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AHHOTaAIUSA
®psHcuc Crort PULpKepaiba IPUIiIaliaeT Bac B OCIEUTEIbHbINA
MUp «BeKa JKa3a» — 3MO0Xy IOUKapHBIX  BEUYEPHHOK,

T'OJIOBOKPYKUTEIBHBIX B3JIETOB M TOPbKUX pazouapoBaHuil. B meHTpe
WCTOpUM — 3arajovyHelii mryumoHep [[xeir ['3TcOu, ubsg ku3HB,
nosHas OJiecKa W TaiiH, MOJYMHEHA OJHON MeuTe: JOOHUTHCS JIIOOBH
npekpacHou [ei3u. Kuura «The Great Gatsby» npogonxkaer cepuio
«[1naBHOE MOrpyKeHNe», KOTOpas MpeAjaraeT HOBBIH CIIOCOO YTeHUs
KJIACCHKH Oe3 cTpecca U Teperpy3Ku.

3alyapTe 0 CKyYHOM 3yOpeKKe M CTpaxe «yTOHYTh» B HE3HAKOMOM
TeKkcTe. MeToauKa KHUTM TOCTPOEHAa Ha HPHUHLMIE MOCTENIEHHOTO



3aMeIleHUs: ¢ KaXI0M CTpaHUIeH PycCKOro TeKCTa CTAHOBUTCS BCE
MEeHbIlle, & aHIJIMACKUX CJIOB — Bce Oonble. Bl U He 3amerwre,
KaKk HavyHeTe BOCHPHUHUMATH CIOKET HEMOCPEACTBEHHO Ha sI3bIKe
OpWTMHAJA, TUIABHO TIPMBHIKAs K HOBOW JIEKCHKE M TIpaMMarTHKe.
Huxkaxkux pudoB U MITOPMOB: TEKCT aJaNTUPOBaH AJs ypoBHeil B1-
B2, a #7151 Beex CIOXHBIX CITy4aeB Mbl MIOATOTOBWIIN «CIacaTe/bHbIe
KpPYTu» — CJIOBAPUKU B KOHIIE I71aB M TIOCTPAHUYHBIE CHOCKH.

Ckopee OTKpbIBaiiTe KHUTY W HauyMHATE CBOE MOTPYKEHHE.
Crenymoias octaHoBka — Mup Benrkoro ['91cou, rjie orHu BeuepruHOK
CKPBIBAIOT OIMHOYECTBO, & MEUTa CTAHOBUTCS JIOBYIIIKOM.
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Chapter I/I'naBa 1

B 1oHo111€CK1E TOIBI, When a person 0oco6eHHO BOCTIPUUMYMB,
my father gave me some advice, Ha1oNTO 3aMaBIIMK MHE B Ma-
MSTb.

— Whenever you feel like criticizing anyone, — he told me, —
just remember that all the people in this world haven't had the
advantages that you've had.

He didn't say any more, but we have always been
communicative, 1 MHe ObLIO clear, 4To Aymal OH ropasjo 0osb-
11e, yeM ckazasl. Bot oTkyzaa B3siiach y MeHs habit k ciepxkaHHO-
cru B all judgements — a habit that has opened up many curious
natures t0 me M elle yalle Jejiaja MEHs VICtim MaTepbiX Ha-
noen. Heznoposeid mind is quick to detech Bcerna cpasy uyer
3Ty CAEpKaHHOCTb, When it appears in a normal person, u crie-
IIUT 32 Hee YLENMUThCS; elle B KOJUIEAKe MEHs He3aCTyKEHHO
OOBHHSLIM B TIOIUTUKAHCTBE, because caMble HETOAUMBIE U 3a-
MKHYTBbIe students oBepsiii MHE CBOM TaiiHble rope cTa. S BoBce
HE MCKaJl TIOI0OHOTO trust — CKOJIBKO pa3, 3aMETUB HEKOTOpPbIe
symptoms, NpeABelaoe ouepelHoe HHTUMHOE MTPU3HAHKE,
s1 IPUHUMAJICS COHHO 3€BaTh, CIEIIWI YTKHYTbCS B book nim
Harryckas Ha ceOs 3aI0pHO-JIETKOMBICJIEHHBIN TOH; the intimate
revelations of young men, no kpaiiHei Mepe Ta cioBecHast ¢op-
Ma, B KOTOPYIO OHU OOJIEUeHbI, MPEICTABIISIOT COOOM, KaK IMPaBy-
Ji0, are usually plagiaristic u kK TOMY ke CTPaJalOT SIBHBIMU HEJO-



MonBkamu. CriepxkaHHOCTh B judgements is a matter of infinite
hope. I am still a little afraid of missing something if I forget,
yT0 (as my father snobbishly suggested) uyTbe K OCHOBHBIM HPaB-
CTBEHHBIM LIEHHOCTSIM OTIYILIEHO MPUPOJOI HE BCeM B OIMHA-
KOBOH Mepe.

A Tenepp, NOXBAJIMBILKCH CBOEH My tolerance, s TOJKEH CO-
3HATBHCS, YTO ITA TEPIUMOCTb uMmeeT mpenesbl. When I came
back from the East last autumn I felt that I wanted the world Ob11
MOPAJTBHO 3aTSHYT B MYH/IUP U JIEPKAJICS TIO CTOMKE «CMUPHO».
$1 Gosbinie He CTpEeMIICS K yBJIEKATEIbHBIM BbIJIa3KaM C TIPUBU-
Jieruen 3arisipiBath B uenoBedyeckue aymu. Only Gatsby, the
man who gives his name to this book, was the exemption, —
Gatsby, Ka3ayoch, BOILIONIABIIETO cOOOM BCE, UTO 51 ICKPEHHE
npe3upai u npesupaio. Eciu Meputh personality ee ymeHuem
ceOs1 mposBJIATSH, there was something gorgeous about him, ka-
Kasi-TO TMOBBIIIEHHAsI sensitivity KO BCeM MocyjiaM KU3HHU. JTa
CIMOCOOHOCTh K MTHOBEHHOMY OTKJIMKY HE MMeJla HUYero OOIIero
C ApsAONON BIIEYATIMTENILHOCTBIO, TIHIIIIHO UMEHYeMOH “creative
temperament”, — it was a gift for hope, pomanTuuecku 3amna,
which it is not likely I will ever find again. No — Gatsby turned
out all right at the end; He oH, a TO, 4YTO Ha/J HUM TArOTEJIO, T
SIZIOBUTASI TbUIb, YTO B3[IbIMAJIACh BOKPYT €0 MEYThI, — BOT UTO
3aCTaBWJIO MEHsI Ha BpeMsl yTPAaTUTh BCAKUI MHTEPEC K JIIOJICKUM
CKOPOTEYHbIM SOITOWS U PaJOCTSIM BIIOTIBIXAX.

My family have been prominent, well-to-do people in this
Middle Western city for three generations. The Carraways are



something of a clan, u, Mo ceMeiiHOMY MPEAAHKUIO, OH BEAET CBOIO
ponocnosnyio ot the Dukes of Buccleuch, but the actual founder
of my line was my grandfather's brother, who came here in fifty-
one, sent a substitute to the Civil War, and started the wholesale
hardware business that my father carries on today.

I never saw this great-uncle, but I'm supposed to look like
him. I graduated from New Haven in 1915, just a quarter of
a century after my father, and a little later I participated in the
Great War. I enjoyed the kontpHactymienue that I came back
restless. The Middle West now seemed like oOTpenanHbM 10-
nosoM BeesieHHoU; so I decided to go East and learn kpenutHOe
neno. Everybody I knew was in the bond business, so I supposed
it could support one more single man. All my aunts and uncles
talked it over as if they were choosing a prep school for me, and
finally said:

— Why — ye-es.

Father agreed to finance me for a year, y, 1 BOT, mocjie 10Jrux
npoBonouek, I came East, forever, I thought, in the spring of
twenty-two.

The practical thing was to find rooms in the city, Ho AeJo 110
K summer, a s ellle He ycres OTBBIKHYTb OT a country of wide
lawns u ackoBOM TeHH trees, U MOToMy, when a young man at
the office suggested that we take a house together rae-uuOyap B
npuropojie, it sounded like a great idea. He found the house —
KPBITYIO TOJIeM XuOapKy at eighty a month, but at the last minute
the firm ordered him to Washington, u MHe NpHIILIIOCH yCTpau-



Bathcs alone. I had a dog — at least I had him for a few days until
he ran away — and an old Dodge and a Finnish woman, who made
my bed and cooked breakfast and muttered Finnish wisdom to
herself over the electric stove.

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

— How do you get to West Egg village? — he asked.

I told him. And as I walked on I was lonely no longer. I was
a guide, a pathfinder, an original settler'.

CorHLe ¢ KaXIbIM JHEM NPUTPEBAJIO CUIIbHEN, U BO MHE yKe
Kperuia 3HakoMasi, IpUXOAMBIIasl KaXkJJ0e summer yBepeHHOCTb,
yto life was beginning over again with the summer.

It was a matter of chance that I had to rent a house in one
of the strangest communities in North America. Twenty miles
from the city, Ha 3agBopkax Long Island Sound, camoro o6xu-
TOTO KyCKa BOJIHOTO MPOCTPAHCTBA BO BCeM 3ariaIHOM MOJTyIa-
puM, BAIOTCS] B BOAY JIBa COBEPIIIEHHO OJJMHAKOBBIX MbICA, Pa3-
JeIEHHBIX JIAIIb HEIMIMPOKON OYXTOUYKOM.

I lived at West Egg, the well, the less fashionable of the two.
My house was at the very tip of the egg, only fifty yards from
the Sound, and cxarblii between two huge places that rented for
twelve or fifteen thousand a season. OcoOeHHO BeJTMKOIenHa Obl-
Jla BWJUIA cripaBa — it was a factual imitation of some Hotel de
Ville in Normandy with a tower on one side, and a MpaMOpHbIiA
swimming pool, and more than forty acres of lawn and garden.

1
51 bt CTapOXUJIOM, IIEPBOITOCEJICHIIEM, YKa3bIBaTECJIEM JOPOTI.



It was Gatsby's ocobnsik. My house was so tiny that nobody
noticed it, so I had a view of the water, a partial view of my
neighbour's lawn ¥ NpUATHBIM CO3HAHUEM HEMOCPEICTBEHHOIO
cocencTBa MmuuMoHepoB — B all for eighty dollars a month.

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

Her husband was one of those men who reach success at
twenty-one. His family were enormously wealthy but now he left
Chicago and come East in a fashion that rather took your breath
away: for instance, he'd brought nienyto koniomHio of polo ponies
from Lake Forest.

Why they came East I don't know. Teneps 0HM pelvu npoy-
HO OcecTb Ha oflHOM MecTe, said Daisy over the telephone, but
I didn't believe it — I had no sight into Daisy's heart. I had no
sight into Daisy's heart, but Tom would drift on forever seeking
for the dramatic turbulence.

And so it happened that on a warm windy evening I drove
over to East Egg to see two old friends whom I scarcely knew at
all. Their house was even more BeruypHbiii than I expected. Psn
BbicOKMX French windows npopesan gacaj 1o Bceu AJIMHe; ceu-
Yyac OHM ObLIM PACHaxHYThl HABCTPEUY TEIUIOMY BeUepHeMY BET-
py, U CTEeKJIa TUIaMEHeM OTOJIECKaMH 30J10Ta, a B JIBEPSIX, IIH-



poko paccraBuB Horu, and Tom Buchanan in riding clothes was
standing on the front porch.

He changed since his New Haven years. Now he was a man
of thirty c TBepao ouepUeHHBIM PTOM U JIOBOJIBHO HAIMEHHBIMU
Manepamu. Ho B juiie miaBHbIM ObUIH 171232 OT MX OJIECTSIIIEro
JEp3KOro B3IJIsi/Ia BCeraa Kazanock, OyITO OH C yrpo30M MojIaeT-
cs1 Biiepell. DTo ObUIO TeJIO, MOJHOE COKPYIIUTEIbHON CUJIbL, — a
cruel body.

His speaking voice had xpuruislii tenor. M1 njaxe B pasroBo-
p€ C IPUATHBIMU €MY JIIOIbMU B IOJIOCE Yy HErO BCerja Cbliia-
JlaCh HOTKA MPE3PUTEIbHOM OTEUECKOM CHUCXOIUTEIbHOCTH, and
there were men at New Haven who hated his Hpas.

— I've got a nice place here, — he said. — It belonged to
Demaine, the oil man. We'll go inside.

We walked through a high hallway into a bright rosy-coloured
space, e/1Ba 3aKpeIuieHHOE B CTeHaX JI0Ma BHICOKUMU OKHaMH at
either end. The windows were open.

The only completely HenoasuxHbIM object in the room was
an enormous couch on which there were two young women.

The younger of the two was a stranger to me. She was
extended full length at her end of the divan, completely
motionless. The other girl, Daisy, made an attempt to rise, then
she laughed, an absurd, charming little laugh, and I laughed too
and came forward into the room.

— I'm p-paralysed with happiness, — she said.

She laughed again and held my hand for a moment. She



murmured that the surname of the balancing girl was Baker.

At any rate, Miss Baker nodded at me and then quickly tipped
her head back again.

I looked back at my cousin, who began to ask me questions.
I told her how I stopped off in Chicago for a day on my way East,
and how a dozen people sent their love through me.

— Do they miss me? — she cried.

— The city 6e3yTeieH.

— How gorgeous! Let's go back, Tom. Tomorrow! You ought
to see the baby.

—I'd like to.

— She's asleep. She's three years old. Haven't you ever seen
her?

— Never.

— Well, you ought to see her. She's —

Tom Buchanan, GecrniokoitHo OpoAMBIIMN U3 yIjia B yrod,
OCTAHOBUJICS Y TIOJIOKUJT MHE PYKY Ha TUIEYO.

— What are you doing, Nick?

—I'm a bond man.

— Who with?

I told him.

— Never heard of them, — BBICOKOMEPHO YPOHUJI OH.

Mens4 3aaeno.

— You will, — kopoTtko Bo3pa3ui si. — You will if you stay in
the East.

— Oh, I'll stay in the East, don't you worry, — cka3aJ oH, [JISTHYJI



at Daisy u ToTuac e CHOBa TepeBer 1jla3a Ha MeHs1, OyTO TOTO-
BAACh K oTropy. — I'd be a God damned fool to live anywhere else.

At this point Miss Baker said:

— Absolutely!

— 4 Bca kak gepessiiika, — she complained. — HeBo3amMoskHO
CTOJIbKO BPEMEHHU BAJIAThCA Ha JUBAHE.

— Don't look at me, — Daisy said. — I've been trying to get you
to New York all afternoon.

— No, thanks, — said Miss Baker to the four cocktails. — Hu-
KOT'/Ia HE MbI0 HaKaHyHe.

Her host looked at her ¢ HenoBepuem.

— You are!

I looked at Miss Baker, wondering, 4To Takoe el «ygaercs».
I enjoyed looking at her. She was a Xygas, ¢ MaJIbIMU IpyasMU
girl ¢ oueHp npsamon crvHou. It occurred to me now that I saw
her, or a picture of her, somewhere before.

— You live in West Egg, — she remarked. — I know somebody
there.

— I don't know a single.

— You must know Gatsby.

— Gatsby? — Daisy said. — What Gatsby?

I wanted to say that he was my neighbour but dinner was
announced.

— We ought to plan something, — 3eBHys1a Miss Baker, yca-
KMBAsICh 32 CTOJI C TAKUM BUIOM, CJIOBHO OHA YKJIA/IbIBAJIaCh B
HOCTeJb.



— All right, — said Daisy. — What will we plan? — she turned
to me. — What do people plan?

He noxupasice answer, OHa BAPYT € YKacoM YCTaBUJIaCh Ha
CBOU MU3HHELL.

— Look! — she complained. — I hurt it.

— You did it, Tom, — she said o6mxerHo. — I know you didn't
mean to?, but you did do it. That's what I get for marrying Takyio
I'POMA/IHY.

— I hate that word rpomaguny, — cepauro nepedbun Tom. —
Even in kidding.

— I'pomaniuHa, — insisted Daisy.

— I hate that word «rpomaguna», — Tom said.

— I'pomaguna! — ynpsimo noBtopuiia Daisy.

Sometimes she and Miss Baker talked at once, HO B uX Ha-
CMEILTUBOM, OeccofepkaTebHOi OONTOBHE He OBUIO JIETKOCTH.
They were here, and they accepted Tom and me, sumib U3 cBet-
CKOM JTI0OE3HOCTH, CTapasiCh HAC 3aHUMATh UJIA TIOMOTasl HaM 3a-
Humarthb ux. They knew that dinner would be over and a little later
the evening too would be over. Bce 310 6b110 different from the
West, e Bcerjia ¢ BOJIHEHMEM TOPOIUIIIb Beuep, Yac 3a 4acoM
TIOZITOHSISL €0 K KOHILY, KOTOPOTO U K/IeIIb, U OOUIIILCS.

— You make me feel uncivilized, Daisy. Can't you talk about
crops or something?

4l ckazan 3To He Jymasi, poCTo Tak, but my words mpou3Ben
HEOKUIAHHBIN 3PPEKT.

24q 3HAIO, Thl HE HAPOYHO.



— Civilization's going to pieces’, — Tom said angrily. —
Have you read The Rise of the Coloured Empires by this man
Goddard?

— No, — I answered.

—It's a fine book, and everybody ought to read it. Tam npoBo-
JWTCS Takas ujesl, ecii Mbl He OyzieM HacTopoxe, white race. ..
HY, CJIOBOM, €€ MOIJIOTST L[BETHBIE.

— Tom's getting mbiciutenem, — Daisy said. — He reads deep
books with long words in them.

— Well, these books are all scientific, — Bo3pa3ui1 pazapaxkeH-
HO Tom. — This fellow has worked out the whole thing. It's up to
us, OT [JIABEHCTBYIOILIEN pachl, 3aBUCUT He AONYyCTUThb, Will have
control of things.

— We've got to beat them down. — whispered Daisy.

— You ought to live in California... — began Miss Baker, but
Tom interrupted her.

— This idea is that we're Nordics. I am, and you are, and you
are, and...

[Nocne MrHOBEHHOTO KOJIeOaHMUsI OH KUBKOM T'OJIOBBI BKJTIOUIT
u Daisy, 1 OHa TOTYacC ke CHOBa MOJAMUIHYJIa MHE.

— U Bce TO, 4TO cOCTaBIsieT IMBUIIM3AIINIO, CO3/IAHO HAMH —
oh, science and art, and all that. Do you see?

The telephone rang inside and the butler left the xppuibLIO,
Daisy HakJIOHWJIaCh KO MHE.

—I'll tell you a family secret, — she whispered. — It's about the

3 uimsaums naer HACMAapKy.



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, oH ciy’u1 B OTHOM J10-
Me in New York, roe nmenocs a silver service for two hundred
people, — Tak BOT, OH 3aBeioBaj 3TUM cepedpom. C yTpa /10 Be-
Yyepa OH ero YMCTUJI M YUCTUII, U B KOHIIE KOHIIOB Y HETO OT 3TOr0
clieJaJicsl HACMODK. . .

— Things went from bad to worse, — suggested Miss Baker.

— Yes. Things went from bad to worse, until finally he had to
give up his position.

The butler came back and murmured something close to
Tom's ear. Tom HaxMypHJICS, OTOIBUHYJI CBOH CTYII U, HE IIPOU3-
Hecs HU cJioBa, and without a word went inside. Daisy said then:

— I love to see you at my table, Nick. You remind me of a —
of a rose, an absolute rose. Doesn't he? — o6parunack oHa k Miss
Baker 3a mogTBepikaeHHEM.

— An absolute rose?

This was untrue. Suddenly she threw her canderky on the
table and went into the house.

Miss Baker and I exchanged a short glance. I was about to
speak, HO OHa Bcs mogoOpanack Ha CTyle W MPEAOCTEPErawlie
LBIKHYJIA B MOIO CTOpOHY. M3-3a 1BEpU MIyX0 AOHOCHUJICS Yeii-
TO B3BOJIHOBaHHbI royioc, Miss Baker 6e33acteHunBO BCiynim-
BaJach.

— This Mr. Gatsby you spoke of is my neighbour, — I began.

— Don't talk. I want to hear what happens.



— Is something happening? — I asked.

— You mean to say you don't know? — said Miss Baker,
honestly surprised. — I thought everybody knew.

— I don't.

— Why? Tom's got some woman in New York.

— Got some woman?

Miss Baker nodded.

— She might have the decency* not to telephone him at dinner
time. Don't you think?

Tom and Daisy came back.

— Heomoxnoe geno! — Daisy exclaimed.

Then she kept on talking kak HM B yeM He ObiBajsio. But
the phone rang again. Daisy shook her head, and all subjects,
disappeared into air.

Tom and Miss Baker strolled back into the library, a s,
NIPUTBOPSISCH CBETCKU OKMBJIEHHBIM U CJIETKa TYTMM Ha YXO,
I followed Daisy 1ienbio cooOmarnmxcsi 0aJIKOHOB BOKPYT JI0-
Ma, MOKa 3Ta MMPOoryJiKa He puBeJia HaC K HEHTPaJIbHOW BepaHje,
r7ie ObUIO yxe coBceM TeMHo. We sat down there side by side Ha
TUIETeHOM JIMBaHuYuKe. | saw her BoiHeHMe, ¢ KOTOPBIM OHA HE B
ciiax OblIa COBNA/IATh, U MOMBITAJICS OTBJIEYb €€ PacCclpocaMu
about her little girl.

— We don't know each other very well, Nick, — she said. —
Even if we are cousins. You didn't come to my wedding.

— I wasn't back from the war.

4
Morna 61)1, MEXIy NpOYrM, UMETH KAIII0O COBECTH.



— That's true, — she hesitated. — Well, I've had a very bad time,
Nick, u s Tenepb Kak-TO HU BO UTO HE BEPIO.

Cynsa no Bcemy, she had reasons for this. I waited but she
didn't say any more, 1 TOraa st JOBOJILHO OECMIOMOIITHO YXBaTHJI-
Cs1 OISATH 3a CHIACUTENBHYIO TeMy about her daughter.

— I suppose she talks, and... eats, and everything.

— Of course. Listen, Nick; let me tell you what I said when
she was born. Would you like to hear?

— Very much.

— It'll show you a lot. Emie 1 yacy He mpouuio, Kak oHa Io-
siBUJIach Ha ceetT, Tom was God knows where. I woke up nocne
HapKo3a, YyBCTBYs ceOst Bcemu OpOIleHHOW U 3a0bITOM, U cpa3y
e crpocuiia akyuiepky: “A boy or a girl?” U korga ychbliana,
qro a girl, oTBepHynack u 3aruiakana. Then I said:

— All right, — I'said. — I'm glad it's a girl. And I hope she'll be a
fool — that's the best thing a girl can be in this world, a beautiful
little fool.

— You see I think everything's terrible, — npogomkana ona
yoexaeHHo. — Everybody thinks so — maxe camble yMHbIE, ca-
Mble niepenossie moau. And I know. Benp s Be3ne moOsiBana, Bce
BUJIENA, BCe MOMpoOOBasia, — OHA BBI3BIBAIOIIE CBEPKHYJIA I71a3a-
MU, coBceM Kak Tom, u paccMesisiach 3BEHSIUM, MPE3pPUTESIb-
HBIM cMeXoM. — Pa3ouapoBaHHas1, BOT 51 Kakasl.

Tom and Miss Baker sat at either end of the long couch. She
ynTtana emy Beyx «Catepaeli MBHUHT TTOCT».

When we came, she nmpenocreperatonie nogHsia pyky.



— To be continued, — goynTasa oHa.

Then she got up.

— Ten o'clock. Time for this good girl to go to bed.

—Jordan's going to play in the TypHupe tomorrow, — HosicHUJIa
Heisu. — Eil Hy:)kHO exaTrb TyJa ¢ camoro yTpa.

— Oh - you're Jordan Baker!

I knew now why her face was familiar. Her kanpusnas rpu-
Macka JOCTaTOYHO 4acTo MeJibKasia Ha (potorpadusx, ULIIO-
CTpUPYIOIIMX CIOPTUBHYIO XpoHUKY Asheville, Hot Springs and
Palm Beach.

— Good night, — she said softly. — Wake me at eight, won't you.

— If you'll get up.

— I will. Good night, Mr. Carraway. See you.

— Of course you will, — Daisy said. — In fact, I think I'll arrange
a marriage.

— Good night, — called Miss Baker from the stairs. — I haven't
heard a word.

— She's a nice girl, — said Tom after a moment. — HanpacHo
TOJIBKO €l pa3peliaiT BECTH Takylo Opoasuyio life.

— Who oughtn't to? — Daisy asked coldly.

— Her family.

— Her family is one aunt about a thousand years old. Besides,
Nick's going to look after her, aren't you, Nick? She's going to
spend lots of weekends out here this summer. I think the home
influence will be very good for her.

Daisy and Tom looked at each other for a moment in silence.



— Is she from New York? — I asked quickly.

— From Louisville.

— To1 urO, Besla ¢ Hukom Ha Bepanje 3aaylIeBHbIE Pa3roBO-
pb1? — asked Tom suddenly.

— Did I? — she looked at me. — I can't remember, but I think
we talked about the Nordic race.

— Don't believe everything you hear, Nick, — he advised me.

A few minutes later I got up to go home. As I started my motor
Daisy called:

— Wait!

— 41 3a0bu1a CIIPOCUTD OTHY BaXKHYIO Belllb. MBI CJIBIIIAIH, YTO
y TebsI Tam, JIoma, ecThb bride.

— Kuneera. $1 camikom poor, 9To0bl JKEHUTHCS.

— But we heard, — HacrauBana [lei3u; K MOEMY YAUBJICHUIO,
OHa OMSATH CJIOBHO BCS paciiBesia. — MBI CIBIIIAIN OT TPEX pa3-
HBIX JIIOJEN, SO it must be true.

A ormaHOo knew, 0 yeM UeT pedb, HO JIEJI0 B TOM, YTO y MEHSI
B CaMOM [ieJie He OblJIo0 HuKaKkou bride.

4 611 TpOHYT paaymiHeiM puemoM Daisy and Tom, naxe ux
60rarcTBo Tenepb Kak OyATO MEHbIIEe OTIAISUIO UX OT MEHs, —
nevertheless, o nopore gomoii I was confused.

When I reached my estate at West Egg, s nocraBun car nopa
HaBEC U MPHUCeST Ha 3apXKaBJICHHYI0 Ta30HOKOCHIIKY, BAJISIBIITYIO-
cs1 32 JOMOM. MHMMO YepHBIM CUTySTOM B rOJIyOM3HE MPOKPaIach
cat, 1 noBepHy ronoBy eil Bciien and I saw that I was not alone
— fifty feet away a figure was standing and cmoTpen Ha cepe6psi-



HblE IEPYMHKU 3Be3]1. HenprHyXJeHHOE CIIOKOMCTBUE €r0 MO3bl,
YBEPEHHOCTb, C KOTOPOU €r0 HOTY ITPUMMHAJIM TpaBy Ha ras3o-
He, MoJcKa3aan MHe, uto Mr. Gatsby Beiles NpukvHyTh, Kakas
YacThb HAILIETO YICT-3ITCKOro HeOa Mo MpaBy MPUYUTAETCS EMY.



Konen 03HaKOMUTEJLHOI'O
¢dparmenra.

Tekct npegocraBieH OO0 «Jlurpec».

[IpounTaiiTe STy KHUTY LIEJIMKOM, KYIIUB TOJIHYIO JIETATbHYIO
Bepcuio Ha Jlurpec.

Be3ormacHo oriaTuTh KHATY MOKHO OaHKOBCKOH KapToit Visa,
MasterCard, Maestro, co cuyera MOOMJIBHOTO TesiehOHa, C TiIa-
Te)KHOro TepMmuHaia, B cajoHe MTC wmm Cesa3HoOHM, uepe3
PayPal, WebMoney, Aunexc./lensru, QIWI Komenek, 60Hyc-
HBIMU KapTaMu WK APYTUM YI0OHBIM Bam crioco6om.
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