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THE SEAMY SIDE OF SOCIETY

In “The Great Gatshy™ F. Scott Fitzgerald Creates a New
.Kind of Underworld Character, and Throws the
Spotlight on the Jaded Lives of the Idle Rich

BY LILLIAN C. FPORD

THE GREAT GATSRBY. Ry F. Scott
Fitagerald. Charies Scribner's Sons,
New York, '

F. Scour Fitzgerald, who won
premature fame in 1520 as the au-
thor of “This Side of Paradise,” a
book that first turned into literary
material the flapper of wealthy
parents and of soclal  position,
whose principsl lack was inhihi-
tions, has in ““The Great (atsby”
written a remarkable study of cer-
tain phases in the life of today.
It is a novel not to he negelected
by those who follow the trend of
fiction.

Wisely, Mr. Fitzgerald telis his
story through the medium of Nick
Carroway. who, after graduation
from Yale in 1813, had “particl-
pated in the deiayed Teutoniv mi-
gration known as the great war”
When the story opens Carroway
had left his western homa and had
gone caxt te learn the band bust-
ness. He was living in a tiny
house at West Egg, Long Island.
near an  emblazoned mansion
owned by the great Gatshy, an al-
most mythical person who lived
sumptuously, knew no one, but
entertained everyone at his great
parties piven Saturday nights,

Very gradually this Gatsahy s
revealed as a restless, vearning,
baffled nobhody, whos: connection
with hootleggers and bond thieves
is guggested, hut never mapped
out. an odd mixture of vanity and
humllity, of avergrown ego and of
wistful seeker after life.

Across the bay from Gatsby'r
mansion, in one of the white pal-
aces of fashlonable East kgg, llved
Tom and Daisy Buchanan, trans-
planted from Chicago, but wealthy
enough to flourfsh anywhere, Polo,
Jazz, cockialls were thelr earmarka.
He, wha had bheen a famous foot-
ball end a few yenrs before, was
now “a sturdy straw-haired man
of 36 year of age, with a hard

mouth and supercillous manner.”
Of his wife, Daisy, Mr. Fitzgerald
tells us:  “Her face was sad and
lovely, with bright things in i,
bright eyes and a bright, passion-’
ate mouth, but there was an eX-:
citement in her voice that men
who had cared for her found diffi-
cult to forget; a =inging compul-
sion. a whisnered ‘Listen,' a prom-
ire that she had done gay, exciting
things just a while since and that
there were gay, M'hlng lhings
hovering in the next hour.”

Dalsy soon confided to Nick that
Ruchanan had “a girl”* and Bu-
chanan verified this by asking Nick
to a New York party, In which the
blowsy wife of a village garage-
keeper appeared as the mistress
of u week-end flat supported by
Buchanan.

That Daisy was humilinted, dis-
comfited, wearfed, was her not-too-
zealously guarded secret. So when
she met Gatsby and discovered in
him an old lover, to whom she
had heen engaged whon he was a
Houtenant in a training camp, it
was not strange that she should
dally with him once more.

Put it I=» for no such ordinary
denouement that Mr, IFltzgerald
tells his tale. Instead, he hullds
up 3 tenge sftuation in which Daixy
has the chance to choose Gatsby.
with his doubtful antecedents and
mysterious present. connections, or
to be as falso as it has ever fallen
to the lot of woman to be. She
took the meaner way, the safe
way, and plotted with her husband
to save herself fram smlirch while
letting Gatshy in for the worst
that could hefail him.

Character could not he more
skilifully reveated than it is here.
Buchanan and his wife, secure.
but beneath contempt, standing
shoulder tn shoulder {n the crisis,
is & sad pleture. “It waa all very
careless and confused. They were
carelers poople. Tom and Dalsy—
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they smashed up things and crea-

tures and then retreated back into

their money, vr their vast carcless-

ness, or whatever it was that kept

them together, and let other peo-

ple clean up the Iness they had
made."

The story is powerful as much
for what is suggested as for what
is told. It leaves the reader in a
mood of chastened wonder, in
which fact after fact, implication
after implication is pondered over,
weighed and mearured, And when
all are linked together the weight
of the story as a revelution of life
and as a work of art hecomes ap-
parent,  And {t {9 very great. My,
Fitzgerald has certainly arrived,




