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Chapter I 

thing for Daisy to do was to rush out of the house, child in arms—but 

apparently there were no such intentions in her head. As for Tom, the fact 

that he "had some woman in New York" was really less surprising than 

that he had been depressed by a book. Something was making him nibble 

at the edge of stale ideas as if his sturdy physical egotism no longer 

nourished his peremptory heart. 

Already it was deep summer on roadhouse roofs and in front of wayside 

garages, where new red gas-pumps sat out in pools of light, and when I 

reached my estate at West Egg I ran the car under its shed and sat for a 

while on an abandoned grass roller in the yard. The wind had blown off, 

leaving a loud bright night with wings beating in the trees and a persistent 

organ sound as the full bellows of the earth blew the frogs full of life. The 

silhouette of a moving cat wavered across the moonlight and turning my 

head to watch it I saw that I was not alone—fifty feet away a figure had 

emerged from the shadow of my neighbor's mansion and was standing 

with his hands in his pockets regarding the silver pepper of the stars. 

Something in his leisurely movements and the secure position of his feet 

upon the lawn suggested that it was Mr. Gatsby himself, come out to 

determine what share was his of our local heavens. 

I decided to call to him. Miss Baker had mentioned him at dinner, and that 

would do for an introduction. But I didn't call to him for he gave a sudden 

intimation that he was content to be alone—he stretched out his arms 

toward the dark water in a curious way, and far as I was from him I could 

have sworn he was trembling. Involuntarily I glanced seaward—and 

distinguished nothing except a single green light, minute and far away, that 

might have been the end of a dock. When I looked once more for Gatsby 

he had vanished, and I was alone again in the unquiet darkness. 
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Chapter II 

floor, and women's voices scolding, and high over the confusion a long 

broken wail of pain. Mr. McKee awoke from his doze and started in a daze 

toward the door. When he had gone half way he turned around and stared 

at the scene—his wife and Catherine scolding and consoling as they 

stumbled here and there among the crowded furniture with articles of aid, 

and the despairing figure on the couch bleeding fluently and trying to 

spread a copy of "Town Tattle" over the tapestry scenes of Versailles. 

Then Mr. McKee turned and continued on out the door. Taking my hat 

from the chandelier I followed. 

"Come to lunch some day," he suggested, as we groaned down in the 

elevator. 

"Where? 

"Anywhere." 

"Keep your hands off the lever," snapped the elevator boy. 

"I beg your pardon," said Mr. McKee with dignity, "I didn't know I was 

touching it." 

"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 great portfolio in his hands. 

"Beauty and the Beast . . . Loneliness . . . Old Grocery Horse . . . 

Brook'n Bridge . . . ." 

Then I was lying half asleep in the cold lower level of the Pennsylvania 

Station, staring at the morning "Tribune" and waiting for the four o'clock 

train. 
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Chapter III 

given this unwillingness, I suppose she had begun dealing in subterfuges 

when she was very young in order to keep that cool, insolent smile turned 

to the world and yet satisfy the demands of her hard jaunty body 

It made no difference to me. Dishonesty in a woman is a thing you never 

blame deeply—I was casually sorry, and then I forgot. It was on that same 

house party that we had a curious conversation about driving a car. It 

started because she passed so close to some workmen that our fender 

flicked a button on one man's coat. 

"You're a rotten driver," I protested. "Either you ought to be more careful 

or you oughtn't to drive at all." 

"I am careful." 

"No, you're not." 

"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 two to make an 

accident." 

"Suppose you met somebody just as careless as yourself." 

"I hope I never will," she answered. "I hate careless people. That's why I 

like you." 

Her grey, sun-strained eyes stared straight ahead, but she had deliberately 

shifted our relations, and for a moment I thought I loved her. But I am 

slow-thinking and full of interior rules that act as brakes on my desires, 

and I knew that first I had to get myself definitely out of that tangle back 

home. I'd 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 perspiration appeared on her upper lip. 

Nevertheless there was a vague understanding that had to be tactfully 

broken off before I was free. 

Every one suspects himself of at least one of the cardinal virtues, and this 

is mine: I am one of the few honest people that I have ever known. 
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Chapter IV 

bridge I put my arm around Jordan's golden shoulder 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 dealt in 

universal skepticism and who leaned back jauntily just within the circle of 

my arm. A phrase began to beat in my ears with a sort of heady excitement: 

"There are only the pursued, the pursuing, the busy and the tired." 

"And Daisy ought to have something in her life," murmured Jordan to me 

"Does she want to see Gatsby?" 

"She's not to know about it. Gatsby doesn't want her to know. You're just 

supposed to invite her to tea." 

We passed a barrier of dark trees, and then the facade of Fifty-ninth Street, 

a block of delicate pale light, beamed down into the park. Unlike Gatsby 

and Tom Buchanan I had no girl whose disembodied face floated along 

the dark cornices and blinding signs and so I drew up the girl beside me, 

tightening my arms. Her wan, scornful mouth smiled and so I drew her 

up again, closer, this time to my face. 
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Chapter V 

Outside the wind was loud and there was a faint flow of thunder along the 

Sound. All the lights were going on in West Egg now; the electric trains, 

men-carrying, were plunging home through the rain from New York. It 

was the hour of a profound human change, and excitement was generating 

on the air. 

“One thing's sure and nothing's surer 

The rich get richer and the poor get—children. 

   In the meantime, 

  In between time—" 

As I went over to say goodbye I saw that the expression of bewilderment 

had come back into Gatsby's face, as though a faint doubt had occurred 

to him as to the quality of his present happiness. Almost five years! There 

must have been moments even that afternoon when Daisy tumbled short 

of his dreams—not through her own fault but because of the colossal 

vitality of his illusion. It had gone beyond her, beyond everything. He had 

thrown himself into it with a creative passion, adding to it all the time, 

decking it out with every bright feather that drifted his way. No amount 

of fire or freshness can challenge what a man will store up in his ghostly 

heart. 

As I watched him he adjusted himself a little, visibly. His hand took hold 

of hers and as she said something low in his ear he turned toward her with 

a rush of emotion. I think that voice held him most with its fluctuating, 

feverish warmth because it couldn't be over-dreamed—that voice was a 

deathless song. 

They had forgotten me, but Daisy glanced up and held out her hand; 

Gatsby didn't know me now at all. I looked once more at them and they 

looked back at me, remotely, possessed by intense life. Then I went out 

of the room and down the marble steps into the rain, leaving them there 

together. 
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Chapter VI 

could once return to a certain starting place and go over it all slowly, he 

could find out what that thing was. . . 

. . . One autumn night, five years before, they had been walking down the 

street when the leaves were falling, and they came to a place where there 

were no trees and the sidewalk was white with moonlight. They stopped 

here and turned toward each other. Now it was a cool night with that 

mysterious excitement in it which comes at the two changes of the year. 

The quiet lights in the houses were humming out into the darkness and 

there was a stir and bustle among the stars. Out of the corner of his eye 

Gatsby saw that the blocks of the sidewalk really formed a ladder and 

mounted to a secret place above the trees—he could climb to it, if he 

climbed alone, and once there he could suck on the pap of life, gulp down 

the incomparable milk of wonder. 

His heart beat faster and faster as Daisy's white face came up to his own. 

He knew that when he kissed this girl, and forever wed his unutterable 

visions to her perishable breath, his mind would never romp again like the 

mind of God. So he waited, listening for a moment longer to the tuning 

fork that had been struck upon a star. Then he kissed her. At his lips' 

touch she blossomed for him like a flower and the incarnation was 

complete. 

Through all he said, even through his appalling sentimentality, I was 

reminded of something—an elusive rhythm, a fragment of lost words, that 

I had 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 struggling upon them than a wisp of startled air. But they 

made no sound and what I had almost remembered was uncommunicable 

forever. 
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Chapter VII 

the gravel softly and tiptoed up the veranda steps. The drawing-room 

curtains were open, and I saw that the room was empty. Crossing the 

porch where we had dined that June night three months before I came to 

a small rectangle of light which I guessed was the pantry window. The 

blind was drawn but I found a rift at the sill. 

Daisy and Tom were sitting opposite each other at the kitchen table with 

a plate of cold fried chicken between them and two bottles of ale. He was 

talking intently across the table at her and in his earnestness his hand had 

fallen upon and covered her own. Once in a while she looked up at him 

and nodded in agreement. 

They weren't happy, and neither of them had touched the chicken or the 

ale—and yet they weren't unhappy either. There was an unmistakable air 

of natural intimacy about the picture and anybody would have said that 

they were conspiring together. 

As I tiptoed from the porch I heard my taxi feeling its way along the dark 

road toward the house. Gatsby was waiting where I had left him in the 

drive. 

"Is it all quiet up there?" he asked anxiously. 

"Yes, it's all quiet." I hesitated. "You'd better come 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 my presence marred the sacredness of 

the vigil. So I walked away and left him standing there in the moonlight—

watching over nothing. 
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Chapter VIII 

No telephone message arrived but the butler went without his sleep and 

waited for it until four o'clock—until long after there was any one to give 

it to if it came. I have an idea that Gatsby himself didn't believe it would 

come and perhaps he no longer cared. If that was true he must have felt 

that he had lost the old warm world, paid a high price for living too long 

with a single dream. He must have looked up at an unfamiliar sky through 

frightening leaves and shivered as he found what a grotesque thing a rose 

is and how raw the sunlight was upon the scarcely created grass. A new 

world, material without being real, where poor ghosts, breathing dreams 

like air, drifted fortuitously about . . . like that ashen, fantastic figure gliding 

toward him through the amorphous trees. 

The chauffeur—he was one of Wolfshiem's protégés—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 my rushing 

anxiously up the front steps was the first thing that alarmed any one. But 

they knew then, I firmly believe. With scarcely a word said, four of us, the 

chauffeur, butler, gardener and I, hurried down to the pool. 

There was a faint, barely perceptible movement of the water as the fresh 

flow from one end urged its way toward the drain at the other. With little 

ripples that were hardly the shadows of waves, the laden mattress moved 

irregularly down the pool. A small gust of wind that scarcely corrugated 

the surface was enough to disturb its accidental course with its accidental 

burden. The touch of a cluster of leaves revolved it slowly, tracing, like 

the leg of compass, a thin red circle in the water. 

It was after we started with Gatsby toward the house that the gardener 

saw Wilson's body a little way off in the grass, and the holocaust was 

complete. 
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Chapter IX 

Most of the big shore places were closed now and there were hardly any 

lights except the shadowy, moving glow of a ferryboat across the Sound. 

And as the moon rose higher the inessential houses began to melt away 

until gradually I became aware of the old island here that flowered once 

for Dutch sailors' eyes—a fresh, green breast of the new world. Its 

vanished trees, the trees that had made way for Gatsby's house, had once 

pandered in whispers to the last and greatest of all human dreams; for a 

transitory enchanted moment man must have held his breath in the 

presence of this continent, compelled into an aesthetic contemplation he 

neither understood nor desired, face to face for the last time in history 

with something commensurate to his capacity for wonder. 

And as I sat there brooding on the old, unknown world, I thought of 

Gatsby's wonder when he first picked out the green light at the end of 

Daisy's dock. He had come a long way to this blue lawn and his dream 

must have seemed so close that he could hardly fail to grasp it. He did not 

know that it was already behind him, somewhere back in that vast 

obscurity beyond the city, where the dark fields of the republic rolled on 

under the night. 

Gatsby believed in the green light, the orgastic future that year by year 

recedes before us. It eluded us then, but that's no matter—tomorrow we 

will run faster, stretch out our arms farther. . . . And one fine morning— 

So we beat on, boats against the current, borne back ceaselessly into the 

past. 


