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    The Great Gatsby

        By F. Scott Fitzgerald

    Chapter 1

When I was younger and more impressionable, my dad gave me some advice that’s been stuck in my head ever since.
“Whenever you feel like judging someone,” he told me, “just remember that not everyone’s had the same advantages you’re lucky enough to have.”
He didn’t say much else, but we’re always been good at communicating without being overly expressive, and I understood he meant a lot more than that. So, I tend to hold back on judging people, which has opened me up to some really interesting people—and also made me the target of a few seriously boring veterans. People who are a little off can spot that quality immediately and latch onto it. That’s how, in college, I got unfairly labeled a politician just because I knew the hidden sorrows of some wild, unknown guys. Most of the time, people just started telling me their problems—honestly, I’d often fake sleep, pretend to be distracted, or even act a little sarcastic when I sensed someone was about to unload a really personal confession; because young guys’ deep thoughts are usually just copied from somewhere else and leave out a lot. Keeping your opinions to yourself is all about hoping for the best. I'm still a little worried I’ll miss out on something if I forget that, like my dad—and I—snobbishly put it, everyone doesn't start life with the same basic fairness.
And, after bragging about how open-minded I am, I have to admit there’s a limit. Someone’s actions might be based on solid ground or shaky foundations, but after a certain point, I just don’t care. When I got back from the East last fall, I just wanted everyone to act the same way and be on their best behavior forever; I didn’t want any more random, privileged glimpses into people's hearts. Only Gatsby, the guy this book is about, was exempt from my reaction—Gatsby, who represented everything I secretly looked down on. If being yourself is a series of successful moves, then there was something amazing about him, a real sensitivity to the possibilities of life, as if he was connected to one of those complicated machines that can detect earthquakes thousands of miles away. That responsiveness wasn't about that soft, easily influenced type people call the “creative type”—it was an incredible ability to hope, a romantic eagerness I’d never seen in anyone else and probably never will again. No—Gatsby turned out okay in the end; it was what was dragging him down, what nasty dust followed his dreams that briefly lost my interest in the messed-up sadness and quick bursts of happiness of other guys.
My family has been important, wealthy people in this Midwestern city for three generations. The Carraways are a tight-knit group, and we have a tradition that we’re descended from the Dukes of Buccleuch, but the real founder of our line was my grandfather’s brother, who came here in 1851, paid someone else to fight in the Civil War for him, and started the wholesale hardware business that my dad runs today.
 I’d never met this great-uncle, but I was told I looked like him—especially if you checked out that old, serious-looking painting in my dad’s office. I graduated from Yale in 1915, just a quarter century after my dad, and a bit later I got caught up in that delayed invasion from Germany known as the Great War. I liked the counter-attack so much, I came back feeling restless. Instead of feeling like the center of everything, the Midwest suddenly felt like the edge of the world—so I decided to head East and get into the bond business. Everyone I knew was in the bond business, so I figured it could handle one more single guy. All my aunts and uncles talked it over like they were picking a fancy school for me, and finally they said, “Yeah, I guess so,” with really serious, hesitant faces. Dad agreed to pay for me for a year, and after a bunch of delays, I came East, thinking it would be permanent, in the spring of ’22.
The sensible thing was to find a place in the city, but it was a warm season, and I’d just left a place with huge lawns and friendly trees, so when a guy at the office suggested we rent a house together in a suburb, it sounded awesome. He found the house—a beat-up, basic bungalow for eighty a month—but at the last minute, the firm sent him to Washington, and I ended up out in the country by myself. I had a dog—well, I had him for a few days until he ran off—and an old Dodge, and a Finnish woman who made my bed, cooked breakfast, and mumbled Finnish wisdom to herself while she cooked on the electric stove.
It was lonely for a bit, until one morning, some guy, newer to the area than me, stopped me on the road.
“How do I get to West Egg village?” he asked, looking lost.
I told him. And as I walked on, I wasn’t lonely anymore. I was a guide, a trailblazer, an original settler. He’d basically given me the inside track to the neighborhood.
And so, with the sunshine and all the leaves bursting out on the trees, just like in fast movies, I had that familiar feeling that life was starting fresh again with summer.
There was so much to read, for one thing, and so much good health to soak up from the fresh, breezy air. I bought a dozen books on banking, credit, and investments, and they sat on my shelf in red and gold, like brand-new money from the mint, promising to unlock the secrets that only Midas, Morgan, and Maecenas knew. And I planned to read a ton of other books too. I’d been pretty literary in college—one year I wrote a bunch of really serious, obvious editorials for the Yale News—and now I was going to bring all that back into my life and become that rarest of all specialists, the “well-rounded guy.” This isn't just a clever saying—life is way more successful when you look at it from a single window, after all.
It was pure luck that I ended up renting a house in one of the weirdest communities in North America. It was on that skinny, wild island that stretches east of New York—and where there are, among other odd things, two unusual land formations. Twenty miles from the city, a pair of enormous eggs, identical in shape and separated only by a little bay, stick out into the most tamed body of saltwater in the Western hemisphere, the big, wet farmyard of Long Island Sound. They aren’t perfect ovals—like the egg in the Columbus story, they’re both flattened out at the end—but their physical resemblance must be a constant surprise to the gulls that fly overhead. For those without wings, an even more interesting thing is how different they are in every other way, except for their shape and size.
 I lived in West Egg—the, like, less fancy of the two, though that’s a pretty shallow way to describe the weird and kind of unsettling contrast between them. My house was right at the tip of the egg, maybe fifty yards from the Sound, squished between these two huge places that rented for twelve or fifteen thousand a season. The one on my right was seriously over the top—it was basically a copy of some town hall in Normandy, with a tower, totally new under a thin layer of ivy, a huge marble pool, and over forty acres of lawn and garden. It was Gatsby’s place. Or, rather, as I didn’t know Mr. Gatsby, it was a mansion where a guy named Gatsby lived. My own place was kind of an eyesore, but it was a small one, and it was overlooked, so I had a view of the water, a partial view of my neighbor’s lawn, and the comforting nearness of millionaires—all for eighty bucks a month.
Across the bay, the fancy white houses of East Egg glittered on the water, and the story of that summer really starts on the night I drove over there to have dinner with Tom and Daisy Buchanan. Daisy was my second cousin, like, twice removed, and I’d known Tom back in college. And right after the war, I spent two days with them in Chicago.
Her husband, among other things, was one of the best football players ever at New Haven—a big deal, one of those guys who reach such intense skill at twenty-one that everything else feels like a letdown. His family was super rich—even in college, his spending was a problem—but now he’d ditched Chicago and moved East in a way that was just wild: for example, he brought a whole string of polo ponies from Lake Forest. It was hard to believe a guy my age could be rich enough to do that.
Why they came East, I don’t know. They’d spent a year in France for no real reason, and then drifted around, restless, wherever people played polo and had money together. This was a permanent move, Daisy said on the phone, but I didn’t buy it—I couldn’t read Daisy’s heart, but I felt like Tom would just keep wandering, kind of wistfully searching for the excitement of some unforgettable football game.
So, on a warm, breezy evening, I drove over to East Egg to see two old friends I barely knew. Their house was even more elaborate than I expected, a bright red-and-white Georgian Colonial mansion, overlooking the bay. The lawn started at the beach and ran to the front door for a quarter of a mile, jumping over sundials and brick paths and flower gardens—finally reaching the house, drifting up the side in bright vines, like it was gaining momentum. The front was open with a row of French windows, glowing with reflected gold and wide open to the warm, breezy afternoon, and Tom Buchanan in riding clothes was standing with his legs apart on the front porch.
He’d changed since college. Now he was a solid, straw-haired guy in his thirties, with a hard mouth and a superior attitude. Two bright, arrogant eyes dominated his face and made him look like he was always leaning forward aggressively. Not even the fancy, almost feminine style of his riding clothes could hide the power of his body—he seemed to fill those shiny boots until he strained the top laces, and you could see a bunch of muscle shift when his shoulder moved under his thin coat. It was a body built for massive strength—a tough body.
His voice, a rough, husky tenor, added to the impression he gave off. There was a hint of condescension in it, even toward people he liked—and there were guys at New Haven who seriously hated him.
 “Now, don’t think my opinion on these things is set in stone,” he said, “just because I’m stronger and more of a man than you are.” We were in the same senior group, and while we weren't close, I always got the feeling he approved of me and wanted me to like him, with a kind of intense, stubborn longing.
We talked for a few minutes on the sunny porch.
“I’ve got a really nice place here,” he said, his eyes darting around restlessly.
Turning me around by my arm, he swept his hand across the view, taking in a sunken Italian garden, a huge patch of deep, fragrant roses, and a small motorboat bumping against the tide.
“It used to belong to Demaine, the oil guy.” He turned me around again, polite but abrupt. “Let’s go inside.”
We walked through a long hallway into a bright, rosy-colored room, connected to the house by French windows at both ends. The windows were open and gleaming white against the fresh grass outside, which seemed to grow right into the room. A breeze blew through, swirling the curtains in from one end and out the other like pale flags, twisting them up toward the fancy, frosted ceiling, and then rippling across the wine-colored rug, making a shadow on it like wind does on the ocean.
The only thing that wasn’t moving was a huge couch where two young women were lounging, looking like they were floating on anchored balloons. They were both wearing white, and their dresses were rippling and fluttering as if they’d just been blown back in after a quick trip around the house. I must have stood there for a few moments listening to the snap of the curtains and the creak of a picture on the wall. Then there was a slam as Tom Buchanan closed the back windows and the trapped wind died down, and the curtains, the rugs, and the two young women slowly settled to the floor.
The younger of the two was a stranger to me. She was stretched out at her end of the couch, completely still, and with her chin raised a little, as if she were balancing something on it that was about to fall. If she saw me out of the corner of her eye, she didn’t show it—I was almost surprised into mumbling an apology for barging in and disturbing her.
The other girl, Daisy, tried to sit up—she leaned forward with a serious expression—then she laughed, a silly, charming little laugh, and I laughed too and stepped into the room.
“I’m so happy I’m frozen.”
She laughed again, as if she’d said something really funny, and held my hand for a moment, looking up into my face, promising that there was no one in the world she wanted to see more. That was just her way. She hinted in a whisper that the last name of the balancing girl was Baker. (I’ve heard it said that Daisy’s whisper was just to make people lean in to hear her; a petty criticism that didn’t make it any less charming.)
Anyway, Miss Baker’s lips fluttered, she nodded at me almost without me noticing, and then quickly tipped her head back—whatever she was balancing had obviously wobbled and given her a scare. Again, an apology rose to my lips. I always feel compelled to give someone a stunned nod if they seem totally self-assured.
I looked back at my cousin, who started asking me questions in her low, captivating voice. It was the kind of voice that your ear follows, like each sentence is a series of notes that will never be played again. Her face was sad and beautiful, with bright things in it—bright eyes and a bright, passionate mouth—but there was an excitement in her voice that guys who had cared for her couldn’t forget: a compelling urge to sing, a hushed “Listen,” a promise that she'd been doing exciting things recently and that more exciting things were just around the corner.
 I told her how I’d stopped off in Chicago for a day on my way East, and how a ton of people had sent their love through me.
“Do they miss me?” she cried, totally stoked.
“The whole town’s a mess. All the cars have the left rear wheel painted black—like a mourning wreath—and there’s this constant wail all night along the north shore.”
“That’s wild! Let’s go back, Tom. Tomorrow!” Then, kinda random, she added, “You should see the baby.”
“I’m down for that.”
“She’s asleep. She’s three. Haven’t you ever seen her?”
“Nope.”
“Seriously? You have to see her. She’s—”
Tom Buchanan, who’s been pacing around the room, stopped and put his hand on my shoulder.
“What’s up, Nick?”
“I’m in bonds.”
“Who with?”
I told him.
“Never heard of them,” he said, sounding pretty sure of himself.
That bugged me.
“You will,” I shot back. “You will if you stick around in the East.”
“Oh, I’ll stick around the East, don’t even worry,” he said, glancing at Daisy and then back at me, like he was looking for something. “I’d be a total idiot to live anywhere else.”
At that point, Miss Baker said, “Totally!” so fast that I jumped—it was the first thing she’s said since I walked in. She seemed surprised by it too, because she yawned and then, with a bunch of quick movements, stood up.
“I’m stiff,” she complained. “I’ve been lying on that couch forever.”
“Don’t look at me,” Daisy retorted. “I’ve been trying to get you to New York all afternoon.”
“Nah, thanks,” said Miss Baker to the four cocktails just brought in from the pantry. “I’m seriously in training.”
Her host looked at her like she was crazy.
“You are!” He practically slammed down his drink. “How you ever get anything done is beyond me.”
I looked at Miss Baker, wondering what she did get done. I liked looking at her. She was slender, small-breasted, with a confident posture, which she emphasized by arching her back. Her grey eyes—sun-bleached—looked back at me with polite curiosity from this kind of faded, charming, unhappy face. It hit me then that I’d seen her, or a picture of her, somewhere before.
“You live in West Egg,” she said, sounding unimpressed. “I know someone there.”
“I don’t know a single—”
“You know Gatsby.”
“Gatsby?” demanded Daisy. “What Gatsby?”
Before I could reply, dinner was announced. Tom Buchanan practically shoved me out of the room, like he was moving a checker piece.
Gracefully, casually, with their hands on their hips, the two women walked out onto a pink porch, facing the sunset, where four candles flickered in the breeze.
“Why candles?” Daisy frowned, snapping them out. “In two weeks it’ll be the longest day of the year.” She looked at us all, glowing. “Do you always wait for the longest day of the year and then miss it? I always wait for the longest day of the year and then miss it.”
“We should plan something,” Miss Baker yawned, sitting down at the table like she was getting into bed.
“Okay,” said Daisy. “What should we plan?” She looked at me helplessly. “What do people even plan?”
Before I could answer, her eyes fixed on her little finger with a look of awe.
“Look!” she complained. “It hurts.”
We all looked—the knuckle was black and blue.
“You did it, Tom,” she said accusingly. “I know you didn’t mean to, but you did. That’s what I get for marrying a total brute of a man, a huge, bulky, strong—"
“I hate that word ‘bulky,’ ” Tom grumbled, “even when we’re joking.”
“Bulky,” insisted Daisy.
 Sometimes Daisy and Miss Baker would talk over each other, casually and with a playful back-and-forth that wasn's really chatting – it was as cool and effortless as their white dresses and their detached expressions, like they didn’t want anything. They were just here, accepting Tom and me, making a polite effort to be entertaining or entertained. They knew dinner would be over soon, and the whole night would be wrapped up quickly. It was so different from the West, where nights felt rushed from one thing to the next, either filled with disappointment or just plain nervous energy about the end.
“You make me feel like a caveman, Daisy,” I admitted after my second glass of kinda funky but surprisingly good wine. “Can’t you talk about crops or something?”
I didn't mean anything specific by that, but Tom took it the wrong way.
“Civilization’s falling apart,” Tom exploded. “I’m getting really pessimistic about everything. Have you read The Rise of the Colored Empires by this guy Goddard?”
“No,” I said, surprised by his tone.
“It’s a great book, everyone should read it. The point is, if we're not careful, the white race will—will be totally taken over. It's all science; it’s been proven.”
“Tom’s getting deep,” Daisy said, with a sad, distracted look. “He reads long, complicated books. What was that word we—?”
“These books are all based on science,” Tom insisted, glancing at her impatiently. “This guy has figured it all out. It’s up to us, as the dominant race, to keep an eye on things or these other races will be in charge.”
“We gotta put them in their place,” Daisy whispered, winking hard at the sun.
“You should live in California—” Miss Baker started, but Tom cut her off by shifting heavily in his seat.
“The idea is we’re Nordics. I am, and you are, and you are—,” he paused for a second before including Daisy with a slight nod, and she winked at me again. “—And we’re the ones who created everything that makes civilization – science, art, and all that. Get it?”
There was something almost sad about how focused he was, like his usual confidence wasn’t enough anymore. Just then, the phone rang inside, and the butler left the porch. Daisy seized the moment and leaned towards me.
“I’m going to tell you a family secret,” she whispered excitedly. “It’s about the butler’s nose. Do you 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 polish silver for some people in New York who had a silver set for two hundred people. He had to polish it from morning till night, until it started affecting his nose—"
“Things just got worse and worse,” Miss Baker chimed in.
“Yeah. Things went from bad to worse until he had to quit his job.”
For a moment, the last bit of sunlight fell on her glowing face – her voice pulled me forward, breathless, as I listened – then the glow faded, each light leaving her with a lingering regret, like kids leaving a nice street at dusk.
The butler came back and murmured something to Tom’s ear, and Tom frowned, pushed back his chair, and went inside without saying a word. As if his absence sparked something within her, Daisy leaned forward again, her voice glowing and singing.
“I love seeing you at my table, Nick. You remind me of a—of a rose, an absolute rose. Don’t you?” She looked at Miss Baker for confirmation: “An absolute rose?”
 That wasn’t true. I’m not even a little bit like a rose. She was just making stuff up, but she had this warm energy, like her heart was trying to spill out in these breathless, exciting words. Then, suddenly, she tossed her napkin on the table and made an excuse to head inside.
Miss Baker and I exchanged a quick look, totally meaningless. I was about to say something when she sat up straight and whispered, “Sh!” A quiet, intense murmur came from the other room, and Miss Baker leaned forward, not even embarrassed, trying to catch every word. The murmur wavered, almost making sense, then got louder, then stopped completely.
“This Mr. Gatsby you mentioned is my neighbor—” I started.
“Don’t talk. I need to hear what’s happening.”
“Is something happening?” I asked, playing dumb.
“Seriously? You don’t know?” Miss Baker said, genuinely surprised. “Everyone knows!”
“I don’t.”
“Why—” she began hesitantly. “Tom’s got another woman in New York.”
“Got another woman?” I repeated, totally blank.
Miss Baker nodded.
“She could at least have the decency not to call him during dinner. Don’t you think?”
Before I even processed what she meant, I heard the rustle of a dress and the crunch of boots, and Tom and Daisy were back at the table.
“It couldn’t be helped!” Daisy said, her voice bright but tense.
She sat down, looked at Miss Baker and then at me, and continued: “I just glanced outside for a sec, and it’s so dreamy out there. There’s a bird on the lawn; I think it’s a nightingale that flew over on a ship—the Cunard or White Star. He’s singing his heart out—" Her voice turned melodic: “Isn’t it romantic, Tom?”
“Totally romantic,” he said, then looking miserable at me: “If it’s light enough after dinner, I want to take you down to the stables.”
The phone inside rang, startling everyone, and as Daisy shook her head firmly at Tom about the stables, well, every topic just vanished into thin air. Among the bits and pieces from the last few minutes at the table, I remember the candles being lit again, totally pointless, and I felt like I wanted to look everyone in the eye, but also avoid looking at anyone. I couldn’t guess what Daisy and Tom were thinking, but I doubt even Miss Baker, who seemed to have a pretty good handle on not caring about much, could completely ignore this other guest’s loud, sharp phone call. To some people, the situation might have seemed interesting—my instinct was to call the police right away.
The horses, of course, weren’t mentioned again. Tom and Miss Baker, with a few feet of fading light between them, strolled back into the library, like they were standing guard over someone real, while I trailed behind Daisy around a bunch of connecting porches to the front porch. We sat down next to each other on a wicker couch in the deep shadows.
Daisy put her hands over her face, like she was feeling the shape of her cheeks, and her eyes drifted out into the soft twilight. I could tell she was feeling a lot, so I asked some easy questions about her little girl, hoping to calm her down.
“We don’t really know each other that well, Nick,” she said suddenly. “Even though we’re cousins. You didn’t come to my wedding.”
“I wasn’t back from the war yet.”
“That’s right.” She paused. “Well, I’ve been through a lot, Nick, and I’m pretty cynical about everything now.”
She had good reason to be. I waited, but she didn’t say anything more, and after a moment, I awkwardly went back to talking about her daughter.
“I guess she talks, and—eats, and everything.”
“Oh, yeah.” She looked at me vaguely. “Listen, Nick; let me tell you what I said when she was born. Do you want to hear?”
“Definitely.”
 “It’ll show you how I’ve been feeling about—stuff. Well, she was less than an hour old and Tom was, like, who knows where. I woke up from the anesthesia totally lost, and asked the nurse right away if it was a boy or a girl. She told me it was a girl, and I just turned my head away and cried. ‘Okay,’ I said, ‘I’m glad it’s a girl. And I hope she’ll be a little clueless—that’s the best thing a girl can be in this world, a beautiful little airhead.’
“You know, I think everything’s awful anyhow,” she went on, super serious. “Everyone thinks so—the most woke people. And I know. I’ve been everywhere and seen everything and done everything.” Her eyes darted around, defiant, kind of like Tom’s, and she laughed with a total scoff. “Sophisticated—God, I’m sophisticated!”
The second her voice stopped, like she wasn’t holding my attention anymore, I felt how fake everything she’d said was. It made me uneasy, like the whole evening had been some kind of trick to get a reaction out of me. I waited, and sure enough, in a second she looked at me with this total smirk on her gorgeous face, like she’s bragging about being in some exclusive club with Tom.
Inside, the room glowed red with light. Tom and Miss Baker were at either end of the long couch, and she was reading aloud from the Saturday Evening Post—the words just flowed together, a calming tune. The lamplight hit his boots and made her autumn-leaf yellow hair look dull, glinting along the paper as she flipped a page with a quick movement of her arms.
When we walked in, she held us quiet for a moment with her hand up.
“To be continued,” she said, tossing the magazine on the table, “in our next issue.”
Her body shifted restlessly, and she stood up.
“Ten o’clock,” she said, like she could tell the time just by looking at the ceiling. “Time for this good girl to hit the hay.”
“Jordan’s playing in the tournament tomorrow,” explained Daisy, “over at Westchester.”
“Oh—you’re Jordan Baker.”
I realized why her face looked familiar—that cool, dismissive look had been in tons of pictures of the fancy sports scene in Asheville, Hot Springs, and Palm Beach. I’d heard a story about her too, a critical, not-great story, but I’d forgotten what it was.
“Good night,” she said softly. “Wake me up at eight, will you?”
“If you’ll get up.”
“I will. Good night, Mr. Carraway. See you later.”
“Of course you will,” confirmed Daisy. “Actually, I think I’ll set you two up. Come over often, Nick, and I’ll sort of—oh—lock you up accidentally in linen closets and push you out to sea in a boat, and all that fun stuff—”
“Good night,” called Miss Baker from the stairs. “I haven’t heard a word.”
“She’s a nice girl,” said Tom after a beat. “They shouldn’t let her run around the country like this.”
“Who shouldn’t?” inquired Daisy, cold.
“Her family.”
“Her family is one aunt who’s, like, a thousand years old. Plus, Nick’s going to look after her, right? She’s going to spend tons of weekends out here this summer. I think her family’s influence will be really good for her.”
Daisy and Tom looked at each other silently for a moment.
“Is she from New York?” I asked quickly.
“From Louisville. We grew up together there. Our beautiful white—”
“Did you give Nick the talk on the veranda?” demanded Tom suddenly.
“Did I? ” She looked at me. “I don’t remember, but I think we talked about the Nordic race. Yeah, I’m pretty sure we did. It just kind of happened, and before you knew it—"
“Don’t believe everything you hear, Nick,” he advised me.
 I said lightly that I hadn’t heard a thing, and a few minutes later I headed home. They walked with me to the door and stood together in a bright, cheerful glow. As I started my car, Daisy called out sharply, “Wait!
“I forgot to ask you something, and it’s kinda important. We heard you were engaged to a girl out West.”
 
“Yeah, that’s right,” Tom chimed in, being all nice. “We heard you were engaged.”
 
“That’s totally not true. I’m too broke.”
 
“But we heard it,” Daisy insisted, surprising me by getting all open again, like a flower. “We heard it from three people, so it has to be true.”
 
Of course, I knew what they were talking about, but I wasn't even close to being engaged. The fact that gossip had spread the news was one of the reasons I came East. You can’t just cut ties with an old friend because of rumors, and on the other hand, I definitely didn’t want to get “rumored” into marriage.
 
Their interest actually touched me and made them seem less like super-rich people—still, I was confused and a little grossed out as I drove away. It seemed like Daisy should just rush out of the house, kid in her arms—but clearly, that wasn’t on her mind. As for Tom, the fact that he “had another woman in New York” was less shocking than that he was bummed out by a book. Something was making him pick at old ideas, like his strong, confident personality wasn’t enough to feed his demanding heart anymore.
 
It was already deep summer on the roofs of roadside cafes and in front of gas stations, where shiny new red pumps sat glowing in the light. When I got to my place in West Egg, I pulled the car under the garage and sat for a while on an old grass roller in the yard. The wind had died down, leaving a loud, bright night, with wings flapping in the trees and a constant, droning sound like the whole earth was breathing life into the frogs. The shadow of a cat moving across the moonlight, and when I turned to watch it, I realized I wasn't alone—fifty feet away, a figure had come out of the shadow of my neighbor’s mansion and was standing with his hands in his pockets, looking at the sparkly stars. Something about how he moved and how secure his feet were on the lawn made me think it was Mr. Gatsby himself, coming out to see what part of our local sky belonged to him.
 
I decided to call out to him. Miss Baker had mentioned him at dinner, and that would be a good way to be introduced. But I didn’t call out, because he gave me the feeling that he wanted to be alone—he stretched out his arms toward the dark water in a weird way, and even though I was far away, I could have sworn he was shaking. Without thinking, I looked out toward the water—and saw nothing except a single green light, tiny and far away, that might have been the end of a dock. When I looked again for Gatsby, he’s vanished, and I was alone again in the restless darkness.
Chapter 2

About halfway between West Egg and New York, the road rushes to join the railroad tracks and runs alongside them for a bit, trying to avoid this really desolate patch of land. It's the Valley of Ashes—a weird, depressing place where ash grows like wheat, forming ridges, hills, and these messed-up gardens. Everything takes the shape of houses, chimneys, and smoke, and eventually, with a huge effort, even these grey, crumbling people who drift through the dusty air. Sometimes, a line of grey cars crawls along, makes a creepy creak, and stops, and then these ashy guys swarm out with shovels, kicking up a huge cloud that hides what they're doing.
But above the grey land and the constant swirls of dust, you notice, after a minute, the eyes of Doctor T. J. Eckleburg. These eyes are blue and gigantic—the retinas are about a yard high. They don’t come from a face, but from a pair of huge yellow glasses that sit over a nose that isn't even there. Seems like some crazy optometrist put them up there to make a quick buck in Queens, and then just disappeared, forgot about them, or went blind. But his eyes, faded a little from too many sun-baked days, watch over this dump.
The Valley of Ashes is bordered on one side by a small, gross river, and when the drawbridge is up to let barges through, people on the trains can stare at the depressing scene for almost half an hour. There’s always a stop there of at least a minute, and that’s how I first met Tom Buchanan’s mistress.
Everyone knew he had one—people were seriously annoyed that he showed up in popular cafes with her and then left her at a table to just wander around, chatting with whoever he knew. I was curious to see her, but I didn’t really want to meet her—still, I did. I went to New York with Tom on the train one afternoon, and when we stopped by the ash-heaps, he jumped up and, grabbing my elbow, basically forced me off the train.
“We’re getting off,” he insisted. “I want you to meet my girl.”
I think he’d had a lot to drink at lunch, and his need for my company was almost aggressive. It was like he assumed I had nothing better to do on a Sunday afternoon.
I followed him over a low, whitewashed fence, and we walked back a hundred yards down the road under Doctor Eckleburg’s constant stare. The only building in sight was a small block of yellow brick sitting right on the edge of the wasteland, kind of like a little Main Street serving it, with nothing else around. One of the shops was for rent, another was an all-night restaurant you reached by walking through a trail of ash, and the third was a garage—Repairs. George B. Wilson. Cars bought and sold.—and I followed Tom inside.
The place was pretty run-down and bare; the only car you could see was a dust-covered wreck of a Ford that was slumped in a dark corner. I started to think this garage was probably a front, and that fancy, romantic apartments were hidden above, when the owner himself appeared from the office, wiping his hands on a scrap of paper. He was a blond, lifeless guy, pale, and faintly good-looking. When he saw us, a little spark of hope lit up his light blue eyes.
“Hello, Wilson, old man,” said Tom, slapping him on the shoulder. “How’s business?”
“Can’t complain,” Wilson said, sounding not entirely convinced. “When are you gonna sell me that car?”
“Next week; I’ve got a guy working on it now.”
“He works pretty slow, doesn’t he?”
“No, he doesn’t,” said Tom, sounding cold. “And if you feel that way about it, maybe I’d better sell it somewhere else after all.”
 “I didn’t mean that,” Wilson said quickly. “I just meant—”
His voice trailed off, and Tom glanced impatiently around the garage. Then I heard footsteps on the stairs, and a moment later a curvy woman blocked out the light from the office door. She was in her mid-thirties, a little on the heavier side, but she carried herself with confidence. Her face, above a dark blue dress, wasn’t classically beautiful, but she had this energy about her, like she was constantly buzzing with nervous energy. She smiled slowly and walked right through her husband like he was a ghost, shook hands with Tom, locking eyes with him. Then she licked her lips and, without turning around, spoke to her husband in a soft, husky voice:
“Why don’t you get some chairs so someone can sit down?”
“Yeah, sure,” Wilson hurried to say, disappearing into the small office, blending right in with the grey walls. A white, dusty film coated his dark suit and pale hair, covering everything around him—except his wife, who moved closer to Tom.
“I need to see you,” Tom said intently. “Get on the next train.”
“Okay.”
“I’ll meet you by the newsstand downstairs.”
She nodded and moved away from him just as George Wilson came out with two chairs from his office.
We waited for her down the road, out of sight. It was a few days before the Fourth of July, and a skinny Italian kid was setting off fireworks along the railroad tracks.
“This is a rough place, isn’t it?” Tom said, exchanging a look with Doctor Eckleburg.
“Seriously.”
“It’s good for her to get away.”
“Doesn’t her husband mind?”
“Wilson? He thinks she’s visiting her sister in New York. He’s so clueless he doesn’t even realize he’s alive.”
So Tom Buchanan, his girlfriend, and I headed up to New York—though not exactly together, because Mrs. Wilson sat quietly in another car. Tom made sure of that, considering the feelings of those East Egg folks who might be on the train.
She’d changed into a brown dress with a pattern that stretched a little tight over her hips as Tom helped her onto the platform in New York. At the newsstand, she bought a copy of a gossip magazine and a movie magazine, and at the drugstore, some cold cream and a small bottle of perfume. Upstairs, in the big, echoing driveway, she let four taxis drive away before choosing a new one, lavender-colored with grey seats, and in that we slid out of the station into the bright sunshine. But she immediately turned away from the window and, leaning forward, tapped on the front window.
“I want to get one of those puppies,” she said earnestly. “I want one for the apartment. They’re nice to have—a dog.”
We backed up to an older man who looked a lot like John D. Rockefeller. A basket slung over his neck held a dozen brand-new puppies of all kinds.
“What kind are they?” Mrs. Wilson asked eagerly, 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, but I don’t suppose you have that kind?”
The man peered doubtfully into the basket, stuck his hand in, and pulled one up, wriggling, by the back of the neck.
“That’s no police dog,” Tom said.
“No, it’s not exactly a police dog,” the man said, sounding disappointed. “It’s more of an Airedale.” He ran his hand over the brown, shaggy fur on its back. “Look at that coat. That’s a dog that’ll never bother you with catching a cold.”
“I think it’s cute,” Mrs. Wilson said enthusiastically. “How much is it?”
“That dog?” He looked at it admiringly. “That dog will cost you ten bucks.”
 The Airedale—definitely an Airedale was involved, even though its paws were surprisingly white—changed hands and settled right into Mrs. Wilson’s lap, where she loved petting its weather-resistant fur.
“Is it a boy or a girl?” she asked gently.
“That dog? That’s a boy.”
“Nah, it’s a girl,” Tom said confidently. “Here’s your money. Go buy ten more dogs with it.”
We cruised down Fifth Avenue, it was warm and soft, almost like the countryside, on that summer Sunday afternoon. I wouldn’t have been shocked to see a whole flock of white sheep turn the corner.
“Hold up,” I said, “I gotta leave you here.”
“No way,” Tom cut in quickly. “Myrtle will be bummed if you don’t come up to the apartment. Right, Myrtle?”
“Come on,” she urged. “I’ll call my sister Catherine. People who know say she’s seriously gorgeous.”
“Well, I’d like to, but—”
We kept going, heading back over the Park toward the West Hundreds. At 158th Street, the cab stopped at one slice of a long, white block of apartment buildings. Giving a queen-like look around the neighborhood, Mrs. Wilson grabbed her dog and her other purchases and went inside, totally confident.
“I’m having the McKees come up,” she announced as we went up in the elevator. “And, of course, I gotta call my sister, too.”
The apartment was on the top floor—a small living room, a small dining room, a small bedroom, and a bathroom. The living room was crammed with a bunch of tapestried furniture that was way too big for it, so moving around meant constantly tripping over scenes of ladies swinging in the gardens of Versailles. The only picture was a seriously blown-up photo, apparently a hen sitting on a blurry rock. From a distance, though, the hen looked like a bonnet, and the face of a stout old lady beamed down into the room. There were a bunch of old copies of Town Tattle on the table, along with a copy of Simon Called Peter, and some of those small, juicy gossip magazines from Broadway. Mrs. Wilson was totally focused on the dog. A reluctant elevator boy went to get a box full of straw and some milk, and he even added a tin of big, hard dog biscuits on his own—one of which just sat there, sadly dissolving in the saucer of milk all afternoon. Meanwhile, Tom pulled out a bottle of whiskey from a locked drawer.
I’d only been drunk twice in my life, and that afternoon was the second time; so everything that happened has a kind of hazy feeling, even though until after eight o’clock the apartment was full of bright sunshine. Sitting on Tom’s lap, Mrs. Wilson called a bunch of people on the phone; then there were no cigarettes, so I went out to buy some at the drugstore on the corner. When I got back, they’d both disappeared, so I sat down quietly in the living room and read a chapter of Simon Called Peter—either it was awful writing or the whiskey messed things up, because it didn’t make any sense to me.
Just as Tom and Myrtle (after the first drink, Mrs. Wilson and I started calling each other by our first names) showed up again, people started arriving at the apartment door.
The sister, Catherine, was a slender, stylish girl of about thirty, with a short, choppy bob of red hair, and a complexion covered in milky-white powder. Her eyebrows had been plucked and then redrawn at a more daring angle, but nature’s attempts to put them back in their original spot gave her face a blurry look. When she moved, there was a constant clicking as countless pottery bracelets jingled up and down her arms. She came in with such a possessive rush, and looked around so jealously at the furniture, that I wondered if she lived there. But when I asked her, she laughed really hard, repeated my question out loud, and told me she lived with a girlfriend at a hotel.
 Mr. McKee was a pale, kind of girly guy from the apartment below. He’d just shaved, you could tell by the little white spot of shaving cream on his cheek, and he was super polite to everyone in the room. He told me he was “in the art scene,” and I later figured out he was a photographer and had taken that faded, weird enlargement of Mrs. Wilson’s mom that hung on the wall like a ghost. His wife was loud, laid-back, gorgeous, and totally dramatic. She bragged that her husband had photographed her like, one hundred and twenty-seven times since they got married.
Mrs. Wilson had changed her outfit earlier, and now she was wearing this elaborate afternoon dress made of cream-colored chiffon that rustled every time she moved. The dress totally changed her vibe. That intense energy she had in the garage was gone, replaced with this impressive air of importance. Her laughter, her gestures, her comments got more over-the-top every second, and as she expanded, the room felt smaller and smaller, like she was spinning around on a noisy, creaky thing in the smoky air.
“Seriously,” she told her sister in a high-pitched, sassy shout, “most of these guys will rip you off every time. They only care about money. I had a woman up here last week just to look at my feet, and when she gave me the bill, you’d have thought she’d removed my appendix!”
“What was the woman’s name?” asked Mrs. McKee.
“Mrs. Eberhardt. She drives around looking at people’s feet in their own houses.”
“I love your dress,” said Mrs. McKee. “It’s so cute!”
Mrs. Wilson just raised an eyebrow, unimpressed.
“It’s just an old thing,” she said. “I just throw it on sometimes when I don’t even care what I look like.”
“But it looks amazing on you, if you know what I mean,” Mrs. McKee pressed. “If Chester could just get you in that pose, I think he could do something really cool with it.”
We all stared at Mrs. Wilson, who brushed a strand of hair out of her eyes and gave us this bright, dazzling smile. Mr. McKee looked at her intently, tilting his head, and then slowly moved his hand back and forth in front of his face.
“I’m gonna change the light,” he said after a moment. “I want to highlight her features better. And I’d try to get all the hair in the back.”
“I wouldn’t change the light,” cried Mrs. McKee. “I think it’s—”
Her husband said “Sh!” and we all looked at Mrs. Wilson again, when suddenly Tom Buchanan yawned really loud and stood up.
“You McKees need something to drink,” he said. “Get some more ice and mineral water, Myrtle, before everyone falls asleep.”
“I told that boy about the ice.” Myrtle raised her eyebrows in frustration at how lazy the help was. “These people! You have to nag them constantly.”
She looked at me and laughed without a real point. Then she playfully hugged the dog, kissing it with tons of excitement, and flounced into the kitchen, acting like a whole team of chefs were waiting for her orders.
“I’ve done some really cool stuff out on Long Island,” asserted Mr. McKee.
Tom just stared at him blankly.
“Two of them we have framed downstairs.”
“Two what?” demanded Tom.
“Two studies. One I call Montauk Point—The Gulls, and the other I call Montauk Point—The Sea.”
Catherine, her sister, sat down next to me on the couch.
“Do you live out on Long Island, too?” she asked.
“I live in West Egg.”
“Really? I was down there at a party about a month ago. At a guy named Gatsby’s. Do you know him?”
“I live right next door to him.”
“Well, they say he’s a nephew or a cousin of Kaiser Wilhelm’s. That’s where all his money comes from.”
“Seriously?”
She nodded.
“I’m kind of scared of him. I wouldn’t want him to get anything on me.”
That crazy info about my neighbor was cut off when Mrs. McKee suddenly pointed at
 “Chester, I think you could do something with her,” she blurted out, but Mr. McKee just nodded, totally bored, and turned his attention to Tom.
“I’d love to do more work on Long Island if I could land the job. All I’m asking for is a chance to get started.”
“Ask Myrtle,” said Tom, bursting into a short, sarcastic laugh as Mrs. Wilson walked in with a tray. “She’ll give you a letter of introduction, right, Myrtle?”
“Do what?” she asked, looking surprised.
“You’ll give McKee a letter so he can do some studies of your husband.” His lips moved silently for a moment as he made it up, “‘George B. Wilson at the Gasoline Pump,’ or something like that.”
Catherine leaned close and whispered in my ear:
“Neither of them can stand the person they’re married to.”
“Really?”
“They can’t stand them.” She glanced at Myrtle and then at Tom. “What I’m saying is, why keep living with them if they hate them? If I were them, I’d get a divorce and marry each other, like, right away.”
“Doesn’t she like Wilson either?”
The answer to that was totally unexpected. It came from Myrtle, who had overheard, and it was harsh and rude.
“You see,” cried Catherine triumphantly. She lowered her voice again. “It’s really his wife that’s keeping them apart. She’s Catholic, and they don’t believe in divorce.”
Daisy wasn’t Catholic, and I was a little shocked at how elaborate the lie was.
“When they do get married,” continued Catherine, “they’re going West to live for a while until things cool down.”
“It’d be way more discreet to go to Europe.”
“Oh, do you like Europe?” she exclaimed, sounding surprised. “I just got back from Monte Carlo.”
“Really?”
“Just last year. I went over there with another girl.”
“Stay long?”
“Nah, we just went to Monte Carlo and back. We went through Marseilles. We had over twelve hundred dollars when we started, but we got ripped off of it all in two days in the private rooms. We had a terrible time getting back, I can tell you. Seriously, I hated that town!”
The late afternoon sky glowed in the window for a second, like the blue honey of the Mediterranean—then Mrs. McKee’s shrill voice called me back into the room.
“I almost made a mistake, too,” she declared energetically. “I almost married a little guy who’s been after me for years. I knew he was beneath me. Everyone kept saying to me: ‘Lucille, that man’s way below you!’ But if I hadn’t met Chester, he would’ve gotten me for sure.”
“Yeah, but listen,” said Myrtle Wilson, nodding her head up and down, “at least you didn’t marry him.”
“I know I didn’t.”
“Well, I married him,” said Myrtle, sounding vague. “And that’s the difference between your situation and mine.”
“Why did you, Myrtle?” demanded Catherine. “Nobody forced you to.”
Myrtle thought about it.
“I married him because I thought he was a gentleman,” she said finally. “I thought he knew something about class, but he wasn’t even fit to shine my shoes.”
“You were totally obsessed with him for a while,” said Catherine.
“Obsessed with him!” cried Myrtle, sounding disbelieving. “Who said I was obsessed with him? I never was obsessed with him any more than I was with that guy there.”
She pointed suddenly at me, and everyone looked at me accusingly. I tried to show them I wasn’t expecting any affection.
“The only mistake I made was when I married him. I knew right away I’ve messed up. He borrowed somebody’s best suit to get married in, and never even told me about it, and the guy 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 just cried, like, all afternoon.”
“She really needs to get away from him,” resumed Catherine to me. “They’ve been living over that garage for eleven years. And Tom’s the first sweetie she’s ever had.”
 The second bottle of whisky was practically disappearing—everyone was drinking except Catherine, who said she felt fine without it. Tom buzzed the janitor and sent him out for some amazing sandwiches, seriously a whole meal in themselves. I really wanted to slip out and walk towards the park in the soft twilight, but every time I tried, I got pulled back into some crazy, loud argument, like ropes were holding me in my chair. Still, our row of yellow windows way up high probably added to the secrets people were keeping down on the streets, and I could see someone looking up, wondering about it all. I felt like I was both inside and outside, totally fascinated and kind of grossed out by all the different kinds of life.
Myrtle scooted her chair closer to mine, and suddenly her warm breath told me the story of how she first met Tom.
“It was on those tiny seats facing each other, always the last ones left on the train. I was heading up to New York to see my sister and spend the night. He was wearing a tux and shiny patent leather shoes, and I couldn’t take my eyes off him, but every time he looked at me, I pretended to be looking at the ad above his head. When we got to the station, he was right next to me, and his white shirt pressed against my arm, so I told him I’d have to call a cop, but he knew I was lying. I was so hyped that when I got into a taxi with him, I barely noticed I wasn’t getting on a subway train. All I kept thinking was, ‘You can’t live forever; you can’t live forever.’”
She turned to Mrs. McKee, and the room filled with her fake laugh.
“Seriously,” she cried, “I’m giving you this dress when I’m done with it. I need to get another one tomorrow. I’m going to make a list of everything I need. A massage, a new hairstyle, a collar for the dog, one of those cute ashtrays where you push a spring, and a wreath with a black silk bow for Mom’s grave that’ll last all summer. I gotta write it down so I don’t forget everything I have to do.”
It was nine o’clock—I looked at my watch a little later and it was already ten. Mr. McKee was asleep in a chair, his fists clenched in his lap, like a picture of someone who was always doing stuff. I pulled out my handkerchief and wiped the dried shaving cream off his cheek that had been bothering me all afternoon.
The little dog was sitting on the table, staring through the smoke with its blind eyes, and groaning softly from time to time. People vanished, reappeared, made plans to go somewhere, and then lost each other, searching, finding each other just a few feet away. Later that night, Tom Buchanan and Mrs. Wilson were facing off, talking loudly about whether Mrs. Wilson had the right to mention Daisy’s name.
“Daisy! Daisy! Daisy!” yelled Mrs. Wilson. “I’ll say it whenever I want to! Daisy! Dai—”
With a quick, sharp move, Tom Buchanan broke her nose with his open hand.
Then there were bloody towels on the bathroom floor, and women’s voices yelling, and above the chaos, a long, broken cry of pain. Mr. McKee woke up from his nap and stumbled towards the door. He got halfway there when he turned around and stared at the scene—his wife and Catherine yelling and trying to comfort each other as they moved around the crowded furniture with things to help, and the person on the couch, bleeding and trying to cover the wall hangings of Versailles with a magazine. Then Mr. McKee turned and left. I grabbed my hat from the chandelier and followed.
“Come over for lunch sometime,” he suggested, as we groaned down in the elevator.
“Where?”
“Anywhere.”
“Keep your hands off the lever,” snapped the elevator boy.
“I’m so sorry,” said Mr. McKee with dignity, “I didn’t realize I was touching it.”
 “Okay,” I said, “Sounds good.”
I was standing next to his bed, and he was sitting up in just his underwear, holding this huge portfolio.
“Beauty and the Beast… Loneliness… Old Grocery Horse… Brook’n Bridge…”
Then I was totally out of it, lying around in the chilly basement of Pennsylvania Station, staring at the morning Tribune, waiting for the four o’clock train.
Chapter 3

There was music from my neighbor’s house every summer night. In his huge, blue gardens, people came and went, like moths buzzing around champagne and the stars. When the tide was high in the afternoon, I’d watch his guests dive off the tower of his raft, or soak up the sun on the hot sand of his beach while his two speedboats cut through the water, creating wakes of foam. On weekends, his Rolls-Royce became a party bus, dropping people off and picking them up in the city, from nine in the morning until way past midnight, while his station wagon zipped around like a fast yellow bug to meet every train. And on Mondays, eight people, including an extra gardener, would work all day with mops, scrubbing brushes, hammers, and shears, fixing everything from the night before.
Every Friday, five crates of oranges and lemons arrived from a fruit store in New York—every Monday, those same oranges and lemons left his back door in a pile of peeled halves. There was a machine in the kitchen that could juice two hundred oranges in just half an hour if a butler’s thumb pressed a little button two hundred times.
At least twice a month, a whole team of caterers would show up with tons of canvas and enough coloured lights to make Gatsby’s enormous garden look like a Christmas tree. On the buffet tables, shiny appetizers were piled high next to fancy salads, pastries shaped like pigs, and turkeys glazed a deep gold. In the main hall, a bar with a real brass rail was set up, stocked with gin, liquor, and old-fashioned cordials that most of his younger female guests were too young to even recognize.
By seven o’clock, the band had arrived—not some small five-piece group, but a whole pit full of oboes, trombones, saxophones, violins, cornets, and piccolos, plus drums, big and small. The last people were coming in from the beach and heading upstairs to change; cars from New York were parked five rows deep in the driveway, and already the halls, living rooms, and patios were bursting with bright colours, crazy new hairstyles, and shawls more extravagant than anything you’d ever dream of. The bar was packed, and trays of cocktails floated through the garden, filling the air with chatter, laughter, and casual jokes, and introductions forgotten instantly, and exciting connections between women who’s names they didn’t know.
The lights got brighter as the night went on, and now the orchestra was playing upbeat cocktail music, and the sound of voices rose higher and higher. Laughter came easier every minute, spilling out freely with a cheerful word. Groups shifted faster, swelling with new people, dissolving and reforming in the same breath. Already, there were wanderers—confident girls who floated around, becoming the center of attention for a moment, then, excited by their success, they’re gliding through a sea of faces and voices and colours under the constantly changing lights.
Suddenly, one of these girls, dressed in shimmering fabric, grabbed a cocktail out of the air, took a big gulp for courage, and, moving her hands like a dancer from San Francisco, danced out alone onto the canvas platform. A brief silence; the orchestra leader changed the music to fit her, and there was a burst of chatter as people mistakenly believed she was Gilda Gray’s understudy from the Follies. The party had begun.
 I figured on the first night I went to Gatsby’s place, I was one of the few people who’s actually been invited. Most people just showed up. They piled into cars and somehow ended up at Gatsby’s door. Once there, someone who knew him introduced them, and then they just acted like it was an amusement park. Sometimes they’d even come and go without meeting Gatsby at all, showing up for the party like it was no big deal – their own ticket to get in.
I’d been officially invited. A chauffeur in a bright blue uniform drove up my lawn early that Saturday morning with a surprisingly formal note from his boss: it would be a real honor, the note said, if I’d come to his “little party” that night. He’s seen me around a few times, and had been meaning to drop by way before, but things just hadn’t worked out – signed Jay Gatsby, in a really fancy handwriting.
I dressed up in white pants and headed over to his lawn a little after seven, feeling pretty awkward wandering around among all these people I didn’t know—though I recognized a few faces from the train. I noticed a ton of young British guys hanging around, all dressed sharp, all looking a little hungry, and all talking quietly and seriously to wealthy Americans. I was convinced they were selling something: bonds, insurance, cars—something like that. They were definitely aware of all the easy money around and thought it was practically theirs if they just said the right thing.
As soon as I got there, I tried to find my host, but the few people I asked just stared at me like I was crazy and insisted they had no idea where he was. So, I ducked over to the cocktail table—the only place in the yard where a single guy could hang out without feeling totally lost and alone.
I was about to get totally wasted out of sheer embarrassment when Jordan Baker came out of the house and stood at the top of the marble steps, leaning back a bit and looking down at the garden with a bored, interested expression.
Whether she was glad to see me or not, I needed to latch onto someone before I started chatting up random people.
“Hey!” I yelled, heading towards her. My voice sounded way louder than it should have across the yard.
“I thought you might be here,” she said, sounding distracted. “I remembered you lived next door to—”
She held my hand briefly, like a promise that she’d take care of me in a sec, and listened to two girls in matching yellow dresses who stopped at the bottom of the steps.
“Hi!” they chimed together. “Sorry you didn’t win.”
That was for the golf tournament. She’s lost in the finals the week before.
“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 Jordan, and I jumped, but the girls had already moved on, and her comment was directed at the early moon, probably brought out like the dinner, no doubt from a caterer’s basket. With Jordan’s long, golden arm resting in mine, we strolled around the garden. A tray of cocktails floated over to us in the twilight, and we sat down at a table with the two girls in yellow and three guys, each one introduced as Mr. Mumble.
“Do you come to these parties often?” Jordan asked the girl beside her.
“The last one was the one I met you at,” answered the girl, in a sharp, confident voice. She turned to her companion: “Wasn’t it for you, Lucille?”
It was for Lucille, too.
 “I love coming here,” Lucille said. “I don’t really care what I do, so I always have a blast. Last time I was here, I ripped my dress on a chair, and he asked for my name and number—within a week, I got a package from Croirier’s with a brand new evening gown in it.”
“Did you keep it?” asked Jordan.
“Totally. I was gonna wear it tonight, but it was too big in the bust and had to be altered. It was gas blue with lavender beads. Two hundred and sixty-five dollars.”
“There’s something weird about a guy who’s gonna do something like that,” said the other girl excitedly. “He’s not looking for drama with anyone.”
“Who isn’t?” I asked.
“Gatsby. Someone told me—”
The two girls and Jordan leaned in, whispering.
“Someone told me they thought he killed a man once.”
A shiver went through all of us. The three Mr. Mumbles leaned forward, listening intently.
“I don’t think it’s that bad,” said Lucille skeptically. “It’s more like he was a German spy during the war.”
One of the men nodded in agreement.
“I heard that from a guy who knew him well, grew up with him in Germany,” he assured us.
“Oh, no,” said the first girl. “It couldn’t be that, because he was in the American army during the war.” As our doubts faded, she leaned forward with enthusiasm. “You catch him sometimes when he thinks nobody’s watching. I bet he killed a man.”
She narrowed her eyes and shivered. Lucille shivered. We all turned and looked around for Gatsby. It was crazy how much he inspired gossip—people who barely knew him were whispering about him.
The first dinner—there’s another one later—was being served, and Jordan invited me to join her group, who were spread out around a table on the other side of the garden. There were three married couples and Jordan’s date, a college kid who was always making suggestive jokes and obviously thought Jordan was eventually going to give in to him. Instead of being all over the place, this group had a super classy vibe, acting like they were the best of the countryside—East Egg showing off to West Egg and carefully avoiding any wildness.
“Let’s go,” whispered Jordan, after a strangely boring half-hour. “This is way too proper for me.”
We got up, and she said we were going to find the host. I hadn’t met him yet, and it was making me nervous. The college kid nodded in a cynical, sad way.
The bar, where we looked first, was packed, but Gatsby wasn’t there. She couldn’t spot him from the top of the steps, and he wasn’t on the porch. On a whim, we tried a door that looked important, and walked into a huge Gothic library, with walls made of carved English oak, and probably shipped straight from some old ruin overseas.
A stout, middle-aged guy, with huge owl-eyed glasses, was sitting a little drunk on the edge of a big table, staring with intense focus at the bookshelves. As we walked in, he spun around and checked out Jordan from head to toe.
“What do you think?” he demanded excitedly.
“About what?”
He waved his hand toward the bookshelves.
“About that. Actually, you don’t even need to figure it out. I already did. They’re real.”
“The books?”
He nodded.
“Totally real—they have pages and everything. I thought they’d be cheap cardboard. Seriously, they’re real. Pages and—Here! Let me show you.”
Assuming we didn’t believe him, he rushed to the bookcases and came back with Volume One of the Stoddard Lectures.
 “See!” he shouted, super excited. “It’s a real deal, printed stuff. It totally fooled me! This guy’s like a genius, a total Belasco. It’s a win! So thorough! So realistic! Knew when to stop too—didn’t rip out any pages. But what do you want? What were you expecting?”
He grabbed the book from me and shoved it back on the shelf, muttering that if you took out just one brick, the whole library could fall apart.
“Who brought you?” he demanded. “Or did you just show up? I got brought. Most people were brought.”
Jordan looked at him, alert and cheerful, without saying anything.
“I was brought by a woman named Roosevelt,” he continued. “Mrs. Claud Roosevelt. Do you know her? I met her somewhere last night. I’ve been hammered for like a week now, and I thought maybe sitting in a library would sober me up.”
“Is it working?”
“A little, I think. I can’t really tell yet. I’m only here an hour. Did I tell you about the books? They’re real. They’re—”
“You told us.”
We shook his hand seriously and headed back outside.
Now there was dancing on the grass in the garden. Older guys were pushing young girls backward in these awkward, never-ending circles, couples showing off holding each other in a trendy way, and a bunch of single girls dancing by themselves or giving the band a break from the banjo and drums. By midnight, things were getting wild. A famous singer belted out Italian songs, and a super popular jazz singer performed, and between songs people were pulling stunts all over the garden, with tons of happy, empty laughter floating up to the summer sky. A pair of identical twins, who turned out to be the girls in yellow, did a baby act in costumes, and champagne was served in glasses bigger than your hand. The moon was higher now, and out on the Sound was a shimmering triangle of silver, trembling slightly to the tinny sound of the banjos on the lawn.
I was still with Jordan Baker. We were sitting at a table with a guy about my age and a loud little girl who burst into uncontrollable laughter at the slightest thing. I was having a good time. I’d had a couple of finger-bowls of champagne, and the whole scene had transformed into something significant, raw, and deep.
During a break in the entertainment, the guy looked at me and smiled.
“You look familiar,” he said politely. “Weren’t you in the First Division during the war?”
“Yeah. I was in the Twenty-eighth Infantry.”
“I was in the Sixteenth until June nineteen-eighteen. I knew I’d seen you somewhere before.”
We chatted for a bit about some wet, grey little towns in France. He clearly lived around here, because he told me he’s just bought a hydroplane and was going to try it out in the morning.
“Wanna come with me, old sport? Just near the shore along the Sound.”
“What time?”
“Anytime that works for you.”
I almost asked his name when Jordan glanced around and smiled.
“Having a good time?” she asked.
“Much better.” I turned back to my new friend. “This is a pretty unusual party for me. I haven’t even seen the host. I live over there—” I gestured toward the invisible hedge in the distance, “and this man, Gatsby, sent over his chauffeur with an invitation.”
For a moment, he looked at me like he didn’t get it.
“I’m Gatsby,” he said suddenly.
“What!” I exclaimed. “Oh, I’m so sorry.”
“I thought you knew, old sport. I guess I’m not a very good host.”
 He smiled—a really knowing smile, way beyond just understanding. It was one of those rare smiles that just radiates reassurance, the kind you might see, like, four or five times in your whole life. It felt like it was facing the whole world for a second, then focused completely on you, like it already liked you. It understood you exactly as much as you wanted to be understood, believed in you like you hoped to believe in yourself, and made you feel like it totally got you, at your best. Then, just like that, it was gone—and I was looking at an elegant young dude, maybe a couple years over thirty, who was trying a little too hard to sound formal. I’d gotten the vibe earlier that he was really picking his words carefully.
Just as Mr. Gatsby introduced himself, a butler rushed over saying Chicago was calling. He excused himself with a small bow, including all of us.
“If you need anything, just ask, old sport,” he said. “Gotta run, I’ll catch up with you later.”
When he was gone, I immediately turned to Jordan—I had to tell her how surprised I was. I totally pictured Mr. Gatsby as this middle-aged guy, a little heavy and flushed.
“Who is he?” I asked. “Do you know?”
“He’s just a guy named Gatsby.”
“Where is he from, I mean? And what does he do?”
“Now you’re getting into it,” she said with a kind of tired smile. “He told me once he went to Oxford.”
A hazy backstory started to form, but it disappeared when she said the next thing.
“But I don’t buy it.”
“Why not?”
“I don’t know,” she insisted. “I just don’t think he went there.”
Something in her tone reminded me of the other girl’s “I think he killed a man,” and it just made me curious. I would’ve accepted it without question if he’d come from the Louisiana swamps or the Lower East Side of New York. That would’ve made sense. But young guys—at least, that's what I believed, being as inexperienced as I was—didn't just pop up out of nowhere and buy a mansion on Long Island Sound.
“Anyway, he throws huge parties,” Jordan said, changing the subject with a city-slicker’s dislike of anything concrete. “And I love huge parties. They’ll feel intimate. Small parties? No privacy at all.”
There was a boom of a bass drum, and the orchestra leader’s voice suddenly cut through the garden noise.
“Ladies and gentlemen,” he shouted. “At Mr. Gatsby’s request, we’re going to play Mr. Vladimir Tostoff’s latest piece, which caused a huge buzz at Carnegie Hall last May. If you read the papers, you know it was a big deal.” He smiled condescendingly, and added, “A big deal!” and everyone laughed.
“The piece is known,” he concluded loudly, “as ‘Vladimir Tostoff’s Jazz History of the World!’”
I couldn’t wrap my head around what Mr. Tostoff’s composition was, because just as it started, my eyes landed on Gatsby, standing alone on the marble steps, looking over the crowd with approval. His tanned skin was stretched tight on his face, and his short hair looked freshly trimmed every day. I couldn’t find anything shady about him. I wondered if the fact that he wasn’t drinking helped him stand out from his guests, because it seemed like he got more polished as the party got wilder. When the “Jazz History of the World” ended, girls were leaning on guys’ shoulders in a playful, friendly way, girls were playfully swooning backward into guys’ arms, even into groups, knowing someone would catch them—but no one swooned backward onto Gatsby, and no French bobs touched Gatsby’s shoulder, and no singing quartets formed with Gatsby’s head as one link.
“Excuse me.”
 Gatsby’s butler suddenly appeared beside us.
“Miss Baker?” he asked. “I’m so sorry, but Mr. Gatsby wants to talk to you alone.”
“Seriously?” she exclaimed, surprised.
“Yes, ma’am.”
She got up slowly, raising her eyebrows at me in disbelief, and followed the butler toward the house. I noticed she wore all her dresses like workout clothes—there was a bouncy, energetic vibe to her movements, like she’d first learned to walk on golf courses on crisp, sunny mornings.
I was alone, and it was almost two. For a while, confused and intriguing sounds had been coming from a huge room with tons of windows that overlooked the terrace. Dodging Jordan’s college buddy, who was now deep in conversation with two dancers and practically begging me to join them, I went inside.
The big room was packed with people. One of the girls in yellow was playing the piano, and next to her stood a tall, red-haired woman from a famous chorus, singing. She’d had a lot of champagne, and during her song, she suddenly decided—kind of awkwardly—that everything was incredibly sad—she wasn’t just singing, she was crying too. Every time there was a pause in the song, she’s fill it with gasping, broken sobs, and then pick up the lyrics again in a shaky, high-pitched voice. Tears streamed down her cheeks—but not freely, because when they hit her heavily beaded eyelashes, they turned dark and trickled down her face in slow, black streaks. Someone joked that she should sing the notes on her face, and she threw up her hands, sank into a chair, and passed out in a deep, wine-induced sleep.
“She had a fight with a guy who claims to be her husband,” a girl next to me explained.
I looked around. Most of the other women were also fighting with guys who said they were their husbands. Even Jordan’s crew from East Egg were falling apart. One of the guys was talking intensely to a young actress, and his wife, after trying to laugh it off with a dignified air, completely lost it and started launching surprise attacks—at random intervals, she’d pop up beside him like an angry diamond and hiss, “You promised!” in his ear.
The reluctance to leave wasn’t just about the guys. The hallway was currently occupied by two totally sober guys and their seriously annoyed wives. The wives were commiserating with each other in hushed voices.
“Whenever I’m having a good time, he wants to go home.”
“I’m hearing the most selfish thing ever in my life.”
“We’re always the first ones to leave.”
“So are we.”
“Well, we’re almost the last tonight,” one of the guys mumbled sheepishly. “The band left half an hour ago.”
Despite the wives’ insistence that the guys were unbelievable, the argument ended in a short scuffle, and both wives were kicked out into the night.
As I waited for my hat in the hallway, the library door opened, and Jordan Baker and Gatsby came out together. He was saying something last to her, but the eagerness in his manner suddenly became formal as several people approached him to say goodbye.
Jordan’s friends were calling impatiently for her from the porch, but she paused for a moment to shake hands.
“I just heard the craziest thing,” she whispered. “How long were we in there?”
“Oh, about an hour.”
“It was… totally wild,” she repeated distractedly. “But I swore I wouldn’t tell it, and here I am, teasing you.” She yawned gracefully in my face. “Please come see me… Look up Mrs. Sigourney Howard in the phone book… That’s my aunt…” She was hurrying off as she talked—her brown hand waved a casual goodbye as she disappeared into her party at the door.
 I was a little embarrassed that I’d stayed so late on my first visit, so I joined the last of Gatsby’s guests, who were hanging out near him. I wanted to tell him I'd been looking for him earlier that night and to apologize for not seeing him in the garden.
“Don’t sweat it,” he said, sounding really eager. “Seriously, don’t even think about it, old sport.” The phrase felt totally unfamiliar, just like the reassuring pat he gave my shoulder. “And don’t forget, we’re taking the seaplane out tomorrow morning, at nine o’clock.”
Then the butler, popping his head out from behind his shoulder:
“Philadelphia’s on the phone for you, sir.”
“Yeah, tell them I’m coming. … Good night.”
“Good night.”
“Good night.” He smiled—and suddenly, it felt like there was something good about being one of the last to leave, like he’d been planning it all along. “Good night, old sport… Good night.”
But as I walked down the steps, I realized the night wasn’t totally over yet. About fifty feet from the door, a dozen headlights lit up a crazy and chaotic scene. A brand-new coupe was stuck in the ditch beside the road, sitting upright but missing a wheel. It had left Gatsby’s driveway not even two minutes earlier. A sharp corner had caused the wheel to come off, and now a bunch of curious chauffeurs were checking it out. But with their cars blocking the road, there had been a loud, jarring noise coming from the cars behind for a while, adding to the already messed-up situation.
A guy in a long duster had climbed out of the wreck and was now standing in the middle of the road, looking from the car to the tire, and from the tire to the people watching in a confused, puzzled way.
“See!” he said. “It just went into the ditch.”
He was totally shocked by what happened, and I recognized first the unusual look of wonder, and then the guy—he was Gatsby’s old library buddy.
“How did this even happen?”
He shrugged.
“I don’t know anything about cars,” he said firmly.
“But how did it happen? Did you hit the wall?”
“Don’t ask me,” said Owl Eyes, washing his hands of the whole thing. “I’m not much of a driver—hardly at all. It just happened, and that’s all I know.”
“Well, if you’re a bad driver, you shouldn’t be driving at night.”
“But I wasn’t even trying!” he explained, sounding annoyed. “I wasn’t even trying.”
A hush fell over everyone watching.
“Are you trying to kill yourself?”
“You’re lucky it was just a wheel! A bad driver and not even trying!”
“You don’t get it,” said the guy. “I wasn’t driving. There’s another guy in the car.”
The shock that followed this announcement came out as a long, drawn-out “Ah-h-h!” as the coupe door swung open slowly. The crowd—it was now a real crowd—stepped back without thinking, and when the door was wide open, there was a weird pause. Then, very slowly, piece by piece, a pale, dangling figure stepped out of the wreck, testing the ground with a huge, uncertain dancing shoe.
Blinded by the headlights and confused by the constant honking, the figure stood swaying for a moment before he saw the man in the duster.
“Wha’s matter?” he asked calmly. “Did we run outta gas?”
“Look!”
A bunch of fingers pointed at the missing wheel—he stared at it for a moment, and then looked up as if he thought it had fallen from the sky.
“It just came off,” someone explained.
He nodded.
“At first, I didn’t even notice we’d stopped.”
A pause. Then, taking a deep breath and straightening his shoulders, he said in a determined voice:
“Wonder’ff tell me where there’s a gas station?”
At least a dozen guys, some of them doing a little better than he was, explained to him that the wheel and the car weren’t connected anymore.
 “Back up,” he suggested after a moment. “Put her in reverse.”
“But the wheel’s off!”
He hesitated.
“No harm in trying,” he said.
The horns were blasting, reaching a crazy high point, and I turned away, cutting across the lawn towards home. I glanced back once. A sliver of a moon was shining over Gatsby’s house, making the night beautiful like before, and it was still glowing from his party. A sudden emptiness seemed to flow from the windows and the big doors, totally isolating the host. He stood on the porch, his hand raised in a formal goodbye wave.
Looking back over what I’d written so far, I realize I gave the impression that the events from three nights, spaced out a few weeks, were all that mattered to me. Not really. They were just random things during a packed summer, and until much later, they didn’t grab my attention nearly as much as my own stuff.
Most of the time, I was working. Early mornings, the sun stretched my shadow westward as I rushed down the long, white streets of lower New York to Probity Trust. I knew the other clerks and young guys selling bonds by their first names, and we’d grab lunch together in crowded, dimly lit restaurants, eating cheap sausages and mashed potatoes and coffee. I even had a short thing going with a girl who lived in Jersey City and worked in accounting, but her brother started giving me the stink eye, so when she went on vacation in July, I just let it fade away.
I usually ate dinner at the Yale Club—for some reason, it felt like the worst part of my day—and then I’d head upstairs to the library and study investments for a solid hour. There were usually a few rowdy people hanging around, but they never came into the library, so it was a good spot to focus. After that, if the night was nice, I’d stroll down Madison Avenue past the old Murray Hill Hotel, and over to 33rd Street to Pennsylvania Station.
I started to like New York, the exciting, adventurous vibe at night, and the buzz that all the people and machines gave to my restless mind. I liked walking up Fifth Avenue, picking out interesting women from the crowd and imagining that in a few minutes, I’d be stepping into their lives, and nobody would ever know or judge. Sometimes, in my head, I’d follow them to their apartments on quiet corners, and they’d turn and smile back at me before disappearing through a door into a warm, dark place. In that magical city twilight, I sometimes felt a deep loneliness, and saw it in others—young clerks hanging around in front of shop windows, waiting for it to be time for a solitary dinner—young clerks in the dusk, wasting the most precious moments of the night and their lives.
Again at eight o’clock, when the dark streets of the Forties were packed with five lanes of honking taxis heading to the theater district, I felt a pang in my chest. People leaned close together in the taxis as they waited, and voices sang, and there was laughter from jokes I couldn't hear, and lit cigarettes made swirling circles in the air. Pretending that I, too, was rushing towards fun and sharing their private excitement, I wished them well.
 I kind of lost track of Jordan Baker for a while, then found her again during the summer. At first, I was stoked to hang out with her—she was a golf star, and everyone knew her name. But then it became something else. I wasn't really in love, but I felt this weird, gentle curiosity. That bored, stuck-up face she showed the world hid something—most fake personas hide something eventually, even if they don’t at first—and one day I figured out what it was. When we were at a party in Warwick, she left a borrowed car out in the rain with the top down, and then totally lied about it—and suddenly I remembered the story about her that had slipped my mind that night at Daisy’s. At her first big tournament, there was a huge drama that almost made the papers—it was suggested she’d moved her ball to get a better shot in the semi-finals. It almost became a scandal—then just fizzled out. A caddy retracted his statement, and the only other person who saw it admitted he might have been wrong. The whole thing and her name just stuck with me.
Jordan Baker always avoided smart, sneaky guys, and now I realized it was because she felt safer when everyone assumed she was playing by the rules. She was a straight-up liar. She couldn't stand being at a disadvantage, and because of that, I guess she started bending the truth when she was really young, just to keep that cool, sassy smile in place and satisfy her energetic personality.
It didn’t really bother me. Dishonesty in a girl is something you don’t take too seriously—I felt bad for a sec, then forgot about it. It was at that same party that we had this crazy conversation about driving. It started because she almost clipped some construction workers, and our fender knocked a button off one guy’s coat.
“You’d be a terrible driver,” I complained. “You either need to be way more careful, or you shouldn’t drive at all.”
“I am careful.”
“No, you’re not.”
“Well, other people are,” she said, sounding totally casual.
“What does that even have to do with it?”
“They’ll just stay out of my way,” she insisted. “It takes two to make an accident.”
“But what if you met someone just as reckless as you?”
“I hope I never will,” she answered. “I hate careless people. That’s why I like you.”
Her grey eyes, faded by the sun, stared straight ahead, but she had totally shifted our dynamic, and for a moment I thought I loved her. But I’m slow to process things and I have all these internal rules that act like brakes on my desires, and I knew I had to get myself out of that messy situation back home first. 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 tiny line of sweat would appear on her upper lip. Still, there was this unspoken understanding that I had to gently end before I could move on.
Everyone thinks they’re good at at least one virtue, and this is mine: I’m one of the few honest people I’ve ever met.
Chapter 4

On Sunday morning while church bells rang in towns along the coast, the world and its mistress showed up again at Gatsby’s house, sparkling on his lawn.
“He’s a bootlegger,” the young women said, drifting between his cocktails and his flowers. “He once killed a guy who found out he was related to Von Hindenburg and second cousin to the devil. Hand me a rose, honey, and pour me a last sip into that crystal glass.”
I wrote down the names of the people who came to Gatsby’s house that summer on a blank timetable. It’s falling apart now, all worn and faded, and it says “Schedule in effect July 5th, 1922.” But I can still read those names, and they’ll give you a better idea than I can of who accepted Gatsby’s hospitality and paid him the subtle compliment of knowing absolutely nothing about him.
From East Egg came the Chester Beckers and the Leeches, and a guy named Bunsen, who I knew at Yale, and Doctor Webster Civet, who drowned last summer up in Maine. And the Hornbeams and the Willie Voltaires, and a whole group called the Blackbucks, who always huddled in a corner, looking down their noses at whoever 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 totally white one winter afternoon for no reason at all.
Clarence Endive was from East Egg, as far as I remember. He showed up once, wearing white knickerbockers, and got into a fight with a bum named Etty in the garden. From farther out on the Island came the Cheadles and the O. R. P. Schraeders, and the Stonewall Jackson Abrams from Georgia, and the Fishguards and the Ripley Snells. Snell was there three days before he went to prison, so drunk he stumbled onto the gravel driveway and Mrs. Ulysses Swett’s car ran over his hand. The Dancies came, too, and S. B. Whitebait, who was well over sixty, and Maurice A. Flink, and the Hammerheads, and Beluga the tobacco importer, and Beluga’s girls.
From West Egg came the Poles and the Mulreadys and Cecil Roebuck and Cecil Schoen and Gulick the State senator and Newton Orchid, who ran Films Par Excellence, and Eckhaust and Clyde Cohen and Don S. Schwartz (the son) and Arthur McCarty, all involved with the movies in some way. And the Catlips and the Bembergs and G. Earl Muldoon, brother to the Muldoon who later strangled his wife. Da Fontano the promoter showed up, and Ed Legros and James B. (“Rot-Gut”) Ferret and the De Jongs and Ernest Lilly—they came to gamble, and when Ferret wandered into the garden, it meant he was broke and Associated Traction would have to make a good profit the next day.
A guy named Klipspringer was there so often he became known as “the boarder”—I doubt he had any other place to live. There were actors too: Gus Waize and Horace O’Donavan and Lester Myer and George Duckweed and Francis Bull. From New York were the Chromes and the Backhyssons 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, who are divorced now, and Henry L. Palmetto, who killed himself by jumping in front of a subway train in Times Square.
Benny McClenahan always showed up with four girls. They were never quite the same ones, but they looked so much alike that it always seemed like they’d been there before. I’m drawing a blank on their names—Jacqueline, I think, or maybe Consuela, or Gloria or Judy or June, and their last names were either pretty names like flowers and months, or the tough names of big American capitalists, and if you pressed them, they’d claim to be cousins.
 Yeah, I remember Faustina O’Brien showed up at least once, and the Baedeker sisters, and young Brewer—he lost his nose in the war—plus Mr. Albrucksburger and his fiancée, Miss Haag, Ardita Fitz-Peters, and Mr. P. Jewett, who used to run the American Legion. There was also Miss Claudia Hip with a guy everyone thought was her driver, and this prince of something, we just called him Duke, though I’m blanking on his actual name.
All these people came to Gatsby’s place during the summer.
Around nine o’clock one morning, late in July, Gatsby’s awesome car pulled up to my driveway on the rocky road, blasting this three-note melody from its horn.
It was the first time he’d stopped by, even though I’d crashed two of his parties, ridden in his hydroplane, and, at his invitation, used his beach a bunch of times.
“Hey, old sport! Lunch with me today? Figured we’d roll up together.”
He was balanced on the dashboard of his car, moving with this totally American vibe—you know, that effortless grace that comes from not doing a ton of manual labor when you’re young, and just a whole lot of our spontaneous, energetic games. He was always restless, and you could see it breaking through his polite act. He was never still, always tapping his foot or fidgeting with his hands.
He noticed me checking out his car.
“Pretty cool, right, old sport?” He hopped out to give me a better look. “Haven’t you seen this thing before?”
I’d seen it. Everyone had. It was this rich cream colour, shiny with nickel, bulky in places with huge hatboxes, dinner boxes, and toolboxes, and covered in a maze of windshields that reflected a dozen suns. We slid into these layers of glass in a kind of green leather lounge, and headed into town.
I’d talked with him maybe half a dozen times over the last month, and I was disappointed to find he didn’t really have much to say. So my first impression that he was some important person, just faded, and he became just the guy running this elaborate roadside spot next door.
Then came that weird ride. We hadn’t even reached West Egg village before Gatsby started leaving his fancy sentences unfinished and slapping his knee in this caramel-colored suit.
“Look, old sport,” he blurted out unexpectedly, “what do you really think of me, anyway?”
A little thrown off, I started with these vague answers that the question deserved.
“I’m gonna tell you something about my life,” he cut in. “I don’t want you to get the wrong idea about me from all the gossip you hear.”
So he knew about all the crazy rumors floating around at his parties.
“I’m gonna give you the straight story.” His right hand suddenly seemed to call down some kind of divine judgment. “I’m the son of some wealthy folks from the Midwest—all gone now. I was raised in America, but I went to Oxford, because all my ancestors have been educated there for years. It’s a family thing.”
He looked at me sideways—and I knew why Jordan Baker thought he was lying. He rushed through the words “educated at Oxford,” or swallowed them, or choked on them, like it had bothered him before. And with that doubt, his whole story started to fall apart, and I started to wonder if there was something a little shady about him after all.
“What part of the Midwest?” I asked casually.
“San Francisco.”
“I see.”
“My family all died, and I came into a lot of money.”
His voice was serious, like the memory of that sudden loss of his family still haunted him. For a moment, I thought he was messing with me, but a look at him convinced me otherwise.
 “After that, I lived like a total king—a young rajah—in all the major cities of Europe—Paris, Venice, Rome—collecting jewels, especially rubies, hunting big game, painting a bit for myself, and trying to forget something really sad that happened to me a long time ago.”
I managed to hold back my laughter. The phrases were so overused, they didn’t bring up any image except that of a goofy, cartoonish guy in a turban, basically falling apart as he chased a tiger through Paris.
“Then came the war, old sport. It was a huge relief, and I tried really hard to die, but it seemed like I had some kind of charmed life. I got a commission as a first lieutenant when it started. In the Argonne Forest, I pushed my machine-gun battalion so far ahead that there was a half-mile gap on either side where the infantry couldn’t move forward. We held out there for two days and nights, a hundred and thirty guys with sixteen Lewis guns, and when the infantry finally showed up, they found the insignia of three German divisions among the dead. I got promoted to major, and every Allied government gave me a medal—even Montenegro, little Montenegro down on the Adriatic Sea!”
“Little Montenegro!” He lifted the words and nodded, smiling. His smile understood Montenegro’s tough history and felt bad for the brave struggles of the Montenegrin people. It totally appreciated the chain of events that led to this tribute from Montenegro’s little heart. My disbelief faded into fascination; it was like quickly flipping through a bunch of magazines.
He reached into his pocket, and a piece of metal, hanging from a ribbon, dropped into my hand.
“That’s the one from Montenegro.”
To my surprise, it looked legit. “Orderi di Danilo,” read the circular inscription, “Montenegro, Nicolas Rex.”
“Turn it.”
“Major Jay Gatsby,” I read, “For Valour Extraordinary.”
“Here’s another thing I always carry. A souvenir from my Oxford days. It was taken in Trinity Quad—the guy on my left is now the Earl of Doncaster.”
It was a photo of a bunch of young guys in blazers hanging out in an archway with a bunch of spires visible behind them. There was Gatsby, looking a little, not much, younger—holding a cricket bat.
Then it all clicked. I saw the skins of tigers blazing in his palace on the Grand Canal; I saw him opening a chest of rubies, using their red glow to ease the ache in his broken heart.
“I’m going to make a big request of you today,” he said, putting his souvenirs away, “so I thought you should know a little about me. I didn’t want you to think I was just some random person. You see, I usually find myself around strangers because I drift around trying to forget the sad things that happened to me.” He paused. “You’ll hear about it this afternoon.”
“At lunch?”
“No, this afternoon. I found out you’re taking Miss Baker to tea.”
“Do you mean you’re in love with Miss Baker?”
“Nah, old sport, I’m not. But Miss Baker has kindly agreed to talk to you about this.”
I had no idea what “this” was, but I was more annoyed than interested. I hadn’t asked Jordan to tea to talk about Mr. Jay Gatsby. I was sure the request would be totally wild, and for a second, I regretted ever stepping onto his crowded lawn.
He wouldn’t say another word. He seemed more and more proper as we got closer to the city. We passed Port Roosevelt, where I caught a glimpse of red-belted cargo ships, and sped along a cobbled street lined with the dark, abandoned bars of the faded-glory nineteen-hundreds. Then the valley of ashes opened up on both sides of us, and I saw Mrs. Wilson struggling at the garage pump with a burst of energy as we drove by.
 With fenders flared out like wings, we blasted through half of Astoria—just half, because as we weaved between the pillars of the elevated train, I heard the familiar “vroom-vroom-splat!” of a motorcycle, and a cop was right on our tail.
“Alright, buddy,” called Gatsby. We slowed down. He pulled a white card from his wallet and waved it in front of the guy’s eyes.
“You got it,” agreed the cop, tipping his cap. “I’ll recognize you next time, Mr. Gatsby. Gotta go!”
“What was that?” I asked. “That picture of Oxford?”
“I did the police commissioner a favor once, and he sends me a Christmas card every year.”
Over the huge bridge, with the sunlight flashing through the metal supports on the moving cars, the city rose up across the river in white buildings and sugary mounds, all built with money that smelled like nothing. The city seen from the Queensboro Bridge is always like seeing it for the first time, full of the wild promise of all the mystery and beauty in the world.
A guy in a hearse piled high with flowers passed us, followed by two limousines with dark windows, and then by brighter cars for friends. The friends looked out at us with the sad eyes and tight lips of people from southeastern Europe, and I was glad to see Gatsby’s awesome car was part of their somber celebration. As we crossed Blackwell’s Island, a limo zipped past, driven by a white chauffeur, with three stylish Black people inside—two cool dudes and a girl. I laughed out loud when I saw their eyeballs rolling toward us in a haughty stare.
“Anything can happen now that we’ve crossed this bridge,” I thought; “anything at all…”
Even Gatsby could happen, and it wouldn't even be a big deal.
Blazing noon. In a well-ventilated Forty-second Street basement, I met Gatsby for lunch. Blinking away the brightness of the street outside, I spotted him in the waiting room, talking to another guy.
“Mr. Carraway, this is my friend Mr. Wolfshiem.”
A short, flat-nosed Jewish guy raised his head and looked me over with two thick tufts of hair sticking out of his nose. After a moment, I made out his tiny eyes in the dim light.
“—So I took one look at him,” said Mr. Wolfshiem, shaking my hand seriously, “and what do you think I did?”
“What?” I asked politely.
But he wasn't talking to me, because he dropped my hand and leaned in close to Gatsby with his nose.
“I handed the money to Katspaugh and I said: ‘Look, Katspaugh, don’t pay him a dime until he shuts his mouth.’ He shut up right then and there.”
Gatsby took an arm of each of us and moved into the restaurant, and Mr. Wolfshiem swallowed the sentence he was starting and drifted off into a dreamy state.
“Highballs?” asked the head waiter.
“This is a nice restaurant here,” said Mr. Wolfshiem, looking at the statues on the ceiling. “But I like the place across the street better!”
“Yeah, highballs,” agreed Gatsby, and then to Mr. Wolfshiem: “It’s too hot over there.”
“Hot and small—yeah,” said Mr. Wolfshiem, “but full of memories.”
“What place is that?” I asked.
“The old Metropole.”
“The old Metropole,” Mr. Wolfshiem said gloomily. “Filled with faces that are dead and gone. Filled with friends who are gone forever. I’m never going to forget the night they shot Rosy Rosenthal there. There were six of us at the table, and Rosy had eaten and drunk a lot all evening. When it was almost morning, the waiter came up to him with a strange look and said someone wanted to talk to him outside. ‘Okay,’ said Rosy, and started to get up, and I pulled him back into his chair.
“‘Let the jerks come in here if they want you, Rosy, but don’t you, so help me, move outside this room.’
“It was four in the morning then, and if we’d opened the blinds, we’d have seen daylight.”
“Did he go?” I asked innocently.
 “Yeah, he went.” Mr. Wolfshiem’s nose flared at me, totally annoyed. “He turned around in the door and says, ‘Don’t let that waiter take away my coffee!’ Then he went out onto the sidewalk, and they shot him three times in his stomach and drove off.”
“Four of them were electrocuted,” I said, remembering.
“Five, with Becker.” His nostrils turned toward me, interested. “I hear you’re looking for a business connection.”
The way those two things were said back-to-back was wild. Gatsby answered for me:
“Oh, no,” he exclaimed, “this isn’t the guy.”
“No?” Mr. Wolfshiem seemed bummed out.
“This is just a friend. I told you we’d talk about that later.”
“My bad,” said Mr. Wolfshiem. “I had the wrong guy.”
A really good hash showed up, and Mr. Wolfshiem, forgetting about the old-school vibes of the Metropole, started eating like crazy. His eyes were darting all around the room—he finished the circle by checking out the people right behind us. I think, if I hadn’t been there, he would’ve quickly glanced under our table.
“Look here, old sport,” said Gatsby, leaning in, “I’m worried I made you a little mad this morning in the car.”
There was that smile again, but this time I didn’t let it get to me.
“I don’t like mysteries,” I answered, “and I don’t get why you won’t just be upfront and tell me what you want. Why does it have to go through Miss Baker?”
“Oh, it’s nothing shady,” he assured me. “Miss Baker’s a great sport, you know, and she’d never do anything wrong.”
Suddenly he looked at his watch, jumped up, and hurried out of the room, leaving me with Mr. Wolfshiem at the table.
“He has to make a call,” said Mr. Wolfshiem, still watching him. “Good guy, right? Good-looking and a perfect gentleman.”
“Yeah.”
“He’s an Oxford man.”
“Oh!”
“He went to Oxford College in England. You know Oxford College?”
“I’ve heard of it.”
“It’s one of the most famous colleges in the world.”
“How long have you known Gatsby?” I asked.
“A few years,” he answered, looking pleased. “I met him right after the war. But I knew I’d found a guy with class after I talked to him for an hour. I said to myself: ‘That’s the kind of guy you’d want to bring home and introduce to your mom and sister.’ ” He paused. “I see you’re looking at my cuff buttons.”
I hadn’t been, but I was now. They were made of really weird, familiar pieces of ivory.
“The finest specimens of human molars,” he told me.
“Wow!” I checked them out. “That’s a really interesting idea.”
“Yeah.” He rolled up his sleeves under his coat. “Yeah, Gatsby’s really careful with women. He wouldn’t even look at a friend’s wife.”
When the guy we were talking about came back to the table and sat down, Mr. Wolfshiem gulped his coffee and got to his feet.
“I enjoyed lunch,” he said, “and I’m going to head out before I overstay my welcome.”
“Don’t rush, Meyer,” said Gatsby, without much enthusiasm. Mr. Wolfshiem raised his hand in a kind of blessing.
“You’re very polite, but I belong to a different generation,” he announced seriously. “You guys sit here and talk about your sports and your girls and your—” He came up with an imaginary word with another wave of his hand. “As for me, I’m fifty years old, and I won’t hang around you any longer.”
As he shook hands and turned away, his tragic nose was shaking. I wondered if I’d said something to offend him.
“He gets really sentimental sometimes,” explained Gatsby. “This is one of his sentimental days. He’s quite a character around New York—a regular on Broadway.”
“Who is he, anyway, an actor?”
“No.”
“A dentist?”
 “Meyer Wolfshiem? Nah, he’s a gambler.” Gatsby hesitated, then added, coolly: “He’s the guy who rigged the World’s Series back in 1919.”
“Rigged the World’s Series?” I repeated.
The whole thing blew my mind. I remembered, of course, that the World’s Series had been fixed in 1919, but I always thought of it as just something that happened, like the inevitable end of a long chain of events. It never crossed my mind that one person could mess with the faith of fifty million people—with the focus of a burglar cracking a safe.
“How’d he even manage that?” I asked after a minute.
“He just saw the opportunity.”
“Why isn’t he in jail?”
“They can’t get him, old sport. He’s sharp.”
I insisted on paying the check. As the waiter brought my change I spotted Tom Buchanan across the crowded room.
“Come on with me for a minute,” I said; “I gotta say hi to someone.”
When he saw us Tom jumped up and took a bunch of steps in our direction.
“Where have you been?” he demanded, all excited. “Daisy’s furious because you haven’t called.”
“This is Mr. Gatsby, Mr. Buchanan.”
They shook hands briefly, and a weird, uncomfortable look came over Gatsby’s face.
“How are you doing, anyway?” demanded Tom of me. “How’d you happen to come up this far to eat?”
“I’ve been having lunch with Mr. Gatsby.”
I turned toward Mr. Gatsby, but he was gone.
One October day in nineteen-seventeen—
(said Jordan Baker that afternoon, sitting up straight on a straight chair in the tea-garden at the Plaza Hotel)
—I was walking around, half on the sidewalks and half on the lawns. I was happier on the lawns because I had shoes from England with rubber knobs on the soles that gripped the soft ground. I had on a new plaid skirt, too, that blew in the wind, and whenever it did, the red, white, and blue banners in front of all the houses would stretch out stiff and say tut-tut-tut-tut, in a disapproving way.
The biggest banner and the biggest lawn belonged to Daisy Fay’s house. She was just eighteen, two years older than me, and by far the most popular girl in Louisville. She dressed in white, and had a little white roadster, and all day long the phone rang in her house and excited young officers from Camp Taylor would beg to monopolize her that night. “Anyways, for an hour!”
When I got opposite her house that morning her white roadster was parked on the curb, and she was sitting in it with a lieutenant I’d never seen before. They were so into each other that she didn’t notice me until I was five feet away.
“Hello, Jordan,” she called unexpectedly. “Come over here.”
I was flattered that she wanted to talk to me, because out of all the older girls, I admired her the most. She asked me if I was going to the Red Cross to make bandages. I was. Well, then, would I tell them that she couldn’t come that day? The officer looked at Daisy while she was speaking, in a way that every girl wants to be looked at sometime, and because it seemed romantic to me, I’ve remembered the whole thing ever since. His name was Jay Gatsby, and I didn’t see him again for over four years—even after I’d met him on Long Island, I didn’t realize it was the same guy.
 That was nineteen-seventeen. By the next year, I had a few guys interested in me too, and I started playing in tournaments, so I didn’t see Daisy very often. She hung out with an older crowd—when she went out with anyone at all. Crazy rumors were going around about her—how her mom found her packing her bag one winter night, planning to go to New York and say goodbye to a soldier heading overseas. They stopped her, but she wasn't speaking to her family for weeks. After that, she didn’t mess around with soldiers anymore, but only dated a few awkward, near-sighted guys in town who couldn’t even get into the army.
By the next fall, she was happy again, as happy as ever. She had a debut after the armistice, and in February, she was probably engaged to a guy from New Orleans. In June, she married Tom Buchanan of Chicago, with more fanfare than Louisville had ever seen. He showed up with a hundred people in four private cars, and rented an entire floor of the Muhlbach Hotel, and the day before the wedding, he gave her a string of pearls worth three hundred and fifty thousand dollars.
I was a bridesmaid. I went into her room half an hour before the wedding dinner, and found her lying on her bed, looking as gorgeous as a June night in her flowered dress—and totally wasted. She had a bottle of Sauterne in one hand and a letter in the other.
“ ’Gratulate me,” she mumbled. “Never had a drink before, but oh, I love it.”
“What’s wrong, Daisy?”
I was freaked out, I can tell you; I’d never seen a girl like that before.
“Here, darlings.” She dug around in a wastebasket she had on the bed and pulled out the string of pearls. “Take them downstairs and give them back to whoever they belong to. Tell them Daisy’s changed her mind. Say: ‘Daisy’s changed her mind!’ ”
She started crying—she cried and cried. I rushed out and found her mom’s maid, and we locked the door and got her into a cold bath. She wouldn’t let go of the letter. She took it into the tub with her and squeezed it up into a wet ball, and only let me take it when she saw it was falling apart like snow.
But she didn’t say another word. We gave her smelling salts and put ice on her forehead and got her back into her dress, and half an hour later, when we walked out of the room, the pearls were around her neck and it was over. The next day at five o’clock she married Tom Buchanan without even flinching, and started off on a three-month trip to the South Seas.
I saw them in Santa Barbara when they came back, and I thought I’d never seen a girl so obsessed with her husband. If he left the room for a minute, she’d look around nervously, and ask: “Where’s Tom gone?” and wear the most distracted expression until she saw him coming in the door. She used to sit on the sand with his head in her lap for hours, rubbing her fingers over his eyes and looking at him with unbelievable delight. It was sweet to see them together—it made you laugh quietly, fascinated. That was in August. A week after I left Santa Barbara, Tom ran into a wagon on the Ventura road one night and ripped a front wheel off his car. The girl who was with him ended up in the papers too, because her arm was broken—she was one of the maids at the Santa Barbara Hotel.
 The next April, Daisy had her little girl, and they headed to France for a year. I saw them one spring in Cannes, then later in Deauville, and they came back to Chicago to settle down. Daisy was super popular in Chicago, you know. They ran with a fast crowd—all young, rich, and wild—but she somehow managed to keep a totally spotless reputation. Maybe because she doesn't drink. It's a huge advantage not drinking when everyone else is hard-drinking. You can keep your mouth shut, and you can time any little slip-up so everyone else is too blind to even notice or care. Maybe Daisy never even got into serious relationships at all—but there's something in her voice…
Well, about six weeks ago, she heard the name Gatsby for the first time in years. It was when I asked you—remember?—if you knew Gatsby in West Egg. After you’d left, 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 this really strange voice that it had to be the guy she used to know. It wasn’t until then that I realized this Gatsby was the officer who was in her white car.
When Jordan Baker finished telling me all this, we’d left the Plaza for about half an hour and were driving in a horse-drawn carriage through Central Park. The sun had dipped behind the really tall apartments where the movie stars lived in the West Fifties, and the clear voices of kids, already gathered like crickets on the grass, rose through the warm twilight:
“I’m the Sheik of Araby. Your love belongs to me. At night when you’re asleep, I’ll sneak into your tent—”
“It’s a crazy coincidence,” I said.
“But it’s not a coincidence at all.”
“Why not?”
“Gatsby bought that house so Daisy would be just across the bay.”
So, it hadn’t just been the stars he’d been reaching for that June night. He suddenly came to life for me, like he’s been released from a pointless, fancy existence.
“He wants to know,” continued Jordan, “if you’ll invite Daisy over to your house one afternoon and then let him come by.”
The humbleness of the request blew me away. He’d waited five years and bought a huge mansion where he threw parties for anyone who wandered by—just so he could “come over” one afternoon to a stranger’s backyard.
“Did I really have to know all this before he could ask for something so small?”
“He’s nervous, he’s waited so long. He thought you might be offended. You see, he’s tougher than he looks.”
Something felt off.
“Why didn’t he ask you to set up a meeting?”
“He wants her to see his house,” she explained. “And your house is right next door.”
“Oh!”
“I think he kind of hoped she’d wander into one of his parties, sometime,” Jordan went on. “But she never did. Then he started casually asking around if anyone knew her, and I was the first one he found. It was that night he asked me to his dance, and you should have heard how elaborate he was about it. Of course, I immediately suggested a lunch in New York—and he almost lost it:
“‘I don’t want to do anything weird!’ he kept saying. ‘I want to see her right next door.’”
“When I said you were a close friend of Tom’s, he started to back out of the whole idea. He doesn’t know much about Tom, even though he says he’s read a Chicago paper for years just to catch a glimpse of Daisy’s name.”
It was dark now, and as we went under a little bridge, I put my arm around Jordan’s golden shoulder and pulled her closer, asking her to dinner. Suddenly, I wasn’t thinking about Daisy and Gatsby anymore, but about this clear, tough, limited person who was skeptical about everything and leaned back casually within the circle of my arm. A phrase started echoing in my ears with a kind of excited buzz: “There are only the pursued, the pursuer, the busy, and the tired.”
“And Daisy deserves something in her life,” murmured Jordan to me.
“Does she want to see Gatsby?”
 “She can’t find out about it. Gatsby really doesn't want her to know. You’re just supposed to ask her to come over for tea.”
We drove past a wall of trees, and then we saw Fifty-Ninth Street—a whole block glowing with soft, pale light shining into the park. Unlike Gatsby and Tom Buchanan, I didn’t have a girl whose face I kept picturing along the rooftops and bright signs, so I pulled the girl next to me closer, holding her tight. Her pale, kind of unimpressed mouth curved into a smile, and I pulled her even closer, this time right up to my face.
Chapter 5

When I got home to West Egg that night, I was totally freaked out for a second—I thought my house was on fire. It was two in the morning, and the whole corner of the peninsula was lit up like crazy, the light felt weird on the bushes and made these long, stretched-out glints on the power lines. Turning a corner, I realized it was Gatsby’s house, blazing from the top floor to the basement.
At first, I thought it was another party, a wild bash that had turned into some kind of game like “hide-and-go-seek” or “sardines.” But there wasn’t a sound. Just the wind in the trees, which made the power lines sway and made the lights flicker on and off, like the house was winking in the dark. As my taxi pulled away, I saw Gatsby walking toward me across his lawn.
“Your place looks like the World’s Fair,” I said.
“Does it?” He glanced at it absently. “I’ve been checking out some of the rooms. Let’s go to Coney Island, old sport. In my car.”
“It’s way too late.”
“Okay, well, how about we take a dip in the swimming pool? I haven’t even used it all summer.”
“I’m going to bed.”
“Fine.”
He waited, looking at me with barely contained excitement.
“I talked with Miss Baker,” I said after a moment. “I’m going to call Daisy tomorrow and invite her over for tea.”
“Oh, that’s cool,” he said casually. “I don’t want to put you out of your way.”
“What day would work for you?”
“What day would work for you?” he corrected me quickly. “I don’t want to put you out of your way, you know.”
“How about the day after tomorrow?”
He thought about it for a second. Then, reluctantly: “I want to get the grass cut,” he said.
We both looked down at the grass—there was a really sharp line where my messy lawn ended and his perfectly kept yard began. I had a feeling he meant my grass.
“There’s another little thing,” he said uncertainly, and paused.
“Would you rather put it off for a few days?” I asked.
“Oh, it isn’t about that. At least—” He started a bunch of different things. “Why, look here, old sport, are you making much money, really?”
“Not a ton.”
That seemed to put him at ease, and he went on more confidently.
“I thought…you know, I run a little business on the side, a little side hustle, you understand. And I thought, if you’re not rolling in dough—You’re selling bonds, right, old sport?”
“Trying to.”
“Well, this could be interesting for you. It wouldn’t take up much of your time, and you could probably make a good chunk of change. It’s a pretty hush-hush kind of thing.”
I realize now that under different circumstances that conversation could have been a major turning point in my life. But because the offer was obviously and awkwardly about doing him a favor, I had no choice but to shut it down.
“I’m swamped,” I said. “I appreciate it, but I couldn’t take on any more work.”
“You wouldn’t have to deal with Wolfshiem.” Clearly, he thought I was backing off because of the “connection” we’d mentioned at lunch, but I assured him he was wrong. He waited a beat longer, hoping I’d start a conversation, but I was too caught up to respond, so he went home, looking bummed.
The evening had me feeling lightheaded and happy; I think I just crashed into a deep sleep when I walked in my front door. So I don’t know if Gatsby went to Coney Island, or for how many hours he “glanced into rooms” while his house blazed so brightly. I called Daisy from the office next morning, and invited her to come over for tea.
“Don’t bring Tom,” I warned her.
“What?”
“Don’t bring Tom.”
“Who’s ‘Tom’?” she asked, all innocent.
 The day we’re talking about was pouring rain. At eleven o’clock, a guy in a raincoat, lugging a lawnmower, knocked on my front door and said Mr. Gatsby sent him over to cut the grass. That reminded me I totally forgot to tell Finn to come back, so I drove over to West Egg Village to find her, dodging soggy, whitewashed alleys, and to grab some cups, lemons, and flowers.
The flowers were kinda unnecessary, because around two o’clock, a greenhouse showed up from Gatsby’s, loaded with tons of containers. An hour later, the front door opened nervously, and Gatsby walked in, looking stressed. He was wearing a white flannel suit, a silver shirt, and a gold tie. He looked pale, and you could see he hadn’t slept well.
“Is everything okay?” he asked right away.
“The grass looks good, if that’s what you mean.”
“What grass?” he asked, looking confused. “Oh, the grass in the yard.” He looked out the window, but judging by his face, I don’t think he saw a thing.
“Looks really good,” he said vaguely. “One of the papers said the rain would stop around four. I think it was The Journal. Do you have everything you need, like—like tea?”
I led him into the pantry, where he looked a little disappointed at Finn. Together, we checked out the twelve lemon cakes from the deli.
“Will those work?” I asked.
“Of course, of course! They’re perfect!” and he added softly, “…old sport.”
The rain cooled down around half-past three to a damp mist, with little drops of water floating around. Gatsby stared blankly through a copy of Clay’s Economics, jumped at every creak the Finn made on the kitchen floor, and kept peeking out the blurry windows like something crazy was happening outside. Finally, he got up and told me, in a shaky voice, that he was heading home.
“Why’s that?”
“Nobody’s coming for tea. It’s too late!” He glanced at his watch, like he had somewhere else to be. “I can’t wait around all day.”
“Don’t be silly; it’s only two minutes to four.”
He slumped down, like I’d pushed him, and then I heard a car pull into my driveway. We both jumped, and I went out into the yard, feeling a little freaked out.
Under the dripping lilac trees, a huge open car was driving up the drive. It stopped. Daisy’s face, tilted under a lavender hat, looked at me with a bright, excited smile.
“Is this really where you live, my dearest one?”
Her voice was a wild, amazing rush in the rain. I had to just listen to it for a second, up and down, with my ear alone, before I could even understand the words. A streak of wet hair lay across her cheek like a splash of blue paint, and her hand was dripping as I took it to help her out of the car.
“Are you in love with me,” she whispered in my ear, “or why did I have to come alone?”
“That’s the secret of Castle Rackrent. Tell your chauffeur to go far away and chill for an hour.”
“Come back in an hour, Ferdie.” Then, in a serious tone: “That’s his name.”
“Does the gas mess with his nose?”
“I don’t think so,” she said innocently. “Why?”
We went inside. To my total surprise, the living room was empty.
“Well, that’s weird,” I said.
“What’s weird?”
She turned her head as there was a polite knock at the front door. I went out and opened it. Gatsby, pale as a ghost, with his hands shoved deep in his coat pockets, was standing in a puddle of water, staring sadly into my eyes.
With his hands still in his pockets, he walked past me into the hall, turned sharply like he was walking a tightrope, and disappeared into the living room. It wasn’t funny at all. Feeling my own heart pounding, I slammed the door shut against the rain.
 For a good half-minute, it was dead silent. Then, from the living room, I heard this weird choked-up sound, mixed with a bit of a laugh, and then Daisy’s voice, totally fake and high-pitched:
“I’d really love to see you again.”
A long, awkward pause. It felt like forever. I didn’t have anything to do in the hallway, so I just wandered into the room.
Gatsby, still with his hands in his pockets, was leaning against the fireplace, trying way too hard to look relaxed, even bored. He’s got his head tilted back so far it was resting against this old, broken clock, and his eyes—they looked totally stressed—were staring down at Daisy, who was sitting on the edge of a stiff chair, looking scared but still graceful.
“We’ve met before,” Gatsby mumbled. His eyes flickered over to me for a second, and his lips opened like he was about to laugh, but then the clock started tilting dangerously because of his head. Luckily, he caught it with shaky fingers and set it back in place. Then he sat down, super stiff, his elbow on the sofa arm and his chin in his hand.
“Sorry about the clock,” he said.
My face was totally sunburned. I couldn’t think of a single thing to say.
“It’s an old clock,” I blurted out, feeling dumb.
I think we all thought for a second that it had just shattered on the floor.
“It’s been a long time since we’ve seen each other,” Daisy said, trying to sound casual.
“Five years, almost to the day in November.”
The way Gatsby just automatically answered just froze everything for another minute. I got them both up and suggested we make tea in the kitchen when Finn brought in the tray.
With all the craziness of the cups and cake, things started to feel a little more normal. Gatsby slipped into the shadows and, while Daisy and I were talking, he kept looking from one of us to the other with these tense, unhappy eyes. But, you know, being calm wasn’t the goal, so I made an excuse and headed out.
“Where are you going?” Gatsby asked, sounding panicked.
“I’ll be right back.”
“I need to talk to you about something before you leave.”
He followed me like a crazy person into the kitchen, shut the door, and whispered, “Oh, man!” in this really sad way.
“What’s wrong?”
“This is a total disaster,” he said, shaking his head. “A really bad, terrible disaster.”
“You’re just embarrassed, that’s all,” I said, and luckily, I added, “Daisy is embarrassed too.”
“She’s embarrassed?” he repeated, sounding shocked.
“Just as much as you are.”
“Don’t talk so loud.”
“You’re acting like a little kid,” I snapped, getting annoyed. “And you’re being rude. Daisy’s sitting in there all alone.”
He raised his hand to stop me, looked at me with this look I’m not going to forget, and then cautiously opened the door and went back into the other room.
I slipped out the back way—just like Gatsby did when he did his nervous walk around the house half an hour earlier—and ran to this huge, gnarled tree, whose thick leaves made a wall against the rain. It was pouring again, and Gatsby’s perfectly manicured lawn was full of little muddy puddles and swampy spots. There wasn’t much to look at from under the tree except Gatsby’s huge house, so I just stared at it, like Kant staring at his church steeple, for a good half-hour. Some brewer had built it during that whole “period” thing, a decade before, and I heard a story that he’d promised to pay five years of taxes on all the houses next door if the owners would thatch their roofs with straw. Maybe their refusal just crushed his dream of starting a family—he just fell apart. His kids sold his house with the black wreath still on the door. Americans are down for being workers, even eager for it, but they always put their foot down about being peasants.
 After about half an hour, the sun came out, and the grocer’s car pulled up to Gatsby’s driveway with the stuff for his staff’s dinner—I was pretty sure he wouldn't even taste a bite. A maid started opening the upper windows of his house, popping up in each one for a second, and leaning from the big window in the center, spitting thoughtfully into the garden. It was time for me to head back. While it was raining, it had sounded like their voices, rising and swelling a bit with emotion now and then. But in the new quiet, I felt like the house itself had gone silent too.
I went inside—after making a ton of noise in the kitchen, short of knocking over the stove—but I don’t think they heard a thing. They were sitting at either end of the couch, looking at each other like someone had asked a question, or was about to, and all the awkwardness was gone. Daisy’s face was smeared with tears, and when I came in, she jumped up and started wiping it with her handkerchief in front of a mirror. But there was a change in Gatsby that was just crazy. He was practically glowing; without saying a word or making a move, a new sense of well-being just radiated from him and filled the whole room.
“Oh, hey, old sport,” he said, like he hadn’t seen me in forever. For a second, I thought he was gonna shake my hand.
“It stopped raining.”
“Did it?” When he realized what I was talking about, that the sun was shining in the room, he smiled like a weatherman, like a super-happy fan of sunshine, and repeated the news to Daisy. “Can you believe it? It stopped raining.”
“I’m glad, Jay.” Her voice, full of sadness and beauty, just showed how surprised she was to be happy.
“I want you and Daisy to come over to my place,” he said. “I’d love to show her around.”
“You’re sure you want me to come?”
“Absolutely, old sport.”
Daisy went upstairs to wash her face—I felt so embarrassed thinking about my towels—while Gatsby and I waited on the lawn.
“My house looks good, right?” he asked. “See how the whole front catches the light?”
I agreed that it was amazing.
“Yeah.” His eyes went over it, every arched door and square tower. “It took me just three years to earn the money to buy it.”
“I thought you inherited your money.”
“I did, old sport,” he said automatically, “but I lost most of it in the big panic—the panic of the war.”
I don’t think he really knew what he was saying, because when I asked him what he did for a living, he answered, “That’s my business,” before he realized it was a weird thing to say.
“Oh, I’ve done a bunch of things,” he corrected himself. “I was in the drug business and then the oil business. But I’m not in either one now.” He looked at me with more attention. “You’re thinking about what I suggested the other night, aren’t you?”
Before I could answer, Daisy came out of the house, and the two rows of shiny buttons on her dress sparkled in the sunlight.
“That huge place?” she cried, pointing.
“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 and day. People who do interesting things. Famous people.”
Instead of taking the shortcut along the Sound, we went down to the road and went in through the big gate. With excited little sounds, Daisy loved this or that about the old-fashioned look against the sky, admired the gardens, the fresh smell of jonquils, the sweet smell of hawthorn and plum blossoms, and the soft, golden smell of kiss-me-at-the-gate flowers. It was weird to get to the marble steps and not see any bright dresses going in and out the door, and only hear the sound of birds in the trees.
 We wandered through Marie Antoinette-style music rooms and fancy party spaces, and I felt like guests were hiding behind every couch and table, told to stay completely silent until we passed by. When Gatsby shut the door to what he called the "Merton College Library," I could have sworn I heard that owl-eyed guy let out a crazy, ghostly laugh.
We went upstairs, through bedrooms decked out in rose and lavender silk and overflowing with fresh flowers, through dressing rooms and a pool room, and bathrooms with sunken tubs—basically crashing into one room where a totally disheveled guy in pajamas was doing some weird floor exercises. It was Mr. Klipspringer, the “boarder.” I’d seen him wandering around the beach, looking hungry, that morning. Finally, we got to Gatsby’s own apartment: a bedroom, a bathroom, and a study in the Adam’s style, where we sat down and had a drink of some Chartreuse he grabbed from a cupboard in the wall.
He hadn’t taken his eyes off Daisy once, and I think he judged everything in his house based on how much it seemed to make her happy. Sometimes he’s just stare at his stuff, totally spaced out, like in her presence, none of it felt real. Once he almost tripped down a whole flight of stairs.
His bedroom was the simplest of all—except the dresser was covered in a toilet set made of solid, dull gold. Daisy grabbed a brush and started smoothing her hair, and then Gatsby sat down, shaded his eyes, and burst out laughing.
“It’s the funniest thing, old sport,” he said, practically cracking up. “I can’t—when I try to—”
He’s visibly gone through two moods and was entering a third. After being embarrassed and overjoyed, he was just stunned by her being there. He’s been thinking about it for so long, dreaming it all the way through, waiting with all his energy focused on this one moment. Now, it was like he was winding down, like an over-wound clock.
Gathering himself in a minute, he opened up two huge, custom cabinets filled with his suits, dressing gowns, and ties, and his shirts—piled up like bricks, stacked a dozen high.
“I’ve got a guy in England who buys my clothes. He sends over a selection of things at the start of each season, spring and fall.”
He pulled out a stack of shirts and started tossing them at us, one by one: sheer linen shirts, thick silk shirts, fine flannel shirts—they unfolded as they fell, covering the table in a riot of color. While we were checking them out, he kept bringing more, and the soft, rich pile just kept getting higher—shirts with stripes, scrolls, and plaids in coral, apple-green, lavender, and faint orange, with monograms in indian blue. Suddenly, with a choked sound, Daisy bent her head into the shirts and started crying—really hard.
“They’re such beautiful shirts,” she sobbed, her voice muffled by the fabric. “It makes me sad because I’ve never seen anything so—so beautiful before.”
After the house, we were supposed to see the grounds, the swimming pool, and the hydroplane, and the midsummer flowers—but it started raining again outside Gatsby’s window, so we just stood in a line, staring at the choppy water of the Sound.
“If it wasn’t for the mist, you could see your home across the bay,” said Gatsby. “You always have a green light that shines all night at the end of your dock.”
Daisy put her arm through his suddenly, but he seemed lost in what he’s just said. Maybe he realized that the huge importance of that light had disappeared forever. Compared to the massive distance that had separated him from Daisy, it had seemed close—almost touching her. It had seemed as close as a star to the moon. Now, it was just a green light on a dock. His collection of magical things had shrunk by one.
 I started wandering around the room, checking out random stuff in the dim light. A big photo of an older dude in sailing clothes caught my eye—it was hanging over his desk.
“Who’s that?”
“That’s Mr. Dan Cody, old sport.”
The name sounded vaguely familiar.
“He’s gone now. He used to be my best friend years ago.”
There was a small picture of Gatsby on the dresser too—Gatsby in sailing clothes, head thrown back, defiant—taken, I guess, when he was about eighteen.
“I love it!” Daisy exclaimed. “That pompadour! You never told me you had a pompadour—or a yacht!”
“Check this out,” Gatsby said quickly. “Here’s a bunch of articles—about you.”
They stood side by side looking at them. I was about to ask to see the rubies when the phone rang, and Gatsby grabbed it.
“Yes… Well, I can’t talk now… I can’t talk now, old sport… I said a small town… He’s gotta know what a small town is… Well, he’s no help if Detroit is his idea of a small town…”
He hung up.
“Come here quick!” Daisy yelled from the window.
The rain was still falling, but the darkness had cleared out in the west, and there was a pink and golden cloud bank over the water.
“Look at that,” she whispered, then after a moment: “I just want to grab one of those pink clouds and put you in it and push you around.”
I tried to leave then, but they wouldn’t let me; maybe my being there made them feel more alone together.
“I know what we’ll do,” said Gatsby. “We’ll have Klipspringer play the piano.”
He went out of the room calling “Ewing!” and came back a few minutes later with an embarrassed, kind of worn-out young guy—shell-rimmed glasses, patchy blond hair. He was dressed decently now in a polo shirt, open at the neck, sneakers, and some weird-colored pants.
“Did we interrupt your workout?” Daisy asked politely.
“I was sleeping,” Mr. Klipspringer blurted out, looking totally mortified. “I mean, I’d been asleep. Then I woke up…”
“Klipspringer plays the piano,” said Gatsby, cutting him off. “Don’t you, Ewing, old sport?”
“I don’t play well. I don’t—hardly play at all. I’m totally out of prac—”
“Let’s go downstairs,” interrupted Gatsby. He flipped a switch. The dark windows vanished as the house lit up.
In the music room, Gatsby turned on a single lamp next to the piano. He lit Daisy’s cigarette with a shaky match, and they sat down on a couch far across the room, where there was barely any light except what the shiny floor reflected from the hallway.
When Klipspringer finished playing “The Love Nest,” he turned around on the bench and looked around unhappily for Gatsby in the shadows.
“I’m totally out of practice, you see. I told you I couldn’t play. I’m totally out of prac—”
“Don’t talk so much, old sport,” commanded Gatsby. “Play!”
“In the morning, In the evening, Ain’t we got fun—”
Outside, the wind was howling, and there was a low rumble of thunder over the Sound. All the lights were coming on in West Egg now; the electric trains, packed with people heading home from New York, were speeding through the rain. It was a time of big changes, and you could feel the excitement in the air.
“One thing’s for sure and nothing’s surer: The rich get richer and the poor get—kids. In the meantime, In between time—”
 As I went to say goodbye, I noticed that confused look was back on Gatsby’s face, like he suddenly wasn't so sure about how happy he really was. Almost five years! There must’ve been moments, even that afternoon, when Daisy didn’t quite live up to his dreams—not because of anything she did, but because his whole idea of her was just so huge. It was bigger than her, bigger than everything. He’d thrown himself into it completely, adding to it constantly, piling on every bright thing that came his way. Nothing—no matter how exciting or fresh—could beat what a person could build up inside their heart.
I watched him, and he straightened up a little, you could tell. His hand reached for hers, and when she whispered something in his ear, he turned toward her with a surge of feeling. I think her voice got to him the most, with its wavering, excited energy—you could never dream it up. That voice was like a song that would last forever.
They’d totally forgotten about me, but Daisy looked up and held out her hand; Gatsby didn’t even recognize me. I took one last look at them, and they glanced back, distant, totally lost in their own world. Then I headed out of the room and down the fancy marble steps into the rain, leaving them together.
Chapter 6

About that time, a young reporter from New York showed up at Gatsby’s door one morning and asked if he had anything to say.
“Anything to say about what?” Gatsby asked politely.
“Like, any statement you wanted to put out there?”
It turned out, after a confusing five minutes, that the guy had heard Gatsby’s name around his office, but he wasn’t sure what it meant or didn't want to say. It was his day off, and he’s taken the initiative to “check it out.”
It was a total shot in the dark, but the reporter’s gut was right. Gatsby’s reputation—spread by the hundreds of people who's had his hospitality and now considered themselves experts on his past—had been building all summer, but he was just shy of becoming actual news. Crazy stories started circulating, like an “underground pipeline to Canada,” and there was this persistent rumor that he didn’t even live in a house, but in a boat that looked like a house and was secretly moved up and down the Long Island shore. It’s hard to say why all these stories made James Gatz from North Dakota feel good.
James Gatz—that was his real name, or at least the one on his legal documents. He changed it when he was seventeen, at the exact moment his career started, when he saw Dan Cody’s yacht anchor in the most dangerous spot on Lake Superior. It was James Gatz who’s been hanging out on the beach that afternoon in a ripped green shirt and canvas pants, but it was already Jay Gatsby who borrowed a rowboat, pulled out to the Tuolomee, and told Cody that a storm could smash him apart in half an hour.
I guess he's had the name picked out for a long time, even then. His parents were struggling farmers—he never really accepted them as his parents in his head. The truth was that Jay Gatsby of West Egg, Long Island, came from his ideal version of himself. He was like a son of God—and if that means anything, it means exactly that—and he had a mission: to serve a huge, flashy, and fake kind of beauty. So he created the kind of Jay Gatsby that a seventeen-year-old boy would invent, and he stayed true to that vision until the very end.
For over a year, he’d been working his way along the south shore of Lake Superior as a clam-digger, salmon-fisher, or anything that gave him food and a place to sleep. His body grew strong through the tough, but sometimes easy, work of the days. He knew women early on, and since they spoiled him, he started looking down on them—young women because they were clueless, and others because they were dramatic about things he just took for granted.
But his heart was always in a crazy, chaotic state. Wild and unbelievable ideas haunted him at night. A world of over-the-top, flashy stuff spun around in his brain while the clock ticked on the washstand and the moonlight soaked his clothes on the floor. Every night he added to this pattern of fantasies until sleep finally took over with a total blackout. For a while, these daydreams gave his imagination an outlet; they were a satisfying hint that reality wasn’t real, a promise that the world was built on something as fragile as a fairy’s wing.
An instinct for his future greatness had led him, a few months before, to the small Lutheran College of St. Olaf’s in southern Minnesota. He stayed there for two weeks, feeling totally ignored by the school’s lack of interest in his dreams—or destiny itself—and hating the janitor work he had to do to pay his way. Then he drifted back to Lake Superior, and he was still looking for something to do the day that Dan Cody’s yacht dropped anchor in the shallows.
 Cody was fifty years old then, a product of the Nevada silver fields, the Yukon, every metal rush since seventy-five. Making millions in Montana copper left him physically strong but heading towards being kind of soft. Knowing this, tons of women tried to get their hands on his money. Everyone knew about Ella Kaye, the newspaper woman, who played it smart with his weaknesses and sent him sailing off on a yacht—it was all over the gossip columns in 1902. He’d been coasting along on super-nice shores for five years when he showed up as James Gatz’s destiny in Little Girl Bay.
To young Gatz, resting on his oars and looking up at the deck, that yacht was everything—beauty, glamour, the whole deal. I guess he smiled at Cody—he probably figured out people liked him when he smiled. At any rate, Cody asked him a few questions (one of them got him his new name) and found that he was quick and seriously ambitious. A few days later, he took him to Duluth and bought him a blue coat, six pairs of white duck pants, and a yachting cap. When the Tuolomee headed for the West Indies and the Barbary Coast, Gatsby went along for the ride.
He worked in a kind of personal role—while he was with Cody, he was in turn a steward, mate, skipper, secretary, and even a jailer. Dan Cody sober knew what crazy things Dan Cody drunk might do, so he trusted Gatsby more and more to handle things. The arrangement lasted five years, during which the boat sailed around the continent three times. It could’ve gone on forever, except Ella Kaye showed up on board one night in Boston, and a week later, Dan Cody unexpectedly died.
I remember the portrait of him hanging in Gatsby’s bedroom—a gray, florid guy with a hard, empty face—the original party animal who, during one phase of American life, brought the wildness of the frontier brothel and saloon back to the East Coast. It was indirectly thanks to Cody that Gatsby barely drank at all. Sometimes, at his fancy parties, women would rub champagne into his hair; he got in the habit of just avoiding alcohol altogether.
And it was from Cody that he inherited money—a legacy of twenty-five thousand dollars. He didn’t actually get it. He never understood the legal stuff that was used against him, but what remained of the millions went to Ella Kaye. He was left with his seriously impressive education; the vague idea of Jay Gatsby filled out into a real, solid man.
He told me all this much later, but I’m putting it down here to shut down those first crazy rumors about his background—they weren’t even close to true. Plus, he told it to me at a confusing time, when I was starting to believe everything and nothing about him. So, I’m taking advantage of this brief pause, while Gatsby, so to speak, caught his breath, to clear up these misconceptions.
It was a pause in my involvement with his affairs, too. For a few weeks, I didn’t see him or hear his voice on the phone—I was mostly in New York, hanging out with Jordan and trying to get on good terms with her ancient aunt—but finally, I went over to his house one Sunday afternoon. I hadn’t even been there two minutes when someone brought Tom Buchanan in for a drink. I was surprised, obviously, but the really shocking thing was that it hadn’t happened sooner.
They were a group of three on horseback—Tom, a guy named Sloane, and a pretty woman in a brown riding habit, who’d been there before.
“I’m so glad to see you,” said Gatsby, standing on his porch. “I’m thrilled you stopped by.”
As if they even cared!
“Sit right down. Have a cigarette or a cigar.” He paced around the room quickly, ringing bells. “I’ll get you something to drink in just a minute.”
 He was seriously thrown by the fact that Tom was there. But he’s been feeling uneasy anyway until he gave them something, realizing vaguely that’s all they were after. Mr. Sloane didn't want anything. A lemonade? Nah, thanks. A little champagne? Not really, thanks… Sorry—
“Did you have a good ride?”
“Yeah, the roads around here are pretty decent.”
“I guess the cars—"
“Totally.”
Moved by a sudden urge, Gatsby turned to Tom, who’d accepted the introduction like he was a stranger.
“I think we’ve met before, Mr. Buchanan.”
“Oh, yeah,” said Tom, polite but kind of rough, clearly not remembering. “Right, we did. I remember that really well.”
“About two weeks ago.”
“That’s right. You were with Nick here.”
“I know your wife,” continued Gatsby, almost aggressively.
“Really?”
Tom turned to me.
“You live around here, Nick?”
“Right next door.”
“No way.”
Mr. Sloane didn’t join the conversation, just leaned back in his chair like he owned the place; the woman said nothing either—until, unexpectedly, after a couple of highballs, she warmed up.
“We’ll all swing by your next party, Mr. Gatsby,” she suggested. “What do you say?”
“Definitely; I’d love to have you.”
“Be ver’ nice,” said Mr. Sloane, without a thank you. “Well—we should probably head home.”
“Please don’t rush,” urged Gatsby. He had himself under control now, and he wanted to see more of Tom. “Why don’t you—why don’t you stay for dinner? I wouldn’t be surprised if some other people showed up from New York.”
“You guys come to dinner with us,” said the lady enthusiastically. “Both of you.”
That included me. Mr. Sloane got to his feet.
“Let’s go,” he said—but to her only.
“I’m serious,” she insisted. “I’d love to have you. Plenty of room.”
Gatsby looked at me questioningly. He wanted to go, but he didn’t realize Mr. Sloane had decided he wasn’t going.
“I’m afraid I can’t,” I said.
“Well, you come,” she urged, focusing on Gatsby.
Mr. Sloane murmured something close to her ear.
“We won’t be late if we leave now,” she insisted aloud.
“I don’t have a horse,” said Gatsby. “I used to ride in the army, but I’m never bought a horse. I’ll have to follow you in my car. Excuse me for just a sec.”
The rest of us walked out onto the porch, where Sloane and the lady started an intense conversation aside.
“My God, I think the guy’s coming,” said Tom. “Doesn’t he know she doesn’t want him?”
“She says she does want him.”
“She’s throwing a huge dinner party and he won’t know a single person there.” He frowned. “I wonder where in the world he met Daisy. By God, I might be old-fashioned, but women run around too much these days for my taste. They meet all kinds of weird people.”
Suddenly Mr. Sloane and the lady walked down the steps and hopped onto their horses.
“Let’s go,” said Mr. Sloane to Tom, “we’re late. We’ve got to go.” And then to me: “Tell him we couldn’t wait, okay?”
Tom and I shook hands, the rest of us exchanged a quick nod, and they trotted quickly down the drive, disappearing into the August trees just as Gatsby, with his hat and light overcoat in hand, came out the front door.
 Tom was clearly bothered by Daisy wandering around alone, so on the following Saturday night he came with her to Gatsby’s party. Maybe his presence made the night feel so heavy—it really sticks out in my memory compared to Gatsby’s other parties that summer. There were the same people, or at least the same type of people, tons of champagne, and the usual crazy, chaotic vibe, but I felt this weird tension in the air, a harshness that hadn’s been there before. Or maybe I’d just gotten used to it, accepted West Egg as its own world, with its own rules and big shots, feeling like nothing because it didn’t even realize it was anything, and now I was seeing it again, through Daisy’s eyes. It's always a little sad to look at things with new eyes after you’ve adjusted to them.
They arrived at twilight, and as we strolled through the sparkling crowd, Daisy’s voice was doing these soft, playful tricks in her throat.
“These things are so exciting,” she whispered. “If you want to kiss me anytime tonight, Nick, just let me know and I’ll make it happen. Just say my name. Or show me a green card. I’m handing them out—”
“Look around,” suggested Gatsby.
“I am looking around. I’m having a fantastic—”
“You’re bound to see a bunch of faces you’ve heard about.”
Tom’s arrogant eyes scanned the crowd.
“We don’t get out much,” he said; “honestly, I don’t know a single person here.”
“Maybe you know that woman.” Gatsby pointed to this stunning, almost unreal woman who looked like an orchid and was sitting under a white-plum tree. Tom and Daisy stared, with that strange, unreal feeling you get when you recognize a movie star you’d only seen on screen.
“She’s gorgeous,” said Daisy.
“The guy leaning over her is her director.”
He took them around, introducing them to group after group:
“Mrs. Buchanan… and Mr. Buchanan—” After a quick pause, he added: “the polo player.”
“Oh, come on,” objected Tom quickly, “not me.”
But it seemed to please Gatsby, so Tom remained “the polo player” for the rest of the night.
“I’ve never seen so many famous people,” Daisy exclaimed. “I liked that guy—what was his name?—with the blue nose.”
Gatsby identified him, adding that he was a small producer.
“Well, I liked him anyway.”
“I’d rather not be the polo player,” said Tom playfully, “I’d rather just watch all these famous people disappear into—into nothingness.”
Daisy and Gatsby danced. I was surprised by his graceful, classic foxtrot—I’d never seen him dance before. Then they wandered over to my house and sat on the steps for half an hour, while at her request I stayed watchfully in the garden. “Just in case there’s a fire or a flood,” she explained, “or any act of God.”
Tom popped out of nowhere as we were sitting down to supper. “Mind if I eat with some people over here?” he said. “A guy’s telling some wild stories.”
“Go right ahead,” answered Daisy cheerfully, “and if you need any numbers, here’s my little gold pencil.”… She glanced around after a moment and told me the girl was “kind of basic but cute,” and I knew that except for the half-hour she’d spent alone with Gatsby, she wasn’t really having a good time.
We were at a particularly buzzed table. That was my fault—Gatsby had been called to the phone, and I’d enjoyed these same people just two weeks before. But what had amused me then felt totally off now.
“How are you feeling, Miss Baedeker?”
The girl being addressed was trying, unsuccessfully, to slump against my shoulder. At that question, she sat up and opened her eyes.
“Huh?”
A big, sluggish woman, who had been pushing Daisy to play golf with her at the local club tomorrow, spoke in Miss Baedeker’s
 “She’s fine now. After a few drinks, she always starts yelling like that. I tell her to just drop it.”
“I am dropping it,” the accused said, sounding totally drained.
“We heard you going off, so I told Doc Civet here, ‘Someone needs your help, Doc.’ ”
“She appreciates it, I’m sure,” another friend said, not sounding grateful at all. “But you soaked her dress when you shoved her head in the pool.”
“Seriously, I hate getting my head stuck in a pool,” Miss Baedeker mumbled. “They almost drowned me once in New Jersey.”
“Then you should just leave it alone,” Doctor Civet countered.
“Speak for yourself!” Miss Baedeker yelled. “Your hands shake! I wouldn’t let you operate on me!”
Things were like that. The last thing I remember was standing with Daisy and watching the movie director and his star. They were still under the white-plum tree, and their faces were touching, except for a thin ray of moonlight between them. I realized he’s been leaning in toward her all night to get closer, and even as I watched, I saw him bend a little further and kiss her cheek.
“I like her,” Daisy said. “I think she’s gorgeous.”
But the rest of it bothered her—and it was obvious because it wasn’t a gesture, it was a feeling. She was freaked out by West Egg, this brand-new “place” that Broadway had created on a Long Island fishing village—freaked out by its raw energy that clashed with old ways of talking and by how quickly everyone seemed to be rushing from nothing to nothing. She saw something unsettling in the simple things she couldn't quite understand.
I sat on the front steps with them while they waited for their car. It was dark here in front; only the bright doorway sent a small square of light spilling out into the soft, dark morning. Sometimes a shadow moved across the dressing-room curtain above, gave way to another shadow, an endless parade of shadows, who put on makeup in an invisible mirror.
“Who is this Gatsby anyway?” Tom suddenly demanded. “Some big bootlegger?”
“Where did you hear that?” I asked.
“I didn’t hear it. I just figured it. A lot of these new-money people are just big bootleggers, you know.”
“Not Gatsby,” I said quickly.
He was quiet for a moment. The pebbles on the driveway crunched under his feet.
“Well, he definitely had to work hard to get all this together.”
A breeze stirred the grey haze of Daisy’s fur collar.
“At least they’re more interesting than the people we know,” she said with some effort.
“You didn’t seem that interested.”
“Well, I was.”
Tom laughed and turned to me.
“Did you notice Daisy’s face when that girl asked her to go under a cold shower?”
Daisy started to sing along with the music in a low, rhythmic whisper, pulling meaning out of every word that it never had before and would never have again. When the melody rose, her voice broke up sweetly, in a way that contralto voices do, and each note released a little bit of her warm, human magic into the air.
“Lots of people come who haven’t been invited,” she said suddenly. “That girl wasn’t invited. They just push their way in, and he’s too polite to say anything.”
“I want to know who he is and what he does,” Tom insisted. “And I’m going to find out.”
“I can tell you right now,” she answered. “He owned some drugstores, a bunch of drugstores. He built them all himself.”
The fancy car pulled up the driveway.
“Good night, Nick,” Daisy said.
 Her gaze drifted away from me, drawn to the brightly lit top of the steps, where “Three O’Clock in the Morning,” a sweet, sad little waltz from that year, was floating out the open door. After all, even with how chill Gatsby’s party was, there were totally different romantic vibes than what she was used to. What was it about the song that seemed to be calling her back inside? What would happen now in the hazy, unpredictable hours ahead? Maybe some seriously amazing guest would show up—someone rare and unforgettable, a glowing young girl who, with just one look at Gatsby, one magical moment, could erase those five years of devotion.
I stayed pretty late that night. Gatsby asked me to hang out until he was free, and I chilled in the garden until the inevitable pool party had come back, shivering and totally hyped, from the dark beach, until the lights went out upstairs. When he finally came down the steps, his tan skin looked unusually tight, and his eyes were bright and tired.
“She didn’t like it,” he said right away.
“Of course she did.”
“She didn’t like it,” he insisted. “She didn’t have a good time.”
He fell silent, and I could tell he was super bummed.
“I feel so far away from her,” he said. “It’s hard to get her to understand.”
“You mean about the dance?”
“The dance?” He brushed off all the dances he's thrown with a flick of his hand. “Old sport, the dance doesn’t matter.”
He wanted nothing less than for Daisy to go to Tom and say, “I never loved you.” Once she said that and wiped out four years with that one sentence, they could figure out what to do next. One thing was for sure: after she was free, they were going back to Louisville to get married from her house—like it was five years ago again.
“And she doesn’t get it,” he said. “She used to be able to understand. We’d sit for hours—”
He stopped mid-sentence and started pacing back and forth down a lonely path covered in fruit rinds, discarded party favors, and crushed flowers.
“I wouldn’t push her too hard,” I said. “You can’t relive the past.”
“Can’t repeat the past?” he cried, sounding shocked. “Why, of course you can!”
He looked around wildly, like the past was hiding here in the shadow of his house, just out of reach.
“I’m going to fix everything exactly how it was before,” he said, nodding determinedly. “She’ll see.”
He talked a lot about the past, and I got the feeling he wanted to recover something—maybe an idea of himself that had faded while he was in love with Daisy. His life had been a mess ever since, but if he could go back to a certain starting point and go over everything slowly, he could figure out what that thing was…
…One autumn night, five years earlier, 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 glowing white in the moonlight. They stopped right there and turned to face each other. Now it was a cool night, buzzing with that mysterious excitement that comes with the changing seasons. 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, leading to a secret place above the trees—he could climb it, if he climbed alone, and once there he could tap into the best parts of life, gulp down the incredible wonder of it all.
His heart beat faster as Daisy’s white face came closer to his own. He knew that when he kissed this girl, and forever tied his wildest dreams to her fleeting breath, his mind would never be as carefree as a god's. So he waited, listening for just a moment longer to the sound of a tuning fork struck on a star. Then he kissed her. At his lips’ touch, she blossomed for him like a flower, and the moment was complete.
 Everything he said, even his seriously over-the-top feelings, brought something to mind—a vibe, a piece of a song I’d heard ages ago. For a sec, a line tried to pop out, and my lips opened like I was speechless, like something was fighting to get out, more than just a little puff of air. But nothing came out, and whatever I almost remembered was lost forever.
Chapter 7

It was when I was super curious about Gatsby that his house suddenly went dark one Saturday night—and, as mysteriously as it started, his life as a party king was over. It wasn’t until later that I realized the cars pulling up to his driveway were just sitting there for a minute, then driving off looking annoyed. Wondering if he was sick, I went over to check on him—an unfamiliar butler with a seriously shady look squinted at me suspiciously from the door.
“Is Mr. Gatsby okay?”
“Nope.” After a pause he mumbled “sir” in a slow, reluctant way.
“I hadn’t seen him around, and I was a little worried. Tell him Mr. Carraway stopped by.”
“Who?” he demanded rudely.
“Carraway.”
“Carraway. Okay, I’ll tell him.”
He slammed the door in my face.
My guy, Finn, told me that Gatsby had fired every single servant in his house a week ago and replaced them with a handful of new ones, who never even went into West Egg to get bribed by the local shops, but just ordered basic supplies over the phone. The grocery delivery kid said the kitchen was a disaster, and everyone in the village thought the new people weren’t even servants at all.
The next day, Gatsby called me on the phone.
“Leaving town?” I asked.
“Nah, old sport.”
“I heard you let go of all your staff.”
“I wanted someone who wouldn’t spill secrets. Daisy comes over a lot—in the afternoons.”
So, the whole elaborate setup just collapsed like a house of cards because of a look in her eyes.
“They’re people Wolfshiem wanted to help out. They’re all siblings. They used to run a small hotel.”
“I see.”
He was calling at Daisy’s request—would I come to lunch at her place tomorrow? Miss Baker would be there. Half an hour later, Daisy herself called and sounded really relieved I was coming. Something was definitely up. And yet, I couldn’t believe they’d pick this moment for a drama—especially for the pretty intense scene Gatsby had described in the garden.
The next day was scorching, practically the last day of summer, and definitely the hottest. As my train popped out of the tunnel into the sunlight, only the loud whistles from the National Biscuit Company broke the quiet heat at noon. The straw seats in the train car were practically burning; the woman next to me was sweating delicately into her white blouse for a bit, and then, as her newspaper got damp, she just gave up and sank into the oppressive heat with a desperate cry. Her purse fell to the floor.
“Oh, my!” she gasped.
I picked it up with a tired bend and handed it back, holding it far away and grabbing the very tips of the corners to show I had no plans to steal anything—but everyone nearby, including the woman, still looked at me suspiciously.
“Hot!” the conductor yelled to the familiar faces. “Crazy weather!… Hot!… Hot!… Hot!… Is it hot enough for you? Is it hot? Is it…?”
My commuter ticket came back with a dark stain from his hand. It was wild that anyone would even care in this heat whose flushed lips he kissed, whose head made the pajama pocket over his heart damp!
… Through the hallway of the Buchanans’ house, a faint breeze blew, carrying the sound of the phone ringing out to Gatsby and me as we waited at the door.
“The master’s body?” the butler shouted into the mouthpiece. “I’m sorry, madame, but we can’t handle it—it’s way too hot to touch this afternoon!”
What he actually said was: “Yes… Yes… I’ll see.”
He put down the receiver and came toward us, glistening slightly, to take our stiff straw hats.
“Madame expects you in the salon!” he cried, pointing the way unnecessarily. In this heat, every extra move felt like an insult to everyone.
The room, shaded by awnings, was dark and cool. Daisy and Jordan were lying on an enormous couch, like silver statues weighed down by their own white dresses against the gentle breeze from the fans.
“We can’t move,” they said together.
 Jordan’s fingers, dusted white over their tan, rested for a moment in mine.
“And Mr. Thomas Buchanan, the athlete?” I asked.
At the same time, I heard his voice, rough, muffled, and husky, coming from the hall telephone.
Gatsby stood in the middle of the bright red carpet and looked around with fascinated eyes. Daisy watched him and laughed, her sweet, exciting laugh; a little puff of powder rose from her chest.
“The rumor is,” Jordan whispered, “that that’s Tom’s girl on the phone.”
We were quiet. The voice in the hall got louder, annoyed: “Fine, I won’t sell you the car at all… I don’t owe you anything… and I won’t put up with you bothering me at lunchtime!”
“Holding the receiver down,” Daisy said, sounding sarcastic.
“No, he’s not,” I assured her. “It’s a legit deal. I know about it.”
Tom threw open the door, blocking out the light for a second with his big body, and hurried into the room.
“Mr. Gatsby!” He stuck out his broad, flat hand with barely hidden dislike. “Glad to see you, sir… Nick…”
“Make us a cold drink,” Daisy cried.
As he went back into the room, she got up and went over to Gatsby, pulling his face down and kissing him on the mouth.
“You know I love you,” she murmured.
“You forget there’s a lady here,” said Jordan.
Daisy looked around doubtfully.
“You kiss Nick too.”
“What a trashy girl!”
“I don’t care!” Daisy cried, and started dancing on the brick fireplace. Then she remembered the heat and sat down guiltily on the couch just as a freshly laundered nurse, leading a little girl, came into the room.
“Bles-sed pre-cious,” she cooed, holding out her arms. “Come to your own mother that loves you.”
The child, let go by the nurse, ran across the room and clung shyly to her mother’s dress.
“The bles-sed pre-cious! Did mother get powder on your old yellowy hair? Stand up now, and say—How-de-do.”
Gatsby and I leaned down and took the small, reluctant hand. Afterward, he kept looking at the child with surprise. I don’t think he’d ever really believed she existed before.
“I got dressed before lunch,” the child said, turning eagerly to Daisy.
“That’s because your mother wanted to show you off.” Her face made a tiny wrinkle on the small white neck. “You dream, you. You absolute little dream.”
“Yes,” the child said calmly. “Aunt Jordan’s got on a white dress too.”
“How do you like mother’s friends?” Daisy turned her around so she faced Gatsby. “Do you think they’re pretty?”
“Where’s Daddy?”
“She doesn’t look like her father,” explained Daisy. “She looks like me. She’s got my hair and shape of my face.”
Daisy sat back on the couch. The nurse took a step forward and held out her hand.
“Come, Pammy.”
“Goodbye, sweetheart!”
With a reluctant backward glance, the well-behaved child held to her nurse’s hand and was pulled out the door, just as Tom came back, leading four gin rickeys that clinked full of ice.
Gatsby took up his drink.
“They certainly look cool,” he said, with obvious tension.
We drank in long, greedy gulps.
“I read somewhere that the sun’s getting hotter every year,” Tom said cheerfully. “It seems that pretty soon the earth’s going to fall into the sun—or wait a minute—it’s just the opposite—the sun’s getting colder every year.”
“Come outside,” he suggested to Gatsby, “I’d like you to have a look at the place.”
I went with them out to the veranda. On the quiet Sound, hot in the heat, one small sailboat crawled slowly toward the fresher sea. Gatsby’s eyes followed it for a moment; he raised his hand and pointed across the bay.
“I’m right across from you.”
“So you are.”
 Our eyes lifted over the rose beds and the scorching lawn, past the weedy junk along the shoreline. Slowly, the white wings of the boat moved against the clear, blue sky. Ahead lay the scalloped ocean and the lush, blessed islands.
“There’s some action for you,” said Tom, nodding. “I’d love to be out there with him for a bit.”
We had lunch in the dining room, which was also darkened against the heat, and chased away the nervous energy with cold ale.
“What are we going to do this afternoon?” cried Daisy, “and the day after that, and the next thirty years?”
“Don’t be dramatic,” Jordan said. “Life starts fresh when it gets cool in the fall.”
“But it’s so hot,” insisted Daisy, on the verge of tears, “and everything’s a mess. Let’s all go to town!”
Her voice struggled against the heat, pushing through it, shaping its meaninglessness into something recognizable.
“I’ve heard of turning a garage into a stable,” said Tom to Gatsby, “but I’m the first guy who ever made a stable out of a garage.”
“Who wants to go to town?” demanded Daisy insistently. Gatsby’s eyes drifted toward her. “Oh,” she cried, “you look so cool.”
Their eyes met, and they stared at each other, alone for a moment. With a quick glance, she looked down at the table.
“You always look so cool,” she repeated.
She’s told him that she loved him, and Tom Buchanan saw. He was stunned. His mouth opened slightly, and he looked at Gatsby, then back at Daisy, as if he’d just realized who she was, someone he knew a long time ago.
“You resemble the ad for that guy,” she went on playfully. “You know, the ad for that guy—”
“Okay,” broke in Tom quickly, “I’m totally down to go to town. Come on—we’re all going to town.”
He got up, his eyes still darting between Gatsby and his wife. No one moved.
“Come on!” His temper cracked a little. “What’s the deal? If we’re going to town, let’s get going.”
His hand, shaking with the effort to stay calm, brought the last of his ale to his lips. Daisy’s voice got us to our feet and out onto the blazing gravel driveway.
“Are we just going?” she asked. “Like this? Aren’t we going to let anyone smoke a cigarette first?”
“Everyone smoked all through lunch.”
“Oh, let’s have some fun,” she begged him. “It’s too hot to be a pain.”
He didn’t answer.
“Do whatever you want,” she said. “Come on, Jordan.”
They went upstairs to get ready while we three guys stood there, shuffling the hot pebbles with our feet. A silver curve of the moon was already hovering in the western sky. Gatsby started to speak, then changed his mind, but not before Tom spun around and faced him expectantly.
“You got your stables around here?” asked Gatsby, with some effort.
“About a quarter of a mile down the road.”
“Oh.”
A pause.
“I don’t see the point of going to town,” broke out Tom savagely. “Women get these ideas in their heads—”
“Should we grab anything to drink?” called Daisy from an upper window.
“I’ll get some whisky,” answered Tom. He went inside.
Gatsby turned to me rigidly:
“I can’t say anything in his house, old sport.”
“She’s got a loud voice,” I remarked. “It’s full of—” I hesitated.
“Her voice is full of money,” he said suddenly.
That was it. I’d never understood before. It was full of money—that was the endless charm that rose and fell in it, the jingle of it, the song of cymbals... High in a white palace, the king’s daughter, the golden girl...
Tom came out of the house wrapping a quart bottle in a towel, followed by Daisy and Jordan wearing small, tight hats made of shiny cloth and carrying light capes over their arms.
“Should we all pile into my car?” suggested Gatsby. He felt the hot, green leather of the seat. “I should’ve left it in the shade.”
“Is it standard shift?” demanded Tom.
“Yeah.”
“Alright, you take my coupé and let me drive your car to town.”
The suggestion was not ideal for Gatsby.
 “I don’t think there’s much gas,” he complained.
“Plenty of gas,” said Tom, sounding super excited. He checked the gauge. “And if we run out, I can stop at a drugstore. You can get anything at a drugstore these days.”
There was a beat of silence after that random comment. Daisy looked at Tom, frowning, and a weird expression—familiar but totally new, like I’d only heard it described—flashed across Gatsby’s face.
“Come on, Daisy,” said Tom, nudging her with his hand toward Gatsby’s car. “I’ll take you in this circus wagon.”
He opened the door, but she stepped away from his arm.
“You take Nick and Jordan. We’ll follow you in the coupé.”
She moved close to Gatsby, touching his coat. Jordan, Tom, and I piled into the front seat of Gatsby’s car. Tom fumbled with the unfamiliar gears, and we shot off into the scorching heat, leaving them behind.
“Did you see that?” Tom demanded.
“See what?”
He looked at me sharply, realizing Jordan and I probably knew all along.
“You think I’m dumb, don’t you?” he suggested. “Maybe I am, but I have—almost a second sight, sometimes—that tells me what to do. You probably don't believe that, but science—”
He paused. The immediate situation pulled him back from a theoretical rabbit hole.
“I’ve done a little digging into this guy,” he continued. “I could have gone deeper if I’d known—”
“You mean you went to a psychic?” Jordan asked, trying to lighten the mood.
“What?” He looked confused, staring at us as we laughed. “A psychic?”
“About Gatsby.”
“About Gatsby! No, I didn’t. I said I’d been looking into his past.”
“And you found he was an Oxford man,” Jordan offered helpfully.
“An Oxford man!” He sounded totally shocked. “No way! He wears a pink suit.”
“Still, he’s an Oxford man.”
“Oxford, New Mexico,” Tom scoffed. “Or something like that.”
“Listen, Tom. If you’re such a snob, why did you invite him to lunch?” Jordan snapped.
“Daisy invited him; she knew him before we were married—God knows where!”
We were all on edge now from the fading beer, and we drove in silence for a bit. Then, as Doctor T. J. Eckleburg’s faded eyes came into view down the road, I remembered Gatsby’s warning about the gas.
“We’re good to get to town,” said Tom.
“But there’s a garage right here,” objected Jordan. “I don’t want to get stranded in this crazy heat.”
Tom slammed on the brakes, and we skidded to a dusty stop under Wilson’s sign. After a moment, the owner came out of his shop, his eyes looking hollow.
“Let’s get some gas!” Tom said impatiently. “What do you think we stopped for—to admire the view?”
“I’m feeling sick,” said Wilson without moving. “Been sick all day.”
“What’s wrong?”
“I’m completely drained.”
“Well, should I fill it up?” Tom demanded. “You sounded fine on the phone.”
With a groan, Wilson stepped out of the shade and, breathing heavily, unscrewed the gas cap. His face was green in the sunlight.
“I didn’t mean to interrupt your lunch,” he said. “But I really need money, and I was wondering what you were going to do with your old car.”
“How do you like this one?” inquired Tom. “I bought it last week.”
“It’s a nice yellow one,” said Wilson, straining at the handle.
“Want to buy it?”
“Big chance,” Wilson smiled faintly. “No, but I could make some money on the other one.”
“What do you want money for, all of a sudden?”
“I’m tired of being here. I want to get away. My wife and I want to go West.”
“Your wife does,” exclaimed Tom, surprised.
“She’s been talking about it for ten years.” He leaned against the pump, shielding his eyes. “And now she’s going, whether she wants to or not. I’m getting her out of here.”
 The coupé zipped past us, kicking up dust and flashing a quick wave.
“What do I owe you?” Tom demanded, his voice sharp.
“I just figured something weird was going on the last couple of days,” Wilson said. “That’s why I want to get out of here. That’s why I’d been bugging you about the car.”
“What do I owe you?”
“Dollar twenty.”
The relentless heat was starting to mess with my head, and I had a weird moment before I realized he hadn’t suspected Tom yet. He’s found out that Myrtle had a whole other life going on somewhere else, and the shock had totally knocked him for a loop. I stared at him, then at Tom, who’s made a similar discovery less than an hour ago—and it hit me that there wasn’t a huge difference between guys, in brains or anything, as there was between someone who’s sick and someone who’s okay. Wilson looked so guilty, unforgivably guilty—like he’s gotten some girl pregnant.
“I’ll let you have that car,” Tom said. “I’ll send it over tomorrow afternoon.”
That area was always a little creepy, even in the bright sunlight, and now I turned my head like I’s been warned about something behind us. Over the piles of trash, the giant eyes of Doctor T. J. Eckleburg kept watch, but I realized after a sec that other eyes were checking us out, less than twenty feet away.
In one of the windows above the garage, the curtains had been moved a bit, and Myrtle Wilson was staring down at the car. She was so focused she didn’t even notice she was being watched, and one feeling after another flashed across her face, like objects popping up in a photo slowly coming into view. Her expression was familiar—I’s seen it on women’s faces before, but on Myrtle Wilson’s face, it seemed pointless and confusing until I realized her eyes, wide with jealous fear, weren’t fixed on Tom, but on Jordan Baker, who she thought was his wife.
There’s no confusion like the confusion of a simple mind, and as we drove away, Tom was feeling the hot whips of panic. His wife and his mistress, until an hour ago secure and safe, were slipping out of his control. Instinct made him slam on the gas to catch up to Daisy and leave Wilson behind, and we sped along toward Astoria at fifty miles an hour, until, among the tangled metal of the elevated train, we saw the easygoing blue coupé.
“Those movies around Fiftieth Street are pretty cool,” Jordan suggested. “I love New York on summer afternoons when everyone’s gone. There’s something really sensual about it—overripe, like all sorts of crazy fruits were just going to fall into your hands.”
The word “sensual” seemed to make Tom even more anxious, but before he could complain, the coupé stopped, and Daisy signaled us to pull up alongside.
“Where are we going?” she cried.
“How about the movies?”
“It’s so hot,” she complained. “You go. We’ll ride around and meet you later.” She tried to be witty. “We’ll meet you on some corner. I’ll be the guy smoking two cigarettes.”
“We can’t argue about it here,” Tom said impatiently, as a truck blasted a cursing whistle behind us. “You follow me to the south side of Central Park, in front of the Plaza.”
Several times he looked back to see their car, and if traffic slowed them down, he’s slowed down too until he saw them. I think he was afraid they’d dart down a side street and disappear from his life forever.
But they didn’t. And we all took the weird step of renting a suite at the Plaza Hotel.
 I honestly can’t remember how the huge fight ended up with us stuck in that room, even though I have a super clear memory of my underwear basically climbing up my legs like a wet snake and random beads of sweat trickling down my back. It started with Daisy suggesting we rent five bathrooms and take cold baths, and then somehow morphed into “a place to have a mint julep.” We all kept saying it was a “crazy idea”—we were all talking over each other, confusing a poor clerk, and pretending to be hilarious…
The room was huge and stuffy, and even though it was already four o’clock, opening the windows only let in a blast of hot, overgrown bushes from the Park. Daisy went to the mirror and stood with her back to us, fixing her hair.
“It’s a really nice suite,” Jordan said quietly, and everyone laughed.
“Open another window,” Daisy commanded, without turning around.
“There aren’t any more.”
“Well, we’d better call for an axe—”
“The thing to do is just forget about the heat,” Tom said impatiently. “You’re making it way worse by complaining about it.”
He pulled the bottle of whisky out of the towel and put it on the table.
“Why don’t you leave her alone, old sport?” Gatsby remarked. “You’re the one who wanted to come to town.”
There was a moment of silence. The phone book slipped off the nail and landed on the floor, and then Jordan whispered, “Excuse me”—but nobody laughed this time.
“I’ll pick it up,” I offered.
“I got it.” Gatsby checked out the broken string, mumbled “Hmm!” in a curious way, and tossed the book onto a chair.
“That’s a great saying of yours, isn’t it?” Tom said sharply.
“What is?”
“All this ‘old sport’ stuff. Where did you pick that up?”
“Now, come on, Tom,” Daisy said, turning around from the mirror. “If you’re gonna start making personal remarks, I’m not staying here a minute. Call up and order some ice for the mint juleps.”
As Tom grabbed the receiver, the trapped heat exploded into sound, and we were listening to the dramatic chords of Mendelssohn’s Wedding March from the ballroom below.
“Imagine getting married in this heat!” Jordan said dramatically.
“Still—I did get married in the middle of June,” Daisy remembered. “Louisville in June! Somebody fainted. Who was it that fainted, Tom?”
“Biloxi,” he said briefly.
“A guy named Biloxi. ‘Blocks’ Biloxi, and he made boxes—that’s a fact—and he was from Biloxi, Tennessee.”
“They carried him into my house,” Jordan added, “because we lived just two doors from the church. And he stayed three weeks, until Daddy told him he had to leave. The day after he left, Daddy died.” After a moment, she added as if she might have sounded disrespectful, “There wasn’t really any connection.”
“I used to know a Bill Biloxi from Memphis,” I said.
“That was his cousin. I knew his whole family history before he left. He gave me an aluminum putter that I still use today.”
The music had quieted down as the ceremony started, and now a long cheer floated in through the window, followed by intermittent shouts of “Yea—ea—ea!” and then a burst of jazz as the dancing began.
“We’re getting old,” Daisy said. “If we were young, we’d get up and dance.”
“Remember Biloxi,” Jordan warned her. “Where’d you know him, Tom?”
“Biloxi?” He concentrated, trying to remember. “I didn’t know him. He was a friend of Daisy’s.”
“He was not,” she denied. “I’d never seen him before. He came down in the private car.”
“Well, he said he knew you. He said he was raised in Louisville. Asa Bird brought him around at the last minute and asked if we had room for him.”
Jordan smiled.
“He was probably just bumming his way home. He told me he was president of your class at Yale.”
Tom and I stared at each other blankly.
“Biloxi?”
“First of all, we didn’t even have a president—”
Gatsby’s foot started tapping a short, nervous beat, and Tom suddenly looked over at him.
 “Hey, Mr. Gatsby, I heard you went to Oxford.”
“Not exactly.”
“Oh, yeah, I thought you went to Oxford.”
“Yeah—I did go there.”
A pause. Then Tom’s voice, dripping with disbelief and a jab:
“You must have gone there around the same time Biloxi went to New Haven.”
Another pause. A waiter bustled in with crushed mint and ice, but the silence wasn’t broken by a thank you or the soft click of the door. This huge detail was finally going to be cleared up.
“I told you I went there,” said Gatsby.
“I heard you, but when?”
“It was nineteen-nineteen, I only stayed five months. That’s why I can’t really call myself an Oxford man.”
Tom glanced around to see if we were feeling the same shock. But we were all staring at Gatsby.
“It was a chance they offered some of the officers after the armistice,” he continued. “We could go to any college in England or France.”
I almost jumped up and clapped him on the back. I had one of those bursts of total belief in him that I’d felt before.
Daisy stood up, smiling faintly, and headed to the table.
“Open the whiskey, Tom,” she ordered, “and I’ll make you a mint julep. Then you won’t seem so clueless… Look at the mint!”
“Hold on,” snapped Tom, “I want to ask Mr. Gatsby one more question.”
“Go ahead,” said Gatsby politely.
“What are you trying to stir up in my house, anyway?”
They were out in the open now, and Gatsby seemed relieved.
“He’s not causing trouble,” Daisy looked desperately from one to the other. “You’re causing a scene. Please, just chill out.”
“Chill out!” repeated Tom in disbelief. “So the latest trend is to sit back and let some random guy make a move on your wife? Well, you can count me out… Nowadays people start by making fun of family and traditions, and next thing you know, they’re throwing everything out the window and having mixed-race marriages.”
Flushed with his passionate rant, he saw himself standing alone on the last line of defense for civilization.
“We’re all white here,” murmured Jordan.
“I know I’m not the most popular guy. I don’t throw huge parties. I guess you have to turn your house into a mess to have any friends—in the modern world.”
As angry as I was, as we all were, I wanted to laugh whenever he opened his mouth. The shift from party animal to goody-two-shoes was wild.
“I’ve got something to tell you, old sport—” began Gatsby. But Daisy sensed what he was going for.
“Please don’t!” she interrupted, practically begging. “Please, let’s all go home. Why don't we just go home?”
“That’s a good idea,” I said, getting up. “Come on, Tom. Nobody 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’re crazy!” exclaimed Tom automatically.
Gatsby jumped to his feet, buzzing with excitement.
“She never loved you, do you hear me?” he cried. “She only married you because I was poor and she was tired of waiting for me. It was a huge mistake, but in her heart she’s never loved anyone but me!”
At that moment, Jordan and I tried to leave, but Tom and Gatsby insisted, each one more forceful than the other, as if neither had anything to hide and it would be a privilege to witness their emotions.
“Sit down, Daisy,” Tom’s voice struggled to sound like a dad. “What’s been going on? I want to hear everything.”
“I told you what’s been going on,” said Gatsby. “Going on for five years—and you didn’t even know.”
Tom turned to Daisy sharply.
“You’ve been seeing this guy for five years?”
“Not seeing,” said Gatsby. “No, we couldn’t meet. But we both loved each other the whole time, old sport, and you had no clue. I used to laugh sometimes”—but there was no humor in his eyes—“to think that you didn’t know.”
 “Oh—that’s all.” Tom tapped his fingers together like a priest and leaned back in his chair.
“You’re crazy!” he exploded. “I can’t talk about what happened five years ago, because I didn’t even know Daisy then—and I’ll be damned if I see how you got anywhere near her unless you brought the groceries to the back door. But everything else you’re saying is a total lie. Daisy loved me when she married me and she loves me now.”
“No,” said Gatsby, shaking his head.
“She does, though. The thing is, sometimes she gets weird ideas in her head and doesn’t even know what she’s doing.” He nodded knowingly. “And what’s more, I love Daisy too. Sometimes I go on a wild night out and make a fool of myself, but I always come back, and deep down I’m always in love with her.”
“You’re disgusting,” said Daisy. She turned to me, and her voice dropped, filling the room with a cutting look: “Do you know why we left Chicago? I’m surprised they didn’t tell you about that little mess.”
Gatsby walked over and stood beside her.
“Daisy, that’s old news now,” he said earnestly. “It doesn’t matter anymore. Just tell him the truth—that you never loved him—and it’s all erased.”
She looked at him blankly. “Why—how could I love him—ever?”
“You never loved him.”
She hesitated. Her eyes landed on Jordan and me, like she suddenly realized what she was doing—and like she’s never intended doing anything at all. But it was done. It was too late.
“I never loved him,” she said, reluctantly.
“Not at Kapiolani?” demanded Tom suddenly.
“No.”
From the ballroom below, muffled, heavy music was drifting up on hot waves of air.
“Not that day I carried you down from the Punch Bowl to keep your shoes dry?” There was a soft, tender tone in his voice… “Daisy?”
“Please don’t.” Her voice was cold, but the bitterness was gone. She looked at Gatsby. “There, Jay,” she said—but her hand trembled as she tried to light a cigarette. Suddenly she threw the cigarette and the burning match on the carpet.
“Oh, you want too much!” she cried to Gatsby. “I love you now—isn’t that enough? I can’t change the past.” She started to cry. “I did love him once—but I loved you too.”
Gatsby’s eyes opened and closed.
“You loved me too?” he repeated.
“Even that’s a lie,” said Tom savagely. “She didn’t even know you were alive. There are things between Daisy and me you’ll never know, things neither of us can ever forget.”
The words seemed to hit Gatsby hard.
“I want to talk to Daisy alone,” he insisted. “She’s all worked up now—”
“Even alone I can’t say I never loved Tom,” she admitted in a small voice. “It wouldn’t be true.”
“Of course it wouldn’t,” agreed Tom.
She turned to her husband.
“As if it even matters to you,” she said.
“It totally matters. I’m going to take better care of you from now on.”
“You don’t get it,” said Gatsby, a hint of panic in his voice. “You’re not going to take care of her anymore.”
“Why’s that?” Tom opened his eyes wide and laughed. He could stay in control now. “Why’s that?”
“Daisy’s leaving you.”
“Don’t be ridiculous.”
“I am, though,” she said with a visible effort.
“She’s not leaving me!” Tom’s words suddenly leaned over Gatsby. “Certainly not for a lowlife who had to steal the ring he put on her finger.”
“I won’t stand for this!” cried Daisy. “Oh, let’s just go.”
“Who are you, anyway?” burst out Tom. “You’re one of those guys who hangs around with Meyer Wolfshiem—I know that much. I’ve done a little digging into your business—and I’m going to look into it more tomorrow.”
“You can do whatever you want, old sport,” said Gatsby steadily.
 “I figured out what your ‘drugstores’ were.” He turned to us and spoke quickly. “He and this Wolfshiem bought up a bunch of corner pharmacies here and in Chicago and sold grain alcohol over the counter. That’s one of his little schemes. I pegged him as a bootlegger the first time I saw him, and I wasn’t far off.”
“So what?” said Gatsby politely. “I guess your friend Walter Chase wasn’t too proud to get involved.”
“And you left him hanging, right? You let him go to jail for a month over in New Jersey. Man, you should hear Walter rant about you.”
“He came to us broke. He was pretty happy to grab some cash, old sport.”
“Don’t call me ‘old sport’!” snapped Tom. Gatsby didn’t say a thing. “Walter could have you busted for gambling, but Wolfshiem scared him into keeping his mouth shut.”
That familiar, weird look was back on Gatsby’s face.
“That drugstore thing was just pocket change,” continued Tom slowly, “but you’re up to something now that Walter’s afraid to tell me about.”
I glanced at Daisy, who was staring terrified between Gatsby and her husband, and at Jordan, who had started balancing an invisible object on the tip of her chin. Then I turned back to Gatsby—and was shocked by his expression. He looked—and I’m saying this despite all the gossip coming out of his yard—like he’d “killed a man.” For a second, his face could be described in just that crazy way.
It faded, and he started talking excitedly to Daisy, denying everything, defending his name against accusations that hadn’t even been made. But with every word, she was retreating further into herself, so he gave that up, and only the dead dream fought on as the afternoon slipped away, trying to reach for something that was gone, struggling unhappily, without despair, toward that lost voice across the room.
The voice begged again to leave.
“Please, Tom! I can’t stand this anymore.”
Her scared eyes showed that whatever intentions, whatever courage she’s had, were definitely gone.
“You two head home, Daisy,” said Tom. “In Mr. Gatsby’s car.”
She looked at Tom, now alarmed, but he insisted with a dismissive air.
“Go on. He won’t bother you. I think he gets it that his little flirtation is over.”
They were gone, without a word, dismissed, made accidental, isolated, like ghosts, even from our sympathy.
After a moment, Tom got up and started wrapping the unopened bottle of whisky in the towel.
“Want some of this stuff? Jordan?… Nick?”
I didn’t answer.
“Nick?” He asked again.
“What?”
“Want any?”
“Nah… I just remembered that today’s my birthday.”
I was thirty. Ahead of me stretched the daunting, threatening road of a new decade.
It was seven o’clock when we got into the car with him and headed for Long Island. Tom talked nonstop, celebrating and laughing, but his voice felt as distant from Jordan and me as the noise on the sidewalk or the rumble of the elevated train. Human sympathy has its limits, and we were content to let all their tragic arguments fade with the city lights behind us. Thirty—the promise of a decade of loneliness, a shrinking list of single guys to know, a thinning briefcase of enthusiasm, thinning hair. But Jordan was beside me, who, unlike Daisy, was too smart ever to carry well-forgotten dreams from one generation to the next. As we crossed the dark bridge, her pale face slumped against my coat’s shoulder and the weight of thirty died away with the comforting pressure of her hand.
So we drove on toward oblivion through the cooling twilight.
 The young Greek, Michaelis, who ran the coffee shop next to the ash piles, was the main witness at the inquest. He'd slept through the heat until after five, then wandered over to the garage and found George Wilson really sick in his office—pale as his own light hair and shaking all over. Michaelis told him to go to bed, but Wilson refused, saying he’d lose a ton of business if he did. While his neighbor was trying to convince him, a huge commotion broke out upstairs.
“I’ve got my wife locked up there,” Wilson said calmly. “She’s staying there until the day after tomorrow, then we’re moving out.”
Michaelis was shocked; they’d been neighbors for four years, and Wilson had never seemed capable of saying something like that. Usually, he was one of those worn-down guys: when he wasn't working, he’d sit in a chair in the doorway and stare at the people and cars driving by. If anyone talked to him, he'd always laugh in a friendly, kind of blank way. He was his wife’s guy, not his own.
So, naturally, Michaelis tried to figure out what happened, but Wilson wouldn’t say a word—instead, he started giving his visitor weird, suspicious looks and asking what he’d been doing at certain times on certain days. Just as the other guy was starting to feel uneasy, some construction workers walked by on their way to his restaurant, and Michaelis took the chance to leave, planning to come back later. But he didn’t. He probably just forgot. When he came outside again, a little after seven, he remembered the conversation because he heard Mrs. Wilson’s voice, loud and yelling, downstairs in the garage.
“Beat me!” he heard her scream. “Throw me down and beat me, you dirty little coward!”
A moment later, she burst out into the fading light, waving her hands and shouting—before he could even move from his door, it was over.
The “death car,” as the newspapers called it, didn't stop; it came out of the growing darkness, wobbled sadly for a moment, and then disappeared around the next bend. Mavro Michaelis wasn't even sure of its color—he told the first cop it was light green. The other car, the one heading toward New York, pulled over about a hundred yards beyond, and its driver hurried back to where Myrtle Wilson, her life suddenly gone, knelt in the road and mixed her thick, dark blood with the dust.
Michaelis and this man reached her first, but when they ripped open her shirt, still damp with sweat, they saw her left breast was hanging loose like a flap, and there was no need to check for a heartbeat. Her mouth was wide open and ripped a little at the corners, like she’s struggled to let go of all the energy she’s held onto for so long.
We saw the three or four cars and the crowd when we were still a ways off.
“Wreck!” said Tom. “That’s good. Wilson’ll have some business at last.”
He slowed down, but still without any intention of stopping, until, as we got closer, the quiet, focused faces of the people at the garage door made him automatically hit the brakes.
“We’ll take a look,” he said hesitantly, “just a quick look.”
I realized now there was this hollow, wailing sound coming from the garage, a sound that, as we got out of the coupe and walked toward the door, turned into the words “Oh, my God!” whispered over and over in a gasping moan.
“There’s some serious trouble here,” said Tom excitedly.
He stretched up on tiptoes and peered over a circle of heads into the garage, which was lit only by a yellow light hanging from a swinging metal basket above. Then he made a harsh sound in his throat, and with a sudden, forceful push of his strong arms, pushed his way through.
 The circle closed up again with a running murmur of complaints; it took a minute before I could really see anything. Then new people showed up and we were suddenly pushed inside.
Myrtle Wilson’s body, wrapped in a blanket, and then another blanket, like she was freezing even though it was a hot night, lay on a worktable by the wall, and Tom was standing over it, his back to us, completely still. Next to him was a motorcycle cop writing down names, sweating and correcting himself in a little notebook. At first, I couldn’t figure out where the high, groaning words that echoed loudly through the empty garage were coming from—then I saw Wilson standing in the doorway of his office, swaying back and forth and holding onto the doorposts with both hands. Some guy was talking to him in a low voice and trying to put a hand on his shoulder, but Wilson didn’t seem to notice. His eyes would slowly drift from the swinging light to the table with the body, then snap back to the light, and he kept yelling:
“Oh my gosh! Oh my gosh! Oh gosh! Oh my gosh!”
Presently, Tom lifted his head with a jerk and, after staring around the garage with glazed eyes, mumbled something incoherent to the policeman.
“M-a-v—” the policeman was saying, “—o—”
“No, r—” corrected the man, “M-a-v-r-o—”
“Listen to me!” muttered Tom fiercely.
“r—” said the policeman, “o—”
“g—”
“g—” He looked up as Tom’s big hand fell sharply on his shoulder. “What do you want, dude?”
“What happened?—that’s what I want to know.”
“Car hit her. Instantly killed.”
“Instantly killed,” repeated Tom, staring.
“She ran out in the road. Some jerk didn’t even stop his car.”
“There were two cars,” said Michaelis, “one coming, one going, see?”
“Going where?” asked the policeman sharply.
“One going each way. Well, she”—his hand rose toward the blankets but stopped halfway and fell to his side—“she ran out there and the one coming from N’York just slammed right into her, going thirty or forty miles an hour.”
“What’s the name of this place?” demanded the officer.
“Doesn’t have a name.”
A pale, well-dressed Black guy stepped closer.
“It was a yellow car,” he said, “a big yellow car. New.”
“See the accident?” asked the policeman.
“No, but the car passed me down the road, going faster than forty. Going fifty, sixty.”
“Come here and let’s get your name. Watch out now. I need to get his name.”
Some of this conversation must have reached Wilson, swaying in the office door, because suddenly a new thing came out in his desperate 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 muscle in his shoulder tighten under his coat. He walked quickly over to Wilson and, standing in front of him, grabbed him firmly by the upper arms.
“You’ve gotta pull yourself together,” he said with a soothing, rough voice.
Wilson’s eyes fell on Tom; he started to stand on his tiptoes and then would have collapsed to his knees if Tom hadn’t held him upright.
“Listen,” said Tom, shaking him a little. “I just got here a minute ago, from New York. I was bringing you that coupé we’ve 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 Black guy and I were close enough to hear what he said, but the policeman picked up something in his tone and looked over with a suspicious glare.
“What’s all that?” he demanded.
“I’m his friend.” Tom turned his head but kept his hands firm on Wilson’s body. “He says he knows the car that did it… It was a yellow car.”
Some vague feeling made the policeman look suspiciously at Tom.
“And what color’s your car?”
“It’s a blue car, a coupé.”
“We’ve come straight from New York,” I said.
 Someone who’d been tailing us confirmed it, and the cop turned away.
“Now, if you’d give me that name again, correct—”
Picking up Wilson like a doll, Tom carried him into the office, set him down in a chair, and came back.
“If somebody’d just sit with him,” he snapped, all bossy. He watched as the two guys standing closest glanced at each other and reluctantly went into the room. Then Tom shut the door on them and came down the single step, avoiding looking at the table. As he passed close to me, he whispered, “Let’s get out of here.”
Self-consciously, with his strong arms pushing the way, we pushed through the still-growing crowd, passing a hurried doctor, case in hand, who’d been sent for in a desperate hope half an hour ago.
Tom drove slowly until we were past the bend—then his foot slammed down, and the coupé sped along through the night. After a little while, I heard a low, choked sob, and saw that tears were streaming down his face.
“That God-awful coward!” he whimpered. “He didn’t even stop his car.”
The Buchanans’ house suddenly appeared through the dark, rustling trees. Tom stopped beside the porch and looked up at the second floor, where two windows glowed with light among the vines.
“Daisy’s home,” he said. As we got out of the car, he glanced at me and frowned slightly.
“I should’a dropped you in West Egg, Nick. There’s nothing we can do tonight.”
A change had come over him, and he spoke seriously, and with decision. As we walked across the moonlight gravel to the porch, he wrapped up the situation in a few quick phrases.
“I’ll call a taxi to take you home, and while you’re waiting, you and Jordan better go inside and see if they can 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.”
Jordan put her hand on my arm.
“Won’t you come in, Nick?”
“No, thanks.”
I was feeling a little queasy and I wanted to be alone. But Jordan lingered for a moment more.
“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 Jordan too. She must have seen something of this in my expression, because she turned abruptly away and ran up the porch steps into the house. I sat down for a few minutes with my head in my hands, until I heard the phone picked up inside and the butler’s voice calling a taxi. Then I walked slowly down the drive away from the house, intending to wait by the gate.
I hadn’t gone twenty yards when I heard my name and Gatsby stepped out from between two bushes into the path. I must have felt totally weird by that point, because all I could think about was how bright his pink suit looked under the moon.
“What are you doing?” I asked.
“Just standing here, old sport.”
Somehow, that seemed like a really lame excuse. For all I knew, he was about to rob the house in a moment; I wouldn’t have been surprised to see shady faces, the faces of “Wolfshiem’s people,” hiding behind him in the dark bushes.
“Did you see any trouble on the road?” he asked after a minute.
“Yeah.”
He paused.
“Was she killed?”
“Yeah.”
“I thought so; I told Daisy I thought so. It’s better that the shock hits all at once. She handled it pretty well.”
He spoke as if Daisy’s reaction was the only thing that mattered.
“I got to West Egg by a side road,” he went on, “and 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 point that I didn’t even bother to tell him he was wrong.
“Who was the woman?” he asked.
“Her name was Wilson. Her husband owns the garage. How the heck did it happen?”
“Well, I tried to turn the wheel—” He stopped, and suddenly I figured out the truth.
“Was Daisy driving?”
 “Yeah,” he said after a moment, “but of course I’m gonna say I was. You see, when we left New York she was super nervous and she thought it would help her to drive—and this woman just bolted out at us right as we were passing a car coming the other way. It all happened so fast, but it seemed to me that she wanted to talk to us, thought we were people she knew. Well, first Daisy turned away from the woman toward the other car, and then she freaked out and turned back. The second my hand hit the wheel, I felt the crash—it must have killed her instantly.”
“It ripped her open—”
“Don’t tell me, old sport.” He winced. “Anyway—Daisy floored it. I tried to make her stop, but she couldn’t, so I slammed on the emergency brake. Then she fell right into my lap and I drove on.”
“She’ll be okay tomorrow,” he said after a bit. “I’m just gonna wait here and see if he tries to give her a hard time about that mess this afternoon. She’s locked herself in her room, and if he tries anything rough, she’s gonna turn the light off and on.”
“He won’t touch her,” I said. “He’s not even thinking about her.”
“I don’t trust him, old sport.”
“How long are you gonna wait?”
“All night, if I have to. Anyway, till everyone goes to bed.”
A new thought hit me. What if Tom found out Daisy was driving? He might think he saw a connection—he might think anything. I looked at the house; there were a couple of bright windows downstairs and the pink glow from Daisy’s room on the ground floor.
“You wait here,” I said. “I’ll see if there’s any sign of a problem.”
I walked back along the edge of the lawn, crossed the gravel quietly, and tiptoed up the porch steps. The living room curtains were open, and I could see the room was empty. Crossing the porch where we ate dinner that June night, three months ago, I came to a small rectangle of light that I guessed was the pantry window. The blind was drawn, but I found a crack at the sill.
Daisy and Tom were sitting across from each other at the kitchen table, with a plate of cold fried chicken between them, and two bottles of beer. He was talking seriously across the table at her, and he was so into what he was saying that his hand had fallen on and covered hers. Once in a while she looked up at him and nodded in agreement.
They weren’re happy, and neither of them had touched the chicken or the beer—and yet they weren’t unhappy either. There was a clear vibe of closeness between them, and anyone would have said they were plotting something.
As I tiptoed off the porch, I heard my taxi making its way down the dark road toward the house. Gatsby was waiting where I’d left him on the driveway.
“Is it quiet up there?” he asked, looking worried.
“Yeah, it’s quiet.” I paused. “You should go home and get some sleep.”
He shook his head.
“I want to wait here until Daisy goes to bed. Good night, old sport.”
He put his hands in his coat pockets and turned back eagerly to watching the house, like my being there was messing with something important. So I walked away and left him standing there in the moonlight—keeping watch over nothing.
Chapter 8

I couldn't sleep all night; a foghorn was groaning non-stop on the Sound, and I tossed around, feeling sick between crazy dreams and scary nightmares. Around dawn, I heard a taxi pull up to Gatsby’s driveway, and I immediately jumped out of bed and started getting dressed—I felt like I had something to tell him, something to warn him about, and waiting until morning would be too late.
Crossing his lawn, I saw that his front door was still open and he was leaning against a table in the hall, looking totally bummed out or asleep.
“Nothing happened,” he said, sounding really down. “I waited, and around four o’clock she came to the window and stood there for a minute, then turned off the light.”
His house had never seemed so huge as it did that night when we searched through the massive rooms for cigarettes. We pushed aside curtains like giant walls and felt along endless dark walls for light switches—once I tripped and splashed onto the keys of a ghostly piano. There was a ton of dust everywhere, and the rooms smelled musty, like they hadn’t been aired in forever. I found the humidor on a table I didn’t recognize, with just two stale, dry cigarettes inside. We opened the French windows of the living room and sat smoking out into the darkness.
“You should get out of here,” I said. “It’s pretty clear they’ll trace your car.”
“Go away now, old sport?”
“Go to Atlantic City for a week, or up to Montreal.”
He wouldn’t even consider it. He couldn’t possibly leave Daisy until he knew what she was going to do. He was clinging to some last hope, and I couldn’t bear to shake him free.
That night, he told me the crazy story of his youth with Dan Cody—told it to me because “Jay Gatsby” had shattered like glass against Tom’s cruelness, and the long, secret story was finally out. I think he would have admitted anything now, without holding back, but he really wanted to talk about Daisy.
She was the first “nice” girl he’d ever known. In different ways, he’d come in contact with people like that before, but there was always a clear barrier between them. He found her incredibly desirable. He went to her house, first with other officers from Camp Taylor, then alone. It blew his mind—he’d never been in such a beautiful house before. But what made it so intense was that Daisy lived there—it was as normal to her as his tent out at camp was to him. There was a mysterious vibe about it, a hint of bedrooms upstairs that were more beautiful and cool than any other bedrooms, of fun and vibrant things happening in the hallways, and of romances that weren’t old news but fresh and alive, smelling of this year’s shiny cars and dances where the flowers were barely wilted. It excited him that a bunch of guys had already loved Daisy—it just made her more valuable in his eyes. He felt their presence all over the house, filling the air with the echoes of intense emotions.
But he knew he was in Daisy’s house by a total accident. Even if his future as Jay Gatsby was amazing, right now he was just a broke young guy with no past, and at any moment, his fake persona could disappear. So he made the most of his time. He took whatever he could get, greedily and without shame—eventually, he took Daisy one October night, because he didn’t really have the right to touch her hand.
He could have hated himself, because he’d definitely tricked her. I don’t mean he’d pretended to have millions, but he’d deliberately given Daisy a sense of security; he let her believe that he was from the same social circle as her—that he could totally take care of her. The truth was, he didn’t have that kind of support—he didn’t have a wealthy family behind him, and he could be shipped anywhere in the world at the whim of the government.
 He didn’t hate himself, and things didn’t turn out how he’s thought they would. He’s probably planned to take what he could and bounce—but now he found himself chasing a grail. He knew Daisy was amazing, but he didn’t realize just how amazing a “nice” girl could be. She disappeared into her huge house, into her rich, full life, leaving Gatsby—nothing. He felt like they were married, that was it.
When they met again, two days later, it was Gatsby who was breathless, who felt, somehow, totally betrayed. Her porch glowed with the fake luxury of star-shine; the wicker couch creaked stylishly as she turned toward him, and he kissed her curious and beautiful mouth. She’s caught a cold, and it made her voice huskier and more charming than ever. Gatsby was totally aware of the youth and mystery that money traps and preserves, of the freshness of her clothes, and of Daisy, gleaming like silver, safe and proud above the tough struggles of the less fortunate.
“I can’t even explain how surprised I was to realize I was in love with her, old sport. I even hoped she’d ditch me for a while, but she didn’t, because she was into me too. She thought I was smart because I knew different stuff than she did… Well, there I was, totally off track with my ambitions, falling deeper in love every minute, and all of a sudden I didn’t care. What was the point of doing big things if I could just have a better time telling her what I was going to do?”
On the last afternoon before he left for Europe, he sat with Daisy in his arms for a long, quiet time. It was a cold fall day, with a fire in the room and her cheeks flushed. Now and then she moved, and he shifted his arm a little. Once he kissed her dark, shiny hair. The afternoon made them calm for a while, like giving them a deep memory for the long goodbye the next day promised. They’d never been closer in their month of love, or understood each other better, than when she brushed her lips against his coat's shoulder or when he touched the tips of her fingers gently, as though she were asleep.
He did really well in the war. He was a captain before he went to the front, and after the Argonne battles he got his major and command of the divisional machine guns. After the armistice, he tried desperately to get home, but some mix-up or misunderstanding sent him to Oxford instead. He was worried now—there was a feeling of anxious despair in Daisy’s letters. She didn’t get why he couldn’t come. She was feeling the pressure of the world outside, and she wanted to see him and feel his presence beside her and be reassured that she was doing the right thing after all.
For Daisy was young, and her fake world was full of orchids and cheerful snobbery and orchestras that set the rhythm of the year, summing up the sadness and mystery of life in new songs. All night the saxophones wailed the hopeless message of the “Beale Street Blues” while a hundred pairs of golden and silver slippers shuffled the shining dust. At the grey tea hour, there were always rooms that pulsed constantly with this low, sweet fever, while fresh faces drifted here and there like rose petals blown by the sad horns around the floor.
Through this hazy universe, Daisy started to move with the season again; suddenly she was keeping half a dozen dates a day with half a dozen guys, and dozing off at dawn with the beads and chiffon of an evening dress tangled among dying orchids on the floor beside her bed. And all the time, something inside her was crying out for a decision. She wanted her life shaped now, immediately—and the decision had to be made by some force—of love, of money, of undeniable practicality—that was close at hand.
 That shift happened mid-spring with the arrival of Tom Buchanan. He was big and important, and Daisy was totally flattered. There was definitely some awkwardness and some relief. The letter reached Gatsby while he was still at Oxford.
It was dawn now on Long Island, and we started opening the rest of the windows downstairs, flooding the house with light that shifted from grey to gold. The shadow of a tree fell suddenly across the dew, and birds started singing among the blue leaves. There was a slow, easy feeling in the air, barely a breeze, promising a really nice, cool day.
“I don’t think she ever really loved him.” Gatsby turned from the window and looked at me, kind of challenging me. “You gotta remember, old sport, she was really hyped up this afternoon. He told her stuff in a way that scared her—made it seem like I was some low-down hustler. And the result was she barely knew what she was saying.”
He sat down looking bummed.
“Of course, she might have loved him just for a minute, when they first got married—and maybe even loved me more even then, see?”
Suddenly, he dropped a weird comment.
“Anyway,” he said, “it was just personal.”
What could you make of that, except to guess that he felt super intensely about the whole thing, more than you could measure?
He came back from France when Tom and Daisy were still on their honeymoon, and took a tough but irresistible trip to Louisville on his last army paycheck. He stayed there a week, walking the streets where their footsteps had echoed through the November nights and revisiting all those out-of-the-way spots where they’d driven around in her white car. Just like Daisy’s house had always seemed more mysterious and exciting than other houses, so his idea of the city itself, even though she wasn’t there, was filled with a sad, beautiful vibe.
He left feeling like if he’d searched harder, he might have found her—that he was leaving her behind. The day-coach—he was broke now—was hot. He went out to the open doorway and sat down on a folding chair, and the station blurred past, and unfamiliar buildings zipped by. Then out into the spring fields, where a yellow trolley raced them for a minute with people who might have once caught a glimpse of her face on a random street.
The tracks curved, and now it was heading away from the sun, which, as it sank lower, seemed to spread a blessing over the disappearing city where she’d drawn her breath. He stretched out his hand desperately, as if to grab just a wisp of air, to save a piece of the spot she’d made beautiful for him. But it was all going by too fast for his blurry eyes, and he knew he’d lost that part of it, the best and freshest part, forever.
It was nine o’clock when we finished breakfast and went out onto the porch. The night had made a big difference in the weather, and there was an autumn feel in the air. The gardener, the last of Gatsby’s old staff, came to the bottom of the steps.
“I’m gonna drain the pool today, Mr. Gatsby. Leaves’ll start falling pretty soon, and then there’s always trouble with the pipes.”
“Don’t do it today,” Gatsby answered. He turned to me apologetically. “You know, old sport, I haven’t used that pool all summer?”
I looked at my watch and stood up.
“Twelve minutes to my train.”
I didn’t want to go into the city. I wasn’t really doing anything worthwhile, but it was more than that—I didn’t want to leave Gatsby. I missed that train, and then another, before I could shake myself loose.
“I’ll call you up,” I said finally.
“Do, old sport.”
“I’ll call you around noon.”
We walked slowly down the steps.
“I guess Daisy’ll call too.” He looked at me anxiously, like he wanted me to back him up on this.
“I guess so.”
“Well, goodbye.”
 We shook hands, and I started to head out. Just before I reached the hedge, I remembered something and turned around.
“They’re a total mess,” I shouted across the lawn. “You’re worth the whole bunch combined.”
I’m always glad I said that. It was the only compliment I ever gave him, because I didn’t really like him. First, he nodded politely, then his face broke into that amazing, understanding smile, like we’d been in on the same secret the whole time. His bright pink suit looked awesome against the white steps, and I thought about the night I first came to his family’s place, like three months earlier. The lawn and driveway were packed with people who guessed he was shady—and he stood on those steps, hiding his big dreams, as he waved them goodbye.
I thanked him for having me over. We were always thanking him for that—me and the others.
“Bye,” I called. “Breakfast was great, Gatsby.”
Back in the city, I tried to buy a bunch of stock, then I fell asleep in my chair. Just before noon, the phone woke me up, and I jumped, sweating. It was Jordan Baker; she often called around this time because she was always moving between hotels, clubs, and private houses, so it was hard to find her any other way. Usually, her voice sounded fresh and cool, like a piece of grass from a golf course had blown in the window, but this morning it sounded harsh and dry.
“I left Daisy’s house,” she said. “I’m in Hempstead, and I’m going down to Southampton this afternoon.”
Leaving Daisy’s probably wasn’t the most considerate thing to do, but her next comment really bugged me.
“You weren’t very nice to me last night.”
“Why would it matter?”
Silence for a second. Then:
“Still—I want to see you.”
“I want to see you, too.”
“What if I don’t go to Southampton and come into town this afternoon?”
“Nah—not this afternoon.”
“Okay.”
“It’s not happening this afternoon. Lots of—”
We talked like that for a while, and then suddenly we weren’t talking anymore. I don’t know who hung up first, but I didn’t care. I couldn’t even have talked to her across a table that day if I never talked to her again.
I called Gatsby’s place a few minutes later, but the line was busy. I tried four times; finally, a frustrated operator told me someone was using the line for a long-distance call from Detroit. I pulled out my train schedule and circled the 3:50 train. Then I leaned back in my chair and tried to think. It was just noon.
When I passed the piles of trash on the train that morning, I deliberately moved to the other side of the car. I figured there’d be a crowd around there all day with kids searching for dark spots in the dust, and some random guy telling the same story over and over until it didn’t even feel real anymore, and Myrtle Wilson’s tragic story would be forgotten. Now I want to go back a bit and tell you what happened at the garage after we left there the night before.
They had trouble finding her sister, Catherine. She must have broken her rule about drinking that night, because when she arrived, she was totally out of it and couldn't even understand that the ambulance had already gone to Flushing. When they convinced her of that, she immediately fainted, like that was the worst part of it all. Someone, being nice or curious, took her in their car, following behind her sister’s body.
 Until way past midnight, a bunch of people kept hanging around outside the garage, while George Wilson rocked back and forth on the couch inside. For a while, the office door was open, and everyone who came into the garage couldn’t help but peek in. Eventually, someone said it was kind of rude, and they closed the door. Michaelis and a few other guys were there—first a group of four or five, then just two or three. Later, Michaelis had to ask the last stranger to hang out for another fifteen minutes while he went back home and made some coffee. After that, he stayed there alone with Wilson until sunrise.
Around three o’clock, the way Wilson was muttering started to change—he got quieter and started talking about the yellow car. He said he had a way to figure out who the yellow car belonged to, and then he suddenly blurted out that a couple of months ago his wife came back from the city with a bruised face and a swollen nose.
But when he heard himself say that, he flinched and started crying “Oh, my God!” again in a groaning voice. Michaelis tried to distract him, awkwardly.
“How long have you been married, George? Come on, just try to sit still for a minute and answer my question. How long have you been married?”
“Twelve years.”
“Ever have any kids? Come on, George, sit still—I asked you a question. Did you ever have any kids?”
The hard brown beetles kept bumping against the dim light, and whenever Michaelis heard a car speeding down the road outside, it sounded like the car that hadn’t stopped a few hours earlier. He didn't really like being in the garage because the workbench was stained where the body had been lying, so he shuffled around the office—he knew every single thing in it by morning—and from time to time sat down next to Wilson, trying to keep him a little calmer.
“Do you go to church sometimes, George? Maybe even if it’s been a while? Maybe I could call the church and get a priest to come over and talk to you, see?”
“Don’t belong to one.”
“You should have a church, George, for times like this. You must have gone to church once. Didn’t you 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 his rocking—for a moment he was silent. Then that same half-knowing, half-confused look came back into his faded eyes.
“Look in the drawer there,” he said, pointing at the desk.
“Which drawer?”
“That drawer—that one.”
Michaelis opened the drawer closest to his hand. There was nothing in it but a small, expensive dog leash, made of leather and braided silver. It looked pretty new.
“This?” he asked, holding it up.
Wilson stared and nodded.
“I found it yesterday afternoon. She tried to tell me about it, but I knew it was something weird.”
“You mean your wife bought it?”
“She had it wrapped in tissue paper on her dresser.”
Michaelis didn’t think there was anything strange about that, and he gave Wilson a bunch of reasons why his wife might have bought the dog leash. But maybe Wilson had heard some of these same explanations before, from Myrtle, because he started saying “Oh, my God!” again in a whisper—his comforter left a bunch of explanations hanging in the air.
“Then he killed her,” said Wilson. His mouth dropped open suddenly.
“Who did?”
“I have a way of finding out.”
“You’re being dramatic, George,” said his friend. “This has been a lot for you, and you don’t know what you’re saying. You’d better try to sit quiet until morning.”
“He murdered her.”
“It was an accident, George.”
Wilson shook his head. His eyes narrowed and his mouth widened slightly with a hint of a superior “Hm!”
 “I know,” he said, sounding sure. “I’m just a trusting guy, I don’t mean anyone any harm, but when I know something, I know it. It was the guy in that car. She ran out to talk to him, and he wouldn’t stop.”
Michaelis had noticed that too, but it hadn't clicked for him that it meant anything special. He figured Mrs. Wilson was trying to get away from her husband, not trying to stop a specific car.
“How could she have been like that?”
“She’s a complicated person,” Wilson said, like that explained everything. “Ah-h-h—”
He started rocking back and forth again, and Michaelis stood there twisting the leash in his hand.
“Maybe you got a friend I could call, George?”
It was a long shot—he was pretty sure Wilson didn't have any friends. There wasn't enough of him for his wife. He was glad later when he noticed things were changing in the room, a blue light getting brighter by the window, and realized that dawn wasn’t far off. Around five o’clock it was blue enough outside to turn off the light.
Wilson’s glazed eyes drifted toward the piles of ash, where little grey clouds were taking on crazy shapes and moving around in the faint morning breeze.
“I talked to her,” he mumbled after a long silence. “I told her she could maybe trick me, but she couldn’t trick God. I took her to the window”—with a visible effort he stood up and walked to the back window, pressing his face against it—“and I said ‘God knows what you’re doing, everything you’re doing. You can fool me, but you can’t fool God!’ ”
Standing behind him, Michaelis was shocked to see he was looking at the eyes of Doctor T. J. Eckleburg, which had just appeared, pale and huge, from the fading darkness.
“God sees everything,” repeated Wilson.
“That’s an ad,” Michaelis assured him. Something made him turn away from the window and look back into the room. But Wilson stood there for a long time, his face close to the window, nodding into the dim light.
By six o’clock Michaelis was exhausted and relieved to hear a car pull up outside. It was one of the people who’d been watching the night before and promised to come back, so he made breakfast for three, which he and the other man ate together. Wilson was quieter now, and Michaelis went home to sleep. When he woke up four hours later and hurried back to the garage, Wilson was gone.
His movements—he was walking everywhere—were tracked later to Port Roosevelt and then to Gad’s Hill, where he bought a sandwich he didn’t eat and a cup of coffee. He must have been tired and walking slowly, because he didn’t reach Gad’s Hill until noon. So far, there was no mystery about where he’s been—there were kids who’d seen a guy “acting kinda weird” and drivers he stared at oddly from the side of the road. Then for three hours, he vanished. The police, based on what he’s told Michaelis that he “had a way of finding things out,” figured he spent that time going from garage to garage in the area, asking about a yellow car. But no garage worker who’s seen him ever came forward, and maybe he had an easier, surer way of getting what he wanted to know. By half-past two, he was in West Egg, where he asked someone the way to Gatsby’s house. So by then he knew Gatsby’s name.
At two o’clock, Gatsby put on his swimsuit and told the butler that if anyone called, he should be told to find him at the pool. He stopped at the garage for an inflatable mattress that had entertained his guests all summer, and the chauffeur helped him pump it up. Then he gave instructions that the convertible wasn’t to be driven under any circumstances—which was strange, because the front right fender needed fixing.
 Gatsby grabbed the mattress and headed toward the pool. He stopped once to adjust it, and the chauffeur asked if he needed a hand, but he shook his head and vanished into the yellowing trees.
No phone messages came in, but the butler stayed up all night, waiting for one until way past when anyone would have been around to deliver it if it had arrived. I think Gatsby himself didn’t really believe one would come, and maybe he didn't even care anymore. If that was true, he must have felt like he’d lost everything—the good old days—and paid way too much to chase a single dream for so long. He must have looked up at a sky he didn't recognize through scary leaves and shivered as he realized how weird a rose could be and how harsh the sunlight felt on the barely-there grass. It was a brand-new world, real-looking but not real, where lost souls, dreaming like it was air, floated around randomly… like that ghostly, unreal figure gliding toward him through the hazy trees.
The chauffeur—he was one of Wolfshiem’s guys—heard the shots—later, he could only say he didn’t think much of them at the time. I drove straight from the station to Gatsby’s house, and my rush up the front steps was the first thing that got people’s attention. But they knew then, I’m sure of it. Without saying much, four of us—the chauffeur, the butler, the gardener, and me—raced down to the pool.
There was a slight movement in the water as fresh water flowed from one end toward the drain on the other. Tiny ripples, barely like shadows of waves, carried the loaded mattress down the pool. A little gust of wind that barely wrinkled the surface was enough to knock it off course with its unexpected load. A bunch of leaves swirled it slowly, tracing, like a marker, a thin red circle in the water.
It was after we started heading back to the house with Gatsby that the gardener spotted Wilson’s body a little way off in the grass, and it was all over.
Chapter 9

After two years, I mostly remember the rest of that day, that night, and the next day as a total chaos of cops, photographers, and reporters swarming in and out of Gatsby’s front door. A rope blocked the main gate, and a cop kept the nosy people out, but little kids quickly figured out they could sneak in through my yard. There were always a bunch of them hanging around the pool, mouths hanging open. Someone, probably a detective, used the word "psycho" while looking at Wilson’s body that afternoon, and his voice just set the tone for the newspaper stories the next morning.
Most of those reports were a mess—twisted, full of details that didn’s make sense, and just plain untrue. When Michaelis’s testimony at the inquest revealed Wilson’s suspicions about his wife, I thought the whole story would be splashed across the tabloids—but Catherine, who could have said anything, stayed silent. She actually showed a lot of strength about it—looked the coroner straight in the eye with a determined look under her fixed eyebrows, and swore that her sister had never seen Gatsby, that her sister was totally happy with her husband, and that her sister hadn’t been up to anything. She seemed to convince herself, and cried into her handkerchief, like the very idea was too much to handle. So Wilson was written off as a guy “crushed by grief” to keep the story simple. And that’s where it ended.
But all of that felt distant and unimportant. I found myself on Gatsby’s side, and totally alone. From the moment I called to tell West Egg about what happened, every guess about him and every practical question got directed at me. At first, I was shocked and confused. But then, as he lay in his house, not moving, breathing, or speaking for hours, it hit me that I was responsible—because nobody else cared, nobody else had that intense personal interest that everyone deserves at the end.
I called Daisy about half an hour after we found him, called her instinctively, without even thinking. But she and Tom had left early that afternoon, and they’d taken luggage with them.
“No address?”
“Nope.”
“When do you think they’ll be back?”
“No idea.”
“Any clue where they are? How could I reach them?”
“I don’t know. Can’t say.”
I wanted to get someone for him. I wanted to go into the room where he lay and reassure him: “I’ll get someone for you, Gatsby. Don’t worry. Just trust me and I’ll get someone for you—”
Meyer Wolfshiem’s name wasn’t in the phone book. The butler gave me his office address on Broadway, and I called Information, but by the time I had the number, it was way past five, and nobody answered the phone.
“Will you try again?”
“I’ve tried three times.”
“It’s really important.”
“Sorry. Looks like nobody’s there.”
I went back to the living room and for a second thought they were just random visitors, all these official people suddenly filling the space. But even though they pulled back the sheet and looked at Gatsby with shocked faces, his protest kept echoing in my head:
“Look, old sport, you’re gonna get someone for me. You’re gonna try really hard. I can’t go through this alone.”
Someone started to ask me questions, but I pushed away and quickly went upstairs to look through his unlocked desk—he’d never told me for sure that his parents were dead. But there was nothing—just the picture of Dan Cody, a reminder of some forgotten badness, staring down from the wall.
 Next morning, I sent the butler to New York with a letter to Wolfshiem, asking for info and telling him to come out on the next train. It felt kinda pointless when I wrote it—I was sure he’d catch wind when he saw the papers, and I was just as sure Daisy would wire me before noon. But neither a wire nor Mr. Wolfshiem showed up. Just more cops, photographers, and reporters. When the butler finally brought back Wolfshiem’s answer, I started to feel defiant, like I was on Gatsby’s side against everyone else.
Dear Mr. Carraway,
This has been one of the most shocking things I’ve ever heard—I can hardly believe it’s real. Such a crazy thing that guy did should make us all think. I can’t come down right now, I'm tied up with some really important stuff and can't get involved in this mess. If there’s anything I can do later, let me know by letter through Edgar. I’m totally knocked out when I hear something like this.
Yours truly,
Meyer Wolfshiem
And then a quick note at the bottom:
Let me know about the funeral, etc. Don’t know his family at all.
When the phone rang that afternoon and Long Distance said Chicago was calling, I thought this was finally Daisy. But the connection was a guy’s voice, super thin and far away.
“This is Slagle speaking…”
“Yeah?” I didn’t recognize the name.
“It’s a real mess, isn’t it? Did you get my wire?”
“No wires yet.”
“Young Parke’s in trouble,” he said quickly. “They picked him up when he handed the bonds over the counter. They got a wire from New York with the numbers just five minutes before. What do you know about that, hey? You can’t trust anyone in these small towns—”
“Hey!” I interrupted, breathless. “Listen—this isn’t Mr. Gatsby. Mr. Gatsby’s dead.”
There was a long silence on the other end, then an exclamation… and then a quick static sound as the line went dead.
I think it was on the third day that a telegram signed Henry C. Gatz arrived from a town in Minnesota. It just said the sender was leaving right away and to put off the funeral until he got there.
It was Gatsby’s dad, a solemn old guy, looking totally helpless and bummed out. He was bundled up in a cheap, long coat even though it was a warm September day. His eyes were constantly leaking, and when I took his bag and umbrella, he kept tugging at his sparse grey beard so much it was hard to get his coat off. He looked like he was about to fall apart, so I took him into the music room and sent for some food. But he wouldn't eat, and the glass of milk spilled from his shaking hand.
“I saw it in the Chicago newspaper,” he said. “It was all in the Chicago newspaper. I left right away.”
“I didn’t know how to reach you.”
His eyes, seeing nothing, moved around the room.
“It was a madman,” he said. “He must have been mad.”
“Want some coffee?” I asked him.
“I don’t want anything. I’m okay now, Mr.—”
“Carraway.”
“Well, I’m okay now. Where’s Jimmy?”
I took him into the living room, where his son lay, and left him there. Some little boys had come up to the steps and were peeking into the hall; when I told them who had arrived, they went away, kinda bummed.
After a while, Mr. Gatz came out, his mouth open, his face slightly flushed, and tears leaking out randomly. He’d reached an age where death didn’t feel like a total shock anymore, and when he finally looked around and saw the height and beauty of the hall and the big rooms opening out into other rooms, his sadness started to mix with a bit of pride. I helped him up to a bedroom upstairs; while he took off his coat and vest, I told him that all the arrangements were put off until he got there.
 “I didn’t know what you’d want, Mr. Gatsby—”
“Gatz is my name.”
“—Mr. Gatz. I thought you might want to take the body West.”
He shook his head.
“Jimmy always liked it better down East. He made a name for himself here in the East. Were you a friend of my boy’s, Mr.—?”
“We were close.”
“He had a huge future ahead of him, you know. He was just a young guy, but he was really smart.”
He tapped his head impressively, and I nodded.
“If he’d lived, he’d have been a big shot. A guy like James J. Hill. He’d have helped build up the country.”
“That’s true,” I said, feeling a little awkward.
He fumbled with the fancy embroidered blanket, trying to pull it off the bed, and then lay down stiffly—immediately fell asleep.
That night, someone really freaked out called, demanding to know who I was before they’d even give their name.
“This is Mr. Carraway,” I said.
“Oh!” He sounded relieved. “It’s Klipspringer.”
I was relieved too, because it seemed like another friend might show up at Gatsby’s grave. I didn’t want it to end up in the papers and draw a bunch of tourists, so I’d been calling around myself. It was hard to find anyone.
“The funeral’s tomorrow,” I said. “Three o’clock, here at the house. I wish you’d let anyone who’s interested know.”
“Oh, yeah, definitely,” he blurted out. “Of course, I’m probably not going to see anyone, but if I do…”
His tone made me suspicious.
“Of course you’ll be there yourself.”
“Well, I’ll certainly try. What I called about is…”
“Wait a sec,” I interrupted. “Just say you’ll come?”
“Well, the thing is—the truth is that I’m crashing with some people up here in Greenwich, and they kind of expect me to be around tomorrow. There’s like, a picnic or something going on. Of course, I’ll do my best to get away.”
I let out a “Huh?” and he seemed nervous, so he kept going:
“What I called about was a pair of shoes I left there. I was wondering if it would be too much trouble to have the butler send them on. You see, they’re tennis shoes, and I’m totally useless without them. My address is care of B. F.—”
I didn’t hear the rest of the name because I hung up.
After that, I felt a little embarrassed for Gatsby—one guy I called implied that he got what he deserved. But that was my bad, because he was one of those who used to trash-talk Gatsby’s liquor, and I should 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 reach him any other way. The door I pushed open, on the advice of an elevator boy, was marked “The Swastika Holding Company,” and at first, it seemed like nobody was there. But when I yelled “hello” a few times without a response, an argument broke out behind a partition, and then a beautiful Jewish woman appeared at an interior door and looked at me with intense, dark eyes.
“Nobody’s here,” she said. “Mr. Wolfshiem’s gone to Chicago.”
That part definitely wasn’t true, because someone had started to whistle “The Rosary,” really badly, inside.
“Please tell Mr. Carraway wants to see him.”
“I can’t get him back from Chicago, can I?”
Just then, a voice, unmistakably Wolfshiem’s, called “Stella!” from the other side of the door.
“Leave your name on the desk,” she said quickly. “I’ll give it to him when he gets back.”
“But I know he’s here.”
She took a step towards me and started sliding her hands up and down her hips indignantly.
“You young guys think you can just barge in here anytime,” she scolded. “We’re sick and tired of it. When I say he’s in Chicago, he’s in Chicago.”
I mentioned Gatsby.
“Oh-h!” She looked me over again. “What was your name?”
 He vanished. In a moment, Meyer Wolfshiem stood solemnly in the doorway, holding out both hands. He pulled me into his office, saying in a reverent voice that it was a sad time for all of us, and offered me a cigar.
“My memory goes back to when I first met him,” he said. “A young major, just out of the army and covered with medals he got in the war. He was so broke he had to keep wearing his uniform because he couldn’t afford regular clothes. The first time I saw him was when he came into Winebrenner’s poolroom on Forty-third Street and asked for a job. He hadn’t eaten anything in a couple of days. ‘Come on, have some lunch with me,’ I said. He ate more than four dollars’ worth of food in half an hour.”
“Did you get him started in business?” I asked.
“Start him? I made him.”
“Oh.”
“I built him up from nothing, right out of the gutter. I saw right away he was a good-looking, gentlemanly young man, and when he told me he went to Oggsford, I knew I could use him. I got him to join the American Legion, and he used to be really popular there. Right off, he did some work for a client of mine up to Albany. We were thick as thieves like that”—he held up two bulbous fingers—“always together.”
I wondered if this partnership included the World’s Series thing in 1919.
“Now he’s dead,” I said after a moment. “You were his closest friend, so I know you’ll want to come to his funeral this afternoon.”
“I’d like to come.”
“Well, come then.”
The hair in his nostrils quivered slightly, and as he shook his head his eyes filled with tears.
“I can’t do it—I can’t get mixed up in it,” he said.
“There’s nothing to get mixed up in. It’s all over now.”
“When a man gets killed, I never like to get mixed up in it in any way. I keep out. When I was a young man, it was different—if a friend of mine died, no matter how, I stuck with them to the end. You may think that’s sentimental, but I mean it—to the bitter end.”
I saw that for some reason of his own he was determined not to come, so I stood up.
“Are you a college man?” he asked suddenly.
For a moment I thought he was going to suggest a “connection,” but he just nodded and shook my hand.
“Let us learn to show our friendship for a man when he’s alive, not after he’s dead,” he suggested. “After that, my own rule is to let everything alone.”
When I left his office, the sky had turned dark, and I got back to West Egg in a drizzle. After changing my clothes, I went next door and found Mr. Gatz pacing excitedly in the hall. His pride in his son and his son’s possessions was constantly growing, and now he had something to show me.
“Jimmy sent me this picture,” he said, pulling out his wallet with trembling fingers. “Look there.”
It was a photograph of the house, cracked in the corners and dirty with many hands. He pointed out every detail to me eagerly. “Look there!” and then he seemed to be looking for admiration from my eyes. He’d shown it so many times that I think it was more real to him now than the house itself.
“Jimmy sent it to me. I think it’s a very pretty picture. It shows up well.”
“Very well. Had you seen him lately?”
“He came out to see me two years ago and bought me the house I live in now. Of course, we were on bad terms when he ran off from home, but I see now there was a reason for it. He knew he had a big future in front of him. And ever since he made a success, he’d been very generous with me.”
He seemed reluctant to put away the picture, holding it for another minute, lingeringly, before my eyes. Then he returned the wallet and pulled from his pocket a ragged old copy of a book called Hopalong Cassidy.
“Look here, this is a book he had when he was a boy. It just shows you.”
He opened it at the back cover and turned it around for me to see. On the last flyleaf was printed the word schedule, and the date September 12, 1906. And underneath:
General Resolves
No wasting time at Shafters or [a name, indecipherable]
 No more smoking or chewing.
Take a bath every other day.
Read one helpful book or magazine each week.
Save $3.00 per week.
Be better to your parents.
“I stumbled across this book by chance,” the old man said. “Doesn't that just show you?”
“It just shows you.”
“Jimmy was bound to make it. He always had plans like this. Do you notice what he wrote about improving his mind? He was always into that. He told me I ate like a pig once, and I punched him for it.”
He didn’t want to close the book, reading each item out loud and then looking at me expectantly. I think he was hoping I’d copy the list for myself.
Just before three, the Lutheran pastor arrived from Flushing, and I started looking out the windows for other cars. So did Gatsby’s dad. As time passed and the staff came in and stood waiting in the hallway, his eyes started blinking nervously, and he talked about the rain in a worried, uncertain way. The pastor glanced at his watch a bunch of times, so I pulled him aside and asked him to wait for half an hour. But it was no use. Nobody showed up.
Around five o’clock, our group of three cars reached the cemetery and stopped in a light drizzle by the gate—first a black, wet hearse, then Mr. Gatz, the pastor, and me in the limo, and a little later four or five workers and the postman from West Egg, in Gatsby’s station wagon, all soaked. As we went through the gate into the cemetery, I heard a car stop and then someone splashing after us on the soggy ground. I looked around. It was the guy with the owl-eyed glasses who I’d found marveling over Gatsby’s books in the library a few months earlier.
I hadn’t seen him since. I don’t know how he knew about the funeral, or even his name. Rain poured down his thick glasses, and he took them off and wiped them to see the protective tarp pulled over Gatsby’s grave.
I tried to think about Gatsby then for a moment, but he was already too far gone, and I could only remember, without any bitterness, that Daisy hadn’t sent a message or a flower. I heard someone softly say, "Blessed are the dead that the rain falls on," and then the owl-eyed guy said, “Amen to that,” in a brave voice.
We hurried down through the rain to the cars. Owl-eyes spoke to me by the gate.
“I couldn’t get to the house,” he said.
“Nobody else could either.”
“Seriously? Why, my gosh! People used to go there by the hundreds.”
He took off his glasses and wiped them, inside and out.
“The poor dude,” he said.
One of my clearest memories is coming back West from prep school and later from college at Christmas. Those who went further than Chicago would meet up at the old, dim Union Station around six o’clock on a December evening, with a few Chicago friends, already caught up in their own holiday celebrations, to say a quick goodbye. I remember the fur coats of the girls coming back from Miss This-or-That’s and the chatter of frozen breath, and the waving hands as we spotted old friends, and the matching of invitations: “Are you going to the Ordways’? the Herseys’? the Schultzes’?” and the long green tickets clutched tight in our gloved hands. And last, the cheerful, murky yellow cars of the Chicago, Milwaukee and St. Paul railroad looking festive like Christmas itself on the tracks beside the gate.
When we pulled out into the winter night and the real snow, our snow, started to stretch out beside us and twinkle against the windows, and the dim lights of small Wisconsin towns moved by, a sudden, sharp feeling of excitement filled the air. We took deep breaths of it as we walked back from dinner through the cold hallways, feeling completely connected to this country for one strange hour, before we blended back into it again.
 That’s my Midwest—not the wheat fields or the prairies or the faded small towns, but the exciting trains coming home, and the streetlights and sleigh bells in the frosty nights, and the shadows of Christmas wreaths from lit-up windows on the snow. I’m part of that, a little serious because of those long winters, and a little comfortable from growing up in the Carraway house in a city where houses are still known by a family’s name for decades. I realize now that this has been a story of the West, after all—Tom and Gatsby, Daisy and Jordan and me, we were all from out West, and maybe we all had something in common that made us a little awkward adjusting to life in the East.
Even when the East excited me most, even when I knew it was better than the bored, sprawling, and overcrowded towns beyond the Ohio, with their endless questions that spared only the kids and the very old—even then it felt a little off. West Egg, especially, still pops up in my wildest dreams. I picture it as a night scene painted by El Greco: a hundred houses, both normal and weird, huddled under a gloomy sky and a dull moon. In the front, four serious guys in suits are walking along the sidewalk carrying a stretcher with a drunk woman in a white dress. Her hand, dangling over the side, sparkles with jewels. The guys turn into a house—the wrong house. But no one knows the woman’s name, and no one cares.
After Gatsby died, the East felt haunted for me like that, distorted beyond what I could fix. So when the blue smoke of dead leaves was in the air and the wind stiffened wet laundry on the line, I decided to head back home.
There was one thing I needed to do before I left, an awkward, unpleasant thing that maybe should have been left alone. But I wanted to leave things sorted out and not just trust the ocean to sweep my mess away. I talked to Jordan Baker, going over and around what had happened between us, and what had happened to me afterward, and she just sat still, listening, in a big chair.
She was dressed to play golf, and I remember thinking she looked like a perfect picture, her chin tilted a little jauntily, her hair the color of an autumn leaf, her face the same brown shade as the fingerless glove on her knee. When I was done, she said without comment that she was engaged to another guy. I doubted it, though she could have married anyone she wanted with a simple nod, but I pretended to be surprised. For a minute, I wondered if I was making a mistake, then I thought about it all over again quickly and got up to say goodbye.
“Still, you dumped me,” Jordan said suddenly. “You dumped me on the phone. I don't care about you now, but it was a new experience for me, and I felt a little dizzy for a while.”
We shook hands.
“Oh, and do you remember,” she added, “a conversation we had once about driving a car?”
“Not really.”
“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 a pretty honest, straightforward guy. I thought it was your pride.”
“I’m thirty,” I said. “I’m too old to lie to myself and call it honor.”
She didn’t answer. Angry, and kind of in love with her, and really sorry, I turned away.
One afternoon late in October, I saw Tom Buchanan. He was walking ahead of me along Fifth Avenue, moving quickly and confidently, his hands out a little from his body as if to push away anything that got in his way, his head moving sharply, taking in everything his restless eyes saw. Just as I slowed down to avoid passing him, he stopped and started frowning into the windows of a jewelry store. Suddenly, he spotted me and walked back, holding out his hand.
 “What’s wrong, Nick? Are you not down to shake my hand?”
“Yeah. You know how I feel about you.”
“You’re out of your mind, Nick,” he said quickly. “Totally nuts. I don’t get what’s going on with you.”
“Tom,” I asked, “what did you say to Wilson that afternoon?”
He stared at me without saying a word, and I knew I’d guessed right about those missing hours. I started to walk away, but he grabbed my arm.
“I told him the truth,” he said. “He came to the door while we were getting ready to leave, and when I told him we weren’t in, he tried to force his way upstairs. He was crazy enough to kill me if I hadn’t told him who owned the car. He had his hand on a gun in his pocket the whole time he was in the house—” He stopped, defensive. “So what if I did tell him? That guy had it coming. He was messing with you, just like he did with Daisy, but he was a tough one. He ran over Myrtle like you’d run over a dog and didn’t even stop his car.”
There was nothing I could say, except the one thing that wasn’t true.
“And if you think I didn’t have my own share of suffering—listen to this, when I went to give up that apartment and saw that ridiculous box of dog biscuits sitting there on the sideboard, I just sat down and cried like a baby. It was awful, I swear—”
I couldn’t forgive him or even like him, but I could see that, to him, what he’s done was totally justified. It was all so careless and messed up. Tom and Daisy were careless people—they wrecked things and people and then just went back into their money or their huge carelessness, or whatever kept them together, and made other people clean up the mess they made…
I shook his hand; it felt silly not to, because I suddenly felt like I was talking to a kid. Then he went into the jewelry store to buy a pearl necklace—or maybe just a pair of cuff links—finally getting rid of my small-town awkwardness forever.
Gatsby’s house was still empty when I left—the grass on his lawn was as long as mine. One of the taxi drivers in the village never took a fare past the entrance gate without stopping for a minute and pointing inside; maybe it was him who drove Daisy and Gatsby over to East Egg the night of the accident, and maybe he’d made up his own story about it. I didn’t want to hear it and avoided him when I got off the train.
I spent my Saturday nights in New York because those crazy, amazing parties of his were still so vivid that I could still hear the music and the laughter, faint and constant, from his garden, and the cars going up and down his driveway. One night I did hear a car pull up there, and saw its lights stop at his front steps. But I didn’t go check it out. Probably it was just some last guest who’d been away at the ends of the earth and didn’t know the party was over.
On the last night, with my trunk packed and my car sold to the grocer, I went over and looked at that huge, messed-up failure of a house one last time. On the white steps, a rude word, scrawled by some kid with a piece of brick, stood out clearly in the moonlight, and I wiped it out, scraping my shoe roughly along the stone. Then I wandered down to the beach and sprawled out on the sand.
 Most of the big houses along the shore were shut down now, and there weren't many lights except for the hazy glow of a ferryboat across the water. As the moon climbed higher, the unimportant houses started to fade away until, little by little, I realized I was looking at the old island—the one that used to bloom for Dutch sailors—a fresh, green start to a new world. The trees that were cut down to build Gatsby’s house had once whispered secrets about the biggest, wildest dreams people could have. For just a moment, it felt like everyone had to stop and hold their breath, totally mesmerized by this continent, lost in a beauty they didn't even get, facing something that matched their ability to be amazed—probably for the last time ever.
Sitting there, thinking about all that old, unknown stuff, I remembered Gatsby's reaction when he first spotted that green light at the end of Daisy’s dock. He’s come so far to get to this awesome lawn, and his dream must have felt so close he was sure he could grab it. He didn’t realize it was already behind him, somewhere out there in that huge darkness beyond the city, where the country stretched out under the night sky.
Gatsby really believed in that green light, the crazy, amazing future that keeps moving further away from us every year. It felt just out of reach, but whatever—tomorrow we’ll go even faster, reach out even further… And one day—
So we kept pushing forward, like boats fighting against the tide, constantly pulled back into the past.
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