute and then drove sulkily away. Wondering
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if he were sick I went over o find out - an unfamiliar butder with a
villainous face squinted at me suspiciously from the door.

‘Is Mr Gatsby sick?’ '

‘Nope.” After a pause he added ‘sir’ in a dilatory, grudging way.

‘T hadn't seen him around, and I was rather worried. Tell him My
Carraway came over.’

“Who?' he demanded rudely.

‘Carraway.’

‘Carraway. AH right, 't tell him.’

Abruptly he slammed the door.,

My Yinn informed me that Gatsby had dismissed every servant in his
house 3 week aga and replaced them with half a dozen others, who
never went into West Fgg Village 1o be bribed by the wradesmen, but
ordered moderate supplies over the telephone. The grocery hoy
reported that the kitchen looked like a pigsty, and the general opinion
in the village was that the new people weren't servants at all,

Nexr day Gatsby called me on the phone.

*(aping away?’ | cnquired,

‘No, ald sport.”

‘T hear you fired all vour servants.”

T wanted somehody who \wuldn t gossip. Daisy comes over quite
often — in the afternoons.’

So the whole caravansary had fallen in like a card house at the
disapproval in her eyes.

‘They're soine people Wolfsheim wanted to do something for.
They're all brothers and sisters. ‘They used to run a small hotel.”

Tsee)

He was calling up at Daisy’s request — would I come to lunch at her
housc tomorrow? Miss Baker would be there. Half an hour later Daisy
herself tclephoned and scemed relieved to find that I was coming.
Something was up. And yet 1 couldn’t believe that they would cheose
this occasion for 2 scene — especially for the rather harrowing scenc
that Gatshy had outlined in the garden.

‘I'he next day was broiling, almost the last, certainly the warmest, of
the summer. As my train emerged from the tunnel into sunlight, oniy
the hot whistles of the National Biscnit Company broke the simmering
hush at noon. ‘L’he soaw seats of the car hovered on the edge of
combustion; the woman next to me perspired delicately for a while into
her white shirtwaist, and then, as her newspaper dampened under her
fingers, lapsed despairingly into deep heat with a desolate cry. Her
pocket-book slapped to the floor.

*Oh, my!’ she gasped.
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1 picked it up with a weary bend and handed it back to her, holding it
at arm’s length and by the extreme tip of the corners to indicate that 1
had no designs upon it — but everyone near by, including the woman,
suspected me just the same.

‘Hot" said the conductor to familiar faces. ‘Some weather ... Hot! . ..
Hed ... Hot! ... lsit hot enough for you? Is it not? Isir. . . ¥

My commutation ticket came back to me with 2 dark stain from his
hand. "That anvone should care in this heat whose flushed lips he
kissed, whose head made damp the pyjama pocket over his heart!

. .. Through the hall of the Buchanans’ house blew a faint wind,
carrying the sound of the telephone bell out to GGatsby and me as we
waited at the door.

‘The master’s body! roared the butler into the mouthpicce. T'm
sorry, madame, but we can’t furnish it — it's far too hot to touch this
noon!

What he really said was: “Yes ... Yes. . Tll see) _

[e set down the receiver and came towards us, glistening slightly, to
take our suff seraw hats.

‘Madame expects you in the salon!” he eried, needlessly indicating
the direction. In this heat every extra gesture was an affront to the
common store of life,

The rcom, shadowed well with awnings, was dark and cool. Dhisy
and Jordan lay upon an enornous couch, like silver idols weighing
down their own white dresses against the singing hreeze of the fans.

‘We can't move,’ they said together.

Jordan’s fingers, powdered white over their tan, rested for 2 moment
in mine, ' :

‘And Mr Thomas Buchanan, the athlete?’ T enquired.

Simulneously T heard his voice, gruff, muffled, husky, at the hall
telephone.,

Gatshy stood in the centre of the crimson carpet and gazed around
with fascinated cyes. Daisy watched him and laughed her sweet,
exciting laugh; a tiny gust of powder rose from her hosom into the air.

“Ihe rumour is,’ whispered Jordan, ‘that that’s Tom’s girl on the
telephone.

We were silent. The voice in the hall rose high with aunoyance:
Very well, then, T won't sell you the car ac all . . . P'm under no
ohligations to you acall . .. and as for your bothering me abour it at
lunch ame, I won’t stand that ac alil’

‘Tlolding down the receiver,” smd Daisy cynically.

‘No, he’s not,’ I assured her. ‘1t’'s a bona-fide deal. I happen o know
about it.’
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Tom flung open the door, blocked out its space for a moment with
his thick body, and hurried into the room.

‘Mr Gatsby!” Te put out his broad, flac hand with well-concealed
dislike. ‘T'm glad to sce you, sir ... Niek .. .’

‘Make us a cold drink,” eried Daisy.

As he left the room again she got up and went over to Gatshy and
pulled his face down, kissing him on the mouth.

You knuw [ love you,” she murmured.

“You forget there's a lady present,’ said Jordan.

Daisy looked around doubtfully.

You kiss Nick too.”

‘What a low, vulgar girl”

‘I down’t care!” cried Daisy, and began to clog on the brick fireplace.
Then she remembered the heat and sat down guiltily on the couch just
as a freshly laundered nurse leading a little gir! camie into the room.

‘Bles-sed pre—cious,” she crooned, holding out her arms. ‘Come to
vour own mother that loves you.’

The child, relinquished hy the nurse, rushed across the room and
rooted shyly into her mother’s dress.

“The bles-sed pre-cious! Did mother get powder on your old
yellowy hair? Stand up now, and say - How-de-do.’

Gatsby and 1 in turn leaned down and took the small reluctant hand.
Afterwards he kepr looking at the child with surprise. T don’t think he
had ever really believed in its existence before.

‘T got dressed before luncheon,’ said the child, turning eagerly to
Daisy.

“That's because your mother wanted to show you off.” Her face bent
into the single wrinkle of the small white neck. “You dreain, you. You
absolure lirtle dream.”’

“Yes," admitted the child calmly. ‘Aunt Jordan’s got on a white dress, wo.”

‘Tow do you like mather's friends?” Dhaisy turned her around so that
she faced Gatsby. ‘De you think they're pretty?’

‘Where's Daddy?’

‘She doesn’t look like her father,” explained Daisy. ‘She looks like
me. She’s got my hair and shape of the face.”

Daisy sat back upon the couch. The nurse took a step forward and
held out her hand.

‘Come, Panuuy.’

‘Goudbye, swectheart!”

With a reluctant backward glance the well-disciplined child held to
her nurse’s hand and was pulled out of the door, just as Tamn came
back, preceding four gin rickeys that dicked full of ice.
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Gatsby took up his drink.

“They certainly look cool,” he said, with visible tension.

We drank in long, greedy swallows.

T read somewhere that the sun’s getting hotter every year,’ said l'om
genially. ‘Tt seems that prewty soon the earth’s going to fall into the sun —
or wait a mimute - it’s just the opposite — the sun’s getting colder every
year.' '

‘Ceane ourside,’ he snggested to Gatsby, T'd like you to have a look
at the place.

I went with them out to the veranda. On the green Sound, stagnant
. in the heat, one small sail crawled slowly towards the fresher sea.
Gatsby's eyes followed it momentarily; he raised his hand and pointed
across the bay, '

‘T'm right across from you.’

‘Soyou are.

Our eyes lifted over the rose-beds and the hot lawn and the weedy
refuse of the dog-days along-shore. Slowly the white wings of the boat
moved against the blue cool limit of the sky. Ahead lay the scalloped
ocean and the abounding blessed isles.

‘There’s sport for you,” said Tora, nodding. ‘Td like 1o I out there
with him for about an hour.’

Woe had luncheon in the dining-reom, darkened too against the heat,
and drank down nervous gaiety with the cold ale.

‘What'll we do wath ourselves this afternoon?’ cried Daisy, ‘and the
day after that, and the next thirty years?’

‘Dan’t be morhid,” Jordan said. ‘Iife starts all over again when ic gets
crisp in the fall.’

‘But it's so hot,” msisted Daisv, on the verge of tears, ‘and
everything’s so confused. Let'’s all go to town!

Her voice struggled on through the heat, beating against it
moulding its senselessness into forms.

‘Tve heard of making a garage out of a stable,’ Tom was saying to
Gatshy, ‘but I'm the first man who ever made a stable out of a garage.

‘Who wants w go to town? demanded Daisy insistently. Gatshy’s
eves floated towards her. ‘Ah,’ she cried, ‘vou look so cool.’

Their eyes met, and they stared together at each other, alone in
space. With an effort she glanced down at the table.

You always look so cool,’ she repeated.

She had told him that she ioved him, and Tom Buchanan saw, He
was astounded. His mouth opened a little, and he looked at Gatsby,
and then back ar Daisy as if he had just recognised her as someone he
knew a long time ago.
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“You resemble the advertisement of the man, she went on
mnocently. “You know the advertisement of the man -’

‘All right,” broke in Tom quickly, ‘T'm perfectly willing o0 go to
town. Come on — we're all going to town,’

He gor up, his eyes sull flashing between Gassby and his wife. No
one moved.

*Come on!” His temper cracked a litde. *What's the matter, anyhow?
If we're going to town, let's start”

ITis hand, wembling with his effort at self-control, bore to his lips the
last of his glass of ale. Daisy’s voice got us to our feet and out on to the
blazing gravel drive,

‘Are we just going to go?’ she objected. ‘Like this? Aren't we gomg w0
let anyone smoke a cigarette first?’

‘Everybody smoked all through lunch.’

*Oh, let’s have fun,” she begged him. ‘Tt’s too hot to fuss.”

I1e didn’t answer.

‘Have it your own way,” she said. ‘Come on, Jordan.’

They went upstairs to get ready while we three men stood there
shuffling che hot pebbles with our feet. A silver curve of the moon
hovered already in the western sky. Gatsby started to speak, changed
his mind, but not before Tom wheeled and faced him expectantly. '

‘ITave you got your stables here?’ asked Gatsby with an effort.

‘About a quarter of a mile down the road.’

‘Oh.

A pause.

‘[ don’t see the idea of going to town,” broke our Tom savagely.
“Woinen get these notions in their heads -’

‘Shall we wake anything to drink?’ called Daisy from an upper
window.

‘I'll get some whiskey,” answered Torm. He went inside.

Gatsby turned to me rigidly: ‘T can’t say anything in his house, old
sport.

‘She’s got an indiscreet voice,’ I remarked. It's full of - T hesitated.

‘Her voice is full of money,” he said suddenly.

That was it. T'd never understood beforc. It was full of money — that
was the inexhaustible charm that rose and fell in it, the jingle of it, the
cymbal’s song of it . . . High in a white palace the king’s daughter, the
golden girf. ., %

Tom came -out of the house wrapping a quart bottle in a towel,
followed by Daisy and Jordan wearing small tight hats of metallic cloth
and carrying light capes over their arms.

‘Shall we all go in my car?’ suggested Gatsby, He felt the hot, green
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leather of the seat. ‘T ought to have left iv in the shade.”

Ts it standard shift?” demanded Tom.

Yes.”

‘Well, you mke my coupé and let me drive your car to town.

"The suggestion was distasteful o Gatsby,

‘Tdon’t think there’s much gas,” he objected.

‘Plenty of gas,” said Tom hoisterously. He looked at the gauge. ‘And
if it runs cut T can stop at a drugstore. You can buy anything at a drug-
store nowadays.

A pauge followed this apparently pointless remark. Daisy looked at
Tom frowning, and an indefinable expression, ar once defimtely
unfamiliar and vaguely recognisable, as if T had only heard it described
in words, passed over Gasshy's face.

‘Come on, Daisy,’ said Tom, pressing her with his hand towards
Gatshy's car. 11l take you in this circus wagon.'

He opened the door, but she moved out from the cirele of his arm.

*You rake Nick and fordan. We'll follow vou in the coupé.’

She walked close to Gatsby, touching his coat with her hand. Jordan
and Tom and I got into the front seat of Gatsby’s car, Tom pushed the
unfamiliar gears tentatively, and we shot off into the oppressive heat,
leaving them cut of sight behind.

‘Did you see that®’ demanded Tom.

‘See what?’

Te looked at me keenly, realising that Jordan and T must have known
alt along,

“Yon think I'm prewty dumb, don’t you?” he suggested. ‘Perhaps T am,
but 1 have a — almost a second sight, somedmes, that tells me what to
do. Maybe you don’t believe that, but science -’

He paused. The immediate contingency overtook him, pulled him
back from the edge of the theorcteal abyss.

‘T've made a small investigation of this fellow,” he continued. ‘1 could
have gone deeper if I'd known —

‘Do you mean you've heen to a t‘nedrumF enguired Jordan
hwnorously.

‘What?’ Confused, he stared at us as we laughed. ‘A medium?”

‘About Gatwsby.’

‘About Gatshy! No, 1 haven’t. T said I'd been making a small
nvestigation of his past.’

‘And you found he was an Oxford man,’ said Jordan helpfully.

‘An Oxford man!” ITe was incredulous. "Like hell he is! He wears a
pink suit.’

‘Nevertheless he’s an OxFord man.’



78 THE GREAT GATSBY

‘Oxford, New Mexico,” snorted "Fom contempruously, ‘or something
ltke that)

‘Listen, Lom. f you'te such a snob, why did you invite him tw
lunch?’ demanded Jordan crossly.

Dhisy invited him; she knew him before we were married — God
knows where!”

We were all irriable now with the fading ale, and aware of it we
drove for a while in silence. Then as Doctor 1. ). Ecklehurg's faded
eves came into sight down the road, I remembered Gatsby's caution
shout gasoline,

“We've got enough to get us to town,” said Tom.

‘But there’s a garage right here,’ objected Jordan. ‘1 don’t want to get
stalled in this haking hear.’

l'om threw on both brakes impatiently, and we slid to an abrapt
dusty stop under Wilson’s sign. After a moment the proprietor
emerged {rom the interior of his establishment and gazed hollow-eyed
at the car.

‘Let’s have some gas!” cried Tom roughly. “What do you think we
stoppe] for — to admire the view?’

T'rm sick,” sard Wilson without raoving. ‘Been sick all day.’

“What's the matter?’

T'm alt run down.’

“Well, shall 1 help myself?’ Tom demanded. “You sounded weil
cnough on the phone.’

With an effort Wilson left the shade and support of the doorway
anid, hreathing hard, unscrewed the cap of the tank. In the sunlight his
face was green,

'l didn’t mean 1o interrupt your huich,” be said, ‘But I need money
pretty bad, and T was wondering what you were going to do wich your
old car.

TTeww do you like this one?’ enquired "T'om. ‘1 boaght it last week

‘It’s a nice yellow one,” said Wilson, as he strained at the handle.

‘Tike 1o buy it?’

‘Big chance,” Wilson smiled fainty. ‘No, but 1 could make some
money on the other.”

“What do you want money for, all of a sudden?’

T've been here o long, Twant to get away, My wife and I want 1o go
West.!

*Your wife doest’ exclaimed Tom, startled.

*She’s been talking about it for ten years.” Tle rested for a moment
against the pump, shading his cyes. ‘And now she’s going whether she
wants to or not. I'm going to get her away)
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The coupé flashed by us with a flurry of dust and the flash of a
waving hand.

What do T owe your” demanded Tom harshly.

T just got wised up to something funny the last two days,” remarked
Wilson. “That’s why T want to get away. That's why 1 been bothering
you about the car.’

‘What do | owe vour’

‘Dollar twenty.’

The relentless beating heat was beginning to confuse me and Thad a
bad moment there before T realised that so far his suspicions hadn’
alighted on "Tom. He had discovered that Myrtle had some sort of life
apart from him in another world, and the shock had made him
physically sick. T stared at him and then at Tom, who had made a
parallel discovery less than an hour before — and it occurred to me that
there was no difference between men, in intelligence or race, so
profound as the difference between the sick and the well, Wilson was
50 sick that he [ooked guilty, unforgivably guilty — as if he had just got
some poor girl with child.

‘P11 let you have that car,” said Tom. T send it over mwmorrow
afternoon.”

That locality was abways vaguely disquietng, even in the broad glare
of afternoon, and now T turned my head as though T had been warned
of something behind. (ver the ashheaps the giant eves of Doctor T J.
Eckleburg kept their vigil, but I perceived, after a moment, thut the
other eyes were regarding us less than twenty feet away.

In onc of the windows over the garage the curtains had been moved
aside a litde, and Myrtle Wilson was pecring down at the car. So
engrossed was she that she had no consciousness of being observed,
and onc emotion after another crept into her face like objects into a
slowly developing picture. Her expression was curlously familiar - 1t
was an expression [ had often scen on women's faces, but on Myrtle
Wilson's face it sccmed purposeless and inexplicable until I realised
that her eyes, wide with jealous terror, were fixed not on Tom, but on
Jordan Baker, whaom she took to be his wife.

There is noe confusion like the confusion of a simple mind, and as we
drove away Tom was feeling the hot whips of panic. His wife and his
mistress, untl an hour ago secure and inviolate, were slipping
precipitately from his control. Instinet made him step on the
accelerator with the double purpose of overtaking Daisy and lcaving
Wilson hehind, and we sped along towards Astoria at fifty miles an
hour, until, among the spidery girders of the elevated, we came in sight



8o THE GREAT GATSEBY

of the casy-going blue coupé.

‘Those big movies around Fiftieth Street are cool,” suggested Jordan.
‘I love New York on swmuner afternoons when everyone’s away.
There’s something very sensuous about it — overripe, as if all sorts of
funny fruits were going to fall into your hands.

The word ‘sensuous” had the effect of further disquieting Tom, but
before he could invent a protest the coupé came to a stop, and Daisy
signalled us to draw up alongside.

“Where are we going?’ she cried.

Tlow about the movies?'

‘It’s so hot,” she complained. “You go. We'll ride around and meet
you after,” With an effort her wit rose faindy, “We’ll meet you on some
corner, I'll be the man smoking two cigarertes.”

“We can’t argue about it here,” Tom said impatiently, as 2 truck gave
out a cursing whistle behind us. ‘You follow me to the south side of
Cengral Park, in front of the Plaza.

Several times he torned lus head and looked back for their car, and if
the traffic delayed them he slowed up undl they came into sight. I think
he was afraid they would dart down a side street and out of his lite for
eVer.

But they didr’t. And we all took the less explicable step of engaging
the parlour of a suite i1y the Plava TTotel.

The prolonged and tumaltuous argument that ended by herding us
o that romn eludes me, though I have a sharp physical memory that,
n the course of it, my underwear kept climbing like a damp snake
around my legs and intermittent beads of sweat raced cool across y
back. The noton originated with Daisy’s suggestion that we hire five
bathrooms and 1ake cold baths, and then assumed more tangible form
as ‘a place 1o have a mint julep’. Tach of us said over and over that it
wis 2 ‘cruzy idea’ — we all talked at once to a baffled clerk and thoughe,
or pretended to think, that we were being very funny . . .

The room was Jarge and sufling, and, though it was already four
o'clock, opening the windows admitted only a gust of hot shrubbery
from the Park, Daisy went to the mirror and stoed with her back to us,
tiing her hair.

Tt's a swell suite, whispered Jordan respectfully, and cveryone
laughed.

‘Open another window,” commanded Daisy, without turning around.

“There aren’t any more.’

‘Well, we'd better telephone for an axe -’

“The thing to de is to forget about the heat,’ said Tom impatdendy.
“You make it ten times worse by crabhing about it



THE GREAT GAISBY B

He unrolled the bottle of whiskey from the towel and put it on the
table. :

‘Why not let her alone, old sport?’ remarked Gatshy. ‘You're the one
that wanted to come to town.’

There was a moment of silence. The telephone book slipped from its
nail and splashed to the floor, whereupon Jordan whispered, ‘Excusc
me’ — but this Hme no one laughed.

‘Tl pick it up,’ I offered. _

‘Tve got it.” (Gatsby examined the parted string, muttered, ‘Hum!” in
an interested way, and tossed the book on a chair.

“That’s 2 great expression of yours, isn’t it?” said Tom sharply.

‘What is?’

‘All this “old sport” business . Where’d you pick that up?’

“Now see here, Tom,” said Daisy, turning around from the mirror, ‘if
you're going to make personal remarks I won’t stay here a minute. Call
up and arder some ice for the mint julep.’

As Tom took up the receiver the compressed heat exploded into
sound and we were listening to the portentous chords of Mendelssuhn’s
Woedding March from the ballroom below.

‘lmagine marrving anybody in this heat!” cried Jordan dismally.

‘Seill - T was married in the middle of June,” Daisy remembered,
‘Louisville in June! Somebody fainted. Who was it fainted, Tom?’

‘Bilaxi,” he answered shortly.

‘A man named Biloxi. “Blocks” Biloxi, and he made hoxes — that’s a
fact — and he was from Biloxi, T'ennessee.

“They carried him into my house,” appended Jordan, ‘hecause we
Tived just two doors from the church. And he stayed three weeks, vatil
Daddy told him he had to get out. The day after he left Daddy died.’
After a moment she added, “There wasn’t any connection.’

Tused to know 2 Bill Biloxi from Memphis,” I remarked.

“That was his cousin. ! kmew his wholc family history before he left.

-Hc gave me an aluminium putter that T use today.

The music had died down as the ceremony began and now a long
cheer floated in at the window, followed by intermittent cries of ‘Yea—
ca~cal” and finally by 2 burst of jazz as the dancing hegan.

‘We're getting old,” said Daisy. ‘If we were young we’d rise and dance.’

“Remember Biloxi,” Jordan warned her. “Where’d you know him,
Tom?’

‘Biloxi?’ He concentrated with an effort. ‘I dide’s know him. He was
a friend of Daisy’s.’

*He was not,’ she denied. ‘I'd never seen him before. He came down
in the private car.!
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‘Well, he said he knew you. He said he was raiscd in Louisville. Asa
Bird brought him around at the last minute and asked if we had room
for him.’ :

Jordan smiled.

‘Ile was probably bumming his way home. He told me he was
president of your class at Yale.’

Tom and I looked at each other blankly.

‘Biloxi?’

“First place, we didn’t have any presidene -’

Catsby'’s foot beat a short, restless tattoo and Tom eyed him
suddenly.

‘By the way, Mr Gatsby, T understand you're an Oxford man.’

‘MNot exactly.’

‘0h, yes, L understand you went to Oxford.’

“Yes — I went there!

A pause. Then T'om’s voice incredulous and insuldng: ‘You must
have gone there about the time Biloxi went to New Haven.’

Another pause. A waiter knocked and came in with crushed mint and
ice, but the silence was unbroken by his ‘thank you’ and the soft closing
of thc door. This tremendous detail was to be cleared up at last.

‘Ttold you T went there,” said (atsby.

‘T heard you, but I'd like to know when,

‘Tt was in 1grg. T only stayed five months. That's why T can’t really
call myselt an Oxford man.’

Tom glanced around to see if we mirrored his unbelief. But we were
all looking at Gatsby.

‘It was an opportunity they gave ta some of the officers after the
Armistice,’ he contimied. ‘We could go to any of the universities in
LEngland or France.

T wanted o get up and slap him on the back 1 had one of those
renewals of complete faith in him that I'd experienced before.

Daisy rose, smiling faintly, and weat to the table.

‘Open the whiskey, Tom,' she ordered, ‘and I'll make you a mint
julep. Then you won't seem so stupid 1o yoursell . . . Look at the mint!

‘Wait a minute,’ snapped Tom, ‘T want to ask Mr (atsby one more
question.’

‘Go on,” Gatshy said politely.

“What kind of a row are you trying to cause in my house anyhow?”’

‘Fhey were out in the open at last and Gatsby was content.

‘Ite isn't causing a row,’ Daisy looked desperately from one to the
other. ‘You're causing a row. Please have a litde self-control.

‘Self-control?” repeated Tom incredulously. ‘1 suppose the latest
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thing is to sit back and let Mr Nobody from Nowhere make love to
your wife. Well, if that’s the idea you can count me out . . . Nowadays
people begin by sneering at family life and family institutions, and next
they'll throw everything overboard and have intermarriage Lctween
black and white.’

Flushed with his impassioned gibberish, he saw himsel{ standing
alone on the last barrier of civilisation.

“We're all white here,” murmured Jordan.

‘T know I'm not very popular. T don’t give big parties. I suppase you've
got to make your house into a pigsty in ordet to have any friends — in
the modern world.”

Angry as T was, as we all were, 1 was tempted to laugh whenever
he opened his mouth, The transidon from libertine w prig was so
complete.

‘I've got something to tell you, old sport —* began (Gatsby. But Datsy
guessed at his intention.

‘Please, don’t”” she interrupted helplessly. ‘Please let's all go home,
Why don’t we all go home?’

“That’s a good idea.’ T got up. ‘Come on, T'om. Nobody wants a
drink.’

‘1 want ta know whar Mr Gatsby has to teil me.

“Your wife doesn’t love vou,’ said CGratsby. “She’s never loved you. She
loves me)

“You must be crazy!” exclaimed Tom automatically.

Guawshy sprang to his fect, vivid with excitement.

‘She never loved you, do you hear?” he cried. ‘She only married you
because I was poor and she was tired of waiting for me. It was a terrihle
mistake, but in her heart she never loved anvone except mel’

At this pomt Jordan and 1 tried to go, but 'om and Gatsby insisted
with competitive firmness that we remain — as though ncither of them
had anything to conceal and it would be a privilege to partake
vicariously of their emotons.

‘Sit down, Daisy,” Tom’s voice groped unsuccessfully for the
paternal note. ‘What's been gomg on? I want to bear all about it

T wld you what's been going on,” said Gatsby. ‘Guing on for five
vears — and vou didn’t know.

Tom tuwrned to Daisy sharply.

‘You've been seeing this fellow for five years?’

‘Nort seeing,” said Gatsby. ‘No, we couldn’t meet. But bath of us
loved each other all that tme, old sport, and you didn't know. L used to

faugh sometimes’ — but there was no laughter in his cyes — ‘to think that
vou didn’t know.’ .
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‘OOh — that's all” Tom tapped his thick fingers together like a
clergyman and leaned back in his chair. ‘You're crazy!” he exploded. ‘I
can’t speak about what happened five years ago because T didn’t know
Daisy then — and TH be damned if T see how you got within a mile of
her vnless you brought the groceries to the back door. But all the rest
of that's a God-damned lie. Daisy loved me when she marricd mic and
she loves me now.’

No, said Gashy, shaking his head.

*She does, though. The trouble is that sometinies she gets foolish
ideas in her head and doesn’t know what she’s doing.” He nodded
sagely. ‘And what's more 1 love Daisy too. Once in a while T go off on a
spree and make a fool of myst,lf bt | always come back, and in my
heart I love her all the time.’

“You're revolting,” said Daisy. She turned to me, and her voice,
dropping an octave lower, filled the room with thrilling scorn: ‘Do you
know why we left Chicago? P'm surprised that they didn’t treat you to
the story of that hittle spree.”

Gatshy walked over and stood beside her.

Daisy, that's all over now,” he said earnestly. ‘It docsn't matter any
mnore. Just tell him the truth — that you never loved him — and it’s all
wiped out for ever,’

She looked at him blindly. “Why — how could T love him — possibly?’

You never loved him.”

She hesitated. Her eyes fell on Jordan and me with a sort of appeal,
as though she realised at last what she was doing — and as though she
had never, all along, intended doing anything at all. But it was donc
now. Tt was too late.

‘T never loved him,” she said, with pereeptible reluctance.

‘Not at Kapiotaniz™¥? demanded T'om suddenly.

No.”

From the ballroom bencath, muffled and suffocating chords werc
drifting up on hot waves of air,

‘Not that day T carried you down from the Punch Bowl to keep your

shaes dry?” There was a husky tenderness in his tone . . . ‘Daisy?’
. “Please don’t.” Her voice was cold, but the rancour was gone from it
She looked at Gatsby. “L'here, Jay,” she said — but her hand as she tried
to light a cigarette was trembling, Suddenly she threw the cigarette and
the burning match on the carpet.

‘Oh, you want too much!” she cried to Gatsby. ‘Love you now —isnt
that enough? T can’t help what’s past.” She began to sob helplessly. ‘1
did love him once — but I loved you too.”

Gatsby’s eyes opened and closed.
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*You loved me 0t he repeated.

‘kven that’s a lic,’ said Tom savagely. ‘She didn’t lmow you were
alive. Why — there're things berween Daisy and me thar you’ll never
know, things that neither of us can ever forget.’

"The words seemed to bite physically into Gatshy.

‘T want to speak to Daisy alone,” he insisted. ‘She’s all excited now =

‘Twen alone 1 can’t say I never loved Tom,” she admitted in a piaful
voice. ‘It wouldn't be true.’

‘Of course it wouldn’s,” agreed Tom.

She turmed to her husband. *As if it mattered to you,” she said.

‘Of course it matters, I'm going to wke better care of you from
now on.’

“You don’t understand,” said Gatsby, with a touch of panic. ‘You're
not going to take care of her any more.’

Tm not?” Tom opened his eyes wide and laughed. He could alford
to control himself now. “Why's that?’

‘Daisy’s leaving you.’

‘Wonsense,

‘Tam, though,’ she said with a visible cffort.

‘She’s mot leaving me!” Tom’s words suddenly leaned down over
Gatsby. ‘Certainly not for a common swindler who'd have to sieal the
ring he put on her finger.’

‘Twon't stand chis!” cried Daisy, ‘Oh, please let's get out.’

“Who arc you, anyhow?” broke out Tom. “You're one of that bunch
that hangs around with Meyer Waolfsheim — that much T happen to
knaow. T've made a litde investigation into your affairs — and Tl carry it
further tomorrow.’

“You can suit vourself about that, old sport,” said Gatsby steadily.

T found our what your “drugstores” were,” He nurned to us and
spoke rapidly, ‘He and this Wolfsheim bought up a lot of side-street
drugstores here and In Clucage and sold grain aleohol over the
counter. That's one of his litde stunts. 1 picked him for a bootlegger
the first time 1 saw him, and T wasn't far wrong.’

“What about it?’ said Gaesby politely. ‘T guess your friend Walter
Chase wasn’t too proud to come in on it

‘And you left him in the lurch, didn’t you? You let hini go o jail for a
month over in New Jersey. God! You ought to hea1 Walter on the
subject of you.”

‘He came to us dead broke. He wus very glad to pick up some money,
old sport.’

‘Don’t you call me “old sport™ cried Tom. Gatshy said nothing.
‘Wialter could have you up on the betting laws too, but Wolfsheim
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scared him into shutting his mouth.’

"L'hat unfamiliar yet recognisable look was back again in (awshy’s
face.

‘Thar drogstore business was just small change,” continued Tom
slowly, ‘but you've got something on now that Walter’s afraid to tell
me about.’ '

1 glanced at Daisy, who was staring terrificd between Gatshy and her
husband, and at Jordan, who had begun to balance an invisible but
absorbing object un the tip of her chin. Then I turned back to Garsby —
and was started at his expression. He looked — and ¢his is said in all
contempt for the babbled slander of his garden*® — as if he had *killed a
man’. For a monient the set of his face could he described in just that
fantastic way.

[t passed, and he hegan to wlk exctedly to Daisy, denying
everything, defending his name against accusations that had not been
made. But with every word she was drawing further and further into
herself, so he gave that up, and only the dead dream fought on as the
afternoon slipped away, trying to touch what was no longer tangible,
struggling unhappily, undespairingly, towards that lost voice across the
roon.

The visice begged again to go.

‘Please, Tom! | can’Lstand this any more.

Her frightened cyes told that whatever intentions, wharever courage
she had had, were definitely gone.

“You two start on home, Daisy," said Tom. ‘Tn Mr Gawshy’s car.’

She looked at Tom, alarmed now, but he insisted with magnanimous
scorn.

‘Go on. He won’t annoy you. I think he realises thar his
presurptuous little flirtation is over.’

They were gone, without a word, snapped out, made accidental,
isolated, like ghosts, even from our pity.

After a moment Tom got up and began wrapping the unopencd
bottle of whiskey in the towel.

“Want any of this sttf? Jordan? . . . Nick?'

I didn’t answer.

‘Nick?" He asked again.

“What?’

‘Want any?’

‘No .. . 1 just remembered that today’s my birthday.’

1 was thirty. Before me swetched the portentous, nicnacing road of a
new decade.
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Tt was seven o’clock when we got into the coupé with him and started
for Long Istand, Tom wlked incessantly, exulting and laughing, but his
voice was as remote from Jordan and me as the foreign clamour on the
sidewalk or the tumult of the elevated overhead. Human sympathy has
its limits, and we were content to ler all their tagic arguments fade
with the city lights behind. Thirty — the promise of a decade of
loneliness, a thinning list of single men to know, a thinning bricfeasc of
enthusiasm, thinning hair. But there was Jordan beside me, who, unlike
Daisy, was too wise ever to carry well-forgetten dreams from age to
age. As we passed over the dark bridge her wan face fell lazily against
my coat’s shoulder and the formidable stroke of thirty died away with
the reassuring pressure of her hand.

So we drove on towards death through the cooling twilight.

"I'he young (ireek, Michaelis, who ran the coffee joint beside the
ashheaps was the principal witness at the inquest. Te had slept through
the heat until after five, when he strolled over to the garage, and found
George Wilson sick in tds office — really sick, pale as his own pale hair
and shaking all over. Michaclis advised him o go to bed, but Wilson
refused, saying that he'd miss a lot of business i he did. While Iis neigh-
hour was trying to persuade him a violent racket broke ont overhead.

Tve got my wife locked in up there,” explained Wilson calmly. ‘She's
going to stay there il the day after tomorrow, and then we're going 10
move away.’

Michaelis was astonished; they had been neighbours for four years,
and Wilson had never seemed faintly capable of such a statement. Gen-
erally he was one of these worn-out men: when he wasn't working, he
sat on a chair i the doorway and stared at the people and the cars thar
passed along the road. When anyone spoke 10 him he invariably langhed
n an agreeable, colourless way. Ie was his wife’s man and not his own.

So naturally Michaelis tried to find out what had happened, but Wilson
wouldn't say a word - instead he began to throw curious suspicious
glances at his visitor and ask him what he'd been doing at certain times
on certain days. Just as the latter was getting uneasy, some workmen
came past the door bound for lus restaurant, and Michaelis took the op-
pormnity to get away, intending to come back later. But he didn't. He
supposed he forgot to, that’s all. When he came outside again, a liude
after seven, he was reminded of the conversation because he heard Mrs
Wilson's voice, loud and scolding, downstairs in the garape.

‘Beat me!” he heard her cry. “Throw me down and beat me, you dirry
little coward?”

A moment tater she rushed out into the dusk, waving her hands and
shouting - before he could move from his door the business was aver.
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The ‘death car’ as the newspapers called it, didn’t stop; it came out of
the gathernyg darkness, wavered wagically for a moment, and then
disappeared around the next bend. Mavromichaelis wasn't even sure of
its colour - he told the first policeman that it was light green. The
other car, the one going towards New York, came to rest a hundred
vards beyond, and its driver hurried back to where Myrtle Wilson, her
life vinlently extinguished, knelt in the road and mingled her thick dark
blood with the dust.

Michaelis and this man reached her first, but when they had tom
open her shirtwaist, still damp with perspiradon, they saw that her left
breast was swinging loose like a flap, and there was no need to listen for
the heart beneath. The mouth was wide open and ripped a litde at the
corners, as though she had choked a little in giving up the tremendous
vitality she had stored so long.

We saw the three or four autornohiles and the crowd when we werce
still somie distance away,

“Wreck! said Tom. “That's good. Wilson'll have a litde bustacss at
last.’

He slowed down, but sdill without any intention of stopping, until, as
we came nearer, the hushed, intent faces of the people at the garage
door made him automatically put on his brakes,

‘We'll take a look,” he said doubtfully, §ust a look.”

I became aware now of a hollow, wailing sound which 1ssued
incessantly from the garage, a sound which as we got out of the coupé
and walked rowards the door resolved itself into the words, 'Oh, my
God!” uttered over and over in a gasping moan.

“There’s some bad wouble here,” said Tom excitedly.

{Ic reached up on tiptoes and peered over a circle of heads into the
marage, which was lit only by a yeliow light in a swinging metal basket
overhead. "L 'hen he made a harsh sound in his throat, and wich a violent
thrusting moverment of his powerful arms pushed his way through.

"L'he circle closed up agzin with a running murmur of expostulation;
it was a minute before | could sce anything at all. Then new arrivals
deranged the line, and Jordan and I were pushed suddenly inside.

Myrtle Wilson's body, wrapped in a blanket, and then in another
blanket, as though she suffered from a chill in the hot night, lay on a
work-table by the wall, and Tom, with his back to us, was bending
over it, motionless. Next to him stoed a motoreyce policeman raking
down names with much swcat and correction in 2 little book. At first 1
couldn't find the source of the high, groaning words that echoed
clamorously through the bare garage — then I saw Wilson standing on
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the raised threshold of his office, swaying back and forth and holding
tw the deorposts with both hands. Some man was talking to him in a
low voice and attempting, from time to dme, to lay a hand on his
shoulder, but Wilson neither heard nor saw. TTis eyes would drop
slowly from the swinging light to the laden table by the wall, and then
jerk back to the light again, and he gave out incessantly his high,
horrible call: “Oh, my Ga~od! Oh, my Ga-od! Oh, Ga—od! Oh, my
Ga—ad!

Presently Tom lifted lus head with a jerk and, after staring around
the garage with glazed eyes, addressed a mumbled incoberent remark
to the policeman.

‘M, a, v - ' the policeman was saying, ‘o -’

‘No, r, corrected the man, *M, a, v, r, 0=’

‘Listen to me!” muttered *L'om fiercely.

‘r,’ said the policeman, ‘o -’

‘g‘?

‘g.” He looked up as Tom's broad hand fell sharply on his shoulder.
“‘What you want, fclla?’

‘What happened? — that’s what I want to know.’

‘Auto hit her. Ing’andy killed.”

‘Instantly killed,’ repeated Tom, staring.

‘She ran out ina road. Son-of-a-bitch dide’t even stopus car.

‘There was two cars,” said Michaelis, *one comin’, one goin’, sce?”

‘Groing wherer” asked the policeman keenly.

‘One goin” cach way. Well, she” — his hand rose towards the blankets
but stopped halfway and fell to his side — “she ran out there an’ the one
comin’ from N"York knock right inw her, goin’ thirty or forty miles an
hour)!

‘What's the name of this place here?’ demanded the officer.

‘Hasn't got any name.’

A pale well-dressed negro stepped near.

‘It was a ycllow car,” he said, ‘big yellow car. New.!

‘See the accident?’ asked the policeman.

No, but the car passed me down the road, going faster'n forty.
Going fifty, sixty.’

‘Come here and let's have your name. Look out now. T want to get
his name.’

Some words of this conversation must have reached Wilson, swaying
in the office door, for suddenly a new theme found voice among his
gasping cries: “You don't have to tell me what kind of car it was! T know
what kind of car it was!’

Watching Tom, I saw the wad of muscle back of his shoulder tighten
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under his coat. Ile walked quickly uver to Wilson and, standing in
front of him, setved him firmly by the upper arms.

Fov've got to pull yourself together,” he said with soothing
gruflness.

Wilson’s eyes fell upon Tom; he started up on his tptocs and then
would have collapsed to his knees had not Tomn held hirn upright.

‘Listen,” said '1'om, shaking him a little. ‘I just got here a minute ago,
from New York. I was bringing you that coupé we've been tatking
about, That yellow car I was driving this afternoon wasn’t mine - do
you hear? I haven’t seen it all afternoon.’

Only the negro and I were near enough to hear what he said, but the
policeman caught something in the tone and looked over with
truculent eyes,

“‘What's all that?’ he demanded.

‘T'm a friend of his.” Tom turned his head but kept his hands firm
on Wilsun’s bedy. ‘He says he knows the car that did it . . . It was a
yellow car.’

Some dim impulse moved the policeman to look suspiciously at 1'om.

‘And what colour’s your car?’

‘It’s a blue car, a coupé.’

We've come straight from New York,” T said.

Someone who had been driving a little behind us confirmed this, and
the policernan turned away.

‘Wow, if you'll let me have that name again correct -’

Picking up Wilson like a doll, "'Fom carried him into the office, set
him down in a chair, and came bhack.

‘If somehody’ll come here and sit with him,” he snapped authorit-
atively. He watched while the two men standing closest glanced at each
other and went unwillingly into the room. Then Tom shut the door on
thern and came down the single step, his eyes avoiding the table. As he
passed close o me he whispered: ‘Tet's get out?

SeH-consciously, with his authoritative arms breaking the way, we
pushed through the sdll-gathering crowd, passing a hurried doctor,
case in hand, who had been sent for in wild hope half an hour ago.

I'om drave slowly until we were beyond the bend — then his foot
came down hard, and the coupé raced along through the night. In a
lizdle while T heard a low husky sob, and saw that the tears were
overflowing down his face.

“I'he God-damned coward!” he whimpered. “He didn’t even stop his

car.’

The Buchanans’ house floated suddenly towards us through the dark
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rustling trees. Tom stopped beside the porch and looked up at the
second floor, where two windows bloomed with light amonyg the vines.

‘Daisy’s home," he said. As we got out of the car he glanced at me and
frowned slightly. :

‘T ought to have dropped you in West Egg, Nick. There’s nothing
we can do tonight.”

A change had come over him, and he spoke gravely, and with
decision. As we walked across the moonlight gravel to the porch he
disposed of the situation in a few brisk phrases,

‘I'll telephone for a taxi to take vou home, and while you're waiting
you and Jordan better go in the kitchen and have thein get you some
sapper — if you want any.’ I'le opened the door. ‘Come in.’

‘No, thanks. But I'd he glad if you'd order me the taxi. Tl wait
outside,

Jordan put her hand on my anmn.

‘Won't you come in, Nick?’

‘No, thanks.’

I was feeling a litde sick and | wanted to be alone. But Jordan
lingered for a moment more.

‘It’s only half-past nine,’ she said.

T'd be damned if I’d go in; I'd had encugh of all of them for one day,
and suddenly that included Jordan too. She must have seen something
of this in my expression, for she turned abruptly away and ran up the
porch steps into the house. I sat down for a few minutes with my head
in my hands, until I heard the phone taken up inside and the butler’s
voice calling a taxd. "'hen 1 walked slowly down the drive away from the
house, intending to wait hy the gate. -

I hadn’t gone twenty yards when I heard my name and Gawby
stepped from hetween two bushes into the path. I must have felt pretty
weird by that timie, because T could think of nothing except the
Juminesity of his pink suit under the moon.

‘What are you deingr’ [ enquired.

‘Tust standing here, old sport.’

Somehow, that seemed 2 despicable occupation. For all T knew he
was going to rob the house in a moment; [ wouldn’t have heen
surprised to see sinister faces, the faces of “Wolfsheim’s people’, behind
him in the dark shrubbery.

‘Did you see any trouble on the road?” he asked after a minute.

‘Yes.'

He hesitated.

“Was she killed?’

“Yes.'
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T thought so; I told Daisy 1 thought so. It’s better that the shock
should all come at once. She stood it pretey well.’

He spoke as if Daisy’s reaction was the only thing that mattered.

T got to West Egg by a side road,” he went on, ‘and left the car in my
garage. 1 don’t think anybedy saw us, but of course I can’t be sure.

I disliked him so much by this time that I didn’t find it necessary to
tell him he was wrong.

‘Who was the woman?’ he enguired.

‘Her name was Wilson. Tler hushand owns the garage. How the
devil did it happen?’ ’

‘Well, T wied to swing the wheel - * He broke off, and suddenly I
guessed at the truth.

“Was Dhaisy driving?’

“Yes,” he said after a moment, ‘but of course T'll say T was. You see,
when we lett New York she was very nervous and she thought it would
steady her to drive — and this woman rushed out at us just as we were
passing a car coming the other way. Tt all happened in a minute, but it
sectued to me that she wanted to speak w us, thought we were
somehody she kmew. Well, first Daisy twned away from the woman
towards the other car, and then she lost her nerve and tumed back,
The second my hand reached the wheel 1 felt the shock - it must have
killed her instandy.'

‘It ripped her open -’

‘Don’t tell me, old sport.” He winced. ‘Anyhow — Daisy stepped on it.
I tried to make her stop, but she couldn’t, so 1 pulled on the emergency
brgke. Then she fell over into my lap and 1 drove on.

‘She’ll be all right tomorrow,” he said presendy. ‘I'm just going to
wait here and see if he tries to bother her about that unpleasantness this
afternoon. She’s locked herself into her room, and if he tries any
brutality she’s going to turn the light out and on again.’

‘He won't touch her,’ 1 said. “He's not thinking about her.’

‘T don't trust him, old sport.’

‘How long arc you going to wait?’

“‘All night, if necessary. Anyhow, tlll they all go to bed.’

A new point of view occurred to me. Suppose Tom found out that
Daisy had been driving. He might think he saw a connection in it — he
might think anything. I looked at the house; there were two or three
bright windows downstairs and the pink glow from Daisy’s room on
the second floar,

“You wait here,’ [ said. Tl see if there’s any sign of a commotion,’

I walked back along the border of the lawn, traversed the gravel
softly, and dptoed up the veranda steps. The drawing-room curtains
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were open, and T saw that the roomn was empty. Crossing the porch
where we had dined that June night three months before, [ came w a
small reerangle of light which I guessed was the panty window. The
blind was drawn, but I found a rift at the sill.

Daisy and T'om were sitting opposite each other at the kitchen table,
with a plate of cold fried chicken between them, and two hottles of ale.
He was wlking intently across the table at her, and in his camesmess
his hand had fallen upon and covered her own. Once in 2 while she
locked up at him and nodded in agreement,

"I'hey weren't happy, and neither of them had touched the chicken or
the ale - and vet they weren't unhappy either. There was an
unmistakable air of natural inthnacy abour the picrure, and anybody
wolld have said that they were conspiring together.

As | dproed from the porch | heard my taxt fecling its way along the
dark drive wowards the house, Gashy was waiting where T had left bim
in the drive.

‘Is it all quiet up there?’ he asked anxiously.

Yes, it's all quiet.” T hesitated. You'd beter come home and ger
some sleep.

e shook his head.

I want to wait here gll Daisy goes to bed. Good-night, old sport.”

ITe put his hands in his coat pockets and turned back eagerly to his
scrutiny of the house, as though my presence marred the sacredness
of the vigil. So T walked away and left him standing there in the
moonlight — warching over nothing,

Chapter 8

T covrnn't steke all night a fog-horn was groaning incessantdy on
the Sound, and T tossed half-sick between grotesque reality and savage,
frightening dreams. Towards dawn 1| heard a taxi go up Gaisby’s drive,
and immediately 1 jumped our of bed and began to dress - T fele that T
had something to tell him, something to warn him abour, and morning
woutld be too late.

Crossing his lawn, T saw that his front door was still open and he was
leaning against 4 table in the hall, heavy with dejection or sleep.

Nothing happened,” he said wanly. *1 waited, and about four o’clock
she came to the window and stood there for a minute and then turned
out the light.”

His house had never seemed so enormous to me as it did that night
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when we hunted through the great rooms for cigarettes. We pushed
asitle curtains that were like pavilions, and felt over innumerable feet of
dark wall for elecrric light switches — once 1 mimbled with a sort of
splash upon the keys of a ghosty piana. "L'here was an inexplicable
amount of dust everywhere, and the rooms were musty, as though they
hadn’t been aired for many days. T found the humidor on an unfamiliar
table, with two stale, dry cigarettes inside. Throwing open the French
windows of the drawing-room, we sat smoking out into the darkness,

FYou ought to go away,’ I said, To's prety cerrain they'll trace your
car.’

‘Gz away aow, old sport?’

*Go to Atdantc Cig™® for a wecek, or up o Montreal.

He wouldn’t consider it. He couldn’t possibly leave Daisy untl he
knew what she was going to do. He was clurching at soine last hope and
I couldn’t bear to shake him free.

It was this night that he wld me the strange story of his vouth widh
Dan Cody - told it to me because ‘Jay GGatshy” had broken up like glass
against T'om’s hard malice, and the long secret extravaganza was played
out. I think that he would have acknowledged anything now, without
reserve, but he wanted to talk about Daisy.

She was the first ‘nice girl’ he had ever known. Tn various unrevealed
capacities he had come in contact with such people, but always with
indisecrnible barbed wire berween. He found her excidngly desirable.
He went to her house, at first wich other officers from Camp Taylor,
then alone. Tt amazed him — he had never been in such a beautiful
house before. But what gave it an air of breathless intensity was that
Daisy lived there ~ it was as casual a thing to her as his tent out at camp
was to him. There was a ripe mystery about it, a hint of bedrooms
upstairs more beandful and cool than other bedrooms, of gay and
raliant activities taking place through its corridors, and of romances
that were not musty and laid away already in lavender but fresh and
breathing and redolent of this year’s shining motor cars and of dances
whase flowers were searcely withered, It excited hin, too, that many
men had already loved Daisy — it increased her value in his eves. He felt
their presence all abour the house, pervading the air with the shades
and echoes of siill vibrant emations.

But he knew that he was in Daisy’s house by a colossal aceident.
However glorious might be his farare as Jay Gatsby, he was at presenta
penniless young man withont a past, and at any moment the invisible
cloak of his uniform might slip from his shoulders. So he made the
most of his time. Tle took what he could get, ravenously and
unscrupulously — eventually he took Daisy one still October night, ook
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her because be had no real right 1o touch her hand.

TTe might have despised himself, for he had certainly taken her under
false pretences. T don't mean that he had traded on his phantom
millions, but he had deliberately given Daisy a sense of security; he let
her believe that ke was a person from much the same sraw as herself -
that he was fully able to take care of her. As a matter of fact, he had no
such facilities — he had no comfortable family standing hehind him, and
he was liable at the whim of an impersonal government to be blown
anywhere about the world,

But he didn’t despise himself and it didn't turn our as he had
imagined. He had intended, probably, to take what he could and go -
but now he found that he had committed himself to the following of a
grail. He knew that Daisy was extraordinary, but he didn't realise just
how extraordinary a ‘nice’ girl could be. She vanished into her rich
house, into her rich, full life, leaving Gatsby — nothing. 1Te felt married
w her, that was all.

When they met again, two days later, it was Gawsshy who was
breathless, who was, somehow, betrayed. Her porch was bright with
the bought luxury of star-shine; the wicker of the settee squeaked
fashionably as she mumed towards him and he kissed her curious and
lovely mouth. She had caught a cold, and it made her voice huskier and
more charming than ever, and Gawsby was overwhelningly aware of
the vouth and mystery that wealth imprisons and preserves, of the
freshness of many clothes, and of Daisy, gleaming like silver, safe and
proud above the hot struggles of the poor.

‘f can’t describe to you how surprised I was w find out I loved her, old

sport. L even hoped for a while thar she’d throw me over, but she didn't,
because she was in love with me too. She thought 1 knew a lot because 1
knew different things from her . . . Well, there 1 was, "way off my
ambitions, getting deeper in love every minute, and all of a sudden [
didn’t care. What was the use of doing great things if [ could have a
better tirne telling her what 1 was golng to dot’

On the last afternoon before he went abroad, he sat with Daisy in his
arms for a long, silent tine. It was a cold fall day, with fire in the rooin
and her checks flushed. Now and then she moved and he changed his
arm a licrle, and once he kissed her dark shining hair. The afternoon had
made themn tranquil for a while, as if to give them a deep memory for the
long parting the next day promised. 'They had never been closer in their
month of love, nor comnunicated more profoundly one with anather,
than when she brushed silent lips against his coar's shoulder or when he
touched the end of her fingers, gently, as though she were asleep.
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He did extraordinarily well in the war. He was a captain before he went
to the {ront, and following the Argonne bateles he got his majority and
the command of the divisional machine-guns. After the Armistice he
tried frantically to get home, but some complication or misunderstand-
ing sent him to Oxford instead. He was worried now - there was a
quality of nervous despair in Daisy’s letters. She didn’t see why he
couldn’t come. She was feeling the pressure of the world outside, and
she wanted to see him and feel his presence beside her and be reassured
that she was doing the right thing after all.

For Daisy was young and her artificial world was redolent of orchids
and pleasant, cheerful snobbery and orchestras which set the rhythm of
the year, sumuming up the sadness and suggestveness of life in new
tunes. All night the saxophones wailed the hopeless comment of the
Begle Streer Blues™ while a hundred pairs of golden and silver slippers
shuffled the shining dust. Ar the grey tea hour there were always rooms
that throbbed incessandy with this low, sweet fever, while fresh faces
drifted here and there like rose petals blown by the sad homs arcund
the floor.

‘Fhrough this twilight universe Daisy began to mave again with the
scason; suddenly she was again keeping half a doven dates a day wath
half a dozen men, and drowsing asleep at dawn with the beads and
chiffon of an evening dress tangled among dying orchids on the floor
beside her hed. And all the timne something within her was crving for a
decision. She wanted her life shaped now, immediately ~ and the
decision nust be made by some force — of love, of money, of
uriquestionable practicality - that was elose at hand.

That force took shape in the middle of spring with the arrival of
"I'om Buchanan, ‘There was a whoelesome hulkiness about his person
and his position, and Daisy was flattered. Doubtless there was a certain
struggle and a certain relief. The letter reached Gatsby while he was
still at Oxlord.

[t was dawn now on Long Island and we went ahout opening the rest of
the windows downstairs, filling the house with grey-turning, gold-
turning light. The shadow of a wee fell abruptly across the dew
and ghostly birds began to sing among the biue leaves. There was a
slow, pleasant movement in the air, scarcely a wind, promising a cool,
tovely ay. _

‘1 don’t think she ever loved him,” Gatsby turned around from a
window and looked at me challengingly. ‘You must remember, old
sport, she was very excited this afternoon. He told her those things in a
way that frightened her — that made it look as if I was some kind of
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cheap sharper. And the result was she hardly knew what she was
saying.’

He sat down gloomily.

‘Of course she might have loved him just for a minute, when they
were first married — and loved me more even then, do you see?’

Suddenly he came out with a curicus remark.

In any case,” he said, ‘it was just personal.’

What could you make of that, except to suspect some intensity in his
conception of the affair that couldn’t be measured?

He came back from France when Tom and Daisy were still on their
wedding wip, and made a miserable but irresistible journey to
Louisvillc on the last of his army pay. He staved there a week, walking
the streets where their footsteps had clicked together through the
November night and revisiting the out-of-the-way places to which
they had driven in her white car. Just as Daisy’s house had always
seemed to him more mysterious and gay than other houses, so his idea
uf the city itself, even though she was gone from it, was pervaded with a
melancholy beauty.

He left, feeling that if he had searched harder, he might have found
her — that he was leaving her behind. The day-coach — he was penniless
now — was hot. He went out to the open vestibule and sat down on a
folding-chair, and the station slid away and the backs of unfamiliar
buildings moved by. "Then out into the spring fields, where a vellow
wrolley raced them for a minute with people in it who might once have
seen the pale nragic of her face along the casual street.

The track curved and now it was going away from the sun, which, as
it sank lower, seemed to spread itself in benedicdon over the vanishing
city where she had drawn her breath. He stretched out his hand
desperately as if to snatch only a wisp of air, to save a fragment of the
spot that she had made lovely for him. But it was all going by too last
now for his blurred eyes and he knew that he had lost that part of it, the
freshest and the best, forever.

It was ninc o'clock when we finished breakfast and went out on the
porch. ‘L'he night had made a sharp difference in the weather and there
was an autumn flavour in the air. The gardener, the last one of
Gatshy’s former servants, came to the foot of the steps.

Tm going to drain the pool today, Mr Gatsby. Leaves'll start falling
pretty soon, and then there’s always trouble with the pipes.’

‘Don’t do it today,” Gatsby answered. He turned to me apologet-
ically. *You know, old sport, ['ve never used thar pool all summer,

1 looked at my watch and stood up. '

‘T'welve minutes to nzy train.’
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I didn’t want to go to the city, I wasn’t worth a decent stroke of work,
but it was more than that — I didn’t want to leave Gatsby. I missed that
train, and then another, before I could get myself away.

“Tl call you up,’ I said finally.

‘Do, old spart.’

‘Pl ¢all you about noon.” -

We walked slowly down the steps.

T suppose Daisy'll call too.” He looked at me anxiously, as if he
hoped I’d corroborate this,

‘[ suppese so.’ ‘

‘Well, goodbye.’

We shook hands and I started away. Juse before T reached the hedge T
remembered something and turned around.

“They’re a rotten crowd,” I shouted across the lawn. ‘You're worth
the whole damn bunch put together.

Pve always been glad I said that. It was the only compliment 1 ever
gave him, hecause I disapproved of him from beginning to end. Firsc he
nodded politely, and then his face broke into that radiant and
understanding smile, as if we'd been In ecstatic cahoots on that fact all
the time. His gorgeous pink rag of a suit made a bright spot of colour
against the white steps, and I thought of the night when I first came to
his ancestral home ! three months before. The lawn and drive had
been crowded with the faces of those who guessed at his eorruption —
and he had stood on those steps, concealing his incorruptible dream, as
he waved them goodbye.

I thanked him for-his hospitality, We were always thanking him for
that — T and the others.

‘Goodbye,’ T called. ‘T enjoyed breakfast, Gatsby.”

Up in the city, T tried for a while to list the quotations on an
interminable amount of stock, then T fetl asleep in my swivel-chair. Just
before noon the phone woke me, and I started up with sweat breaking
out on my forehead. Tt was Jordan Baker; she often called me up at this
hour because the uncertainty of her own movements between hotels
and clubs and private houses made her hard o find in any other way.
Usnally her voice came over the wire as something fresh and cool, as if
a divor from a green golf-links had come sailing in at the office
window, but this morning it seemed harsh and dry.

T've left Daisy’s house,’ she said. ‘I'm at Hempstead, and I'm going
down ta Southantpton™ this afternoon.’

Prolably it had been tactful to leave Daisy’s house, but the act
annoyed me, and her next remark made me rigid.
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“You weren't so nice to me last night.’

‘How could it have mattered then?’

Silence for a moment. Then: ‘However - 1 wanr 1o see you.”

T want to see you, too.”

‘Suppose 1 don’t go to Southampton, and come into town this
afternoon?’

‘No -1 don't think this afternoon.’

Very well”

‘Tt’s impossible this afternoon. Various -’

We talked like that for a while, and then abruptly we weren’t talking
any longer. I den’t know which of us hung up with a sharp click, but I
know I didn’t care. 1 couldn’t have taiked to her across a tea-table that
day if 1 never talked to her again in this world.

I called (zatshy’s house a few minutes later, but the line was husy.
tried four times; finally an exasperated central told me the wire was
heing kept open for long distance from Dewoit. Taking out my time-
wable, T drew a small circle around the three-fifty train. Then T leaned
hack in my chair and tried to think. It was just ncon.

When [ passed the ashheaps on the train that morning T had crossed
deliberatcly to the other side of the car. T supposed there'd e a curious
crowd around there all day with little boys searching for dark spots in
the dust, and some garrulous man tclling over and over what had
happened, unti! it became less and less real even to him and he could
tell it no longer, and Myrde Wilson's tragic achievement was
forgotten. Now 1 want to go back a little and tell whar happened at the
garage after we left there the night before.

They had difficulty in locating the sister, Catherine. She must have
broken her rule against drinking that night, for when she arrived she
was stupid with liquor and unable to understand that the ambulance
had already gone to Flushing. When they convinced her of this, she
immediately fainted, as if that was the intolerable part of the affair.
Someone, kind or curious, took her in his car and drove her in the wake
of her sister’s hody.

Until long after midnight a changing crowd lapped up against the
front of the garage, while George Wilson rocked himself back and
forth on the couch inside. For a while the dour of the office was open,
and everyone who came into the garage glanced irresistibly through it.
Finafly someone said it was a shame, and closed the door. Michaelis
and several other men were with him; first, four or five men, later two
or three men. Still fater Michaelis had to ask the last stranger to wait
there fifteen minutes longer while he went hack to his own place and
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made a pot of coffee. After that, he stayed there alone with Wilson
until dawn,

About three o'clock the quality of Wilson’s incoherent muttering
changed — he grew quieter and began to talk about the vellow car. He
announced that he had a way of finding out whom the yellow car
helonged to, and then he blurted out that a couple of months ago his
wife had come from the dty with her face bruised and her nose
swollen.

But when he heard himself say this, he flinched and began to cry,
‘Oh, my God!” again in his groaning voice. Michaelis made a clumsy
atternpt to distract him.

‘T1ow long have you been married, George? Come on there, try and
sit sdll a minute and answer my question. [low long have you been
married?’

“l'welve years.”

‘Ever had any children? Come on, George, sit stll ~ T asked you a
question. Did you ever have any children?’

The hard brown beetles kept thudding against the dull light, and
whenever Michaelis heard a car go tearing along the road outside it
sounded to him like the car that hadn’t stopped a few hours before. He
didn’t like o gu into the garage, because the work bench was stained
where the body had been lying, so he moved uncemfortsbly around the
officc — he knew every object in it before morning — and from dme to
time sat down beside Wilson, trying o keep him more quiet.

‘I Iave you got a church you go to sometimes, George? Maybe even if
vou haven’t been there for a long timef Maybe I could call up the
church and ger a priest to come over and he couldt talk to you, sce?’

‘Don’t belong to any.’

“You ought to have a church, George, for times like this. You must
have gone to church once. Didn’t you get married in a church? Listen,
George, listen to me. Didn’t vou get martied in a church?’

“That was a long time ago.’

"The cffort of answering broke the rhythm of his rocking — for a
moinent he was silent. Then the same half-knowing, half-bewildered
look came back into his faded eyes.

‘Loolk in the drawer there,” he said, pointing at the desk.

“Which drawer?’

‘That drawer — that one.’

Michaelis opened the drawer nearest his hand, There was nothing in
it but a small, expensive dog-leash, made of leather and braided silver.
It was apparently new.

“This?’ he enquired, holding it up.
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Wilson stared and nodded. “T found it vesterday afternoon. She tried
to tell me about it, but I knew it was something funny.’

“You mean your wife bought i’

‘She had it wrapped in tissue paper on her bureau.”

Michaclis didn’t see anything odd in that, and he gave Wilson a
dozen reasons why his wife might have bought the dog-leash. But
conceivably Wilson had heard some of these same explanations before,
from Myrtle, because he began saying, ‘Oh, my God!" again in a
whisper — his comforter left several explanations in the air.

“Then he killed her,” said Wilson. His maouth dropped open
suddenly.

‘Who did?’

‘T have a way of finding out”’

“You're morbid, George,” said his friend. “This has been a strain to
you and you don’t know what you're saying. You'd hetter uy and sit
quict til moming.’

‘He murdered her.”

‘Tt was an accident, George.’

Wilson shook his head. His cyes narrowed and his mouth widened
shghtly with the ghost of a superior, Hm!

‘I know," he said definitely, ‘I’'m one of these urusting (ellas and |
don’t think any harm to #wbody, but when T get o know a thing Tknow

Jit. Fe was the man in that car. She ran out to speak to him and he
wouldn’t stop.”

Michaclis had seen this too, but it hadn’t occurred to him that there
was any special significance i it. He believed that Mrs Wilson had
heen running away from her husband, rather than aying to stop any
particular car,

‘How could she of been Hke that?”’

‘She’s a deep one,” said Wilsen, as if that answered the queston.
‘Ah-h-h -’

He began to rack again, and Michaelis stood twisting the leash in s
hand.

‘Maybe you got some friend that T could telephuoe for, George?’

This was a forlom hope - he was almost sure that Wilson had no
fricnd: therc was not enough of him for his wife. He was glad a litde
later when he noticed a change in the room, a blue quickening by the
window, and realised that dawn wasn’t far off. About five o'clock it was
bhze enough outside to snap off the light.

Wilson’s glazed eyes turned out to the ashheaps, where small, grey
clouds took on fantastic shapes and scurried here and there in the faint
dawn wind.



o2 THE GREAT GATSBY

‘1 spoke to her, he muttered, after a long silence. ‘1 told her she
might fool me but she couldn’t fool God. I took her to the window' —
with an effort he got up and walked to the rear window and leaned with
his face pressed against it — ‘and 1 said, “God knows what vou've been
doing, everything you've been doing. You may ool me, but vou can’t
fool GGad!™*

Standing behind him, Michaelis saw with a shock that he was looking
at the eyes of Doctor T §. Eckleburg, which had just cmerged, pale and
enarmons, ffom the dissolving night,

‘(zad sces everything,” repeated Wilson.

“That’s an advertsement,” Michaelis assured him. Something made
him twn away from the window and look back into the room. But
Wilson stood there a long time, his face ¢lose to the window pane, -
nodding into the twilight.

By six o’clock Michaelis was worn out, and grateful for the sound of a
car stopping outside. Te was one of the watchers of the night before who
had promised o come back, so he cooked breakfast for three, which he
and the other man ate together, Wilson was quicter now, and
Michachs went home to sleep; when he awoke four hours later and
hurried back to the garage, Wilson was gone.

His movements ~ he was on foot all the tine ~ were afterwards
traced 1o Part Roosevelt and then to GGad’s TIHI, where he bought a
sandwich, that he didn't eat, and a cup of cotfee. TTe must have been
‘tired and walking slowly, for he didn't reach Gad's Hill until noon.
Thus far there was no difficulty in accounting for his ime — there were
boys who had seenn a man ‘acting sort of crazy’, and motorists at whom
he stared oddly from the side of the road. Then for three hours he
disappeared from view. The police, on the strength of what he said o
Michaelis, that he ‘had a way of finding out’, supposed that he spent
that dme going from garage to garage thercabouws, enquring for a
yellow car. On the other hand, no garage man who had seen him ever
came forward, and perhaps he had an casicr, surer way of finding out
what he wanted to know. By half-past two he was in West Egg, where
he asked someone the way w Gatsby’s house. So by that time he knew
(Gatshy's name.

At two o’clock Gawsby put on his bathing-suit and left word with the
butler that if anyone phoned word was to be brought to him at the
pool. TTe stopped at the garage for a pneumatic mattress that had
amused his guests during the surmmer, and the chauffeur helped him
putnp it up. Then he gave instructions that the open car wasn't to be
taken out under any circumstances — and this was strange, because the
tront right fender needed repair.
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Gatsby shouldered the mattress and started for the poul, Onee he
stopped and shifted it 2 liule, and the chauffeur asked him if he needed
help, but he shook his head and in a moment disappeared among the
yellowing trees. .

No telephone message arrived, but the butler went without his sleep
and waited for it until four o’clock — until long after there was anyone
to give it to 1f it came. [ have an idea that Gatsby himself didn’t believe
it would come, and perhaps he no longer cared. Tf that was true he must.
have felt that he had lost the old warm world, paid a high price for
living too tong with a single dream. Ile must have looked up at an
unfamiliar sky through frightening leaves and shivered as he found
what a grotesque thing a rosc is and how raw the sunlight was upon the
scarcely created grass. A new world, material without heing real
where poor ghosts, breathing dreams like air, drifted fortuitously about
- . . like that ashen, fantastic figure gliding towards him throngh the
amorphous trees,

The chauffeur — he was one of Wolfsheim's protégés - heard the
shots — afterwards he could only say that he hadn’t thought anything
much about them. T drove from the station direetly to Gatshy’s house
and my rushing anxiously up the front steps was the first thing that
alarmed anyone. But they knew then, T firmly believe. With scarcely a
word said, four of us, the chauffeur, butler, gardener and 1, hurried
down to the pool.

There was a faine, barely perceptible movement of the water as the
fresh flow from one end urged its way towards the drain ar the other.
With litde ripples that were hardly the shadows of waves, the laden mat-
tress moved wrregularly down the pool. A small gust of wind thar scarcely
corrugated the surface was enough to disturb its accidental course with
its accidental burden. The touch of a cluster of leaves revolved it stow] ¥,
tracing, hke the leg of transit, a thin red circle in the water.

It was after we started with Gawby towards the house thai the
gardener saw Wilson’s body a litle way off in the grass, and (he
helocaust was complete.

Chapter 9

AFTER TWo YEARS Iremember the rest of that day, and that night and
the next day, only as an endless drill of police and photographers and
newspaper men in and out of Gatsby's front door, A rope stretched
across the main gate and a policeman by it kept out the curdous, but
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little boys soon discovered that they could enter through my yard, and
there were always a few of them clustered open-mouthed about the
poal. Someone with a positive manner, perhaps a detective, used the
expression ‘madman’ as he bent over Wilson's body thar afternoon,
and the adventitious authority of his voice set the key for the
NCWSPAaper reports NExt morning. '

Most of thase reports were a nightmare — grotesque, circumstangal,
eager and unoue. When Michaelis’s testimony at the inquest brought to
light Wilson's suspicions of his wite I thought the whole tale would shordy
be served up in racy pasgmnade - but Catherine, who might have said
anything, didn’t say a word. She showed a surprising amount of charac-
ter abowt it oo — looked at the coroner with determined eves under that
corrected brow of hers, and swore that her sister had never seen Gatsby,
that her sister was completely happy with her husband, dhat her sister
had been into no mischief whatever, She convinced herself of it, and cried
into her handkerchief, as if the very suggestion was more thau she could
endure. 50 Wilson was reduced to 2 man ‘deranged by grief” in order
that che case might rermain in its simplest form. And it rested there.

But all this part of it seemed remote and unessential. 1 found myselt
on Gawshy’s side, and alone. From the moment 1 telephoned news of
the catastrophe to West Lgg village, every surmise about him, and
every practical question, was reterred to me. At first fwas surprised and
confused; then, as he lay in his house and didn’t move or breathe or
spealk, hour upan hour, it grew upon me that T was responsible, because
no onc else wag interested — interested, T mean, with that intense
personal interest to which everyone has some vague right at the end.

I called up Daisy half an hour after we found im, called her
instnenvely and withour hesitation. But she and Tom had gone away
early that afrernoon, and taken baggage with them.

‘Left no address®

~No.

‘Say when they'd be back?’

‘\'0 »

‘Any idea wheve they arc’ How T could reach thems’

T don’t know. Can’t say.’

T wanred to get. somebady for him. T wanted to go into the room
where he lay and reassure him: ‘T'll get somebody for you, Garwhy.
Don’t worry, Just trust me and 'l get somehady for you -’

Meyer Wolfshetn's name wasn't in the phone boek. The butler gave
me his once address on Broadway, and I called Information, but by the
time 1 had the number it was long after five, and no one answered the
phone.
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‘Wit you ring again?’

‘T've rung them three times.”

It’s very important.’

‘Sorry. I'm afraid no one’s there.’

I went back to the drawing-room and thought for an instanc that
they were chance visitors, afl these official pcople who suddenly filled
it. But, though they. drew back the sheet and locked at Gatsby with
shocked eyes, his protest continued in my brain: ‘Look here, old sport,
you've got to get somebody for me. You've got to try hard. I can’t go
through this alone.’

Someone started to ask me questons, but T broke away and going
upstairs looked hastily through the unlocked parts of his desk — he’d
never told me definitely that his parents were dead. But there was
nothing — only the picture of Dan Cody, a token of forgotten violence,
staring down from the wall.

Next morning T sent the butler to New York with a letter to
Wolfsheim, which asked for information and urged him to come out
on the next train. That request seemed superfluous when 1 wrote it |
was sure he’d start when he saw the newspapers, just as 1 was sure
there'd be a wire from Daisy before noon — but neither a wire nor Mr
Woltsheim arrived; no one arrived except more palice and photo-
graphers and newspaper men. When the butler brought back
Wolfsheim's answer I began to have a feeling of defiance, of scornful
solidarity between Gatsby and me against them all

Drar Mr Carraway,

This has been one of the most terrible shocks of my life to me I
hardly can believe it that it is true at all. Such a mad act as that man
did should make us all think. I cannot come down now as 1 am ticd
up in some very important business and cannot get mixed up in this
thing now. If there is anything I can do a tirde later let me know ina
letter by Edgar. I hardly know where I am when I hear about a
thing like this and am completely knacked down and out.

Yours truly

Mever WoLrsarriu

and then hasty addenda beneath:
Let me know about the funeral etc. do not know his family at all.

When the phone rang that afternocon and Long Distance said
Chicago was calling T thought this would be Daisy at last. But the
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connection came through as a man’s voice, very thin and far away.

“This 1s Slagle speaking .. .°

¥es?' The name was unfamiliar,

‘Hell of 2 note, isn’t it? Get my wire?’

“There haven't been any wires.”

‘Young Parke’s in trouble,” he said rapidly. “They picked him up
when he handed the bonds over the counter. They got a circular from
New York giving ‘e the numbers just {ive minutes before. What
d'you know about that, hey? You never can tell in these hick towns —°

‘Hello! Tinterrupted breathlessly. ‘Look here — this isn’t Mr Gatsby.
Mr Gaoby’s dead.™

‘Lhere was a long sitence on the other end of the wire, followed by an
exclamation . . . then a quick squawk as the connection was broken.

I think it was on the third day that a telegram signed Henry C. Gatz
arrived from a town in Minnesota. Tt said only that the sender was
leaving immedtately and to postpone the funeral undl he came.

It was Guatsby's father, a solemn old nian, very helpless and dismayed,
bundled up in a long cheap ulster against the warm September day. His
eves leaked continuously with exciternent, and when I took the bag and
umbrella from his hands he began to pull so incessantly at his sparse
grey heard thar I had difficulty in getting off his coat. He was on the
point of collapse, so I took him into the music-room and made him sit
down while I sent for something to eat. But he wouldn’t eat, and the
glass of milk spilled from his wembling hand.

T saw it in the Chicago newspaper,” he said. ‘It was all in the Chicago
newspaper. I starred right away.”

‘T didn’t know how to reach you.”

His eyes, seeing nothing, meoved ceaselessly about the room.

Tt was a madman,’ he said. ‘He must have been mad.’

“‘Wouldn't you like some coffee?’ [ urged him.

T don’t want anything. I'm all right now, Mr -’

‘Carraway.’

‘Well, Pm all right now. Where have they got Janmy?’

I took him into the drawing-room, where his son lay, and left him
there. Some little boys had come up on the steps and were looking
inte the hall; when 1 told them who had arrived, they went reluctantly
away.

After a little whife Mr Gatz opened the door and came out, his
maouth ajar, his face flushed slightly, his eyes leaking isolated and
unpunctual tears. He had reached an age where death no longer has the
quality of ghastly surprise, and when he looked around him now for the
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first time and saw the height and splendour of the hall and the great
rooms opening out from it into other rooms, his grief began to be
mixed with an awed pride. Thelped him to a bedroom upstairs; while he
rock off his coat and vest T told him that all arrangements had been
deferred until he came. '

‘T didn’t know what you'd want, Mr Gatshy -’

‘(Fatz.is my name.’

- Mr Gatz. I thought you might want to take the body West.’

He shook his head.

Titnmy always liked it better down East. He rose up to his position in
the Bast. Were you a friend of my boy's, Mr — ¥

‘We were close friends.’

‘He had a big future before him, you know. He was only a young
man, but he had a lot of brain power here.’

He touched his head impressively, and | nodded.

‘T he’d of lived, he’d of been a great man. A man like James J. Hili.5
He'd of helped build up the country.”’

“That’s true,’ [ said, uncomfortably.

He fumbled at the embroidered caverlet, trying to take it from the
bed, and lay down stiffly — and was instantly asleep.

That night an obvivusly frightened person called up, and demanded
to know whao 1was before he would give his name.

“This is Mr Carraway,’ T said.

‘OhY He sounded relieved. “This is Klipspringer.’

I was rchieved too, for thar seemed to promise another fiiend at
Gatsby’s grave. 1 didn't want it to be in the papers and draw a
sighwseeing crowd, so I'd been calling up a fow people myself, They
were hard to find.

“The funeral’s tomorrow,’ T said. “Three o’clock, here at the house. 1
wish you'd tell anybody who'd be interested.’

‘Oh, T will, he broke out hastily. *Of course I'n not likely to sce
anybody, butif T do.’

His tone made ine suspicicus.

‘OF course you'll be there yourself.’

‘Well, Tl certainly try. What I called up aboutis -’

‘Wait a minute,’ [ interrupted. ‘ITow about saying yvou'll come?’

‘Well, the fact is — the truth of the matter is that I'm staying with
some people up here in Greenwich,> and they rather expect me to be
with them tomorrow. In fact, there’s a sort of picnic or somcthing. Of
course I'll do my very best to get away.”

I ¢jaculated an unrestrained ‘Huh’ and he must have heard me, for he
went on nervously:
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‘What 1 called up about was a pair of shoes 1 left there. 1 wonder if
it'd be too much trouble to have the butler send them an. You see,
they’re tennis shoes, and P sort of helpless without them. My address
iscare of B.T". -’

T didn’t hear the rest of the name, because T hung up the receiver.

Afrer that I fele a certain shame for Gatsby — one gendeman to whom
I telephoned implied that he had got what he deserved. ITowever, that
was my fault, for he was one of those who used o sneer most hitterly at
Gratshy on the courage of Gatsby’s liquor, and I should have known
better than to call him,

The morning of the funeral 1 went up to New York to see Meyer
Waollsheim; 1 couldn’t seem to reach him any other way. The door that
I pushed open, on the advice of an elevator boy, was marked “The
Swastika ITolding Company,’™ and at first there didn’t seem to be
anyenc inside. But when Td shouted ‘helio’ several dmes in vain, an
argument broke out behind a partition, and presenty a lovely Jewess
appeared at an interior door and scrutinised me with black hostile eyes,

“Nobuody’s in,’ she said. *Mr Wolfsheim’s gone to Chicago.’

The first part of this was ohviously untrue, for someone had begun
to whistle “The Rosary’, tunelessty, inside.

“Please say that Mr Carraway wants to see him.’

T car’t get him back from Chicago, can 1

At this moment a voice, unmistakably Wolfsheim’s, called ‘Stella!’
from the other side of the door.

‘Leave vour name on the desk,” she said quickly. ‘T'll give it to him
when he gets back.’

‘But I know he’s there.’

She took a step towards me and began to slide her hands indignancdy
up and down her hips.

“You young men think you can force your way in here any time,” she
scolded. “We're getting sickantdred of it. When T say he’s in Chicago,
he's in Chicego.”

1 mentoned Gatsby.

‘Oh-h? She looked at me over again. “Will you just ~ What was your
namer’

She vanished. Tn a moment Meyer Wolfsheim stood solemnly in the
docrway, holding out both hands, ITe drew me into his office,
remarking in a reverent voice that it was a sad time for all of us, and
offered me a cigar.

‘My memory goes back to when first 1 met him,” he said. ‘A young
major just out ol the army and covered over with medals he got in the
war, He was so hard up he had 16 keep on wearing his uniform becanse
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he couldn’t buy some regular clothes, First time T saw him was when he
come inte Winebrenner’s poolroon at Forty-third Street and asked for
a job. He hadn’t eat anything for 2 couple of days. “Come on have
some lunch with me,” T said. Tle ate more than four doliars’ worth of
food in half an hour.

‘Did you start him in business?’ T enguired.

*Start him! I made lum.

‘Oh’

‘I raised him up out of nothing, right vut of the gutter. T saw right
away he was a fine-appearing, gentlemanly young man, and when he
told me he was an Oggsford 1 knew 1 could use biro good. T got him w
join up in the American Legion®® and he used to stand high there.
Right off he did some work for 2 client of mine up to Alhany. We were
so thick like that in everything’ — he held up two bulbous fingers —
‘always together.’

1 wondered if this parmership had included the World’s Scries
transaction In 191g.

*Now he's dead,’ 1 said after a moment. *You were his closest friend,
50 1 know vou’ll want to come to his funeral this afternoon.’

Td like to come,”

‘Well, come then.

The hair in his nostrils quivered slightly, and as he shook his head his
eyes filled with tears.

‘1 can’t do it~ 1 can’t et mixed vp in it,” he said,

“I'bere’s nothing to get mixed up in, It's all over now.’

“‘When a man gets killed 1 never like to get mixed up in it in any way.
I kecp out. When [ was a young man it was different — if a friend of
mine died, no matter how, | stuck with them to the end. You may think
that's sentimental, but T mean it — to the bitter end.’

T saw that for some reason of his own he was determined not to
come, 50 T stood up.

‘Are vou 2 college man?” he enquired suddenly.

For a mament I thought he was going to suggest a ‘gonnegtion’, but
he only nodded and shook my hand.

‘Let us learn to show our friendship for a man when he is alive and
not after he is dead,” he suggested. ‘After that, my own rule is to let
everything alone.” '

When [ left his office the sky had trned dark and T got back to West
Eggin a drizzle. After changing my elothes I went next door and found
Mr Gate walking up and down excitedly in the hall. TTis pride in his son
and in hig son’s possessions was continually increasing and now he had
something to show me,
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Tirmny sent me this picture.” He took ouc his wallet with trembling
fingers. ‘Look there.’

It was a photograph of the house, cracked in the corners and dirty
with many hands. He puinted out every decail to me eagerly. ‘Look
there!” and then sought admiration from my cyes. He had shown it so
often that T think it was more rcal ro hint now than the house itself.

Jimuny sent it to me. I think it’s 2 very pretty picture, It shows up well.’

Very well. Had you seen him lately?’

Tle came out to see me two years ago and bought me the house 1 live
in now, Of course we was broke up when he run off fromn home, but I see
now there was a reason for it. He knew he had 2 big future in front of
him. And ever since he made a success he was very generous with me.’

He seemed relucmnt to put away the picture, held it for another
minwite, lingerivgly, before my eves. Then he returned the wallet and
pulled from his pocket a ragged old copy book calied opalong Cassidy,™

‘Look here, this is a book he had when he was 2 boy. Tt just shows you.”

ITe opened it at the back caver and turned it around for me to see.
On the last fly-leaf was printed the word ScurpuLe,® and the date
Septernber rz, vgos. And underneath:

Rise from bed 6.00 AM,
Diummhbell excraise and wall-scaling 6.75-6.30 "
Study clectrioy, ete, 74581y "
Waork 8.30-4.30 P.M.
Raschall and sports 4.30-500
Practise clocution, poise and how to attam it 5.00 - 600 "
Study needed inventions 7.00 - 900 "

GENERAT. RESOQOLVES

No wasting time at Shafters or [s name, indecipherable]
No inore smoking or chewing

Bath every other day

Read onc improving book or magavine per week

Save $5.00 [crossed out] $3.00 per week

Be better to parents

‘T come across this book by accident,” said the old man. ‘Tt just shows
you, do’tic?

TJinmy was bound to get ahead. He always had some resolves like
this or something. Do you notice what he’s got about improving his
mind? He was always great for that. He told me T et like a hog once,
andd T beat him for it
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He was reluctant o close the book, reading each item aloud and then
looking eagerly at me. I think he rather expected me to copy down the
Hst for my own use.

A litde before three the Lutheran minister arrived from Flushing,
and I began to look involuntarily out the windows {or other cars. So did
Gatsby’s father. And as the time passed and the servants came in and
stood waiting in the hall, his eyes began to blink anxiously, and he
spoke of the rain in a worried, uncertain way. The minister glanced
several imes at his watch, so I took him astde and asked him to wait (or
half an hour, But it wasn’t any use, Nobody came.

Abaout five o'clock our procession of three cars reached the cemerery
and stopped in a thick drivvle beside the gate — first a motor hearse,
horribly black and wet, then Mr Garz and the minister and I in the
limeusine, and a little later four or five servants and the postman from
Waest Epg, in (zatshy’s station-wagon, all wet to the skin. As we started
through the gate into the cemetery T heard a car stop and then the
sound of someone splashing after us over the sogey ground. T looked
arcand. Te was the man with owl-eved glasses whom T had found
marvetling over Gatshy’s books in the library one night three months
before.

I’d never seen him since then. T don’t know how he knew about the
funeral, or even his name. The rain poured down his thick plasses, sl
he ok them of and wiped them to see the protecting canvas unrolled
from Catshy's grave.

T tried to think about Gawsby then for a nioment, but be was already
too far away, and I could only remember, withowt resentment, that
Duisy hadn’t sent a message or a fower. Dimly 1 heard someonc
murmur, ‘Blessed are the dead that the rain falls on,’ and then the owl-
cyed man said, ‘Amen to that,” in a brave voice.

We siraggled down quickly through the rain to the cars. Owlecyes
spoke to me by the gate.

Teouldn’t get to the house,” he remarked.

‘Neither could anybody else.”

‘Go on!” He started. “Why, myv God! they uscd to go there by the
hundreds. _

TTe took off his glasses and wiped them again, outside and in.

“The poor son-of-a-bitch,” he said.

One of my most vivid memaories is of coming back West (rom prep
school and later from college at Christmastime, Those who went
farther than Chicago would gather in the old dim Union Station ar six
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n'clock of a December evening, with a few Chicago friends, already
caught up into thejr own holiday gaieties, to bid them a hasty goodbye.
1 remember the fur coats of the girls returning from Miss This-or-
That's and the chatter of frozen breath and the hands waving overhead
as we caught sight of old acquaintances, and the matchings of
invitations: ‘Are you guing to the Ordwayst the Herseys'? the
Schultzest” and the long green tickets clasped tight in cur gloved
hands. And last the nurky yellow cars of the Chicago, Milwankee & St
Panl Railroad®! lovking cheerful as Christmas itself on the tracks
beside the gate.

When we pulled out into the winter night and the real snow, our
snow, began to stretch out beside us and twinkle against the windows,
and the dim lights of small Wisconsin stations moved by, a sharp wild
brace came suddenly into the air. We drew in deep breaths of it as we
walked hack from dinner through the cold vestbules, unutterably
aware of our identity with this country for one strange hour, before we
melted indistinguishably into it again.

That’s my Middle West -- not the wheat or the prairies or the lost
Swede towns, but the thrilling returning trains of my youth, and the
street Imnps and sleigh bells in the frosty dark and the shadows of holly
wreaths thrown by lighted windews on the snow. I am part of that, a
litlle solernn with the feel of those long winters, a litde complacent
from growing up in the Carraway house in a city where dwellings are
stll called through decades by a family’s name. T see now that this has
been a story of the West, after all - Tom and Gatsby, Daisy and Jordan
and T were all Westerners, and perhaps we possessed some deficiency
in common which made us subtly unadaptable o Fastern life.

Tven: when the East excited me most, even when 1 was most keenly
aware of its superiority to the bored, sprawling, swollen towns beyond
the Ohio, with their interminable inquisiions which spared only the
children and the very old — even then it had always for me a quality of
distortion. West Egg, especially, sdll figures n my more fantastic
dreams. I see it as a night scene by El Greco:™ a hundred houses, at
once conventional and grotesque, crouching under a sullen, overhang-
ing sky and a lustreless moon, Tn the foreground four solemn men in
dress suits are walking long the sidewalk with a stretcher on which lies a
drunken woman in a white evening dress. Her hand, which dangles
over the side, sparkles cold with jewels. Gravely the men turn in ata
house — the wrong heuse. But no oue knows the woman’s name, and no
one cares.

After Gatshy’s death the Fast was haunted for me like that, distorted
beyond my eyes’ power of correcdon. So when the biue smoke of



TIIE GREAT GATSBY Iry

brittle leaves was in the air and the wind blew the wet laundry stiff on
the line T decided to come back home.

"There was one thing to be done before Tleft, an awlkward, unpleasant
thing that perhaps had better have been let alone, But I wanted to leave
things in order and not just trust that obliging and inditferent sea o
sweep iy refuse away. 1 saw Jordan Baker and talked over and arcund
what had happened to us together, and what had happened afterward
to me, and she lay perfectly stll, listening, in a big chair.

She was dressed to play golf, and I remember thinking she looked
like & good illustration, her chin raised a little jauntily, her hair the
colour of an autumn leaf, her face the same brown tnt as the fingerless
glove on her knee. When [ had finished she told me without comment
that she was cngaged to another man. T doubted that, though there
were several she could have married at a nod of her head, buc I
pretended to be surprised. For just 2 minute 1 wondered if I wasn't
making a mistake, then T thought it all over again quickly and got up to
say goodbye.

“Nevertheless you did throw me over,’ said Jordan suddenly. ‘You
threw me over on the telephone. I don'’t give a damn about you now,
but it was a new expenence for me, and I fel s little dizay for a while.

We shook hands.

‘Oh, and do you remember’ — she added — ‘3 conversation we had
once about driving a car?’

‘Why — not exactly.’

“You said a bad driver was oniy safe untl she met another bad driver?
Well, T mer another bad driver, didn’t T? T mean it was careless of me to
make soch a wrong guess. T thought vou were rather an honest,
straightforward person. T thought it was your sccret pride.’

‘I'm thirty,” T said. Tm five years too old to lie to myself and call it
honour.

She didn't answer. Angry, and half in love vuth her, and tremen-
dously sorry, I turned away.

One afternoon late in October 1 saw Tom Buchanan, He was
walking ahead of me along Fifth Avenue in his alert, aggressive way, his
hands out a litde from his body as if to fight off interference, his head
moving sharply here and there, adapting itself to his restless eyes. Just
as | slowed up to avoid overtaking him he stopped and began frowning
int the windows of a jewcllery store. Suddenly he saw me and walked
back, holding our his hand.

‘What's the matter, Nick? Do you object to shaking hands with me?'

‘Yes. You know what I think of you.’

You're erazy, Nick,"” he said quickly. “Crazy as hell. T don't know
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what's the matter with you.’

“Tom,’ I enquired, ‘what did you say to Wilson that afternoon?’

13e¢ stared at me without 2 word, and T knew I had guessed right
about those missing hours. T started to turn away, but he took a step
after me and grabbed my arm.

I told him the wuth,” he said. ‘He came to the door while we were
getting ready to leave, and when [ sent down word that we weren’t in
he tried i force his way upstairs. He was crazy enough to kill me if I
hadn’t told him who owned the car. ITis hand was on a revolver in his
pucket every minute he was in the house — ' Tle broke off defiandy.
*What if [ did tell him? 'I'hat fellow had it coming to him. He threw
dust. into your eyes just like he did in Daisy’s, but he was a tough one.
Ie ran over Myrtle like you'd run over a dog and never even stopped
his car.’

There was nothing T could say, except the onc unutterable fact that it
wasn't true,

‘And if you think T didn’t have my share of suffering ~ look here,
when [ went to give up that flat and saw that damn box of dog biscuwits
sitting therc on the sideboard, Tsat down and cried like a baby. By God,
it was awful -’

1 couldn't forgive him or Like hin, but T saw that what he had denc
was, to him, entirely justified. [t was all very careless and confused.
They were careless people, Tom and Daisy — they smashed up things
and creatures and then retreated hack into their money or their vast
carclessacss, or whatever it was that kept them together, and let other
people clean up the mess they had made . ..

T shook hands with himy; it scemed silly not to for I felt suddenly as
though T were tatking 10 a child. Then he went into the jewellery store
to buy a pearl necklace — or perhaps only a pair of cuff buttons — rid of
my provingial syueamishness forever.

(Gatshy's house was still empty when I left — the grass on his tawn had
grown as long as mine, One of the taxi drivers in the village never took
a fare past the entrance gate without stopping for a minute and
pointing inside; perhaps it was he who drove Daisy and Gatsby over to
Tast Egg the night of the accident, and perhaps he had made a story
ahout it all his own. T didn’t want te hear it and T avoided him when [
got off the train.

T spent my Saturday nights in New York, because those gleaming,
dazuling parties of his were with me so vividly that I could still hear the
music and the laughter, faint and incessant, from his garden, and the
cars going up and down his drive. One night T did hear a material car
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there, and saw its lights stop at his front steps. But T didn't investigate.
Probably it was some final gucst who had been away at the ends of the
carth and didn’t know that the party was over.

On the last night, with my tunk packed and my car sold to the
grocer, 1 went over and looked at that huge incoherent failure of 2
house once 1nore. On the white steps an obscene word, scrawled by
some boy with a piece of brick, stood out clearly in the moonlight, and
I erased it, drawing my shoe raspingly along the stone. Then T
wandered down to the beach and sprawled out on the sand.

Most of the big shore places were closed now and there were hardly
any lights except the shadowy, moving glow of a ferrvboat across the
Sound. And as the moon rose higher the inessential houses began to
melt away untl gradually T became aware of the old island here that
flowered once for Dutch sailors’ eyes — a fresh, green breast of the new
world. Jts vanished oees, the trees that had made way for Gatshy's
house, had once pandered in whispers to the last and greatest of all
human dreams; for a transitory cnchanted moment man must have
held his breath in the presence of this continent, compelled into an
aesthetic conterplation he neither understood nor desired, face to face
for the last time in history with something commensurate to his
capacity for wonder.

And a5 T sat there brooding on the old, unknown world, I thought of
Gasshy’s wonder when he first picked out the green light at the end of
Daisy’s dock. He had come a long way to tlus biue lawn, and his dream
must have secemed so dose that he could hardly fail to grasp it. Tle did
not know that it was already behind hiin, somewhere back in that vast
obscurity beyond the city, where the dark {ields of the republic rolled
on under the night. _

Gracsby believed in the green light, the orgastic future that year by
vear recedes before us. Tt eluded us then, but that’s no matter —
tomorrow we will run faster, stretch out our arms farther . . . And one
finc morning —

So we beat on, boats against the carrent, borne back ceaselessly into
the past. '






NOTES

1 (p. 3) those intricate machines Milne’s horizontal pendulum seis-
mograph was invented in the 1880s

2 (p. 4) Dukes of Bucclench "The most famous Duke of Buccleuch was
James Seott Monmouth (1649-85), leader of a failed rebellion against
James II (16835). Protestant Monmouth wanted to overthrow the
Cathalic James; he was the iflegitimate son of King Charles I and
Lucy Walter.

3 (p. 4) New Haver  Nick studied at the Ivy League university, Yale,
in New Haven, Connecticut

4 (p. sy 1 bonghi a dozer voltenes vr bunking and credit and investanent
securities Nick works in finance, a new area of the economy.

5 (p. §) Midas and Morgan and Maccenas Midas was the mythic king
renowned lor curning all to gold. J. P Morgan (1837-1613) was an
Armerican financier, and an important philanthropist. Maecenas {e.70-
$i¢) was 1 Roman politician and pawon.

6 (p. 5) the gy i the Columibus story  Chostopher Columbus chal-
lenged those who questioned his achievement (the discovery of the
“New World'’} by asking them to stand an egg on its end. Columnbus
flattened the end of the egg to help it stand up.

7 (p. 5) two huge places thut rented  And yet Garshy later seems w own
the house, and Nick himself refers {p. 98) o the ‘ancestral home” of his
friend.

8 (p. 6} Lake Forest  npper-class suburh of Chicago

9 (p. 10) The Rise of the Coloured Empiver  mistided and nuisattmibuted,
Lothrop Stoddard’s The Rising Tide of Color (1920} discussed ‘Nordivism’
and argued that Northemm European whites in America were being
oumunbered by other races; including ‘Mediterraneans’. See Walter
Benn Michaels, Our Ameriea: Nativiss, Modeyvnism, and Pluralism
{Duke University Press, Durham and London 1995), pp. 23-8.
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10 {p. 14) The Saturday Fuvening Post mass circulation American
magazine in which Fitegerald himself had published stories.

11 {p. 14) Westchester county of wealthy suburbs and rural areas
outside New York City

12 {p. 14) Fordan Buker two makes of car were the Jordan sports car
and the Baker

13 (p. 14) rorogravure pictres  system of high-speed printing, often
uscd for illustrated magazines {2s here} and advertising images

14 {p. 14) Ashewille and Hor Springs and Pabn Beack  resorts in the
states of North Carolina, Arkansas, Florida

15 (. 16) the eyes of Doctor T. . Eckleburg  When Daisy confesses her
fondness for Gatsby, she will seemingly remember dus image, and
compares Gatsby to Eckleburg’s picture (p. 76).

16 {p. 19) Jobn D. Ruckefeller Rockefeller (1839-1937) created the
Standard Oil Company. He helped to prompt, through his monopol-
isation of husiness interests, the establishment of Ant-"Frust legislagon,

17 (p. 20) Simen Called Peter In 2 letter of late April 1923 o The
Literary Digest (Letters of F. Seotr Fitzgerald, p. 4763, Fitzgerald attacked
this 1621 novel by Robert Keable. 1le described the novel as ‘immoral’,
by which he perhaps signified a kind of cheap sensationalism.

18 {p. 24) The bottle of whiskey Prohibiton of alcohol was brought in
by the Lighteenth Amendment to the Constitution (16 January 1920)
and the Volstead Act (191¢) and repealed in 1933.

19 {p. 26) Tribune New York newspaper which later became the
Herald ribune

20 (p. 27) Gilda Gray’s. .. Follies  Gilda Gray (1899-1959) was a silent
film and stage dancer, and the star of 2 major Broadway show, the
Ziegteld Follies. (Gray was a key jazz-age figure, ac the heighe of her fame:
in 1922, and renowned also for creating a visgué ragtime dance, the
‘shirmmy’.

21 (p. 30} @ regular Belasco David Belasco (18531931} was a Broad-
way theatre producer renowned {or the realism of his sets.

22 (p. 31) bydroplane  Tlydroplane could ac this time refer to a motor-
boat or a seaplane, but the reference here is to the latter. On p. 15,
Gatshy talks of * “going up in the hydroplane™ *.

23 (p. 33) Carnegic Hall  important concert-hall in Manhattan, named
after and at first owned by Andrew Carnegie (1835-1919), a major
Scots-American businessman and philanthropist



THE GREAT GAYTSBY Lig

14 {p. 33) Viadimir Tosioff's Fazz History of the World spoof title,
embodying the rather tiresome schoalboyish humour that Firzgerald
shared with Ernest ITemingway

25 {p. 38) the dark lones of the Forties  east-west streets in the centre of
Manhattan

26 (p. 39) Vor Hindenburg Paul von Hindenburg {1847-1934) was a
(GGerman field marshal in World War I and sccond president of
Weimar GGermany (1925-34). His strategy led to the submarine
warfare which drew the United States into the conflict.

27 (p. 42) Sun Franciso  Gawby daims to come from the ‘Middle
West', but cites his origin in this West Coast city. Either this is a
simple mistake or deceptiveness; it certainly gives Nick pause,

28 (p. 43) Order? df Danily "Ihere was indeed a Montenegrin medal
called the ‘Order of Danile’, but the nodon of an award for gallantry
[rom such a tiny, Ruritania-type state scems comic and unbelievable. In
1925 Montenegro no longer existed, adding to the unreliable sense of
this claim,

29 (p. 43) T¥inity Quad Urinity College is a college of Oxford
University, 'These colleges tend to be consoucted around enclosed
quadrangles or ‘quads’.

30 (p. 45) Rosy Rosenthal TTerman Rosenthal was murdered in the
Metropole Hotel, Manhattan, in 1g12.

30 {p. 47) the Worlds Series In 1919 gamblers bribed the Chicago
White Sox baseball team to ‘throw’ (that is, deliberately losc) a scrics of
games against the Cincinnati Reds. An iconic example of the
corruption of American life.

32 (p. 50) Ventura voad 'lhe Californian city of Santa Barbara is
linked to Los Angeles by the coastal Ventura road.

33 (p. 50} Cannes . .. Deauville  two fashionable French resorts on the
Mediterranean and the Normandy coasts respectively

34 (p. 50) P the Sheikh of Araby 2 popular song of 1921: music by
Ted Snyder, lyrics by Harry Smith and Francis Wheeler

35 (p. 53) You've selling bonds A bond is a loan contract, with a legal
obligation to return the borrowed capital with interest.

36 (. 53) Coney Idand  a seaside amusement town in Brooklyn, New
York City. Originally named hy the Dutch as Konijn Eiland (‘rabhir
island’), in time it became Coney Island.
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37 (P 54) The Fowrnal New York City newspaper, owned by the
notoricus magnate William Randolph Hearst (1863~1951)
38 (p. 54) Clay’s ‘Eeomopics’ Henry Clay's Economrics: An Introduction
for the General Reader (1916 publication in London; 1918, New York).
Clay {1883-1954) was an English economist who had an American
audience as a special correspondent on industrialism for the New York
Foening Post. He was a fellow of New College, Oxford, during 1919-21.
36 {p. 55) Custle Rackvent Cuastle Rackrent (1800) was a novel by the
Anglo-Irish novelist Maria Edgeworth (1767-1840). Told in the first-
persom, it is the tale of an Trish family’s decline, of corruption and
wastefulness.
40 {p. 57) Kant at bis church steeple  Folle-history suggests that Tmmanuel
Kant {1724-1804), GGerman philosopher, gazed at a church steeple when
thinking.
41 (p. 58) the Merton College Library Merton has one of the oldest
libraries of Oxford University; Gatsby ronically recreates an ancient
building in his ultra-new house.
4z (. 50) Adam study  style derived from the Scotdsh designers and
architects Robert Adam (1728-92) and James Adam (1730-94)
43 (p. 61} The Love Nest a popular song from 1g20. Like "I S, Eliot
in The Waste Land (1922), Fitzgerald realised that popular songs could
be used a3 ironic counterpoint in a poem or novel.
44 (p. 64) Mudame de Maintenon  The marquise de Maintenon (1635-
1714) was the second wife of Touis XIV, Y #of sofesl, and often scen as
the pewcer behind the thiene. Cody becomes, through this allusion, a
kind of American *Sun King’, and Gatsby becomes the adopted son of a
New World monarch.

45 (p. 1) bis career as Trimalchio was ever Trimalchio was central to
Petronius’s lampoon of hedomism, Satyricon (c.54-68 ap). Trimalchio
himself is a parvenu, a freedman (former slave) who now holds
sumptuous and decadent banquets. The reference continues a chain of
allusions to the classical world {cf. p. 5, ‘Maecenas’, a Roman states—
man). Fitzgerald considered the titles Trimalchio and Trimmichio in West
Egg as he worked on the text in 1924.

46 (p. 76) High in a white palace the king’s daughter, the golden girl . . |
Following on from the references to popular songs earlier in the navel,

Nick’s narration hegins to adopt the thythms, cadences and images of
the love ballad.



THE GREAT GATSBY Iz1

47 {p. 84) Kapiolani . .. Punch Bew!  Kapiolani and Punch Bowl are on
the Hawaiian island of Oahu, places highlightng the novel’s exotic,
cxtravagantly wealthy milieu.

4% (p. 86} the bubbled slander of bix gavden  The original ‘slander’ in the
garden came when the serpent whispered his words in Adam’s ear.
This reference is one of 4 number of Edenic references in the novel,
and Nick shifts between paradise lost (as here) and paradise regatoed.
49 (p. o4} Atlantic City  a popaular resort in New Jersey

50 {p. 96 Beale Street Blues  a-well-kmown song from 1517, Beale Street
is in Memphis, T'ennessee; it was becoming notorious as a red-light area,
51 (p. 98) bir ancestral bome Gatsby has no ancestral home; the house
is either a recent acquisition or rented.

52 {p. o8) Hempstead . . . Southampron two Long Tsland towns, east of
New York City, Each 1s a historic cominumity, founded in colonial
tmes.

53 (p. 1033 A new world, matevial without being veal reference to a
quasi-philosophical language about appearance, materialism and the
‘real’ (cf. Kant, p. 56)

54 (p. 106) Mr Gatsby's dead A probable echo from one of the key
lines in Joseph Conrad’s 1902 novella Hearr of Darkness - < “Mistah
Kurtz — he dead.”™ Fitzgerald was heavily indebted to Conrad’s text,
written as a narrative told by ‘Marlow’ about the enigmatic Kurtz,

55 (p. 107) James 7 Hill  Hill was a railway tycoon (1838-1916) who
like Tizgerald came from St Paul, Minnesota. Hlis Northern Securities
Company fell foul of anti-monapoly (‘Ant-T'rust’) legislation in 1go4.
36 (p. 107) Greenwich  wealthy town in Cennecticut, north of New
York Clity, founded in colonial times

57 (p. 108) The Swastika Holding Company  History has not treated this
reference well. Ironically, Wolfsheim is Jewish; the swastika was just
beginning to achieve notoriety as the Nazi symbol. But the swastika was
originally a Hindu symbol of wealth and g‘nod tuck; it is possible that
the conman Walfsheim deploys the swastika for its benign associations
with affluence.

58 (p. 109) The American Legion  "The American Legion was founded
mn 191y, and was the most important organisadon for military veterans.
Significantly, membership depends on honourable service and dis-
charge. Wolfshiem clearly wanted Gatsby o join the Legion to signal
publicly bis integrity.
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50 (p. 110) Hopalong Cassidy  This popular cowboy character fearred
in Clarence Mulford’s eponymous novel. of 1970, There is an
inconsistency here, since Gatshy’s copy is dated 1906, Fitsgerald uses
"Hopalong Cassidy as an ironic connterpoint to his reference to
Benjamin Franklin (Note 60).

6o (p. 110) Schedule  a parody of the ‘Scheme of orpER’ drawn up by
Benjarnin Franklin (1706-¢0) in Part Two of his Aumbisgraphy (1791;
first full Fnglish editon, 1868). Franklin, a scientist, politician and
writer, outlined a self-improving schedule where every task had its own
ame.

61 (p. 112) Chicago, Mikvankee & St Paul railroad This railroad ran
from Chicago to St Paul, Minnesota, where Fitzgerald was born. Tt was
founded in 1874 and served Minnesota, Wisconsin, Illinois and Towa.
In rgog it hoili a line to Seattle, and became the ‘Chicago, Milwankee,
St Paul Pacific Raitroad’.

62 (p. ) H Grec sizteenth-century Spanish painter (1541-1614),
whose real name was Domenicos Theotocopoulos the was born in
Crete — hence, ‘the Greek’). The houses ‘at once conventional and
grotesiue’ seemn o correspond wo Ef Greco's paintings of the Spanish
ity of Toledo, for example View of Toledo” (c.1597) or ‘View and
Plan of Teledo’ (1606-14).





