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The Great
Gatsby

Francis Scott Fitzgerald



Predmluva

Americky spisovatel Francis Scott Fitzgerald (1896 — 1940) ve
svém uspésném romanu Velky Gatsby (1925) z velké Casti uplatiiuje
autobiografické prvky. Stejn€ jako hlavni hrdina Jay Gatsby se
i Fitzgerald snazil vydélat hodné€ penéz, aby se mohl ozenit s vySe
postavenou Zeldou Sayreovou, kterou potkal pfi vojenské sluzbé.
Stejné jako vypravec Nick Carraway i Fitzgerald vstoupil v prubéhu
1. svétové valky do armady a stejn€ jako on pozdé€ji postupné
zjistuje, ze to, co ho pfitahovalo a pohdnélo k vykonu, vlastné
nenavidi.

Velky Gatsby mize slouzit jako kronika dvacétych let minulého
stoleti — Jazzového véku, Rvoucich dvacatych, & obdobi umélct
Ztracené generace, kam byva zafazovan i Fitzgerald. Americka
ekonomika tehdy zavratné vzrlstala, diky prohibici se dafilo
paSerakiim alkoholu, ktefi se takika ptes noc stali milionafi, novou
high society. Zdalo se, ze americky sen, kdy kdokoliv se mohl
vlastni pili stat tim, kym chtél, a byt §t'astny, maji vSichni na dosah.
Fitzgerald vSak ve svém roméanu poukazuje na silu materialismu,
neuspokojujici chamtivost a moralni prazdnotu, které tento vek
piinasel.



Roman se nejdrive piili§ neprodéaval a ani neziskal kladné kritiky.
F. S. Fitzgerald zemfiel pomérné¢ mlady na infarkt s védomim, ze
neni moc dobry spisovatel. Teprve v prubéhu 2. svétové valky
ziskala kniha na vyznamu a nyni uz byva zafazovana mezi klasicka
dila a nejlepsi romany viibec. Pfibéh se dockal mnoha zpracovani,
z téch filmovych si jisté vzpomenete na Roberta Redforda (1974) ¢i
nejnovejSiho Leonarda DiCapria (2013) vroli Jaye Gatsbyho.

Vy si miiZete piecist pfibéh v plivodnim jazyce, 1 kdyZ se necitite
v anglictin€ pfili§ pevni v kramflecich. Text jsme zjednodusili a pfi-
dali k nému cesky zrcadlovy pieklad. V publikaci také najdete
jazykové komentére, piehled zékladni anglické gramatiky a CD
s namluvenym ptibéhem.

Ptejeme pekné poctent,

Tym Angli¢tina.com
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When I returned from the East last autumn, I wanted the
world to be a moral place. I did not want more wild outings with rare
glimpses into the human heart. Only Gatsby was exempt from this
desire — Gatsby, who represented everything I scorn. He had an
extraordinary gift for hope which I have never seen before. I do not
expectto see itagain. Gatsby turned out all right at the end; it was the
people around him that depressed me.

My family, the Carraways, are from the Midwest. I graduated
college and left to fight in the Great War. When I returned, the
Middle West felt like the end of the world. So I decided to go East
and learn the bond business. Father agreed to give me money for the
first year I was away. I came East, permanently I thought, in the
spring of 1922.

I rented a house outside the city, in one of the strangest communities
in North America. It was on that slender, wild island east of New
York. It has two unusual formations of land: eggs. The land looks
exactly like two identical eggs, separated by a bay.

I lived at West Egg, the less fashionable of the two. My house was
between two huge and expensive houses. The one on my right was
colossal. It had a tower on one side, a marble swimming pool, and
more than forty' acres of lawn and garden. It was Gatsby’s mansion.

Across the bay, the houses of fashionable East Egg looked like
palaces. The story of that summer really begins on the evening
I drove over there to have dinner with the Buchanans. Daisy was my
second cousin, and I’d known Tom in college. And just after the war
I spent two days with them in Chicago.

Tom had been one of the most powerful athletes that ever played
football at New Haven College. Everything after that was a
disappointment. His family was very wealthy and the way he spent
money was disgusting.

I drove to see them on a warm windy evening. Their house was even
more elaborate than I expected, and Tom Buchanan was standing on
the front porch.



KdyZjsem se vratil minulého podzimu z Vychodu, ptal jsem
si, aby svét byl mistem moralnich zasad. Nechtél jsem dalsi divoké
vylety s jen vzacnymi zablesky do lidského srdce. Jediné Gatsby se
této mé touze vymykal — Gatsby, ktery predstavoval vSechno, ¢im
pohrdam. M¢él neobycejny dar doufat, dar, jaky jsem nikdy predtim
nevidél. A neocekdvam, ze ho jeste nekdy uvidim. Gatsby se
nakonec ukdazal fajn, to jen lidé kolem néj mé deprimovali.

Ma rodina, Carrawayovi, pochazi ze Stfedozapadu. Ukoncil jsem
studia a Sel jsem bojovat do Velké valky. Kdyz jsem se vratil,
Stfedozapad mi ptipadal jako konec svéta. Rozhodl jsem se tedy jet
na Vychod a naucit se obchodovat s dluhopisy. Otec souhlasil, Zze mi
na prvni rok, co budu pry¢, da penize. Na Vychod jsem pfrisel, jak
jsem myslel nastalo, vroce 1922.

Pronajal jsem si domek za méstem v jedné z nejpodivnéjSich obci
v Severni Americe. Bylo to na tom uzkém divokém ostrové na
vychod od New Yorku. Ostrov ma neobvykly tvar — vejce. Zemé
vypada ptesné jako dvé identicka vejce rozdélena zatokou.

Bydlel jsem v Zapadnim Vejci, v tom méné popularnim ze dvou.
Muj domek stal mezi dvéma obrovskymi a drahymi domy. Ten
napravo ode mé byl kolosédlni. Na jedné stran¢ byla véz, bazén
z mramoru a vice nez Ctyficet akri travniku a zahrady. To bylo
Gatsbyho sidlo.

Na druhé stran¢ zatoky byly domy moédniho Vychodniho Vejce,
které¢ vypadaly jako palace. Ptibeh toho 1éta vskutku zacina ten
vecer, kdy jsem tam jel, abych povecetel s Buchananovymi. Daisy
byla ma vzdalena sestienice a Toma jsem znal ze Skoly. A kratce po
valce jsem s nimi stravil dva dny v Chicagu.

Tom byl jednim z nejvyraznéjsich sportovcet, kteii kdy hrali fotbal
na New Havenské univerzit€¢. Kdokoliv po ném byl zklaméanim.
Jeho rodina byla velmi bohata a zpiisob, jakym utracel penize, byl
odpuzujici.

Jel jsem k nim na navstévu jednoho teplého vétrného vecera. Jejich
dim byl jesté honosnéjsi, nez jsem ¢ekal, a Tom Buchanan stal na
predni verandg¢.



He was a sturdy man of thirty with a hard, haughty mouth. Two
arrogant eyes gave him the appearance of always leaning
aggressively forward. His body was powerful and cruel.

His speaking voice was a harsh tenor. There was a hint of contempt
in it, even toward people he liked. We were never close, but I think
he always approved of me and wanted me to like him.

We talked for a few minutes on the sunny porch, then went into a
bright room. There was an enormous couch on which two young
women sat.

The younger of the two was a stranger to me. She was motionless,
with her chinraised a little.

The other girl, Daisy, leaned forward, then laughed. I laughed too
and came forward.

“I’m paralyzed with happiness.” She laughed again, and held my
hand for a moment. She murmured that the surname of the other girl
was Baker.

Miss Baker nodded at me very slightly.

I looked back at my cousin, who began to ask me questions in her
low, thrilling voice.

I told her I had stopped’ in Chicago for a day on my way East, and
that a dozen people had sent her their love.

“Do they miss me?” she cried.
“The whole town is desolate.”

“How gorgeous! Let’s go back, Tom. Tomorrow!” Then she added:
“You ought to see the baby.”

“I’dliketo.”
“She’s asleep. She’s three years old. Haven’t you ever seen her?”
“Never.”

“Well, you ought to see her. She’s -



Byl to statny tficatnik s tvrdymi povySenymi usty. Arogantni oci
vzdy plsobily, jakoby se uto¢né naklanél doptedu. Jeho télo bylo
silné a kruté.

Mluvil drsnym tenorem, ve kterém byl naznak opovrzeni, i lidmi,
které mél rad. Nikdy jsme si nebyli blizci, ale myslim, Ze jsem byl

pro néj piijatelny a chtél, abych ho mél rad.

Péar minut jsme si povidali na sluncem prozéiené verand¢ a pak jsme
Sli do prosvétleného pokoje. Byla tam obrovska pohovka, na které
sed€ly dvé mladé zeny.

Tumladsi jsem neznal. Nehybala se a méla lehce zdvizenou bradu.

Ta dalsi divka, Daisy, se naklonila a pak se zasmala. Ja se také
zasmal a vykrocil doptedu.

»Jsem paralyzovana Stéstim.“ Znovu se zasmala a na chvilku
podrzela mou ruku. Zamumlala, Ze ta druhd divka se jmenuje
Bakerova.

Sle¢na Bakerova lehce pokyvla mym smérem.

Podival jsem se zpatky na svou sestienici, kterd se mé zacala
vyptavat svym tichym rozechvélym hlasem.

Rekl jsem ji, Ze jsem se cestou na Vychod zastavil na den v Chicagu
azejipozdravuje tucet lidi.

,»Styska se jim po mné?* zvolala.

,»Celémésto je skleslé.”

»Jak naddherné! Vratme se, Tome. Zitra!*“ Pak dodala: ,,M¢&l bys
vidét dite.”

,»Radbych.*

»Spi. Jsoujitiiroky. Tys jijesté nevidel?*

,»Nikdy.*

,» Lak to bys jimél vidét. Je—



Tom Buchanan, who had been hovering about the room, stopped
and rested his hand on my shoulder.

“What are you doing, Nick?”

“I’'mabond man.”

“Who with?”

[told him.

“Never heard of them,” he remarked decisively.

This annoyed me.

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

“Oh, I'll stay in the East, don’t you worry,” he said, glancing at
Daisy and then back at me. “I’d be a damned fool to live anywhere
else.”

At this point Miss Baker said: “Absolutely!” with such suddenness
that I jumped. She yawned and stood up.

“I’m stiff,” she complained, “I’ve been lying on that sofa for as long
as [ canremember.”

“Don’t look at me,” Daisy retorted, “I’ve been trying to get you to
New York all afternoon.”

Tom offered her a cocktail. “No, thanks,” said Miss Baker, “I’m in
training.”

Tom looked at her in disbelief and drank his own down in one gulp.

I looked at Miss Baker. I enjoyed looking at her. She was a slender
girl who stood straight up with her shoulders thrown back. It
occurred to me that [ had seen her somewhere before.

“You live in West Egg,” she remarked contemptuously. “You must
know Gatsby.”

“Gatsby?” demanded Daisy.
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Tom Buchanan, ktery pfechazel po mistnosti, se zastavil a polozil
mi ruku narameno.

,,Co délas, Nicku?*

»Delam v dluhopisech.*

»S kym?“

Rekl jsem mu to.

,O téch jsem nikdy neslySel, poznamenal rozhodné.

To mé rozzlobilo.

VIV ¢

»Jesté uslysis, odpovédel jsem. ,,Uslysis, jestli ztistanes na Vycho-
de.«

.0, na Vychodé zistanu, to se neboj,” fekl a mrknul po Daisy
a zpatky na mé. ,,Byl bych zatraceny blazen, kdyby Sel bydlet kam-
koliv jinam.*

"C

Tady sle¢na Bakerova fekla: ,,Rozhodné
skocil. Zivlaapostavila se.

tak nahle, ze jsem nad-

»Jsem celd zdieveénéld,* st€zovala si, ,,lezim na té pohovce, kam mi
az pamét’ saha.*

,»Na me se nedivej,” odpovédéla Daisy, ,,celé odpoledne jsem se té
snazila dostat do New Yorku.*

Tom ji nabidl koktejl. ,,Ne, diky,” fekla slecna Bakerova, ,,jsem
v tréninku.

Tom se na ni nevéeticné podival a vypil sviij koktail jednim lokem.

Podival jsem se na slecnu Bakerovou. Libilo se mi se na ni divat.
Byla to stihla divka, ktera stdla rovng, s rameny stréenymi dozadu.
Zdalo se mi, Zze jsem ji uz nékde predtim vidél.

,»Vy bydlite v Zapadnim Vejci,” poznamenala opovrzlive. ,,To
musite znat Gatsbyho.*

,»Gatsbyho?* zeptala se Daisy.
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Before I could reply that he was my neighbor, dinner was
announced. Wedging his tense arm under mine, Tom Buchanan
pushed me from the room.

With their hands on their hips, the two young women led us to a
porch, open toward the sunset. Four candles flickered on the table.

“Why candles?” said Daisy, frowning. “In two weeks it’ll be the
longest day in the year.” Then her eyes focused on her little finger.

“Look!” she complained; “I hurtit.”
We all looked —the knuckle was black and blue.

“You did it, Tom,” she said. “I know you didn’t mean to, but you
DID do it. That’s what I get for marrying a brute of a man, a great,
big, hulking—"

“I'hate that word hulking,” objected Tom, “even in kidding.”
“Hulking,” insisted Daisy.

After two glasses of very nice wine, I confessed: “You make me feel
uncivilized, Daisy. Can’t you talk about crops or something?”

“Civilization’s going to pieces,” said Tom violently. “I’ve become a
pessimist about things. Have you read ‘The Rise of the Colored
Empires’ by Goddard?”

“No,” I answered, surprised by his tone.

“Well, it’s a fine book, and everybody should read it. He says if
we’re not careful the white race will be pushed down. It’s all
scientific.”

“Tom’s getting very profound,” said Daisy. “He reads deep books
with long words in them. What was that word we —"

“These books are all scientific,” insisted Tom. “Goddard says it’s up
to us, the dominant race, to watch out or these other races will gain
control.”

“We’ve gotto’ beat them down,” whispered Daisy.

12



Nez jsem mohl odpovédét, ze je to muj soused, byla ohlaSena
vecefe. Tom Buchanan zaklesl svou napjatou pazi do mé a vystr¢il
mé z pokoje.

S rukama na bocich nas ty dvé mladé Zeny vedly na verandu,
otevienou smerem k zapadajicimu slunci. Na stole poblikédvaly ¢tyfi
svicky.

,»Pro¢ svicky?* fekla Daisy a zamracila se. ,,Za dva tydny bude
nejdelsiden vroce.* Pak se jeji o¢i zametily na malicek.
»Podivejte!““ stézovalasi, ,,Je poranény.*

VSsichni jsme se podivali—kloub bylo cernomodry.

,» 1o jsiudélal ty, Tome,* fekla. ,,Vim, zes to neud¢lal schvalng, ale
OPRAVDU jsi to udélal. To mam za to, ze jsem si vzala surového
muze, obrovského, velkého, hromotluka —

,Nenavidim slovo hromotluk,* protestoval Tom, ,,i kdyz je to jen
zlegrace.*

,Hromotluk,trvala na svém Daisy.

Po dvou sklenicich velmi dobrého vina jsem se piiznal: ,,Citim se
diky tobé€ necivilizovany, Daisy. Nemuze$s mluvit o trod¢ nebo tak
néco?*

,»Civilizace se rozpadd,“ ozval se Tom prudce. ,,Stal se v tomhle ze
m¢é pesimista. Cetl jsi , Vzestup barevnych impérii‘ od Goddarda?*

,»Ne,“ odpovedél jsem, piekvapeny jeho tonem.

,No, je to dobra kniha a kazdy by si ji mél pre¢ist. Rika, Ze jestli
nebudeme opatrni, bild rasa bude potlacena. VSechno to je
z védeckého pohledu.*

,,Z Toma se stava myslitel,* fekla Daisy. ,,Cte hlubokomysIné knihy
s dlouhymi slovy. Co to bylo za slovo, jak jsme —*

»Jsou to védecké knihy, trval na svém Tom. ,,Goddard tika, ze
zalezi nanas, dominantni rase, abychom to ohlidali, jinak tyhle dalsi
rasy prevezmou kontrolu.*

»Musime je srazit, zaSeptala Daisy.
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“You ought to live in California —” began Miss Baker, but Tom
interrupted her.

“This idea is that we’re Nordics. And we’ve produced all the things
that make civilization —science and art, and all that. Do you see?”

The telephone rang inside and the butler left the porch. Daisy leaned
toward me.

“I’ll tell you a family secret,” she whispered. “It’s about the butler’s
nose. Do you want to hear about the butler’s nose?”’

“That’s why I came over to-night.”

“Well, he wasn’t always a butler; he used to be the silver polisher for
some people in New York. He had to polish it from morning till
night, until finally it began to affect his nose -

“Things got worse,” said Miss Baker.
“Yes. Things got worse, until he had to give up his position.”

The butler came back and murmured something in Tom’s ear. Tom
frowned and went inside. His absence bothered Daisy, and she
leaned forward again.

“I love to see you at my table, Nick. You remind me of a rose.
Doesn’the?” She turned to Miss Baker: “Arose?”

This was untrue. I am not like a rose. Suddenly she threw her napkin
on the table and went into the house.

Miss Baker and I glanced at each other. I was about to speak when
she sat up and said “Sh!” A quiet, passionate voice was audible from
the next room. Miss Baker leaned forward, trying to hear. The voice
was barely understandable. It rose and fell, then stopped.

“This Mr. Gatsby you spoke of is my neighbor— "I said.
“Don’ttalk. I want to hear what happens.”

“Is something happening?” I inquired.

14



,,ME¢li byste zit v Kalifornii — zacala sle¢na Bakerova, ale Tom ji
prerusil.
,V knize se uvazuje o tom, Ze jsme nordickd rasa. A my vytvotili

vSechno, co dé€la civilizaci civilizaci — védu a uméni a to vSechno.
Chapete?*

Vevniti zazvonil telefon a komornik odesel z verandy. Daisy se ke
mn¢ naklonila.

»Reknu ti rodinné tajemstvi,” zaseptala. ,,Tyka se komornikova
nosu. Chces slyset o komornikové nosu?*

,»Proto jsem dnes vecer piijel.*

,» lakZe, on nebyl vzdycky komornikem. Byval lesti¢em stiibra u né-
jakych lidi v New Yorku. Musel lestit od rana do vecera, az se mu to
nakonec vrazilo do nosu—*

v

»Abylotojeste horsi, fekla slecna Bakerova.
,»Ano. Bylo to jesté horsi, az se nakonec musel své prace vzdat.*

Komornik se vratil a zaseptal néco Tomovi do ucha. Tom se zamra-
¢il a Sel dovnitt. Jeho nepiitomnost Daisy rozrusila a opét se naklo-
nila doptedu.

»Rada t€ u svého stolu vidim, Nicku. Pfipominas$ mi razi. Ze ano?*
otocila se nasle¢nu Bakerovou: ,,Ruzi?*

To nebyla pravda. Nejsem jako rize. Nahle odhodila ubrousek na
stiil a odesla do domu.

Sle¢na Bakerova a ja jsme na sebe kratce pohlédli. Chystal jsem se
néco fict, kdyz se posadila a fekla: ,,Pst!*“ Z vedlejsiho pokoje bylo
slySet tltumeny vasnivy hlas. Sle¢na Bakerova se naklonila a snazila
se poslouchat. Hlasu nebylo témét rozumét. Stoupal a klesal a pak
prestal.

,lenhle pan Gatsby, o kterém jste mluvila, je mtij soused — fekl
jsem.

,Nemluvte. Chci slySet, co se stane.*

»D¢je senéco?* dotazoval jsem se.

15



“You mean you don’t know?” said Miss Baker, surprised. “I thought
everybody knew.”

“Idon’t.”

“Why —” she said hesitantly, “Tom’s got some woman in New
York.”

“Got some woman?” I repeated blankly.
Miss Baker nodded.

“She should have the decency not to call him at dinner time. Don’t
you think?”

Tom and Daisy came back to the table then.

Daisy looked at Miss Baker and then at me and said, “I looked
outdoors, and it’s very romantic. There’s a bird on the lawn singing
away. It’s romantic, isn’t it, Tom?”

“Very romantic,” he said, then said to me: “If it’s light enough after
dinner, I want to take you down to the stables.”

The telephone rang inside and Daisy shook her head at Tom. We all
became silent.

Tom and Miss Baker strolled back into the library while I followed
Daisy to the front porch. We sat down.

Daisy looked very upset, so I asked about her little girl. I hoped it
would calm her.

“We don’t know each other very well, Nick,” she said suddenly.
“Well, I’ve had a very bad time, Nick, and I’m pretty cynical about
everything.”

I waited but she didn’t say any more, and after a moment I asked
about her daughter again. “I suppose she talks, and — eats, and
everything.”

“Oh, yes. Listen, Nick; let me tell you what I said when she was
born. Would you like to hear?”

“Very much.”

16



,Chcete fict, Ze o tom nevite?* fekla slecna Bakerova prekvapeng¢.
»Myslela jsem, Ze o tom vi kazdy.*

,LJane.

»INo—“fekla vahavée, ,,Tom ma v New Yorku néjakou zenskou.
»Manéjakou zenskou?*‘ opakoval jsem bez vyrazu.

Sle¢na Bakerova piikyvla.

,»M¢&la by mit alesponi dost sluSnosti, aby mu nevolala pfi vecefi.
Nemyslite?*

V tom se ke stolu vratili Tom a Daisy.

Daisy se podivala na sle¢nu Bakerovou a pak na mé a fekla: ,,Byla
jsem se podivat venku a je to tam velmi romantické. Na travniku je
ptacek a zpiva. Neni to romantické, Tome?*

,»Velmi romantické,” fekl a pak se obratil na mé: ,,Jestli bude po
vecefi dost svétla, ukazu ti staje.*

Uvniti zazvonil telefon a Daisy na Toma zavrtéla hlavou. VSichni
ztichli.

Tom a slecna Bakerova se pomalu vratili zpét do knihovny, zatimco
ja Sel za Daisy na predni verandu. Posadili jsme se.

Daisy vypadala velmi rozrusené, a tak jsem se ji zeptal na hol¢icku.
Doufal jsem, zZe ji to uklidni.

.My dva se moc dobie nezname, Nicku,* fekla ndhle. ,,No, mam se
dost Spatné, Nicku, a vSechno vidim dost cynicky.*

Cekal jsem, ale vic toho nefekla. Po chvilce jsem se znova zeptal na
jejidcerku. ,,Pfedpokladdm, Ze mluvi aji a tak vSechno.*

.0, ano. Poslouchej, Nicku, povim ti, co jsem fekla, kdyZ se
narodila. Chtél bys to slySet?*

,Mocrad.”
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“It’1l show you how I’ve gotten to feel about — things. Well, she was
less than an hour old and Tom was gone somewhere. I woke up and
felt abandoned. I asked the nurse if it was a boy or a girl. She told me
it was a girl, and I wept. ‘All right,’ I said, ‘I hope she’ll be a fool —
that’s the best thing a girl can be in this world, a beautiful little
fool.””

“I think everything’s terrible,” she went on. “Everybody thinks so —
the most advanced people. And [ KNOW. I’ve been everywhere and
seen everything and done everything. Sophisticated! I'm
sophisticated!”

I knew she was insincere’. It made me uneasy. I waited, and in a
moment she looked at me with a smirk on her lovely face.

The lights went on inside. Tom and Miss Baker sat at either end of
the long couch and she read aloud to him from the SATURDAY
EVENING POST.

When we came in, she stood up.
“Ten o’clock,” she remarked. “Time for this good girl to go to bed.”

“Jordan’s going to play in the tournament to-morrow,” explained
Daisy, “over at Westchester.”

“Oh—you’re Jordan BAKER.”

I knew now why her face was familiar — its contemptuous
expression had looked out at me from many sports magazines. [ had
heard some unpleasant story of her too, but had forgotten it.

“Good night,” she said softly. “Wake me at eight. Good night, Mr.
Carraway. See you soon.”

“Of course you will,” confirmed Daisy. “In fact I think I’ll arrange a
marriage. Come over often, Nick.”

“Good night,” called Miss Baker from the stairs. “I haven’t heard a
word.”

“She’s anice girl,” said Tom after a moment. “They shouldn’t let her
run around the country this way.”

18



»Ukazu ti, jak jsem se zacala divat na — véci. Tedy, nebyla ji ani
jedna hodina a Tom byl nékde pry¢. Vzbudila jsem se a citila se
opusténa. Zeptala jsem se sestry, jestli je to chlapec nebo holc¢icka.
Rekla mi, Ze hol¢icka, a ja se rozbrecela. ,Dobfe, fekla jsem,
,doufam, ze bude hloupouckd — to je to nejlepsi, ¢im dévce mize
v tomhle svéte byt, krasny maly hlupacek.

,»Myslim, Ze v§echno je stra§né,” pokracovala. ,,VSichni si to mysli
— ti nejpokrocilejsi lidé. A ja to VIM. VSude jsem byla a vSechno
jsemvidé€laadé€lala. Svétaznala! Ja jsem svétaznala!“

VéEdél jsem, Ze je neupfimna. Byl jsem z toho nesvij. Cekal jsem
aza okamzik se namé podivala s uSklebkem na pékné tvaticce.

Uvnitf se rozsvitila svétla. Tom a sle¢na Bakerova sedéli kazdy na
jednom konci dlouhé pohovky a ona mu nahlas pfedcitala ze
SATURDAY EVENING POST.

Kdyz jsme vesli, postavila se.

»Deset hodin,” poznamenala. ,,Cas, aby tahle hodnd hol¢icka §la
spat.“

»Jordan mazitra turnaj, vysvétlila Daisy, ,,ve Westchesteru.*

,JAch—vy jste Jordan BAKEROVA

Ted’ jsem pochopil, pro¢ mi jeji tvar byla povédoma — ten pohrdavy
vyraz na me¢ koukal z mnoha sportovnich ¢asopisi. Také jsem o ni
slysel n¢jakou neptijemnou historku, ale uzjsem ji zapomnel.
»Dobrounoc, fekla mékce. ,,Vzbud'te me¢ v osm. Dobrou noc, pane
Carrawayi. Brzy se uvidime.*

»Samoziejme, Ze ano,” potvrdila Daisy. ,,Vlastné si myslim, Ze
domluvim svatbu. Chod’ sem ¢asto, Nicku.*

»Dobrou noc,* volala slecna Bakerova ze schodii. ,,Neslysela jsem
ani slovo.

»Je to milé dévce,” fekl Tom po chvili. ,,Neméli by ji takhle nechat
pobihat po svéte.
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“Who shouldn’t?” inquired Daisy.
“Her family.”

“Her family is one aunt about a thousand years old. Besides, Nick’s
going to look after her. She’s going to spend lots of week-ends here
this summer. It will be good for her.”

“Is she from New York?” I asked.

“From Louisville. We both lived there in our white girlhood. Our
beautiful white -

“Did you give Nick a little heart to heart talk on the veranda?”
demanded Tom suddenly.

“Did I?”” She looked at me. “I can’t seem to remember, but I think we
talked about the Nordic race -

“Don’tbelieve everything you hear, Nick,” he advised me.

I said that I had heard nothing, and a few minutes later I got up to go
home. They came to the door with me and stood side by side. As
I started my motor Daisy called: “Wait! I forgot to ask you
something. We heard you were engaged to a girl out West.”

“That’s right,” said Tom.
“It’snot true. I’'m too poor.”

“But we heard it,” insisted Daisy. “We heard it from three people, so
itmust be true.”

I wasn’t engaged. The gossip was one of the reasons I had come
East. I didn’t want to stop dating an old friend because of rumors,
but I refused to marry because of rumors.

I was disgusted as I drove away. I thought Daisy ought to take her
child and rush out of the house — but apparently she did not plan to.
As for Tom, the fact that he “had some woman in New York™ was
less surprising than that he had been depressed by a book.
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,Kdo by nemél?* ptala se Daisy.

,Jejirodina.*

»Jeji rodina je jedna teta, které je asi tisic let. Kromé toho, Nick se
oni postara. Stravi tu v 1ét¢€ spoustu vikendii. Bude to pro ni dobré.*
»JezNew Yorku?* zeptal jsem se.

,»Z Lousville. Ob¢€ jsme tam Zily v dobé naSeho nevinného mladi.
Naseho prekrasného nevinného —¢

»Promluvila jsi Nickovi na verand¢ do duSe?* chtél néhle védet
Tom.

,Promluvila jsem?“ podivala se na mé¢. ,,Nevzpominam si, ale mys-
lim, Ze jsme mluvili o nordické rase —

,,Never vsemu, co slysis, Nicku,* poradil mi.

Rekl jsem, Ze jsem nic neslysel, a o par minut pozdéji jsem vstal, Ze
pojedu domt. Sli se mnou ke dvetim a stali vedle sebe. KdyzZ jsem
nastartoval, Daisy zavolala: ,,Pockej! Zapomnéla jsem se t€ na néco
zeptat. SlySeli jsme, Ze ses na Zapadé zasnoubil .

,» 1o jepravda,*tekl Tom.
,Neni to pravda. Jsem pfili§ chudy.*

,»Ale my to slySeli,* trvala na svém Daisy. ,,SlySeli jsme to od tii lidi,
tak to musi byt pravda.*

Nebyl jsem zasnoubeny. Pomluvy byly jednim z divodi, pro€ jsem
pfiSel na Vychod. Nechtél jsem piestat kvili klepim chodit se
starou znamou, ale odmitl jsem se kvtili kleptim ozenit.

Byl jsem znechucen, kdyz jsem odjizd¢€l pryc. Myslel jsem si, ze by
Daisy méla vzit dité a utéct z domu, ale o€ividné to neplanovala. Co

se tyce Toma, fakt, ze ,,ma v New Yorku né&jakou Zenskou* mé
prekvapil méné nez to, ze ho deprimuje néjaka kniha.
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When I reached West Egg I parked the car and sat for a while in the
yard. The shadow of a cat appeared and, turning my head to watch
it, I saw that [ was not alone. Fifty feet away someone had emerged
from my neighbor’s mansion and was standing with his hands in his
pockets, looking at the stars. I guessed it was Mr. Gatsby himself.

I didn’t call to him. He seemed content to be alone. Suddenly he
stretched out his arms toward the dark water. He was trembling.
I glanced toward the sea and saw only a single green light, far away.
When I looked back, Gatsby had vanished.
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KdyzZ jsem dojel do Zapadniho Vejce, zaparkoval jsem a na chvili
jsem se posadil na dvorek. Objevil se stin kocky, a kdyz jsem otocil
hlavu, abych se na ni podival, uvid¢l jsem, ze nejsem sam. Padesat
stop ode mée se nékdo vynofil ze sidla mého souseda a stal s rukama
v kapsach, divaje se na hvézdy. Hadal jsem, Ze je to sém pan Gatsby.

Nezavolal jsem na néj. Zdal se byt spokojeny, ze je sdm. Nahle
natdhl ruce k temné vodé. Ttésl se. Mrknul jsem k mofti a v dali jsem
uvidél jediné zelené svétlo. Kdyz jsem se podival zpét, Gatsby uz
tam nebyl.
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