


THE GREAT GATSBY

Then wear 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
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Chapter 1

In my younger and more vulnerable years my father gave me 
some advice that I’ve been turning over in my mind ever since.

“Whenever you feel like criticizing any one,” he told me, 
“just remember that all the people in this world haven’t had 
the advantages that you’ve had.”

He didn’t say any more but we’ve always been unusually 
communicative in a reserved way, and I understood that he 
meant a great deal more than that. In consequence, I’m inclined 
to reserve all judgments, a habit that has opened up many curi
ous natures to me and also made me the victim of not a few 
veteran bores. The abnormal mind is quick to detect and attach 
itself to this quality when it appears in a normal person, and so 
it came about that in college I was unjustly accused of being 
a politician, because I was privy to the secret griefs of wild, 
unknown men. Most of the confidences were unsought — fre
quently I have feigned sleep, preoccupation, or a hostile levity 
when I realized by some unmistakable sign that an intimate 
revelation was quivering on the horizon; for the intimate rev
elations of young men, or at least the terms in which they ex
press them, are usually plagiaristic and marred by obvious 
suppressions. Reserving judgments is a matter of infinite hope. 
I am still a little afraid of missing something if I forget that, as 
my father snobbishly suggested, and I snobbishly repeat, a sense 
of the fundamental decencies is parcelled out unequally at birth.

And, after boasting this way of my tolerance, I come to the 
admission that it has a limit. Conduct may be founded on the 
hard rock or the wet marshes, but after a certain point I don’t 
care what it’s founded on. When I came back from the East last 
autumn I felt that I wanted the world to be in uniform and at 
a sort of moral attention forever; I wanted no more riotous 
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excursions with privileged glimpses into the human heart. Only 
Gatsby, the man who gives his name to this book, was exempt 
from my reaction — Gatsby, who represented everything for 
which I have an unaffected scorn. If personality is an unbroken 
series of successful gestures, then there was something gor
geous about him, some heightened sensitivity to the promises 
of life, as if he were related to one of those intricate machines 
that register earthquakes ten thousand miles away. This re
sponsiveness had nothing to do with that flabby impression
ability which is dignified under the name of the “creative 
temperament” — it was an extraordinary gift for hope, a ro
mantic readiness such as I have never found in any other per
son and which it is not likely I shall ever find again. No — Gatsby 
turned out all right at the end; it is what preyed on Gatsby, 
what foul dust floated in the wake of his dreams that temporar
ily closed out my interest in the abortive sorrows and short
winded elations of men.

My family have been prominent, welltodo people in this 
MiddleWestern city for three generations. The Carraways are 
something of a clan, and we have a tradition that we’re de
scended from the Dukes of Buccleuch, but the actual founder 
of my line was my grandfather’s brother, who came here in 
fiftyone, sent a substitute to the Civil War, and started the 
wholesale hardware business that my father carries on today.

I never saw this greatuncle, but I’m supposed to look like 
him — with special reference to the rather hardboiled paint
ing that hangs in father’s office. I graduated from New Haven 
in 1915, just a quarter of a century after my father, and a little 
later I participated in that delayed Teutonic migration known 
as the Great War. I enjoyed the counterraid so thoroughly 
that I came back restless. Instead of being the warm center of 
the world, the middlewest now seemed like the ragged edge 
of the universe — so I decided to go east and learn the bond 
business. Everybody I knew was in the bond business, so I sup
posed it could support one more single man. All my aunts and 
uncles talked it over as if they were choosing a prepschool for 
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me, and finally said, “Why — yees,” with very grave, hesitant 
faces. Father agreed to finance me for a year and after various 
delays I came east, permanently, I thought, in the spring of 
twentytwo.

The practical thing was to find rooms in the city, but it was 
a warm season, and I had just left a country of wide lawns and 
friendly trees, so when a young man at the office suggested that 
we take a house together in a commuting town, it sounded like 
a great idea. He found the house, a weatherbeaten cardboard 
bungalow at eighty a month, but at the last minute the firm 
ordered him to Washington, and I went out to the country 
alone. I had a dog — at least I had him for a few days until he 
ran away — and an old Dodge and a Finnish woman, who made 
my bed and cooked breakfast and muttered Finnish wisdom 
to herself over the electric stove.

It was lonely for a day or so until one morning some man, 
more recently arrived than I, stopped me on the road.

“How do you get to West Egg village?” he asked helplessly.
I told him. And as I walked on I was lonely no longer. I was 

a guide, a pathfinder, an original settler. He had casually con
ferred on me the freedom of the neighborhood.

And so with the sunshine and the great bursts of leaves 
growing on the trees, just as things grow in fast movies, I had 
that familiar conviction that life was beginning over again with 
the summer.

There was so much to read, for one thing, and so much fine 
health to be pulled down out of the young breathgiving air. 
I bought a dozen volumes on banking and credit and invest
ment securities, and they stood on my shelf in red and gold like 
new money from the mint, promising to unfold the shining 
secrets that only Midas and Morgan and Maecenas knew. And 
I had the high intention of reading many other books besides. 
I was rather literary in college — one year I wrote a series of 
very solemn and obvious editorials for the Yale News — and 
now I was going to bring back all such things into my life and 
become again that most limited of all specialists, the 
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“wellrounded man.” This isn’t just an epigram — life is much 
more successfully looked at from a single window, after all.

It was a matter of chance that I should have rented a house 
in one of the strangest communities in North America. It was 
on that slender riotous island which extends itself due east of 
New York — and where there are, among other natural curi
osities, two unusual formations of land. Twenty miles from the 
city a pair of enormous eggs, identical in contour and sepa
rated only by a courtesy bay, jut out into the most domesti
cated body of salt water in the Western hemisphere, the great 
wet barnyard of Long Island Sound. They are not perfect 
ovals — like the egg in the Columbus story, they are both 
crushed flat at the contact end — but their physical resem
blance must be a source of perpetual confusion to the gulls that 
fly overhead. To the wingless a more arresting phenomenon is 
their dissimilarity in every particular except shape and size.

I lived at West Egg, the — well, the less fashionable of the 
two, though this is a most superficial tag to express the bizarre 
and not a little sinister contrast between them. My house was 
at the very tip of the egg, only fifty yards from the Sound, and 
squeezed between two huge places that rented for twelve or 
fifteen thousand a season. The one on my right was a colossal 
affair by any standard — it was a factual imitation of some 
Hôtel de Ville in Normandy, with a tower on one side, spank
ing new under a thin beard of raw ivy, and a marble swimming 
pool, and more than forty acres of lawn and garden. It was 
Gatsby’s mansion. Or, rather, as I didn’t know Mr. Gatsby, it 
was a mansion, inhabited by a gentleman of that name. My own 
house was an eyesore, but it was a small eyesore, and it had 
been overlooked, so I had a view of the water, a partial view of 
my neighbor’s lawn, and the consoling proximity of million
aires — all for eighty dollars a month.

Across the courtesy bay the white palaces of fashionable 
East Egg glittered along the water, and the history of the sum
mer really begins on the evening I drove over there to have 
dinner with the Tom Buchanans. Daisy was my second cousin 
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once removed, and I’d known Tom in college. And just after 
the war I spent two days with them in Chicago.

Her husband, among various physical accomplishments, 
had been one of the most powerful ends that ever played foot
ball at New Haven — a national figure in a way, one of those 
men who reach such an acute limited excellence at twentyone 
that everything afterward savors of anticlimax. His family 
were enormously wealthy — even in college his freedom with 
money was a matter for reproach — but now he’d left Chicago 
and come East in a fashion that rather took your breath away: 
for instance, he’d brought down a string of polo ponies from 
Lake Forest. It was hard to realize that a man in my own gene
ration was wealthy 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 drifted here and there 
unrestfully wherever people played polo and were rich to
gether. This was a permanent move, said Daisy over the tele
phone, but I didn’t believe it — I had no sight into Daisy’s heart, 
but I felt that Tom would drift on forever seeking, a little wist
fully, for the dramatic turbulence of some irrecoverable foot
ball game.

And so it happened that on a warm windy evening I drove 
over to East Egg to see two old friends whom I scarcely knew 
at all. Their house was even more elaborate than I expected, 
a cheerful redand white Georgian Colonial mansion, over
looking the bay. The lawn started at the beach and ran toward 
the front door for a quarter of a mile, jumping over sundials 
and brick walks and burning gardens — finally when it reached 
the house drifting up the side in bright vines as though from 
the momentum of its run. The front was broken by a line of 
French windows, glowing now with reflected gold and wide 
open to the warm windy afternoon, and Tom Buchanan in 
riding clothes was standing with his legs apart on the 
front porch.

He had changed since his New Haven years. Now he was 
a sturdy, strawhaired man of thirty with a rather hard mouth 
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and a supercilious manner. Two shining, arrogant eyes had 
established dominance over his face and gave him the appear
ance of always leaning aggressively forward. Not even the ef
feminate swank of his riding clothes could hide the enormous 
power of that body — he seemed to fill those glistening boots 
until he strained the top lacing and you could see a great pack 
of muscle shifting when his shoulder moved under his thin 
coat. It was a body capable of enormous leverage — a cruel body.

His speaking voice, a gruff husky tenor, added to the impres
sion of fractiousness he conveyed. There was a touch of pater
nal contempt in it, even toward people he liked — and there 
were men at New Haven who had hated his guts.

“Now, don’t think my opinion on these matters is final,” he 
seemed to say, “just because I’m stronger and more of a man 
than you are.” We were in the same senior society, and while 
we were never intimate I always had the impression that he 
approved of me and wanted me to like him with some harsh, 
defiant wistfulness of his own.

We talked for a few minutes on the sunny porch.
“I’ve got a nice place here,” he said, his eyes flashing about 

restlessly.
Turning me around by one arm, he moved a broad flat hand 

along the front vista, including in its sweep a sunken Italian 
garden, a half acre of deep, pungent roses, and a snubnosed 
motorboat that bumped the tide off shore.

“It belonged to Demaine, the oil man.” He turned me around 
again, politely and abruptly. “We’ll go inside.”

We walked through a high hallway into a bright rosycolo
red space, fragilely bound into the house by French windows 
at either end. The windows were ajar and gleaming white 
against the fresh grass outside that seemed to grow a little way 
into the house. A breeze blew through the room, blew curtains 
in at one end and out the other like pale flags, twisting them 
up toward the frosted weddingcake of the ceiling, and then 
rippled over the winecolored rug, making a shadow on it as 
wind does on the sea.
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THE POPULAR GIRL

I

Along about half past ten every Saturday night Yanci 
Bowman eluded her partner by some graceful subterfuge and 
from the dancing floor went to a point of vantage overlooking 
the countryclub bar. When she saw her father she would ei
ther beckon to him, if he chanced to be looking in her direc
tion, or else she would dispatch a waiter to call attention to her 
impendent presence. If it were no later than half past ten — 
that is, if he had had no more than an hour of synthetic gin 
rickeys — he would get up from his chair and suffer himself to 
be persuaded into the ballroom.

“Ballroom,” for want of a better word. It was that room, filled 
by day with wicker furniture, which was always connotated in 
the phrase “Let’s go in and dance.” It was referred to as “inside” 
or “downstairs.” It was that nameless chamber wherein occur 
the principal transactions of all the country clubs in America.

Yanci knew that if she could keep her father there for an 
hour, talking, watching her dance, or even on rare occasions 
dancing himself, she could safely release him at the end of that 
time. In the period that would elapse before midnight ended 
the dance he could scarcely become sufficiently stimulated to 
annoy anyone.

All this entailed considerable exertion on Yanci’s part, and 
it was less for her father’s sake than for her own that she went 
through with it. Several rather unpleasant experiences were 
scattered through this past summer. One night when she had 
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been detained by the impassioned and impossibletointerrupt 
speech of a young man from Chicago her father had appeared 
swaying gently in the ballroom doorway; in his ruddy hand
some face two faded blue eyes were squinted half shut as he 
tried to focus them on the dancers, and he was obviously pre
paring to offer himself to the first dowager who caught his eye. 
He was ludicrously injured when Yanci insisted upon an im
mediate withdrawal.

After that night Yanci went through her Fabian maneuver1 
to the minute.

Yanci and her father were the handsomest two people in 
the Middle Western city where they lived. Tom Bowman’s 
complexion was hearty from twenty years spent in the service 
of good whisky and bad golf. He kept an office downtown, 
where he was thought to transact some vague realestate busi
ness; but in point of fact his chief concern in life was the exhi
bition of a handsome profile and an easy wellbred manner at 
the country club, where he had spent the greater part of the 
ten years that had elapsed since his wife’s death.

Yanci was twenty, with a vague dieaway manner which was 
partly the setting for her languid disposition and partly the ef
fect of a visit she had paid to some Eastern relatives at an im
pressionable age. She was intelligent, in a flitting way, roman tic 
under the moon and unable to decide whether to marry for 
sentiment or for comfort, the latter of these two ab strac tions 
being well enough personified by one of the most ardent among 
her admirers. Meanwhile she kept house, not without efficien
cy, for her father, and tried in a placid unruffled tempo to regu
late his constant tippling to the sober side of inebriety.

She admired her father. She admired him for his fine ap
pearance and for his charming manner. He had never quite lost 
the air of having been a po pular Bones man at Yale. This charm 
of his was a standard by which her susceptible temperament 

1 Fabian maneuver — military strategy of avoiding all-out attacks on the 
open plots and frontal assaults through indirection and gradual wearing down 
the opponent. It derives its name the Roman dictator Fabius.
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unconsciously judged the men she knew. Nevertheless, father and 
daughter were far from that sentimental family relationship which 
is a stock plant in fiction, but in life usually exists in the mind 
of only the older party to it. Yanci Bowman had decided to leave 
her home by marriage within the year. She was heartily bored.

Scott Kimberly, who saw her for the first time this November 
evening at the country club, agreed with the lady whose house 
guest he was that Yanci was an exquisite little beauty. With 
a sort of conscious sensuality surprising in such a young man — 
Scott was only twentyfive — he avoided an introduction that 
he might watch her undisturbed for a fanciful hour, and sip the 
pleasure or the disillusion of her conversation at the drowsy 
end of the evening.

“She never got over the disappointment of not meeting the 
Prince of Wales when he was in this country,” remarked 
Mrs. Orrin Rogers, following his gaze. “She said so, anyhow; 
whether she was serious or not, I don’t know. I hear that she 
has her walls simply plastered with pictures of him.”

“Who?” asked Scott suddenly.
“Why, the Prince of Wales.”
“Who has plaster pictures of him?”
“Why, Yanci Bowman, the girl you said you thought was so 

pretty.”
“After a certain degree of prettiness, one pretty girl is as 

pretty as another,” said Scott argumentatively.
“Yes, I suppose so.”
Mrs. Rogers’ voice drifted off on an indefinite note. She had 

never in her life compassed a generality until it had fallen fa
miliarly on her ear from constant repetition.

“Let’s talk her over,” Scott suggested.
With a mock reproachful smile Mrs. Rogers lent herself 

agreeably to slander. An encore was just beginning. The orches
tra trickled a light overflow of music into the pleasant green
latticed room and the two score couples who for the evening 
comprised the local younger set moved placidly into time with 
its beat. Only a few apathetic stags gathered one by one in the 
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doorways, and to a close observer it was apparent that the scene 
did not attain the gayety which was its aspiration. These girls 
and men had known each other from childhood; and though 
there were marriages incipient upon the floor tonight, they were 
marriages of environment, of resignation, or even of boredom.

Their trappings lacked the sparkle of the seventeenyearold 
affairs that took place through the short and radiant holidays. 
On such occasions as this, thought Scott as his eyes still sought 
casually for Yanci, occurred the matings of the leftovers, the 
plainer, the duller, the poorer of the social world; matings ac
tuated by the same urge toward perhaps a more glamorous 
destiny, yet, for all that, less beautiful and less young. Scott 
himself was feeling very old.

But there was one face in the crowd to which his generaliza
tion did not apply. When his eyes found Yanci Bowman among 
the dancers he felt much younger. She was the incarnation of 
all in which the dance failed — graceful youth, arrogant, languid 
freshness and beauty that was sad and perishable as a memory 
in a dream. Her partner, a young man with one of those fresh 
red complexions ribbed with white streaks, as though he had 
been slapped on a cold day, did not appear to be holding her 
interest, and her glance fell here and there upon a group, a face, 
a garment, with a faraway and oblivious melancholy.

“Darkblue eyes,” said Scott to Mrs. Rogers. “I don’t know 
that they mean anything except that they’re beautiful, but that 
nose and upper lip and chin are certainly aristocratic — if there 
is any such thing,” he added apologetically.

“Oh, she’s very aristocratic,” agreed Mrs. Rogers. “Her 
grandfather was a senator or governor or something in one of 
the Southern states. Her father’s very aristocratic looking too. 
Oh, yes, they’re very aristocratic; they’re aristocratic people.”

“She looks lazy.”
Scott was watching the yellow gown drift and submerge 

among the dancers.
“She doesn’t like to move. It’s a wonder she dances so well. 

Is she engaged? Who is the man who keeps cutting in on her, 



154

the one who tucks his tie under his collar so rakishly and affects 
the remarkable slanting pockets?”

He was annoyed at the young man’s persistence, and his 
sarcasm lacked the ring of detachment.

“Oh, that’s” — Mrs. Rogers bent forward, the tip of her 
tongue just visible between her lips — “that’s the O’Rourke boy. 
He’s quite devoted, I believe.”

“I believe,” Scott said suddenly, “that I’ll get you to introduce 
me if she’s near when the music stops.”

They arose and stood looking for Yanci — Mrs. Rogers, 
small, stoutening, nervous, and Scott Kimberly, her husband’s 
cousin, dark and just below medium height. Scott was an or
phan with half a million of his own, and he was in this city for 
no more reason than that he had missed a train. They looked 
for several minutes, and in vain. Yanci, in her yellow dress, no 
longer moved with slow loveliness among the dancers.

The clock stood at half past ten.

II

“Good evening,” her father was saying to her at that mo
ment in syllables faintly slurred. “This seems to be getting to 
be a habit.”

They were standing near a side stairs, and over his shoulder 
through a glass door Yanci could see a party of half a dozen 
men sitting in familiar joviality about a round table.

“Don’t you want to come out and watch for a while?” she 
suggested, smiling and affecting a casualness she did not feel.

“Not tonight, thanks.”
Her father’s dignity was a bit too emphasized to be 

convincing.
“Just come out and take a look,” she urged him. “Everybody’s 

here, and I want to ask you what you think of somebody.”
This was not so good, but it was the best that occurred  

to her.
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“I doubt very strongly if I’d find anything to interest me out 
there,” said Tom Bowman emphatically. “I observe that f’some 
insane reason I’m always taken out and aged on the wood for 
half an hour as though I was irresponsible.”

“I only ask you to stay a little while.”
“Very considerate, I’m sure. But tonight I happ’n to be in

terested in a discussion that’s taking place in here.”
“Come on, father.”
Yanci put her arm through his ingratiatingly; but he released 

it by the simple expedient of raising his own arm and letting 
hers drop.

“I’m afraid not.”
“I’ll tell you,” she suggested lightly, concealing her annoy

ance at this unusually protracted argument, “you come in and 
look, just once, and then if it bores you you can go right back.”

He shook his head.
“No, thanks.”
Then without another word he turned suddenly and reen

tered the bar. Yanci went back to the ballroom. She glanced 
easily at the stag line as she passed, and making a quick selec
tion murmured to a man near her, “Dance with me, will you, 
Carty? I’ve lost my partner.”

“Glad to,” answered Carty truthfully.
“Awfully sweet of you.”
“Sweet of me? Of you, you mean.”
She looked up at him absently. She was furiously annoyed 

at her father. Next morning at breakfast she would radiate 
a consuming chill, but for tonight she could only wait, hoping 
that if the worst happened he would at least remain in the bar 
until the dance was over.

Mrs. Rogers, who lived next door to the Bowmans, appeared 
suddenly at her elbow with a strange young man.

“Yanci,” Mrs. Rogers was saying with a social smile, “I want 
to introduce Mr. Kimberly. Mr. Kimberly’s spending the week
end with us, and I particularly wanted him to meet you.”

“How perfectly slick!” drawled Yanci with lazy formality.


