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THE GREAT GATSBY

Then the gold hat, if that will move her;
If you can bounce high, bounce for her too,
Till she cry “Lover, gold-hatted, high-bouncing lover,
I must have you!”

-THOMAS PARKE D’INVILLIERS.

ONCE AGAIN TO ZELDA



CHAPTERI

(GMHoR) SXE7| 2, Hofet

In my younger and more vulnerable years my father
gave me some advice that I've been turning over in

=01, B2 ~2 BB0| sy,
my mind ever since.
=[A}7 [CHover)
“Whenever you feel like criticising any one,” he
& Il= AFEX]| H\t/d|2/H " S H=criticize)

told me, “just remember that all the people in this

& 7|95t Easta

world haven’t had the advantages that you've had.”

(F=7oilH) Relet 8 d

He didn’t say any more, but we’ve always been

unusually communicative in a reserved way, and I un-

gael e 0l 0le2 2ol

derstood that he meant a great deal more than that.

A, ol I} 240, --014(2))
In consequence, I'm inclined to reserve all judgments,
(25t ) a1 (Bet S) 2RISR

a habit that has opened up many curious natures to
OKSE EfEthup) XA 77| BOfshs M ARS

me and also made me the victim of not a few veteran

LR, SR} Le2i5kn X174
bores. The abnormal mind is quick to detect and at-
2 Ag HIFAROL, HER, Ol43! 25|}, 2ORLCH

tach itself to this quality when it appears in a normal
LERLICY, solct
person, and so it came about that in college I was
Aofir, LAt
unjustly accused of being a politician, because I was
DR[|, HITsict xR
privy to the secret griefs of wild, unknown men. Most
(B1212) Rk 3| ToisHE, LS st=(o)

of the confidences were unsought—frequently I have

Az RUHR| 242 xiE, 23]
feigned sleep, preoccupation, or a hostile levity when
FREsic, -0l Z5ict MF EHriel Za(ZuE
I realized by some unmistakable sign that an intimate
S2(osHo)) ofx7t Sl YMBlclear) AU F43
revelation was quivering on the horizon; for the inti-
Z2(2 AR () =, D3t ABM, XA



mate revelations of young men, or at least the terms

=2 caly AN eI
in which they express them, are usually plagiaristic
(2E2) Uetict, Eaiatct BER=gHel

and marred by obvious suppressions. Reserving judg-
RSNt St 2BHTIR O (Bet 58) 2RISR
ments is a matter of infinite hope. I am still a little
(430) R3t3t, 2| 377t gt

afraid of missing something if I forget that, as my

father snobbishly suggested, and I snobbishly repeat,
ANRILTA3H] 5104
a sense of the fundamental decencies is parcelled out
2Exol ANl AT B9 GRS Mot
unequally at birth.
Efofte ol
And, after boasting this way of my tolerance, I
SBUICH (H5101) TRISICH
come to the admission that it has a limit. Conduct
Sofz, 719, U, s B2l Bl (SEN0) S
may be founded on the hard rock or the wet marshes,
~oll 7|%/245H0) (R, ik
but after a certain point I don’t care what it’s founded
0fl 7|Z5t04
on. When I came back from the East last autumn I

dgsitt

felt that I wanted the world to be in uniform and at

3|QIx0|
S

a sort of moral attention forever; I wanted no more

CEHE RO (IE)FES, RSAM, X2 (KHH)
riotous excursions with privileged glimpses into the
A (25 Sl me) ol 9 R

human heart. Only Gatsby, the man who gives his

name to this book, was exempt from my reaction-
~OIA BRI, gti=(irom)
Gatsby, who represented everything for which I have
chE/cHalsit: ~S Lerct, Asttt
an unaffected scorn. If personality is an unbroken se-
Qe ath=0l  ZY, Mol

ries of successful gestures, then there was something

MIHo| 2 x|
S&HYU =X

gorgeous about him, some heightened sensitivity to

OfF izl xiel] &2 dete 1xE

the promises of life, as if he were related to one of

o Itsd, EHd 0 /e



those intricate machines that register earthquakes ten
sxiuallsth Mmst
thousand miles away. This responsiveness had noth-
IETSIERE
ing to do with that flabby impressionability which is

IR 2SI 4 4y

dignified under the name of the “creative temperamen

SIf[Z9!] U0j Hol; JSHA/ZL5 2ol= 7|l

t”—It was an extraordinary gift for hope, a romantic
S, bt

readiness such as I have never found in any other per-

Z6|(7+ =0f US): 7170l ~ateial

son and which it is not likely I shall ever find again.

No—Gatsby turned out all right at the end; it is what
B}, SolEict, Saflic)
preyed on Gatsby, what foul dust floated in the wake
~S Bo|2 sict o7} LK, Hai2
of his dreams that temporarily closed out my interest
ANKOR YNZ 2 Tt HHHou)
in the abortive sorrows and short-winded elations of
QAt0l; 35Hx] 2ot a2l JlE/ge A Tt &l

mern.

My family have been prominent, well-to-do people

Mgt e, =3t
in this Middle Western city for three generations.
BN EA| A, o

The Carraways are something of a clan, and we have

(ATSAME TXIQ SO) ME

a tradition that we’re descended from the Dukes of

HE ~o| X 5 /500l 3%t
Buccleuch, but the actual founder of my line was my
S/

grandfather’s brother, who came here in fifty-one,

sent a substitute to the Civil War, and started the
(CI2 7 - 2U2) HAISHE MR tHalxol]

wholesale hardware business that my father carries

B2 CofY olof e

on today.

I never saw this great-uncle, but I'm supposed to
2 ol

10



look like him—with special reference to the rather

o= ol35t

y=pl)

}/}gllqrbgalemq IRaip:Eing that hangs in father’s office. I
graduja‘lted fjlfor;i Nej/v Hgy¢n in 1915, just a quaﬂer ofa
century after my fe‘lti[‘hz‘r? Eﬁa(‘i E; little later I pat;‘glcipaf[ed
in that dg})ayed E‘Feu\tonuicn Inoigl;ation kn/ﬂvcrll}:g )’;Ee
Great VV[T;‘EI enj(;}fearjjc‘}glé :céur:tér-raid S0 g}}f)‘l"q}:lg{}ﬂl‘lﬁ‘

that I came back restless. Instead of being the warm

(RIE3FAHL} IHEEHA) 71815 2 Q= EM0o|= spstat

X M

centre of the world, the Middle West now seemed like

the ragged edge of the universe—so I decided to go
SIS 2E, z2f Zsicy, 2T
East and learn the bond business. Everybody I knew

07}, joﬁ

was in the bond business, so I supposed it could sup-

-2l Z40|2t) MZESICt XSt

S=0

port one more single man. All my aunts and uncles
37 syEe o
talked it over as if they were choosing a prep school
talk ~ over ~0fl Chaf 010F7|S LiCH chat ofis s
for me, and finally said, “Why-ye-es.” with very grave,
o WX Azt

hesitant faces. Father agreed to finance me for a year,

ZRBHe, YOI, DRl 0 st Bolsit
and after various delays I came East, permanently, I
of2] 7Hxio], Zigy2iai), Tioyst Y73, (37) 2eio=

thought, in the spring of twenty-two.

The practical thing was to find rooms in the city,

SHAIXHO|
P

but it was a warm season, and I had just left a coun-

try of wide lawns and friendly trees, so when a young

RiCp Hzo| 271 HE
man at the office suggested that we take a house to-
HIQHSICH, Helstct
gether in a commuting town, it sounded like a great
S2(0| 7ks8h 7H2|9
idea. He found the house, a weather-beaten cardboard

HiHtEE %2 HX[EE]z 2

n



bungalow at eighty a month, but at the last minute the
(R0l B2 HRiCt LS BE Ofxjat £210f
firm ordered him to Washington, and I went out to
=N,
the country alone. I had a dog—at least I had him for
A|ASE HOjE
a few days until he ran away—and an old Dodge and a
EY7t2|Ct ChryslerAl 8t
Finnish woman, who made my bed and cooked break-
SEISIPIEIC
fast and muttered Finnish wisdom to herself over the
WD SYEet Adl2 Usit, U7

electric stove.
7| 2

It was lonely for a day or so until one morning

922, 2=

some man, more recently arrived than I, stopped me
2i20f PHelolf Ls 22

on the road.

Mt

“How do you get to West Egg village?” he asked

~oll Zet, =i

helplessly.

OIXIE T §IO), YRR M2

I told him. And as I walked on I was lonely no lon-

ger. I was a guide, a pathfinder, an original settler.

20| iz

il iy

He had casually conferred on me the freedom of the
~0llA| -0f5ick (@2lzM2) 1t

neighborhood.
And so with the sunshine and the great bursts of

E-

leaves growing on the trees, just as things grow in fast

movies, I had that familiar conviction that life was be-

o5, F4at B4, Al

ginning over again with the summer.
There was so much to read, for one thing, and so
much fine health to be pulled down out of the young

9f1 AMBh Z7|S OpAct

breath-giving air. I bought a dozen volumes on bank-

8, (\elx2 © Ho) B

12



ing and credit and investment securities, and they

Ex &

stood on my shelf in red and gold like new money
g AZ20|, (o) 7t
from the mint, promising to unfold the shining se-
e ~2 TA[0{] 2oIc}, Bt
crets that only Midas and Morgan and Maecenas
020 I AfE 20} OjRPAEA
knew. And I had the high intention of reading many
219 ZXIAE YA} N, 2 2%
other books besides. I was rather literary in college-
]
one year I wrote a series of very solemn and obvious
FB5HD 25 R0 AR
editorials for the Yale News—and now I was going to
ol Y P
bring back all such things into my life and become

12 22 el

1= =

again that most limited of all specialists, the “well

siyE c2 = o
-rounded man.” This isn’t just an epigram—Ilife is
(me) B2
much more successfully looked at from a single win-
MBHoz Holt
dow, after all.
(s ga)) Z201=
It was a matter of chance that I should have rented
siLtol 7l3] Eig walr)
a house in one of the strangest communities in North
01, 7% A3
America. It was on that slender riotous island which
Zo|Ze  AlZexe
extends itself due east of New York—and where there
So|c}, AR/t HS(ER)
are, among other natural curiosities, two unusual
7Ist 25E So[8t XIS (HH)
formations of land. Twenty miles from the city a pair
0Fd, 1.6km
of enormous eggs, identical in contour and sepa-
22(lo| SUst
rated only by a courtesy bay, jut out into the most
Of| oA DHGE): Tto|2} 5H7|= EH2 BH(Manhasset Bay)
domesticated body of salt water in the Western hemi-
M x|y Mgt{E= o)z

sphere, the great wet barnyard of Long Island Sound.

«0oig SN



They are not perfect oxal()§—1i5e the egg in the Colum-
bus story, they are lﬁ(ﬁlovci;;hefl flat at the contact
end—but their physical regér;gli:ig must be a source
S2IHXICN] RALY, MM} L2 %S
of gggp&ual wonder to the gulls that fly overhead. To
thei@i{)rig?less a more interesting p}}enomenon is their
aiHSE}Enif;nty in every BaI;TiJC}‘l}?r eiZept shape and size.
. Lfalived at West Egg‘,JtlgéD—(:A;aeuli, El}ﬁ 1;355 fashion-
able of the two, though this is a movsI:s;é%;l‘g(iial tag
to express the biz;arre and not a little gijrulijs/E(;f;c:);Lr;fcrast
between themi‘ﬁy house was at theglegry tig*fv)fi tjtxl{lci:
egg, only fifty yzirEICs from the Sound, and sgéﬁe?z?zét?é—
tween two Elggi% ?igzzes that rented for twei\;g ‘i)‘; fifteen

thousand a season. The one on my right was a colos-

sal affair by any standard—it was a factual imitation

227 ofl JIE[HoINS QU= a2 MOl BYE
of some Hétel de Ville in Normandy, with a tower on
w2 A

one side, spanking new under a thin beard of raw ivy,
0} MZ=2(very new) ERCR Y7 g 22
and a marble swimming pool, and more than forty
tfelioz ore Seyy
acres of lawn and garden. It was Gatsby’s mansion. Or
0017, 4km? XEH OHA
rather, as I didn’t know Mr Gatsby, it was a mansion

inhabited by a gentleman of that name. My own house
At
was an eyesore, but it was a small eyesore, and it had
SO, 0] T2l %
been overlooked, so I had a view of the water, a partial
2 211 go{7ot, Ztatetct HEXo|

view of my neighbor’s lawn, and the consoling prox-

HAFEALC] 0]R0|2k= P12t

14



imity of millionaires all for eighty dollars a month.

Across the courtesy bay the white palaces of fash-

2 OHManhasset Bay) =24, g 22 &
ionable East Egg glittered along the water, and the
Bhatiect

history of the summer really begins on the evening I

drove over there to have dinner with the Tom Buch-
IR 72 7t
anans. Daisy was my second cousin once removed,

& =M

and I'd known Tom in college. And just after the war I
spent two days with them in Chicago.

(A12t2) =i, Solc]

Her husband, among various physical accomplish-
esksaN 71y

ments, had been one of the most powerful ends that
DJASTOIA A
ever played football at New Haven—a national figure
244 % Fo| Mg 201 AR}, 274501 012
in a way, one of those men who reach such an acute

1R E2AH LEste ™ol =Esict

limited excellence at twenty-one that everything af-

terward savors of anti-climax. His family were enor-
71017+ ko) Uzt AL

mously wealthy—even in college his freedom with

money was a matter for reproach—but now he’d left
LIS, BlA]o] iy

Chicago and come East in a fashion that rather took
3j2{3t mgo=z
your breath away: for instance, he’d brought down a

£0| 22 YOIt 2% m2p sict ol
string of polo ponies from Lake Forest. It was hard to
Mo E2H7IE =&t A7t nQ ER= 13 XY

TS

realize that a man in my own generation was wealthy
Hich
enough to do that.
Why they came East I don’t know. They had spent

a year in France for no particular reason, and then

St swet

15



drifted here and there unrestfully wherever people

0T g EEle ¥n sQtetstn: EA glo|

played polo and were rich together. This was a

permanent move, said Daisy over the telephone, but

ofF/2Hsl/grHez g7l A

I didn’t believe it—I had no sight into Daisy’s heart,

U}Q B = EQW

= =

but I felt that Tom would drift on forever seeking, a
st
little wistfully, for the dramatic turbulence of some
OR#IS45toH 25(oi5]
irrecoverable football game.

=012 + §le. HYEzE SOPIX| S

And so it happened that on a warm windy evening
sEst BfRo| R
I drove over to East Egg to see two old friends whom
~7Hx| &2 =7 74
I scarcely knew at all. Their house was even more
AR 749] OFE A| gt
elaborate than I expected, a cheerful red-and-white
Hmsh HY3)S S0 Mylst spAst
Georgian Colonial mansion, overlooking the bay. The
(¥Z0| ZX| YZ) ARIXINICH 2 el
lawn started at the beach and ran toward the front
i, o2
door for a quarter of a mile, jumping over sun-dials
A
and brick walks and burning gardens—finally when it
HE0| 2 Az Mz wot et S5t MY
reached the house drifting up the side in bright vines
~g Efn Sapte gre & g20| =of
as though from the momentum of its run. The front
OIMIE =0} (Tlli]=) B, 714
was broken by a line of French windows, glowing now
Bt B2 Li2t5| ot Shto|c}, X251t
with reflected gold and wide open to the warm windy
BT, BEARSHCH
afternoon, and Tom Buchanan in riding clothes was
SUEERS
standing with his legs apart on the front porch.
Clels ga|n S5 SR(Y0R KiSS ot S

He had changed since his New Haven years. Now

he was a sturdy straw-haired man of thirty with a

I{XtSE ZtHS)E
o, o

16



rather hard mouth and a supercilious manner. Two
2{0F3H/ A HELE] Bl

ot

shining agrog?nt eyes had established dominance
over his Fa(;é jnid gave him the gpge:ali%géeiof always
leaning il%%l;essively forward. Nocfmezvznotﬁhﬁg gijfggflj}late
swank of ﬂisil‘iding clothes could hide the E?lé}r;lqus
power of that body—he seemed to fill those Hgflgétg;f;lg
boots until he str?ngd ﬂ}% top lflocivng, and };(;IT d(‘::)uld
see a great paclﬂ/l‘)E (};)171‘;:1;3 Aé‘%iﬂiflé‘ when his shoulder

ﬁ\Xh’:}:L”X\O‘L—d “‘IE/‘{E‘L

moved under his thin coat. It was a body capable of

a2 7= 2

enormous leverage—a cruel body.

H\\U

ok
HF

A O
Fa

P24 %3 thctst
His speaking voice, a gruff husky tenor, added to
Zget (2227 4

the impression of fractiousness he conveyed. There

/(\) w }g AMH A\m

was a touch of paternal contempt in it, even toward
oZioabite)  THEEELI ZHRA] -0f CHsfod

people he liked—and there were men at New Haven

who had hated his guts.
S Hofafct  LEHpE): by
“Now, don’t think my opinion on these matters is
(he1o)) ofz1, Zis, A2t
final,” he seemed to say, “just because I'm stronger
oxjatel, FEHeI of EE3 o 23t
and more of a man than you are.” We were in the
SRLALICHS
same senior society, and while we were never intimate
A3t A S(OI THslof A= AERI K2) (et

I always had the impression that he approved of me

ThESIT), HET L 25i

'S0

and wanted me to like him with some harsh, defiant

743, 2t =g

wistfulness of his own.

‘We talked for a few minutes on the sunny porch.
0|0F7|E LILC}



“I’'ve got a nice place here,” he said, his eyes

flashing about restlessly.
# 90| F9I2 Fal#aln
Turning me around by one arm, he moved a broad
~g s2lc), S MRt (=0l) &=
flat hand along the front vista, including in its sweep

M9 (prospect) e dge

a sunken Italian garden, a half acre of deep, pungent

(X0l LZere, = (o)) ZemE Mas
roses, and a snub-nosed motorboat that bumped the
EEIER=EI Boix|H/ESst0
tide offshore.

“It belonged to Demaine, the oil man.” He turned
~ ARIAOIC, ~ofl £31c]
me around again, politely and abruptly, “We’ll go in-
23], 0S| B2A b, S|
side.”

We walked through a high hallway into a bright

(2i2 o) 2 ==
rosy-colored space, fragilely bound into the house
stash ~2 Bl

by French windows at either end. The windows were

ajar and gleaming white against the fresh grass out-
ZZ U S0lEPH HLCl/BICEASH

side that seemed to grow a little way into the house. A

~2S g

breeze blew through the room, blew curtains in at one
ASHIR 01Z

end and out the other like pale flags, twisting them

(Mo]) g2 HlS2f |2 277 tCHup)

up toward the frosted wedding-cake of the ceiling,

85 ALRR)S Y3 HEEA)

and then rippled over the wine-colored rug, making a

TEE2 Lot (RS ZRI sict 20

shadow on it as wind does on the sea.

The only completely stationary object in the room
HXIEIH)E, S2I0IX| 2

was an enormous couch on which two young women
(Stolof T20[7} ) 21 Ofx}, Ad}

were buoyed up as though upon an anchored bal-

~2 ZR=CHup); (ZofAM) 2HXICHup) =S U2l 717H(EER)

18



loon. They were both in white, and their dresses were

rippling and fluttering as if they had just been blown

TEZE Yot EHoloh fgnt blow2| TAZA

back in after a short flight around the house. I must

have stood for glfi\g moments listening to the Y\‘{h}p
and snap of the Ecflx‘n?t;\ins and the groan (A)f)aApictu;g (;I;‘
the w;ilr.‘Then there was a poorgoéngrh I;‘uchanan
shut the rear windows and tl:g cadl‘lght wind died out

FEZ2l FHoll = BEECE ARX|CH

about the room, and the curtains and the rugs and the

two young women ballq()zrle\d s}(c)”wly to the floor.

The younger of /t‘ﬂ(; t[wo \]/\:15 ;Ls:gan}gelz to me. She
was %xtgr})%?d full length at her ené :)F‘Ehieélé{f;rg,pcggl—
f)l;ei;;nz)ﬁ’onless, and with her Shin raised a Lh{‘tig
as if she were bgLaEcigg sgmethiﬁg on it which was
quite likely to fole ijr ;BEO;;& me out of the corner of

2olaiE ~at 4 22

her eyes she gave no hint of it—indeed, I was almost

J22 UMe iRl T g#siof
surprlsed into murmuring an apology for having
[Ho‘ u\ i St /\Mo‘rh *tHL\F

disturbed her by coming in.
wafsic]
The other girl, Daisy, made an attempt to rise—she
NS
leaned slightly forward with a conscientious expres-
2S o2 A J|20|Tt QI st

sion—then she laughed, an absurd, charming little

SGIXID OfEEel 28 O
laugh, and I laughed too and came forward into the

room.

“I'm p-paralyzed with happiness.”

ot E



She laughed again, as if she said something very
OFE| ~Q1 £0], OFX| ~91 5
witty, and held my hand for a moment, looking up
x| O, SojaiAst olsgre, Tojols 5| HCH=CH
into my face, promising that there was no one in the
A0 7F 21 49

world she so much wanted to see. That was a way

B Al U= S o Aojgicy
she had. She hinted in a murmur that the surname of
24j0/c}, ARRIC (i)

the balancing girl was Baker. (I've heard it said that

Daisy’s murmur was only to make people lean to-
~ZoZ 7|20t
ward her; an irrelevant criticism that made it no less
YR o o b

charming.)

At any rate, Miss Baker’s lips fluttered, she nodded
ofmE M274E|t neojct
at me almost imperceptibly, and then quickly tipped

otxf2l7[[21415171]) 0142 813 olAlaHA 7120}
her head back again—the object she was balancing

had obviously tottered a little and given her some-
715742t

thing of a fright. Again a sort of apology arose to my
2m = AfRte] 20| e rt

lips. Almost any exhibition of complete self-sufficien-

(28 S9) c2ie, B8, W= EN

cy draws a stunned tribute from me.

(s521) of2|alzl, Yeixiast

I looked back at my cousin, who began to ask me

questions in her low, thrilling voice. It was the kind
Ee|=(vibrant)
of voice that the ear follows up and down, as if each
mabit g0k
speech is an arrangement of notes that will never
e SHE®)

be played again. Her face was sad and lovely with

bright things in it, bright eyes and a bright passionate

Hoj= 2ol

mouth, but there was an excitement in her voice that

k== | [
S& Mg k=

20



men who had cared for her found difficult to forget:
~2 P B0 AZACH 022, BIE, 2Rt

. . . . [13 B ”»

a singing compulsion, a whispered. “Listen,” a prom-
2w, Ze 2at0[ck, AR, HALS St

ise that she had done gay, exciting things just a while

(20) B712, 8712
since and that there were gay, exciting things hovering
B}, Hi3l5iTt

in the next hour.

I told her how I had stopped off in Chicago for a
(=Z0f) ~0fl E7+ D{R2rKin)
day on my way East, and how a dozen people had sent
SH2 04 2= 2of 2052 AZS0|

their love through me.

“Do they miss me?” she cried ecstatically.
223 5i0f
“The whole town is desolate. All the cars have the

(84 - 712 S0)) 217|%0] g, xioret

i)

left rear wheel painted black as a mourning wreath,
Of=2| stEHIERR)

and there’s a persistent wail all night along the North
BOIX| o= 5T 42 olARt &

Shore.”

2Hz D3FEt

“How gorgeous! Let’s go back, Tom. Tomorrow!”

O} Sixl, Mt OIELR, U2 £22

Then she added irrelevantly: “You ought to see the

51| 340} it
baby.”
“I'd like to.”
“She’s asleep. She’s three years old. Haven’t you
ever seen her?”
“Never.”

“Well, you ought to see her, She’s.”
Tom Buchanan, who had been hovering restlessly

WEC) RHESIX] 25

about the room, stopped and rested his hand on my

21



shoulder.
“What you doing, Nick?”
“I'm a bond man.”
“Who with?”
I told him.

“Never heard of them,” he remarked decisively.
Usic, =WSICH THYNOR, o Hef
This annoyed me.
~g oI Bict
“You will,” T answered shortly, “You will if you stay

‘/\/ ALO 2) O—{D‘ ot \O( = ngr;ﬂ

in the East.”
“Oh, I'll stay in the East, don’t you worry,” he said,

glancmg at Daisy and then back at me, as if he were

.S 517 Hr}

alert for something more. “I'd be a God damned fool

~o FOIE g2l oix B, A1 B Lofeig, M7l

ey

to live anywhere else.”

At this point Miss Baker said: “Absolutely!” with

Hi= 0 mMEo=z 2180
such suddenness that I started—it was the first word
=0
she had uttered since I came into the room. Evidently
(22) 2 shof Uct 2043), =0f =

it surprised her as much as it did me, for she yawned
512 it
and with a series of rapid, deft movements stood up

S5 Sh(skilful)

into the room.

“I'm stiff,” she complained, “I've been lying on that
st SEsic} golatct

sofa for as long as I can remember.”
“Don’t look at me,” Daisy retorted, “I've been try-

E|2HOFRICY gHatstCt
ing to get you to New York all afternoon.”

22



“No, thanks,” said Miss Baker to the four cocktails

just in from the pantry, “I'm absolutely in training.”
(o] £ Agiofl Q1Esh ARE HEA
Her host looked at her incredulously.
2UK| RIACHS S0, OIMAR
“You are!” He took down his drink as if it were a
~2 % NZCHS0IZCH

drop in the bottom of a glass. “How you ever get any-

thing done is beyond me.”
210, 2 Aol 2 olSof
I looked at Miss Baker, wondering what it was she

“goE done.” I gnjoye(l looking at her. She was a slfzneder,
siiiiﬁl-breasteii %ijljj \L;;Lt‘h an erect carriage, w}ﬁélushe
ac%%flétggted Rzithrowing he?ﬁcjg‘y backward at the
éﬂoﬁlﬁdie‘lfso‘ﬁk;;;oung c;jld;e;[;HHer gray sHljn—f’irai}}?d
eyes looked back at me v*v‘{i};f)z)lite recipréciz:l‘ zagg;gi

= e Abs
Mz = 457t

out of a wan, charming, discontented face. It occurred

2t SHpale) U2 F2 dojLict

to me now that I had seen her, or a picture of her,

somewhere before.
FHofl {7t
“You live in West Egg,” she remarked contemptu-
ZEE S0

ously, “I know somebody there.”
“I don’t know a single—"
“You must know Gatsby.”
“Gatsby?” demanded Daisy. “What Gatsby?”

2751t 2205 2o, afxict
Before I could reply that he was my neighbor
chesct, cHSsict
dinner was announced; wedging his tense arm
(AAte) ZHI7t 9IS et Lt

imperatively under mine, Tom Buchanan compelled

FFx=2 LR(YH i
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me from the room as though he were moving a

checker to another square.
A2 mro| 2
Slenderly, languidly, their hands set lightly on their
7pe7 L25p
hips, the two young women preceded us out onto a
2 QAT

rosy-colored porch, open toward the sunset, where

four candles flickered on the table in the diminished

Zeto|ct, FSEsict E0EE: HOIE

wind.

“Why candles?” objected Daisy, frowning. She
Hrer/sthsict SEER TN

snapped them out with her fingers. “In two weeks itll
g4 Eot o)
be the longest day in the year.” She looked at us all

119 S0IM 0| 7k 21
radiantly. “Do you always watch for the longest day of
sl g2a
the year and then miss it? I always watch for the lon-

~g 7f8K5| 7[ctalct
gest day in the year and then miss it.”
S/t

“We ought to plan something,” yawned Miss Bak-
er, 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?”

O 4 gic= %o
Before I could answer her eyes fastened with an
(~2 1Z5100) ot
awed expression on her little finger.
Saiolsts, Hole
“Look!” she complained; “I hurt it.”
=%oitt

We all looked —the knuckle was black and blue.
2712t B o
“You did it, Tom,” she said accusingly. “I know you

URetR, MYstx
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didn’t mean to, but you did do it. That’s what I get for
Uit
marrying a brute of a man, a great, big, hulking physi-
op 22 = N ETE!

cal specimen of a—"

B
“I hate that word hulking,” objected Tom crossly,
(23] 20142 & M=) 7ithst weSst GOz
“even in kidding.”

“Hulking,” insisted Daisy.

A 271t

Sometimes she and Miss Baker talked at once,

unobtrusively and with a bantering inconsequence
S LX] 2| EI=ESe] EL=EI=PY
that was never quite chatter, that was as cool as

+OE 2t S

their white dresses and their impersonal eyes in
HIQIZIROL, Q17i07} G

the absence of all desire. They were here, and they
2 22 25 27, 2y iy

accepted Tom and me, making only a polite pleasant

(71710]) 2rotS0lCt, s~&aict ol|o] B2, Zast XES

effort to entertain or to be entertained. They knew

HeHsict, 27 st

that presently dinner would be over and a little later
=, 0|th(soon) Tt

the evening too would be over and casually put away.

Seya0lN Tz, E2i7tct
It was sharply different from the West, where an
SIIEA, AR, 323, 30|

evening was hurried from phase to phase toward its

(el 3 £, A7), 281
close, in a continually disappointed anticipation or
AyAaefe oy, o1, 71

else in sheer nervous dread of the moment itself.
245kn 2xst 24 Ozt
“You make me feel uncivilized, Daisy,” I confessed
0l7He OfprEQl
on my second glass of corky but rather impressive
F23 HAt L=

claret.” Can’t you talk about crops or something?”
Sk, DA B2 Ay HETE

I meant nothing in particular by this remark, but it

ol <5l
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was taken up in an unexpected way.
A5
“Civilization’s going to pieces,” broke out Tom

S0 (AFg))

violently. “I've gotten to be a terrible pessimist about
M|, A2 X|= 3t HIZEX}
things. Have you read ‘the Rise of the Colored Em-

(A QIE HI=o| &E)ole A

pires’ by this man Goddard?”
“Why, no,” I answered, rather surprised by his

tone.

“WEell, it’s a fine book, and everybody ought to read
56 217 it
it. The idea is if we don’t look out the white race will
~Z ZAY/ROY/ZBH[ 015
be—will be utterly submerged. It’s all scientific stuff;
25| 221, %

it’s been proved.”

“Tom’s getting very profound,” said Daisy, with an

Yo
expression of unthoughtful sadness. “He reads deep
B A2t gl M2 AR{0] K| B Most

books with long words in them. What was that word

»

we.

“Well, these books are all scientific,” insisted
feixol wzxel
Tom, glancing at her impatiently. “This fellow has
E7#) =l x| 25t
worked out the whole thing. It’s up to us, who are the
(27 52) malxI 2, s2Zsict
dominant race, to watch out or these other races will
2 Mlst, KIeE21, 240
have control of things.”
RIoHBICt, SHIBHCE Fotsict
“We’ve got to beat them down,” whispered Daisy,
~g £571 ot

winking ferociously toward the fervent sun.
=2 2Rt Zzst

“You ought to live in California.” began Miss Bak-

26



er, but Tom interrupted her by shifting heavily in his

(&, BS2) Yallsitt, SHAZICE 71240t

chair.

“This idea is that we’re Nordics. I am, and you are,

298 27t0| 93 91E0
and you are, and—" After an infinitesimal hesitation
Sojat
he included Daisy with a slight nod, and she winked
Bl - ~0fl) ZZ&FA|7|Ct JHEA DHE 1ot

at me agaln. “—And we've produced all the things that

AAFSICH

S0

go to make civilization—oh, science and art, and all
115t 28] o

that. Do you see?”

There was something pathetic in his concentration,

2o =os (AR F
as if his gorD{lxl)lacency, mdl‘e acuté E}h}an of gld vlfas not
enough tg ‘hirriwdny more. Wof‘;e‘n, al;nost iAmmgdiqtely,
the telephone rang inside and the Putler l?ef‘vtiﬂzup/\(})rch
Daisy selzed upon the momentarj};wlnterruptlon and

> SR A7}NO\ X‘MX*LHO\

leaned toward me.

“I’'ll tell you a family secret,” she whispered

AL

enthusiastically. “It’s about the butler’s nose. Do you
ayxo2 ME0| LA SN

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
(s)ilx;e}: gpglispheg} for some people in New York that had
gjsiilégl{:s‘g}vAiZe for two hundred people. He had to
R(lli§h it from morning till night, until finally it began
?(E\?‘f;:@t his nose 7

Fets 0Ix|cH: FHo| LAl 5ic
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“Things went from bad to worse,” suggested Miss
AR} of LihRICE ofstelt AR stk
Baker.

“Yes. Things went from bad to worse, until finally

he had to give up his position.”
Z7[3ict Untal

For a moment the last sunshine fell with romantic

affection upon her glowing face; her voice compelled
01 719, (2) 2ot 22 LBt
me forward breathlessly as I listened—then the glow
& 7}z
faded, each light deserting her with lingering regret,
AIE, SiZ00] vt MRt (Rl S7lt HE[oa) e
like children leaving a pleasant street at dusk.
sz, 2=
The butler came back and murmured something
AL it
close to Tom’s ear, whereupon Tom frowned, pushed
JehM, 3 020, 1 20 2=S Eae

back his chair, and without a word went inside. As if

his absence quickened something within her, Daisy
WELX|CH o W22 SHot
leaned forward again, her voice glowing and singing.
Sotgat 2 st S

“I love to see you at my table, Nick. You remind

~g MZISHA Sict

me of a—of a rose, an absolute rose. Doesn’t he?” She
A2 A perfect)

turned to Miss Baker for confirmation. “An absolute

0l QIEIBH 2pfph

S5

rose?”

This was untrue. I am not even faintly like a rose.
ApAIO] Ofd, 51910) &jn[A, 010l
She was only extemporizing, but a stirring warmth

EExoR Ul USA7 = TS
flowed from her, as if her heart was trying to come out
to you concealed in one of those breathless, thrilling
=t a7\ct g2t g8x=

words. Then suddenly she threw her napkin on the

28



table and excused herself and went into the house.
Yl F5ict Eotoz Sovict
Miss Baker and I exchanged a short glance
W, FDYS, R
consciously devoid of meaning. I was about to speak
ojAxo= Xt2tEin
when she sat up alertly and said “Sh!” in a warning
7 w2l 7215 Zmsitt
voice. A subdued impassioned murmur was audible

otE| ZHMS ojL2 =5 (Lio) & P—
AYH dds AFE Rt (H2) 242 ¥ EelE

in the room beyond, and Miss Baker leaned forward

unashamed, trying to hear. The murmur trembled
2N2SFTF] & DL, HARD| Be}, =altt
on the verge of coherence, sank down, mounted
NEYH, & 2 Ay

excitedly, and then ceased altogether.

525(0] Soiect

“This Mr Gatsby you spoke of is my neighbor.” I
began.
“Don’t talk. I want to hear what happens.”

“Is something happening?” I inquired innocently.

(--0ll7Al) 2ct =TSk

“You mean to say you don’t know?” said Miss Bak-

er, honestly surprised. “I thought everybody knew.”

(A\Aele Axslo) Huz[xmz]

“Idon’t.”

“Why—" she said hesitantly, “Tom’s got some
HRHzIn; 227420
woman in New York.”

“Got some woman?” I repeated blankly.

Yot
Miss Baker nodded.
H= ndolc)
“She might have the decency not to telephone him
olo)
at dinner time. Don’t you think?”

Almost before I had grasped her meaning there

2I75] OfshaiCy, mefsic
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was the flutter of a dress and the crunch of leather

Z2iol A2 ezl Aal

boots, and Tom and Daisy were back at the table.

“It couldn’t be helped!” cried Daisy with tense gay-
B3 B Hsio|
ety.

She sat down, glanced searchingly at Miss Baker

e SI=IN =
vO| HES ALl T ER BEC

and then at me, and continued: “I looked outdoors
At AL st

for a minute, and it’s very romantic outdoors. There’s

bird on the lawn that I think must be a nightingale
I

come over on the Cunard or White Star Line. He’s

A4 ct St 3IAr

singing away—" Her voice sang: “It’s romantic, isn't it,

Tom?”

“Very romantic,” he said, and then miserably to

122 5HoZ

me: “If it’s light enough after dinner, I want to take

you down to the stg/bles.”

The telephon;‘;;ng inside, §Eﬁﬁigg}y,; a?,ﬂf‘f Daisy
gh(:)o;k: her head gggiosiv%lyr at "Iu‘ar;ldfhe%;ul;fe; 7ﬂ)f the
g’cjzﬁ)ltegsr,% irL fast gﬁ gﬁbjégtzjzanisheq into air. Among
the l\)g}olé\?rjffr?g;nents of the—/f&‘lxs;’ﬁ‘\jg‘;‘ninutes at table

I remember the candles being lit again, pointlessly,

M A= e i
and I was conscious of wanting to look squarely at

OB, T2t Hoioz, Ehjz
every one, and yet to avoid all eyes. I couldn’t guess
==35iCH
what Daisy and Tom were thinking, but I doubt if
opatct

even Miss Baker, who seemed to have mastered a

oz}
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certain hardy scepticism, was able utterly to put
Evarly 3|90l EfE, Ofpd(=skepticism) 15| HX 5|
this fifth guest’s shrill metallic urgency out of mind.
W22 4N0 71g BAS 2lofials
To a certain temperament the situation might have
71, 4
seemed intriguing—my own instinct was to telephone
20|22, S0/[57141E Kol
immediately for the police.
=4, 52t 2ot
The horses, needless to say, were not mentioned
suos!

again. Tom and Miss Baker, with several feet of

twilight between them, strolled back into the library,
= ol B7k20[[52, OfEYOIEY] ATt A
as if to a vigil beside a perfectly tangible body, while,
2, Hot SIE 4 U= AlAl(=corpse)
trying to look pleasantly interested and a little deaf, I
7t o2
followed Daisy around a chain of connecting verandas
HECKEL
to the porch in front. In its deep gloom we sat down
(742) 2ol U= HS0SE, oS
side by side on a wicker settee.
EHSZ W 21 o]
Daisy took her face in her hands as if feeling its
£ 20z 222 Ul
lovely shape, and her eyes moved gradually out into
(22) UMM N, 25|
the velvet dusk. I saw that turbulent emotions pos-
#isiZio| oj12 QEXE=; 2t (Sl20H2t9) 2 FA

sessed her, so I asked what I thought would be some

sedative questions about her little girl.
Rl
“We don’t know each other very well, Nick,” she
e
said suddenly. “Even if we are cousins. You didn’t
2| Ol ERSFI--0[21 BHRIRH; -2} steiatE
come to my wedding.”

“Iwasn’t back from the war.”
HAEIN Sotect

“That’s true.” She hesitated. “Well, I've had a very

(2HL10] OF M) 2ot FHMEIC
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bad time, Nick, and I'm pretty cynical about every-

AT

thing.”
Evidently she had reason to be. I waited but she

23H3|, HEi5|(obviously)

didn’t say any more, and after a moment I returned

rather feebly to the subject of her daughter.
S7[2i5, Bglol  FA, T, i
“I suppose she talks, and—eats, and everything.”

A2sict, =Foitt F=0itt

“Oh, yes.” She looked at me absently. “Listen, Nick;
Yot 2AT
let me tell you what I said when she was born. Would
Efo{LiCH
you like to hear?”

“Very much.”
“It’ll show you how I’ve gotten to feel about-

things. Well, she was less t%lfn an }}119ur old and Tom
was God knows where.”IE\;}glfé u; g&idof the ethﬁer wﬁh‘x
an Httegly abggdoned feeling, and asked (’iﬁe,ur:l(rs‘e -
ringt 7'c}[v\;ay iﬁfai‘ttwas a boy or a girl. She told me it was

a girl, and so I turned my head away and wept ‘All
right.” I said, Tm glad it’s a girl. And I hope she’ll be a
fool—that’s the best thing a girl can be in this world, a

beautiful [ittle fool.

“You 5;2 II think everything’s ’;(11"&1})15 ar&yhow,” she
went on ;i;;’l(<21:jf%0£1\;/inced way. “]Eﬁvzziyb(;li‘)f thinks so-
the most Z&%&E& people. And I know. I've been ev-

RN

erywhere and seen everything and done everything.”
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Her eyes flashed around her in a defiant way, rather
(&7 wmo|ct SRl Fl=z
like Tom’s, and she laughed with thrilling scorn. “So-

287k FE

phisticated—God, I'm sophisticated!”

Aﬂ“ é“oﬂ O\Ag} = ?’" 5 ro :LEA‘I—{O

The instant her voice broke off, ceasing to compel
motx0l ZEQI serelct, JxIcH 2Rl
my attention, my belief, I felt the basic insmcerlty

:LET\\OQK\)\\ ’,I‘

of what she had said. It made me uneasy, as though

the whole evening had been a trick of some sort to

SEEIRLIES

exact a contributory emotion from me. I waited, and
olato] 20(2}

sure enough, in a moment she looked at me with

OfL|Lt =7} 2k

i

an absolute smirk on her lovely face, as if she had

A5} Lo 29
ol SExL Xo

asserted her membership in a rather distinguished

T |F=EE st M(=quite a) RSt EZSH
secret society to which she and Tom belonged.
STV S ~ ALl ~ofl £3ict

Inside, the crimson room bloomed with light. Tom

Y ot SOMAL  EIZAMO| At £ L0} 20| ity

and Miss Baker sat at either end of the long couch

7|Ctet Aol & 2o

and she read aloud to him from the Saturday Eve-

ning Post—the words, murmurous and uninflected,

EE7fals °100| gi=
running together in a soothing tune. The lamp-light,

0|z, 2g= (010I5) EeH=(TZAFIE) tiE

bright on his boots and dull on the autumn-leaf yel-

ubf St sal3t

low of her hair, glinted along the paper as she turned

(BEAFE|O]) BPREERE St}

a page with a flutter of slender muscles in her arms.
M2y eE

When we came in she held us silent for a moment

(2t JJEiZ) FCH=kepl)
with a lifted hand.
sofeal
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“To be continued,” she said, tossing the magazine

on the table, “in our very next issue.”
HIZ TS S6)
Her body asserted itself with a restless movement
22wt (718r5] Qx| 251m) PR M glo] SEolct

of her knee, and she stood up.

“Ten o’clock,” she remarked, apparently finding

(B)=27101, 22t

the time on the ceiling. “Time for this good girl to go

PPN
to bed.”

e}

“Jordan’s going to play in the tournament tomor-

EHHE
row,” explained Daisy, “over at Westchester.”
Aafoict S8BA| 220 Sl 39|

“Oh—you're Jordan Baker.”

I knew now why her face was familiar—its pleas-
o4sst it
ing contemptuous expression had looked out at me
g2 UgichEs Sot Zepe)mel

from many rotogravure pictures of the sporting life
2He HgEuelLi2o) K% ug

at Asheville and Hot Springs and Palm Beach. I had
LANSROIL RO FYR|  OREA Fo| FYX|  BRaltt Fo| FUX

heard some story of her too, a critical, unpleasant

HIBEOL, Lt

story, but what it was I had forgotten long ago.
“Good night,” she said softly. “Wake me at eight,

segy

won’t you.”

“If you’ll get up.”
ofLpry
“I will. Good night, Mr Carraway. See you anon.”
ofXI9L0}
“Of course you will,” confirmed Daisy. “In fact I
ARl BofFC Stolsh Frt
think I'll arrange a marriage. Come over often, Nick,
S Mct

and I'll sort of—oh—fling you together. You know-

~8 ) Bl
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lock you up accidentally in linen closets and push you

AP gidifofot; £R] KF

out to sea in a boat, and all that sort of thing.”

“Good night,” called Miss Baker from the stairs. “I
A, 57
haven’t heard a word.”

“She’s a nice girl,” said Tom after a moment. “They

oughtn’t to let her run around the country this way.”
H2S Socilct
“Who oughtn’t to?” inquired Daisy coldly.
(-0l A) 2ct, 23Tt 22

“Her family.”
“Her family is one aunt about a thousand years

old. Besides, Nick’s going to look after her, aren’t you,
AT, &8t oLzt ~2 2} S4r}

Nick? She’s going to spend lots of week-ends out here

this summer. I think the home influence will be very

(Mol g, Almol) S ot

good for her.”
Daisy and Tom looked at each other for a moment

in silence.
Z83|, S A0IA, 2 ol
“Is she from New York?” I asked quickly.
etz
“From Louisville. Our white girlhood was passed
HE| 20| Qs TA Aol Aot

together there. Our beautiful white—"
“Did you give Nick a little heart to heart talk on the

1SS EiEn
veranda?” demanded Tom suddenly.
Z=05| 2, ufxc)

“Did I?” She looked at me, “I can’t seem to remem-

ber, but I think we talked about the Nordic race. Yes,

298 0I50] Tl 0[0F7|2 LiwC}

I'm sure we did. It sort of crept up on us and first

7t &M mERt=d
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thing you know.”

“Don’t believe everything you hear, Nick,” he
aic
advised me.
ZQtBICL, FTBICL, Faltt
I said lightly that I had heard nothing at all, and
3|

a few minutes later I got up to go home. They came

to the door with me and stood sipde by side in a
c}mlegfujlj(lljare of light. As I starteaﬁli‘ly motor Daisy
i)zrﬁe;lzt};:cé;ﬁlxy called: “Wait!”
Jio‘t}ﬂ'foo%;é(i); to ask you something, and it’s iXIEPortant.
We heard you were Sggaged toa é;}r\l‘ ?uE[}/VgsT[j{’
“That’s right,” éct);iaob’orat/iag;i‘ororﬁlplzi?dly. “We
(22) 7HsC

heard that you were engaged.”

“It’s a libel. 'm too poor.”
Hoi gl
“But we heard it,” insisted Daisy, surprising me by
(Apdojabm) Zsict S1E]
opening up again in a flower-like way. “We heard it
20| CHA| BAHE S50 T0iLA

from three people, so it must be true.”

Of course I knew what they were referring to, but
U5, Qi
I wasn’t even vaguely engaged. The fact that gossip
SjetstLITL Hojl A2 g
had published the banns was one of the reasons I had
22 onlga)

come East. You can’t stop going with an old friend on

account of rumors, and on the other hand I had no
0|R2, ~ MZ0|(=because of)
intention of being rumored into marriage.

oA} Ol ; =X ~atn ARLE

Their interest rather touched me and made them

~g Z&A7ICHmove)
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less remotely rich—nevertheless, I was confused and
(Chizt Q5 2 9 BI3) SEojEl 2apt oflats (Af2rg) E20A7Ict
a little disgusted as I drove away. It seemed to me
2x)7|[EIxz])Lts
that the thing for Daisy to do was to rush out of the
LIt
house, child in arms—but apparently there were no
EX20H) B, 7t Bz o 4 QU
such intentions in her head. As for Tom, the fact that
oA} Ol ; =X

he. “had some woman in New York” was really less

surprising than that he had been depressed by a book.
2S5t
Something was making him nibble at the edge of
~g ZIM S0t ~of S5t
stale ideas as if his sturdy physical egotism no longer

e 2715t SHIA Kf2HA

nourished his peremptory heart.

~Of YRS FT SOl

Already it was deep summer on rQ%dhouse roofs
and in front of yaoysicile garages, Ow\hgljénew red gas-
pumps sat out 1;(1?8(;5;35 ﬁlgﬁ{ gﬁd when I reached
my Si’iatg at Wzgst:Euég I ran the car under its g}/led
andeZinﬁor a while on an aban%oned §rals§3“ollé1‘J in
the yard. The wind had bié;!;%ff, leaving a loud,
brig\ﬁtg ilégﬁi:vgvl’ucﬁ wuiP“gs i;:e’é’zting 1r{ thf, trees and a
persistent organ 301;;;& 22 ;ﬁeffﬁleEeiig&s of the earth

B0l ASE= HX|9) Z0H6t 22 A2([2852]

blew the frogs full of life. The silhouette of a moving

Jh2lolA dES S0t J2XHE)

cat wavered across the moonlight, and turning my

ss2/tt
head to watch it, I saw that I was not alone—fifty feet
away a figure had emerged from the shadow of my
e ~OIM LERCE, &S Safufct
neighbor’s mansion and was standing with his hands
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in his pockets regarding the silver pepper of the stars.

UBI(RHEC 24 55 22 wal g2 Sot ¥S

Something in his leisurely movements and the secure

HFE2, eVIzH 20l= ergE

position of his feet upon the lawn suggested that it

was Mr Gatsby himself, come out to determine what
st=ol oiCiptRIE x17] 221
share was his of our local heavens.

AT 242 Malzin]

= 50

I decided to call to him. Miss Baker had mentioned

ZAMsIC], AEsict atsict, otgsict
him at d1nner and that would do for an 1ntroduc—
~o| tigo| it ~2 Saitt

tion. But I didn’t call to him, for he gave a sudden

intimation that he was content to be alone—he
OFA| HX|A| 22 (71740]) ~at1 0 Sk=(wiling)
stretched out his arms toward the dark water in a
(EotetzM 2ol & 52) solct ojaset
curious way, and, far as I was from him, I could have
P!
sworn he was trembling. Involuntarily I glanced
Ml Trot/EtAlsts S0jAZ0f, 2AZ0]
seaward—and distinguished nothing except a single
ol @l Helsins, 2l
green light, minute and far away, that might have
oMISHA; S0l
been the end of a dock. When I looked once more for
Be N3
Gatsby he had vanished, and I was alone again in the
MatxIct, lofx|ct

unquiet darkness.
(CESSE]

38



CHAPTERII

(2, NzHieR) B2 E
the motor road hastily joins the railroad and
RIS 2 351, A2 H2(M2] 2
runs beside it for a quarter of a mile, so as to shrink
Li2ts| Z2ict ~g Tsic}
away from a certain desolate area of land. This is a
R
valley of ashes—a fantastic farm where ashes grow
ol AT Mal7] At JoEIH B2, SOl ABH, HE
like wheat into ridges and hills and grotesque gardens;
Ao, Aoj 7|5t

where ashes take the forms of houses and chimneys

7H SPARRH; *HC(O) Exy
and rising smoke and, finally, with a transcendent ef-

L rmE . ro‘ igo.j
fort, of ash-gray men, who move dimly and already
S|l 01715 MEED]
crumbling through the powdery air. Occasionally a
7127} 5o JI2EH0|9); Hod r=s
line of gray cars crawls along an invisible track, gives
7l0i7tct S2; &

out a ghastly creak, and comes to rest, and immedi-

H=st  wzels A2l E A
ately the ash-gray men swarm up with leaden spades

(EEI%) o X0] S2STHHOR BIE[RA2] 4

and stir up an impenetrable cloud, which screens

£ E0ZY 4 Qs 2L ~Z Jl2|cH

their obscure operations from your sight.
Q558 & HO|X| Y=
But above the gray land and the spasms of bleak
S g2, oanst
dust which drift endlessly over it, you perceive, after
(2, B710l) Wi, B[R ArIatct

a moment, the eyes of Doctor T. J. Eckleburg. The

ﬁ bout half way between West Egg and New York

eyes of Doctor T. J. Eckleburg are blue and gigantic-
Hol e, ey
their retinas are one yard high. They look out of no
ot 30JE, 2 0.9m
face, but, instead, from a pair of enormous yellow
~ chalof Sfciel, 7{cHs, it

o, @od
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spectacles which pass over a non-existent nose. Evi-
(Fsl) 2RI (@ 2x1 52) st=xi2c, Hofsict
dently some wild wag of an oculist set them there to
of ofuare otufolf
fatten his practice in the borough of Queens, and then
19 g 2 AMPCH HRUSITH  HA XEXITFRAlS] 5 KxT B B
sank down himself into eternal blindness, or forgot
RICk: 94g10] ZXIQ/TH: OF B0 BlTH B3| 0| HofRict
them and moved away. But his eyes, dimmed a little
Z uj
by many paintless days, under sun and rain, brood on
~g Fuct
over the solemn dumping ground.
oIt M7 [ZxHol A2
The valley of ashes is bounded on one side by a
~oll ZAE (kD U]
small foul river, and, when the drawbridge is up to let
(@71 20)) ot Cl2f, XK SHREN 2= o)

barges through, the passengers on waiting trains can
B 2k, 512

stare at the dismal scene for as long as half an hour.

S835kgloomy); xfot £ 4 gle= HE, HRHEE)
There is always halt there of at least a minute, and it
B} =0, £l431

was because of this that I first met Tom Buchanan’s

mistress.

HE(H5R)

The fact that he had one was insisted upon wher-

~OlA AR SRt
ever he was known. His acquaintances resented the
a2 Of= ARIS Sopsict
fact that he turned up in popular café with her and,
S5 41%9! Fhof Leh it
leaving her at a table, sauntered about, chatting with
OfaIE SOl EHA0I0K[E Litvct
whomsoever he knew. Though I was curious to see
238 57|40l e
her, I had no desire to meet her—but I did. I went up
7. 2%, big

to New York with Tom on the train one afternoon,

and when we stopped by the ashheaps he jumped to

I G0l del A= HE UO{LIC

his feet and, taking hold of my elbow, literally forced

TER LA adz
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me from the car.

“We've getting off,” he insisted. “I want you to

VO AT LTt st FEsi

meet my girl.”

I think he’d tanked up a good deal at luncheon,
(4] S Ere) BT /] 22 2 OpAICHUpREL FAl(unch)
and his determination to have my company bordered
=x, ~ofl OFF 7Kt
on violence. The supercilious assumption was that on
JBES AT 7Ky o1

Sunday afternoon I had nothing better to do.

I fq}lqwed him over a low yyhei’gezvasged railroad
fencé\,’:a;’lz/afe \E/v;aljked back a huﬁriizrg(ii@/:;ds along the
road under D(;‘(;[(;;H 7Eﬁ(}:kleburg’s pggsistgnt stare. The
only building in sHigIEt wasa jsmeal!)bmléocligi ;ellow brick
sitting on the é(ol‘g*eo‘(;fjcﬂe V\;etsifeJ 1;1;12‘1;; }su(ﬁ of S:gr(}ngagt
Main Street milgisteping 58 }T[é ein}d: Sogtiguoﬁs(j’gc'\);;:b-
solutely nothiil'ﬂg*.ggr?et of %tmﬁ‘eafh;gegse};ggsf ?t c?ﬁ?ijnied

was for rent and another was an all-night restaurant,

approached by a trail of ashes; the third was a gar

~0 Jhrlol QU nlxle T (1R Bal) @t ESIN

age—Repairs. GEORGE B. WILSON. Cars bought and
sold.—and I followed Tom inside.

The interior was unprosperous and bare; the only
SR 942, BAtst R
car visible was the dust-covered wreck of a Ford
(0l) Hol, 2ok 4l HIH); Ff

which crouched in a dim corner. It had occurred to me

23|t e
that this shadow of a garage must be a blind, and that
R, Zxb siLtol 7lg

sumptuous and romantic apartments were concealed

s3ze (Raig) o 2x0, #8710
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overhead, when the proprietor himself appeared in
ASXF (A1) S0)) Afdz
the door of an office, wiping his hands on a piece of
o x2t
waste. He was a blond, spiritless man, anaemic, and
A7) gl JECREET
faintly handsome. When he saw us a damp gleam of
&7/ Sojat &
hope sprang into his light blue eyes.
sl 2x/0|c}, (ZAP7]) EHojaC)
“Hello, Wilson, old man,” said Tom, slapping him
=] mhelct
jovially on the shoulder. “How’s business?”
225
“I can’t complain,” answered Wilson
sm(gloffsict; S
unconvincingly. “When are you going to sell me that

HS3 Qlo|, 2AzEE 3

car?”

“Next week; I've got my man working on it now.”
alzolct
“Works pretty slow, don’t he?”
T, B, THEHS)|

“No, he doesn’t,” said Tom coldly. “And if you feel

that way about it, maybe I'd better sell it somewhere
2 Aoz
else after all.”
(A= Ha)) Z201=
“I don’t mean that,” explained Wilson quickly. “I
Mefaict

just meant—"

His voice faded off and Tom glanced impatiently

2zg S|t = ST

around the garage. Then I heard footsteps on a stairs,
S UEok was)

and in a moment the thickish figure of a woman

= EpO = O x X0
52 & RS 23 &2

blocked out the light from the office door. She was in

(8 A2|Z) 712}, RfEtshct

the middle thirties, and faintly stout, but she carried
&{0[5A, 010l

her flesh sensuously as some women can. Her face,

QAU BENIE, (MolxoR) Z2ixel
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above a spotted dress of dark blue crépe-de-chine,
SR ENELRPES 20|z = A(m}HR0)
contained no facet or gleam of beauty, but there was
=019y ofsFssale o
an immediately perceptible vitality about her as if the

(2 7lae soh) X14E +~ Us

nerves of her body were continually ETQu@pring. She
smiled slowly and, walking through }gle;f ﬂ;lsxt‘;;nd as if
El‘eﬁ were a glp}ost, gbgok hands with Tom, looking i’li‘m
f:h;:l; H‘l thzéeye. :I‘Eli;[;he wet her lips, and without
i$;£§hc>gj‘§;gund spoke to her husband in a soft, coarse
voice: o

“Get some chairs, why don’t you, so somebody can
sit down.”

“Oh, sure,” agreed Wilson };ujlrriejdly, apd:went to-
ward the little office, glinglil}g}ﬂi;i;;égi;’l:fygwith the
cement color of the wél(jl‘lr;'.wAji;Eite ashen dust Vgiﬁlemd
}}is darko§i1iM‘[ and his pale hair as it veiled ever;"tilgr:g
1ing ’Eﬁg\ﬁrizcizni‘i;—except his wife, who moved S}/%s‘% tgw

(-9l B2 7101 L7170

Tom.
“I want to see you,” said Tom intently. “Get on the
B3P, ool 22|
next train.”
“All right.”
“I'll meet you by the news-stand on the lower lev-
N2 Jpg
el.”
She nodded and moved away from him just as

VOl A =HO{X L7 tCh
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George Wilson emerged with two chairs from his of-
~OIM LRrH e cajucy]
fice door.

We waited for her down the road and out of sight.

ol /x| e

It was a few days before the Fourth of July, and a
EHRIEL

gray, scrawny Italian child was setting torpedoes in a

O QFAKSH J{Z=0F L2 01=]; Z=9 LARER|

row along the railroad track.

“Terrible place, isn’t it,” said Tom, exchanging a

K| SH
=) kal

frown with Doctor Eckleburg.
“Awful.”

T TS5
“It does her good to get away.”
(- OH(H)M) SEBHCHeOfLICE
“Doesn’t her husband object?”
ot}
“Wilson? He thinks she goes to see her sister in

New York. He’s so dumb he doesn’t know he’s alive.”

MX2| Z&2; HESH Lolst

So Tom Buchanan and his girl and I went up to-

gether to New York—or not quite together, for Mrs

o, sl

Wilson sat discreetly in another car. Tom deferred

At 2|, AESH, EAAR ~oll g=3iciio)
that much to the sensibilities of those East Eggers
(MRZ 7 w) 24 0lAE 029] ol

who might be on the train.
STz z2s
She had changed her dress to a brown figured mus-
2 2L} gl
lin, which stretched tight over her rather wide hips as

(R0| Z0il) & =0l=[E=]

Tom helped her to the platform in New York. At the

news-stand she bought a copy of Town Tattle and a

~SHE 07OHLHO\ 3= X*ﬂ

moving-picture magazine, and in the station drug-

o5t & Aol U= i
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store some cold cream and a small flask of perfume.

X2 g4 5ty
Up-stairs, in the solemn echoing drive she let four
assh aost eiast
taxicabs drive away before she selected a new one,
M M5

lavender-colored with gray upholstery, and in this we

efICH Mof; ftiatiol (oIt S2) SH e
slid out from the mass of the station into the glowing
olmefrtc NER SH|=[HE] o SEf= S5t

sunshine. But immediately she turned sharply from
el GIEH, 2245
the window and, leaning forward, tapped on the front

rEA) 85 Fea2i0t

glass.

“I want to get one of those dogs,” she said earnest-
EIRIHA

ly. “I want to get one for the apartment. They're nice
to have—a dog.”

We backed up to a gray old man who bore an
PN

absurd resemblance to John D. Rockefeller. In a bas-
SABARS ERLIGE
ket swung from his neck cowered a dozen very recent

~ofl (HETHE) ohtaf QU= 2 so/ciga2|cH 229
puppies of an indeterminate breed.

SRS 5T 4 WSS AN, 1Yol tE2) B5
“What kind are they?” asked Mrs Wilson eagerly,

wlal; 7H&a|

as he came to the taxi-window.
“All kinds. What kind do you want, lady?”
“I'd like to get one of those police dogs; I don’t sup-

Za7

pose you got that kind?”
The man peered doubtfully into the basket,

S| 2ot =0{AHECH SAlStCH

plunged in his hand and drew one up, wriggling, by

(~ &0f) MLoi Ect TE0f 22|CHup) EENE

the back of the neck.
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“That’s no police dog,” said Tom.

“No, it’s not exactly a police dog,” said the man
Bt
with disappointment in his voice. “It’s more of
A
an Airedale.” He passed his hand over the brown
ofofc Blziof(@ Rt Falzioz 28)
wash-rag of a back. “Look at that coat. Some coat.
sziol g ze 21 ¢
That’s a dog that’ll never bother you with catching
HaA stct 2710 Z2Ict
cold.”

“I think it’s cute,” said Mrs Wilson enthusiastically.

D ot o S@xoz S50

“How much is it?”

“That dog?” He looked at it admiringly. “That dog
Zerstof
will cost you ten dollars.”

The Airedale— undoubtedly there was an Aire-
oJAlEE 04X|Q10|; SHAl
dale concerned in it somewhere, though its feet
it
were startlingly white—changed hands and settled
sz = 0 (At S01) ARKI7H BT ZALIIC]

down into Mrs Wilson’s lap, where she fondled the

weatherproof coat Wlth rapture
HBEiol & ACKS; BiRIS S0l R BEY

“Isita boy or a girl?” she asked delicately.

SOt IS

“That dog? That dog’s a boy.”

“It’s a bitch,” said Tom decisively. “Here’s your

or; A
money. Gomgnd buy ten moredcfogszﬁrfﬁl ‘it.”

We drove over to Fifth Avenue, warm and soft,
almost ggsgto_ril‘, on the summer Sunday afternoon. I
wouldn’}ﬂﬁ;;e féueal‘i surprised to see a great flock of

(&, AQl) w|
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white sheep turn the corner.
“Hold on,” I said, “T have to leave you here.”

“No, you don’t,” interposed Tom quickly. “Myrtle’ll
S20|ct, 7I0fSCH etz
be hurt if you don’t come up to the apartment. Won’t
CHRICE MRS ATH A8 sicH ~ofl LiEhich SS(Ealsict

you, Myrtle?”

“Come on,” she urged, “I'll telephone my sister

(---3t=2) S6ICt, M6t oict

Catherine. She’s said to be very beautiful by people
who ought to know.”
“Well, I'd like to, but—"

We went on, cutting back again over the Park
BHsHED]
toward the West Hundreds. At 158th Street the cab
MEH o=
stopped at one slice in a long white cake of apartment-
(SA2 9l #) 224
houses. Throwing a regal homecoming glance around
RIZoA 22, Fist £i=(th5] go=ct
the neighborhood, Mrs Wilson gathered up her dog
g 79 mor|
and her other purchases, and went haughtily in.
ZYRIA, 28t5H

“I’'m going to have the McKees come up,” she

announced as we rose in the elevator. “And, of course,
ursic, et
I got to call up my sister, too.”

MBS Zct

The apartment was on the top floor—a small living-
room, a small dining-room, a small bedroom, and a

bath. The living-room was crowded to the doors with
0| 7153
a set of tapestried furniture entirely too large for it, so
O3] 7Hx AR S T P2 HBEoR, i), Fi

that to move about was to stumble continually over

wo| Za|c}, we Kool
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scenes of ladies swinging in the gardens of Versailles.
HIZAIR ST
The only picture was an over-enlarged photograph,
RILRIA| S ARz
apparently a hen sitting on a blurred rock. Looked
Z70| K| 40} 01, S5

at from a distance, however, the hen resolved itself

2| #2 ~7} St

into a bonnet, and the countenance of a stout old
HY 0lgE 2t o= (2%) EE£35t EE5

lady beamed down into the room. Several old cop-
0l 4 BIFCH

ies of Town Tattle lay on the table together with a

copy of “Simon Called Peter,” and some of the small
(H==et el AR
scandal magazines of Broadway. Mrs Wilson was

B2Cfole AMSE TR HAIS

first concerned with the dog. A reluctant elevator-boy

~0f 2ol U= el DiIRe FXsk=

went for a box full of straw and some milk, to which

he added on his own initiative a tin of large, hard dog-
RIFY; BE, 215
biscuits—one of which decomposed apathetically
S )=k SUSP ; W
in the saucer of milk all afternoon. Meanwhile Tom
(74| Tt S0)) w3 FA 1 S0t
brought out a bottle of whiskey from a locked bureau

THLHCE A

door.

I have been drunk just twice in my life, and the sec-

0] F3ic) UM S ot & ¢

ond time was that afternoon; so everything that hap-

pened has a dim hazy cast over it, although until after

motopy T g (-22) grt
eight o’clock the apartment was full of cheerful sun.
wrerst e At
Sitting on Tom’s lap Mrs Wilson called up several peo-
ple on the telephone; then there were no cigarettes,

and I went out to buy some at the drugstore on the

o[F(erE % T2 BSC A3
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corner. When I came back they had both disappeared,
AR2EX|CH
so I sat down discreetly in the living-room and read a
N3], ZHARA; R

chapter of “Simon Called Peter”—either it was terrible

stuff or the whiskey distorted things, because it didn’t
271 23 sisch; ohzsict
make any sense to me.

ENEES

Just as Tom and Myrtle (after the first drink Mrs
Wilson and I called each other by our first names)

reappeared, company commenced to arrive at the

(Toll =) &5 AIRIC) ARSI

apartment-door.

The sister, Catherine, was a slender, worldly girl
M S2|52|st
of about thirty, with a solid, sticky bob of red hair,
3 gapge 5o ciinja
and a complexion powdered milky white. Her eye-

njsAY; (S5]) QMY

brows had been plucked and then drawn on again at

51
a more rakish angle, but the efforts of nature toward
EERIEE w2, 411, 0f

the restoration of the old alignment gave a blurred

(2 212, 12 So)) =2[=7] 0] & of
air to her face. When she moved about there was an
sl L
incessant clicking as innumerable pottery bracelets
Bl & M ot M4 glo| B2, 245t TAp|2 BIS0IRl TN

jingled up and down upon her arms. She came in

watdey 22|}

ElSELS

with such a proprietary haste, and looked around
ZoInE Ys| Mz
so possessively at the furniture that I wondered if
ARE(X| X! 2 77 ~Oi=E ZZsoH)

she lived here. But when I asked her she laughed

immoderately, repeated my question aloud, and told

P AMStA, S SUAE

me she lived with a girl friend at a hotel.
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Mr. McKee was a pale, feminine man from the flat
Fust ofxicie, olyAsie of} 5

below. He had just shaved, for there was a white spot
5] B4

of lather on his cheek-bone, and he was most resp
o Ze 1= B ool
ectful in his greeting to every one in the room. He

IEN)
informed me that he was in the “artistic game,” and
(S5| ZAxo=) Y|SB olasielofa7to]) o
I gathered later that he was a photographer and had
(03] EtAE 2op) RE{F=TaHct ApRIEp, AbRiAl
made the dim enlargement of Mrs Wilson’s mother
Oise Syt %
which hovered like an ectoplasm on the wall. His wife

USC, ot ARG So|M ZALEICH T Bt Q2N 2X)

was shrill, languid handsome, and horrible. She told
(2427 =11 D712
me with pride that her husband had photographed

TR

her a hundred and twenty-seven times since they had
been married.

Mrs Wilson had changed her costume some time
o, =3
before, and was now attired in an elaborate after-
Ol ~O= (Z3IEA) xtaf Uit
noon dress of cream-colored chiffon, which gave out

SMo| AZHIH, LYUZ SO 32 3i2)

a continual rustle as she swept about the room. With

HpAalS 4]
the influence of the dress her personality had also
o3, I3 A, 01, Y
undergone a change. The intense vitality that had
BEIBICH BatICt HECED!
been so remarkable in the garage was converted into

=2t okt Sall =28 otst SHA|7|C =S}

impressive hauteur. Her laughter, her gestures her

OIAIXO| OIAM 212 QOtat 2o

PN=}

assertions became more violently affected moment by

(E \O-{MOU\JH’ /134 pﬂ [ez}s13=A _\\A\E} ‘,\‘7}7}0.:

oo=

moment, and as she expanded the room grew smaller
SZ(0f 220, Bt

around her, until she seemed to be revolving on a

3|t Alngn
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noisy, creaking pivot through the smoky air.
#2712l STHES
“My dear,” she told her sister in a high, mincing
EEi=
shout, “most of these fellas will cheat you every time.
A& S(=fellows, persons)

All they think of is money. I had a woman up here last

week to look at my feet, and when she gave me the bill
AL
you’d of thought she had my appendicitus out.”

OH X}
[=X=]

“What was the name of the woman?” asked Mrs
McKee.
“Mrs Eberhardt. She goes around looking at peo-

(P12 320 A= H0f) Tt

ple’s feet in their own homes.”

“I like your dress,” remarked Mrs McKee, “I think
(42}, oA 52) atc, =BT}
it’s adorable.”
SIS SR
Mrs Wilson rejected the compliment by raising her
HASBICY, PRI FAHO ), B
eyebrow in disdain.
ECEIENCES
“It’s just a crazy old thing,” she said. “I just slip it
H40| Oh, 2 OF i v 243ct

on sometimes when I don’t care what I look like.”
“But it looks wonderful on you, if you know what

I mean,” pursued Mrs McKee. “If Chester could only
A (23t

get you in that pose I think he could make something

ILAFSHCHI)

of it.”

We all looked in silence at Mrs Wilson, who re-
R, LR01, B2 S04
moved a strand of hair from over her eyes and looked
(Helz So)) gelx) sl

back at us with a brilliant smile. Mr McKee regar-

Wb St Bt S5 =0l
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ded her intently with his head on one side, and then
Esiof
moved his hand back and forth slowly in front of his
o2 0] QO[]

face.

“I should change the light,” he said after a moment.
£YS vt
“I'd like to bring out the modelling of the features.
a2 0|2 74)] YA
And I'd try to get hold of all the back hair.”

2 R}

“T wouldn’t think of changing the light,” cried Mrs
McKee. “I think it’'s—”
Her husband said “Sh!” and we all looked at the

subject again, whereupon Tom Buchanan yawned
(249, 2ol they; 2

audibly and got to his feet.

saz2 £2 4 Qi

“You McKees have something to drink,” he said.

“Get some more ice and mineral water, Myrtle, before
=

everybody goes to sleep.”
“I told that boy about the ice.” Myrtle raised her

eyebrows in despair at the shiftlessness of the lower
Hyxoz 4ctelg, 258 oRt%S
orders. “These people! You have to keep after them all

(S TE7|2) TRIC, OFHICt

the time.”

She looked at me and laughed Pgintlesjly. Then
she ﬂgunce{c{l over to the dog, kissed ;toaﬁfﬂ/égstasy,
andii&f’? ir‘rLl’to the kitchen, inmglyﬁipg that a 210(‘)zen
chefs awaited her orders there.j e

~2 7|ck2l(2 CH=wait for)

“I've done some nice things out on Long Island,”
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asserted Mr McKee.

(Z215)) FAICH Trol/2iMsict
Tom looked at him blankly.

BlSiL], SEFILL; o At 23|

“Two of them we have framed down-stairs.”

S[HXHofl g, HIE F20t

“Two what?” demanded Tom.

Ltsich des| 20t mx|ch

“Two studies. One of them I call ‘Montauk Point-

R 20}QBHe =2 Zo| 9l= x|
The Gulls,” and the other I call ‘Montauk Point—The

29

Sea.

The sister Catherine sat down beside me on the
couch.

“Do you live down on Long Island, too,” she
inquired.
(2 - 0) Z2L sict, 20}

“I live at West Egg.”

“Really? I was down there at a party about a month
ago. At a man named Gatsby’s. Do you know him?”

HEblats Al Zof
“I live next door to him.”

O‘U\\

“Well, they say he’s a nephew or a cousin of Kaiser

(XD =7t A= 1XF MIAICH
Wilhelm’s. That’s where all his money comes from.”
HS Yozl = & ~O0lM LT}
“Really?”
She nodded.

42 n=o|ct
“I'm scared of him. I'd hate to have him get any-

SHYIE, F2HS (R12) SAI AofaICHEMBICH

=

thing on me.”

This absorbing information about my neighbor
1SS Mot 50122
was interrupted by Mrs McKee’s pointing suddenly at

Jl20t5| ESCtel ZXME: ChAXO| 72|12 251
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Catherine:
“Chester, I think you could do something with
her,” she broke out, but Mr McKee only nodded in a

HS0{thTt, AmEA Bt AESO|

bored way, and turned his attention to Tom.

Z0|(2); Al

“I'd like to do more work on Long Island, if I could

get the entry. All I ask is that they should give me a

SUUTUTIE 4 U 22l 713)

start.” V
“Ask Myrtle,” said Tom, breaking into a short

shout of laughter as Mrs Wilson entered with a tray.

oJE, 13 (A2)) g

“She’ll give you a letter of introduction, won’t you,

AN

Myrtle?”

“Do what?” she asked, startled.

=2, 2% maty

“You'll give McKee a letter of introduction to your
husband, so he can do some studies of him.” His lips
moved silently for a moment as he invented.
Qas 227420 (AFA0] Ot 242) XIofLict

“’George B. Wilson at the Gasoline Pump,’ or
something like that.”

Catherine leaned close to me and whispered in my

shtol 71ehc S l=:

ear:

“Neither of them can stand the person they’re mar-

Ac[0174] uict

ried to.”

“Can’t they?”

“Can’t stand them.” She looked at Myrtle and then

~2 (KPM3]) Am|ct
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at Tom. “What I say is, why go on living with them if
U e, Ut wal 22
they can’t stand them? If I was them I'd get a divorce
ENES
and get married to each other right away.”
=ERIN

“Doesn’t she like Wilson either?”

The answer to this was unexpected. It came from
ol7|%| %42, 4t gtol, Srol
Myrtle, who had overheard the question, and it was
Sot5[0{mCt7H] Ect; AECH
violent and obscene.
Z2yxol LZsl QlEol Syt
“You see,” cried Catherine triumphantly. She
SIPRC]
lowered her voice again. “It’s really his wife that’s
S42l2 W
keeping them apart. She’s a Catholic, and they don’t
2, 0%
believe in divorce.”

Daisy was not a Catholic, and I was a little shocked
578w
at the elaborateness of the lie.

3Y3l2 59 Yl

“When they do get married,” continued Catherine,

“they’re going West to live for a while until it blows

HAl St EEsix|ct

over.”

“It’'d be more discreet to go to Europe.”
NS He Qe
“Oh, do you like Europe?” she exclaimed
Ag|x|c QIRICt
surprisingly. “I just got back from Monte Carlo.”
s 0ia; ool T ~0ll Sotect

“Really.”

“Just last year. I went over there with another girl.”
(0l21%f2]) CUCH; (~2) 2t
“Stay long?”
oj2ch
“No, we just went to Monte Carlo and back. We
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went I;}; way of 1\/£ar§eilles. We had over twelve hun-
d;ej(‘iL h(iaglolH;rs whg;ﬂvﬁve started, but we got gzped gut
of it all in two days in the pEivilie rooms. WZ iloiainiu Aaﬂl
iwif}ulﬁtiime getting back, I)\L:Ea;ﬁiéll you. God, how I
ﬁz’iégitﬁat town!”
RIS AOfaiT)

The late afternoon sky E)loop(rjneg 11} the window for
a moment like the Pljue h;fe;Tg% ;1?1‘(; i{editerranean-
then the i}}rjl}}ygi)c“e:(;“ kj1’\/Iwrs McKee callgaoine back into

the room.

“TI almost made a mistake, too,” she declared
M4E sit, B2 Kx|20t 0i5) waict

vigorously. “I almost married a little kyke who’d been
2071245t Bxp o EEI

after me for years. I knew he was below me. Every-

~HCt Ofhol
body kept saying to me: ‘Lucille, that man’s way below
~9rt 25t

you!’ But if I hadn’t met 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.”
WHE ¢ ofehz nfolct A3 HojE

“I know I didn’t.”
“Well, I married him,” said Myrtle, ambiguously.

ofoH=2S5HA
“And that’s the difference between your case and

~ete] xto|(H)

mine.”

“Why did you, Myrtle?” demanded Catherine.

Yo =0, TRIc

“Nobody forced you to.”

desich ZAstet

Myrtle considered.

A[med/an)sic

56



“I married him because I thought he was a gentle-

man,” she said finally. “I thought he knew something
ORI, Eciof YRR T we
about breeding, but he wasn't fit to lick my shoe.”
(28, 2802 20| Ad) DY Nt g2 xj2io] =it
“You were crazy about him for a while,” said Cath-

~of DIxIct, P Bsict

ErSIE=r ]

erine.

“Crazy about him!” cried Myrtle incredulously.
US 4 YLk £

“Who said I was crazy about him? I never was any

of oi4

more crazy about him than I was about that man
there.”

She pointed suddenly at me, and every one looked
(@712t so=) stel7|ct
at me accusingly. I tried to show by my expression
Bl /SR aks] SOl
that I expected no affection.
2149] TP ofEHtI 0 BHR0| Sl

“The only crazy I was was when I married him.

I knew right away I made a mistake. He borrowed

2 22, A A 222 Axl=g welc)

somebody’s best suit to get married in, and never even

pSpNG
=X}

told me about it, and the man came after it one day
when he was out: ‘Oh, is that your suit?’ I said. ‘This is
the first I ever heard about it.” But I gave it to him and
then I lay down and cried to beat the band all after-
S WSt 7|M2: T

noon.”

“She really ought to get away from him,” resumed

(-0l SEsicioiiTt] Rl

Catherine to me. “They’ve been living over that garage for

eleven years. And Tom’s the first sweetie she ever had.”

ZESH A 0fRl(=sweetheart)
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The bottle of whiskey—a second one—was now in

constant demand by all present, excepting Catherine,

ool =0 3 58
SYGlE: VigRE HE gls

who “felt just as good on nothing at all.” Tom rang for
o] OF ObME ORA ZIE] 7|20| £t
the janitor and sent him for some celebrated sand-
(OfIHE - NRA 50)) Ziole 018 HlE]
wiches, which were a complete supper in themselves.
MY (AMAP(dinner=2Ch= & ZAE)

I wanted to get out and walk eastward toward the

park through the soft twilight, but each time I tried
2= 9|
to go I became entangled in some wild, strident argu-
0] (MElAZ) 2ois/A= S n (242]7h St
ment which pulled me back, as if with ropes, into my
oM Tk WSS AT ObRl ~2l HHY
chair. Yet high over the city our line of yellow win-
ae 5t =0l
dows must have contributed their share of human
e}, RIBsiC) 7151 2 Tz, 2y

secrecy to the casual watcher in the darkening streets,

(Ush HIL; LIURE) 25| TS S0 HOH A OF AT

and I was him too, looking up and wondering. I was
otnt

within and without, simultaneously enchanted and

soll SAloll Zafstct S0 ((wit): LA ojoll Z2!; oh=E

repelled by the inexhaustible variety of life.

sHYEYle Ll O £ + gl 2TEY

Myrtle pulled her chair close to mine, and sud-
Jhrtol et
denly her warm breath poured over me the story of
2ot oixjz

her first meeting with Tom.

“It was on the two little seats facing each other that
M2 0pF 2 21
are always the last ones left on the train. I was going
Lt} ~2 gepiC

up to New York to see my sister and spend the night.

He had on a dress suit and patent leather shoes, and

(HME) o=, olgl2  E3Z ge; Bl

I couldn’t keep my eyes off him, but every time he

O m A O
T= 2 T BT
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looked at me I had to pretend to be looking at the
ol HBICHAAE 20, JMAlsoz HEsic)
advertisement over his head. When we came into the

Zn

station he was next to me, and his white shirt-front

0] 9 gict 8 N WS
pressed against my arm, and so I told him I'd have to
(Rot0l) 8% GCHIAA7 I, (200 D) 20t

call a policeman, but he knew I lied. I was so excited

A% gary

that when I got into a taxi with him I didn’t ﬁ}farﬁl&
79| ~O}L|C}
know I wasn’t getting into a subway train. All I kept

thinking about, over and over, was ‘You can’t live
ofFf ¥ =20 SAHSHS] L=k
9

forever; you can't live forever.

A3

She turned to Mrs McKee and the room rang full
of her artificial laughter.

UL[RISIERL: x|l Y2 sh=

“My dear,” she cried, “I'm going to give you this

dress as soon as I'm through with it. I've got to get

~2 2U1; A20] g == H2

another one tomorrow. I'm going to gqia}}e a }ist of all
the things I've got to get. é massage a;d:a Y\;a;;éi and a
coyflrgfgr the dog, and ong\g‘f 7t‘ljlose cute lit;aﬂéjzé}ltrays
[\ﬁfﬁé‘fé ?7011 touch a spring, and a wreath Mt}ngo‘t‘)lack

OFIael 2B A3 HiS F2 B3

silk bow for mother’s grave that’ll last all summer. I
== O LiLh 74
got to write down a list so I won't forget all the things
Hojct, o2t ot

I got to do.”

It was nine o’clock—almost immediately afterward
S0f, Lz
I looked at my watch and found it was ten. Mr McKee

was asleep on a chair with his fists clenched in his lap,

SixfoflAf Zo| Ecf x4 (39 & 58) T 3
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like a photograph of a man of action. Taking out my
=5t U, 2ja
handkerchief I wiped from his cheek the spot of dried
HlbICH 2xi=Cf

lather that had worried me all the afternoon.
B 742 Aol 74z2ct RN

The little dog was sitting on the table looking with

ol 2

blind eyes through the smoke, and from time to time
2oz
groaning faintly. People disappeared, reappeared,
(DS bl = So2) MSsic 2274

made plans to go somewhere, and then lost each

other, searched for each other, found each other a

=

few feet away. Some time toward midnight Tom Bu-
x| 4= ROlIA R0l Tt 2
chanan and Mrs Wilson stood face to face discussing,
(~of) N2 22S YD E25ict

in impassioned voices, whether Mrs Wilson had any

el A
right to mention Daisy’s name.

EC)E =
“Daisy! Daisy! Daisy!” shouted Mrs Wilson. “T'll say
A2|X|ct Q|X|Ct
it whenever I want to! Daisy! Dai—"
~gt mhojct
Making a short deft movement, Tom Buchanan
S=Hskilful)

broke her nose with his open hand.

Then there were bloody towels upon the bathroom
1] 22 47i50| Yuaix(} 24 big}
floor, and women’s voices scolding, and high over
OFEIRIC TAlCH

the confusion a long broken wail of pain. Mr McKee

(HA AEfo) B2t ojmOn 27 255k As
awoke from his doze and started in a daze toward the
(i) 7], Mt (Et2 So=) Yozl Al

door. When he had gone half way he turned around
and stared at the scene—his wife and Catherine scold-

ing and consoling as they stumbled here and there

eto] == HISOi0 &0t
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among the crowded furniture with articles of aid, and

o
TEAES ELH

the despairing figure on the couch, bleeding ﬂuently,

Hats W\M\ 5t }iﬂ/‘ou ol=

(i=1=N

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 from

the chandelier, I followed.

dEelof(HEoll oot so{Eels S5i2R AE 5)

“Come to lunch some day,” he suggested, as we
HioHsiCH
groaned down in the elevator.

(25, WEo=) B = 42/E L)

“Where?”

“Anywhere.”

“I}Sep your hands off the lever,” fggp?ed the eleva-
tor btoiy[.[ﬂu o

“I beg your pardon,” said Mr McKee with gi;%pltz,x “1
didn’t know I was touching it.” e

“All right,” I agreed, “I'll be glad to.”

I was standing beside his bed and he was sitting

up between the sheets, clad in his underwear, with a

ol ME Y 2(=clothed)
great portfolio in his hands.
Z0| 712K Alo)) 317, 317

“Beauty and the Beast... Loneliness... Old S}rnocxiry
Horse... Br(j)(a)lé’n Bridge...” B
ThenEITvTr;;; lLyEngH}ialf asleep in ’glie co»lqwl‘ower level
of the PennsylgzliHi;ESi:tion, starﬂlzzgf EIZ morning

ZZMIZ (E2lE)

Tribune, and waiting for the four o’clock train.
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CHAPTER III

There was music from my neighbor’s house

through the summer nights. In his blue gardens
GIZ ¥ UL
men and girls came and went like moths among the

o1 Jict

whisperings and the champagne and the stars. At high

LA S5 Altyja)=

tide in the afternoon I watched his guests d1v1ng from
~OlIA Cho|tCt

the tower of his raft, or taking the sun on the hot sand

H=o| g2
of his beach while his two motor-boats slit the wa-
FHE Uit

ters of the Sound, drawing aquaplanes over cataracts
QEHEEJ I OIZEP| & AACE EA4E

of foam. On week-ends his Rolls-Royce became an

=015 [=11=1
, ARS E0tete L=

omnibus, bearing parties to and from the city between
BaHA, NEHA | ZpRt W edi]
nine in the morning and long past midnight, while

his station wagon scampered like a brisk yellow bug
siSXIS Zefict st o2t el
to meet all trains. And on Mondays eight servants,

slols

1nc1ud1ng an extra gardener, toiled all day Wlth mops

S st S3 18 YA SMTESkD 2l Yttt oz
and scrubbing—brushes and hammers and garden-
Ha g2i Heg 2 719

shears, repairing the ravages of the night before.

Tl E[E7HE] K2
Every Friday five crates of oranges and lemons ar-

(4% - BHB) LIT A

rived from a fruiterer in New York—every Monday

T 4, ok
these same oranges and lemons left his back door in
sz
a pyramid of pulpless halves. There was a machine

Hoz T2l (3180] gls) 2

in the kitchen which could extract the juice of two

S, FEsic
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hundred oranges in half an hour if a little button was

pressed two hundred times by a butler’s thumb.

T2 ZAte] X
At least once a fortnight a corps of caterers came
Ho{z, AT 27Y 3 22|0| Q2| ZYYX|, Haleixt

down with several hundred feet of canvas and enough

ZHeiA of2 Ao| 7

colored lights to make a Christmas tree of Gatsby’s

enormous garden. On buffet tables, garnished with
STy, ey L S Rolct, it
glistening hors-d’oeuvre, spiced baked hams crowded

B sl t[steist TRes) afA 72

against salads of harlequin designs and pastry pigs
A=OL| Cixfelo|Y=T=FH] Maic Wiz Qlaf B2l ehxln|
and turkeys bewitched to a dark gold. In the main hall
HEAZS Moz =51 Y= AHE Q2
a bar with a real brass rail was set up, and stocked
}ELH I\W X\EOEDE;‘* Mm o\‘
with gins and liquors and with cordials so long forgot-

5 = o9 O4 O o=
(=) 355 odag sz 20| B9E SASE

ten that most of his female guests were too young to
Cho) ofxt 2HS
know one from another.
CIZ 240 75l
By seven o’clock the orchestra has arrived, no
RIS
thin five-piece affair, but a whole pitful of oboes and
SEGE 5247 By BE #NO| ZHET; et

trombones and saxophones and viols and cornets and

piccolos, and low and high drums. The last swimmers

Mz 159 ORX[27IX] s 2715 MEHE

T o=

have come in from the beach now and are dressing

up-stairs; the cars from New York are parked five

015 Chst
deep in the drive, and already the halls and salons
Hoz (Hef ) Xz, Zlgiz (AZE) 24l

and verandas are gaudy with primary colors, and hair

Stefstn 4%, St ofs!
bobbed in strange new ways, and shawls beyond the
2l XIE, Tl &, of7H20|

dreams of Castile. The bar is in full swing, and floating

ATOI 0| A 22 wichct
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rounds of cocktails permeate the garden outside, until
~ofl AniSC, mxict
the air is alive with chatter and laughter, and casual

Z=SHo| Zx}
S350 S

innuendo and introductions forgotten on the spot,

and enthusiastic meetings between women who never

o245 oo xo|
=22, o=

knew each other’s names.

The lights grow brighter as the earth lurches away

2| 71ct
from the sun, and now the orchestra is playing yellow

Mol
cocktail music, and the opera of voices pitches a key
LHEX|CHthrow) S&

higher. Laughter is easier minute by minute, spilled
}U}Oj \{
w1th prodigality, tipped out at a cheerful word. The
= Ljiofzl Rt 2 stojrjol=
groups change more sw1ftly, swell w1th new arrivals,
Al2a| x| =}
dissolve and form in the same breath; already there
=cf, Safsit HelS 2R S50
are wanderers, confident girls who weave here and
Blalats Al =00 Z, CHEFS! 8|3 chLict
there among the stouter and more stable, become
F/st
for a sharp, joyous moment the centre of a group,
R B2 w7t
and then, excited with triumph, glide on through the
0 TE{XIS 0] #HL7HCH AL
sea-change of faces and voices and color under the
HPisle U0 242 18|m Az b
constantly changing light.
Bl AL
Suddenly one of these gypsies, in trembhng opal,
e E252l=
seizes a cocktail out of the air, dumps it down for
(aRg cao siect 5718
courage and, moving her hands like Frisco, dances out
o9l F0lCIRi0IRt K5 HhA
alone on the canvas platform. A momentary hush; the
(= 5t2) é.‘E
orchestra leader varies his rhythm obligingly for her,
7\mlo], ZEs|
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and there is a burst of chatter as the erroneous news

(ot 50)) 2RE 2

goes around that she is Gilda Gray’s understudy from

et 22ol(EhA, Bi?) IR
the Follies. The party has begun.
HR2C9I0] BXIZ A0[XF AAEXZ

I believe that on the first night I went to Gatsby’s

house I was one of the few guests who had actually

% O gl 0FF B2 Aoz E0hE

been invited. People were not invited—they went

there. They got into automobiles which bore them
out to Long Island, a?l%dﬂs?mpehow they ended up at
Gatsby’s door. Once theﬁfiﬁey were introduced by
somebody who knew Gatsby, and after jElezjl}tJthey cond

HMRCH
ucted themselves according to the rules of behavior
RN WS, 7S, B

associated with an amusement park. Sometimes they

i =0| 3%

came and went without having met Gatsby at all,
o ix| 2aim 5

came for the party with a s;mpllclty of heart that was

et 0k

its own ticket of admission.

S0zt 742 IRl 2l 213

I had been actually invited. A chauffeur in a uni-

g 284
form of robin’s-egg blue crossed my lawn early that
I & 22
Saturday morning with a surprisingly formal note
sels, sY 0T 2NS AR, BES

from his employer: the honor would be entirely

g% Hof, o Hxoz
Gatsby’s, it said, if I would attend his “little party”
AEIC AEH |

that night. He had seen me several times, and had

intended to call on me long before, but a peculiar

Ol [~ Joict, (ot 1) A4ztatct AFE0| QIR] 45

combination of circumstances had prevented it-

(~ate %2) oot
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signed Jay Gatsby, in a majestic hand.
& 2/ 9 A
Dressed up in white flannels I went over to his
(25 m=ct o) RS 2[4 321 Yol
lawn a little after seven, and wandered around rather
Z912 AMolct
ill at ease among swirls and eddies of people I didn’t
MBI, ZMof Binf  ABS0 8|28 A850]]
know—though here and there was a face I had noticed
g oAt}
on the commuting train. I was immediately struck by
22 7l ~2 BAZ $2(y)
the number of young Englishmen dotted about; all
0| (343)) QICh, Asict
well dressed, all looking a little hungry, and all talking
OF & A2 U2
in low, earnest voices to solid and prosperous Ameri-
AT 2R B0l

cans. I was sure that they were selling something:

bonds or insurance or automobiles. They were at least

= &
52 23

agonizingly aware of the easy money in the vicinity

N2E(nSARIE] HER; XISlE 212, sl

and convinced that it was theirs for a few words in the
SH1Z P47} S 2 0fc) Lot X et

right key.

As soon as I arrived I made an attempt to find my
~GHRIOFRT 2HE2 A5t} 1shct

host, but the two or three people of whom I asked his

whereabouts stared at me in such an amazed way, and
(A2, AFZO| QN AXY, 1% L2 503 xn
denied so vehemently any knowledge of his move-
(2r0)) Zajst|
ments, that I slunk off in the direction of the cocktail
~2 ATUU[ASAE, 23] Zojzict
table—the only place in the garden where a single
man could linger without looking purposeless and
(LR ®5tm) 20| HR2Ct 20| gt

alone.

I was on my way to get roaring drunk from sheer

DEH U= [ZAl] FSIC ol g&siM
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embarrassment when Jordan Baker came out of the

house and stood at the head of the marble steps, lean-
chel s At

ing a little backward and looking with contemptuous

FSHNE YoIcs By

interest down into the garden.

Welcome or not, I found it necessary to attach

o3t ~oil2 747t
myself to some one before I should begin to address
0| CH7EMCH Zlplof M 2

cordial remarks to the passers-by.
L QIARS it

“Hello!” I roared, advancing toward her. My voice

~ZOZ C17}71HA
seemed unnaturally loud across the garden.
OB, TISIABIK] o2
“I thought you might be here,” she responded
B2 it

absently as I came up, “I remembered you lived next
HSH|(=blankly)

door to—"

She held my hand impersonally, as a promise that

HOIZido R, WHa|; 24

she’d take care of me in a minute, and gave ear to two

SHC}, HAH|CY HE 7I20]C}

girls in twin yellow dresses, who stopped at the foot of
the steps.
“Hello!” they cried together. “Sorry you didn’t

»”

win.

That was for the golf tournament. She had lost in

21 MAHE
the finals the week before.
ZST
“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 Jor-

2=0| GHAHE
===, oe

67



dan, and I started, but the girls had moved casually

[=PNE
e L

on and her remark was addressed to the premature

EUIAI oyt wa

moon, produced like the supper, no doubt, out of a

caterer’s basket. With Jordan’s slender golden arm

(@Ate) 84 23t st Salzalst

resting in mine, we descended the steps and saunte-
Ueioct, Uiafzto) otz eIt

red about the garden. A tray of cocktails floated at us

ic[w il
through the twilight, and we sat down at a table with
Too|, BE
the two girls in yellow and three men, each one intro-

duced to us as Mr Mumble.

(1 2R U4 [012H] M

“Do you come to these parties often?” inquired

Jordan of the girl beside her.

“The last one wzoius‘ rthoe‘: otne I met you at,” answered
the girl, in an 31§:rt cci‘llﬁf‘ig:pt voice. She turned to her
gcu)mg:inj(ln: “V\?;as; ’Z ’1t[ for y;)u, Lucille?”

) L}KftQ\;;ats‘Tfor Lucille, too.

“I like to come,” Lucille said. “I never care what I

do, so I always have a good time. When I was here last

I tore my gown on a chair, and he asked me my name

WOl (2, ol Yi) 7t ofal=
and address—inside of a week I got a package from
AR OF i Az pyp]

Croirier’s with a new evening gown in it.”
“Did you keep it?” asked Jordan.
gt

“Sure I did. T was going to wear it tonight, but it
was too big in the bust and had to be altered. It was

(E3] 449)) 71&(BE) M|t
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gas blue with lavender beads. Two hundred and sixty-

2l M2t pS0| Pl g2 FEM

five dollars.”

“There’s something funny about a fellow that’ll

RPN
do a thing like that,” said the other girl eagerly. “He
O—D} },Q—‘ 04
doesn’t want any trouble with anybody.”
w9t 257} 47|t}
“Who doesn’t?” I inquired.
Sof3ic}, 2ef

“Gatsby. Somebody told me—"
The two girls and Jordan leaned together

confidentially.

2ush|, vl 0jop|Z; sz
“Somebody told me they thought he killed a man
7} aefr
once.”

A thrill passed over all of us. The three Mr Mum-

ME0| 220t AS0| 7|x|Ct

bles bent forward and listened eagerly.

QC)OOE“H ‘ ’,

“I don’t think it’s so much that,” argued Lucille

CICIS
sceptically; “it’s more that he was a German spy dur-

OMAZHCH= %*?ixfs« plically)

ing the war.”

One of the men nodded in confirmation.
1] XEA

“I heard that from a man who knew all about

him, grew up with him in Germany,” he assured us
Sl fatct Hesict

positively.

SRS 2, EryRoR

“Oh, no,” said the first girl, “it couldn’t be that, be-
cause he was in the American army during the war.”

As our credulity switched back to her she leaned for-

HAfl el SazE] = 4

S
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ward with enthusiasm. “You look at him sometimes

o[ Z&loll A

when he thinks nobody’s looking at him. I'll bet he
killed a man.”

She narrowed her eyes and shivered. Lucille shiv-
S J4sf ot s22(oisels] wrt, Mesirt

ered. We . all turned and looked around for Gatsby. It

was testimony to the romantic speculatlon he inspired
AN B2 B 2z2o7|ct
that there were whlspers about him from those who
2712
had found little that it was necessary to whisper about

Zest

in this world.

The first supper—there would be another one after
RET

midnight—was now being served, and Jordan invited

me to join her own party, who were spread around a

o 4o mrte MOEIXIEICH

HT o=

table on the other side of the garden. There were three
ZEst A
married couples and Jordan’s escort, a persistent un-

. o o o5t 5
Aol 25 (Hg2) E=ot= €Al GHe oied

dergraduate given to violent innuendo, and obviously

=X, 8154 2A5([2 5]
under the impression that sooner or later Jordan was
~als LIS R

going to yield him up her person to a greater or lesser

20071 0] MROfRtE XiZig W ARCE Joi Eole)
degree. Instead of rambhng this party had preserved
olafzle Sxlaic, BEsict

a dignified homogeneity, and assumed to itself the

gtz 20| 942 ol B
function of representing the staid nobility of the coun-
(A& AFZ2) 715 Apsel WAL
try-side—East Egg condescending to West Egg, and
~OlA URT] BAS B2 ML= St
carefully on guard against its spectroscopic gayety.
AmERS JI7 Een SEatRie et

“Let’s get out,” whispered Jordan, after a somehow
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wasteful and inappropriate half-hour; “this is much

SHIHR O MX|A22 SAYEEAE og2lx] 2

too polite for me.”

We got up, and she E)jplained that we were going
to find the E??t I had n;:;:efmet him, she said, and it
was makin?r;‘le uneasy. The undergraduate nodded
in a cynical, mela?ﬁ:ﬂﬂl}%vay.

SofYsp, Yazoz 2gl

The bar, where we glanced first, was crowded, but
0iE Zoi=ct
Gatsby was not there. She couldn’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,
s Hol=
and walked into a high Gothic library, panelled with

MEO| =2 el oFAIO| MR

carved English oak, and probably transported com-

ESTH=] AN
plete from some ruin overseas.
sHelol off EXIoIA
A stout, middle-aged man, with enormous
s8¢ EE8t = =xt
owl-eyed spectacles, was sitting somewhat drunk on
S| = 20
the edge of a great table, staring with unsteady con-
Sorst AlNo=
centration at the shelves of books. As we entered he
M7t 1S3t 2
wheeled excitedly around and examined Jordan from
(52 ZMoR) it o St ofa)2E
head to foot.
w2 |

“What do you think?” he demanded impetuously.

)\‘1:1 L-:Z{ () =
“About what?”

St &5

He waved his hand toward the book-shelves.

“About that. As a matter of fact you needn’t bother

n



to ascertain. I ascertained. They're real.”

~2 (M8, ZA SO=) ot

“The books?”
He nodded.

42 n=olct
“Absolutely real—have pages and everything. I
MEoz SUY0lAUS xS
thought they’d be a nice durable cardboard. Matter of
B EEBHUT0| =] 0H2]
fact, they're absolutely real. Pages and—Here! Lemme
EERERS

show you.”
teh HEf2) Let me

Taking our scepticism for granted, he rushed to

3|O|EQI EfE; o] Al(skepticism)
the bookcases and returned with Volume One of the
7t
“Stoddard Lectures.”
E AECC YOIR(1897\ALE] th 15HNE] 0feh7| SA)
“See!” he cried triumphantly. “It’s a bona-fide piece
CIPILIE I
of printed matter. It fooled me. This fella’s a regular
AN

Belasco. It’s a triumph. What thoroughness! What re-
WalAT(1T A, AN Mudt 2o X2 2

alism! 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
EOHS{OHRC HIxf2lof St
hastily on its shelf, muttering that if one brick was re-
FUsYEEES) Yai) e
moved the whole library was liable to collapse.
gas/ch, UxIC
“Who brought you?” he demanded. “Or did you
20t
just come? I was brought. Most people were brought.”
Jordan looked at him alertly, cheerfully, without
25t
answering.

“I was brought by a woman named Roosevelt,” he
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continued. “Mrs Claud Roosevelt. Do you know her?
Assict

I met her somewhere last night. I've been drunk for

about a week now, and I thought it might sober me up
0| S| Sttt

to sit in a library.”
“Has it?”

“A little bit, I think. I can’t tell yet. I've only been

Ot O} 232 o}xlI2

here an hour. Did T tell you about the books? They’re
real. They're—"
“You told us.”

We shook hands with him gravely and went back
HEsH

outdoors.

There was dancing now on the canvas in the gar-
(9101 ZHB12 Fo| 22)) 2o

den; old men pushing young girls backward in eternal
zoe 22 18|

graceless circles, superior couples holding each other

St HyR| 2HSE 21717 2ot 4E T FE 1S

tortuously, fashionably, and keeping in the corners-

(22) bl8| mO}oy A4 Rut2

and a great number of single girls dancing individu-
247t x4220|

alistically or relieving the orchestra for a moment of

the burden of the banjo or the traps. By midnight the

4-559 SOl (Rhx, A WEO)) Efl|

hilarity had increased. A celebrated tenor had sung

O A

in Italian, and a notorious contralto had sung in jazz,

o 52 ZETE(OIRIY THY W 89 7t
and between the numbers people were doing “stunts”
27, 7 I%ig

all over the garden, while happy, vacuous bursts of
2sfet

laughter rose toward the summer sky. A pair of stage
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twins, who turned out to be the girls in yellow, did a

baby act in costume, and champagne was served in

QAR AT NS R0 Yn

glasses bigger than finger-bowls. The moon had risen
IAZAAE 1 271242 42 4 U2 22 Hot 52 1)

higher, and floating in the Sound was a triangle of sil-

A242940] 24 bl
ver scales, trembling a little to the stiff, tinny drip of
WSt ool opm S
the banjoes on the lawn.

Bol| e

I was still with Jordan Baker. We were sitting at a

table with a man of about my age and a rowdy little
ArtAEIR, AlDEi2
girl, who gave way upon the slightest provocation to
RS 94m ~o| Eict, ~0f B8 U7 Iclio] 113
uncontrollable laughter. I was enjoying myself now.
orEe-2) 4 gl

I had taken two finger-bowls of champagne, and the
scene had changed before my eyes into something

significant, elemental, and profound.
293 ool Qe 2ol 95 =712 Aost
At a lull in the entertainment the man looked at
(LA Fae TAl S, 42 (elin]

me and smiled.
“Your face is familiar,” he said, politely. “Weren’t

you in the Third Division during the war?”

SAtEE

“Why, yes. I was in the Ninth Machine-Gun Battal-
xlo 7|2

ion.
“I was in the Seventh Infantry until June nineteen-

H7 2o
eighteen. I knew I'd seen you somewhere before.”

OfC]7F 2 o] ATk o[ ejct

We talked for a moment about some wet, gray little

villages in France, Evidently he lived in this vicinity,

=7|2=: 2Ys|, =0l ©A =X, 2
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for he told me that he had just bought a hydroplane,

24 i)

and was going to try it out in the morning.

“Want to go with me, old sport? Just near the
(B2i ) 27, of A, x|
shore along the Sound.”

“What time?”

“Any time that suits you best.”
7hss S ARtof
It was on the tip of my tongue to ask his name
~ate 20| Uf QoA Liafs Fit
when Jordan looked around and smiled.
9|2 Sajer
“Having a gay time now?” she inquired.
Heist, Bt (-0l A) 2Ct, Lot
“Much better.” T turned again to my new
acquaintance. “This is an unusual party for me. I
S Solgt 8%/ 92 =2

haven’t even seen the host. I live over there—" 1

waved my hand at the invisible hedge in the distance,

2oIx| g= 4 SEfE] X 2|27t 2 e He)

“and this man Gatsby sent over his chauffeur with an

invitation.”
E3E)
For a moment he looked at me as if he failed to un-
2 doj=S U

derstand.

“I'm Gatsby,” he said suddenly.
x|, otz
“What!” I exclaimed. “Oh, I beg your pardon.”
A2|x|ct 2x|Ch
“I thought you knew, old sport. I'm afraid I'm not a

xo| 2o
T LTX=

very good host.”
Hch2 Ratct
He smiled understandingly—much more than un-
olafsitts Kol
derstandingly. It was one of those rare smiles with a

=) 5=
C2 2 8s
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quality of eternal reassurance in it, that you may come
HI| Hix| 02 S5t ZA0] 2 2013

across four or five times in life. It faced—or seemed to
ORRICH 2SI

face—the whole eternal world for an instant, and then

B2 S0k Yzt

concentrated on you with an irresistible prejudice in
(BAIZ) MBI MBIt a4 Q=) ofmE 4 gl] BIpKQl oo
your favor. It understood you just so far as you want-

(HI2) ~ohl= 11 2t

ed to be understood, believed in you as you would

like to believe in yourself, and assured you that it had
Hesic), oifsosict
precisely the impression of you that, at your best, you
HiZ B WEl (M AERRH ) oy, 1Y
hoped to convey. Precisely at that point it vanished-
HLBICE Ue QA 42sh sz 142t ARk

S

and I was looking at an elegant young rough-neck, a
Azl B 71 st Fd
year or two over thirty, whose elaborate formality of
BE0| HAIS X2l LS
speech just missed being absurd. Some time before he
TABIOf Tt SQABANR EiRUQlE

introduced himself I'd got a strong impression that he

was picking his words with care.

OIS ZalAgA 120

Almost at the moment when Mr Gatsby

identified himself a butler hurried toward him with
(M%) £2) SolsiclolrY]

the information that Chicago was calling him on

P stz
the wire. He excused himself with a small bow that
whs M5 S0
included each of us in turn.
aI5iCH ezt

“If you want anything just ask for it, old sport,” he

urged me. “Excuse me. I will rejoin you later.”
(--5l=%) st 25l oict]
When he was gone I turned immediately to Jor-
ZA|, 52, 26t

dan—constrained to assure her of my surprise. I

~& g 42 $Hto do]
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had expected that Mr Gatsby would be a florid and

M| E2
corpulent person in his middle years.
HIBHHIcH)3, B3t
“Who is he?” I demanded. “Do you know?”
T 20t B0 20t
“He’s just a man named Gatsby.”

“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

Blot, A

Oxford man.”
SATCTst 4

A dim background started to take shape behind

&j0[3t, ofaFasl SES 2ch TH Sk
him, but at her next remark it faded away.
Ha| At2bX|CH
“However, I don’t believe it.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t know,” she 1ns1sted just don’t think he
(-HoF BT T H¢ fsict/27IcH
went there.”

Something in her tone reminded me of the other

(H /\. uH*
girl’s “I think he killed a man,” and had the effect of
~3t Znie Zafsict
stimulating my curiosity. I would have accepted with-
7N HHOFS0|Ct
out question the information that Gatsby sprang from
~9| S0/%ct
the swamps of Louisiana or from the lower East Side
(Xt
of New York. That was comprehensible. But young
OlFHEY] 4 Rl
men didn’t—at least in my provincial inexperience I
o, HAS NIBE| L[EEE 23
believed they didn’t—drift coolly out of nowhere and

A2
buy a palace on Long Island Sound.
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“Anyhow, he gives large parties,” said Jordan,

changing the subject with an urban distaste for the
A9 B Hey
concrete. “And I like large parties. They're so intimate.
]
At small parties there isn’t any privacy.”
(Chz0l B2 SH0{Lh ARSI mat0|H{A

There was the boom of a bass drum, and the voice

of the orchestra leader rang out suddenly above the
27| galtiisalc]
echolalia of the garden.
HISE OI0I5 (| TS 0|2 BLiLEs $S), (Rofe) SN
“Ladies and gentlemen,” he cried, “At the request

ORI AIX
2y Ay

of Mr Gatsby we are going to play for you Mr Vladi-

mir Tostoff’s latest work, which attracted so much

E
attention at Carnegie Hall last May. If you read the

7ol (UE)F=: 2, &0l

papers you know there was a big sensation.” He

smiled with jovial condescension, and added: “Some

RASIHUME HA[BLE B2

sensation!”
Whereupon everybody laughed.

“The piece is known,” he concluded lustily, “as

(o) o=, Az FE(HS Ueic 27] 2a5P1: el

‘Vladimir Tostoff’s Jazz History of the World.”

The nature of Mr Tostoff’s composition eluded

TYeAS 7Y @)

me, because just as it began my eyes fell on Gatsby,
standing alone on the marble steps and looking from

one group to another with approving eyes. His tanned
OIEARS[5 28] 2R st 282!
skin was drawn attractively tight on his face and his

(531 4x0=) el

short hair looked as though it were trimmed every

(Z0FM &) CHSCHEESICH
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day. I could see nothing sinister about him. I won-

=2 Mgt

dered if the fact that he was not drinking helped to set

him off from his guests, for it seemed to me that he

~REE i)

grew more correct as the fraternal hilarity increased.
(2HSo) X Zelbl2e] KA TEXE]

When the “Jazz History of the World” was over, girls

were putting their heads on men’s shoulders in a
Lopx|
puppyish, convivial way, girls were swooning back-
M ofmE 22l S=(=Hovia) (BEaH) MRaiEl, 71t
ward playfully into men’s arms, even into groups,
Athjof
knowing that some one would arrest their falls—but
st 52
no one swooned backward on Gatsby, and no French

mEf AL Chdb
SEa

bob touched Gatsby’s shoulder, and no singing

ofe) ofx}

quartets were formed with Gatsby’s head for one link.

491F, ABHE  (OfH) BEACHE0] ZF0IHCH BLto) (Af)mal
“I beg your pardon.”

Al2{BUIcH
Gatsby’s butler was suddenly standing beside us.
A
“Miss Baker?” he inquired. “I beg your pardon, but
(-0flA) 2+, ot
Mr Gatsby would like to speak to you alone.”
£ 0] 0/0p7|Z Ui A0fsict
“With me?” she exclaimed in surprise.
Aa|x|ch QIx|ct

“Yes, madame.”

She got up slowly, raising her eyebrows at me in

=W XAHAEHNM

astonishment, and followed the butler toward the

2 EA] =2

house. I noticed that she wore her evening-dress, all

her dresses, like sports clothes—there was a jauntiness
R

about her movements as if she had first learned to
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walk upon golf courses on clean, crisp mornings.

HIAMIAL Ag| Li=; ARyt
I was alone and it was almost two. For some time
ol (M) 24
confused and intriguing sounds had issued from a
g0([E7142 Moths
long, many-windowed room which overhung the
~2 Qlof (of) LUt
terrace. Eluding Jordan’s undergraduate, who was
HHA] EHEY)
now engaged in an obstetrical conversation with two
~aaf b ApsolTol 2Ot T3t 5l
chorus girls, and who implored me to join him, I went
ZrsfopRLstct
inside.

The large room was fllll of people. One of the
girls in yello:vg was piagyilrig Atﬁe piano, and beside her
stoodi 21 fc;flf ;ed—haired young lady from a Eamous
chorus, engage‘dmiaf song. She had drunk ﬁoqg}rgﬁrzyr

of champagne, and during the course of her song she

had decided, ineptly, that everything was very, very

otgix| e
sad—she was not only singing, she was weeping too.

Lo

=28 22/

Whenever there was a pause in the song she filled it

with gasping, broken sobs, and then took up the lyric

£0| 25 FEY wjojct (ZHEHOR) Bojxls BLZoz (MEHO T
again in a quavering soprano. The tears coursed down
Hol=

her cheeks—not freely, however for when they came

z22 52X Y=

into contact with her heavily beaded eyelashes they
S| B[ AR A

assumed an inky color, and pursued the rest of their

(AF20] oft BelE) Fatct

way in slow black rivulets. A humorous suggestion

AU, 72 SH. 4042

was made that she sing the notes on her face, where-

ofd
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upon she threw up her hands, sank into a chair, and

went off into a deep vinous sleep.

REXS NS 1o 22 F

“She had a fight with a man who says he’s her hus-

band,” explained a girl at my elbow.
Mefsict Zax|
I looked around. Most of the remaining women
ORI

were now having fights with men said to be their hus-

bands. Even Jordan’s party, the quartet from East
gE! 491
Egg, were rent asunder by dissension. One of the men
Wofzl, 2UE 0| oS, 23t
was talking with curious intensity to a young actress,
225t 371M2 2ol
and his wife, after attempting to laugh at the situa-
(Sl BIE UL Al=aich, o =t
tion in a dignified and indifferent way, broke down
29 91 22 ot 5
entirely and resorted to flank attacks—at intervals she
~oll AFETICH E22 Fith SA5HHO]
appeared suddenly at his side like an angry diamond,
w2
and hissed: “You promised!” into his ear.
(8, 7491, 10| S0)) & A2IZ Lr}
The reluctance to go home was not confined to

e, 0kz0] W2IX| o= Higt/ergE

2/ elesd

wayward men. The hall was at present occupied by
etz 7=

two deplorably sober men and their highly indignant

HIE[H &A= B PSR 218t St
wives. LT‘hé };L/ives V\‘r;:re sy}np%thizing with eacHh ot[her
Sgot s

in slightly raised voices.

“Whenever he sees I'm having a good time he
wants to go home.”

“Never heard anything so selfish in my life.”

0[7]=¢el

“We’re always the first ones to leave.”
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“So are we.”
“Well, we're almost the last to-night,” said one of

the men sheepishly. “The orchestra left half an hour
(Q42) AAIGH

ago.

In spite of the wives’ agreement that such male
ol ETEtn oo
volence was beyond credibility, the dispute ended in
() SN B e
a short struggle, and both wives were lifted, kicking,
SRNEIC SRUIC, SIS S0f 2aTLLHS ko

into the night.
As I waited for my hat in the hall the door of the li-

~g 7lctaict
brary opened and Jordan Baker and Gatsby came out
Ltr}
together. He was saying some last word to her, but the

eagerness in his manner tightened abruptly into for-

ol 2y, 2Y B X |(suddenly), =4, Sc8tof|

mality as several people approached him to say good-
by.

Jordan’s party were calling impatiently to her from
A Zofil, =2
the porch, but she lingered for a moment to shake
(MLEX| 2ota) @2 XIHetct
hands.

“I've just heard the most amazing thing,” she whis-

(At A ST a0
(ZEtAgES) =a2

pered. “How long were we in there?”
“Why, about an hour.”

“It was...simply amazing,” she repeated abstract-
ursic) 22 0|

edly. “But I swore I wouldn’t tell it and here I am

tantalizing you.” She yawned gracefully in my face.

£0[7|2t 5t ZELA Sh=, OIS EflR=
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“Please come and see me...Phone book...Under the
name of Mrs Sigourney Howard...My aunt...” She was

hurrying off as she talked—her brown hand waved a
Ms2i[Za]) HLct

jaunty salute as she melted into her party at the door.

Fatst 2fmoln ~402 =0lSt}

Rather ashamed that on my first appearance I had

(oMM ) FoRiR(FTe! $X12212]

stayed so late, I joined the last of Gatsby’s guests, who

were clustered around him. I wanted to explain that I'd

(8h 225 02 AEsIct

hunted for him early in the evening and to apologize

siojctLcy ESSEL Aztsic]

for not having known him in the garden.

“Don’t mention it,” he enjoined me eagerly. “Don’t

(22 st==) Batcol=]
give it another thought, old sport.” The familiar ex-

hlywayd Byalie

(hlym= BRLY= = |

which reassuringly brushed my shoulder. “And don’t

A7l %, OFg =07

forget we’re going up in the hydroplane tomorrow

morning, at nine o’clock.” T

Then the butler, bghind his shoulder:

“Philadelphia wéﬁ’é;‘you on the phone, sir.”

“All right, in a minute. Tell them I’ll be right
there....Good night.”

“Good night.”

“Good night.” He smiled—and suddenly there
seemed to be a pleasant significance in having been

S, EAR VIR B2 S2d, 99

among the last to go, as if he had desired it all the

Hi2tct, 2SI
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time. “Good night, old sport....Good night.”
But as I walked down the steps I saw that the eve-

ning was not quite over. Fifty feet from the door a
2115, Hxo
dozen headlights illuminated a bizarre and tumultu-
(ol 22 wiAct  7|mst eI

ous scene. In the ditch beside the road, right side up,

c2k (H)e=
but violently shorn of one wheel, rested a new coupé
2o, WEel ~2 o, sy 250f XIS}

which had left Gatsby’s drive not two minutes before.
(e b b, T2
The sharp jut of a wall accounted for the detachment

=22(0] 87 ~2 €2l 0IRE MSICH ~2 ¥2I0| SCifior]

of the wheel, which was now getting considerable at-

tention from half a dozen curious chauffeurs. How-
23t 37/M0| B

ever, as they had left their cars blocking the road,
~g airt

a harsh, discordant din from those in the rear had

HED ofgalx| A B 22l A2l
been audible for some time, and added to the already
o sale

violent confusion of the scene.

=0l LES  (FAI Mefo)) Z2t
A man in a long duster had dismounted from the
CIAE] BE(R) XISA SO & 1) 4S) T

wreck and now stood in the middle of the road, look-

ASAb

ing from the car to the tire and from the tire to the

observers in a pleasant, puzzled way.

B= AE, =4% dE2A24EZ 0l65HA| Rt U=

“See!” he explained. “It went in the ditch.”

The fact was infinitely astonishing to him, and I
2515; 27, et
recognized first the unusual quality of wonder, and
sl el=7t Sofsiths %
then the man—it was the late patron of Gatsby’s li-
(MulAio)Era: (23 o203 2xt

brary.
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“How’d it happen?”
He shrugged his shoulders.

S

“I know nothing whatever about mechanics,” he

said decisively.

ZHMoR; T35

“But how did it happen? Did you run into the
~2 SOl
wall?”

“Don’t ask me,” said Owl Eyes, washing his hands

S0 =S| X 0] AiZiEl 27 BicHs SO

of the whole matter. “I know very little about driving-
next to nothing. It happened, and that’s all I know.”
“Well, if you're a poor driver you oughtn‘t to try

28E Rote A

driving at night.”

“But I wasn’t even trying,” he explained indignant-
= 7H5104
ly, “I wasn’t even trying.”

An awed hush fell upon the bystanders.

Feigleddls 22 S UR sat ZR20] 2bl Ml

“Do you want to commit suicide?”

(028 o eixE) Hxl=ct

“You're lucky it was just a wheel! A bad driver and
not even trying!”

“You don’t understand,” explained the criminal. “I

Hol, HEIXt

wasn’t driving. There’s another man in the car.”

The shock that followed this declaration found

Hol, BE

voice in a sustained “Ah-h-h!” as the door of the coupé

K& ez, 2t

swung slowly open. The crowd—it was now a crowd-

stepped back involuntarily, and when the door had

S|zl 4Zol
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opened wide there was a ghostly pause. Then, very
SRl B £ (25) 22 O M

gradually, part by part, a pale, danghng individual

201712) 20] %Y ofgt

= 028 ot 2= rel

stepped out of the wreck, pawing tentatively at the
Acfar]  oiR7In
ground with a large uncertain dancing shoe.

A Oix| = ¢ o}

Blinded by the glare of the headlights and confused

LAl gl AT
by the incessant groaning of the horns, the apparition

PUIES (tls/Hl/2Rte) S8HE LA | LE X, 73

stood swaying for a moment before he perceived the
ss[uis)iln ZRIsic, QIxlstct
man in the duster.

“Wha‘s matter?” he inquired calmly. “Did we run
nes|; s, et
outa gas?”

“Look!”
Half a dozen fingers pointed at the amputated

=t
HHE

wheel—he stared at it for a moment, and then looked

upward as though he §1A1}§Hpec:c%d that it had droREper

from the sky. A AO] O] A0 i} 0l Hofx|C
“It came off,” some one explained.

He nodded.

Toh= neolct

“At first I din’ notice we’d stopped.”
A pause. Then, taking a long breath and straight-

ol (3 ¢ S0l4=) &
ening his shoulders, he remarked in a determined

SCHs| Al CrE et
voice:
“Wonder’ff tell me where there’s a gas’line sta-

~OIHE Z3ssict
tion?”
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At least a dozen men, some of them a little better

Z|ATE M=

off than he was, explained to him that wheel and car

were no longer joined by any physical bond.
oln] -~0fLct 20| 23[22))x0l
“Back out,” he suggested after a moment. “Put her
Szl

in reverse.”
(&M, 212 52) vihz(H =]

“But the wheel’s off!”

BRI} x|t
He hesitated.
(2HMIO| ©F AA) ZAOICHZAYSHCH]

“No harm in trying,” he said.

The caterwauling horns had reached a crescendo

0FS0IE fE: 51 Fa2(2 HEMT HE Mox|

and I turned away and cut across the lawn toward

home. I glanced back once. A wafer of a moon was

2R S0rE0 QT B0

=X =

shining over Gatsby’s house, making the night fine as

before, and surviving the laughter and the sound of

Ao} e, 2Ed
his still glowing garden. A sudden emptiness seemed
25/, 515, & Hlo 3/

to flow now from the windows and the great doors,

endowing with complete isolation the figure of the

~2 FL/R0SHwin) ni=pn yrelo 25

host, who stood on the porch, his hand up in a formal
SOl 25

gesture of farewell.

oF REHOAIZ HLj=

=

Reading over what I have written so far, I see I
(2% w2l Th it NEZN

have given the impression that the events of three

nights several weeks apart were all that absorbed me.

= = =0t 2 R S50 ARREICH

On the contrary, they were merely casual events in
X, S
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a crowded summer, and, until much later, they ab-

sorbed me infinitely less than my personal affairs.

vt B S EREERI-LIE
Most of the time I worked. In the early morning
obs
the sun threw my shadow westward as I hurried down
NEo2 g5t
the white chasms of lower New York to the Probity
HO| ZetX &, =2 72 Af0] OZH|E| E&
Trust. I knew the other clerks and young bond-sales-
AE ST ARt ) Ao
men by their first names, and lunched with them in
HAS oirt
dark, crowded restaurants on little pig sausages and
Sx=
mashed potatoes and coffee. I even had a short affair
o7 ARIOf, ~ER elof

with a girl who lived in Jersey City and worked in the

accounting department, but her brother began throw-
Helz
ing mean looks in my direction, so when she went on

L0/} st
her vacation in July I let it blow quietly away.

1 BAPEES| SOPHMERII=E L2 St
I took dinner usually at the Yale Club—for some
OlUCh BN, mAS st 2 2 Il
reason it was the gloomiest event of my day—and then
olg2 Gisoss! S8
I went up-stairs to the library and studied investments
SH)
and securities for a conscientious hour. There were
Bt ARZE SOt YNEO B
generally a few rioters around, but they never came
e ADEA T AR
into the library, so it was a good place to work. After
25 H=study)
that, if the night was mellow, I strolled down Madison
(22 S0)) e 220l

Avenue past the old Murray Hill Hotel, and over 33d
Street to the Pennsylvania Station.

I began to like New York, the racy, adventur-

27| ¢ln DB JSH
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ous feel of it at night, and the satisfaction that the

co‘gstua}r‘lt ﬂi}c}ker of men and women and machines
BUSl0| HsH=[ZHt0l=
give; to {ﬁe res‘Jdess eye. I liked to walk up Fifth Av-
21 90| SZoJ= 5%
enue and pit:k+ou¢t wrc}rrpanlic women from the crowd
Slofct, = Zojuc|
and ipqagine that in a few minutes I was going to
HABIC
enter in‘io their lives, and no one would ever know or
SO 7}
é?f%%)grf)ve. Sometimes, in my mind, I followed them
2ol i)
to their apartments on the corners of hidden streets,

cloe
AR

and they turned and smiled back at me before they
IS0k DJAKICH ALztx|7] o
faded through a door into warm darkness. At the en-
op=zel
chanted metropolitan twilight I felt a haunting lone-
BHEY US 4 9l ~2 LI

liness sometimes, and felt it in others—poor young

clerks who loitered in front of windows waiting until
ot HIct, Hil5ict
it was time for a solitary restaurant dinner—young
E 1ol
clerks in the dusk, wasting the most poignant mo-

e, B2 ~3 =) Sl (28) M=t Mt

=23, &

ments of night and life.

Again at eight o’clock, when the dark lanes of

A=
the Forties were lined five deep with throbbing taxi-
408! THAZ: A3EI70IM 4987 7IX|, 917 BOIOR Q2B NEAE; AELIE UE

cabs, bound for the Elleatre district, I felt a sinking in
my heart. FgamsAlga:;lZé together in the taxis as they
waited, ang’\ﬁ/ﬁiieﬁs ’s;:g:”:nd there was laughter from
unheard jokes, and lighted cigarettes made unintellig-

OFRE 7| 720X 2= & 4 Sl Holgt

ible circles inside. Imagining that I, too, was hurrying
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toward gayety and sharing their intimate excitement,
R SE 7E(=gaiety) Zl(U)SH=familiar), 3+7|0{0H 5t
I wished them well.
TS0IA H2S Lol ZUCH
For a while I lost sight of Jordan Baker, and
=) 234t
then in midsummer I found her again. At first I was

flattered to go places with her, because she was a golf
o{7|%718 LB ChiC)
champion, and every one knew her name. Then it

was something more. I wasn’t actually in love, but I
o 3280l L] %
felt a sort of tender curiosity. The bored haughty face
O ofl[chget] 71 |26l 5t 20tsl Bol=
that she turned to the world concealed something-
g, &It
most affectations conceal something eventually, even
74, TP Z3, B, opa

though they don’t in the beginning—and one day I

found what it was. When we were on a house-party
2z0[[F0l= Zol) 2RI
together up in Warwick, she left a borrowed car out
8 A 2%0| 19| x|of W2l X e}
in the rain with the top down, and then lied about it-
rigS dofse A

and suddenly I remembered the story about her that
had eluded me that night at Daisy’s. At her first big

(B3It (ARO[ AfztolzH) olshelx gict
golf tournament there was a row that nearly reached

AS =R Ao

the newspapers—a suggestion that she had moved

her ball from a bad lie in the semi-final round. The
x|7] of2i2 (@B 9%
thing approached the proportions of a scandal—then
(MA| Q) B2 (=part)
died away. A caddy retracted his statement, and the
3 ARRHRCH HI2[AIRI2] S2Ich ARSI
only other witness admitted that he might have been

(i) ArES ofx|Rell) QIE[AIR!sHC

mistaken. The incident and the name had remained

(5| SolatrALt 238t LlA] =0t AT
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together in my mind.

Jordan Baker instinctively avoided clever, shrewd

2sHes YR|sIct, Aot (=hulsict BS8=

men, and now I saw that this was because she felt

safer on a plane where any divergence from a code

okFist oHyE 4 gl Y s, 271 U T

ol

would be thought impossible. She was incurably
TH 25U HEe
dishonest. She wasn’t able to endure being at a
ACIC, B, QI
disadvantage and, given this unwillingness, I suppose
Z2)5t 9% B 0[21 Lj71X] 9= 20| HOK|
she had begun dealing in subterfuges when she was

o o/a) T
(g oI3h L, 74

very young in order to keep that cool, insolent smile

oot
turned to the world and yet satisfy the demands of her
BEAPICH 27 (A

hard, jaunty body.
op7Ieset st Zapet

5

It made no difference to me. Dishonesty in a wom-

ol TS 2R 244
an is a thing you never blame deeply—I was casually
-2 el - AOR B AR ot

sorry, and then I forgot. It was on that same house

2/2{0lA 2R 7PE HE(o) M

party that we had a curious conversation about driv-
TR|TA| S ChetS ik

ing a car. It started because she passed so close to

some workmen that our fender flicked a button on

ASA S J1EA X

one man’s coat.

“You're a rotten driver,” I protested. “Either you

e, SIS S 2olsit, 01918 X7 5ict

- STmT

ought to be more careful, or you oughtn’t to drive at
s
all.”
“I am careful.”

ZyAieie, oot

“No, you're not.”
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“Well, other people are,” she said lightly.
“What’s that got to do with it?”

“They’ll keep out of my way,” she insisted. “It takes
(320l) S0{74x] e, ~2 ] Holx ot
two to make an accident.”
AFE Ut

“Suppose you met somebody just as careless as
Jk(8rt] --olztm sict ESYERIE
yourself.”

“I hope I never will,” she answered. “I hate careless
people. That’s why I like you.”

Her gray, sun-strained eyes stared straight
0| SXRE; ol 0| B THsH x| =
ahead, but she had deliberately shifted our relations,
(MANSTBI0l; ol=[7Exez

and for a moment I thought I loved her. But I am

slow-thinking and full of interior rules that act as

M| M2tste Lietol 7]

brakes on my desires, and I knew that first I had to

29552 o6

get myself definitely out of that tangle back home. I'd
291550l Zoi(@) DM HRE HopALA

been writing letters once a week and signing them:
“Love, Nick,” and all I could think of was how, when

that certain girl played tennis, a faint mustache of

HAC
T8

perspiration appeared on her upper lip. Neverthe-
25t (218); H(sweat)
less there was a vague understanding that had to be
ojoist

tactfully broken off before I was free.
2B, =X

Every one suspects himself of at least one of the

Xb7| RHAIO] ~3t Zio@ ofAlmof SiHof2iz0| Lotk

cardinal virtues, and this is mine: I am one of the few
7 [2Ql[F 8 =main)] H=5

honest people that I have ever known.
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CHAPTER IV

On Sunday morning while church bells rang

in the villages along-shore, the world and its
s ufet S0iM  Abwaf QU

mistress returned to Gatsby’s house and twinkled
He, ool whto|c}
hilariously on his lawn.

SELY
“He’s a bootlegger,” said the young ladies, mov-

UFRTHOE BFY7RE S UFE Hhfsto 2ES ¥ AIZS)

ing somewhere between his cocktails and his flowers.
24E bt 2y
“One time he killed a man who had found out that he
SAOHHTH, SBiLHTH
was nephew to Von Hindenburg and second cousin to
=9lo| 7ol Hx|7} 62, MESHxIoH
the devil. Reach me a rose, honey, and pour me a last
IRMZRS Uo7I US| WS 2

drop into that there crystal glass.”

Once I wrote down on the empty spaces of a
=ojsc}, ol@s) Sof Blof Ol ul
time-table the names of those who came to Gatsby’s
J|Xb AZHE
house that summer. It is an old time-table now,

disintegrating at its folds, and headed “This schedule
Safg =it slxict Hal R

in effect July 5th, 1922.” But I can still read the gray
258, ABE0! sjuoz
names, and they will give you a better impression
Hi2H

o

than my generalities of those who accepted Gatsby’s

Slgty, BEY; fho (717ol) worsolct
hospitality and paid him the subtle tribute of knowing
o, Ey b=l imE=i
nothing whatever about him.

From East Egg, then, came the Chester Beckers

and the Leeches, and a man named Bunsen, whom
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I knew at Yale, and Doctor Webster Civet, who was

QAR

drowned last summer up in Maine. And the Horn-

beams and the Willie Voltaires, and a whole clan

e

named Blackbuck, who always gathered in a corner

and flipped up their noses like goats at whosoever

EEMEIE

came near. And the Ismays and the Chrysties (or
rather Hubert Auerbach and Mr Chrystie’s wife), and
Edgar Beaver, whose hair, they say, turned cotton-

white one winter afternoon for no good reason at all.

HCI2 019 30|

Clarence Endive was from East Egg, as I remem-

ber. He came only once, in white knickerbockers, and

FEOIM FELLeHIX

had a fight with a bum named Etty in the garden.
B2t
From farther out on the Island came the Cheadles and

o) £ ofate

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 to
the penitentiary, so drunk out on the gravel drive that
(r, oo)) (3012 T2l) mEA Xt2to| Z2I(Het o) Xz
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

B e
the Hammerheads, and Beluga the tobacco importer,
b SRRt

and Beluga’s girls.

From West Egg came the Poles and the Mulreadys
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and Cecil Roebuck and Cecil Schoen and Gulick the

x of3|

State senator and Newton Orchid, who controlled

42lo|

Films Par Excellence, and Eckhaust and Clyde Co-
hen and Don S. Schwartze (the son) and Arthur Mc-

Carty, all connected with the movies in one way or
9t 2227t e ol X2

another. And the Catlips and the Bembergs and G.
Earl Muldoon, brother to that Muldoon who after-

ward strangled his wife. Da Fontano the promoter

~g = F2} 20|k, I sus

came there, and Ed Legros and James B. (“RBt—Gut”)

(L2 M etk

Ferret and the De Jongs and Ernest Lilly—they came
SHM) & e BBIF: YOI

to gamble, and when Ferret wandered into the garden
it meant he was cleaned out and Associated Traction

(L], g £71=) 8€ el 220t &

would have to fluctuate profitably next day.
G20 4A12) B2l watch 22

A man named Klipspringer was there so often and
so long that he became known as “the bgarder”—l
doubt if he had any other hpme. of t}ieafgéill;osgzple
there were Gus Waize anquorace %’%éﬂlﬁvéﬁ and
Lester Myer and George Duckweed and Francis Bull.
Also from New York were the Chromes and the Back-
hyssons and the Dennickers and Russel Betty and the
Corrigans and the Kellehers and the Dewars and the
Scullys and S. W. Belcher and the Smirkes and the

young Quinns, divorced now, and Henry L. Palmetto,
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who killed himself by jumping in front of a subway
train in Times Square.

Benny McClenahan arrived always with four girls.
g, S
They were never quite the same ones in physical per-
D& ot 52 A OfLf3) S
son, but they were so identical one with another that
st £z

it inevitably seemed they had been there before. I

moroz, 2rfulstl; S0l

have forgotten their names—Jaqueline, I think, or else
Consuela, or Gloria or Judy or June, and their last

names were either the melodious names of flowers
sg[goljsol; £7] 22
and months or the sterner ones of the great Ameri-
Of 233
can capitalists whose cousins, if pressed, they would
eSS Srataict: i 2Cf

confess themselves to be.

it meoIAaict
In addition to all these I can remember that Faus-
(~oll) 201, A

tina O’Brien came there at least once and the Baede-

ker girls and young Brewer, who had his nose shot off

S01 Skt 2ozt

in the war, and Mr Albrucksburger and Miss Haag,
his fiancée, and Ardita Fitz-Peters and Mr P. Jewett,

onc:iljead of the AInql:icgp Legion, and Miss Claudia
Hip, with a manﬂiﬁglieg to be her chauffeur, and
a prince of something, whom we called Ruke, and
whose name, if I ever knew it, I have forgotfe}l.

All these people came to Gatsby’s house in the

sumimer.
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At nine o’clock, one morning late in July, Gats-

by’s gorgeous car lurched up the rocky drive to
SiZl(=nice) dx7| 2&elth; HIE2Tt =540]
my door and gave out a burst of melody from its
2xAY Sl NE(ZF]
three-noted horn. It was the first time he had called
Al 745 2]
on me, though I had gone to two of his parties,

mounted in his hydroplane, and, at his urgent invita-
Efct, Saleic 2 M7 9| 2R3t xh2
tion, made frequent use of his beach.

SO, tlest

“Good morning, old sport. You’re having lunch
with me to-day and I thought we’d ride up together.”

He was balancing himself on the dashboard of his

28 |AI st

car with that resourcefulness of movement that is so
7|SHo|[AH| Q=] SXO=; ofs0tE S
peculiarly American—that comes, I suppose, with the

10| E©
J‘ nol ERC

absence of lifting work in youth and, even more, with

27ie Srigoigels o

the formless grace of our nervous, sporadic games.
7 ol 0/(Tt3 ofLt, Azl
This quality was continually breaking through his
H2shM, AsToR, B0l B2
punctilious manner in the shape of restlessness. He

DS 2HS RIXFSIK| 25+ SOotx
S50 28t AfGHR| Rl =2t

was never quite still; there was always a tapping foot
HAIE 710K5] UKl o S w2l
somewhere or the impatient opening and closing of a
BN gl 2R3 FI4Ct FCt 51|
hand.

S BT,

He saw me looking with admiration at his car.
Uetsiod
“It’s pretty, isn’t it, old sport?” He jumped off to
lofupaict
give me a better view. “Haven’t you ever seen it be-
o & H0i%7| YIshA
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fore?”

I'd seen it. Everybody had seen it. It was a rich

ZHs
S5t

cream color, bright with nickel, swollen here and
g2, EeAl Y HZ0| 92

there in its monstrous length with triumphant hat-
SHE| U O El, 7kRE SARASHA 2, AR s

boxes and supper-boxes and tool-boxes, and terraced

et 52 02

with a labyrinth of wind-shields that mirrored a dozen

EREET ST L HIZSC, BH/BHASCH

suns. Sitting down behind many layers of glass in a

sort of green leather conservatory, we started to town.
24
I had talked with him perhaps half a dozen times
~9t 87 0/0F7 |2 LiteCh
in the past month and found, to my disappointment,
Maaghie; ojol2

that he had little to say. So my first impression, that

he was a person of some undefined consequence,

o U2 U 4 QRIYRIS|, U] &7t BR3

had gradually faded and he had become simply the

proprietor of an elaborate road-house next door.

oOx S St e =
ARF o Zy3)g =0

And then came that disconcerting ride. We hadn’t

gelg=glst si=

reached West Egg Village before Gatsby began leaving

st T
his elegant sentences unfinished and slapping himself
£ Ualx ®atn ~2 (AHlco=) 2 mhlt)
indecisively on the knee of his caramel-colored suit.

LRECIH, L2%25H0]

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

A little overwhelmed, I began the generalized

Y=o, F=0] S0 LEHRI ThE9

evasions which that question deserves.

alm, 2, S2ich| ~S WS Bl ~of X{Z0| Uct

“Well, I'm going to tell you something about my
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life,” he interrupted. “I don’t want you to get a wrong

(Y, A5S) YalalCSTAI7 |0 /7t2ai

idea of me from all these stories you hear.”

So he was aware of the bizarre accusations that
7|33t i DY
flavored conversation in his halls.
~0l Z0|[%, 22 cisicl/Aaso|ct
“T'll tell you God’s truth.” His right hand suddenly
AlBto| Of= AL GiM|3E FIADHS
ordered divine retribution to stand by. “I am the son

Aol ;T ol Mct

S

of some wealthy people in the Middle West—all dead

now. I was bgougl&i}up in America but educated at
Oxford, bec;;;eM;H rtny z%qgesfgljﬁ }1ave been educated
there for many years. It ;stma‘]f;mlig ggdition.”

He looked at me iidxe‘zyvays—anaoI knew why Jor-

dan Baker had believed he was lying. He hurried

the phrase “educated at Oxford,” or swallowed it, or

THF i o1y €Lz O|R0T 2 &8) H7Ict

choked on it, as though it had bothered him before.

~0f| ALt S0] HicHon~]

And with this doubt, his whole statement fell to piec-

oY, 95, 2z L& 04 o7

es, and I wondered if there wasn’t something a little

sinister about him, after all.

Afetst
“What part of the Middle West?” I inquired
casually.
PAIT, OISR K| O UAEo2
“San Francisco.”
“I see.”
“My family all died and I came into a good deal of

S =a4utoh
~2 SHL/UAC

money.”
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His voice was solemn, as if the memory of that
Hss 298t
sudden extinction of a clan still haunted him. For a
M A, 2} 20| mjezr)
moment I suspected that he was pulling my leg, but a
oAsiTt, 4-A%0] Bict Lig mal(40ls]
glance at him convinced me otherwise.
ES[EIN It C12 o= o2y
“After that I lived like a young rajah in all the
olzo| g
capitals of Europe—Paris, Venice, Rome— collecting
/\Lr L,JO[’» /\/\\ }[}
jewels, chleﬂy rubies, hunting big game, painting a it

tle, thlngs for myself only, and trying to forget some-
thing very sad that had happened to me long ago.”

With an effort I managed to restrain my
O A AMISICE

1ncredulous laughter. The very phrases were worn so

o|AlGH= =5t ot &%

threadbare that they evoked no image except that of a
(ObM) S[agHlo| o Saft E2i”o7|n Xjohfct
turbaned “character” leaking sawdust at every pore as

o M = o
EES k| Y A2 7Y

he pursueg a tiger through thﬁBgi (1e Boulogne.
"‘;ﬂe’n came the war, old(is;;)\rﬁt.%ﬂ was a great geli§f1 .

and I tried very hard to die, but I seemed to bser%e;; b

enchanted life. I accepted a commission as ﬁlfgfcmiie;—

FHuo| x2[AElS euch Yt Bt

tenant when it began. In the Argonne Forest I took

OI2E £(01Z0| YBES 7HE TYA S22 412)

the remains of my machine-gun battalion so far for-
7

ward that there was a half mile gap on either side of

222 1

us where the infantry couldn’t advance. We stayed
EELl) Ci7btc, 21zl

there two days and two nights, a hundred and thirty

men with sixteen Lewis guns, and when the infantry
2012 7[BE
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came up at last they found the insignia of three Ger-
(S Uers) 318

man divisions among the piles of dead. I was promot-

et RIS #ot22! 24; A ciol
ed to be a major, and every Allied government gave
23 elgm e

me a decoration—even Montenegro, little Montenegro
=3
down on the Adriatic Sea!”
OF=2|o} & ' afoto]
Little Montenegro! He lifted up the words and nod-
(2 Etof2) A2l E0f elnict
ded at them—with his smile. The smile comprehended
OlsHE S| meslatct
Montenegro’s troubled history and sympathized with
nHE 2 FstCiwith~]

the brave struggles of the Montenegrin people. It

~0| Z17t2 ck; QIAolsflatct  UR1o] 2R FA
which had elicited this tribute from Montenegro’s
~2 (0])Z0{LHC} 2EAFO] EA
warm little heart. My incredulity was submerged in
SRR (B400) 7t2fole
fascination now; it was like skimming hastily through
b= HHS[AXIK] 2lof=t

a dozen magazines.
He reached in his pocket, and a piece of metal,

slung on a ribbon, fell into my palm.

~o| (ol Aoty

“That’s the one from Montenegro.”

To my astonishment, the thing had an authen-
S ERIEE xingel
tic look. “Orderi di Danilo,” ran the circular legend,
ciez 23 H; 2xt
“Montenegro, Nicolas Rex.”
UZats 29
“Turn it.”

“Major Jay Gatsby,” I read, “For Valour Extraordi-
(HS0IMe) 22

nary.
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“Here’s another thing I always carry. A souvenir of
=S
Oxford days. It was taken in Trinity Quad—the man
Ez|LE (HohisSATHE Chstuof
on my left is now the Earl of Doncaster.”

25t Cabra BHRF

It was a photograph of half a dozen young men in

blazers loafing in an archway through which were vis-

AEEZ Mo (3t =0 Ofa(HIS|HalE

ible a host of spires. There was Gatsby, looking a little,
CHeol HES

not much, younger—with a cricket bat in his hand

ackx| 2 wols Sixiet S23 (S5] BR0IM 217 Q= AR

Then it was all true. I saw the skins of tlgers

flaming in his palace on the Grand Canal; I saw him
(M0]) Ef= S0] H2 aRte 235
opening a chest of rubies to ease, with their crimson-
(Y52 =2 e w7 g2l ) 4 }T»o!u\ YIS g5t
lighted depths, the gnawings of his broken heart.
\7\/\\1{ ( ‘7\\‘\2 “i‘
“I'm going to make a big request of you to-day,”
F{Chet 2ELS St
he said, pocketing his souvenirs with satisfaction, “so
1EE DIEAziS BYOR

I thought you ought to know something about me. I

didn’t want you to think I was just some nobody. You

O‘{* Q’.A}o /w
see, I usually find myself among strangers because I
HE, oif S MRS 2014

drift here and there trying to forget the sad thing that

071X =t &t

happened to me.” He hesitated. “You’ll hear about it

(20l 2F MA) L-HolTHZFx{5HTH]

o=

this afternoon.”
“At lunch?”
“No, this afternoon. I happened to find out that
otLfct

you're taking Miss Baker to tea.”

“Do you mean you’re in love with Miss Baker?”
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“No, old sport, I'm not. But Miss Baker has kindly

cqrgsenfgd to speak to you about this matter.”

’\’OLIH}%&;;”;E)E%(% fjlingtgst idea what “this matter” was,
but I,D;\;azlxrﬁgiéﬁlfr;égled than interested. I hadn’t
asked Jordan to t:;: E‘I;Lor(ﬂer to discuss Mr Jay Gatsby.
I was sure the reqliég’é j\r‘/j(;ﬁuld be something utterly

gsel

fantastic, and for a moment I was sorry I'd ever set

=3|5h=

foot upon his overpopulated lawn.

2g 5of & Agisol EAle

== =

He wouldn’t say another word. His correctness

(Q{EQ‘] CtX S HEE=SE
S O3, UXsS

grew on him as we neared the city. We passed Port

Roosevelt, where there was a (g!Limpse of £Sdr—le)ehl£ed;M
ocean-going ships, and §gEdH zﬁ(;nog‘ a ::(U)bi)i(?[d:sTlﬁrgI; )
lined with the dark, ugl;lagggrzgd‘ falgjcgzr;s of the
fadxed—giTlt iligejcﬁeen—hung;ésgjxé}féﬁ Eg V;llgy of ash-
/e\‘s(p)‘;‘(ir(fééﬁoﬁ :)ﬁ both sides of us, and I had a §1219ps§
of Mrs Wilson itrgiping at the garage pumppx}éiﬁl][;)
anting Xitality a; ii/cg‘vtvent by. o o
Wit}l;l/f:\ezldeI'SEPI‘ead like wings we Egaz‘ﬁ?pf?dM1§§ht
Eh4rough /ﬁgifﬂizgggia—only half, for §§ \:NTeMt;vti;tEeod
;:ﬁ)ng the pillars of the elevated I heard the fﬂzjfnzli.‘ar
2715 Nolg RETE(0[2IM2] Soi] W Lizich
“jug-jug-spat!” of a motorcycle, and a frantic police-

(M7 Bl 2 =Ae| HAI0| MFE=

man rode alongside.

“All right, old sport,” called Gatsby. We slowed

L8 S0
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down. Taking a white card from his wallet, he waved

KIZoil M SIer Ft=S 7LiCE

it before the man’s eyes.

“Right you are,” agreed the policeman, tipping his

(22) 7120t

cap. “Know you next time, Mr Gatsby. Excuse me!”
“What was that?” I inquired. “The picture of Ox-
ford?”

“I was able to do the commissioner a favor once,

5| ZHOITL: ZAEFR
A|TRQIRE 2R

and he sends me a Christmas card every year.”
Over the great bridge, with the sunlight through

the girders making a constant flicker upon the moving

(Hxe)) tHEE A&Es (2 52l Zed

cars, with the city rising up across the river in white

heaps and sugar lumps all built with a wish out of
(worge) ool =ixg Zpute

non-olfactory money. The city seen from the Queens-
S240} PRSI Q4 UMLK 2t

boro Bridge is always the city seen for the first time, in

its first wild promise of all the mystery and the beauty

P28 7|oEY] AR Q=S 7191 OISOz AlREE. 02

in the world.

A dead man passed us in a hearse heaped with
B2 w0l F7Rf

blooms, followed by two carriages with drawn blinds,

(RIS AS) OFE XUS LRl
and by more cheerful carriages for friends. The
HES 2SS B2 DIRIS

friends looked out at us with the tragic eyes and short

vi3of ofgals, a2

upper lips of southeastern Europe, and I was glad

that the sight of Gatsby’s splendid car was included in

Y £2(H7l] 288

their somber holiday. As we crossed Blackwell’s Island

=a[*2, &e]skgloomy)
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a limousine passed us, driven by a white chauffeur, in
(S3t22) thy 1 &2t
which sat three modish negroes, two bucks and a girl.

2382 1}2 =(=gtylish) AN MIMIBE HS LX)

I'laughed aloud as the yolks of their eyeballs rolled to-

227 200 2t ==x}
ward us in haughty rivalry.
Hptet, @0r5t
“Anything can happen now that we've slid over this
~2 D[RS HojT]
bridge,” I thought; “anything at all....”
O U0 |Ex|
Even Gatsby could happen, without any particular
M0 x| 2 SleE Liehd 4 lgict

wonder.

Roaring noon. In a well-fanned Forty-second

o2 Ri7fal=; OF HAlte 27| o] & &
Street cellar I met Gatsby for lunch. Blinking away
cellar (AMfE, A=, LE=F0)) X[t (M)A X[t A48 (22) 28 ~2 &t

the brightness of the street outside, my eyes picked
ZaiicHou)

him out obscurely in the anteroom, talking to another

OFEA, BRI OOHBIA 2%, Th7|A
man.

“Mr Carraway, this is my friend Mr Wolfshiem.”

A small, flat-nosed Jew raised his large head and
SEfQl
regarded me with two fine growths of hair which
=io] & Xt

luxuriated in either nostril. After a moment I discov-

AP X2tk LATIC =7y
ered his tiny eyes in the half-darkness.
Xtoopst

“—So I took one look at him,” said Mr Wolfshiem,
shaking my hand earnestly, “and what do you think I

FIxfai, REo=
did?”

“What?” I inquired politely.

SAGH|
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But evidently he was not addressing me, for
S5, =of < (~ol BB 22 At
he dropped my hand and covered Gatsby with his
(~2 ~2) F0{ 7f2|cHwith~]

expressive nose.
B Qls, ojojANe!

“I handed the money to Katspaugh and I sid: ‘All

saldE Sl Y
right, Katspaugh, don’t pay him a penny till he shuts
o EC
his mouth.” He shut it then and there.”
i I X2Jo A
Gatsby took an arm of each of us and moved
zg Frt
forward into the restaurant, whereupon Mr Wolf-
ooz
shiem swallowed a new sentence he was starting and
Af7|CH 2% ot

lapsed into a somnambulatof'y abstraction.

~AERO WRITH  SREX Yald
“Highballs?” asked the head waiter.
QIATILf ST ACHAE 42 82 24 Yole]

“This is a nice restaurant here,” said Mr Wolfshi-

em, looking at the Presbyterian nymphs on the ceil-

Hemol RFS
ing. “But I like across the street better!”
2 74T QU= Al
“Yes, highballs,” agreed Gatsby, and then to Mr
solaict

Wolfshiem: “It’s too hot over there.”

“Hot and small—yes,” said Mr Wolfshiem, “but full

=o{lo
of memories.”
P

“What place is that?” I asked.
“The old Metropole.”

B2Cooje 43817t 20| I3t 5

“The old Metropole,” brooded Mr Wolfshiem

SB0([2E5]] 42isict, susict

gloomily. “Filled with faces dead and gone. Filled with

st g2z =1 gle

friends gone now forever. I can’t forget so long as I
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live the night they shot Rosy Rosenthal there. It was

1912 =22 SHolA BiChmol A Asfzst 2 Cip

six of us at the table, and Rosy had eat and drunk a lot
all evening. When it was almost morning the waiter

came up to him with a funny look and says somebody
Dot HHOR 2| HHoR2

wants to speak to him outside. ‘All right,” say Rosy,
and begins to get up, and I pulled him down in his

2%t ol

chair.”

“Let the bastards come in here if they want you,
(L) 15, 14
Rosy, but don’t you, so help me, move outside this
o Sofstet o, Lol 2akn 8
room.”

“It was four o’clock in the morning then, and if

we’d of raised the blinds we’d of seen daylight.”
A1y
“Did he go?” I asked innocently.
HEIADHEH
“Sure he went.” Mr Wolfshiem’s nose flashed at

~2 g3l wmolc)

S

me indignantly. “He turned around in the door and
=oftos, sict =

says: ‘Don’t let that waiter take away my coffee!” Then

X|CH
he went out on the sidewalk, and they shot him three
ole
times in his full belly and drove away.”
25t v otict, =YxIch
“Four of them were electrocuted,” I said, remem-
K7 |oIRR ABAI7 It EC]

bering.

“Five, with Becker.” His nostrils turned to me in

ZAE0|UOLt ZHE QA AACR 19153 XSE

an interested way. “I understand you're looking for a

business gonnegtion.”

ZHel(X): connectiong 2]/ &2&t
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The j}lrx‘te‘lp‘)f)s;‘i’[‘ion of these two remarks was
LI2ts] x[eh HX|(HE)
s:[artling. Gatsby answered for me:
2% =2tA ote
“O}ﬂl, ;10,” he exclaimed, “this isn’t the man.”
Q|X|C}, A2|X|T
“No?” Mr Wo‘lf‘silier‘n‘ ;eemed disappointed.

Moyt st

“This is just a friend. I told you we’d talk about that
some other time.”

“I beg your pardon,” said Mr Wolfshiem, “I had a
wrong man.”

A succulent hash arrived, and Mr Wolfshiem, for-
B[40 22 0P EA W 1|9t Ao 23]

getting the more sentimental atmosphere of the old
el

Metropole, began to eat with ferocious delicacy. His

MEAOE] S0IB1MQUA]

eyes, meanwhile, roved very slowly all around the

Sa|p7i|ct

room—he completed the arc by turning to inspect

Zujct, Bhsict 52 2% HdAHsITt
the people directly behind. I think that, except for
vz Sof 9= U7t et

my presence, he would have taken one short glance

beneath our own table.
off o
“Look here, old sport,” said Gatsby, leaning toward
“g3f 7120Ic)
me, “I'm afraid I made you a little angry this morning

in the car.”

There was the smile again, but this time I held out
0| X8}

against it.

“I don’t like mysteries,” I answered, “and I don’t

247, 0 AEe]

understand why you won’t come out frankly and tell

ey
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me what you want. Why has it all got to come through
Miss Baker?”

“Oh, it’s nothing underhand,” he assured me. “Miss

Baker’s a great spoitzs%\:r;;;ién, youpijl/;z‘\if,o End she’d
never do anything that wasn’t all right.”

Suddenly he looked at his watch, jurllged }Jl‘pL,}and
hurried from the room, leaving me Mr;tdl‘lgﬁltlﬁcgfghl-
em at the table.

“He has to telephone,” said Mr Wolfshiem,
fq}lco;ving him with his eyes. “Fine fellow, isn’t he?
ileaga[s}t;;;‘gr"c}o look at and a Pgljfect gentleman.”

“Yes.” o

[ h)

“He’s an Oggsford man.”
OxfordE E2|/| west
“Oh!”

“He went to Oggsford College in England. You
know Oggsford College?”

“I've heard of it.”

“It’s one of the {noﬂ[H famous colleges in the world.”

“Have you kn(;vili é‘a[‘;by for a long time?” I in-
quired.

“Several years,” he answered in a gratified way. “I

Or=sH =
N

made the pleasure of his acquaintance just after the
a2 wi[aet s =lof 7wk

war. But I knew I had discovered a man of fine breed-

EENCIZPN=
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ing after I talked with him an hour. I said to myself:
‘There’s the kind of man you’d like to take home and

b2

introduce to your mother and sister.” He paused. “I

see you're looking at my cuff buttons.”
(2 lolz0)) Agial cr5

I hadn’t been looking at them, but I did now. They

were composed of oddly familiar pieces of ivory.

~2 PN BB 21320] =
“Finest specimens of human molars,” he informed
NS E 2| CHSAIsH]

me.

“Well!” I inspected them. “That’s a very interesting

HaldAsict

idea.”

“Yeah.” He flipped his sleeves up under his coat.

Ter2|[2l] 2of S2/tHup)
“Yeah, Gatsby’s very careful about women. He would

never so much as look at a friend’s wife.”

~ X, THK|E

When the subject of this instinctive trust returned

Boroz L5k Qs thAh A=s|
to the table and sat down Mr Wolfshiem drank his
coffee with a jerk and got to his feet.
ciof

“I have enjoyed my lunch,” he said, “and I'm going

to run off from you two young men before I outstay

~Ol A EUX|S LT CH (~Hrh 224
my welcome.”
ojFar

t
on’t hurry, Meyer,” said Gatsby, without

13

enthusiasm. Mr Wolfshiem raised his hand in a sort
g 9H 520
of benediction.
ale sl

“You’re very polite, but I belong to another

ool iz, Bas BES
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generation,” he announced solemnly. “You sit here
Rleh(l 28t zs) el ZIxjs|

=2 oEs (i=0}

and discuss your sports and your young ladies and

your—" He supplied an imaginary noun with another

Seldskith  ddltelsel gah ohE 2ol

wave of his hand. “As for me, I am fifty years old, and

I won’t impose myself on you any longer.”

<07l 2 7IxICH

As he shook hands and turned away his tragic nose

OHAZ L, HIES!

was trembling. I wondered if I had said anything to

offend him.

712 stA=26HA] sict

“He becomes very sentimental sometimes,” ex-

ZEAFO|
R

plained Gatsby. “This is one of his sentimental days.

He’s quite a character around New York—a denizen of

Rm= 2w{7[91] (~2l) Z0l(0i)

Broadway.”
“Who is he, anyhow, an actor?”
“No.”
“A dentist?”

X|2f OfAt

“Meyer Wolfshiem? No, he’s a gambler.” Gatsby

hesitated, then added coolly: “He’s the man who fixed

Aottt MRAZ|C EECl 1=\

the World’s Series back in 1919.”

=2 oM 2t

“Fixed the World’s Series?” I repeated.

The idea staggered me. I remembered, of course,
~2 BIE[3H] A sict

that the World’s Series had been fixed in 1919, but if I
had thought of it at all I would have thought of it as a

(EAZOM) Z20|2lE

thing that merely happened, the end of some inevita-

Sl of AEo| 218l 2t
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ble chain. It never occurred to me that one man could

start to play with the faith of fifty million people—with

~Sb Rl BL WS, Al

the single-mindedness of a burglar blowing a safe.

szze nig; T 0L B Y

“How did he happen to do that?” I asked after a
minute.

“He just saw the opportunity.”
HE]
“Why isn’t he in jail?”
WEA| +HE0 A=

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

I insisted on paying the check. As the waiter

st/ 7o

brought my change I caught sight of Tom Buchanan

= HAEE

across the crowded room.
“Come along with me for a minute,” I said; “I've

got to say hello to some one.”
olstcf

When he saw us Tom jumped up and took half a

=0{ LojLict
dozen steps in our direction.

“Where’ve you been?” he demanded eagerly. “Dai-

SRR
sy’s furious because you haven’t called up.”
SAl 7 ~0l|A| H35tE A

“This is Mr Gatsby, Mr Buchanan.”
They shook hands briefly, and a strained, unfamil-

1 204z, 2159
iar look of embarrassment came over Gatsby’s face.
o3 28, g =2 et
“How’ve you been, anyhow?” demanded Tom of
OIRE, 5271, offE
me. “How’d you happen to come up this far to eat?”
Sapict

“I've been having lunch with Mr Gatsby.”
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I turned toward Mr Gatsby, but he was no longer

~EoR 22 =2|C}

there.

One October day in nineteen-seventeen—(said Jor-

dan Baker that afternoon, sitting up very straight on a
(22) vz M2
straight chair in the tea-garden at the Plaza Hotel)—I
Swolt 2 oxt ZhiS
was walking along from one place to another, half on

the sidewalks and half on the lawns. I was happier on

the lawns because I had on shoes from England with
Bi=poi

rubber nobs on the soles that bit into the soft ground.

D20{2lE He ~0| TSt

I had on a new plaid skirt also that blew a little in the

242} 2L

wind, and whenever this happened the red, white, and

blue banners in front of all the houses stretched out

et
stiff and said tut-tut-tut-tut, in a disapproving way.

HhHSH IHOHSE = 2440, 2ot

The largest of the banners and the largest of the

lawns belonged to Daisy Fay’s house. She was just
~ 2024101k, ~0f 231t
eighteen, two years older than me, and by far the

2|
=1

most popular of all the young girls in Louisville. She

dressed in white, and had a little white roadster, and
2, 3012 7id{Els

all day long the telephone rang in her house and ex-

cited young officers from Camp Taylor demanded the
HEL| Foll Y= 2AF 71X

privilege of monopolizing her that night. “Anyways

=3 SIS ot Ol Bt

for an hour!”
atolete
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When I came ogppsgt‘(e her house that morning her
~9| SF2TH0||(=across from)
white roadster was beside the curb, and she was sit-
(E=9)) oiM
ting in it with a lieutenant I had r‘lever seen before.
They were so enga?ossed in each other that she didn’t
~oll BE/BE U 0ISS HoL!

see me until I was five feet away.

“Hello, Jordan,” she called unexpectedly. “Please
=40l
come here.”

I was flattered that she wanted to speak to me,

SBHZI; SoptBEHzI

because of all the older girls I gdmired her most. She
asked me if I was going to thg H%;%efioaoss and make
L)andages. I was. Well, then, wouig ZI’ tell them that she
z([)uuldn’t come that day? The officer lgoke(i at Daisy
while she was speaking, in a way th‘;‘iz/‘jgﬁ}f;lg

~BHe =0t

[yl

girl wants to be looked at sometime, and because
A7 H=some time)

it seemed romantic to me I have remembered the

incident ever since. His name was Jay Gatsby, and I

(E5] LRI LAl A
didn’t lay eyes on him again for over four years—even
~g g0}~ ity

after I'd met him on Long Island I didn’t realize it was

RI2t5ict, QIAfsict
the same man.
That was nineteen-seventeen. By the next year I
had a few beaux myself, and I began to play in tourna-
TYA0| beau(BS 014 HAIEIP) B4

ments, so I didn’t see Daisy very often. She went with

a slightly older crowd—when she went with anyone

ot =5
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at all. Wild rumors were circulating about her—how

(ST204) OIFHE, OE Ziol =5 mxie[RmE]

her mother had found her packing her bag one winter
A el 71 M

night to go to New York and say good-by to a soldier

who was going overseas. She was effectually prevent-

shelz, 2elz Fudoz, Mzl
ed, but she wasn’t on speaking terms with her family
gof, o

for several weeks. After that she didn’t play around
(019)at SotLict

with the soldiers any more, but only with a few flat

Zetol

-footed, short-sighted young men in town, who

24/l

couldn’t get into the army at all.

By the next autumn she was gay again, gay as ever.
HEs st
She had a début after the armistice, and in February
X S%: ol (AR FT
she was presumably engaged to a man from New Or-
O, FFEAA

leans. In June she married Tom Buchanan of Chicago,

with more pomp and circumstance than Louisville

TR sfEE) (U AR SS Sai B2 48 Y

ever knew before. He came down with a hundred

people in four private cars, and hired a whole floor of

AFRQl (EF) MRl ARl (E712h Za|THAMILCH

the Seelbach Hotel, and the day before the wedding

he gave her a string of pearls valued at three hundred

S0

and fifty thousand dollars.

I was a bridesmaid. I came into her room half an
A= Sajal
hour before the bridal dinner, and found her lying on
22 129
her bed as lovely as the June night in her flowered

ZYAS ot EaA

dress—and as drunk as a monkey. She had a bottle of
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Sauterne in one hand and a letter in the other.

AE2(E ALY e )
“Gratulate me,” she muttered. “Never had a drink
~Oo|A 7[ES (Z2) LIEHHCEH =61/ AS0HH=congratulate)

before, but oh how I do enjoy it.”
“What’s the matter, Daisy?”

I was scared, I can tell you; I'd never seen a girl like

9L}, TSI

that before.

“Here, dearis’.” She groped around in a waste-
o mEEl A2z 0|7 &92 tfECHaround)
basket she had with her on the bed and pulled out the
7iLHCH
string of pearls. “Take ‘em down-stairs and give ‘em

back to whoever they belong to. Tell ‘em all Daigy’s
Shange’ her mine. Say: ‘Daisy’s change’ her mir;l()!"fj -
- LgflLe‘ began to cry—she cried and cried. I gus}ged out
and found her mother’s nﬁidﬁ and we 1001(6?10 ‘tild;, ﬁzgr
and got her into a ‘cglidub;:ccﬁ gﬁe wouldn’t let go of the
letter. She took iic}/i};llt%)ﬁﬂlte‘ i[ﬁllfb with her and squeezed
2% (=bathiub) T W

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

HlF ZAl =0 24x2 20{X]=

like snow.
But she didn’t say another word. We gave her

s}piritsH of ammonia and put ice on her forehead and

ofgaL |0} L)

}}ioi)(edther back into her dress, and hal%‘ Da‘ln hour lat-

Zme|[s3]2 FHac

(:,r, \[Nﬁén wé Vyalked out of the room, the pearls were
Z0o{LtC]

around her neilgilgd the incident was over. Next day

(E5] S0latALt E345h) UARA]
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at five o’clock she married Tom Buchanan without so

much as a shiver, and started off on a three months’

el
e, =0

trip to the South Seas.

SO

=k=]

I saw them in Santa Barbara when they came
2z|ZL{o} 7 fBY SHolof U= FYEA

back, and I thought I'd never seen a girl so mad
algeut her Elgsband. If he left the room for a miﬁﬂ;e
;HhMet’ dlmc‘)ﬁﬂ zliound B?ezisily, and say: “Where’s Tom
gone?” and wear the rrf‘ost apgtrgjctgd expression
until she saw him coming inD ‘tﬁljgua(i)‘behe uS(idtho
sit on the sand with his head in her lap By }hetgﬁg,
rubbing her fingers over his eyes and 1o§k§‘ﬁng‘§i§1

with unfathomable delight. It was touching to see

(2/012) HZHE, #0f2] 4 gl 99| 0122 g%jol, ZSHe!

them together—it made you laugh in a hushed, fasc
&2 =0 EE]

o= Al

inated way. That was in August. A week after I left

Santa Barbara Tom ran into a wagon on the Ventura
~2[ol] SolTHESAIT]
road one night, and ripped a front wheel off his car.
E0{LHCHoff); SXICHof)
The girl who was with him got into the papers, too,
2o it

because her arm was broken—she was one of the

chambermaids in the Santa Barbara Hotel.

(SE 59|) Al cht AHAA, 2 Z=H| 52 &)

A,

The next April Daisy had her little girl, and they

(M71=) Ztch=beared)

went to France for a year. I saw them one spring in

Cannes, and later in Deauville, and then they came

7HEYA SR SUX); sfotct 21| eIt 22)

back to Chicago to settle down. Daisy was popular in

HfsiCh, X2l Fo

117



Chicago, as you know. They moved with a fast crowd,
~EbOf2E Tt ERERl WS
all of them young and rich and wild, but she came
~Z (M
out with an absolutely perfect reputation. Perhaps
Sof) UEQtTh 2ot Wi /BRI B o
because she doesn’t drink. It’s great advantage not
Rae H, 01F, I
to drink among hard-drinking people. You can hold
a®s QU ABH}
your tongue, and, moreover, you can time any little
ARHal/eo 2l et
irregularity of your own so that everybody else is so
S0, w8, 2R, U us

blind that they don’t see or care. Perhaps Daisy never

went in for amour at all—and yet there’s something in

YMiEE), SEEMH): (Sol) 2S, 2= SHXIZH=but yet)

that voice of hers....

Well, about six weeks ago, she heard the name

HEHlats olgg £
Gatsby for the first time in years. It was when I asked
SR
you—do you remember?—if you knew Gatsby in West

Egg. After you had gone home she came into my room
and woke me up, and said: “What Gatsby?” and when

I described him—I was half asleep—she said in the
(~0] OJI{BIXIZ) LBICI ALY, ZABICH

strangest voice that it must be the man she used to

know. It wasn’t until then that I connected this Gatsby
olct, 1zttt
with the officer in her white car.
PG
When Jordan Baker had finished telling all this we
0] 2 0j0p | Euict

had left the Plaza for half an hour and were driving

in a Victoria through Central Park. The sun had gone

S2ixt sEo| HUME oAl 2 Af2tx|cH

down behind the tall apartments of the movie stars in

HSLS0| Al DEOMIIE
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the West Fifties, and the clear voices of children, al-

ready gathered like crickets on the grass, rose through

#HeEetol

the hot twilight:

“I'm the Sheik of Araby.

Of2tH|of Z3Y(192141 020N FA| Rt L)
Your love belongs to me.

~0f 31k, ~of AR0lct

At night when you're asleep

Into your tent I'll creep—"
7|HE0{7ICHinto~)

“It was a strange coincidence,” I said.

(RO L[ SAl LY EA]

“But it wasn’t a coincidence at all.”
“Why not?”
“Gatsby bought that house so that Daisy would be

just across the bay.”
~9| ZAL{Ho]
Then it had not been merely the stars to which he
st K, |

had aspired on that June night. He came alive to me,

22| Ysitilio, after~ Aojgl= Qlzto] 202 rhytert
delivered suddenly from the womb of his purposeless
~ESH H0{L{from~] =B =4 glz, 2ololdt
splendor.

sl B 523

“He wants to know,” continued Jordan, “if you'll

(41x] 9211) A5tk
invite Daisy to your house some afternoon and then
ESESICTS
let him come over.”
HAHecHrich
The modesty of the demand shook me. He had

AL DA 25| Al EEL}; S|

waited five years and bought a mansion where he
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dispensed starlight to casual moths—so that he could

=L (53] MHIAE) HIZCH axX[ees]] dotes LIS

“come over” some afternoon to a stranger’s garden.
“Did I have to know all this before he could ask
such a little thing?”

ApASH ]

“He’s afraid, he’s waited so long. He thought you

might be offended. You see, he’s regular tough under-

7120] et L0 28 JZ8 oK AU U

neath it all.”
Something worried me.

“Why didn’t he ask you to arrange a meeting?”
DRIBICH 51t
“He wants her to see his house,” she explained.
Mefaict

“And your house is right next door.”
B2 %7
“Oh!”

“I think he half expected her to wander into one
OflAl{7 | cHl5tct ~0fl 2215] S2Cfinio~]
of his parties, some night,” went on Jordan, “but she

never did. Then he began asking people casually if

=N
Tg"

they knew her, and I was the first one he found. It was

that night he sent for me at his dance, and you should

(=88 Hol| 9al) ~& 22

have heard the elaborate way he worked up to it. Of

sladls &2 ~0l E5iCt: ~2 Loted 1l Sict

course, I immediately suggested a luncheon in New
S, &2, 22 QFHOFEITF K AfO| 7HHS ALAY
York—and I thought he’d go mad:
ste Uit
“I don’t want to do anything out of the way!” he
HEol M Holt UL 3ict
kept saying. ‘I want to see her right next door.’

“When I said you were a particular friend of Tom’s,

ExX5t EHH5
?gﬂ ?;‘ﬁ
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he started to abandon the whole idea. He doesn’t

(A2, 52 52) I8+, Hdsttigive up)

know very much about Tom, though he says he’s read
a Chicago paper for years just on the chance of catch-

ing a glimpse of Daisy’s name.”

£2 2] 9 U

It was dark now, and as we dipped under a little

bridge I put my arm around J oi}g;;":ﬁggiﬁ‘én shoul-
der and drew her toward me and asked her to dinner.
Suddenly I wasn’t thinking of Daisy and Gatsby any
more, but of this clean, hard, limited person, who

SHOILt Aot &2, eFgE

dealt in universal scepticism, and who leaned back

DE  [£32] ool gL
jauntily just within the circle of my arm. A phrase
FtotA T BET

began to beat in my ears with a sort of heady excite-

Rl A2t
ment: “There are only the pursued, the pursuing, the
7=t 7=t

busy and the tired.”
“And Daisy ought to have something in her life,”

murmured Jordan to me.

LA0I0}, Aoe|C) SE(SE 2T

“Does she want to see Gatsby?”
“She’s not to know about it. Gatsby doesn’t want

her to know. You're just supposed to invite her to tea.”
(+2h) Mztsic, -2 2 2et
We passed a barrier of dark trees, and then the
(S8 ZUS ote) W 22; T
facade of Fifty-ninth Street, a block of delicate pale
(7i20] Gt T AR Y, ¥ (LU=, = So) Bt Fuls
light, beamed down into the park. Unlike Gatsby and
~2 2] blEct

Tom Buchanan, I had no girl whose disembodied face

SHollM 222 &7t el=
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floated along the dark cornices and blinding signs,
oz S (=2 ) Bmoj=
and so I drew up the girl beside me, tightening my
arms. Her wan, scornful mouth smiled, and so I drew
k2 BHpaRdR0l 2 HAKO!

her up again closer, this time to my face.
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CHAPTER V

hen I came home to West Egg that night
WI was afraid for a moment that my house
was on fire. Two o’cloéﬁ iid the whole corner of the
pe’rll\irélg‘lﬁg was blazing with light, which fell unreal on
‘H[f(jéj!flrubbery and made thin elongating glints upon

(7] 52) B P51 21 ghae|N]

i

the roadside wires. Turning a corner, I saw that it was

Gatsby’s house, lit from tower to cellar.
L= (Mg, @iz, ZEFR0) X5t (HE)A
At first I thought it was another party, a wild rout
2 of3l
that had resolved itself into “hide-and-go-seek” or
| (Z3) ~2 BRIl A s8EE
“sardines-in-the-box” with all the house thrown open
HXI80] HORIHIES S2t0ll FH53t S A0| 5017k 50)

to 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
Zstolct O 01 S0lA Fo| Y5k A
the darkness. As my taxi groaned away I saw Gatsby
BB7feI, Aigsict
walking toward me across his lawn.
=R R
“Your place looks like the World’s Fair,” I said.
NEEEEE
“Does it?” He turned his eyes toward it absently. “I
D445, Ysi
have been glancing into some of the rooms. Let’s go to
£71#) 2ot (03] 2of=rt

Coney Island, old sport. In my car.”

H2220) s Moz R, #4850 US

“It’s too late.”

“Well, suppose we take a plunge in the swimming-

~0 FloiSCh SYaic
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pool? I haven’t made use of it all summer.”
“I've got to go to bed.”
“All right.”

He waited, looking at me with suppressed eager-

1 Suppre
ZBIZYIS Sran

ness.

“I talked with Miss Baker,” I said after a moment.
~2} 0[0}7|S Litert
“I'm going to call up Daisy to-morrow and invite her
Chstch
over here to tea.”

0|Z2o=Z; 0|220|AM=

“Oh, that’s all right,” he said carelessly ‘T don’t

2o g&ks, gzl

o=

want to put you to any trouble.”
HZ 7|X|Ct
“What day would suit you?”
(-0l A T2 B[/ 2
“What day would suit you?” he corrected me
~o| HRS vt

quickly. “I don’t want to put you to any trouble, you

2»”

see.

“How about the day after to-morrow?”
2

He considered for a moment. Then, with reluc-
A[mel/&alstct L7 x| o =
tance:

“I want to get the grass cut,” he said.

LIS et

We both looked down at the grass—there was a

sharp line where my ragged lawn ended and the dark-

OUIE PR (R So)) 26K e

er, well-kept expanse of his began. I suspected that he

71 W] Zeet SUEA]

meant my grass.

“There’s another little thing,” he said uncertainly,
RHAl G, R Ao
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and hesitated.

(&1410] OF A BhAoCHZHsICH

“Would you rather put it off for a few days?” I
~g s, 0/
asked.

“Oh, it isn’t about that. At least—" He fumbled
cS7{elct
with a series of beginnings. “Why, I thought—why,
20t DD
look here, old sport, you don’t make much money, do
%S £2 Hr}, £200| Yot

you?”
“Not very much.”

This seemed to reassure him and he continued
~2 7|2 LIl BlCt, ChAl REAIS 24 Sict
more confidently.
XHAl QU BHAIGHA

“I thought you didn't, if you'll pardon my—you see,

I carry on a little business on the side, a sort of side

HO
sz

line, you understand. And I thought that if you don’t

make very much— You're selling bonds, aren’t you,

St HiE ote, 3TE e

old sport?”
“Trying to.”
“Well, this would interest you. It wouldn’t take up

XEX|GtCH
much of your time and you might pick up a nice bit of
~g 7 of B2l 9 =or}
money. It happens to be a rather confidential sort of

25t b|YO|(secret)

thing.”

I realize now that under different circumstances
TN, ofrf2Ic, QMXIZT5ick
that conversation might have been one of the crises
SH

of my life. But, because the offer was obviously and

Mo, Het =5[22 Esl)

125



tactlessly for a service to be rendered, I had no choice
(=X, WA g0l; BolBHE B0 HE{EIRO)
except to cut him off there.
8Tt RICSICHoff]
“I've got my hands full,” I said. “I'm much obliged
£0] BIOUX| 42 5 b, Bzt AT
but I couldn’t take on any more work.
[o\ = ﬂ [Hmw
“You wouldn’t have to do any business with Wolf-

shiem.” Evidently he thought that I was shying away
29451, 0] =i ~g 2na(9l smjsts
from the “gonnegtion” mentioned at lunch, but I

=

assured him he was wrong. He waited a moment lon-

296| Ysick: =A[NE, Bl

25

ger, hoping I'd begin a conversation, but I was too

g
absorbed to be responsive, so he went unwillingly
(S9N LS XIS OXIZE, £S0|
home.

The evening had made me ljght-hefded and hap-
py; I think I walked i}(l)tg a degéﬁsjjezggsiggy’r)ltered my
front door. So I dor:’ t li;;\i E\&ligcj};rér or not Gatsby
went to Coney Island, or foor(éﬁ(x)‘w many hours he

“glanced into rooms” while his house blazed gaudily
Betstp| LiTt

on. I called up Daisy from the office next morning,
and invited her to come to tea.

“Don’t bring Tom,” I warned her.

geiec Znsict, Fol2 Frt

“What?”

“Don’t bring Tom,”

“Who is ‘Tom’?” she asked innocently.

AT SHAED
The day agreed upon was pouring rain. At eleven

ofseh g R
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o’clock a man in a raincoat, dragging a lawn-mower,

T Zh= 7

tapped at my front door and said that Mr Gatsby had

sent him over to cut my grass. This reminded me
‘;ﬁ:’(tEILHli;d forgotten to tell my El‘lll; ‘E(;(H:ome back, so I
drove into West Egg Village tg geegg/éﬁTfor her among
S0ggy Y‘\:}Egeﬂ?ShEd gllgleys and fibiy some cups and

lemons and flowers.

The flowers were unnecessary, for at two o’clock a

=T stl=

greenhouse arrived from Gatsby’s, with innumerable
M 4 glo] B, 245!
receptacles to contain it. An hour later the front door
ax &7 s
opened nervously, and Gatsby, in a white flannel
AgEmoz; gRtAzp 20| 91 &
suit, silver shirt, and gold-colored tie, hurried in. He
caie ox
was pale, and there were dark signs of sleeplessness
HR0IE, 205
beneath his eyes.
orALof
“Is everything all right?” he asked immediately.
ZA| 52 26tz

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

“What grass?” he inquired blankly. “Oh, the grass

YL, 2571
in the yard.” He looked out the window at it, but,
judging from his expression, I don’t believe he saw a
mCrSiTt 523, 55 By
thing.
“Looks very good,” he remarked vaguely. “One
2 S [OHHJ5HAI; Bl0 /5

of the papers said they thought the rain would stop

about four. I think it was The Journal. Have you got
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everything you need in the shape of—of tea?”
(TRIE Al SO01) ~o FEf2; ~o2A(Q),
I took him into the pantry, where he looked a little
(2o T Aol QUESh ARB0ILt Al AR
reproachfully at the Finn. Together we scrutinized the
Hltshe/URets &2 2420| AHECH

twelve lemon cakes from the delicatessen shop.

ZR[2HE Z2]7} 8] A Biop
“Will they do?” I asked.

e
SEoICY

“Of course, of course! They're fine!” and he added

hollowly, “...old sport.”
20| ¥l NE|2; 5
The rain cooled about half-past three to a damp
(x217H) Alct 8712
mist, through which occasional thin drops swam like
eI e Higg0| 71210] Z2iURct
dew. Gatsby looked with vacant eyes through a copy
ol %5t Ao
of Clay’s “Economics,” starting at the Finnish tread
~0f (=2 & W/ERSHA wzs
that shook the kitchen floor, and peering toward the
N2 =0{7 BEIN, SAlHEA
bleared windows from time to time as if a series of

invisible but alarming happenings were taking place

outside. Finally he got up and informed me, in an

Y2t SKIsiCt

uncertain voice, that he was going home.

SHAAA0] gl

“Why’s that?”
“Nobody’s coming to tea. It’s too late!” He looked

at his watch as if there was some pressing demand on

Supet A2 2704

his time elsewhere. “I can’t wait all day.”

“Don’t be silly; it’s just two minutes to four.”
HHEAE T, Ofzi4e
He sat down miserably, as if I had pushed him,
HlEsEwe Sg0=

and simultaneously there was the sound of a motor
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turning into my lane. We both jumped up, and, a little

e2l g T=(s=] ezt X
harrowed myself, I went out into the yard.
o] WelE ot S5101: 247t (HAMO=R) nEAA)

Under the dripping bare lilac-trees a large open

SIS BOjXIS YA Al LR
car was coming up the drive. It stopped. Daisy’s face,
(X{EH L) Rt=

tipped sideways beneath a three-cornered lavender

HO2 7120/[491] AzEel 2oy B}
hat, looked out at me with a bright ecstatic smile.
201xIZ0] il 2=

“Is this absolutely where you live, my dearest one?”
Moz gz
The exhilarating ripple of her voice was a wild
712 LAISEA] st R2Z, 12 EE]
tonic in the rain. I had to follow the sound of it for a
st A (A 2]

moment, up and down, with my ear alone, before any

words came through. 4 damR s}gealf of hair lay like a
N2 fal7fEt o S[viet
dash }of blue Raint across Tle‘; cheeﬁ, ;md her hand was
=2 2702 £ 02y
weté with t‘g’li‘stertlHing drops as I took it to help her from
o, HS 7zl
the car. | N
“Are you in love with me,” she said low in my ear,
Ar0l x|t Holl thz AZ4alct

“or why did I have to come alone?”

“That’s the secret of Castle Rackrent. Tell your

AN TS Y2 SILE o A= Y
chauffeur to go far away and spend an hour.”

22| Jict
“Come back in an hour, Ferdie.” Then in a grave

oo 740
To BT

murmur: “His name is Ferdie.”
aA40lc), 22210, BB felc)

S=

“Does the gasoline affect his nose?”
~0f 95te Z=rt

ST=

“I don’t think so,” she said i innocently. “Why?”

HEIRSP

We went in. To my overwhelming surprise the

=m0l Bt
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living-room was deserted.
HeiZl: ol7|=o] gl
“Well, that’s funny,” I exclaimed.
olMmAE  elxlct 2] xl2c)

“What’s funny?”
She turned her head as there was a light dignified

HEXE T IEUE

knocking at the front door. I went out and opened

it. Gatsby, pale as death, with his hands plunged like
52 AR U 20| Waj g2
weights in his coat pockets, was standing in a puddle

=890]

of water glaring tragically into my eyes.
CefRolSmEEoR; HIS[HI&EH

With his hands still in his coat pockets he stalked

SEVSER) ’»
<<<<< El=t

by me into the hall, turned sharply as if he were on a
OFX] QIZER| oA
wire, and disappeared into the living-room. It wasn’t
PNEEION| s
bit funny. Aware of the loud beating of my own heart
~S OJAlSITE ~2 Tt
I pulled the door to against the increasing rain.
HE AN 25712 017 9

For half a minute there wasn’t sound. Then from

the livingroom I heard a sort of choking murmur and
20| 8l S5t 2412

part of a laugh, followed by Daisy’s voice on a clear
me 2348 9x[or
artificial note:
QIBT[7fAEOl] U

“I certainly am awfully glad to see you again.”

B2 2N
A pause; it endured horribly. I had nothing to do in

X\t 0] XK|Ch
the hall, so I went into the room.

Gatsby, his hands still in his pockets, was reclining

~ofl 743 QI

against the mantelpiece in a strained counterfeit of
stz o] B4 OpM[2ixI2] ~3t H[7HaI5tn

perfect ease, even of boredom. His head leaned back

XI=g, uf2st
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so far that it rested against the face of a defunct man-
=2 1y o
telpiece clock, and from this position his distraught

Al S2F; 01F =t

eyes stared down at Daisy, who was sitting, frightened

but graceful, on the edge of a stiff chair.
Z Jbntl et
“We’ve met before,” muttered Gatsby. His eyes
EERE
glanced momentarily at me, and his lips parted with
3 =) 4 20 2ot
an abortive attempt at a laugh. Luckily the clock took
222 37| Yot Ae} SiAPtE M2 2T ot A=z
this moment to tilt dangerously at the pressure of

(~Zoz) J|_C

his head, whereupon he turned and caught it with

trembling fingers, and set it back in place. Then he sat

ssal @il Hixtelof s, St
down, rigidly, his elbow on the arm of the sofa and his
5|

chin in his hand.
“I'm sorry about the clock,” he said.

My own face had now assumed a deep tropical

orylo] shyS 20| Y 2 2e; st Yores
burn. I couldn’t muster up a single commonplace out
Folmort; A%l RS ] 27

of the thousand in my head.
“It’s an old clock,” I told them idiotically.

OfF HIEAEA

I think we all believed for a moment that it had

smashed in pieces on the floor.

ARMO| SLAEI[ 2]
“We haven’t met for many years,” said Daisy, her
voice as mater-of-fact as it could ever be.
AR A1 ARl X=3], Zlchst

“Five years next November.”

The automatic quality of Gatsby’s answer set us
7\el o7 ore
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all back at least another minute. I had them both on

ChAl Z=0l| WA S| ohs

their feet with the desperate suggestion that they help
LARROL Dalofl A IR R T

me make tea in the kitchen when the demoniac Finn

[e] o x| A=
olop 2 =Xl Sl

brought it in on a t}‘?y.
gt
Ami(? the }we}lcome confusion of cups and cakes
~2 BIZU| SEUE Y oZ0
a certainpgly;igal éeéepcy established itself. Gatsby
Al o|[=0 2ol of
got himself‘ i[nto a‘ s]h‘adow and, while Daisy and I
257 2oz
talked, looked OcroFl{scienAt‘iously from one to the other
OfAIFO R AAIGL
of us with tense, unhappy%gyes. However, as cahpness
193
wasn’t an end in itself, I made an excuse at the first
AT WAMEIZ SS9 YsHE Tt

possible moment, and got to my feet.

“Where are you going?” demanded Gatsby in
=1
immediate alarm.
=atei

“T'll be back.”
“I've got to speak to you about something before
you go.”

He followed me wildly into the kitchen, closed the
(-9 SE) ot
door, and whispered: “Oh, God!” in a miserable way.
B, 251

“What’s the matter?”

“This is a terrible mistake,” he said, shaking his
B At K|St
head from side to side, “a terrible, terrible mistake.”
nez
“You’re just embarrassed, that’s all,” and luckily I
VAR, OJME, TEARR oo}z

added: “Daisy’s embarrassed too.”
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“She’s embarrassed?” he repeated incredulously.
2 4 girks 0|
“Just as much as you are.”

a0~ 0=
T~

“Don’t talk so loud.”

“You'’re acting like a little boy,” I broke out impa-
ofo|xfgl 2ct Al Rstn
tiently. “Not only that, but you’re rude. Daisy’s sitting
a5t
in there all alone.”
E2; 7N, Ho| =2900|

He raised his hand to stop my words, looked at me

with unforgettable reproach, and, opening the door

ol A [ o HO Ly =
I2 4 gl LSHYle syo=

cautiously, went back into the other room.

ENAZA, MEF|

I walked out the back way—just as Gatsby had

FZ 22 Sl

when he had made his nervous circuit of the house
AP OFEET R5Hs
half an hour before—and ran for a huge black knotted
2017t QU=
tree, whose massed leaves made a fabric against the
UG, Bt RaFojal]7t B xg A
rain. Once more it was pouring, and my irregular
el n2x| 2t
lawn, well-shaved by Gatsby’s gardener, abounded
~0[ Z=5ICHin~]
in small muddy swamps and prehistoric marshes.
e
There was nothlng to look at from under the tree ex-

cept Gatsby’s enormous house, so I stared at it, like
ayrhst, 7kt =l

Kant at his church steeple, for half an hour. A brewer
23| HEWEENS HUH 2HHY B4ZS QPEQU}
had built it early in the “period” craze, a decade be-

=n20| 0/2 £ KRG Altfol E
fore, and there was a story that he’d agreed to pay
SSlsict
five years’ taxes on all the neighboring cottages if the
2 (A[=Aole) B2 7
owners would have their roofs thatched with straw.

(XI2S =o|Lt 2o 2) o]}
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Perhaps their refusal took the heart out of his plan to

Found a Family—he went into an immediate decline.

3 202 Mpr) (RI&el) 2A
His children sold his house with the black wreath still

StElTEE)
on the door. Americans, while willing, even eager,
IVHOI[RFEIBHA] ~Bte
to be serfs, have always been obstinate about being
(221 Alto)) iz, =0 7S Hals
peasantry.

AZHE
S

After half an hour, the sun shone again, and the

grocer’s automobile rounded Gatsby’s drive with the

ANz TEEN; AR TN

raw material for his servants’ dinner—I felt sure he

xtRle), 7HEEIR| %S

wouldn’t eat a spoonful. A maid began opening the

8t avpt

upper windows of his house, appeared momentarily

(o= S o) S0IN CH2 Z20h o 9o U=

in each, and, leaning from the large central bay, spat
|2 TH=veranda)

meditatively into the garden. It was time I went back.

A0l Z71 22L St

While the rain continued it had seemed like the mur-

mur of their voices, rising and swelling a little now
220 220t
and then with gusts of emotion. But in the new silence
2ol siZota[S 2ol ufe|
I felt that silence had fallen within the house too.
Ueisse
I went in—after making every possible noise in the
2 RS TRD, & £ Qs ASS o Loy
kitchen, short of pushing over the stove—but I don’t
~0ll 2 DIF|=, 0l5t0); ~7HKl= x| 24T

believe they heard a sound. They were sitting at ei-

ther end of the couch, looking at each other as if some

21 QIXt At
question had been asked, or was in the air, and every
[2917] S0l) d=s
vestige of embarrassment was gone. Daisy’s face was

S Xtz(=trace)
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smeared with tears, and when I came in she jumped

A= 9l 17| Uojuict

up and began wiping at it with her handkerchief be-
(Bix] 27/ 52 glol7| SUsh AL St

fore a mirror. But there was a change in Gatsby that

was simply confounding. He literally glowed; without

(LUE) etxlo| eszlgest] o= E2E Ulch ¢7|=ct

a word or a gesture of exultation a new well-being
(M3, a2 502) 7| g, 8|
radiated from him and filled the little room.
Aoz WA LiZiCH
“Oh, hello, old sport,” he said, as if he hadn’t seen

T S0t HIX| R A

<

me for years. I thought for a moment he was going to
shake hands.
“It’s stopped raining.”

“Has it?” When he yegliffd w}ga}‘t&was talking
about, that there were E}/j}}iﬁi}%ﬁéﬁS :‘)};;i:gl’line in the
room, he smiled like ag\j\;(?ét?e;}nan, like an ecstatic
patron of rgguy;eflt 1ig}f1‘to,i;r;d repeated the news to
Daisy. “Wﬁ:é/kggo§bﬂ/\tﬁi;t of that? It’s stopped rain-

»

ing.
“I'm glad, Jay.” Her throat, full of aching, grieving
OISEXIBt NS} HIEOR J1S HE

beauty, told only of her unexpected joy.

Oll7 || 42, St

“I want you and Daisy to come over to my house,”
(S5 =70l Fof) S20t

he said, “I'd like to show her around.”
“You're sure you want me to come?”
“Absolutely, old sport.”

HHoz SUOINNYS ZxEY

Daisy went up-stairs to wash her face—too late I
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thought with humiliation of my towels—while Gatsby

a1 28

and I waited on the lawn.
“My house looks well, doesn’t it?” he demanded.

“See how the whole front of it catches the light.”
MA[xlo| BE, et
I agreed that it was splendid.
(742, opy S0)) atfdt, 2at2e
“Yes.” His eyes went over it, every arched door and
~g A0 U0)] A=t

square tower. “It took me just three years to earn the
BAZE 290 (£2) wrt

money that bought it.” .

“I thought you inherited your money.”
~g BRIt AAuiCt
“I did, old sport,” he said automatically, “but I lost
RSHoR; J|NoR RoMxoz
most of it in the big panic—the panic of the war.”
2(terror); 22
I think he hardly knew what he was saying, for
79| ~OHICHgirt]

when I asked him what business he was in he an-

swered: “That’s my affair,” before he realized that it
(ZBHo= B3 BHAD} sis) 2]
wasn’t an appropriate reply.
2elge, oi2al=
“Oh, I've been in several things,” he corrected
~o| B2S b2
himself. “I was in the drug business and then I was
35 712t 59t R0 & T

in the oil business. But I'm not in either one now.”

He looked at me with more attention. “Do you mean
5| o e maoz
you've been thinking over what I proposed the other

(H2] M2t 52) Mol Heljsict

S o=

night?”
Before I could answer, Daisy came out of the house

and two rows of brass buttons on her dress gleamed

s a2 gy E[x4Z BE S|0[5HA| SLtCt
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in the sunlight.
“That huge place there?” she cried pointing.

&oz Ji2|7|H

“Do you like it?”
“I love it, but I don’t see how you live there all
alone.”

“I keep it always full of interesting people, night
20/2 RotLhs, Holols
and day. People who do interesting things. Celebrated
Hs! Rt

people.”
Instead of taking the short cut along the Sound we

nis
went down to the road and entered by the big postern.
(No) i, M2
With enchanting murmurs Daisy admired this aspect
= %01 &=56}7| ot=(=fascinating) Qo B
or that of the feudal silhouette against the sky, ad-
S 2 Heol e 8
mired the gardens, the sparkling odor of jonquils
gnanale e, sols L2t 45}
and the frothy odor of hawthorn and plum blossoms
JE 22 ANEE AAILFS JQURIE(LE)
and the pale gold odor of kiss-me-at-the-gate. It was
OFY 22 2
strange to reach the marble steps and find no stir of
&371; (of
bright dresses in and out the door, and hear no sound
2to) 22l 0} A2l SalX| o=

but bird voices in the trees.

And inside, as we wandered through Marie Antoi-
(0l2) 12| ME3|) 7H2rt, SOthict
nette music-rooms and Restoration Salons, I felt that
YH=nAI S| it 24
there were guests concealed behind every couch and
Z=, #7Ict
table, under orders to be breathlessly silent until we
&2 301
had passed through. As Gatsby closed the door of “the
e
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Merton College Library” I could have sworn I heard
that EMBOREEIO) M= 0129 EAES 2uct)
the owl-eyed man break into ghostly laughter.
HugE) e
We went upstairs, through period bedrooms
=DEQ| IEARS

swathed in rose and lavender silk and vivid with new

(¥, 2 So2) sjgct, Zuct At E7j0f WXl
flowers, through dressing-rooms and poolrooms, and
=R
bathrooms with sunken baths—intruding into one
22 sozHmel) (~of) (1/2ix]=) Sof7ict
chamber where a dishevelled man in pajamas was do-
(H2l7h g2ofzl

ing liver exercises on the floor. It was Mr Klipspringer,

M3 Q=
the “boarder.” I had seen him wandering hungrily
St (=roomer)

about the beach that morning. Finally we came to

Gatsby’s own apartment, a bedroom and a bath, and
(TElE) o
an Adam’s study, where we sat down and drank a

18M7| ATSUC 2HZ7E FAPIQ! o RIS AEi2 701 AfKY

o

glass of some Chartreuse he took from a cupboard in

NZEZIA(HD 92 HEMO| H0F BEF)

the wall.

He hadn’t once ceased looking at Daisy, and I
BCrelct 2RIk SEAPICH
think he revalued everything in his house according to
~2 Tt
the measure of response it drew from her well-loved
I Afgis

eyes. Sometimes, too, he stared around at his pos-

sessions in a dazed way, as though in her actual and

%5t Lotst
astounding presence none of it was any longer real.
SA| ZEpA(ChZ ) st =R

Once he nearly toppled down a flight of stairs.

Yoz nRatx|c{down] (B2 5 Aole)) A

His bedroom was the simplest room of all—except

where the dresser was garnished with a toilet set of

V2 2S04, A with~]
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pure dull gold. Daisy took the brush with delight, and

CElSE AT =
TES &g0R UE

smoothed her hair, whereupon Gatsby sat down and

shaded his eyes and began to laugh.
20| =8 2RI 7R
“It’s the funniest thing, old sport,” he said hila
S5

riously. “I can’t—When I try to—"
He had passed visibly through two states and was

s = gty 2E[EH)

entering upon a third. After his embarrassment and

his unreasoning joy he was consumed with wonder
Sealsh RElD ol (2 Sol) A=A, ereElwin]
at her presence. He had been full of the idea so long,
~E 1S3
dreamed it right through to the end, waited with his
0|2 of2n

teeth set, so to speak, at an inconceivable pitch of in-

S5 ofzig HER YeHAIRISsI01)
tensity. Now, in the reaction, he was running down
a1 stxgoz W7, 7171 So)) 2E

like an overwound clock.
(EA2I0]) LA 2Ok

Recovering himself in a minute he opened for us

HAE xfaln
two hulking patent cabinets which held his massed

SHO(YATHN 2 =53t E5i8 we uz|E
suits and dressing-gowns and ties, and his shirts,
A ote

piled like bricks in stacks a dozen high.

AERE 12592 0|

“I've got a man in England who buys me clothes.

He sends over a selection of things at the beginning of

Al PIRALE ot

each season, spring and fall.”

He took out a pile of shirts and began throwing

5t Cloje)

them, one by one, before us, shirts of sheer linen and

el e

thick silk and fine flannel, which lost their folds as

X g2; 139 R xf=20| mHC)
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they fell and covered the table in many colored disar-

7R Aoz ORI A[HEBHA]

ray. While we admired he brought more and the soft

rich heap mounted higher—shirts with stripes and
(@or22)) |, Elxie
scrolls and plaids in coral and apple-green and laven-
A8S0| R HERY
der and faint orange, with monograms of Indian blue.
He sisMoz 19 0[5 nfzI2XIE A
Suddenly, with a strained sound, Daisy bent her head
IR R[ZVEEAI] Wich A2IZ LDy
into the shirts and began to cry stormily.
(Z252) Z2sp
“They’re such beautiful shirts,” she sobbed, her
sL et
voice muffled in the thick folds. “It makes me sad be-
(M 502 4SS 9IsH) ~S Hof Mt ZCHin~]

cause I've never seen such—such beautiful shirts be-

fore.”

After the house, we were to see the grounds and
g S22 S0
the swimming-pool, and the hydroplane and the mid-
O

summer flowers—but outside Gatsby’s window it be-

gan to rain again, so we stood irb a row looking at the
Egg}‘}lgg;[eii spprface of the Soun(Ll}.Qo‘
h H‘:i‘f TtJv;:lg‘r;’ t for the mrpoli’f we could see your home
across the bay,” said GatsT); H"‘{{gu always have a green
ﬁgf’ihat burns all night at the end of your (390}({’
Daisy pmuz her arm through his 'jlbrupjl;,dﬁut he
seemed agsgr‘;)ai in what he had jus; tsi:ucElL ;’ossibly it
had OCCliﬁI":C{ Ot{(ﬂ) him that the colossal significance of

2AofLict, wAict (28 52 9Z) Ayt
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that light had now vanished forever. Compared to the

SIO{xIT}, Alzprict (~0l) Z5iTHE| @7t e
great distance that had separated him from Daisy it
0 A 2ot of =C(from)

had seemed very near to her, almost touching her. It
7ol 202 OHE 4 gl

had seemed as close as a star to the moon. Now it was

again a green light on a dock. His count of enchanted
10| 0138 AlRTIQUE Thael 74
objects had diminished by one.
S0{SC} fsixcH: 0|tk O&tAl7|ct

I began to walk about the room, examining various

indefinite objects in the half darkness. A large photo-
K| S
graph of an elderly man in yachting costume attracted

L{o] X|=25t RE 23z U2

me, hung on the wall over his desk.
“Who’s this?”
“That? That’s Mr Dan Cody, old sport.”

The name sounded faintly familiar.
ofiZsitot o4t
“He’s dead now. He used to be my best friend years

”»

ago.
There was a small picture of Gatsby, also in yacht-

ing costume, on the bureau—Gatsby with his head

(B) NP 2y
thrown back defiantly—taken apparently when he was
s EEo 2 Zsi7|9l, Qfpy ¢l 2ol

about eighteen.

“I adore it,” exclaimed Daisy. “The pompadour!
OFF E0t5iCH BRISHH5H] EnTE AR
You never told me you had a pompadour—or a yacht.”
Di2lS §I2 22in Yofzls 22 Yuj2ie SRl S ARY)

“Look at this,” said Gatsby quickly. “Here’s a lot of

oto
T

clippings—about you.”

(53l A2, Fxlo| 2 %
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They stood side by side examining it. I was going

goz Lj2hs EAHETSICH

to ask to see the rubies when the phone rang, and

Gatsby took up the receiver.

S

“Yes.... Well, I can’t talk now....I can’t talk now, old
sport....I said a small town....He must know what a

small town is.... Well, he’s no use to us if Detroit is his

A2 ole Mo ole
S B, = HATT

idea of a small town....”

He rang off.

Hets B2t

“Come here quick!” cried Daisy at the window.
The rain was still falling, but the darkness had

parted in the west, and there was a pink and golden
Zat|ct, Hojx(ct

billow of foamy clouds above the sea.

HEoge] 2 2850

“Look at that,” she Y\ilgispspeq, aﬂrgd then after a mo-
ment: “I'd like to just gteﬁto‘(;;lgiﬁﬂggg ;;)ink clouds and
put you in it and push you around.”
~ofl Ef2Cin~] 2lofFct

I tried to go then, but they wouldn’t hear of it; per-
haps my presence Ingds t}}gm feel more Eat)igfac:cgyily
one. (Exst 2ol) I, ZAHE, &M OHEARD, EEPA

“I know what we’ll do,” said Gatsby, “we’ll have
Klipspringer play the piano.”

He went out of the room calling “Ewing!”
and returned in a few minutes accompanied by

an embarrassed, slightly worn young man, with

0f2|SEsdtioh= NPS papn s i
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shell-rimmed glasses and scanty blond hair. He was
Tz EliFa)o === R E
now decently clothed in a “sport shirt,” open at the
erE 2B
neck, sneakers, and duck trousers of a nebulous hue.
2% 253 742 XU B S35 MA[MY]
“Did we interrupt your exercises?” inquired Daisy
(%, YS2) Wshotct, FTAZICL Zh=ct
politely.
e
“I'was asleep,” cried Mr Klipspringer, in a spasm of
et

embarrassment. “That is, I'd been asleep. Then I got

2

up...
“Klipspringer plays the piano,” said Gatsby, cutting

(2g) ZEH

him off. “Don’t you, Ewing, old sport?”
7|CHEsHC

“I don’t play well. I don’t—I hardly play at all. I'm

74| ~0fL|cH

all out of prac—"
~2 HQlst SE 2; T ~ e

“We’ll go downstairs,” interrupted Gatsby. He

(L, #S2) Wsiict, ZTA7ICH
flipped a switch. The gray windows disappeared as
~2 (2o ) & £7|c) AREXICE, EO[X] 2| =lct
the house glowed full of light.
(20) Wi
In the music-room Gatsby turned on a solitary
22 "ofH s

lamp beside the piano. He lit Daisy’s cigarette from a

trembling match, and sat down with her on a couch
Dol
far across the room, where there was no light save
~2 Helstn
what the gleaming floor bounced in from the hall.
Siojakll SIS, of2AEls  (BO)) EEIt (o)) HHABHC
When Klipspringer had played “The Love Nest” he
AZel BgXt2](1920 0] 22|

turned around on the bench and searched unhappily
QS h5712) 2oxEY]  ~B o)

for Gatsby in the gloom.

ol
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“I'm all out of practice, you see. I told you I

&S ol Rolt

couldn’t play. I'm all out of prac—"

“Don’t talk so much, old sport,” commanded Gats-

HFslCt, XIAGHCH
by. “Play!”

“In the morning,
In the evening,

Ain’t we got fun—"

Outside the wind was loud and there was a faint

305}

flow of thunder along the Sound. All the lights were
[ofz1z0]] Sal=

going on in West Egg now; the electric trains, men-

carrying, were plunging home through the rain from
FO{E=, STSH=(=rushing)
New York. It was the hour of a profound human
22 (RO L2s): Mot

change, and excitement was generating on the air.
0N AAHHOl L RE

“One thing’s sure and nothing’s surer
of ISt of 2st
The rich get richer and the poor get—children.
o £} it ofol2 it
In the meantime,

‘
Jele S0t

In between time—"
“pi= Afo]

As T went over to say good-by I saw that the

xtoIAE sict
expression of bewilderment had come back into

B, B gast By g
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Gatsby’s face, as though a faint doubt had occurred to

S ofLir}, watsict
him as to the quality of his present happiness. Almost
ol F o B el i

five years! There must have been moments even that

afternoon when Daisy tumbled short of his dreams-
~2 28 gof walct

not through her own fault, but because of the colossal

73t 4
vitality of his illusion. It had gone beyond her, beyond
(E5] M2, 450 T3 Qa[a21] -+ KO0

everything. He had thrown himself into it with a

creative passion, adding to it all the time, decking it

HEMel @yo= EASIC]
out with every bright feather that drifted his way. No
(ol2)HM2)) msch =K

amount of fire or freshness can challenge what a man
B2 HUOILt A4 B0ltE ZA ~os
can store up in his ghostly heart.
Aot 22|ct, FCHup)
As I watched him he adjusted himself a little,
ZZHOIXIBH 0] =] 291710 HS5kn AUCH
visibly. His hand took hold of hers, and as she said
Hofl

something low in his ear he turned toward her with a
2 L] £A/0]ct
rush of emotion. I think that voice held him most, with
TR U N2t
its fluctuating, feverish warmth, because it couldn’t be

SUS SHE 20| L FEEe BoIME w2fe 4
over-dreamed—that voice was a deathless song.

o =0
HATC ==

They had forgotten me, but Daisy glanced up and
held out her hand; Gatsby didn’t knowE ?nA::rEl([)}w at all.
I looked once more at them and they looked back at
me, remotely, possessed by intense life. Then I went

B2| BoiA  ~of B2 (T

out of the room and down the marble steps into the

rain, leaving them there together.
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CHAPTER VI

0| 23 (AfZH0)) Ok U=
from New York arrived one morning at Gatsby’s
ZRISICH Ciotact

door and asked him if he had anything to say.

ﬁ bout this time an ambitious young reporter

“Anything to say about what?” inquired Gatsby
(-0fi ) 2t

politely.
Bapl, ZEep

“Why—any statement to give out.”

oY, Tl Mg
It transpired after a confused five minutes that the
HISEICH ~QJ0| SaiLiTh SIBXICH (a7l FiAlel B2t

man had heard Gatsby’s name around his office in a

connection which he either wouldn’t reveal or didn’t

(5 71XI AR, M7} So)) Pt elpt] (412 52) =2juict
fully understand. This was his day off and with laud-
Fexoz

able initiative he had hurried out “to see.”
TINS w5lzin
It was a random shot, and yet the reporter’s
OIEO|Z & A7) Lh
instinct was right. Gatsby’s notoriety, spread about by
25 Efnt A% oy, oty
the hundreds who had accepted his hospitality and so
(7170]) olSolct B, Frh
become authorities upon his past, had increased all
HU(RY; (@7 Us) ANS
summer until he fell just short of being news. Conte
~0l 2 Olxl=; ~a17 ZFOl Sl
mporary legends such as the “underground pipe-line
iR SIS XI5t MOl Zalel@ %
to Canada” attached themselves to him, and there
712t SOt XI5t W IZ S5 T M DO £2 LB AR)
was one persistent story that he didn’t live in a house
Bolgle, T S20[510] Yot

at all, but in a boat that looked like a house and was

moved secretly up and down the Long Island shore.

23], tHZal 22, S01M 7l et
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Just why these inventions were a source of satisfac-
Wi UxE olopis (f2o) oH, 29
tion to James Gatz of North Dakota, isn’t easy to say.
M3y
James Gatz—that was really, or at least legally, his
Hojz  gENoR wsY

name. He had changed it at the age of seventeen and

at the specific moment that witnessed the beginning

St bl 1~ S24sitt, Z5IC]

of his career—when he saw Dan Cody’s yacht drop

KA RIXF ASH
Sy e S

anchor over the most insidious flat on Lake Superior.

S U2Ich: Hetsict AR s 2ols
It was James Gatz who had been loafing along the
ot}

beach that afternoon in a torn green jersey and a pair
ozl SN
of canvas pants, but it was already Jay Gatsby who
ST 271 ARl x|
borrowed a rowboat, pulled out to the Tuolomee,
LR 2205008 Y 4 ~of DR
and informed Cody that a wind might catch him and
2|}, =it}
break him up in half an hour.

I suppose he’d had the name ready for a long time,

d2tsict, FHFElsict ~2 Ploll ZH|sIC

even then. His parents were shéftlsess an‘d u{nsucce}:ssful
46| gls, P58 43aix| 23t
farm people—his i}l}l?g}iyation had névél‘r really
TREIPCY

accep’fed them as hisoparents at all. The truth was that
7|710]) BrOF=0IC

LJ ‘a‘y‘ Ga:tsl‘);f of West Egg, Long Island, sprang from

~ Ol MEE] BRI
his Plgc(*)n‘iqcﬂc”onception of himself. He V\?e‘l;, ;; s‘on‘ of
ZoIEX PN

God—a phrase which, if it means anything, means just

that—and he must be about His Father’s business, the
19| ORHIO| U(rTHES 27 49%)
service of a vast, vulgar, and meretricious beauty. So
Sjat5i M4X0|D SRtet

he invented just the sort of Jay Gatsby that a seven-

(AFE0] OFcl A2) X|ofLHCH 2 ZaiCt]
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teen year-old boy would be likely to invent, and to this

conception he was faithful to the end.

(A2l Sol) 74 BAst B3
For ever a year he had been beating his way along
SIEECE Hes

the south shore of Lake Superior as a clam-digger and
W = A
a salmon-fisher or in any other capacity that brought

(+8152; (Uge 4+ Us) oz

him food and bed. His brown, hardening body lived

EIRIE; Bt ~2

naturally through the half-fierce, half-lazy work of the
E|0{ UCH{inrough~] Hote Zzstn, T slee

bracing days. He knew women early, and since they
OIS ChE ~als olgE
spoiled him he became contemptuous of them, of

L
young virgins because they were ignorant, of the oth-
4H SxIst 2AleH Sstol
ers because they were hysterical about things which in

Moz SHEI= A
gHo=z SEol=, MEEH X7

his overwhelming self-absorbtion he took for granted.
cEol 2 w3l Sorst U= 047Ict
But his heart was in a constant, turbulent riot. The
s 2 Zut
most grotesque and fantastic conceits haunted him
IE XA (Of A0 XPF S20t:
in his bed at night. A universe of ineffable gaudiness
(@UO! LIEILY 7B 31t U2 BHE 4 S HEE MU A
spun itself out in his brain while the clock ticked on
() ot Eut A7) LC}
the wash-stand and the moon soaked with wet light
MITHCH V= gk HA|CH(=steep)
his tangled clothes upon the floor. Each night he
ER
added to the pattern of his fancies until drowsiness
=3 0ln| &E A

closed down upon some vivid scene with an oblivious

st 2zto| Bg
embrace. For a while these reveries provided an outlet
s (Ed, 42,

for his imagination; they were a satisfactory hint of

Ol L[] BfRPRlgh SAHE] 4t

the unreality of reality, a promise that the rock of the

Bal0| HIBALY; BA0| Cf HISHAIXOIC) HH(8TS)
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world was founded securely on a fairy’s wing.
oS, Bl 2%
An instinct toward his future glory had led him,
25 et A%
some months before, to the small Lutheran College of
SE{mO| MRIE ST i3t

St Olaf’s in southern Minnesota. He stayed there two

weeks, dismayed at its ferocious indifference to the
~of Leratol et 22y
drums of his destiny, to destiny itself, and despising

(A 59) 28 EEIENICIS

o

the janitor’s work with which he was to pay his way

e nsfsict

through. Then he drifted back to Lake Superior, and

he was still seiair}chinpg for something to do on the day
that Dan Cofl’; O}’lz;:‘ﬁt dropped anchor in the sllallovys
il/o&(gjsﬁhore. B

. Etoay was fifty years old then, a I)lI;g(j.‘lDlCt of the
Nevada soilxt?r fields, of the Yukon, oof‘ é\ze}; rufh fgg}
IAnoetal siflcC}eL seventy-five. The transac;izoﬁlLsH irﬁ\/ﬁgr
tana copper that made him rr;:iiggu”[imes a million-
aire fgldl‘nd him Egzgiicapll}g E?;RPSt but on the XS?F? ;?,f

soft-mindedness, and, suspecting this, an infinite

BAHOE QoIsHE ~8 x| 3} S5t

number of women tried to separate him from his
malsic, Liwtt
money. The none too savory ramifications by which
actx R 22 R[]
Ella Kaye, the newspaper woman, played Madame
Ofgt W s(mg
de Maintenon to his weakness and sent him to sea in

£ 20| 16M|9] oIz ofA 2yt FefE A

SREERS §<

a yacht, were common property of the turgid jour-
235t AR2(Fa] SR WA EE
nalism of 1902. He had been coasting along all too

(@Hore wtaf) Blatsict
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hospitable shores for five years when he turned up as
(1%, Bgol) B2, YL st et
James Gatz’s destiny in Little Girl Bay.

204(0| &l)
=39 &

To young Gatz, resting on his oars and looking up

at the railed deck, that yacht represented all the beau-

Hholl A E ~S LIEHUCE CHEHSICH

ty and glamour in the world. I suppose he smiled at
(B3] 29t Al0| 112) staialofed]; Hel, 2el ~OA| 0] et

Cody—he had probably discovered that people liked
him when he smiled. At any rate Cody asked him a

few questions (one of them e!icitgd theo prqu new
name) and found that he was qgiz‘ltg‘r::l‘ Sg(?[ii;éanﬂy
ambitious. A few days later he took him t?)li);}%};gnd
l?gll%m_hjén a blue coat, six pair of white Ed};léimfr;}z‘ﬁg

sers, and a yachting cap. And when the Tuolomee left

for the West Indies and the Barbary Coast Gatsby left

Mole M= detz) sHot

too.

He was employed in a vague personal capacity-
OHOH Bt JHOIE x}2i[2i2!]
while he remained with Cody he was in turn steward,
B
mate, skipper, secretary, and even jailor, for Dan
=z M =

Cody sober knew what lavish doings Dan Cody drunk

& Z[5HRI[ORAIR]) 22 ORIX| StaHlBt: ARRIARI2
might soon be about, and he provided for such contin-
~ol thslstcHior] 2ol

gencies by reposing more and more trust in Gatsby.
(W2 §8) ~ofl F=/27I=lin~]
The arrangement lasted five years, during which the
B, 2ol
boat went three times around the Continent. It might
ofuz|7} TS

have lasted indefinitely except for the fact that Ella

2fA3|, ofoiotA; R7Iete=
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Kaye came on board one night in Boston and a week

later Dan Cody inhospitably died.
sojAz|
I remember the portrait of him up in Gatsby’s bed-
ZY3), 218 A

room, a gray, florid man with a hard, empty face—the

Bl pja|xjot sA Z emstn REEst
pioneer debauchee, who during one phase of Ameri-
Hhxto|xt LR ol=210] 41012 SfAlle] 8t A17| S9!
can life brought back to the Eastern seaboard the

~0fl ChAI ZHRIRtCH S0t
savage violence of the frontier brothel and saloon. It
OFIEIRL BHBH BA| AL ohS[ohE]2 =7(=bar)

was indirectly due to Cody that Gatsby drank so little.

oz

Sometimes in the course of gay parties women used

ojzf5t ayEtst

=55

to rub champagne into his hair; for himself he formed

’ihe: lxlalr)%t_of letting liquor alone. o

. ZOn‘L(’i ii ‘j\;‘als from Cody that he irlhfriu’fedwir}f)ney—a
ls§el1cd}‘7 of7r[&v?nty—ﬁve thousand dollgalé‘sﬂ:ﬁeaﬁnt get
;LHE Or‘lé\;]e; A;mderstood the lﬁggl device that was usefl
against him, but what remaiﬂed ‘of the millions wog;tm

S e

intact to Ella Kaye. He was left with his singularly app

A Hﬂ OH - OX\ } Eo‘ =1, Zﬁﬁ; X%X*o
roprlate education; the vague contour of Jay Gatsby
2, o/

had filled out to the substantiality of a man.

A, AE A

He told me all this very much later, but I've put

ML
it down here with the idea of exploding those first
CHdowr) =Zeil)7l; (oAl S8) Effets
wild rumors about his antecedents, which weren’t

BRUS= IEE S

even faintly true. Moreover he told it to me at a

sjnlsiA, 01&1R0l; g0l F1EA; AahA =TIN
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time of confusion, when I had reached the point of
2 ol
believing everything and nothing about him. So I take
g, Azl “g 0|
advantage of this short halt, while Gatsby, so to speak,
gaith: ~2 Jlel2 Bgsirt (s, 250) 57|, §X
caught his breath, to clear this set of misconceptions
&2 201 Y H2E 42t o
away.

It was halt, too, in my association with his affairs.

SZwith~) 2]

For several weeks I didn’t see him or hear his voice on

the phone—mostly I was in New York, trotting around

CHEE, 72(=almost) W= 2202 CiL|= [aroun

with Jordan and trying to ingratiate myself with her
~ol S ATk BISiZ 9Ect

senile aunt —but finally I went over to his house one

Ry Oz (~2) ALty

Sunday afternoon. I hadn’t been there two minutes

when somebody brought Tom Buchanan in for a
fleln Sofect
drink. I was startled, naturally, but the really surpris-
(o) 2% =2Aav]
ing thing was that it hadn’t happened before.
0] 3t iz UOJLER] Q4UTH Ap

They were a party of three on horseback—Tom and

QlaH &
Al 05

a man named Sloane and a pretty woman in a brown

riding-habit, who had been there previously.
(0iy8) Bop= O Elol; ol2l, ARXiof

“I'm delighted to see you,” said Gatsby, standing

B JlaS Fof, o B Bict
on his porch. “I'm delighted that you dropped in.”
(~ol) S2ct
As though they cared!
0 Mct; 2FaH Bt

“Sit right down. Have a cigarette or a cigar.” He

walked around the room quickly, ringing bells. “T'll
U 12 0l2|xe) B35k Zct
have something to drink for you in just a minute.”

O 242 ZH|5iCt
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He was profoundly affected by the fact that Tom
200]; 5| sl w2 2olEsls
was there. But he would be uneasy anyhow until he
(D1S0]) E0t3t, Pafsl=
had given them something, realizing in a vague way
o150}

that that was all they came for Mr Sloane wanted
OA|2{(=for drinking)

nothing. A lemonade? No, thanks. A little cham-
pagne? Nothing at all, thanks....I'm sorry—

“Did you have a nice ride?”
B0t

“Very good roads around here.”
ol 20|, 0| HZof

“I suppose the automobiles—”
“Yeah.”

Moved by an irresistible impulse, Gatsby turned to

HSF A H =
Hneg ¢ gl= 55

Tom, who had accepted the introduction as a strang-
(71710]) EtoF=0lck XS 2 AMHoez

€r.

“I believe we've met somewhere before, Mr Buch-
0| OfC|A7} Bt Xo] Rt

anan.”

“Oh, yes,” said Tom, gruffly polite, but obviously

Z5ixiet BEsp 55|, s
not remembering. “So we did. I remember very well.”
“About two weeks ago.”
“That’s right. You were with Nick here.”
“I know your wife,” continued Gatsby, almost

(41X o4m) Al
aggressively.
B2[HINe B2

“That so?”

Tom turned to me.
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“You live near here, Nick?”

“Next door.”
“That so?”
Mr Sloane didn’t enter into the conversation,
=07t
but lounged back ha}ugﬁtgl;/ in his chair; the woman
H|IASS| 7|CHC {051
said ‘not‘hi‘rlg’ eitheﬁr—}l‘lntil unexpectedly, after two
o|Q|=
highballs, she became cordlali -
QIAT|Lt BRI ACHAS A2 82 ZINOIA Safih: 3 lofotst

“We’ll all come over to your next party, Mr Gats-

by,” she suggested. “What do you say?”

WESIR?

“Certainly; I'd be delighted to have you.”

“Be ver’ nice,” said Mr Sloane, without gratitude.
W 22| e J|Moz
“Well—think ought to be starting home.”
30k Bl}, & OIS7t Uk, 5t 20| Yelsict
“Please don’t hurry,” Gatsby urged them. He had
Chax|cH: bl
control of himself now, and he wanted to see more of
RIUHBICH, SHIBHCL Hotsic o4t} (=know)
Tom. “Why don’t you—why don’t you stay for supper?
=0t R 20t
I wouldn’t be surprised if some other people dropped
~ofl 2t
in from New York.”

“You come to supper with me,” said the lady

enthusiastically. “Both of you.”

SRR
This included me. Mr Sloane got to his feet.
v (~of) ZBA7 0}
“Come along,” he said—but to her only.

“I mean it,” she insisted. “I'd love to have you. Lots

Zleojole (--ofioF BHCtu) FsiCh &6t 71t

of room.”
X2
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Gatsby looked at me questioningly. He wanted to

QEE UEi= AMdez; 2= 0|

go, and he didn’t see that Mr Sloane had determined

Cis3 2kst
he shouldn’t.
a7} @ o Hckn

“I'm afraid I won’t be able to,” I said.

“Well, you come,” she urged, concentrating on
~0l L2 ZEH

Gatsby.

Mr Sloane murmured something close to her ear.

SLIC), 22 A2 Adrielt

“We won’t be late if we start now,” she insisted

aloud.

(CHE AIFE0] 52 4 W) £2] Lo, 2 22|12

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

~g eI, ~2 Zopit
The rest of us walked out on the porch, where

LIiz] (AZS)
Sloane and the lady began an impassioned conversa-
ol 040
tion aside.

(BHR0IM) X3 HOM; 3 Bl
“My God, I believe the man’s coming,” said Tom.

“Doesn’t he know she doesn’t want him?”

“She says she does want him.”

“She has a big dinner party and he won’t know a
soul there.” He frowned. “I wonder where in the devil

o= AfzH(=man) SALS miZalct d2S Waa|c) ==

he met Daisy. By God, I may be old-fashioned in my

MEXOQ| AFDEIAIS X[ 2AI9]

ideas, but women run around too much these days to

suit me. They meet all kinds of crazy fish.”

~9| 020 St % B33t OZIS[INIS

= er s

155



Suddenly Mr Sloane and the lady walked down the
At izt
steps and mounted their horses.
u0fl Satetc)
“Come 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 I shook hands, the rest of us exchanged

a cool nod, and they trotted quickly down the drive,
RBPH| THRH Tl 282 galck HopAml 2ot (K2 L) 2=
disappearing under the August foliage just as Gatsby,
(== 5tLt9]) MA| (=leatage)
with hat and light overcoat in hand, came out the
Q\f%
front door.
(FEeto)) S HE]
Tom was evidently perturbed at Daisy’s running
wofl E21E1; SR, 2ota] XY ~9f of
around alone, for on the following Saturday night he
S22 AR 37 Huic
came with her to Gatsby’s party. Perhaps his presence
(S5t 70M)
gave the evening its peculiar quality of oppressive-
S, EHE), A Sofgt 012 et
ness—it stands out in my memory from Gatsby’s other
SRR, =0 /et

parties that summer. There were the same people, or

at least the same sort of people, the same profusion

Hojt, 2|AH 2ai43); 223

of champagne, the same many-colored, many-keyed

ceyst dizol Chst Sx0f

commotion, but I felt an unpleasantness in the air, a

AS, OFtA Saat

pervading harshness that hadn’t been there before.

ge) iR[egE] 758, 2neig

Or perhaps I had merely grown used to it, grown to
Ofat, ofmet EHX, A opsxict

accept West Egg as a world complete in itself, with

(7170]) olso0|ct A5t West BE 20| 27, st

its own standards and its own great figures, second

+&[71E] 2 R4 UME CHE Xl
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to nothing because it had no consciousness of being

FXIX| e= ~g Z3 LOPHX|[QA/XIZISHIK]] Rt ARACH

so, and now I was looking as it again, through Daisy’s

eyes. It is invariably saddening to look through new
Bl ORI ~2 sEALNBZASI

125 BA = =2—

eyes at things upon which you have expended your
EARY

own powers of adjustment.
o| HS 52

They arrived at twilight, and, as we strolled out

ota 2ot
among the sparkling hundreds, Daisy’s voice was
SrAmale e, giols; 2700 Ll
playing murmurous tricks in her throat.
EE7fls, MRl
“These things excite me so,” she whispered. “If you
(E5| 7|tider) SEEAF|CHSm | oS

want to kiss me any time during the evening. Nick,

just let me know and I'll be glad to arrange it for you.

2212(7|~2] of@isict

Just mention my name. Or present a green card. I'm
giving out green—"

“Look around,” suggested Gatsby.
x9/8 S2i=r)
“I'm looking around, I'm having a marvellous—"

oS A o =3
U2 4 el 4022

“You must see the faces of many people you've

heard about.”
-0fl chah SCHcH
Tom’s arrogant eyes roamed the crowd.

okt (~EAE) SOfHCE WS SloHct

oSE s

“We don’t go around very much,” he said; “in fact,

I was just thinking I don’t know a soul here.”
0470l OF= AfIO| Btz gict

“Perhaps you know that lady,” Gatsby indicated

a gorgeous, scarcely human orchid of a woman

S, SStTtetet 719l AfHo2tn 5h7| 08 HER HEE2

who sat in state under a white-plum tree. Tom and

SAE 8l KFLE
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Daisy stared, with that peculiarly unreal feeling that
E(g)sl

accompanies the recognition of a hitherto ghostly ce-

~at EA|0f LojLict ototE 7|, QIX| GelofMLE 2 A E2 7EY

lebrity of the movies.
“She’s lovely,” said Daisy.

“The man bending over her is her director.”
Hatzs
He took them ceremoniously from group to group:
(RILEI7A) ZHAKS 2| T[2%m]

“Mrs Buchanan...and Mr Buchanan—" After an in-

stant’s hesi:cgt‘ion hei added:} “the p910 player.”
Fr, MY 2% 020128, 22F28
“Oh ni),” ?bjected '1(“01(11 quickly, “not me.”
HtHstC
But e\zide%t{}% the sound of it pleased Gatsby for
2045), 0] =7
Tom remained “the polo player” for the rest of the
(~ol Mel2) 03] (Fopck: #alelo] (vl Aefolct

evening.

“I’'ve never met so many Sgloe‘:bcrqitoi‘es,” Dai-
Sy egclgimed, “I liked that mgcflikw;ﬂ‘gt was his
narjlz'.;:\?}fjiﬁ:t&le sort of blue nose.”

Gatsb;f“iézr;;[i‘ﬁgg{hirn}é ‘adAding that he was a sg&al%o
producer. S o

“Well, I liked him anyhow.”

“I'd a little rather not be the polo player,” said Tom
pleasantly, “I'd rather look at all these famous people
fntplﬂn oblivion.”

ooY2tE) 32

Daisy and Gatsby danced. I remember being sur-

prised by his graceful, conservative fox-trot—I had

HAKO| =A EX(1910FCH 0]=0]|
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never seen him dance before. Then they sauntered

N g3t 48ixtol AlnE) V2 ofsdoisd

over to my house and sat on the steps for half an hour,

2o So{[god)7tcHover to]

while at her request I remained watchfully in the gar-
149 eF[REoR 0| 207, WAlsHRl ekm

den. “In case there’s a fire or a flood,” she explained,

“or any act of God.”
HrfxE
Tom appeared from his oblivion as we were sitting
79| Exixzt An[YHern] UK

down to supper together. “Do you mind if I eat with

some people over here?” he said. “A fellow’s getting

(5%, of
off some funny stuff.”

52) Yote, S0iss Mo|U= A[010k7(]

“Go ahead,” answered Daisy genially, “and if you
=Pl A
want to take down any addresses here’s my little gold

FAE 2ot Hof LA /1

pencil.”...She looked around after a moment and told

me the girl was “common but pretty,” and I knew that
TBIRID o

except for the half-hour she’d been alone with Gatsby

-ate ZE MBI, 2t 2 Qo
she wasn’t having a good time.

We were at a particularly tipsy table. That was my

QL HalM HISHZIE AL Fet

fault—Gatsby had been called to the phone, and I'd
enjoyed these same people only two weeks before. But
what had gmousgg me Ehen turned EepticHog the air
o, B742 AIRIS 2 sl S5 22

“How do you feel, Miss Baedeker?”

The girl aczidlleﬁsed was trying, anuccgss;fully, to
slump again(;,‘tz?ngyishoulder. At this TrLlH(Epi;yAsie sat up

I MR|Ct; 7|cHCHagainst~ ] 0| A2E EX Stz Qi
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and opened her eyes.
“What?”

A massive and lethargic woman, who had been
SIE] EMElRl 27125t
urging Daisy to play golf with her at the local club to-

2215 BaETitt

morrow, spoke in Miss Baedeker’s defence:
HiEI7 U2 Yol/S5/F 5t

“Oh, she’s all right now. When she’s had five or six

cocktails she always starts screaming like that. I tell
HIZS X2t et
her she ought to leave it alone.”
232l B2 S0 22 2
“Ido leave it alone,” affirmed the accused hollowly.
PRS2 AR Z5ah, ol
“We heard you yelling, so I said to Doc Civet here:
A2| X|2ct ostx|cH

‘There’s somebody that needs your help, Doc.”

“She’s much obliged, I'm sure,” said another friend,
ZAfBlSH=[to~, for~]
without gratitude, “but you got her dress all wet when
R
you stuck her head in the pool.”
~0f ZefCHin~]

“Anything I hate is to get my head stuck in a pool,”

mumbled Miss Baedeker. “They almost drowned me

SY[RE172Ic

once over in New Jersey.”

“Then you ought to leave it alone,” countered Doc-

THSICE ~2 SHUOFRICH

tor Civet.

“Speak for yourself!” cried Miss Baedeker violently.
SR XRAOILE S BN ol 2 R P42
“Your hand shakes. I wouldn’t let you operate on me!”
~S Saditt
It was like that. Almost the last thing I remember

a2 AolRict

was standing with Daisy and watching the moving

et 4=
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-picture director and his Star. They were still under

the white-plum tree and their faces were touching
310k XIFLI Stn QU=
except for a pale, thin ray of moonlight between. It oc-
st Z-rhet ot 27| Y 1 Aoloj|
curred to me that he had been very slowly bending to-

~2 g8 72l

ward her all evening to attain this proximity, and even
XiZel 27 Mele ¢7l=gst)] sk
while I watched I saw him stoop one ultimate degree
OFXIRY 3 Ztenix| 22 Feeict

and kiss at her cheek.
“I like her,” said Daisy, “I think she’s lovely.”
But the rest offended her—and inarguably, be-

~2| 712 M5 sict =53t 4 g
cause it wasn’t a gesture but an emotion. She was
=21 24
appalled by West Egg, this unprecedented “place” that
QuisHl, S22 Lal=fat~, by~) e[ Ra]ets, X
Broadway had begotten upon a Long Island fishing
WOkECt: Eefsict £ ofuHs 0fE lof
village—appalled by its raw vigor that chafed under
= EHQRT|[BI] OHENCHat, under~]
the old euphemisms and by the too obtrusive fate that
zof Zosts S8t FHEA Lk
herded its inhabitants along a short-cut from nothing
22([] 210} 0|SAl7Ick, (T 7k rISZ, 242 Wy
to nothing. She saw something awful in the very simpl
2t

icity she failed to understand.

I sat on the front steps with them while they waited

S A ~Z 7|Cr2|tt

for their car. It was dark here in front; only the bright

door sent ten square feet of light volleying out into
10 HZ|TE 712 (& SOI) Lls] LAt=lTHout]
the soft black morning. Sometimes a shadow moved
ST 0ASH
against a dressing-room blind above, gave way to an-
~2 ST ~0l| xf2IE Ut
other shadow, an indefinite procession of shadows,

zZots HY
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who rouged and powdered in an invisible glass.

PASS HlET  TRUE slar, 2U2 st

22E 5

“Who is this Gatsby anyhow?” demanded Tom
suddenly. “Some big bootlegger?”

2% HZ XN BOfRY]
“Where’d you hear that?” I 1nquired
o) 2L sict, 2cf
“I didn’t hear it. I 1mag1ned it. A lot of these newly

Hefsitt, (0lz4ez) a2|C

rich people are just big bootleggers, you know.”

e

“Not Gatsby,” I said shortly.
A
He was silent for a moment. The pebbles of the
U2 ot 3=, ARS X7l=, ZE3 ZofE, A2
drive crunched under his feet.
HRAMBHAL 2212 Uik
“Well, he certainly must have strained himself to
Sofa) A ~3ic)
get this menagerie together.”
(E5] 727121 OR{ED I3t S2]S
A breeze stirred the gray haze of Daisy’s fur collar.
s|A oY e 21| 23
“At least they are more interesting than the people
=oftz, 545
we know.” she said with an effort.
O A
“You didn’t look so interested.”

2090, HolQls
“Well, I was.”
Tom laughed and turned to me.

“Did you notice Daisy’s face when that girl asked

-2 OJAlSICH ~8 (Bt ET1) 2Tt
her to put her under a cold shower?”
LHJ\ AFSY
Daisy began to sing with the music in a husky,
Solo 9t
rhythmic whisper, bringing out a meaning in each
~2 DEOUTH (of0|2) 25l Sttt A} Sl

word that it had never had before and would never

have again. When the melody rose her voice broke
SMACH
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up sweetly, following it, in a way contralto voices
7hgo= B FEUE: iYL AKX S
have, and each change tipped out a little of her warm

(BS ED FEof) BI2CH WEUCH  wEst ozt
human magic upon the air.

240] ZkX|41 QL= ot

M

“Lots of people come who haven’t been invited,”

ZOHRX] b=

she said suddenly. “That girl hadn’t been invited. They

simply force their way in and he’s too polite to object.”
sl Ln[erRIiR] Sofer) )it

“T’d like to know who he is and what he does,” in-

sisted Tom. “And I think I'll make a point of finding

~8 28 BABICH ~BHs 28 UK AT

”»

out.
“I can tell you right now,” she answered. “He

owned some drug-stores, a lot of drug-stores. He built
I3 717t £9 URE T 51%4S)

them up himself.”

The dilatory limousine came rolling up the drive.

(A B Raels, O 4558 &5

“Good night, Nick,” said Déixsy.
Her glance left me and sought the lighted top of

£ 2 A
the steps, where “Three o’Clock in the Morning,” a
MEf 3A(1921E 3| Q17|12 ¥ thE71R)
neat, sad little waltz of that year, was drifting out the
Areest, 2Bt
open door. After all, in the very casualness of Gatsby’s

A OdtxX{ 0
oy, fLHY

party there were romantic possibilities totally absent

from her world. What was it up there in the song that
Oh&l 74710 20| F/Z8|l0f S01] U=}
seemed to be calling her back inside? What would
48 O] FeroR ZefS0|m Yl
happen now in the dim, incalculable hours? Per-
Ol 25t Oj2iE 4 Bl

haps some unbelievable guest would arrive, a person
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infinitely rare and to be marvelled at, some authen-

Stlol[CHErs|] 21715t o =2 gEEerst =24

tically radiant young girl who with one fresh glance at
K0l =S ARt
Gatsby, one moment of magical encounter, would blot

steztaid Ze o] ~0l &

out those five years of unwavering devotion.
=S 250 BSa|x)/525HK (s

I stayed late that night, Gatsby asked me to wait

until he was free, and I lingered in the garden until

(HLIX| 25tm) e 2|ctH

the inevitable swimming party had run up, chilled and
TOIEOL; Ofi TF[0)2], HEIR0[] ~H= CRERELINES

exalted, from the black beach, until the lights were

oIy E fstoH

extinguished in the guest-rooms overhead. When

BUjcy, glojct

he came down the steps at last the tanned skin was

drawn unusually tight on his face, and his eyes were

BARCH O S| SHE[ZOIUE]

bright and tired.
“She didn’t like it,” he said immediately.
Z|Z™ 0 2(=directly)
“Of course she did.”

“She didn’t like it,” he insisted. “She didn’t have a

asict Fgsict, <7t

good time.”

He was silent, and I guessed at his unutterable de-

i< o7 |az[e2el g

pression.

“I feel far away from her,” he said. “It’s hard to
24| ELpfc

make her understand.”
“You mean about the dance?”
“The dance?” He dismissed all the dances he had
Wi valch; YE[2A/2 A

given with a snap of his fingers. “Old sport, the dance

&I £ 22| LA 271
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is unimportant.”

He wanted nothing less of Daisy than that she

(CIZ otdl) HtZ ~0|CHthan~](=very, completely)

should go to Tom and say: “I never loved you.” After

she had obliterated four years with that sentence they

~9| 2XZ qlolict: (719 §8) XIKCt

could decide upon the more practical measures to be

ZASIC} AAGI T1S0| Faoket ARl XX

taken. One of them was that, after she was free, they

were to go back to Louisville and be married from her

(~2h B8} ZC}, ZE5iCH o]

house—just as if it were five years ago.

“And she doesn’t understand,” he said. “She used

(BEE) ~

to be able to understand. We’d sit for hours—

skz et

=

He broke off and began to walk up and down a
([H}j )/F]”,/‘DO{L‘ (’:L OHL‘
desolate path of fruit rinds and discarded favors and
2y, 223 Ty S TERRES
crushed flowers.

"5 mE
pEEE—

“I wouldn’t ask too much of her,” I ventured. “You

~OIA HR B2 A2 RFFE/7Itsi

T\Q; LSl =/

can’t repeat the past.”

“Can’t repeat the past?” he cried incredulously.

S 4 gltts %0l

'”

“Why of course you can!

He looked around him wildly, as if the past were

IERS-IREES
lurking here in the shadow of his house, just out of
(S5l Li 312 5240 7|ct2ls) £0f ks ARIc

reach of his hand.
“I'm going to fix everything Just the way it was be-

S
2 1 Aloz; =£20|

fore,” he said, nodding determmgdiy. “She’ll see.”

25|, Hssl

He talked a lot about the past, and I gathered that

(4=2ist M0 wat) KTt
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he wanted to recover something, some idea of him-

(28 52 HolL EY gElz) sl=x=nt

self perhaps, that had gone into loving Daisy. His life

had been confused and disordered since then, but if
IO o443t el
he could once return to a certain starting place and
(A 27
go over it all slowly, he could find out what that thing

~2 ChA| HTHEL (~Ofl chal) (~2) OHHCHLA =ICH]

One autumn night, five years before, they had been

walking down the street when the leaves were falling,

RENERS

and they came to a place where there were no trees

and the sjggwa}llg‘:/vas white with moonlight. They
stopped (ngci :;dgiufrgedA ’Eovx;agg each other. Now it
was a cool night vvi‘;};tﬁ;tﬁr;l;s&ggo% exc;itgmleon;t in it
which comes .3tuth(3 Evg{ch%;!g:é;gf tuhte ?ijéir.g%ﬂéiluiet
lights in the hzaz‘eé ;N/é‘;g ﬁgrﬂming out into the dark-
ness and there was a itff é;l/cfi)’lxlstle among Et‘he stars.
qut‘ of the corner of hicswef;ﬁerS %}afs%; Es;vifmtﬁ)ei;[/icclé% blocks
;f ’?ﬁe sidewalks really formeg a ladder andir;;)zn:cg(}
‘g;;aﬁsecret place above :[\’};’(?&gg:—he could cliHI‘rplf)ﬂt(; ;tt

if he climbed alone, and once there he could suck on
the pap offﬁli/f“e, g}llp down the ji$pmpg£zibl€ milk of
won?lgﬂmﬂ 2 ol (ROln) BlmE 4 g

His heart beat faster and faster as Daisy’s white

face came up to his own. He knew that when he kissed
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this girl, and forever wed his unutterable visions to
~Et EESICH U et 4 gl B

her perishable breath, his mind would never romp

AT /ARIR] 7| 412 &2 HEMEHA
again like the mind of God. So he waited, listening
=c)

for a moment longer to the tuning-fork that had been

BSotOf: SESet A2IZHLHS TSHE = 34 YY)

struck upon a star. Then he kissed her. At his lips’

~0f Edx|= 79| 0] Xt

touch she blossomed for him like a flower and the

incarnation was complete.
SHI(ILS: SAIEH= oIt 2SSt Q710 BEOR LiehTt
Through all he said, even through his appalling
AT &
sentimentality, I was reminded of something—an

=2 YRl Y ~2 Wl We, mEel=

elusive rhythm, a fragment of lost words, that I had
20l ZBIR| 24 e

heard somewhere 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

EECIPN (= A== ( DN | G 1l

struggling upon them than a wisp of startled air. But

HS7HEIS, oI7tele M u[E56 ois 2710 ot 22

they made no sound, and what I had almost remem-

bered was uncommunicable forever.

gt 4 @l=(=incommunicable)
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CHAPTER VII

S7|A 2ol ol

It was when curiosity about Gatsby was at its high-

est that the lights in his house failed to go on one
(S=0) 7xict
Saturday night—and, as obscurely as it had begun,
22y
his career as Trimalchio was over. Only gradually did
E2/27|(nr) 20t A8 WEZIZ'] SYOIS2 HriEt TElS 11
I become aware that the automobiles which turned
o= BiRIRAp
expectantly into his drive stayed for just a minute and
(T [tgs 31
then drove sulkily away. Wondering if he were sick
22E5HZ0| ] A

I went over to find out—an unfamiliar butler with a

villainous face squinted at me suspiciously from the

TIOBII AR BARS (ALY =2 JHH E1 MrtecHar]
door.
“Is Mr Gatsby sick?”
“Nope.” After a pause he added “sir” in a dilatory,
Ot 2(=no) TE=2H2=
grudging way.

DFX|R3H ot=(=reluctant)

“T hadn’t seen him around, and I was rather wor-
ried. Tell him Mr Carraway came over.”

“Who?” he demanded rudely.
225

“Carraway.”
“Carraway. All right, I'll tell him.”
Abruptly he slammed the door.

sots] 2l (2 B2 52) B ot
My Finn informed me that Gatsby had dismissed
m2te 9l 7iHE =X H2|ch s
every servant in his house a week ago and replaced
[hAtI3iC] chalchA3ct
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them with half a dozen others, who never went into

West Egg Village to be bribed by the tradesmen, but
=S g, ol

ordered moderate supplies over the telephone. The

HENYE Yo WA

grocery boy reported that the kitchen looked like a

NCESERS

pigsty, and the general opinion in the village was that

=HA|Pel(=pigpen) U Aol (LEH) 6E

the new people weren'’t servants at all.

ofel &

Next day Gatsby called me on the phone.

“Going away?” I inquired.

a|ci2 2oz HUtAlE HUIN?

“No, old sport.”

“I hear you fired all your servants.”
shmatct
“I wanted somebody who wouldn’t gossip. Daisy
& 01712 sict
comes over quite often—in the afternoons.”
i I, 01 wi3]
So the whole caravansary had fallen in like a card
(BY0l 52 Z0| U) thaBzm) 24, 2 o
house at the disapproval in her eyes.
S2ty; 2ot
“They’re some people Wolfshiem wanted to do

=

something for. They're all brothers and sisters. They
SuizCt
used to run a small hotel.”

(el 52) 23z et

“I see.”

He was calling up at Daisy’s request—would I
Q3 e
come to lunch at her house to-morrow? Miss Baker

pSPN| IZHC)]*
oo =

would be there. Half an hour later Daisy herself tele-

phoned and seemed relieved to find that I was com-
~0f OtalsGH=[at~, to do]

ing. Something was up. And yet I couldn’t believe

FATPE UE 2YOIUCE
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that they would choose this occasion for a scene—

MEHSICE, 12Ct u, 712], < (S

especially for the rather harrowing scene that Gatsby
Enae B, e WSt ot 1z
had outlined in the garden.
~0| QTS HoiFT
The next day was broiling, almost the last,
(M= 0)) HYIck 9| el
certainly the warmest, of the summer. As my train
204 71 ofE
emerged from the tunnel into sunlight, only the hot
(OIS 20ILt & 0f UE ROYM) Liert
whistles of the National Biscuit Company broke the
HA QU U MTSMNR K2 2AE © LblATz fust

simmering hush at noon. The straw seats of the car
(MA3) 2222 BE oiztol B
hovered on the edge of combustion; the woman next
e olh, a3

to me perspired delicately for a while into her white

T2 galct 0500, NS
shirtwaist, and then, as her newspaper dampened
=
under her fingers, lapsed despairingly into deep heat
S CHinto) HaMog XXt/ |2
with a desolate cry. Her pocket-book slapped to the
sl pash s XIztol ~2 & BoxIcHio~]

floor.

“Oh, my!” she gasped.
&0| A, A2\t
I picked it up with a weary bend and handed it
7 Sxoz 22 3
back to her, holding it at arm’s length and by the
Z2 % wof RN
extreme tip of the corners to indicate that I had no
ER==Rom]
designs upon it—but every one near by, including the
AfRFBHO17|2421] S712 711 A2l 0k, 2on, upon~] -2 TEI0]
woman, suspected me just the same.
“Hot!” said the conductor to familiar faces. “Some
xt3 ofsh, 24t

weather...Hot!...Hot!...Hot!...Is it hot enough for you?
Is it hot? Is it......?”
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My commutation ticket came back to me with a
S2/57| SAH
dark stain from his hand. That any one should care

o=
==

in this heat whose flushed lips he kissed, whose head

Exg o (u27) gofes
made damp the pajama pocket over his heart!
Z=Z6A| sHCH=moisten) (EYsh M=ol g2 o014

Through the hall of the Buchanan’s house blew a
faint wind, carrying the sound of the telephone bell

ot &7/ 0IE

out to Gatsby and me as we waited at the door.

“The master’s body!” roared the butler into the
Al DB, B0IRA]S K20t
mouthpiece. “I'm sorry, madame, but we can’t furnish
(7] 52 Blofl ths B () FP|o| S8t ~0fl st
it—it’s far too hot to touch this noon!”
HH|Z 2450} oRfsit

What he really said was: “Yes...... Yes...... I'll see.”

He set down the receiver and came toward us,
25|

glistening slightly, to take our stiff straw hats.
Sft MiSiEls UB= it

“Madame expects you in the salon!” he cried, need-

(@712 =lof Y= i) icr2ic)
lessly indicating the direction. In this heat every extra
(&7120|t m2RI0R) Jt2)7|ct oioEmes 8

gesture was an affront to the common store of life.
A SIS} (Chs 3t) 2Rlo]  thokeo] Bt ol

The room, shadowed well with awnings, was dark

X1y, H/240]
and cool. Daisy and Jordan lay upon an enormous
Aokt
couch, like silver idols weighing down their own white
~2 U220
dresses against the singing breeze of the fans.
ggfels ME7o| 0j2
“We can’t move,” they said together.
Jordan’s fingers, powdered white over their tan,

Stei 22 HiE

rested for a moment in mine.

m



“And Mr Thomas Buchanan, the athlete?” I in-

=) A
8N4

quired.

Simultaneously I heard his voice, gruff, mufﬂed
S0 ((with): A3 dust | eEels
husky, at the hall telephone.
slazlst  BoiM Safstn U=
Gatsby stood in the centre of the crimson carpet
zig A0
and gazed around with fascinated eyes. Daisy watched
713t5| di2t=Eot, SAI6HCt 525t
him and laughed, her sweet, exciting laugh; a tiny
SRAPIE, OIS MR 5=
gust of powder rose from her bosom into the air.
2rp| 2ABZ/RSE OB 22 TR
“The rumor is,” whispered Jordan, “that that’s

Tom’s girl on the telephone.”

£51%0

S=lah

We were silent. The voice in the hall rose high with
Tt
annoyance: “Very well, then, I won’t sell you the car
[47HNIEfE S0 (M15S Lo
at all....I'm under no obligations to you at all...and as

O|2(Zh); ZhAL

for your bothering me about it at lunch time, I won’t

stand that at all!”
T, Ac|CH=bear)
“Holding down the receiver,” said Daisy cynically.
Ao 2
“No, he’s not,” I assured her. “It’s bona-fide deal. I
Feslch selsict  xnt )

happen to know about it.”

Tom flung open the door blocked out its space for

(B, 22 58) HE5H [ AZIA|/2H ~O| MEfZ SHCH 227t

a moment with his thick body, and hurried into the
room.

“Mr Gatsby!” He put out his broad, flat hand with

Ao
BT

well-concealed dislike. “I'm glad to see you, sir......

o o -
VNS AEZ0| A5
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“Make us a cold drink,” cried Daisy.
As he left the room again she got up and went over

to Gatsby and pulled his face down, kissing him on

ori= Zoig7|ct

the mouth.

“You know I love you,” she murmured.

LEXIgt0] £Afolct

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

Daisy looked around doubtfully.

DIA/SA|, QMARI; OldsICHs BEo=

“You kiss Nick too.”

“What a low, vulgar girl!”
(0l)=t5kD Mol
“I don’t care!” cried Daisy, and began to clog on
22 SA(L
the brick fire-place. Then she remembered the heat
YAOZ OIRBIS S2iM 2SS UH)S S0
and sat down guiltily on the couch just as a freshly
Zlats XIS S0|, PRASH TS Al

laundered nurse leading a little girl came into the
SiE 22 92 5o

room.

“Bles-sed pre-cious,” she crooned, holding out her

Ll #Esol S| L2 2% £Ao|c

arms. “Come to your own mother that loves you.”

The child, relinquished by the nurse, rushed across

(& A3) =0t Ho[20i]xot

the room and rooted shyly into her mother’s dress.

13| Ufa|ct, HAfHCHinto]
“The bles-sed pre-cious! Did mother get powder
on your old yellowy hair? Stand up now, and say—
How-de-do.”

[0}01] 2rE5HM 2(=how do you do.)

Gatsby and I in turn leaned down and took the
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small reluctant hand. Afterward he kept looking at the
(AU7h OFxIZ8 L)
child with surprise. I don’t think he had ever really
=ale £
believed in its existence before.
1 0t0]9] ZxH
“I got dressed before luncheon,” said the child,
Q& MAM(unch ELCHE =Hst af)
turning eagerly to Daisy.
Zai{ay oHjstot; ofwg
“That’s because your mother wanted to show you
142 xRstct
off.” Her face bent into the single wrinkle of the small

== 171
T &

white neck. “You dream, you. You absolute little
' Lj @olof 01 25t B

dream.”

“Yes,” admitted the child calmly. “Aunt Jordan’s

285|

got on a white dress too.”

“How do you like mother’s friends?” Daisy turned
ofo|S
her around so that she faced Gatsby. “Do you think
Hi7 SNSRI
they’re pretty?”
Sl

“Where’s Daddy?”
“She doesn’t look like her father,” explained Daisy.

~2 St} Mafsict
“She looks like me. She’s got my hair and shape of the
29 e, )

face.”

Daisy sat back upon the couch. The nurse took a
USAL B2

step forward and held out her hand.
“Come, Pammy.”

“Good-by, sweetheart!”
ol o7, SOl
With a reluctant backward glance the well-disci-

W7Ix| 22 = Fi= 31 2% Sof=ciL = 225, ool
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plined child held to her nurse’s hand and was pulled
~ 4[02 BafLic
out the door, just as Tom came back, preceding four
~2 wNen

gin rickeys that clicked full of ice.
&l 217z £ 2t £242 ol )

Gatsby took up his drink.

urxf SUCH

“They certainly look cool,” he said, with visible
tension.
o245| Safuod

We drank in long, greedy swallows.

AZARIA % Aoy

“I read somewhere that the sun’s getting hotter

every year,” said Tom genially. “It seems that pretty
lzsi; Jgat S0t oF 3l
soon the earth’s going to fall into the sun—or wait a
op
minute—it’s just the opposite—the sun’s getting colder
R

every year.
“Come outside,” he suggested to Gatsby, “I'd like

you to have a look at the place.”

% ’éﬂHiL

I went with them out to the veranda. On the green

Sound, stagnant in the heat, one small sail crawled
(2, 27| S0) B2x| o=, 10 Yl Sohf Lalal Jict
slowly toward the fresher sea. Gatsby’s eyes followed
o AR5t
it momentarily; he raised his hand and pointed across
AL w7t

the bay.

“I'm right across from you.”

~O| AL4TO| OO THO|
9 i Eel =Eel

“So you are.”

Our eyes lifted over the rose-beds and the hot lawn

Yol =g

and the weedy refuse of the dog-days along shore.

BEIH 24T M2f7] ciol HEEEICS B0 et SoiM
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Slowly the white wings of the boat moved against

Il E(=sail) ~g SX|1,
the blue cool limit of the sky. Ahead lay the scalloped
Ll PSSyl A7|(A)(=boundary) HZ)of| HilE motoz
ocean and the abounding blessed isles.

=kl (715 &h 22igils, 88eh a2

“There’s sport for you,” said Tom, nodding. “I'd

like to be out there with him for about an hour.”
(#ro=) Uict, Lzt QU
We had luncheon in the dining-room, darkened
BX| Y2 oA
too against the heat, and drank down nervous gayety
Y EE= AU S0IE] Rt
with the cold ale.
ol (&)l

“What’ll we do with ourselves this afternoon?”

cried Daisy, “and the day after that, and the next thir-

thd

ty years?”

“Don’t be morbid,” Jordan said. “Life starts all over

gHo2 ofelel]s

again when it gets crisp in the fall.”

HEAHEASE, A3t

“But it’s so hot,” insisted Daisy, on the verge of
Z 255wz

tears, “and everything’s so confused. Let’s all go to
town!”

Her voice struggled on through the heat, beating

LIS A2 L CioIt M
against it, molding its senselessness into forms.

07|24 oo gl= &2 THISGIHAM

“TI've heard of making a garage out of a st%ble,”
Tom was saying to Gatsby, “bxl’;[ I'm the first mu:;fwho
ever made a stable out of a garage.”

“Who wants to go to town?” demanded Daisy

insistently.

UHAEA
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Gatsby’s eyes floated toward her.
~ofl Az Eaf7ict
“Ah,” she cried, “you look so cool.”
ZAFSH(=nice)

Their eyes met, and they stared together at each

other, alone in space. With an effort she glanced down

sotol 7ol Off M

at the table.
“You always look so cool,” she repeated.
She had told him that she loved him, and Tom Bu-

chanan saw. He was astounded. His mouth opened a

Otx}2|CH=understood) O CHZA alAY S

little, and he looked at Gatsby, and then back at Daisy

as if he had just recognized her as some one he knew

recognize A aslto be]B AZ B2 15Tt

a long time ago.

“You resemble the advertisement of the man,” she
Y70 Lios 1 A

went on innocently. “You know the advertisement of

HOI A

the man—"

Ll bul

“All right,” broke in Tom quickly, “I'm perfectly

U=z

willing to go to town. come on—we’re all going to
town.”

He got up, his eyes still flashing between Gatsby

Ho|ct, S0l

and his wife. No one moved.

“Come on!” His temper cracked a little. “What’s the

MAL S efeim 20| JcimixicH

matter, anyhow? If were going to town, let’s start.”

His hand, trembling with his effort at self-control,

o xfRI5t=2]
bore to his lips the last of his glass of ale. Daisy’s voice

~g Y2t 7424 CH=carried, took)[to~]
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got us to our feet and out on to the blazing gravel
(22 21) Yok St (S8 Af2(0] Z2)
drive.
zlglz
“Are we just going to go?” she objected. “Like this?
wihiict
Aren’t we going to let any one smoke a cigarette first?”

“Everybody smoked all through lunch.”

Hel HOTA LHLH

“Oh, let’s have fun,” she begged him. “It’s too hot
to fuss.”

ot N(OIEY S S Ert

He didn’t answer.

“Have it your own way,” she said. “Come on, Jor-

gl otz stR

dan.”
They went upstairs to get ready while we three

men stood there shuffling the hot pebbles with our
~2 (F)ApIN EOIE, T2
feet. A silver curve of the moon hovered already in the
255 [ QICt, WS

western sky. GZtsby started to speak, changed him

mind, but not before Tom wheeled and faced him
ORLIL} CHE7t (52 ZHOR) SISOt
expectantly.
JICkHCHs S0l, 7 loistod
“Have you got your stables here?” asked Gatsby
0f72!
with an effort.

“About a quarter of a mile down the road.”
40| 1
“Oh-”
A pause.
(@, 35 59) Y5 [Fx]

“I don’t see the idea of going to town,” broke out

Tom savagely. “Women get these notions in their

ORRtHez RXH|[EHIsIA
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heads—"
“Shall we take anything to drink?” called Daisy

from an upper window.

(et ez & & 71 BollM CHE A0 o flofl U=

“T'll get some whiskey,” answered Tom. He went
inside.

Gatsby turned to me rigidly:

IS, SEE Az 22 HEes

“I can’t say anything in his house, old sport.”

“She’s got an indiscreet voice,” I remarked. “It’s full
FEdst X|Ael=s, &t =imprudent)
of—” I hesitated.
(BHAO| OF ALK) THAIOICHZAISHCH
“Her voice is full of money,” he said suddenly.
~O2 IS Rk
That was it. I'd never understood before. It was

full of money—that was the inexhaustible charm that
12 & 22E 2397
rose and fell in it, the jingle of it, the cymbals’ song
(SHo) maal= 28] () M=

of it....High in a white palace the king’s daughter, the
golden girl....

S15| 21717F £ 43!

Tom came out of the house wrapping a quart

wiCt, EASiCH HE(1/4
bottle in a towel, followed by Daisy and Jordan wear-
224, o 0 9alel)
ing small tight hats of metallic cloth and carrying light
= FALE0| Lt Moz Dt oS 7

capes over their arms.
OIZ(20f o= W UEO| UE)

“Shall we all go in my car?” suggested Gatsby. He
felt the hot, green leather of the seat. “I ought to have

BHXCH=touched) (FFES M) 71=

left it in the shade.”

“Is it standard shift?” demanded Tom.

A g7 |of

TS L=
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“Yes.”

“Well, you take my coupé and let me drive your car
2=0] K=Kt
to town.”

The suggestion was distasteful to Gatsby.
oRSol SXIZUR Y=
“I don’t think there’s much gas,” he objected.
31812(=gasoline)
“Plenty of gas,” said Tom boisterously. He looked

me 4ol 32 277H g WS

at the gauge. “And if it runs out I can stop at a drug-

AloIxl; A(=)7] (2320 ot HofxicH=lct]
store. You can buy anything at a drug-store nowa-

days.”

A pause followed this apparently pointless remark.
515 ZRO|M HOfL{ =z 281
Daisy looked at Tom frowning, and an indefinable
SIS O Ofict

expression, at once definitely unfamiliar and vaguely

28 42 3|o|stAILto
recognizable, as if I had only heard it described in
S 4l AN, BRIt

words, passed over Gatsby’s face.

“Come on, Daisy,” said Tom, pressing her with his

LN
hand toward Gatsby’s car. “T'll take you in this circus
MAHA =
wagon.”
OFxt

He opened the door, but she moved out from the

circle of his arm.

HE): (Zs M- 52) el 24

“You take Nick and Jordan. We’ll follow you in the

~g ufEpitt
coupé.”
She walked close to Gatsby, touching his coat with

Ji7t0] Chb7HCt
her hand. Jordan and Tom and I got into the front
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seat of Gatsby’s car, Tom pushed the unfamiliar gears
MASH Ol45HT] 12

tentatively, and we shot off into the oppressive heat,

AEEoR, AE Mot SLHEOL J1E5h ml= S5t

leaving them out of sight behind. )

“Did you see that?” demanded Tom.

25| 2o, Wl

“See what?”

He looked at me }segnly,urealizing that Jordan and
I must have known alélg %ﬂﬁg o

“You think I’rrf’;E'Ztthdumb, don’t you?” he
iuggested. “Perhapso}i (;Ef‘r;,tbut I have a—almost a
;é‘():\‘()[;‘ifsight, sometimes, that tells me what to do.
SN, D[S Uches 53

Maybe you don’t believe that, but science—"

He paused. The immediate contingency overtook

e e it}

him, pulled him back from the edge of the theoretical

ol 0| Alei[Liel]

abyss.

“I've made a small investigation of this fellow,” he
(018 A, X0l Bt ZA7]
continued. “I could have gone deeper if I'd known—"
of 20|

“Do you mean you've been to a medium?” inquired

OHZH)A . SOH(ERE), 2, EEOl

Jordan humorously.
opaa)
“What?” Confused, he stared at us as we laughed.
oIS =) St 5| HCHECh SASIC
“A medium?”

“About Gatsby.”
“About Gatsby! No, I haven't. I said I'd been mak-

ing a small investigation of his past.”
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“And you found he was an Oxford man,” said Jor-

dan helpfully.
20| E|EE, 285; S0
“An Oxford man!” He was incredulous. “Like hell
plosf 5x| Y2 oMlsle  Eiz
he is! He wears a pink suit.”
~94T}, EMo|CH
“Nevertheless he’s an Oxford man,”
22| shAPh Do E7stn
“Oxford, New Mexico,” snorted Tom contemptu-
W= Pt 3282 Aoz

ously, “or something like that.”

“Listen, Tom. If you're such a snob, why did you
42 T HBHE Al
invite him to lunch?” demanded Jordan crossly.
E2HAM, H2ESH XY
“Daisy invited him; she knew him before we were

married—God knows where!”
OfCioIx[[ofCA YAl SHEXll= 2ac)
We were all irritable now with the fading ale, and
si2 Tl ofRIE oY 20l 7|t FAlE B0let

aware of it we drove for a while in silence. Then as

Doctor T. J. Eckleburg’s faded eyes came into sight
EE
down the road, I remembered Gatsby’s caution about
21, o

gasoline.

“We've got enough to get us to town,” said Tom.

S0

“But there’s garage right here,” objected Jordan. “I
(RIS3t 22l Ste) FRa
don’t want to get stalled in this baking heat.”
(RIS 2= Itz Dal= BE[Er=] =6t 27| 2004
Tom threw on both brakes impatiently, and we slid

(917, 2siE) SNz &7 R3tn, 43|

to an abrupt dusty spot under Wilson’s sign. After a
YRAZYT YA} XIS Ol B K1 X, 2
moment the proprietor emerged from the interior of
ARl Az

his establishment and gazed hollow-eyed at the car.

AR, MRS, A ™=, Ip o3 =0
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“Let’s have some gas!” cried Tom roughly. “What
HEA
do you think we stopped for—to admire the view?”
ZRIE SIS YD HltBCH RS ]
“I'm sick,” said Wilson without moving. “Been sick
Sx0|x|E 941

all day.”
“What’s the matter?”

“I'm all run down.”
(AFX|7} ot ot X|X|Ch 26 X|ct

“Well, shall T help myself?” Tom demanded. “You
Wt =k et

sounded well enough on the phone.”

With an effort Wilson left the shade and support of
2210/ olxla
the doorway and, breathing hard, unscrewed the cap
A &2 S0PD  (HE 5SS SeiN) Uk el
of the tank. In the sunlight his face was green.
Huisict R =A|
“I didn’t mean to interrupt your lunch,” he said.
walsict, SEAZICH
“But I need money pretty bad, and I was wondering
=N
what you were going to do with your old car.”

“How do you like this one?” inquired Tom. “I

(-2 --0A) 2ES oich, 20t

bought it last week.”
“It’s nice yellow one,” said Wilson, as he strained at

(~23) Fotg7|ctat~]
the handle.

E\H\O mno‘ QMo‘
PlET 2= &y

“Like to buy it?”
“Big chance,” Wilson smiled faintly. “No, but I

7ittet 7|2l e s|0[5HA|, ofZF X0l glo

could make some money on the other.”

“What do you want money for, all of a sudden?”

YA, 2 25 810

“TI've been here too long. I want to get away. My
(-~ Ol M) ELtct
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wife and I want to go West.”

“Your wife does,” exclaimed Tom, startled.
QIx|ct, A2| x|=C 7t =3
“She’s been talking about it for ten years.” He rest-
1041 ot
ed for a moment against the pump, shading his eyes.
~2 2T S8IM, Jt2lRiA
“And now she’s going whether she wants to or not. 'm
~E OfLIE

going to get her away.”

The coupé flashed by us with a flurry of dust and
(It 2z00) W[ E] Ll BB
the flash of a waving hand.

Sufofc] 2 ol
PSRN =

“What do I owe you?” demanded Tom harshly.
20tg? 245t 742
“I just got wised up to something funny the last
b =it o4zt

two days,” remarked Wilson. “That’s why I want to get
away. That’s why I been bothering you about the car.”

L1 ROA| sic

“What do I owe you?”
“Dollar twenty.”

The relentless beating heat was beginning to con-

OS] Y= Tt gl

fuse me and I had a bad moment there before I real-

ized that so far his suspicions hadn’t alighted on Tom.

XIZ7txlE, ofxie ~of Li2igict, Ztatcton~]

He had discovered that Myrtle had some sort of life

apart from him in another world, and the shock had
19t S=ofxl
made him physically sick. I stared at him and then
NASHo 2
at Tom, who had made a parallel discovery less than
BHOL; RAIB S5} gl

an hour before—and it occurred to me that there was

no difference between men, in intelligence or race,

XA olx
S sy
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so profound as the difference between the sick and
wa| 72 Mot

the well. Wilson was so sick that he looked guilty,
unforgivably guilty—as if he had just got some poor

SMEUX| 2 =2l 22 MAIE g 7el2 a4s

girl with child.
SLAAZCH

“T’ll let you have that car,” said Tom. “I'll send it
over to-morrow afternoon.”

That locality was always vaguely disquieting, even

(Al(F)2) K| S2(fB)5H CANG
in the broad glare of afternoon, and now I turned
0| B Lofx|=[HusH o3

my head as though I had been warned of something

Slofl 2717+ UTtE
behind. Over the ashheaps the giant eyes of Doctor
Zng we stefol

T. J. Eckleburg kept their vigil, but I perceived, after

HOL 2R ~3 Yo, QIxlsitt
a moment, that other eyes were regarding us with
QA5 X7t £29|

peculiar intensity from less than twenty feet away.
Zgson; Surs| 2

In one of the windows over the garage the curtains
had been moved aside a little, and Myrtle Wilson was

peering down at the car. So engrossed was she that

5| L2t = TE[EFIe 053 ot

she had no consciousness of being observed, and one

emotion after another crept into her face like objects
HEB[A0IL, 7I0l] bkt
into a slowly developing picture. Her expression was
AR S B I RS LIEILES TAR
curiously familiar—it was an expression I had often
2P, B71MS Kok HE=

seen on women’s faces, but on Myrtle Wilson’s face it

seemed purposeless and inexplicable until I realized

(=P [R 3 A A =
=X gl 2oolgt MHS 2 gl

that her eyes, wide with jealous terror, were fixed not

EENHINERT
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on Tom, but on Jordan Baker, whom she took to be

his wife.

There is no confusion like the confusion of a sim-
ple mind, and as we drove away Tom was feeling the

hot whips of panic. His wife and his mistress, until an

S CE LR

hour ago secure and inviolate, were slipping precip-
e 2Rl ez

itately from his control. Instinct made him step on

the accelerator with the double purpose of overtaking
~8 waks
Daisy and leaving Wilson behind, and we sped along

S8 o

toward Astoria at fifty miles an hour, until, among the

spidery girders of the elevated, we came in sight of the
T7FEmol AHolE Ze (EHA) tss
easy-going blue coupé.
sl20| Ll
“Those big movies around Fiftieth Street are cool,”
M 2 gatns

suggested Jordan. “I love New York on summer after-
noons when every one’s away. There’s something very

sensuous about it—overripe, as if all sorts of funny

o Lias -
2ol U7 o2, et 718

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
~o| TOHRIS SHRIct 2Lt i)
the coupécame to a stop, and Daisy signalled us to
N&E HLc
draw up alongside.
(XIZFO| CE7IREM) ”S=CE MLt
“Where are we going?” she cried.
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“How about the movies?”

“It’s so hot,” she complained “You go. We'll ride

=Woict =202 EZ0I

around and meet ydu after.” With an effort her wit

rose faintly, “We’ll meet you on some corner. I'll be
&{0[3hA, ofRol
the man smoking two cigarettes.”

“We can’t argue about it here,” Tom said impa-

= ottt H2H ol

tiently, as a truck gave out a cursing whistle behind
us. “You follow me to the south side of Central Park,

in front of the Plaza.”
~o] o
Several times he turned his head and looked back

for their car, and if the traffic delayed them he slowed

WEHE, wESEA

up until they came into sight. I think he was afraid

they would dart down a side street and out of his life

pazio|[2l] S=lo|cH{ o]

forever.

But they didn’t. And we all took the less explicable

MHS 4~ Q=

step of engagmg the parlor of a suite in the Plaza Ho-

S 0j|okst= (54 S0|) EEAl AQE 2

tel.

The prolonged and tumultuous argument that

210{71; &7|Zke] (S A5t

ended by herdmg us into that room eludes me, though

S w2 317 SiCH5H04 0Pt I
I have a sharp physical memory that, in the course
SHI%, 29

of it, my underwear kept climbing like a damp snake
&71 U, 553
around my legs and intermittent beads of sweat raced

}oﬂ = }NO\ - \Etr o"\ EO‘ HK

cool across my back. The notion originated with Dai-

(CES VT
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sy’s suggestion that we hire five bathrooms and take

cold baths, and then assumed more tangible form as “a
(OffF SEN/EA=S) Sttt OFE 4 QU SAEPI
place to have a mint julep.” Each of us said over and
BlE S29IA7ILt BHCI0) 25t 52 B ZE)

over that it was a “crazy idea”—we all talked at once

to a baffled clerk and thought, or pretended to think,
LhR{a5t
that we were being very funny......

.
OEI}O’E

The room was large and stifling, and, though it was

& ot Sot, gest
already four o’clock, opening the windows admitted
SO{717) (5f21)51C)

only a gust of hot shrubbery from the Park. Daisy

H=2(=shrubs), 7| E2 LIF

went to the mirror and stood with her back to us, fix-
ing her hair.

“It’s swell suite,” whispered Jordan respectfully,

29 U=, nieH=elegant) HEotA

and every one laughed.

“Open another window,” commanded Daisy, with-
out turning around.

“There aren’t any more.”

“Well, we’d better telephone for an axe—"

g&sH|

“The thing to do is to forget about the heat,” said

Tom impatiently. “You make it ten times worse by
S5, 61
crabbing about it.”
SH[TA 2|5 about~]
He unrolled the bottle of whiskey from the towel

(@ A2) 2ct, Ho}, Ex|ch

U AN=

and put it on the table.
“Why not let her alone, old sport?” remarked Gats-

188



by. “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,
olmaix Gojxict B ellstn St

whereupon Jordan whispered, “Excuse me”—but this

20N, 2 w20, 1 Aot

time no one laughed.

“I'll pick it up,” I offered.
RIQHSITH B3I (71740)) 3 F2CHT St
“T've got it.” Gatsby examined the parted string,
zofzleal )5
muttered “Hum!” in an interested way, and tossed the
OFRALt HXIC]
book on a chair.

“That’s a great expression of yours, isn’t it?” said
et

Tom sharply.

27157, ol2lstA

“What is?”
“All this ‘old sport’ business. Where’d you pick that

(=0f517{Lt Malafor &) 2(eH7A]

up?”
“Now see here, Tom,” said Daisy, turning around

from the mirror, “if you’re going to make personal

INEEEEIN

remarks I won’t stay here a minute. Call up and order
some ice for the mint julep.”

As Tom took up the receiver the compressed heat

37| () sHUS; L=

exploded into sound and we were listening to the

portentous chords of Mendelssohn’s Wedding March

5| Sl (F2L) CIAZR Ssix|Z
=Z¢ sl5(H0E) HAAZO HEATIS

from the ballroom below.

(2d9) R3]

“Imagine marrying anybody in this heat!” cried
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Jordan dismally.
225k 28]

“Still—I was married in the middle of June,” Daisy

remembered, “Louisville in June! Somebody fainted.

71&stct

Who was it fainted, Tom?”

“Biloxi,” he answered shortly.

SI2A|: 0|2 Mississippids SHE, MexicoRtof] HEH £ A|

“A man named Biloxi, ‘Blocks’ Biloxi, and he made

boxes that’s a fact—and he was from Biloxi, Tennes-

2»”

see.

“They carried him into my house,” appended

ZE0[CH

Jordan, “because we lived just two doors from the
church. And he stayed three weeks, until 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.”

S 742 AR, 42t So)) ﬂe el

“I used to a; Blll Biloxi from Memphis,” I re-
marked.
“That was his cousin. I knew his whole family his-

tory before he left. He gave me an aluminum putter

U0l AEY HES BT

that I use to-day.”
The music had died down as the ceremony began

and now a long cheer floated in at the window, fol-

(242l Bts(A2))

lowed by intermittent cries of “Yea—ea—ea!” and fi-

ZI8X0| 7E710] Uo|Li=

nally by a burst of jazz as the dancing began.

(GA7) etete -2 SlHC]
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“We're getting old,” said Daisy. “If we were young
LolZ ofof7ic, Soizict
we’d rise and dance.”

“Remember Biloxi,” Jordan warned her. “Where’d

dasitt, Fels ot

you know him, Tom?”

“Biloxi?” He concentrated with an effort. “I didn’t

Y&oict, T[T on~]

know him. He was a friend of Daisy’s.”

“He was not,” she denied. “I'd never seen him be-
(R912) Q15Hx| e, HolstCt
fore. He came down in the private car.”

(F2) 17t

“Well, he said he knew you. He said he was raised

Xitch
in Louisville. Asa Bird brought him around at the last
ool

minute and asked if we had room for him.”

Jordan smiled.

“He was probably bumming his way home. He told

~& [golAIM] HHMBW=E] LcHirom~]

me he was president of your class at Yale.”

Tom and I looked at each other blankly.

Y5, LEAL

“Biloxi?”

“First place, we didn’t have any president—"

Gatsby’s foot beat a short, restless tattoo and Tom

SE scay|

eyed him suddenly.

“By the way, Mr Gatsby, I understand you’re an
Oxford man.”

“Yes—I went there.”

230 YW= #xe
A pause. Then Tom’s voice, incredulous and insult-

2108 31| o4, oY B2 ZRXPI
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ing:
“You must have gone there about the time Biloxi

went to New Haven.”

ool &

Another pause. A waiter knocked and came in with

crushed mint and ice but the silence was unbroken by

| a[o7i] uat

his “thank you” and the soft closing of the door. This
Mzt Q|

tremendous detail was to be cleared up at last.

IFL TN AR S5IX|C} Hes| SafLict

“I told you I went there,” said Gatsby.
“I heard you, but I’d like to know when.”
“It was in nineteen-nineteen, I only stayed five

month. That’s why I can’t really call myself an Oxford

»

man.

Tom glanced around to see if we mirrgged his
B)rlbei)lief. But we were all looking at Gatsij);. o
o ‘T‘Ii was an opportunity they gave to some of the
gﬁfi:cers after Ff}li j‘lﬁlxl‘l(ji‘s;ti?e,” he continued. “We could

go to any of the universities in England or France.”

I wanted to get up and slap him on the back. I had
(EH[EoR) s Sl
one of those renewals of complete faith in him that I'd
A3 M2} Aot
experienced before.
24c, el

Daisy rose, smiling faintly, and went to the table.

“Open the whiskey, Tom,” she ordered, “and T’ll

ZZolCt, BTt

make you a mint julep. Then you won’t seem so stupid

Saia(HE AL e US, 4T, U5t we )
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to yourself....Look at the mint!”

“Wait a minute,” snapped Tom, “I want to ask Mr

(ol A) =A1EA] Yatchat~]

Gatsby one more question.”
“Go on,” Gatsby said politely.

“What kind of a row are you trying to cause in my

AF, HMUS2 [rau)

house anyhow?”

They were out in the open at last and Gatsby was
2E S =BHOR Cajrt
content.
BIEARS
“He isn’t causing a row,” Daisy looked desperately

Mool BYoR

from one to the other. “You're causing a row. Please

have a little self:control.”

“Self-conﬁfﬁ)“lr‘!\” repeated Tom Ki‘r‘lcrgﬂulf)lzlsly. “I sup-
pose tll‘e:ol;thtest thing is to sit baci7 g‘ndtltgt T\/Ir ljgb(zdy
from il\fo;v%here make love to your wife. Woéil,EHicf):cX}‘l;’ci S
iﬁeiiflgg’;ou can count me out....Nowadays people be-

Aol A4 e, FI2IAI7 Ik
gin by sgeelxri?n;g at family life and family institutions,
and ne;(‘tr ’ngyﬁrtdzrqw gve;rything overboard and have
intermarriage bitivggj;ﬁigcﬁ;’nd white.”

oE UEEBw AZlte 28

Flushed with his impassioned gibberish, he saw

~2 YB0| 20f7! YYHOR X|ZOHE £ D2 Y, HAAN
himself standing alone on the last barrier of civiliza-
tion.

“We’re all white here,” murmured Jordan.

“I know I'm not very popular. I don’t give big par-

JCER| R17[7F EX| 2
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ties. I suppose you've got to make your house into a

pigsty in order to have any friends—in the modern

HHXIL2|(=pigpen); 22T X

world.”

Angry as I was, as we all were, I was tempted to
~oll fEYS, ~5t
laugh whenever he opened his mouth. The transition
1 4l2[to do~](=would like) 08l HA
from libertine to prig was so complete.
WEL LR =S

“I've got something to tell you, old sport—" began
Gatsby. But Daisy guessed at his intention.

~g EXIRC)
“Please don’t!” she interrupted helplessly. “Please
opm % ol

let’s all go home. Why don’t we all go home?”

“That’s good idea.” I got up. “Come on, Tom. No-
body wants a drink.”

“I want to know what Mr Gatsby has to tell me.”

“Your wife doesn’t love you,” said Gatsby. “She’s
never loved you. She loves me.”

“You must be crazy!” exclaimed Tom automatically.

L EL]

Gatsby sprang to his feet, vivid with excitement.

T EEaA

ST

“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 terrible mistake, but
JICRICE XIHAM

in her heart she never loved any one except me!”
rlelst i 2lof=]

At this point Jordan and I tried to go, but Tom

and Gatsby insisted with competitive firmness that

N2 ZuEo= Jeln eEsp

194



we remain—as though neither of them had anything

to conceal and it would be a privilege to part%ke
L0 2iC
Vica‘riously of their emotions. o
~ THA
H“g.‘it down, Daisy,” Tom’s voice gioped unsuccess-
MG for
fully for the p}:t\er}nal} note. “What’s bégn {f;oing on? I
Olix| 22 e

want to hear all about it.”
“I told you what’s been going on,” said Gatsby.
“Going on for five years—and you didn’t know.”

Tom turned to Daisy sharply.
220, ol 2ot
“You've been seeing this fellow for five years?”
(0]0] AZE 2T Bl 2

“Not seeing,” said Gatsby. “No, we couldn’t meet.
But both of us loved each other all that time, old sport,
and you didn’t know. I used to laugh sometimes”—but

there was no laughter in his eyes—"to think that you

<<<<<<<<

didn’t know.”
“Oh—that’s all.” Tom tapped his thick fingers to-

F2 71252 M2 0FERASI0] Fo3CH
gether like a clergyman and leaned back in his chair.
SERE
“You'’re crazy!” he exploded. “I can’t speak about
(@A) Y3t 2e) Eeal)

what happened five years ago, because I didn’t know
Daisy then—and I'll be damned if I see how you got

Rz 0{2i0f21]
within a mile of her unless you brought the grocer-

ies to the back door. But all the rest of that’s a God
AEES
damned lie. Daisy loved me when she married me and

)
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she loves me now.”

“No,” said Gatsby, shaking his head.

“She does, though. The trouble is that sometimes
she gets foolish ideas in her head and doesn’t know

what she’s doing.” He nodded sagely. “And what’s
NSRS
more, I love Daisy too. Once in a while I go off on a
Sjalg ot
spree and make a fool of myself, but I always come
(0fat DpMate) &%I|

back, and in my heart I love her all the time.”

“You're revolting,” said Daisy. She turned to me,
HOUS IR Bs: () A5l Bretlion]
and her voice, dropping an octave lower, filled the
Bt SEfs wE
room with thrilling scorn: “Do you know why we left
CE
Chicago? I'm surprised that they didn’t treat you to
SAojA| 1 0lop|S
the story of that little spree.”
Sha=Ch

Gatsby walked over and stood beside her.

“Daisy, that’s all over now,” he said earnestly. “It

OfH| 25 LTt EIXISHA

doesn’t matter any more. Just tell him the truth—that

you never loved him—and it’s all wiped out forever.”
(2t 7/2t2) Riert
She looked at him blindly. “Why—how could I love
st
him—possibly?”
(wh- Q220N ZEoIn|2) S2te Yo|xIBH 5]}~

“You never loved him.”

She hesitated. Her eyes fell on Jordan and me
240/c, ZRIBHCH
with a sort of appeal, as though she realized at last
27} 5451 syoR

what she was doing—and as though she had never, all

A2
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along, intended doing anything at all. But it was done

CISES Ol FA2 T S0|UC

now. It was too late.

“I never loved him,” she said, with perceptible re-

=0 = L7 1X] = 22

luctance.

“Not at Kapiolani?” demanded Tom suddenly.
FHmiSEtU(Eet0] 20l 20k Ko QU= 22)
“No.”

From the ballroom beneath, muffled and suffocat-
(E20) P4 (A2 S274el= gzl
ing chords were drifting up on hot waves of air.
wIfe 271 Efn
“Not that day I carried you down from the Punch
x5t
Bowl to keep your shoes dry?” There was a husky

0| 3=5=% =% £X|) =42

tenderness in his tone....”Daisy?”

olx|gt HEES HEAVES
“Please don’t.” Her voice was cold, but the rancor

was gone from it. She looked at Gatsby. “There, Jay,”
she said—but her hand as she tried to light a cigarette
was trembling. Suddenly she threw the cigarette and

gele: dEstke

the burning match on the carpet.

20| 22 47|

“Oh, you want too much!” she cried to Gatsby. “I
love you now—isn’t that enough? I can’t help what’s
past.” She began to Eo‘b4 7he1p1"essly. “I did love him
once—but I loved you ‘tng’}’/ﬂ o

Gatsby’s eyes opened and closed.

“You loved me too?” he repeated.

“Even that’s a lie,” said Tom savagely. “She didn’t

offtHo= ZIISH
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know you were alive. Why—there’re things between
Daisy and me that you’ll never know, things that nei-
ther of us can ever forget.”

The words seemed to bite physically into Gatsby.
CEEEE

“I want to speak to Daisy alone,” he insisted. “She’s

all excited now—"

==
HE S28!

“Even alone I can’t say I never loved Tom,” she ad-

mitted in a pitiful voice. “It wouldn’t be true.”
S OfRi2e

“Of course it wouldn’t,” agreed Tom.
She turned to her husband.
“As if it mattered to you,” she said.

(~OllA|) SRt Stdt 27t ACHo~]

“Of course it matters. I'm going to take better care
of you from now on.”

“You don’t understand,” said Gatsby, with a touch

OF7} Ct5t
U o8

of panic. “You'’re not going to take care of her any

st 7Mooz

more.”
“I'm not?” Tom opened his eyes wide and laughed.

He could afford to control himself now. “Why’s that?”
(~8h) oK 7t ek, & 2 QlCito do]

“Daisy’s leaving you.”
“Nonsense.”

“I am, though,” she said with a visible effort.
£=0f 7 ofsod
“She’s not leaving me!” Tom’s words suddenly

leaned down over Gatsby. “Certainly not for a

ga3CH SUR2E £ AL
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common swindler who’d have to steal the ring he put
TS AR |

on her finger.”

'”

“I won'’t stand this!

EtH=bear)

cried Daisy. “Oh, please let’s
get out.”

“Who are you, anyhow?” broke out Tom. “You're
SS EEC

oy

one of that bunch that hangs around with Meyer

i 2200 22l ~9f 2aictict, ARRF 2 =it

Wolfshiem—that much I happen to know. I've made

a little investigation into your affairs—and I'll carry it

(42|, 42 Sofl el Sz

further to-morrow.”

“You can suit yourself about that, old sport,” said
Sl ORSTZ BAlR
Gatsby steadily.

N3] AR

“I found out what your ‘drug-stores’ were.” He
turned to us and spoke rapidly. “He and this Wolf-

shiem bought up a lot of side-street drug-stores here
HE20f Ol o=
and in Chicago and sold grain alcohol over the coun-
22014 YRS U2 UREE)
ter. That’s one of his little stunts. I picked him for a
20f; 7|

boot-legger the first time I saw him, and I wasn’t far

EESHIES ﬂ{?ujm» g2 52 7 ot
wrong.

“What about it?” said Gatsby politely. “I guess your
friend Walter Chase wasn’t too proud to come in on
o (Ajg! Sof) 7Ic

“And you left him in the luircgl,g‘idgr‘l’téf‘ou? You let
him go to jail for a month c?‘\lgeji'uir;‘ i\?gwtj ersey. God!
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You ought to hear Walter on the subject of you.”

“He came to us dead broke. He was very glad to
= gt E gle, BIEEZ|l(=clean broke)
pick up some money, old sport.”
~S Y =ort

“Don’t you call me ‘old sport’!” cried Tom. Gatsby
said nothing. “Walter could have you up on the bet-

SUFXHOR HASS FobarH7|AsHH]
ting laws too, but Wolfshiem scared him into shutting
#e Fot

his mouth.”

That unfamiliar yet recognizable look was back

05| SHAKIDE 1 oIS o 4 U= B

again in Gatsby’s face.

“That drug-store business was just small change,”

[i==ge=d==
T, T

continued Tom slowly, “but you've got something on
now that Walter’s afraid to tell me about.”

I glanced at Daisy, who was staring terrified be-
Zmo| 22

tween Gatsby and her husband, and at Jordan, who

had begun to balance an invisible but absorbing object
S B =0l 2OIZ YXIRt 0ISS wiot={oiixel] 221
on the tip of her chin. Then I turned back to Gatsby-
5(o] wash 2

and was startled at his expression. He looked—and

this is sai&oiri}&;lﬁ%géﬁtmempt for tM}}ﬁe Eslll?‘le(}rslander of
his garden—as if ﬁg hva)(‘i “killed ;}ggﬁg Qig‘ﬂ(‘);'a moment
’E}(zemsie’i of his face could be described Hl Juist tlxlat fan-
tastic way. o

It passed, and he began to talk excitedly to Daisy,

denying everything, defending his name against
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accusations that had not been made. But with ev-
Ol LIQX]| 9f2 bt

ery word she was drawing further and further into

herself, so he gave that up, and only the dead dream
el B
fought on as the afternoon slipped away, trying to
9F 7t HH 7I2071= Sot

touch what was no longer tangible, struggling unha

ORE 4 Ol BALARIERL AEAPR
ppily, undespairingly, toward that lost voice across

HY5iRI= oo

the room.

The voice begged again to go.

(~3Xk) OHSICHto do)
“Please, Tom! I can’t stand this any more.”

Her frightened eyes told that whatever intentions,

ZHHO
e

whatever courage she had had, were definitely gone.

=dal, 25|

“You two start on home, Daisy.” said Tom. “In Mr
Gatsby’s car.”

She looked at Tom, alarmed now, but he insisted
o[ 0I5t 0w

with magnanimous scorn.
HORIxot Azie =ailn

“Go on. He won’t annoy you. I think he realizes

niEsict
that his presumptuous little flirtation is over.”
A AR ] ALA St 2R

They were gone, without a word, snapped out,

2 sln

made accidental, isolated, like ghosts, even from our

Zi2|stch D Al7ICH
pity.

=X Al
=SR]

After a moment Tom got up and began wrapping

ILESICE ZMICH

the unopened bottle of whiskey in the towel.
“Want any of this stuff? Jordan?...Nick?”

0] 22 ¥&7|

201



I didn’t answer.

“Nick?” He asked again.

“What?”

“What any?”

“No...... I just remembered that to-day’s my birth-

I was thirty. Before me stretched the portentous,
Mzt el 228t
menacing road of a new decade.

o|H=0|
HEHY

It was seven o’clock when we got into the coupé
with him and started for Long Island. Tom talked

i\chgsantﬂ,p exulting and laughing, but his voice was
;1‘; l‘“éeLn/ﬁtéTf‘;om Jordan and me as the foreign g}argor
on the sidewalk or the turAnEult of ‘Ehg helevate(iyxgv:er-
head. Human gmgathy has its lig{’tes: and we were
content to let aTlofﬁé‘ir tragic arguments fade with the

CHIARI 0f7)= B El =3

=S o

city lights behind. Thirty—the promise of a decade
TS 2014 10912 4 Z10[2K= of
of loneliness, a thinning list of single men to know, a

(HY) eoixle, E0Es

thinning brief-case of enthusiasm, thinning hair. But
there was Jordan beside me, who, unlike Daisy, was

too wise ever to carry well-forgotten dreams fromi%ge
to age. As we pés?&i over the dark bridge O}Ti:;‘H E\(f}ln
face fell la:zjly against my coat’s shoulder and the %55-
midable ;’cil‘z/ﬂe of thirty died away with the reassuring

HE Holets BI0HEe U2(52]]

disT
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pressure of her hand.

SHANZIS THBRIS 14e] 22

So we drove on toward death through the cooling

twilight.

The young E}rizfzk, Michaelis, who ran the coffee
joint beside E}ie ‘;;};ileaps was the principal witnjggs at
the %Igguqsfﬁg /ﬁleﬁ‘};ad slept through the heat until after
five:%\z;ﬁfnﬁl;e sgﬂk@ (/)X?{”tLO the garage, and found

George Wilson sick in his office—really sick, pale as

his own pale hair and shaking all over. Michaelis ad-

cmo .
=222 22 He

vised him to go to bed, but Wilson refused, saying that
he’d miss a lot of business if he did. While his neigh-

E
bor was trying to persuade him a violent racket broke

violent RISt A AS

out overhead.
“I've got my wife locked in up there,” explained

Wilson calmly. “She’s going to stay there till the day

=83); 6

after to-morrow, and then we’re going to move away.”

Michaelis was astonished; they had been neighbors
2] m2iA sick

for four years, and Wilson had never seemed faintly

capali)le ‘ofo‘such a s:[a"[ement. Generally he was one of
~atsE(rkElol 9l Tzl
t}llese{v}vérr}l-out men: when he wasn’t working, he sat
(WA o} 37l 27|28t
ona chgr il"l t(he d(;orway and E:tared at the people and
5| Z{CHRCH SA|5HC
the cars that passed along the ‘ré);d.% W‘h!n any one
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spoke to him he invariably laughed in an agreeable,
BiEel0], 1L Adstx(at 2200
colorless way. He was his wife’s man and not his own.
Ol £tz sisal= Lt

So naturally Michaelis tried to find out what had

XIAAEA, o] LOfLCt

o

happened, but Wilson wouldn’t say a word—instead

he began to throw curious, suspicious glances at his
SN0 ool =xa
visitor and ask him what he’d been doing at certain
ol & o ARbol
times on certain days. Just as the latter was getting

uneasy, some workmen came past the door bound for

(0}20]) =0teh, L=

his restaurant, and Michaelis took the opportunity to

get away, intending to come back later. But he didn’t.

ol [=HE5ICY, (-5tim) M2tsict

He supposed he forgot to, that’s all. When he came

outside again, a little after seven, he was reminded

-2 AU s

of the conversation because he heard Mrs Wilson’s

voice, loud and scolding, down-stairs in the garage.

2 2|2 LFak=[0fHRE]

“Beat me!” he heard her cry. “Throw me down and

beat me, you dirty little coward!”
Ceie; XIxEst
A moment later she rushed out into the dusk, wav-
LIt 2=, goio|
ing her hands and shouting—before he could move

from his door the business was over.
BVl
The “death car” as the newspapers called it, didn’t
=30 53}

stop; it came out of the gathering darkness, wavered

(HE) Halivk= esalct

tragically for a moment, and then disappeared around

the next bend. Michaelis wasn’t even sure of its col-

A2 L 250|(=conner)
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or—he told the first policeman that it was light green.
The other car, the one going toward New York, came

to rest a hundred yards beyond, and its driver hur-
GxIstct OF=(2f 0.9m)
ried back to where Myrtle Wilson, her life violently
=51
extinguished, knelt in the road and mingled her thick
=50] E & kneel P52 BChH2 1tH, HAZEM LES

dark blood with the dust.

dF:e L2t Hxjof FHHR!

a1

Michaelis and this man reached her first, but when

they had torn open her shirtwaist, still damp with
=212 A (=blouse) &7 Ha2 55t
perspiration, they saw that her left breast was swing-
%, WolET)
ing loose like a flap, and there was no need to listen
SO T01=) (B2)xi2t

for the heart beneath. The mouth was wide open

and ripped a little at the corners, as though she had

() BOfZI[EF I, 7H%] AT JpRt|
choked a little in giving up the tremendous vitality she
50| Sp3ICk ZALSICH At M

had stored so long.

We saw the three or four automobiles and the
crowd when we were still some distance away.

“Wreck!” said Tom. “That’s good. Wilson’ll have a
(5= SO XSA AT
little business at last.”
2|

He slowed down, but still without any intention

of stopping, until, as we came nearer, the hushed,

2gl0| UF
intent faces of the people at the garage door made
oha QU= U2

him automatically put on the brakes.

RSO, PoAEHEOR
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“We'll take a look,” he said doubtfully, “just a look.”
ojyme BHoR
I became aware not of a hollow, wailing sound
Baiopl 2Rzl Aa|
which issued incessantly from the garage, a sound
B0l

which as we got out of the coupéand walked toward

the door resolved itself into the words “Oh, my God!”

(G 2B El0l) ~O= BIACHEGICH
uttered over and over in a gasping moan.
£0| 5 3l S[EEyi2lE] N 4212 Ui

“There’s some bad trouble here,” said Tom excit-
edly.
He reached up on tiptoes and peered over a circle
USRS Yt RIAIS| 2t SAIBHCt

of heads into the garage, which was lit only by a yel-

low light in a swinging metal basket overhead. Then

e E=
he made a harsh sound in his throat, and with a vio-
A7, 2z (280) A0l Ha2ls LS| Yofats|n

lent thrusting movement of his powerful arms pushed
his way through.

The circle closed up again with a running murmur
o140l
of expostulation; it was a minute before I could see
27, Efol2s 2
anything at all. Then new arrivals deranged the line,
~g SEZ{ca|r}; 22A|7|C}

and Jordan and I were pushed suddenly inside.

Myrtle Wilson’s body, wrapped in a blanket, and
ge@ Mot A=
then in another blanket, as though she suffered from
Ataich: D8
a chill in the hot night, lay on a work-table by the wall,
W71, 8t |(E5) it

and Tom, with his back to us, was bending over it,

motionless. Next to him stood a motorcycle policeman

SE0IX[E] b=, 712te] U=

BT,
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taking down names with much sweat and correction
2 gro|[w) 2| @I

in a little book. At first I couldn’t find the source of

the high, groaning words that echoed clamorously

1S9l Aghe| ADZA, TS

through the bare garage—then I saw Wilson stand-
ot els, g dl

ing on the raised threshold of his office, swaying back

=017 BE[2X|Y] 2o, 22l
and forth and holding to the doorposts with both
Y= 27|15

hands. Some man was talking to him in a low voice

and attempting, from time to time, to lay a hand on
(E3] 2= ug) Alzsi)
his shoulder, but Wilson neither heard nor saw. His
Solx|z HolX|E Yt

eyes would drop slowly from the swinging light to the
laden table by the wall, and then jerk back to the light

N 2517 2olck
again, and he gave out incessantly his high, horrible
Aaxoz &2 2yo= Bujs

call:

“Oh, my Ga-od! Oh, my Ga-od! Oh, my Ga-od! Oh,
my Ga-od!”

Presently Tom lifted his head with a jerk and, after

O|LH, &2, Hetzk=soon)

=0

staring around the garage with glazed eyes, addressed
G
a mumbled incoherent remark to the policeman.

SL7ElE, =2X 2ol gl AT SIX| s

“M-a-v—"the policeman was saying, “-o—"

“No, r—" corrected the man, “M-a-v-r-o—"

“Listen to me!” muttered Tom fiercely.
%215, Al

“r—” said the policeman, “o—"
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“g—” He looked up as Tom’s broad hand fell
sharply on his shoulder. “What you want, fella?”

;jM“w}‘i;[a}{;al)pened?—that’s what I want to know.”

“Auto hit her. £ns;[antly killed.”

“Instantly kill;(/li\’;u;ze’zpeated Tom, staring.

“She ran out iHr‘loa 1;oad. Son-of-a-bitch didn’t even
stopus car.” B
(LZ2F) stop his

“There was two cars,” said Michaelis, “one comin’,
one goin’, see?”

“Going where?” asked the policeman Eegnly.

“One goin’ each way. Well, she”—h:i:tﬁﬂand rose

tow;;iloﬁl; gi)gl;;life%‘;i’)ut stopped half way and fell to
his side—"she ran out there an’ the one comin’ from
N’York lfng(glf Eight iﬂI}(}O her, goin’ thirty of forty mllo?s ﬁ
. hour."’js HpioE So| wolrh 02J(%t 1.6km)

“What’s the name of this place here?” demanded
the officer.

“Hasn’t got any name.”

A pale well-dressed negro stepped near.

Y=o Yusirjot & x2S 2b910] Thtict

“It was a yellow 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.”
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“Come here and let’s have your name. Look out
now. I want to get his name.”

Some words of this conversation must have
st 33
reached Wilson, swaying in the office door, for sud-
(%%, 322 HH5) 25| ES0

denly a new theme found voice among his gasping
7o) EEof2IE AR M22 FHIAAI0| E3 Ligic)

cries:

“You don’t have to tell me what kind of car it was! I
know what kind of car it was!”

Watching Tom, I saw the wad of muscle back of his

29| o7l 5| 28 (hsth) 2|

shoulder tighten under his coat. He walked quickly
over to Wilson and, standing in front of him seized

him, firmly by the upper arms.

Anspil T ym TET
“You've got to pull yourself together,” he said with
BNIS Sot= Aelct AEAP|

soothing gruffness.
B M SN ] 225D

Wilson’s eyes fell upon Tom; he started up on his
‘Htjgzoes and then would have gollapused to his knees
}Elzdinot Tom held him upright. B

“Listen,” said Tom, shaking him a little. “I just got
here a Elliguts ago, from New York. I was bringing you
that coa;)é,vwvz’;’og been talking 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
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what he said, but the policeman caught something in

the tone and looked over with truculent eyes.
YOS, 01 ~2 FO{[LH) 2ot FUSCEHHEERI HEst BEs

“What’s all that?” he demanded.
“I'm a friend of his.” Tom turned his head but kept

his hands firm on Wilson’s body. “He says he knows

cicks| 27

the car that did it....It was a yellow car.”

Some dim impulse moved the policeman to look

B33 ofgizst

suspiciously at Tom.

oAzl Zo|, o5 Ex2l2

“And what color’s your car?”

z 9

“It’s a blue car, a coupé.
“We’ve come straight from New York,” I said.
Some one who had been driving a little behind us

confirmed this, and the policeman turned away.
(S5] B2 S0f) MUYUS HoZCHERIs) F0H

“Now, if you’ll let me have that name again

correct—"

St=, gl v, Ydoitt

Picking up Wilson like a doll, Tom carried him into

the office, set him down in a chair, and came back.
ofxjof 3|t

“If somebody’ll come here and sit with him,” he

snapped authoritatively. He watched while the two

ot S2{X A8 A] LotcHat~] HeEez F¥xz

men standing closest glanced at each other and went

unwillingly into the room. Then Tom shut the door

ORRIR3, 2S0]

on them and came down the single step, his eyes
Bt cioz 57

avoiding the table. As he passed close to me he whis-
TJ5121, 2ITHeiA
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pered: “Let’s get out.”

Self-consciously, with his authoritative arms break-
ol =2 oJABIBIN, 19 & To| YRUHOR S EIFE (f2
ing the way, we pushed through the still gathering
FEES=CHIS
crowd, passing a hurried doctor, case in hand, who
Y77}
had been sent for in wild hope half an hour ago.
SAILE Bt B0lA

Tom drove slowly until we were beyond the

bend—then his foot came down hard, and the cou-

TEE X 2&0l(=conner) 7HESHES SR (LH2)SRACH

péraced along through the night. In a little while I

heard a low husky sob, and saw that the tears were

- LAl =5 5
S =427 RE S

overflowing down his face.

“The God damned coward!” he whimpered. “He

sl 2t

didn’t even stop his car.”

The Buchanan’s house floated suddenly toward us

through the dark rustling trees. Tom stopped beside

RAX|E[HAHIA] 2217} s

the porch and looked up at the second floor, where

two windows bloomed with light among the vines.

(Z0]) mick: Yict (2ol

“Daisy’s home,” he said. As we got out of the car he

glanced at me and frowned slightly.

=A{eR)S ok Ha2l A
“I ought to have dropped you in West Egg, Nick.
There’s nothing we can do to-night.”
A change had come over him, and he spoke
~2 GAICH ABBICH (EH0| Y20)LiEfLct
gravely, and with decision. As we walked across the

P3|, TSTH 2= U
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moonlight gravel to the porch he disposed of the situ-
) ~2 MMl
ation in a few brisk phrases.
Wt (2 50)) PSS
“I'll telephone for a taxi to take you home, and

Halz 4N 2

while you're waiting you and Jordan better go in the
kitchen and have them get you some supper—if you
want any.” He opened the door. “Come in.”

“No, thanks. But I'd be glad if you’d order me the

taxi. I'll wait outside.”
stollA 7Ick2lc

Jordan put her hand on my arm.
“Won’t you come in, Nick?”
“No, thanks.”

I was feeling a little sick and I wanted to be alone.

(~ol) E3 % 22, tATSwin~]

But Jordan lingered for a moment more.
(HLET] R5tm) TE742Ic YMo|ct

“It’s only half-past nine,” she said.
I'd be damned if I'd go in; I'd had enough of all of
them for one day, and suddenly that included Jor-

walstct

dan too. She must have seen something of this in my

expression, for she turned abruptly away and ran up

7Y B S5l L]

the porch steps into the house. I sat down for a few

minutes with my head in my hands, until I heard the

o2l 2t 3o

phone taken up inside and the butler’s voice calling a

taxi. Then I walked slowly down the drive away from

(K{EN L) R

the house, intending to wait by the gate.

o= [xpJatct, (-3t m) 4243(
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I hadn’t gone twenty yards when I heard my name
and Gatsby stepped from between two bushes into the

e B2
path. I must have felt pretty weird by that time, be-
R EXIRERL; (Y, AR TNOER S
cause I could think of nothing except the luminosity

U, LBH)

of his pink suit under the moon.
“What are you doing?” I inquired.
“Just standing here, old sport.”

Somehow, that seemed a despicable occupation.
Ofx, O Bl OpBIBt ARl (BRL Q) &, 2R
For all I knew he was going to rob the house in a mo-
Sojats
ment; I wouldn’t have been surprised to see sinister
Aot
faces, the faces of “Wolfshiem’s people,” behind him
oHH2|
in the dark shrubbery.

2@

“Did you see any trouble on the road?” he asked

b Al

after a minute.

“Yes.”

He hesitated.

ZAfIC, Ato|ct

“Was she killed?”

“Yes.”

“I thought so; I told Daisy I thought so. It’s better
that the shock should all come at once. She stood it

B2 sl Wt ~g 24 Wk

pretty well.”

He spoke as if Daisy’s reaction was the only thing

HIS HIEIR
A, BIAE

that mattered.

SQsitt 2HEc
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“I got to West Egg by a side road,” he went on, “and

e=pd|
ne

left the car in my garage. I don’t think anybody saw
us, but of course I can’t be sure.”

I disliked him so much by this time that I didn’t
~2 Alof3ict, Beo| SCt
find it necessary to tell him he was wrong.
s WHES| 2just

“Who was the woman?” he inquired.
“Her name was Wilson. Her husband owns the ga-

rage. How the devil did it happen?”
SOhR| ofmctt
“Well, I tried to swing the wheel—" He broke off,
(Rg 29l50) ~2 W2 salt
and suddenly I guessed at the truth.
a7iEoR AR RN XSl

“Was Daisy driving?”
“Yes,” he said after a moment, “but of course I'll
say I was. You see, when we left New York she was

very nervous and she thought it would steady her
E=aIGIE ~2 7|t A

to drive—and this woman rushed out at us just as

A5l sich

we were passing a car coming the other way. It all

CI2(picy] Bl 2=
happened in a minute, but it seemed to me that she
3t 221of
wanted to speak to us, thought we were somebody she
2147} op= Af

knew. Well, first Daisy turned away from the woman
toward the other car, and then she Los;[ Ller nerve and
turned back. The second my hand re;‘czhed’ t/Hhie Hvt}igel I
felt the shock—it must have killed her instantly.”

“It ripped her open—"

~& B o} e, Zolsict
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“Don’t tell me, old sport,” He }Hmnc?d “Anyhow-
Daisy st/epg:d on ét.O‘IO ‘trie(Ai to legakzﬁﬁefsjcgp, but she
couldriﬁz,L“s;g ;?;ﬂl::dM /E)Lr’it}%l::e;r;grg‘e}nucy brake. Then
she fell over into my lap and I drovﬂe‘ (2)5?1\0\;4\%@-\, o

“She’ll be all right to-morrow,” he said presently.
OLff, Z(=soon)

“I'm just going to wait here and see if he tries to

bother her about that unpleasantness this afternoon.
S35t
She’s locked herself into her room, and if he tries
(g2 4, =49 Soll] 7H5CHin, into~]
any brutality she’s going to turn the light out and on
OF4-(BFIAE); TIOI/ZHE (249)

again.”

“He won’t touch her,” I said. “He’s not thinking
AM245¢x 94t OHs0l=
about her.”
et

“I don’t trust him, old sport.”

“How long are you going to wait?”

“All night, if necessary. Anyhow, till they all go to
bed.” o

A new point of view occurred to me. Suppose Tom
UEL 2AofLic}, sttt
found out that Daisy had been driving. He might
22A51CY, YofLiTH
think he saw a connection in it—he might think any-
2, R

thing. I looked at the house; there were two or three

bright windows down-stairs and the pink glow from

£90| sl HIxl= (B2 WX n

Daisy’s room on the second floor.

Eh=) 29 HE(BHY

“You wait here,” I said. “T’ll see if there’s any sign
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of a commotion.”

- sl o e
(Z3(R), o= 52) 22t 2Y, 28 48

I walked back along the border of the lawn,

traversed the gravel softly, and tiptoed up the veranda

HEEE Zt=X|2n, st goiict dZoz Mooy

steps. The drawing-room curtains were open, and

I saw that the room was Ezmpto}‘f; Crossing the porch
where we had (}}in?dk’l[}}atLJHlfngLnight three months
before, I came (tﬁoA;;r/:lZfl}[%eg‘}[ilngle of light which I
guessed was the BEIIultI'y A\An{lg;\/ioTPe blind was Qrawn;
but I found a Ijﬂ:azitﬁgé ;3:1‘1* - .

Daisy and‘/:’Id‘L;r’nE v?zefg sittirklgﬁoop})poo‘site each other
at the kitchen table, with f};ﬂ?’é}?&fd fried chicken
between them, and two bot(ti(;; h()Hf/\aloe.\}JIH(i was talking
igtﬁoﬂltly‘icEgs‘s the table at her, angijlli}iLsTH(efarnestness

his hand had fallen upon and covered her own. Once

in a while she looked up at him and nodded in agree-

ool ez

ment. They weren’t happy, and neither of them had
touched the chicken or the ale—and yet they weren’t

mE=uin]
unhappy either. There was an unmistakable air of
S2U[sHof] 01X17} YU, Y BHclear)
natural intimacy about the picture, and anybody
NPT SR
would have said that they were conspiring together.
(1t &7l) S2E F0ol=[together,/with~
As I tiptoed from the porch I heard my taxi feeling
(~OllM) HESZ AN Lt2CHfrom~] (Z8) dse
its way along the dark road toward the house. Gatsby
of 7ict
was waiting where I had left him in the drive.
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“Is it all quiet up there?” he asked anxiously.

xgst A

“Yes, it’s all quiet.” I hesitated. “You’d better come

ZR{IC, adolcy
home and get some sleep.”
He shook his head.
“I want to wait here till Daisy goes to bed. Good
night, old sport.”
He put his hands in his coat pockets and turned

back eagerly to his scrutiny of the house, as though

Y[ EYotro, 7+E3] AAE0| YOk Y|, HUSH RAS

=1=

my presence marred the sacredness of the vigil. So I

MBS YRECh ANHlsIc =of, ga

walked away and left him standing there in the moon-

light—watching over nothing.

oA O QldLt 2 [ =} Sy
F£ L0l Lol 2| gl= TS AAAEE
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CHAPTER VIII

ol 42 Llssich

Icouldn’t sleep all night; a fog-horn was groaning
incessantly on the Sound, and I tossed half-sick

22 FIFoIkr ixt Aej2
between grotesque reality and savage, frightening
7|aleh S Zolstn 2N =

dreams. Toward dawn I heard a taxi go upl Guatsby’s

drive, and immediately I jumped out of bed and be-
=), 2612 =lof Qojict

gan to dress—I felt that I had something to tell him,

something to warn him about, and morning would be
~of thsH Zmsict
too late.

Crossing his lawn, I saw that his front door was
still open and he was leaning against a table in the

hall, heavy with dejection or sleep.
e 291X S 22X 719 2oj=
“Nothing happened,” he said wanly. “I waited, and
st 2lglo]

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
ML 2, 7{ctet
as it did that night when we hunted through the great
(2242) 3ot slojct

rooms for cigarettes. We pushed aside curtains that

were like pavilions, and felt over innumerable feet of
(RALS S0 71 520 the 212 lor 4 St Zo|ol
dark wall for electric light switches—once I tumbled
22| Hofxict
with a sort of splash upon the keys of a ghostly piano.
(22 57| ) =y sl 2212 U (Rarzo)) Bojet

There was an inexplicable amount of dust everywhere,

Ag[olsh]E » gl= =7fslet
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and the rooms were musty, as though they hadn’t

DT L AASS, Ziest
been aired for many days. I found the humidor on an

(R 52 v2) Z7[BrA0) Mk, 2tk 871417 Ictout S X ARt
unfamiliar table, with two stale, dry cigarettes inside.
Atstx| g2 o
Throwing open the French windows of the drawing-
~2 3 HofH5ln
room, we sat smoking out into the darkness.
LH—H O_{/‘E ‘HHHL

“You ought to go away,” I said. “It’s pretty certain

24a) Jict, it
they’ll trace your car.”
~o| (RIRERS CiSTh 2EEIC

“Go away now, old sport?”
“Go to Atlantic City for a week, or up to Montreal.”

He wouldn’t consider it. He couldn’t possibly leave
~n[nasict ote2| sz [=X5], xtoh ~& 4 ict

Daisy until he knew what she was going to do. He

was clutching at some last hope and I couldn’t bear to
(~8) A7ICHa] =H5| 18 B0l A2 &
shake him free.

A g 4 A

It was this night that he told me the strange story
of his youth with Dan Cody—told it to me because
“Jay Gatsby” had broken up like glass agalnst Tom’s

HEAHACH ~0f 225
hard malice, and the long secret extravaganza was
oof; Ho|, XA stafet A3, 2242]

played out. I think that he would have acknowledged

GEREE- ~ (AR) Aot
anything now, without reserve, but he wanted to talk
cf: Stk BAIS Eolct g252R0]

about Daisy.

She was the first “nice” girl he had ever known. In

ozl
various unrevealed capacities he had come in con-
SIRIK[ZR e %S 521, 142
tact with such people, but always with indiscernible

QIXIE 4 = THA|(7F
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barbed wire between. He found her excitingly desir-

@) 2xy S5 o] Q=

able. He went to her house, at first with other officers

from Camp Taylor, then alone. It amazed him—he
Bzl 7|X| (20FolM X817t B2 7IX)

had never been in such a beautiful house before. But

what gave it an air of breathless intensity, was that
& 28 Yo Y
Daisy lived there—it was as casual a thing to her as his

AAY G ALl KjeiAR2

tent out at camp was to him. There was a ripe mystery

o ofas
2oz, f=dt

about it, a hint of bedrooms up-stairs more beauti-

ful and cool than other bedrooms, of gay and radiant

Safstn =2l

activities taking place through its corridors, and of ro-

mances that were not musty and laid away already in
g s w2 2EziEE
lavender but fresh and breathing and redolent of this
&S M MER s 37 Us
year’s shining motor-cars and of dances whose flow-
SL0| BAE BUE XISA
ers were scarcely withered. It excited him, too, that

A=, LhbhXl

many men had already loved Daisy—it increased her
value in his eyes. He felt their presence all about the

house, pervading the air with the shades and echoes
~oll Ani[Bjo{|=

of still vibrant emotions.

Oi15| 2k TRl 2

But he knew that he was in Daisy’s house by a

Py, 53

colossal accident. However glorious might be his
M Q05 otRa| ~YUx|et=
future as Jay Gatsby, he was at present a penniless

1= St I o=
a1 = = ot & gl=

young man without a past, and at any moment the
(b2 ol o= e eRolate

invisible cloak of his uniform might slip from his

Sotoz HolX| o= Y& gy, 20z A1
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shoulders. So he made the most of his time. He took
ZO{EI AIZHS ZITHet 0l3iT

what he could get, ravenously and unscrupulously-
AzERIAZA HIARO= a2 §0

eventually he took Daisy one still October night, took

g3t
her because he had no real right to touch her hand.
xhget pal[x2d)
He might have despised himself, for he had cer-
Z(HAlsict
tainly taken her under false pretenses. I don’t mean
A BU%; Ap| 28]

that he had traded on his phantom millions, but he

Sey/aiil 22 (Xl o] Aot 2y

had deliberately given Daisy a sense of security; he let

(MAD&TBI0L; ol AglHo=

her believe that he was a person from much the same

strata as herself—that he was fully able to take care of
(& XI5, AB)C| 248 ]
her. As a matter of fact, he had no such facilities—he
|, A 53
had no comfortable family standing behind him, and
ort (4200)) 25t 2Z5! ~2 SR

2

he was liable at the whim of an impersonal govern-

BE|, SES 4 A[UAE] 42
ment to be blown anywhere about the world.
But he didn’t despise himself and it didn’t turn out
ZAJsict

as he had imagined. He had intended, probably, to
take what he could and go—but now he found that he

27} 2§12 4 QU= H0 AxI5HD HLHRIC
had committed himself to the following of a grail. He
(~of) HErECH o] () A

knew that Daisy was extraordinary, but he didn’t real-

FE 20| 20 = A 4¥9 2H FE

ize just how extraordinary a “nice” girl could be. She

vanished into her rich house, into her rich, full life,

HO=lT RS AF
v‘rroh—‘ S*i‘ El

leaving Gatsby—nothing. He felt married to her, that

was all.
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When they met again, two days later, it was Gatsby

who was breathless, who was, somehow, betrayed.
£0| ot5l=, gest i AI=t5t
Her porch was bright with the bought luxury of star-

gL ey NE| AL By

=, =2

shine; the wicker of the settee squeaked fashionably

TIHER OL= 71 o} |24 42| Ct F| N, SHX|A|

as she turned toward him and he kissed her curlous
and lovely mouth. She had caught a cold, and 1t made
her voice huskier and more charming than ever, and

Gatsby was qvetwheltningly aware of the youth and
AEHOR: s
mystery that wealth(in‘lprisons and preserves, of the
~2 E25ith (HIR) IS0 ~2 BESI
freshness of many clothes, 2:1;d t)f 6afsy, gleartrHlitlig like
St $mo|
silver, sete anc‘lrproud above the hczt} sttuggleﬁ e_g the
ottt 73! IHcteh MRS Ol HEt s

poor.

“I can’t describe to you how surprised I was to find
~2 (22X}, Y2) RAksiC]

out I loved her, old sport. I even hoped for a while

that she’d throw me over, but she didn’t, because she
Lt2 w2ict, =[5l

was in love with me too. She thought I knew a lot

because I knew different things from her...... Well,
EIEp NI
there I was, way off my ambitions, getting deeper in
~Oll] 15| HOIZIOFY, Ok, m&

love every minute, and all of a sudden I didn’t care.
AS M

What was the use of doing great things if I could have

~ Bt Al P2 AB0| AN

a better time telling her what I was going to do?”

Yoz gy

On the last afternoon before he went abroad, he sat
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with Daisy in his arms for a long, silent time. It was

a cold fall day, with fire in the room and her cheeks

st g o
ﬂushed Now and then she moved and he changed
/\-; \ HH}?}»]‘ O’EEE ~ 0| g‘;\‘% HH)[}
hlS arm a little, and once he kissed her dark shining
87| U #e oelz

hair. The afternoon had made them tranquil for a

Q5 WSt

, o= ef

while, as if to give them a deep memory fqﬁrﬁthg }?ng
pgrtlng the next day promised. They hadﬂle‘VZr b(‘egr:
21;);(; H1n their month of love, nor communicated mc:fe
gl‘j(;‘foundly one with another, than when she brushed

Z10|(deeply); XA Z(heartily) &XIS 5ict;

silent lips agalnst his coat’s shoulder or when he
~g AX|CHagainst
touched the end of her fingers, gently, as though she

r:iLEﬁj‘

were asleep.

He did extraordinarily well in the war. He was a

captain befg?: :})1; went to the front, and following the
E’HXTr‘gonne battles he got his majorlty and tlgf: cognxmagd
of ’Z[‘he divisional machine- gifns. After the} aillilgtléHéEHhé
t‘rled frantically to get home, but some cf)rdrlplication

0J2l 20| XS}

=Ha2

or misunderstanding sent him to Oxford instead. He
QOH

was worried now—there was a quality of nervous de-
Alzgaimol =y

spair in Daisy’s letters. She didn’t see why he couldn’t

come. She was feeling the pressure of the world out-

side, and she wanted to see him and feel his presence
27k 21 Hofl 0177
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beside her and be reassured that she was doing the

(F23) QHAZ[EE THERIAIZICH

right thing after all.

For Daisy was young and her artificial world was

Q1QIBIxol
redolent of orchids and pleasant, cheerful snobbery
~O ML L HE Sast SR 2234 290
and orchestras which set the rhythm of the year,

1 8ljo) 2lEe M3

5= LT

summing up the sadness and suggestiveness of life

~2 205k, YN HoIFE AMRIAIZ, St

in new tunes. All night the saxophones wailed the

M2 2x2 SR, s3sitt
hopeless comment of the “Beale Street Blues” while a
HBIRO| ThA} W, C. #HCI7} 1919510) 2ESt =

hundred pairs of golden and silver slippers shuffled

g Zof 2t

the shining dust. At the gray tea hour there were al-
OIS E 22 & 0kl Alzioled

ways rooms that throbbed incessantly with this low,

(~ 2, i20f) T=X|CHoeat), F2H2ICHwith~]

sweet fever, while fresh faces drifted here and there

LX[2fst EEet g Mz2 €25

like rose petals blown by the sad horns around the
~ofl (@)1Z2k=lby~] Hol2Y FSE Lpzag)

floor.

Through this twilight universe Daisy began to
EE[]0] MA=AZA]
move again with the season; suddenly she was again
~ofl ELSCHirrough~]  HIZES 2H0F, THE7} BtEPH| HOJXIE A7 IS 2ot

keeping half a dozen dates a day with half a dozen

men, and drowsing asleep at dawn with the beads
ol ZokEoIxl= 5
and chiffon of an evening dress tangled among dying
20| BIF| Y2 F2; ABOR BIE 0|4 YIS, F20T ASots
orchids on the floor beside her bed. And all the time
i IRl SOt Ui
something within her was crying for a decision. She

~aliget Ar|Rl=7HshE]

wanted her life shaped now, immediately—and the

SRR L 23T, TS e =

decision must be made by some force—of love, of
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money, of unquestionable practicality—that was close

oleh bt Gl et AH[AE, A A

at hand.

That force took shape in the middle of spring with
D0 FEH7H] RROHCH TRISEIRC
the arrival of Tom Buchanan. There was a wholesome
O} Hol=
bulkiness about his person and his position, and Daisy
SU[YRP} S 2AY N iz QIRIxI]
was flattered. Doubtless there was a certain struggle
OLES we; LB S
and a certain relief. The letter reached Gatsby while
oryotETrl, 7|2 T

he was still at Oxford.

It was dawn now on Long Island and we went
aboHt opening the rest of the windows down—sf:i;;uj
ﬁiﬁ‘r;guthe house with %E@;—tqmjmg’ §8L(1:-tqrning light.
The shadow of a tree fexlfgﬁ;gpt‘[ly across H%tﬂgtdgw and
§1}o§tlyj21‘rds‘ge§?zl to sing among the blueo‘Teaves.

There was a slow, pleasant movement in the air,

scarcely a wind, promising a cool, lovely day.

HIZ0] A2l =X &= ~g ot&[o]n]otHAM

“I don’t think she ever loved him.” Gatsby turned

around from a window and looked at me challen

SIEEEES

gingly. “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
#xct
some kind of cheap sharper. And the result was she
M Af7 |2
hardly knew what she was saying.”
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He sat down gloomily.
HELE
“Of course she might have loved him just for a m
OFF ZZHSO!
inute, when they were first married—and loved me
NE

more even then, do you see?”

Suddenly he came out with a curious remark.

2 (L5I9l0) XIZRC 24 Pt

“In any case,” he said, “it was just personal.”

What could you make of that, except to suspect

~o2 TEtsict
some intensity in his conception of the affair that
y2g R ERER R

couldn’t be measured?
He came back from France when Tom and Daisy

were still on their wedding trip, and made a miserable
NEol HI ISRt Of%
but irresistible journey to Louisville on the last of his

N Fohol @ oxiet =23

army pay. He stayed there a week, walking the streets

where their footsteps had clicked together through

E2HEZE A2 LT ~&S0 LILH[=]

the November night and revisiting the out-of-the-

~2 TN YRS o

way places to which they had driven in her white car.

Just as Daisy’s house had always seemed to him more

~OA (~AE) GZECt, 20l

mysterious and gay than other houses, so his idea of

the city itself, even though she was gone from it, was
e

pervaded with a melancholy beauty.
J1S A0 UL (o) MOISIE 2B Bl

He left feeling that if he had searched harder, he
might have found her—that he was leaving her be-

hind. The day-coach—he was penniless now—was hot.

S 2 ot B 2Rt ol vigEalol
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He went out to the open vestibule and sat down on a
(2 712, 7o) BiE 7|4 (Hxfo) iz E2

folding-chair, and the station slid away and the backs
Eol4] ozt 0|mE{XIE At Zict R

of unfamiliar buildings moved by. Then out into the

XLt ZtCH=moved past)
spring fields, where a yellow trolley raced them for a
LG AI7H] Rt
minute with people in it who might once have seen

the pale magic of her face along the casual street.

ote|StAI2t oke 22/01F e a4l d= HElE A|Litt 2|

The track curved and now it was going away from

the sun, which, as it sank lower, seemed to spread

QENS]2 H o242 Jtat oot T RRAER
itself in benediction over the vanishing city where
Yig welrl  £23 Ul Ao 7

she had drawn her breath. He stretched out his hand

= ﬁnHw A ES 5\ { Hi r), Oroi LHﬂW

25 (& S=

desperately as if to snatch only a wisp of air, to save a
oMol gHozZ; TAE oz UOL F=2 ] RHCY ot 23 /= (8719)) o}
fragment of the spot that she had made lovely for him.

B, A2t2 Dot st (SHEh A, 2

S

But it was all going by too fast now for his blurred
s34zl
eyes and he knew that he had lost that part of it, the
=T
freshest and the best, forever.

It was nine o’clock when we finished breakfast and

went out on the porch. The night had made a i}/garp
difference in the weather and there was an aggli;ljﬂo
flavor in the air. The §§rdener, the last one of éeglt;f); ;‘
former servants, camztj[g t}gemf’oo"\c of the steps.

“I'm going to dga&){r}ﬁ’g&%w;;al to-day, Mr Gatsby.

Leaves’ll start falling pretty soon, and then there’s al-
ways trouble with the pipes.”

b2t
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“Don’t do it to-day,” Gatsby answered. He turned

to me apologetically. “You know, old sport, I've never
ATksH=0]
used that pool all summer?”

I'looked at my watch and stood up.
“Twelve minutes to my train.”

I didn’t want to go to the city. I wasn’t worth a

ot
ull

decent stroke of work, but it was more than that—I

HlEr SEsM & B1et Hiol2 © Y

didn’t want to leave Gatsby. I missed that train, and

(IxtE) sxid

then another, before I could get mysglf away.

“T'll call you up,” I said ﬁnallyL.H B

“Do, old sport.”

“I’ll call you about noon.”

We walked slowly down the steps.

“I suppose Daisy’ll call too.” He looked at me anx-
iously, as if he hoped I'd corroboratev this.

“I suppose so0.” o

“Well, good-by.”

We shook hands and I started away. Just before
I reached the hedge I remembered something and

IL}EOE Lc\] N—

turned around.

2Ef2]

“They’re a rotten crowd,” I shouted across the
MOJHER] THH 2| S

lawn. “You’re worth the whole damn bunch put

WojzS SS[mHaIS] FH ase

together.”

25 g2
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I've always been glad I said that. It was the only

compliment I ever gave him, because I disapproved of

T AL Ve oAl gt R0t

vl

him from beginning to end. First he nodded politely,
aff stcHof~]
and then his face broke into that radiant and under-
R| ~BP7| NARICH Bl B2 UQUCH= S0| 0AKIS
standing smile, as if we’d been in ecstatic cahoots on
ol SHj[s1E4]0] o]

that fact all the time, His gorgeous pink rag of a suit

21 %l(=nice) ope xf2)
made a bright spot of color against the white steps,
ge gz =

and I thought of the night when I first came to his

ancestral home, three months before. The lawn and

AMNE] 2 2ok, Dot

drive had been crowded with the faces of those who

(KEH LK) Rt

guessed at his corruption—and he had stood on those
STj(391)

steps, concealing his incorruptible dream, as he waved

SlSIR|[MX]] 42

them good-by.
I thanked him for his hospitality. We were always

2tth, e

thanking him for that—I and the others.
“Good-by,” I called. “I enjoyed breakfast, Gatsby.”
Q|X|CH=shout)
Up in the city, I tried for a while to list the
quotations on an interminable amount of stock, then

GAYANIE Z[st] gt

I fell asleep in my swivel-chair. Just before noon the
&|xtolxt

phone woke me, and I started up with sweat breaking

out on my forehead. It was Jordan Baker; she often

called me up at this hour because the uncertainty of

HSIAILA
=2y
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her own movements between hotels and clubs and

71 i), @

private houses made her hard to find in any other

way. Usually her voice came over the wire as some-
25 o=, Baols
thing fresh and cool, as if a divot from a green golf-
AMBIT AR 0l CISE(ET of Bmajof os £ R A2

links had come sailing in at the office window, but this

morning it seemed harsh and dry.
FHA SR 012
“I've left Daisy’s house,” she said. “I'm at Hemp-
2014 48

stead, and I'm going down to Southampton this after-
km EOIX! S0l L 0tS Souc X 20 9= 012 F2
noon.”
S950] M 2, F20IA OF 160km 742

Probably it had been tactful to leave Daisy’s house,

TRl A=, =RI/FAlHE

but the act annoyed me, and her next remark made

~2 AIINARBSUALSIC TiEslc

me rigid.

S wst ZRE

“You weren’t so nice to me last night.”

“How could it have mattered then?”

27t =ik, ZR31CHL S8t BT U

Silence for a moment. Then:

“However—I want to see you.”

“I want to see you, t00.”

“Suppose I don’t go to Southampton, and come
into town this afternoon?”

“No—I don’t think this afternoon.”

“Very well.”

“It’s impossible this afternoon. Various—"

o2 7t (01%2)

We talked like that for a while, and then abruptly

12 Aoz
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we weren’t talking any longer. I don’t know which

of us hung up with a sharp click, but I know I didn’t

2L w2t Aziot 8l TS BT

care. I couldn’t have talked to her across a tea-table

that day if I never talked to her again in this world. I
74 ~olat Bxjatz
called Gatsby’s house a few minutes later, but the line
S350

was busy. I tried four times; finally an exasperated

Sf7}p Lt
central told me the wire was being kept open for long
Tat meed Oher=iol) F7{a) HelE Tictels 5

distance from Detroit. Taking out my time-table, I
7| XINZHHE ALY

drew a small circle around the three-fifty train. Then I

leaned back in my chair and tried to think. It was just

oixjofl Zi50] 7|ciof

noomn.

When I passed the ashheaps on the train that
3 Bciolxiel A=)
morning I had crossed deliberately to the other side of
Auict 7t2x|2ct YR no|oz|xoz
the car. I supposed there’d be a curious crowd around

there all day with little boys searching for dark spots

in the dust, and some garrulous man telling over and
ACrARS, & X|Z0j=

over what had happened, until it became less and less

Ha 9 S| =lof

real even to him and he could tell it no longer, and

Myrtle Wilson’s tragic achievement was forgotten.
OIS HFF X, BH; A
Now I want to go back a little and tell what happened
Tt Sz Sopi)

at the garage after we left there the night before.
They had difficulty in locating the sister, Cath-

| ATHE mOl5te
erine. She must have broken her rule against drinking

=2 0P H=teE

[y
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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
THol ATt YAE o Molel x|e]  MS3ic
her of this, she immediately fainted, as if that was the
=
intolerable part of the affair. Some one, kind or curi-

AY[FE] & Sl=(=unbearable)

ous, took her in his car and drove her in the wake of
b7} X|LHZE X
her sister’s body.
L (EX|7)) K|LpZE K=
Until long after midnight a changing crowd lapped
BIIZ0] BN KIct AR HHRIS: M2 AR
up against the front of the garage, while George Wil-
~2 5101, tHZO= Btof
son rocked himself back and forth on the couch in-

1 RHIZ B 2S0i0D UcH

s 2=

side. For a while the door of the office was open, and

every one who came into the garage glanced irresist-
Enwn E=EY

ibly through it. Finally some one said it was a shame,
2314

and closed the door. Michaelis and several other
men were with him; first, four or five men, later two

or three men. Still later Michaelis had to ask the last

= of AlZI0] S0fx|xt Oxjat

stranger to wait there fifteen minutes longer, while

he went back to his own place and made a pot of cof-
1zl 74| 8t %Rt

fee. After that, he stayed there alone with Wilson until
dawn.

About three o’clock the quality of Wilson’s incoher-

FME

ent muttering changed—he grew quieter and began to

]

talk about the yellow car. He announced that he had
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a way of finding out whom the yellow car belonged to,

~0fl 43t ~9| £591
and then he blurted out that a couple of months ago
243 Uit
his wife had come from the city with her face bruised
Yol £
and her nose swollen.
B0j02
But when he heard himself say this, he flinched
| Qo2 (RIF) 0] U2 FHCf FE(=6tc
and began to cry “Oh, my God!” again in his groaning
(BB) IS 4ol BAI0R
voice. Michaelis made a clumsy attempt to distract
NE2 kS g et

him.
“How long have you been married, George? Come

on there, try and sit still a minute and answer my

71ats| Z7F =0t

od s

question. How long have you been married?”

“Twelve years.”

“Ever had any children? Come on, George, sit
still—TI asked you a question. Did you ever have any
children?”

The HﬁFq}Pfgm beetles kept thu:deEi‘pg against
the dull_h;:hdt: éil?ld‘jvhenever Miclﬁe?is' ﬁggrd a car
go te‘a;‘rglrrfg6 zﬂong the road outside it sounded to him
ﬁﬁztt[he car that hadn’t stopped a fevxxf hours before.
He didn’t like to go into the garagz,/\feé[guse the Xvo(?rk
bench was StfliIAled where the body had been lyinéj [go
he moved giigirf}igﬂabl?j around the office—he knew

every object in it before morning—and from time to
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time sat down beside Wilson trying to keep him more

quiet.

J125| U=, SEHOIX] =

“Have you got a church you go to sometimes,

George? Maybe even if you haven’t been there for a

(HIZ) - LX|2te, (EAD 02t &X[2t=

long time? Maybe I could call up the church and get a

~ol7 Hats e

priest to come over and he could talk to you, see?”
SRR, 24, 2]

“Don’t belong to any.”
“You ought to have a church, George, for times like
Ol US YHS 1S

this. You must have gone to church once. Didn’t you
CHHBHA 0ol

get married in a church? Listen, George, listen to me.
Didn’t you get married in a church?”
“That was a long time ago.”

The effort of answering broke the rhythm of his

jx\fd HI2 XM 2X|[0]
A=, D55 50

rocking—for a moment he was silent. Then the same

(5, P2 44) B5C) #3100

half-knowing, half-bewildered look came back into

g2 o= A E1 22 0f2|S & st=

his faded eyes.

2700] bf, et

“Look in the drawer there,” he said, pointing at the

MY

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

ez @) & LN
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apparently new.

(BTl ofnbal: B o5

0, To

“This?” he inquired, holding it up.
Wilson stared and nodded.

wh5| RCHECH SAISHCH
“I found it yesterday afternoon. She tried to tell me

about it, but I knew it was something funny.”

oAz, pedet

“You mean your wife bought it?”

“She had it wrapped in tissue paper on her bureau.”
sk AuE 23
Michaelis didn’t see anything odd in that, and he
ol Hrt2

gave Wilson a dozen reasons why his wife might have

bought the dog-leash. But conceivably Wilson had

U1EC= B) N B M AME 4 QIS BRRE, MZH AN
heard some of these same explanations before, from
s, 0lg; A

Myrtle, because he began saying “Oh, my God!” again

in a whisper—his comforter left several explanations
92 3H= AR
in the air.
stgo=, 330

“Then he killed her,” said Wilson. His mouth
dropped open suddenly.

o HOIIC

“Who did?”

“I have a way of finding out.”

Srofe[Slofe] wo] et
“You’re morbid, George,” said his friend. “This has
(HAI0)) Bi=ol Hxo= njoist
been a strain to you and you don’t know what you're
1% (astrain) FA| 22 Y

saying. You'd better try and sit quiet till morning.”

“He murdered her.”
AfsfAtolaict

“It was an accident, George.”
(E5| X=xD An[x5H]
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Wilson shook his head. His eyes narrowed and his

(=2) WEa|ct

mouth widened slightly with the ghost of a superior

SEOISTE L S) A2l Us
“Hm!”

“TI know,” he said definitely, “I'm one of these
So(shus); HEsh, 1t el
trusting fellas and I don’t think any harm to nobody,

LSS F= AHE(elows, persons)

but when I get to know a thing I know it. It was the
Uct L7H " 2 Sl 374 ZIR Of= ZHolct
man in that car. She ran out to speak to him and he
ZofLprict
wouldn’t stop.”

Michaelis had seen this too, but it hadn’t occurred

to him that there was any special significance in it.
ofiE =5t ojn|[ERA]
He believed that Mrs Wilson had been running away
~28E ZofLit}

from her husband, rather than trying to stop any

particular car.
S5t gl
“How could she of been like that?”
47} of IEHS I}
“She’s a deep one,” said Wilson, as if that answered

22 ¢ 2 QlE W nEE 87l

the question. “Ah-h-h—"
He began to rock again, and Michaelis stood twist-
ing the leash in his hand.

=

“Maybe you got some friend that I could telephone
for, George?”

This was a forlorn hope—he was almost sure that
B2 525t RE
Wilson had no friend: there was not enough of him

0| A 29| Dieete 2

for his wife. He was glad a little later when he no-

0f 2t &=
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ticed a change in the room, a blue quickening by the
A7lofl E250] S/AOKITIA
window, and realized that dawn wasn’t far off. About

27| g2

five o’clock it was blue enough outside to snap off the
(Ef A2] L) RS2
light.
nct
Wilson’s glazed eyes turned out to the ashheaps,

Salst MEO|Ae] A=

where small gray clouds took on fantastic shapes and

scurried here and there in the faint dawn wind.

ML}ﬂE’,

“I spoke to her,” he Iguttered, after a long silence. “I
told her she might ff?gI ﬁ;ﬁl’)ut §he couldn’t fool God.
I took her to the v&iﬁéﬁ%v‘i%{ho‘zn gf:fort he got up
and walked to the rear window aorulﬁ Oi;ned ;«rﬁlthﬁhls;
fage pressed against it—”and I said ‘God kno\T\Ijs:\/\;}/féf{:J
?Joxlii\;i:ﬂbeen doing, everything you've been doing. You

Ut

may fool me, but you can’t fool God!””

Standing behind him, Michaelis saw with a shock

=742 HIS
S9= oo

that he was looking at the eyes of Doctor T. J. Eckle-

burg, which had just emerged, pale and enormous,
(Z&2) =ajuicy

from the dissolving night.

(SObA) ALZERIS, SHOfRI=, aHASHS
“God sees everything,” repeated Wilson.
“That’s an advertisement,” Michaelis assured him.
n SN |, e 20510}
Something made him turn away from the window
and look back into the room. But Wilson stood there a

long time, his face close to the window pane, nodding

gwel o¥s et n
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into the twilight.
JhE mfolof

By six o’clock Michaelis was worn out, and grateful

er/}p‘ }7‘/\‘[} Ao‘mp]ﬁ
for the sound of a car stopping outside. It was one of
Apstlior HIZOIA Rt BiEs

the watchers of the night before who had promised to
come back, so he cooked breakfast for three, which he

and the other man ate together. Wilson was quieter

x2 O 28
now, and Michaelis went home to sleep; when he
I, TE)

awoke four hours later and hurried back to the ga-
rage, Wilson was gone.

His movements—he was on foot all the time—were
S ChUp7|, 8 IE]
afterward traced to Port Roosevelt and then to Gad’s
FRgQlT

Hill, where he bought a sandwich that he didn’t eat,
and a cup of coffee. He 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

ol HE=ixl= HEBICE

for his time—there were boys who had seen a man

“acting sort of crazy,” and motorists at whom he

0%l Al2tx|2d stEst= 225} QFX}

stared oddly from the side of the road. Then for three
oI5

hours he disappeared from view. The police, on the

MEEX|E RS L ~0f &l

strength of what he said to Michaelis, that he “had a

way of finding out,” supposed that he spent that time

20} e, SH0fY Wi

going from garage to garage thereabout, inquiring for
HHIAS SiLBH 0 2HERN ~2 2ol
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a yellow car. On the other hand, no garage man who

had seen him ever came forward, and perhaps he had

(224} So| Yo=) LiAc, Let

(=4X

an easier, surer way of finding out what he wanted to

& O 1 St gy

know. By half-past two he was in West Egg. where he
asked some one the way to Gatsby’s house. So by that

O AR

time he knew Gatsby’s name.

At two o’clock Gatsby put on his bathing-suit and
left word with the butler that if any one i)honed word
TIA et 2™

was to be broughtuto him at the pool. He stopped at

the garage for a pneumatic mattress that had amused
27| ojERIA
his guests during the summer, and the chauffeur

12 282

LS T

helped him pump it up. Then he gave instructions

(KAl 2

that the open car wasn’t to be taken out under any cir-

cumstances—and this was strange, because the front

(xISxI0) Y
right fender needed repair.
P2 HCf
Gatsby shouldered the mattress and started for the
~2 ool oict
pool. Once he stopped and shifted it a little, and the

(~o2) g7t

chauffeur asked him if he needed help, but he shook

his head and in a moment disappeared among the
M2FRICE RtziE
yellowing trees.
L2 857| A[xeHs
No telephone message arrived, but the butler
=Sy inl

went without his sleep and waited for it until four
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o’clock— until long after there was any one to give it
(A4%) (~3t0l) Z={0FEl, 018 1]
to if it came. I have an idea that Gatsby himself didn’t
13 J00|(Mabh) ZRYCE e
believe it would come, and perhaps he no longer
of Ol 412 kx|
cared. If that was true he must have felt that he had
ot JHOI| ottt
lost the old warm world, paid a high price for living
OlF0] THSEHE A7 ~oll 2l 7t RIRCH
too long with a single dream. He must have looked up
£ 5iLto] Zofl o2y
at an unfamiliar sky through frightening leaves and
72 2o sh=
shivered as he found what a grotesque thing a rose is
fS9IS =t SN2/, M) 7|23t
and how raw the sunlight was upon the scarcely cre-
2219); LB 74o] 2HEX| 9 el
ated grass. A new world, material without being real,
a0l gl
where poor ghosts, breathing dreams like air, drifted
Jlgie
fortuitously about...like that ashen, fantastic figure
05|, LA O 2(=accidentally) el etgo| ol
gliding toward him through the amorphous trees.
(Aalz g0| DnAKIS) ~S Eaf Ci7tes S0/t Dojo| RHo|
The chauffeur—he was one of Wolfshiem’s prot
S5

égés—heard the shots—afterward he could only say
that he hadn’t thought anything much about them. I

drove from the station directly to Gatsby’s house and

=tz 28
my rushing anxiously up the front steps was the first
255101, ZghelS IS0 212 R AT

thing that alarmed any one. But they knew then, I

i3z walct
firmly believe. With scarcely a word said, four of us,
s 70| Lglo
the chauffeur, butler, gardener, and I, hurried down
to the pool.

There was a faint, barely perceptible movement of

9l X[Z5t7] 022 2huI5| QIXE 4 U=
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the water as the fresh flow from one end Pl;ggi’its way
toward the dEaiE at the other. Wiﬂi ll’EtJeH?‘l;)[JIg; that
were hardlyHL[iig‘zﬁ}jlaidows of wa\D/‘(;ﬂst,r ‘EEei %ﬁ;n znac’)[tress/
moved irregularly down the pool. A Dsfnzeilpgjs‘i cE)HfI ﬂid(‘li

(@A) f= v, 28

that scarcely corrugated the surface was enough to
F20| Zel, 20| &
disturb its accidental course with its accidental bur-

=L, X1

den. The touch of a cluster of leaves revolved it slowly,

#0, Tk oja ~2 SFAPICH Y S Bict
tracing, like the leg of transit, a thin red circle in the
(M, =8 52) 2=, Jals HmjA

water.
It was after we started with Gatsby toward the
house that the gardener saw Wilson’s body a little way

Lol =3 Zojxl

off in the grass, and the holocaust was complete.

CHEFAL chete
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CHAPTER IX

ﬁ fter two years I remember the rest of that day,
and that night and the next day, only as an

endless drill of police and photographers and news-
(W2)7| 9leh D2 o) NS SRR &

paper men in and out of Gatsby’s front door. A rope
Hps 2

stretched across the main gate and a policeman by it

el UEs Fen

kept out the curious, but little boys soon discovered

2 S0{2 Bi%iTt BHAUCH S5}

that they could enter through my yard, and there

were always a few of them clustered open-mouthed
o Ko 91 S o Rl

about the pool. Some one with a positive manner,

SHEOI HII; KBRS

perhaps a detective, used the expression “madman”
0l

as he bent over Wilson’s body that afternoon, and the

adventitious authority of his voice set the key for the
SUIBHLLH] A

nev&spapér r‘eports next morning.

AB 7N

) 1\‘/1%ost of those reports were a B;ghtmare—gro-
tesque, circumstantial, eager, and uﬁD’[rue. When Mi-

P } R
dageHel Zg(glst=

chaelis’s testimony at the inquest brought to light Wil-

(M) 5 ARIGER) a2 #iRitt Z23Ct

son’s suspicions of his wife I thought the whole tale

would shortly be served up in racy pasquinade—but

2 (2271) XHX|Ct; TR0 LS (B0 AME) SAt

Catherine, who might have said anything, didn’t say

a word. She showed a surprising amount of character

=S TSRt

about it too—looked at the coroner with determined

A & 2 2ot
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eyes under that corrected brow of hers, and swore that

BRRTR[ME 121] =M ~2 MMM
her sister had never seen Gatsby, that her sister was
completely happy with her husband, that her sister
had been into no mischief whatever. She convinced

(2)a SHAIN7ICH HS3iCH

herself of it, and cried into her handkerchief, as if the

very suggestion was more than she could endure. So

ROk ShAl Acict, Fct
Wilson was reduced to a man “deranged by grief” in
S4% IS0l W Liox| FAIRRIS 207

order that the case might remain in its simplest form.

And it rested there.
I A2 710l (LHE) HERCH
But all this part of it seemed remote and
Rt 2|7} ¢
unessential. I found myself on Gatsby’s side, and
20| ot YO e

alone. From the moment I telephoned news of the

catastrophe to West Egg village, every surmise about

ChARAL Tt [ o]

him, and every practical question, was referred to
gl 985 (~0) 2421 [1o~]

me. At first I was surprised and confused; then, as he
lay in his house and didn’t move or breathe or speak,

hour upon hour, it grew upon me that I was respon-
OfAIZE

sible, because no one else was interested —interested,

I mean, with that intense personal interest to which

2AZe e prdeeidl

ol

every one has some vague right at the end.
Sjoit 2i2)

I called up Daisy half an hour after we found him,
called her instinctively and without hesitation. But
wsHoR PTESSET

she and Tom had gone away early that afternoon, and
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taken baggage with them.
A: olgg 2512

“Left no address?”

“No.”

“Say when they’d be back?”
“No.”

“Any idea where they are? How I could reach
el2sict

them?”
“I don’t know. Can’t say.”

I wanted to get somebody for him. I wanted to go

O *feh =275t 2rt

into the room where he lay and reassure him: “T’ll get

NN

somebody for you, Gatsby. Don’t worry. Just trust me

Al=lsot, 2ot

and I'll get somebody for you—"
Meyer Wolfshiem’s name wasn’t in the phone
book. The butler gave me his office address on Broad-

way, and I called Information, but by the time I had

(o, M31Z SO) OM(A) AR, ~ S0l

the number it was long after five, and no one an-
swered the phone.

“Will you ring again?”

“I've rung them three times.”

“It’s very important.”

EXels
sxet

“Sorry. I'm afraid no one’s there.”
SZ0|X|2HDO|2HER|2H(=Im sorry to have to say)
I went back to the drawing-room and thought for

SO XAl
Su=

an instant that they were chance visitors, all these

SISy T wRss
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official people who suddenly filled it. But, though

Doz gl ATEE
ST= o Eedgsiel]

they drew back the sheet and looked at Gatsby with
(\fE, 2212) FIS0tRH 3ic]

shocked eyes, his protest continued in my brain:

7S w2 gelwhole] (25); AP

“Look here, old sport, you've got to get somebody
for me. You've got to try hard. I can’t go through this

(H=F 52) 4t Zesit

alone.”

Some one started to ask me questions, but I broke

(2|X|1)

away and going up-stairs looked hastily through the
L2t} (M)Z3|, ssAs

unlocked parts of his desk—he’d never told me

definitely that his parents were dead. But there was
EE R
nothing—only the picture of Dan Cody, a token of for-

Y2 =0 2

gotten violence, staring down from the wall.
Next morning I sent the butler to New York with a

letter to Wolfshiem, which asked for information and

QA (FH=H|9| AlAoi| cheh A

urged him to come out on the next train. That request

seemed superfluous when I wrote it. I was sure he’d

o)
start when he saw the newspapers, just as I was sure
SOt
there’d be a wire from Daisy before noon—but nei-
3|

ther a wire nor Mr Wolfshiem arrived; no one arrived

except more police and photographers and newspaper
(7, 2212) Felstnl2lof=]

men. When the butler brought back Wolfshiem’s an-

swer I began to have a feeling of defiance, of scornful

5 oL
= gy HAXQI HIR=

solidarity between Gatsby and me against them all.

A, RO, 2%
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Dear Mr Carraway.

This has been one of the most terrible shocks of
TS, XS
my life to me I hardly can believe it that it is true at
70| ~& 47+ YT~ 17+ ofic]
all. Such a mad act as that man did should make us
0j2l 5, Bray
all think. I cannot come down now as I am tied up in
S0f U=
some very important business and cannot get mixed
Aolct

up in this thing now. If there is anything I can do a
little later let me know in a letter by Edgar. I hardly
know where I am when I hear about a thing like this

and am completely knocked down and out.

SHA =[0f =271 E

Yours truly

MEYER WOLFSHIEM

and then hasty addenda beneath:

MEe| & ciy=s)

Let me know about the funeral etc do not know his

~ofl thah ety 24|

family at all.

When the phone rang that afternoon and Long
Hofe| Hat

Distance said chicago was calling I thought this would

be Daisy at last. But the connection came through as a

(H2 XA, == 50| U2 F0f) ORI =C]0]]

man’s voice, very thin and far away.

OFF 7hs1 He| E2l=
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“This is Slagle speaking...”

“Yes?” The name was unfamiliar.
Oan| e, S, & mas
“Hell of a note, isn’t it? Get my wire?”

SXx[=tone, A AEH]7} Lt Mg

c, 2o

“There haven’t been any wires.”

“Young Parke’s in trouble,” he said rapidly. “They
TZHO| WA, LHRBI0Y, O] LA
picked him up when he handed the bonds over the
12 dorlAE/AE3H
counter. They got a circular from New York giving
SI2A(R); oM
‘em the numbers just five minutes before. What d’you
SEs
know about that, hey? You never can tell in these hick
Alme
towns—"
7|0, EARR
“Hello!” T interrupted breathlessly. “Look here-
&2 guolol, & 7w

this isn’t Mr Gatsby. Mr Gatsby’s dead.”
There was a long silence on the other end of the

wire, followed by an exclamation...then a quick
ol e B
squawk as the connection was broken.

(22] S9)) U 2= 22| E7] 2 28

I think it was on the third day that a telegram

He
signed Henry C. Gatz arrived from a town in Min-
~O2EE| TRfSICH
nesota. It said only that the sender was leaving
AECENE]
immediately and to postpone the funeral until he
ZA|, Bofz, Z2HOR Ol2C, 217 15ic

came.

It was Gatsby’s father, a solemn old man, very

Z1045H

ol

helpless and dismayed, bundled up in a long cheap

2713 SEAE (55) 2ot US: AU (up)
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ulster against the warm September day. His eyes
Sl2lu7t Qi Weigol 7l oig ol

leaked continuously with excitement, and when I took
M, E2iLer) S22H0| 25Hz)

the bag and umbrella from his hands he began to pull
so incessantly at his sparse gray beard that I had dif-

BYFLRL0] 20| H2 ey
ficulty in getting off his coat. He was on the point of
Bwolatz LSapm % 22

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
eixizrf
trembling hand.

we, Hadche

“I was it in the Chicago newspaper,” he said. “It

was all in the Chicago newspaper. I started right

2l EYsiC]

away.”

“I didn’t know how to reach you.”
Oj=7] Aetafor &

His eyes, seeing nothing, moved ceaselessly about

110
20

the room.

“It was madman,” he said. “He must have been

0zl
mad.”
“Wouldn’t you like some coffee?” I qgged him.
“I don’t want anything. I'm all righ’s)ﬂ(;‘\/s,oﬁr—”
“Carraway.”
“Well, IH’rg aol‘lm Eirg‘hggow. Where have they got Jim-

my? ”

I took him into the drawing-room, where his son

i
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lay, and left him there. Some little boys had come
g7t
up on the steps and were looking into the hall; when
or2 Soictar]
I told them who had arrived, they went reluctantly
ORI, o4X|2

away.
After a little while Mr Gatz opened the door and

came out, his mouth ajar, his face flushed slightly, his
(ES0) 23 ¥a  Bofxict
eyes leaking isolated and unpunctual tears. He had
MO ERjutect  nH)E el

reached an age where death no longer has the quality

of %E?St_ly surprise, and when he lxq‘oﬁkgd around him
nov‘vjfg;tthe first time and saw the ﬁ(;légﬁtd (:I?d §Q]—$11(19F
of the hall and the great rooms g}ie;ning OUE?I%OIEI:T’[
into other rooms, his g}igf tjigfi‘;; bet mzixed with
an awed pride. I helpe((; }‘uTr:l B?Beﬁr‘;‘cfr[zﬂp—stairs;

o o Do
Qare 22

while he took off his coat and vest I told him that all

Z=7|

arrangements had been deferred until he came.
ZH, 2l 217

“I didn’t know what you’d want, Mr Gatsby—"

“Gatz is my name.”

“—Mr Gatz. I thought you might want to take ‘Ehe
body West.” o

of AW

He shook his head.

“Jimmy always liked it better down East. He rose
~ol &

up to his position in the East. Where you a friend of

= gt

my boy’s, Mr—?”
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“We were close friends.”
e 217
“He had a big future before him, you know. He
Qo] Fast
was only a young man, but he had a lot of brain power
xIH 53, X5

here.”

He touched his head impressively, and I nodded.

(04) QI4EO= QIHOl SHo
“If he’d of lived, he’d of been a great man. A man
Slryst 012

like James J. Hill. He’d of helped build up the coun-

o=l He i Lt o] o & ok
2

try.

“That’s true,” I said, uncomfortably.
27125101
He fumbled at the embroidered coverlet, trying

Ve 422 Tof7l Hje
to take it from the bed, and lay down stiffly—was in-
catsc) WSt XpA|2
stantly asleep.

That night an obviously frightened person called

o S,
Somus 2% S2h 4S o

up, and demanded to know who I was before he

Q5iC WIS 20

would give his name.
“This is Mr Carraway,” I said.

“Oh!” He sounded relieved. “This is Klipspringer.”
OHZ[OHAJ5t=
I was relieved too, for that seemed to promise an-

other friend at Gatsby’s grave. I didn’t want it to be in

=l

the papers and draw a sight-seeing crowd, so I'd been
;A:l,l

calhng up a few people myself They were hard to
find.

“The funeral’s to-morrow,” I said. “Three o’clock,

el
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here at the house. I wish you'd tell anybody who’d be
interested.”

“Oh, I will,” he broke out hastily. “Of course I'm
ST 24 T0HSUCH
not likely to see anybody, but if I do.”
=12 o o 2% e
His tone made me suspicious.
AERES opABR, arwe
“Of course you'll be there yourself.”
PP
“Well, I'll certainly try. What I called up about is—”
Lo o 248
“Wait a minute,” I interrupted. “How about saying
(22) SERAI7|Ct, Yaksic, Th=Hc!

you'll come?”
“Well, the fact is—the truth of the matter is that I'm

staying with some people up here in Greenwich, and
012 AHEI o s &
they rather expect me to be with them to-morrow. In
Q3 0l
fact, there’s a sort of picnic or something. Of course I'll
UZo| ~  OREl 22
do my very best to get away.”
SYF|c, Hofict
I ejaculated an unrestrained “Huh!” and he must
et oIHIA0)=IX] e2; &Kl 2ot
have heard me, for he went on nervously:
Mmooz
“What I called up about was a pair of shoes I left
Al 5t 29y
there. I wonder if it'd be too much trouble to have the
TMAPZ|Ct, 417t St

butler send them on. You see, they’re tennis shoes,

and I'm sort of helpless without them. My address is
27[2ist; 44250
care of B.F.—”
(CH2 AZES) 74A (=S 280 c/o]
I didn’t hear the rest of the name, because I hung
25712
up the receiver.

Zoisint, HetE Bl
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After that I felt Oaw(}:oe‘r{tajig shame for Gatsby—one
gentleman to whom ‘IL’E‘elTe;l};)ﬁilEoned implnigd that he had
got what he delserdveH‘dL D}Igzvgvgr, chth)wpalgL’rny fault, for
he was one o?¥h:)ﬂse;\/;}i\):ugsédﬂ’éoT ;rié;r most Eitﬁeﬂ}(; gt
Gatsby on the courage of Gatsby’ts‘Tirg:;gr, and Ei‘is/ligoguélogﬂ

~g 87| Mo}

have known better than to call him.
The morning of the funeral I went up to New York
to see Meyer Wolfshiem; I couldn’t seem to reach him

any other way. The door that I pushed open, on the

CH2of i, ol F3 ww

advice of an elevator boy, was marked “The Swastika
=1, XA BA[ES, 2t 22
Holding Company,” and at first there didn’t seem to
X7 SIAKCIZ BIME A B2 X|ul)

be any one inside. But when I'd shouted “hello” sev-

eral times in vain, an argument broke out behind a
S1=/0] UCHE, =3

partition, and presently a lovely Jewess appeared at

7fato| OLH, Z(=soon) Ofl BRI SH RENQI O Xt

an interior door and scrutinized me with black hostile
ol S0{HICH M2s| ZABICH

eyes.

“Nobody’s in,” she said. “Mr Wolfshiem’s gone to
Chicago.”
The first part of this was obviously untrue,
5|, 25|

for some one had begun to whistle “The Rosary,”

sins2g 2o
tunelessly, inside.
3= 2
“Please say that Mr Carraway wants to see him.”

“I can’t get him back from Chicago, can I?”
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At this moment a voice, unmistakably Wolfshi-
S2310], B
em’s, called “Stella!” from the other side of the door.
CI2 2, Sy, 2iue
“Leave your name on the desk,” she said quickly.

Mol Hets =1 vt NEC

“T'll give it to him when he gets back.”

“But I know he’s there.”
She took a step toward me and began to slide her
3 23 Yo tivtert -2 exl=c}
hands indignantly up and down her hips.
EIH5H0, et =

“You young men think you can force your way in
~2 U1 Sojer|
here any time,” she scolded. “We're getting sickantired
mEICt Lttt A=20]| Hsick and
of it. When I say he’s in Chicago, he’s in Chicago.”
red2 S22 LS8
I mentioned Gatsby.

~0fl Ti5tof eigsttt, ~2f 0152 it

“Oh-h!” She looked at me over again. “Will you
just—What was your name?”

She Yanished. In a moment Meyer Wolfshiem
stood igigri’mly in the doorway, holding out both
hands. H:‘drew me into h1s office, reglfla%(l\r}g in a
reveregy ygjpgﬁthat it was a sad time f&?iﬁlr 0/1l yli}su,ﬁ;;l%
pffere(ij ﬁe#; Z{gar.
dh)oi[l(dy memory goes back to when first I met him,”

he said. “A young major just out of the army and
GEPE
covered over with medals he got in the war. He was

SEb

TS

so hard up he had to keep on wearing his uniform
(o) ZS2lfior~], 2Eet
because he couldn’t buy some regular clothes. First

A=, (ES AFE0) Y= EEer 2
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time I saw him was when he come into Winebrenner’s

poolroom at Forty-third Street and asked for a job.
(7)) g+ 25l
He hadn’t eat anything for a couple of days. ‘Come

on have some lunch with me,” I sid. He ate more than

UCHsaidS S2i7 LS8l

four dollars’ worth of food in half an hour.”

“Did you start him in business?” I inquired.
(HollAl At S2) AESHA SicHine]

“Start him! I made him.”
7|t
“Oh-”
“I raised him up out of nothing, right out of the

SOISCE ZAKACH

gutter. I saw right away he was a fine-appearing,
S (he~ ) ABE, 81012 B71
gentlemanly young man, and when he told me he was
Aicte
an Oggsford I knew I could use him good. I got him to

2 AHE[OxoraS S2l| 22 RER Y=
join up in the American Legion and he used to stand
~oll ZRIEDHEITH 0l apERels) =2 Th2jo| UACH

high there. Right off he did some work for a client

z =2t
of mine up to Albany. We were so thick like that in
SHILI(OIZ New York %9 F5) SEf2
everything”—he held up two bulbous fingers—"always
Sofgait ZERIR) 20|, 225t

together.”
I wondered if this partnership had included the

EERZ|
World’s Series transaction in 1919.
(A7 (017 lof M) ot
“Now he’s dead,” I said after a moment. “You were

his closest friend, so I know you’ll want to come to his

W ok Bt

funeral this afternoon.”

el

“T'd like to come.”
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“Well, come then.”

The hair in his r‘10§‘tri£§ quivered slightly, and as he
shook his head his eyes ﬁlled with tears.

“Ican’t do it—I can’t Ef:{ rjr;;e:d up in it,” he said.

“There’s nothing to gogt\Tﬁreli;iH up in. It’s all over

”»

now.

“When a man %etis‘ }(j}l‘(ed I never like to get mixed
up in it iI} any y[a;c.Hi EZZpD outi. ()V\Zhen I was a young
man it V\;)E‘l;‘ afgg;entti%ﬂ Df?liﬁﬁ?)f rLruline died, no mat-
ter how, I stl}fc}:;;i}tilp’gk}lem to the end. You may think
that’s sentiﬁr‘ie:fﬂ‘tg‘lﬁti)it[m\{rmean it—to the bitter end.”

A AC|AA
Zael e 1]

I saw that for some reason of his own he was

deternﬁn}ed not to come, so I stood up.

~5t7|2 Z4efto do

| “‘Are yL)u a college man?” he ipquired suddenly.

AEE o}, 2.
For a moment I thought he wasgogir‘lg to suggest
X|Ctstd]

a “%c’)‘nrnegtion,” Hu‘}th}e only nodded and sh(;ok ;ny

712 d[connectiong S2IA LS

hand.

“Let us learn to show our friendship for a man

oxq
(s

when he is alive and not after he is dead,” he suggest-

ed. “After that my own rule is to let everything alone.”
At =2 S0 A, 24|

When I left his office the sky had turned dark and
I got back to West Egg in a drizzle. After changing my

ol
clothes I went next door and found Mr Gatz walking

9l ofefz
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up and down excitedly in the hall. His pride in his son

ZoIM SofciLIt B

and in his son’s possessions was continually increas-
AR (vs) ZHAL 2

ing and now he had something to show me.
“Jimmy sent me this picture.” He took out this

wallet with trembling fingers. “Look there.”
e, S5t
It was a photograph of the house, cracked in the
H=vlo ke Fo| 2t
corners and dirty with many hands. He pointed out
B2 £2 JR[Au} e KIxiEst TS 12170
every detail to me eagerly. “Look there!” and then

Zaf2esiol; 243l

sought admiration from my eyes. He had shown it so

seek(3TH2| 21

often that I think it was more real to him now than
ML=

the house itself.

“Jimmy sent it to me. I think it’s a very pretty pic-
ZASk=nice)
ture. It shows up well.”
(@0 B LIEIITHSAEIT: (MFI0) & H3/ct
“Very well. Had you seen him lately?”
220

“He come out to see me two years ago and bought

me the house I live in now. Of course we was broke up

RiZ Ut A e F A/ A2}

when he run off from home, but I see now there was
Hbroken up E2/7| L28]
a reason for it. He knew he had a big future in front

I S 0IR EEEmlE

of him. And ever since he made a success he was very

gsaoitt

generous with me.”
LV}EH(LI:I%eﬂseemed r(?luSFfI}t to put away the picture, held
it for another LrH;liKnLlnft'e/jdling_;erinjgljy, before my eyes.
Then he returned the \E/véailwé? ijrt‘impulled from his

Xlzfoll (MEI2) ChAl Er)
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pocket a ragged old copy of a book called “Hopalong
(R S0)) sl AT SeiEa g

Cassidy.”

FIRE0| A4; 19108 AIZLDoIM XS ZT)

“Look here, this is a book he had when he was a

boy. It just shows you.”
012 291 X0IS & £'US ok
He opened it at the back cover and turned it
SIEX| S =elf
around for me to see. On the last fly-leaf was printed
CHX( ), 014 10| x|

the word SCHEDULE, and the date September 12,
1906. And underneath:

191050 2D 2 1906H0 (2= A== A20(Ch

Rise from bed 6.00 AM.

Dumbbell exercise and wall-scaling 6.15-6.30 AM.
of 57| i Ef7|
Study electricity, etc. 7.15-8.15 AM.

|3t

Work 8.30A.M.-4.30P.M.
Baseball and sports 4.30-5.00 P.M.

Practice elocution, poise and how to attain it 5.00-
Sl EEGE

6.00P.M.

Study needed inventions 7.00-9.00 P.M.

woo Yost B2

GENERAL RESOLVES

T{HEHO| Z4A
SRR 2y

No wasting time at Shafters or xxx[a name,
MEZE, 02 22]-0j50] Q= X2

indecipherable]

TEEISIE 4 gl

No more smokeing or chewing.
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Bath every other day
JENEE!
Read one improving book or magazine per week
(S8, XMo2) matsts: RS
Save $5.00 [crossed out] $3.00 per week
£2 101 Xz

Be better to parents

“I come across this book by accident,” said the old
L5

man. “It just shows you, don’t it?”
“It just shows you.”

“Jimmy was bound to Oggt: ahead. He always had
some £(E§olves like this or zggtgﬁ;g Do you notice
what };ec; s got about imgrgxing his mind? He was al-
ways great for that. ﬁe told };‘ne I et like a hog once,

= HACt [aeS S2A 2S3]

and I beat him for it.” o

He was yglggtgrgt to clgse the book, reading each
item aloud :ﬁidﬁ t‘l’lé}l‘ngg‘l(l;lg: ;%}%l; \;tmr\r‘le. I think he
rather expected me to copy“di);\}v}loltﬁz lzsflt ‘for my own
e, HIck $74 ot

A little before three the guthmeran minister arrived
from Flushing, and I beganT?c? fggk (iﬂ‘é?hﬂntf‘fi}y out
the windows f(())rpther cars. So did égg‘sb;’i fﬁher.
And as the ti;;e&gassed 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, un-

B AR HHYAYD T Yl A2

MgleE =4
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certain way. The minister glanced several times at his
=23 2rffai~]

watch, so I took him aside and asked him to wait for

half an hour. But it wasn’t any use. Nobody came.

About five o’clock our procession of three cars

=
A

reached the cemetery and stopped in a thick drizzle

(3] Az 0]2/0) ZEZX| FO 0|2

beside the gate—first a motor hearse, horribly black

Snxt B BA

and wet, then Mr Gatz and the minister and I in
the limousine, and a little later four or five servants
and the postman from West Egg, in Gatsby’s station
wagon, all wet to the skin. As we started through the

L% ]l % X2 i

gate into the cemetery I heard a car stop and then

the sound of some one splashing after us over the
744 ZAICHover]

soggy ground. I looked around. It was the man with

= =25

owl-eyed glasses whom I had found marvelling over

20| = 22| g Au =eitt, JEsicH

Gatsby’s books in the library one night three months

e
before.
I'd never seen him since then. I don’t know how he
knew about the funeral, or even his name. The rain
poured down his thick glasses, and he took them off

)
and wiped them to see the protecting canvas unrolled
22| st Thes] Fet

from Gatsby’s grave.

I tried to think about Gatsby then for a moment,
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but he was already too far away, and I could only re-

member, without resentment, that Daisy hadn’t sent a

S
message or a flower. Dimly I heard some one murmur
sjnlsp| s274elct
“Blessed are the dead that the rain falls on,” and then
(Alo) 7H5[E=]S Wt

the owl—e};ed man said “Amen to that,” in a brave
voice.

We straggled down quickly through the rain to the

220[[LENA] 7ict
cars. Owl-eyes spoke to me by the gate.

“I couldn’t get to the house,” he remarked.
“Neither could anybody else.”
“Go on!” He started. “Why, my God! they used to

~5tE 3t

go there by the hundreds.”

He took off his glasses and wiped them again,
o1S Hirk
outside and in.
olgroR

“The poor son-of-a-bitch,” he said.

One of my most vivid memories is of coming

Mt
back West from prep school and later from college
Cht ofsl st
at Christmas time. Those who went farther than Chi-
cago would gather in the old dim Union Station at six

ojEe
o’clock of a December evening, with a few Chicago

friends, already caught up into their own holiday

gayeties, to bid them a hasty good-by. I remember

gt =0] L Flei MFE, dgtt
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the fl}rF coats of the girls returning from 1\/{issi ‘This-
or—TEﬂz‘;’ijsE;nd the Ehatgel; ‘of frozen brea’?}i gn(ﬂi the
hands waving overHeiiéH :; ?Ne caught sight of old acqu
aintances, and the Tﬁt&bi3§jj?f invitations: “AreO ‘}%LD

going to the Ordways’? the Herseys™? the Schultzes’?”
and the long green tickets clasped tight in our gloved

(=) FCt Fus 7!
hands. And last the murky yellow cars of the Chicago,
oit RSt
Milwaukee & St Paul railroad looking cheerful as
37|
Christmas itself on the tracks beside the gate.
ADRA THRIO! 2% M2
When we pulled out into the winter night and the
RILIoL ~2 Sojict
real snow, our snow, began to stretch out beside us
wR|C} E5 24x|c)
and twinkle against the windows, and the dim lights
~2 HiZOR YHio|Ct
of small Wisconsin stations moved by, a sharp wild
ol2/5kn 4zl
brace came suddenly into the air. We drew in deep
B (2EAIE) 712 71 2718 20| S0f OpAICH
breaths of it as we walked back from dinner through
Mgzt
the cold vestibules, unutterably aware of our iden-
(HxI0) o1z E2 elsto] YU UEfH) 4 QXRE 2a7t o] Kl 5Y
tity with this country for one strange hour, before we
W=
melted indistinguishably into it again.
TR B 4 QS YEE, A3
That’s my Middle West—not the wheat or the
Yt (=0,
prairies or the lost Swede towns, but the thrilling
FHLtCte) i A9 AR 2RO (745
returning trains of my youth, and the street lamps
o) £l HYBAL
and sleigh bells in the frosty dark and the shadows
Moo SAz| Mapt i Al &2
of holly wreaths thrown by lighted windows on the

HZBHF2|ADAS FAGH] EKEE) 2 T
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snow. I am part of that, a little solemn with the feel of

Y=ot

those long winters, a little complacent from growing

PPIEEEC O

up in the Carraway house in a city where dwellings

are still called through decades by a family’s name.

AN
S

I see now that this has been a story of the West, af-
ter all—-Tom and Gatsby, Daisy and Jordan and I,

were all Westerners, and perhaps we possessed some
Me ARS
deficiency in common which made us subtly unadapt-

2% 28 38H3sle= @)RatH 228 + g

able to Eastern life. |
Even when the East excited me most, even when I

was most keenly aware of its superiority to the bored,
grte, skl w2l 2elo] x|t

sprawling, swollen towns beyond the Ohio, with their

roith2 ol Livks, 220f 92, WX

interminable inquisitions which spared only the chil-

(XIZi7) 0| &5l MAMA| H27]; AL mstl of Zct () isct

dren and the very old—even then it had always for me a

quality of distortion. West Egg, especially, still figures
o= Ee5ict

in my more fantastic dreams. I see it as a night scene
8 =2

by El Greco: a hundred houses, at once conventional
ATolo| 57t FX0|n BH0| BEot SES Al HEZ|

and grotesque, crouching under a sullen, overhang-

e SEEEIE SFE 2ol 2N

ing sky and a lustreless moon. In the foreground four

270l 9= (28o) HYFIH)
solemn men in dress suits are walking along the side-

S045¢ (HZ18) ofsl=, Aol=

o

walk with a stretcher on which lies a drunken woman

£
in a white evening dress. Her hand, which dangles
(CHZ) oiE2Ict

over the side, sparkles cold with jewels. Gravely the

=ZE FUI0 gy G|
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men turn in at a house—the wrong house. But no one
~0fl S20t
knows the woman’s name, and no one cares.

After Gatsby’s death the East was haunted for me

(42101) ZYgH0] HSRCH

like that, distorted beyond my eyes’ power of correc-
U ol glozt Hade 4 i BrE
tion. So when the blue smoke of brittle leaves was in
SARI7| 412, ctoft
the air and the wind blew the wet laundry stiff on the
M2 5

line I decided to come back home.
There was one thing to be done before I left, an

awkward, unpleasant thing that perhaps had better
OfAl3!
have been let alone. But I wanted to leave things in

e Falsict

order and not just trust that obliging and indifferent
27} alEst St
sea to sweep my refuse away. I saw Jordan Baker and

M7

talked over and around what had happened to us to-
gether, and what had happened afterward to me, and
she lay perfectly still, listening, in a big chair.

OIS AR5 QL

She was gfes/;:é:‘zo]ﬁlay golf, and I remember
thinking sheilce)(\)xlgdb like a good jl‘lustration, her chin
raised a little J;iunti}?g hﬁer hair th:éolor of an autumn
leaf, her faceotll‘logﬂ's;nﬂé brown Eglt as the Siélj%gg}ess

glove on her knee. When I had finished she told me

without comment that she was engaged to another

0121 ST, ©1F, =)= 3ol ot}

oy, = o

man I doubted that, though there were several she

could have married at a nod of her head, but I pre-
JUEH7F 2R =
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tended to be surprised. For just a minute I wondered
if I wasn’t making a mistake, then I thought it all over
again quickly and got up to say good-by.

“Nevertheless you did tlquw me over,” said Jor-
dan suddenly. “You threw Lr}nje(;‘(;\ié;%on the telephone.
I dont gifv&g damn about you now, but it was a new
experie;:ggfjd? ?ne, and I felt a little dizjzz for‘a vyhile.”

We shook hands. e

“Oh, and do you remember”—she added—"a con-
versation we had once about driving a car?”

“Why—not exactly.”

129 HEBIIS et

“You said a bad driver was only safe until she met
another bad driver? Well, I met another bad driver,
didn’t I? I mean it was careless of me to make such
a wrong guess. I thought you were rather an honest,
§Ef3§g]}£{orward person. I thought it was your secret
pride”

“I'm thirty,” I said. “I'm five years tf,)g old to lie to
myself and call it honor.” S

She didn’t answer. Angry, and half in love with her,
and Elj?Lr‘gendously sorry, I turned away.

One afternoon late in October I saw Tom Buch-

anan. He was walking ahead of me along Fifth Avenue
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in his gli?};t, 3ggressive way, his hands out a little from
his boé; asﬂif to ﬁgoht 9ff irgtfzrference, his head moving
sh‘arply here ang t‘h‘Jefe‘: m;{(ngpting itself to his restless
ISt €718 HelasAzId Zxoloh=
gye’si Jlal‘stwas I slowed up ;[[(l a;éééoosfertaking hir!l’he
stopped and began frowﬁ\i;D;Lig}?(;t}EeL windows of a
=2 Hae|H SHCH ECiinto]

jewelry store. Suddenly he saw me and walked back,

holding out his hand.

LHC}, #eHout~]

“What’s the matter, Nick? Do you object to shaking
hands with me?”

“Yes. You know what I think of you.”

“You're crazy, Nick,” he said quickly. “Crazy as hell.

g2 0IRo]

I don’t know what’s the matter with you.”
“Tom,” T inquired, “what did you say to Wilson
that afternoon?”

He ﬁtared at me without a word, and I knew I had
guesseéoriigl}ii;bout those missing hours. I started to
turn away, but he took a SEgI; after me and gl;gbbegl
my arm. o

“I told him the truth,” he said. “He came to the
door while we were getting ready to leave, and when
I sent down word that we weren’t in he tried to force

(NS A7) ~2te 22 et (Bo=)

his way up-stairs. He was crazy enough to kill me if I
Lojgo] gizoz 2atert
hadn’t told him who owned the car. His hand was on

265



a revolver in his pocket every minute he was in the

2l2H 5
house—" He broke off deflantly “What if T did tell
9f2 Zoir} Histdoz H|IZ ~2Ux|2te A 2ot
him? That fellow had it coming to him. He threw dust
REESH 2o|HC), YT Yl =8 2 3ot

into your eyes just like he did in Daisy’s, but he was

a tough one. He ran over Myrtle like you’d run over a

ofzizoll & A=, ==2 (X, AtR0]) ~= R

dog and never even stopped his car.”
There was nothing I could say, except the one

unutterable fact that it wasn'’t true.

o Hol B 4 Pis: YR LiEf 4 giE

“And if you think I didn’t have  my share of suffer-

ing—look here, when I went‘t(7) gi\{e lllpctoh;t“%%t} EHII}d
sav! that damn box of dog biscuitis,jg){;{izg(iierg ?);1 tie
s%leboard I sat down and cried like a baby. }?y God it
was awful—” o

1RISH
=l

I couldn’t forgive him or like him, but I saw that

what he had done was, to him, entirely justified. It
AECER
was all very careless and confused. They were careless
ol SiEeEol Qe
people, Tom and Daisy—they smashed up things and
A7 |CHup] =rani PNy
creatures and then retreated back into their money or
~ 5|2 S2iLicl/zoiueict
their vast carelessness, or whatever it was that kept

Hxfst HroRuiy) 152

’Ehein together, and let other people clean up the mess
’?}Teili’had made...... o
MUI‘ shook hands with him; it seemed sijll)yonot to, for I
felt suddenly as though I were talking ig)‘ ;Lchild. Then
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he went into the jewelry store to buy a pearl neck-
Zix220|
lace—or perhaps only a pair of cuff buttons—rid of my
Agial £ ~0lA B

provincial squeamishness forever.

RILAIRIS), EARIS Coim Zux

Gatsby’s house was still empty when I left—the
g 81 8l Qs

grass on his lawn had grown as long as mine. One of

the taxi drivers in the village never took a fare past

28 ~2 AUH
the entrance gate without stopping for a minute and
pointing inside; perhaps it was he who drove Daisy
aotzr02 Jt2)7It

and Gatsby over to East Egg the night of the accident,
and perhaps he had made a story about it all his own.

0|07 FHWCH | L=z
I didn’t want to hear it and I avoided him when I got
ojsich
off the train.

I spent my Saturday nights in New York because

those gleaming, dazzling parties of his were with me

oo R
g SLlE, =R sl

so vividly that I could still hear the music and the
M5
laughter, faint and incessant, from his garden, and

sjo[stxlet Begts

the cars going up and down his drive. One night I did

(KEHLY) Rp=
hear a material car there, and saw its lights stop at his

Alxol Emol
front steps. But I didn’t investigate. Probably it was
RA2ANBIC Aty
some final guest who had been away at the ends of the
earth and didn’t know that the party was over.

One the last night, with my trunk packed and my

Eg3, oy ol 7ty
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car sold to the grocer, I went over and looked at that
Az st 4ol
huge incoherent failure of a house once more. On the
=a|x 0210] g, I WX 4, X2t
white steps an obscene word, scrawled by some boy
ool getst OLREAILIFZA] Mo, Afaict
with a piece of brick, stood out clearly in the moon-
s £2t F310| FEaH[=2IL] Hoj=
light, and I erased it, drawing my shoe raspingly along
xiert F0{ THAL; B2 A21S Uiy
the stone. Then I wandered down to the beach and
of& {2l SotciUtt: Halsict
sprawled out on the sand.
Syxtz Satstiou]
Most of the big shore places were closed now and
sligtol cHRfElS
there were hardly any lights except the shadowy,
agxt 22
moving glow of a ferryboat across the Sound. And as

2xjoj 249 A LI

==

the moon rose higher the inessential houses began
B o4, FEAiRIR| o

[ESy

to melt away until gradually I became aware of the

old island here that flowered once for Dutch sailors’
Zu|c}, (@)ujojeart H=gar=el
eyes—a fresh, green Efﬁﬂg?{)\ Pf’ﬁ}ie new world. Its van-
ished trees, the trees that had rﬂé@e way for Gatsby’s
~2 22 W
house, had once petl}d‘er?(? in ?A{hispiars to the last
40| A= oltt; R=std
and greatest of all human dreams; for a ’Eriqrrlsitory
enchanted moment man must have held ﬁigbreath
~of 52 ECH
in the eregtince of this continent, c0+mpefllf%d into an
=, =9 ~BIES Yewe
%eFF}}F;cig co‘nt:cgmplation he neither understood nor
0j3to], AOJEQ! SA|, Y

desired, face to face for the last time in history with

021 MM oiAfAL Ofx[atez
something commensurate to his capacity for wonder.
(~0l) lefst=lio~] 482 52 Zol2g, =2

And as I sat there brooding on the old, unknown

~0f thsll =105k=, 550| H2sk=
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world, I thought of Gatsby’s wonder when he first
picked out the green light at the end of Daisy’s dock

HPE; lol(a(;) Jc%r%ie iaol(y)ng way to this blue lawn, and his
dream mli’si[‘ have s:ergried so close that he could lAl‘arogily
fa11L to g}'asp it. Ije did not know that it was algeHz;(Ol‘y
boe%hlnd‘éhjrjil r‘;oAr‘ne:/\’/here back in that \(‘Ele‘tOH(iHl)§g‘11r}ty

beyond the city, where the dark fields of the republic

Sot et a5

rolled on under the night.

i éaibil l;’eheved in the green light, the glg%aSEC
future that year by year recegies lﬂ)‘efore us. It el‘ud:ed
us then, but that’s no ma’éteriilmogg;gw we wﬁol“ur‘;
;‘éli@;f:tretch out our arms farther...... And one fine

Bl

morning—

So we beat on, boats against the current, borne

AAIRZ Lot V2 HAEE =2 ~Eo=

back ceaselessly into the past.
B0l Y Tt
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