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Chapter 1

Waey I was younger and more vulnerable!, my
father gave me some advice that I've been thinking
about ever since.

* Whenever you feel like criticising2 anyone,’ he
told me, °just remember that not everyone has had
the advantages you’ve had. ’

He didn’t say any more, but we’ve always talked
a lot to each other, far more than most fathers and
sons, and I understood that he meant a great deal more
than that. Consequently, I'm inclined to reserve3 all
judgements. This habit has helped me to understand
many strange people, and also made me the victim of
some terrible bores*. People used to recognise this
quality in me. At college, wild, unknown men told
me their secret griefs. I never asked them to do so.
When you reserve judgement, you are in a state of un-
ending hope. I am still a little afraid of missing some-
thing about people — not seeing the whole.

And, after boasting of my tolerance in this way,

1 vulnerable: 83589, B9HREN 2 criticise: 1N 3 res-
erve: fRE 4 bore: S AUFEHA
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I have to admit that it does stop at a certain point.
Someone may have had a hard childhood, but there
are things I won’t forgive. When I came back from
the East last autumn, I was tired of easy living. I
wanted people to be good and well-behaved; and no
more glimpses into the human heart. Only Gatsby,
the man who gives his name to this book, was exclu-
ded from my reaction; Gatsby, who represented eve-
rything I despised. There was something glorious
about him, some extraordinary sensitivity to the prom-
ises of life. It was this extraordinary gift for hope — a
romantic openness that I have never found in any other
person, and which I don’t think I shall ever find
again.

My family have been important, wealthy people
in this Middle Western city of America for three gen-
erations. I graduated from New Haven University in
1915, just a quarter of a century after my father. A
little later T took part in the Great Warl. I enjoyed
myself so thoroughly that I came back restless. In-
stead of being the warm centre of the world, the Mid-
dle West now seemed like the lonely edge of the uni-
verse. So I decided to go East and learn about busi-
ness — stocks and shares2. Everyone [ knew was in
this business. Father agreed to finance me for a year
and so I came East, permanently, I thought, in the
spring of nineteen twenty-two.

I found a house with a friend, a shabby3 card-

1 Great War: S5—RIBRAEL(1914—-1918) 2 stocks and sh-
ares: [¥E 3 shabby. EIELY
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board house at eighty dollars a month. A Finnish
woman made my bed and cooked breakfast and mut-
tered Finnish wisdom to herself over the electric
stove.

1t was lonely for a day or so until one morning a
man, newer to the district than I was, stopped me on
the road.

‘How do you get to West Egg village?’ he
asked me.

I told him. And as I walked on I was lonely no
longer. I was a guide, a path-finder. Unknowingly,
this man had given to me the freedom of the neigh-
bourhood. And so with the sunshine, and the leaves
growing fast on the trees, I had the familiar feeling
that life was beginning all over again that summer.

By chance, I rented a house in one of the stran-
gest communities in North America. It was on that
slender island that lies thirty kilometres east of New
York City. There, two pieces of land, shaped just
like huge eggs, and separated by a bay!, stretch out
into the waters of Long Island Sound?. I lived at West
Egg, the less fashionable of the two. My house was at
the very tip of the egg. It was only fifty metres from
the sea, and squeezed between two huge mansions.
The one on my right was absolutely enormous. It was
an imitation of some building in France, with a tower
on one side, and a marble swimming pool, and more
than a hundred hectares of lawn and garden. It be-

1 bay: 5% 2 Long Island Sound: ESBREEENREMNS
NSESZE)
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longed to a man called Gatsby, so people told me.
My own house was unattractive, but I had a view of
the water, and of part of my neighbour’s lawn. I was
also living next to millionaires — all for eighty dollars
a month.

Across the bay, the white palaces of fashionable
East Egg glittered along the beach. The history of that
summer really begins on the evening I drove over
there to have dinner with Tom Buchanan and his wife
Daisy. She was my second cousin and I'd known Tom
in college. Tom was an excellent sportsman. At col-
lege he had been one of the best football players they
had ever had. His family were enormously wealthy.
Why Tom and Daisy came East I don’t know. They
had spent a year in France for no particular reason,
and then drifted here and there — wherever people
played polo! and were rich together. This move East
was permanent, Daisy said on the telephone to me,
but I didn’t believe it. I felt that Tom would drift on
forever, seeking that perfect football game he had
once played.

And so it happened that on a warm windy eve-
ning, I drove over to East Egg to see two old friends
whom I hardly knew at all. Their house was even
more luxurious? than I expected. The lawn started at
the beach and ran towards the front door for four hun-
dred metres. When I got to the house, there was Tom
Buchanan in riding clothes, standing with his legs
apart by the front door.

1 polo: 23K 2 luxurious: B4zey
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He had changed since his college days. Now he
was a strong, straw-haired man of thirty, with a rath-
er hard mouth and a superior manner. Two shining
arrogant! eyes dominated his face. He looked as if he
were always leaning aggressively forward. The riding
clothes could not hide the enormous power of that
body. You could see great muscles shifting when his
shoulder moved under his thin coat. It was a powerful
body — a cruel body. His harsh speaking voice added
to this impression of a difficult man. There was a bit
of contempt? in it, even towards people he liked —
and there were men at college who had hated the
man. But, although we were never good friends, I al-
ways felt he approved of me. In some hard, slightly
sad way of his own, he wanted me to like him.

We talked for a few minutes, there in the sun.
‘I’ve got a nice place here,’ he said, his eyes flash-
ing about. ‘ We’ll go inside. ’

We walked into a bright rosy-coloured room. Sit-
ting on an enormous sofa were two young women,
both dressed in white. The younger of the two was a
stranger to me. She was lying on the sofa, with her
chin raised a little, as if she were balancing something
on it. If she saw me out of the corner of her eye, she
gave no hint of it.

The other girl, Daisy, made an attempt to rise.
She leaned slightly forward. Then she laughed, an
absurd3 , charming laugh, and I laughed too, and

1 arrogant: #IEHY, 2AH 2 contempt: B, BER
3 absurd: FES, TIEMN
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came forward into the room.

‘I'm p-paralysed! with happiness,’ she said.

Daisy laughed again, as if she had said some-
thing very funny. She held my hand for a moment,
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 murmured that the surname of the
balancing girl was Baker (I've heard it said that
Daisy’s murmur was only to make people lean towards
her). Miss Baker nodded at me, and then she quickly
tipped her head back again. She was obviously wor-
ried that the object she was balancing on her chin
might fall,

I'looked back at my cousin, who began to ask
me questions in her low, attractive voice. Her face
was sad and lovely with bright things in it, bright eyes
and a bright passionate mouth. But there was excite-
ment in her voice that men who had cared for her
found difficult to forget. There was a promise that she
had done gay, exciting things just a little while ago
and that there were gay, exciting things about to hap-
pen soon. I told her how I had stopped 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 happily.

‘ Desperately. ’

Then she added: ‘ You ought to see the baby. ’

‘I'd like to. ’

“She’s asleep. She’s three years old. Haven’t
-

1 paralysed: :XER“mF T mEm
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you seen her?’

‘Never. ’

‘Well, you ought to see her. She’s ...’

Tom Buchanan, who had been walking restlessly
about the room, stopped and rested his hand on my
shoulder. ‘ What are you doing, Nick?’ he asked.

‘I’'m in stocks and shares. ’

‘ Who with?’

I told him.

‘ Never heard of them,’ he remarked decisively.

This annoyed me. ‘ You will,’ I answered short-
ly. “You will if you stay in the East. ’

‘Oh, I'll stay in the East, don’t you worry,’ he
said, glancing at Daisy and then back at me. ‘I'd be
an idiot to live anywhere else. ’

At this point, Miss Baker said, ¢ Absolutely!’
with such suddenness that I jumped. It was the first
word she had spoken since I came into the room. Evi-
dently it surprised her as much as it did me, for she
yawned! and stood up. ‘I'm stiff,” she complained.
‘I’ve been lying on that sofa for as long as I can re-
member. ’

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

I looked at Miss Baker. [ enjoyed looking at her.
She was a slender girl, and held herself very straight.
Her grey eyes looked back at me with polite curiosity
out of a charming, discontented face. I thought that I
had seen her, or a picture of her, somewhere before.

1 yawn. fJIIR



