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But all this part of it seemed remote and 

unessential. I found myself on Gatsby’s 

side, and alone. 

At first I was surprised and confused; 

then, as he lay in his house and didn’t 

move or breathe or speak, hour upon 

hour, it grew upon me that I was 

responsible, because no one else was 
interested—interested, I mean, with that 

intense personal interest to which every 

one has some vague right at the end. 

It was Gatsby’s father, a solemn old 

man, very helpless and dismayed, 

bundled up in a long cheap ulster 

against the warm September day. His 

eyes leaked continuously with 

excitement, and when I took the bag 

and umbrella from his hands he began 

to pull so incessantly at his sparse gray 

beard that I had difficulty in getting off 

his coat. 

After that I felt a certain shame for 

Gatsby—one gentleman to whom I 

telephoned implied that he had got what 

he deserved. However, that was my 

fault, for he was one of those who used 

to sneer most bitterly at Gatsby on the 

courage of Gatsby’s liquor, and I should 

have known better than to call him. 

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 

sought admiration from my eyes. He 

had shown it so often that I think it was 

more real to him now than the house 

itself. 

I’d never seen him since then. I don’t 

know how he knew about the funeral, or 

even his name. The rain poured down 
his thick glasses, and he took them off 

and wiped them to see the protecting 

canvas unrolled from Gatsby’s grave. 

West Egg, especially, still figures in my 

more fantastic dreams. I see it as a 

night scene by El Greco: a hundred 

houses, at once conventional and 

grotesque, crouching under a sullen, 

overhanging sky and a lustreless moon. 

In the foreground four solemn men in 

dress suits are walking along the 

sidewalk with a stretcher on which lies a 

drunken woman in a white evening 

dress. Her hand, which dangles over the 

side, sparkles cold with jewels. Gravely 

the men turn in at a house—the wrong 

house. But no one knows the woman’s 

name, and no one cares. 
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That’s my Middle West—not the wheat 

or the prairies or the lost Swede towns, 

but the thrilling returning trains of my 

youth, and the street lamps and sleigh 

bells in the frosty dark and the shadows 

of holly wreaths thrown by lighted 

windows on the snow. 

Most of the big shore places were closed 

now and there were hardly any lights 

except the shadowy, moving glow of a 

ferryboat across the Sound. And as the 

moon rose higher the inessential houses 

began to melt away until gradually I 

became aware of the old island here that 

flowered once for Dutch sailors’ eyes—a 

fresh, green breast of the new world. 

She was dressed to play golf, and I 

remember thinking she looked like a 

good illustration, her chin raised a little 

jauntily, her hair the color of an autumn 
leaf, her face the same brown tint as the 

fingerless glove on her knee. When I 

had finished she told me without 

comment that she was engaged to 

another man. I doubted that, though 

there were several she could have 

married at a nod of her head, but I 

pretended to be surprised. 

I couldn’t forgive him or like him, but I 

saw that what he had done was, to him, 

entirely justified. It was all very careless 

and confused. They were careless 

people, Tom and Daisy—they smashed 

up things and creatures and then 

retreated back into their money or their 

vast carelessness, or whatever it was 

that kept them together, and let other 

people clean up the mess they had 

made. . . . 

And as I sat there brooding on the old, 

unknown world, I thought of Gatsby’s 

wonder when he first picked out the 

green light at the end of Daisy’s dock. 

He had come a long way to this blue 

lawn, and his dream must have seemed 

so close that he could hardly fail to 

grasp it. He did not know that it was 

already behind him, somewhere back in 

that vast obscurity beyond the city, 

where the dark fields of the republic 

rolled on under the night. 

Gatsby believed in the green light, the 

orgastic future that year by year recedes 

before us. It eluded us then, but that’s 

no matter—to-morrow we will run faster, 

stretch out our arms farther. . . . And 

one fine morning—— 

So we beat on, boats against the 

current, borne back ceaselessly into the 

past. 

 


