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B younger years moii oter gan mue ogun advice. «Ecyu Tebe BApYT
3aX04eTcs OCYIUTh KOro-T0, — CKas3aj OH MHe, — remember, uTo He y
BCEX JIIOJIell B 3TOM MHpe OBbLIM TaKue ke MPeMMYIIecTBa, KaK y Te0a».

Bosbime oH HuYero He CkasaJ, HO f MOHAJ, YTO OH IIOAPa3yMeBaJ
Heuro a great deal, wem sro. Habit nposBaaTe cpepmanHoCTH B
CYMIEHUSX I03BOJIJIA MHE OTKPHIBATH B JIIOAAX JIHOOOMBITHEIINE
uepThl Xapakrepa. B college s Obln MOCBAIEH B COKPOBEHHBIE TaRHbI
cymMacOpoHBIX M, MOPoil unknown MHe JIOfieit.

Korpa s BepHyJica npomwioii autumn ¢ BocToKa, TO MOYYBCTBOBAJI, UTO
x04y, uTo6bl Bech Mup Obl1 00JauéH B uniform. Mue Gosblie He HYKHBI
Obli riotous BbLIA3KM ¢ TPUBUJIETHEH 3arJAfBIBATH B UeJOBEUECKHE
aymu. Jlumb I'aTcOu, 4esioBek, YbMM MMeHeM Obiga HasBaHa 3Ta book,
CTaJ HCKJYeHWeM, — I'3TcOM, KOTOpBIA BOIJIOTHJI B ce0e BCE, uTO f
TaKk UCKPEHHe Mpe3upaJl.
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a great deal — MHOTO
advice — coseTr

autumn — oceHb

book — xnura

college — xoanepx

habit — nmpusbruka
remember — MOMHUTD
riotous — yBA€KaTeAbHbIN
$COrn — Ipesuparb
uniform — yHudpopma
unknown — Heu3BecTHbII
younger years — IOHOIIECKHE TOABI
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CHAPTER 1

In my younger years my father gave me some advice. “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 I understood that he meant a great
deal more than that. A habit to reserve all judgments has opened
up many curious natures to me. In college I was privy to the secret
griefs of wild, unknown men.

When I came back from the East last autumn I felt that I wanted
the world to be in uniform. I wanted no more riotous excursions
with privileged glimpses into the human heart. Only Gatsby, the man
who gives his name to this book, was exempt from my reaction—Gats-
by who represented everything for which I have an unaffected scorn.

*
kk

B Hém 6b1710 HEUTO gorgeous, Hekas TOBbINIEHHAS YYBCTBUTEJHHOCTD
k promises of life, as if he were related to ogHoli U3 Tex cJIOKHBIX
MallliH, KoTopble peructpupyoT earthquakes Ha paccrosHuM AecATH
THICAY MHJIb. ITO OBLI PeJIKOCTHBINA ap Hajiex/ibl, poMaHTHYecKas readi-
ness, KOTOpOii A HUKOrJja He HaXOQUJ HH B OHOM JIPYyroM person.

Mos cembsi cocrosiia u3 prominent Jirofedl, KoTopsie BOT yie Ha
TPOTSAsKEHNH TPEX TOKOJIGHHH cuMTajmch 3axuTouHbiMu. Kappaysu —
3T0 HeuTo Bpofe clanm, u, mo tradition, mbi Beém cBo pojIOCJIOBHYIO
or repuoros Bokiay, xora daxruueckum founder moeil smHMM ObLI
OpaT Moero JAeAyIIKH, KOTODHIA MpHeXaJ CioJja B MATHIECAT MEPBOM
roJly u HauaJ cBoé jeso mo wholesale hardware, koropoe moii oreir
npojoykaet A0 cux mop. fl Hukorma He Bujes cBoero great-uncle, Ho
A T0X03K Ha HEro: f BU/EJ MOPTPET, KOTOPbiii BUCHT B KOHTOpE OTIIA.

~Coy cﬁ‘wi

as if he were related to — caoBHO 0H 6b1A 9acTbIO
clan — xaan

earthquakes — 3emaeTpsicenne

founder — popoHaYaAbHHK

gOrgeous — BEAMKOAEITHbIN

great-uncle — ABOIOPOAHBIIL AeA

painting — moprper
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person — ueAoBeK

prominent — BUAHBIA

promises of life — mocyasl sxu3Hu / cO6AA3HBI XKU3HU

readiness — roToBHOCTBb

tradition — mpepanue

wholesale hardware — onrroBast TOprosast cko6siHbBIMU TOBapamMu

There was something gorgeous about him, some heightened sensi-
tivity to the promises of life, as if he were related to one of those in-
tricate machines that register earthquakes ten thousand miles away.
It was an extraordinary gift for hope, a romantic readiness such as
I have never found in any other person.

My family have been prominent, well-to-do people for three gen-
erations. The Carraways are something of a clan and we have a
tradition that we're descended from the Dukes of Buccleuch, but the
actual founder of my line was my grandfather’s brother who came
here in fifty-one and started the wholesale hardware business that
my father carries on today. I never saw this great-uncle but I look
like him—I saw a painting that hangs in Father’s office.

*
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fI 3akonunn Henbcknit yausepcuter B Hoto-Xeiisene B 1915-m rogy,
POBHO uepes ueTBepTh century mocJie CBOero OTiHa, a 4yTh MO3kKe f
participated B Besmkoii mupoBoii Boiire. Torga i pemuy ABHHYTHCA
Ha BocTOK W u3yuuth bond business. Oren coraacuica finance mens
B TeYeHuWe rojia W mocje HeOosbmux sajepxer in the spring of twen-
ty-two s mpumexas Ha BOCTOK, Kak MHe JyMaJoCh, HaBCer/ja.

Baaropasymueit Obijio Obl HaiiTH rooms B Topojie, HO [eJO MILJIO
K JieTy, W Korja OJMH MOJIO[IOW YeJIOBeK M3 O(uca MpeJJIOKHJI MHe
cHATh Jom Bmecte ¢ Hum, it sounded like a great idea. On Hameéx
noM, KapToHHbIi bungalow 3a BocembecAT /0JLIapOB B Mecsll. Y MeHs
obLa crapsiit «Jlofz» u Finnish ropauunas, koropas npuGupaia KpoBaTh
W TOTOBWJIA 3aBTpak, a Tak:ke muttered uro-To mo-uHCKH, cTof y
3JIEKTPUYECKOH TIJIATHI.
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bond business — kpepurHOE A€AO

bungalow — 6ynraao

century — Bek

finance — $puHaHCHPOBaTb / COAEpPKATD / OKA3BIBATH GUHAHCOBYIO
HIOAAEPIKKY

Finnish — ¢uncxkuit

in the spring of twenty-two — BecHOI1 ABaALIATb BTOPOTO IOAQ

it sounded like a great idea — 3T0 mMOKa3aAOCh MHe IpeKpPaCHOM
upeen

mutter — 6opmoTaTh

participate — y4acTBoBaTb

rooms — >XHMAbE

NZOACRY

I graduated from New Haven in 1915, just a quarter of a century
after my father, and a little later I participated in the Great War.
Then I decided to go east and learn the bond business. Father agreed
to finance me for a year and after various delays I came east, perma-
nently, I thought, in the spring of twenty-two.

The practical thing was to find rooms in the city but it was
a warm season, so when a young man at the office suggested that
we take a house together it sounded like a great idea. He found the
house, a cardboard bungalow at eighty a month. I had an old Dodge
and a Finnish woman who made my bed and cooked breakfast, and
muttered Finnish words to herself over the electric stove.

X
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OpHaskpl YTPOM HEKHil UeJOBEK OCTAHOBMJ MeHs Ha road.

«Rar npoittu B mocesior Yact-Irr?» — cnpocui oH. Berasames on
npu 3ToM coepuieHHo helplessly.

I o0bacuun emy. S 6611 rugom, pathfinder, nepsuim settler. Jletom
$KU3Hb HAUMHAJIaCh 10 HOBOIA.

Crosibko Hy#HO OblI0 read. fI kynmun dozen ToMoB Mo OaHKOBCKOMY
u KpeguTHOMY feJy, mo investment securities, n onm crossmm Ha moeit
T0JIKE, CBEPKAs KPACHBIM M 30JI0THIM [[BETAMH.
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A sun B Yacr-9rre. fI apenoBas 10M B OJ{HOM M3 CAMBIX CTPAHHBIX
mecreuek CesepHoit Amepurku. OH CTOSJI y caMOii OKOHEYHOCTH MbiCa,
rotopas extends k Bocroky ot Heto-Hopra. Moit oM Haxopmiuca Mesxy
IBYMs OrPOMHBIMH BWJIIAMH, KOTOpble CHHMAJi 3a [IBEHAIATh HJIH
MATHAAIATH THICAY [I0JJIAPOB B season. Buijia crmpaBa OT MeHs Oblia
ocobHsakom ['aTcom.

"“(L’er(-)t(jw

community — ImOCéAOK

dozen — ArokuHa

extend — mpocTHparbCst

helplessly — 6ecriomomso

investment securities — MHBECTUITMOHHBIE IIEeHHbIE 6yMarn
pathfinder — nepBoorkpsiBareas

read — 4uTaTH

road — popora

season — Ce30H

settler — moceaener

B0 O o

One morning some man stopped me on the road.

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

I told him. I was a guide, a pathfinder, an original settler. The
life was beginning over again with the summer.

There was so much to read. I bought a dozen volumes on banking
and credit and investment securities and they stood on my shelf in
red and gold.

I lived at West Egg. I 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. My house was between
two huge places that rented for twelve or fifteen thousand a season.
The one on my right was Gatsby’s mansion.

*
kk

Ha ppyroii cropone bay y Bogbl cBepkaju Gejsie gBopnbl fashion-
able Her-9rra, u ucTopus 3Toro summer, Ha caMoM jieJjie, HAYMHAETCA C
TOro Beuepa, Korja s mpuexaJ Tyja, 4ToObl moo0esaTh ¢ BriokeHeHaMH.
Jaiizu Gbia moeii second cousin. Eé husband samu Tom. Toma s 3uan
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emé ¢ yHupepcutera. M cpasy mocsie war s mpoBés ¢ HuMH B Uukaro
1iBa [HfL.

Cembs Toma Oblima upessbivaitHo wealthy — emgé B koJutemske ero
MaHepa coputh jeHbramu was a matter for reproach. fI me 3maro,
nouemMy OHHM mepeexajii Ha BocToK. «Mbl B permanent gpuskeHun», —
ckazana [Ipiisu mo TesedoHy, Ho s aTromy He believe. Ouu mpoBeJn rog
Bo Dpaniuu, He ¥Mes ONPe/EJEHHOI 1eJd, a 3aTeM OTHPABUJKCH TYIa,
rjie JIIOJM Urpajii B 1M0JI0 W Oblid rich.

W()t(‘yw

bay — 3aaus

permanent — IOCTOSIHHBINA

husband — my>x

believe — Beputs

was a matter for reproach — BbI3bIBara HapeKaHUs

fashionable — ¢emenebeapnblit

rich — 6orarsrit

summer — AeTo

wealthy — 6orarsrit

war — BOIHa

second cousin — TPOIOpPOAHAS cecTpa
TTNOA

Across the bay the white palaces of fashionable East Egg glit-
tered along the water, and the history of the summer really begins
on the evening I drove over there to have dinner with the Buchanans.
Daisy was my second cousin. Her husband’s name was Tom. I'd known
Tom in college. And just after the war I spent two days with them
in Chicago.

Tom’s family was enormously wealthy—even in college his free-
dom with money was a matter for reproach. Why they came east I
don’t know. This was a permanent move, said Daisy over the tele-
phone, but I didn’t believe it. They had spent a year in France, for no
particular reason, and then moved to place where people played polo
and were rich together.

***

U Bort, cayunnocs Tak, 4To offHMM TemisiM windy BeuepoM s moexas
B Mcr-9rr moBupath AByX crapeix friends, koropeix eaBa shanm. Hx
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nom okasajcs emé elaborate, yem s omupan. The lawn nHaumnasca Ha
Oepery u uepe3 4eTBePTh MUJHM Hoxoau a0 mepeguei door. @acay ObLI
npopesaH psajgomM ¢pannysckux windows, glowing oroseckamu 30Ji0Ta
i mupoko pacnaxuyteiMd. Tom Boiokenen, opersiii B riding clothes,
CTOSAJ B J[BEPAX.

Co Bpemén Hoio-XeiiBena Tom usmenuscs. Temepb oH ObuT Kpemkum,
straw haired uesoBexom Tpumuartu Jier ¢ rather hard mouth u super-
cilious manepamu.

OH He MOr CKPBITh €NOrMOUS CHJIy CBOEro Teja. JTo OBLIO TeJo,
obsajiaBmee enormous leverage, cruel Teso.

W@tﬁw

cruel — sxecToxun

door — aABepp

elaborate — m3pickanHbBIN

€Nnormous — OrpOMHbIN

enormous leverage — COXpyIHTeAbHAS CHAQ
friend — Apyr

glow — cBepxarb

happen — cayuarbcs

lawn — raszon

rather hard mouth — TBéppo ouepuenHsIit poT
riding clothes — xocTIOM AAST BepXOBOIT €3ABI
straw haired — cBeTAOBOAOCHIIT

supercilious — HaAMeHHBI

window — oxHO

windy — BeTpeHsIit

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. The lawn started at
the beach and ran toward the front door for a quarter of a mile. The
front was broken by a line of French windows, glowing now with
reflected gold, and wide open. Tom Buchanan in riding clothes was
standing on the front porch.

Tom had changed since his New Haven years. Now he was a
sturdy, straw haired man of thirty with a rather hard mouth and a
supercilious manner.
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He could not hide the enormous power of his body. It was a body
capable of enormous leverage—a cruel body.

X

kK
Ero rosoc 6eun gruff husky tenor. «Uro sk, He mymaiire, uTo Moe
opinion HeoclopumMo, — Ka3aJoch, rosopui oH, — just because, uro

A cuJbHee W 0OOJIbIIe MOXOK HAa YejioBeka, ueM Bbl». Mbl cocrossu B
omHom Senior Society, u xors MbI HEKOr/ja He ObLIM 0JM3KH, MHE BCerja
Ka3aJI0Ch, YTO OH CTPEMUJICA MHE TIOHPABUTHCA.

Mpbl 1OroBOpHJIM HECKOJbKO MHHYT, CTOS Ha OCBENIEHHOM COJIHIIEM
porch.

«Y meHs TyT xopomo», — cka3aJ oH. On politely u pesko passepmyJ
mens. «Iloirgém inside».

Mz npomin yepes hallway u momasu B sipko-po3oBoe space. OxHa
OblM ajar u Osecrenu. JIérkuit BeTepoK ryJAJ MO KOMHaTe, 3acCTaBJAA
curtains passeBaThCsi, MOJ00HO OeJibIM (hJraram.

Wﬁt@w

ajar — IPHOTKPHITHIM
curtain — 3aHaBeckKa
gruft husky tenor — rpy6s1it xpurnaslit TeHOp
hallway — npuxoxast
inside — BHyTpB
just because — ToABKO ITOTOMY
opinion — MHeHue
politely — Besxauso
porch — kpoiabIio
Senior Society — cTyaeHuIecKkoe 061eCTBO
space — IIPOCTPAHCTBO
TN AR

His voice was a gruff husky tenor. “Now, don’t think my opin-
ion 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 wanted me to like him.

We talked for a few minutes on the sunny porch.

“I've got a nice place here,” he said. He turned me around, polite-
ly and abruptly. “We’ll go inside.”
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We walked through the hallway into a bright rosy-colored space.
The windows were ajar and gleaming. A breeze blew through the
room, blew curtains in at one end and out the other like pale flags.

X
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EnuncrBenHoit stationary mpegmerom B KoMHaTe ObLIa OrpoMHas
couch, Ha koTopoil Jexasn aBe MoJojble MeHmuHLL. 00e oHM ObLIM B
white. fI Hekoropoe Bpems mocrosu, mpucaymuBasck K Whip and snap
3aHABECOK W groan KapTHHBHI Ha CTEHe.

Tom Briokenen shut okma, ¥ moiiMaHHBIF B KOMHATe BeTep CTHX.
Camas MmJjafmas M3 JBYX KeHIHUH Obul MHe HesHakoma. OHa OblLia
cosepierro motionless, Jimmib eé chin ObLT HEMHOrO MPUMOHAT.

Hpyras pesymka, [laisu, caenana attempt secrars. OHa HakJIOHMIACH
HeMHOTO BNIEPE], a 3aTeM M37ajia HeJiemblii charming cMemIoR, A Tak:ke
laughed u maruys B KomHaTy.

«fl m-m-n-mapasusoBana ot happiness».

Ona cHoBa laughed, u Ha mur yaep:aia moto pyky, usydas moe face.

Ona murmured, uTo damuaus aApyroi AeBymku Obida Beiikep. I'yost
muce Beiikep fluttered, ona xuBHysna mue, a 3aTem oHa CHOBa OBICTPO
orkunyaa head nasap.

"‘(‘f(f(‘)t(jw

attempt — mombITKa
charming — oapoBareAbHbIit
chin — nop6opoaox

couch — kymerxa

face — auno

flutter — AporuyTb

groan — CKpHII

happiness — cyacrpe

head — roaosa

laugh — cmesTbCst
motionless — HermOABIKHBIH
murmur — LIeNTaTh

shut — sakpsiBaTp

stationary — HemOABYKHBIN
whip and snap — xaomanbe

white — 6eabrit
'T“@G\V -
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The only completely stationary object in the room was an enor-
mous couch on which two young women were lying. They were both
in white. I stood for a few moments listening to the whip and snap
of the curtains and the groan of a picture on the wall.

Tom Buchanan shut the rear windows and the caught wind died
out about the room. The younger of the two was a stranger to me.
She was completely motionless and her chin raised a little.

The other girl, Daisy, made an attempt to rise. She leaned slight-
ly forward—then she laughed, an absurd, charming little laugh, and
I laughed too and came forward into the room.

“I'm p-paralyzed with happiness.”

She laughed again, and held my hand for a moment, looking up
into my face.

She murmured that the surname of the other girl was Baker.
Miss Baker’s lips fluttered, she nodded at me and then quickly tipped
her head back again.

*
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I looked back Ha cBowo popcTBeHHHILY, KOTOpas MPHHAJIACH 3a/IaBaTh
MHe Bompockl cBouM Hu3kuM, thrilling rosocom. E€ muo 6b110 nevasisHo
M TpeKpacHoO — CBepKaioliue rjasa W passionate por.

I pacckasax eii, uTo HaBecTHJ B UnKaro HeCKOJbKHUX J[py3eid, U UTO
dozen Jrofieit mepefjaBasiu e MpHBeT.

«Onn miss mo mMHe?» — BOCKJIMKHYJIa OHA.

«Bech ropo omycres. Bee automobiles mokpamenst B 4épHbli 1BeT,
BCIO HOYb CJIBIIIUTCA TLJIAY».

«Kak muno! JlaBait Bepuémcs, Tom. Tomorrow!» 3arem, HeMHOrO He
K MeCTy, OHa Jj00aBu.JIa:

«Ts1 fomxen yBumers baby».

«XoTesoch ObI».

«Ona cmur. Eit gBa roga. Tel Hukorga eé He BUeJ?»

«Never».

«Torga To1 foasken eé see. Ona..»

Wc\tjw

automobile — mamuna, aBTOMO6MAD
baby — pe6énox

dozen — AroxuHa

look back — orasapiBarbcs
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miss — CKy4JaTb

never — HUKOTAQ
passionate — CTpacTHBIi
see — BHAETh

thrilling — BoAHyromuit

tomorrow — SaBTpa
- %63v .

I looked back at my cousin who began to ask me questions in her
low, thrilling voice. Her face was sad and lovely with bright things
in it, bright eyes and a bright passionate mouth.

I told her how I had visited in Chicago some friends and how a
dozen people had sent her their love.

“Do they miss me?” she cried.

“The whole town is desolate. All the automobiles are painted
black and there’s a persistent wail all night.”

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

irrelevantly,
“You must see the baby,” she said.
“I'd like to.”
“She’s asleep. She’s two years old. Haven’t you ever seen her?”
“Never.”

“Well, you must see her. She’s...»

*
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Tom BerokeneH moJsoxua pyky Ha moé shoulder.

«Yem THl 3aHuMaembcs, Hug?»

«I’'m a bond man».

«Y Koro?»

fl pacckasan emy.

«Hukorma o Hux He capimaJj», — decisively 3amerns om.
10 meHs annoyed.

«Ycapimumb, — shortly orBerun sf. — YcJbimmmimb, ecjid BbI
ocranerech Ha East».
«0, a1 ocranych Ha East, ue Boumyiicai», — ckasan oH, riaga Ha

Jlaii3u, a 3aTeM MOCMOTpEJ Ha MeHs.

At this point mumcc Beiikep ckazama «HecomuenHo!» Jrto 0ObLIO
mepBoe CcJioBo, Kotopoe oHa uttered ¢ Toro momenta, Kak s BOWIEJ B
room. Jto surprised eé Tak e, kak u MeHA. OHa yawned u ¢ MOMOIIbIO
OBICTPBIX, JIOBKHX movements moHsAack.
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annoy — 3aAeBaTh, Pa3APaXkaTh
at this point — B 9TOT MOMeEHT

decisively — BbicokomepHO

East — Bocrox

I'm a bond man. — 5] 3aHHMAIOCh KPEAUTHBIMH OIIePALIMSIMIL
movement — ABH)KeHHE

room — KOMHara

shortly — xopotko

shoulder — maeuo

surprise — yAHUBASITB

utter — IPOU3HOCUTH

yawn — 3eBaTb

Tom Buchanan rested his hand on my shoulder.

“What do you do, Nick?”

“I'm a bond man.”

“Who with?”

I told him.

“Never heard of them,” he remarked decisively.

This annoyed me.

“You will,” I answered shortly. “You will if you stay in the
East.”

“Oh, I'll stay in the East, don’t you worry,” he said, glancing at
Daisy and then back at me.

At this point Miss Baker said “Absolutely!” It was the first
word she uttered since I came into the room. It surprised her as
much as it did me. She yawned and with a series of rapid, deft move-
ments stood up into the room.

X
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«Buumsb v, — ckasana JIpitsu muce Beiikep. — fI Bech afternoon
nbITaoch BhITAmuTh TeGa B Hoio-Hopk».

I nocmotpes Ha mucc Beiikep, MHe HpaBUJIOCH CMOTpETh Ha Heé. ITO
obuia slender meymka with an erect carriage. E€ cepbie, sun-strained
rjasa CMOTpeJu Ha MeHdA. fl BApYr MOHsAJ, 4TO MHe ye J{OBOJMJIOCH
BHleTh eé mim eé picture.
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«Bbl xuBete B Yacr-Jrre, — 3ameruaa oHa contemptuously. — f
KO0€-KOr0 TaM 3Haio».

«fl He 3HaW Tam HH...»

«Bol gosHbI 3HATH ['9TCOMN.

«['arcou? — cnpocuna [lgiizu. — Kakoro I'atcou?»

IIpexne, uem s cmor reply, uro on moii neighbour, o0bsaBHAH, uTO
kymarb nogaHo. Tom BbrokeHeH BbiBes1 MeHsA U3 KOMHATHL Mbl BBIILIA.

JIBe MoJio/ible KEHIMHBI LK Tepeji HaMu B CTOPoHY sunset, rae Ha
croJie MepraJju detbipe candles.

«3auem stu candles? — 3amporecroBajia, xmypsich, [|aiisn. Omna
snapped them out cBoumu massramu. «YUepes fBe Hefesn OymeT camblit
IJIMHHBIA JIeHb B year».

NCOY (‘5&5\&9"“

afternoon — AeHb

candle — cBeua

contemptuously — cBbIcOKa, HAAMEHHO
neighbor — cocep,

picture — mopTper

reply — orBeuars

slender — crpoitusrit

Snap — CXBaThIBATh

sunset — 3akar

sun-strained — IfypuBIIHeCs Ha COAHIje
with an erect carriage — c oueHp IpsMO# CIIMHOM
year — ToA

snapped them out — moTymmaa, 3arymraa

‘ﬂ—%w—

“You see,” Daisy told Miss Baker. “I've been trying to get you
to New York all afternoon.”

I looked at Miss Baker, I enjoyed looking at her. She was a slen-
der girl, with an erect carriage. Her grey sun-strained eyes looked
back at me. It occurred to me now that I had seen her, or a picture
of her, somewhere before.

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

“I don't know a single—"

“You must know Gatsby.”
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