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«3TO OBUI aMePUKAHCKUIT MICATeNb, KOTOPBIIT IIICAT
B HavaJie IBa/illaThIX TOZIOB ABAJLIATOTO BEeKa 1 IO3XKe, 1 He-
KoTopoe BpeMs »ui B ITapyoke n 3a rpanuneit. OH Hammcan
IIBE OYEHDb XOPOIIVE KHUTY U OfHY He 3aKOHYIII, HO T€, KTO
XOPOIIIO 3HAET €r0 TBOPUECTBO, TOBOPST, YTO OHA ObITa ObI
oueHb xopoiueii. Kpome Toro, o Hammcam HeCKObKO XO-
pOIIMX paccKa3oB», — Hamycan IpHeCT XeMUHTY3H O
®pancuce Crkorre Pukepanbsie 4epes YeTbIpHAALATD
7IeT TI0CJIe €T0 CMEPTH.

[Tucatens popuncs 24 centssops 1896 ropa B r. CeHT-
ITone, mrat MunHecota. Kakoe-To Bpems: yunncsa B I1pun-
CTOHe, 3aTeM YIIeI B apMMIO, HO Ha (pOHTe He ObIBaL.
Tlemobummusosanca B 1919 rogy, mocTynun Ha pabory B
PEeKIaMHO€E areHTCTBO, COYMHA PAaCcCKasbl, CTUXM, TEK-
CTBI K IECHAM, CKeT4YM U KMHoceHapuu. B 1920 ropy BbI-
11€eJT €ro IepBblli poMaH «I1o 3Ty cTOpOHY pas», MMeBIINIT
6orbIoit ycrex. B Tom ke roxy Ouiypkepanby sKeHUICsA
Ha 3enppie Celip, ¢ KOTOPOJ OHM Be/y LIMKAPHBIA 00pa3
JKI3HI Ha eBPOIeNICKMX KypopTax. OfHaXIbl OH CKasal:
«He 3Haro, peanbHble 1M MbI C 3ebJON IIOAM WU TIEp-
COHaXXM OfTHOTO M3 MOMX POMaHOB». 32 IIepBOJ KHUTOI
ocyefoBay mponssefenns «IIpekpacHsie, HO 06pedeH-
Hble» (1922) u «Bemukuit I'atcom» (1925) — pomaH, KOTO-
Ppblit MHOTME KPUTUKMY, Jja 1 caM Puijikepanb, CAUTAIOT
HIefleBpOM aMePUKaHCKOII IMTepaTyphl. B aBTOpuTeTHOM
okcdopackom crrcke «CTO ITTaBHBIX KHWUT CTOTETHSI»
3TOT poMaH 060rHasl «B IoycKax yTpayeHHOTO BpeMeH!»



E SCOTT FITZGERALD

Mapcensa [Ipycra u 3aHsAI BTOpOE MECTO, YCTYIINB TOJIb-
KO «Ymuccy» [Ixoiica. B aTu ropgpr Takke 6bIIO HAMCAHO
MHOTO PacCcKa3oB, C IOMOIIbI0 KOTOPbIX PuipKepanby
3apabaThIBAJI JEHbIH, YTOOBI 06€CIIeUNTD CBOI POCKOIII-
HBIIT 00pa3 KM3HIL.

Iocnennee sakoHUYeHHOE TpON3BenieHNe PUIPKepab-
Ina — pomaH «Houb He>KHa», B KOTOPOM aBTOP IIBITAETCS
IpOaHaIN3UPOBaTh OOPATHYI0 CTOPOHY CBOeJl BHEIIHE
KPacuBOII >KM3HM, @ TAK)Ke BBIPA3UTh rOpeyb IO ITOBOLY
MepKaHTUAbHOM Mopanu. Cam CKOTT Ha3BasI 3TO IIPON3-
BeJleHMe CBoell Mcrnosenblo. KpuTuka u umTareny 3TOT
POMaH He IpUHsIA. AMepyIKe Hy>KHbI ObU1y XeMUHTY91 1
Donkuep.

IMocnenHye TORBI KM3HM ICATeNs ObUIM OYEHDb Ts-
JKeNbIMI. 3e/Ibjia CTpajiaa musodpeHmeii, caM OH MHOTO
I, evyatanay ero Mano. Ilosguee TBopuectso Puiymke-
panba ImyOnuKa He CMOIJIA OLEHUTb II0 JOCTOMHCTBY.
B mexabps 1940 rofa OH CKOHYA/ICS OT CEPAEYHOTO IIPH-
cryna B Kaympopaun. Bresannasa cMepTh npepBaa pa-
60Ty Hag pomaHoM o TonnmuBygne «IlocmenHuit MarHaT».

V, xak 9TO HepenKo ObIBAeT, IIOC/Ie CMEPTH IMCATEIS
IIPOM30IIIA IIEPEOLeHKA IIEHHOCTE — €ro BO3BE/N B PaHT
K/IaCCMKOB aMepPMKaHCKOI1 TnTepaTypbl XX BeKa.
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John T. Unger came from a family that had
been well known in Hades' — a small town on the
Mississippi River — for several generations.

John’s father had held the amateur golf champi-
onship through many a heated contest; Mrs. Unger
was known “from hot-box to hot-bed,” as the local
phrase went, for her political addresses; and young
John T. Unger, who had just turned sixteen, had
danced all the latest dances from New York before
he put on long trousers. And now, for a certain time,
he was to be away from home. That respect for a New
England education which is the bane of all provin-
cial places, which drains them yearly of their most
promising young men, had seized upon his parents.
Nothing would suit them but that he should go to

! Hades — Anp, B rpeveckoit Myudosoruy 3arpobHoe nap-
CTBO, IPEUCIIONHAS; KPOMe TOTO, 371eCh IIaPOIUPYIOTCS 9K30-
TUYeCKUe Ha3BaHUA aMepMKaHCKIX TOPOJIOB, Hamp., DeHMKc,
Hoit u nip.
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St. Midas’ School' near Boston — Hades was too
small to hold their darling and gifted son.

Now in Hades — as you know if you ever have
been there — the names of the more fashionable pre-
paratory schools and colleges mean very little. The
inhabitants have been so long out of the world that,
though they make a show of keeping up to date in
dress and manners and literature, they depend to a
great extent on hearsay, and a function that in Hades
would be considered elaborate would doubtless be
hailed by a Chicago beef-princess as “perhaps a little
tacky”

John T. Unger was on the eve of departure.
Mrs. Unger, with maternal fatuity, packed his trunks
full of linen suits and electric fans, and Mr. Unger
presented his son with an asbestos pocket-book
stuffed with money.

“Remember, you are always welcome here,” he
said. “You can be sure, boy, that we’ll keep the home
fires burning”

“I know;” answered John huskily.

“Don't forget who you are and where you come
from,” continued his father proudly, “and you can
do nothing to harm you. You are an Unger — from
Hades.”

! St. Midas’ School — mkona cBsitoro Mupaca (mapopus
Ha Ha3BaHWs MHOIVIX AMEPUKAHCKIX Y4eOHBIX 3aBefeHNmi);
37eCb aBTOP BO3BOAUT B PAHT CBATOrO (PPUIMIICKOTO Iapsi
Mupaca, craBMBLIETOCS] HECMETHBIMY OOraTCTBaMu 1 00pa-
IIaBIIETO B 30710TO BCE, Y€ro OH Kacacs



So the old man and the young shook hands and
John walked away with tears streaming from his
eyes. Ten minutes later he had passed outside the
city limits, and he stopped to glance back for the
last time. Over the gates the old-fashioned Victorian
motto seemed strangely attractive to him. His father
had tried time and time again' to have it changed to
something with a little more push and verve about it,
such as “Hades — Your Opportunity;” or else a plain
“Welcome” sign set over a hearty handshake pricked
out in electric lights. The old motto was a little de-
pressing, Mr. Unger had thought — but now...

So John took his look and then set his face re-
solutely toward his destination. And, as he turned
away, the lights of Hades against the sky seemed full
of a warm and passionate beauty.

St. Midas’ School is half an hour from Boston in a
Rolls-Pierce motorcar®. The actual distance will never
be known, for no one, except John T. Unger, had ever
arrived there save in a Rolls-Pierce and probably no
one ever will again. St. Midas’ is the most expensive
and the most exclusive boys’ preparatory school in
the world.

John's first two years there passed pleasantly. The
fathers of all the boys were money-kings and John

! time and time again — (pase.) cHOBa 1 cHOBa

? a Rolls-Pierce motorcar — aBTop MpoHMYecKn 06b-
eMHsIET B OJIHO Ha3BaHNe [jBe MAPKU POCKOLIHBIX aBTOMO-
6ureit — Rolls-Royce u Pierce-Arrow
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spent his summers visiting at fashionable resorts.
While he was very fond of all the boys he visited,
their fathers struck him as being much of a piece, and
in his boyish way he often wondered at their exceed-
ing sameness. When he told them where his home
was they would ask jovially, “Pretty hot down there?”
and John would muster a faint smile and answer, “It
certainly is” His response would have been heartier
had they not all made this joke — at best varying it
with, “Is it hot enough for you down there?” which
he hated just as much.

In the middle of his second year at school, a quiet,
handsome boy named Percy Washington had been
put in Johns form. The newcomer was pleasant in
his manner and exceedingly well dressed even for
St. Midas, but for some reason he kept aloof from
the other boys. The only person with whom he was
intimate was John T. Unger, but even to John he was
entirely uncommunicative concerning his home or
his family. That he was wealthy went without saying’,
but beyond a few such deductions John knew little of
his friend, so it promised rich confectionery for his
curiosity when Percy invited him to spend the sum-
mer at his home “in the West” He accepted, without
hesitation.

It was only when they were in the train that Percy
became, for the first time, rather communicative.
One day while they were eating lunch in the din-

! went without saying — (pase.) 66110 1 Tak IOHSITHO



ing-car and discussing the imperfect characters of
several of the boys at school, Percy suddenly changed
his tone and made an abrupt remark.

“My father,” he said, “is by far the richest man in
the world”

“Oh,” said John, politely. He could think of no
answer to make to this confidence. He considered
“That’s very nice,” but it sounded hollow and was on
the point of saying, “Really?” but refrained since it
would seem to question Percy’s statement. And such
an astounding statement could scarcely be ques-
tioned.

“By far the richest,” repeated Percy.

“I was reading in the World Almanac'] began
John, “that there was one man in America with an
income of over five million a year and four men with
incomes of over three million a year, and —”

“Oh, theyre nothing” Percy’s mouth was a half-
moon of scorn. “Catchpenny capitalists, financial
small-fry, petty merchants and money-lenders. My
father could buy them out and not know hed done it”

“But how does he — ”

“Why haven’t they put down his income tax?
Because he doesn't pay any. At least he pays a little
one — but he doesn't pay any on his real income.”

“He must be very rich,” said John simply. “I'm glad.
I like very rich people. “The richer a fella is, the better

! World Almanac — cripaBoYHUK, cofepKatnit nHdpop-
MAaLVIO 13 Pa3HBIX 00/IaCTel HayKU M TEXHVKN, OOBIYHO CBe-
IEHHYIO0 B TaO/INI{bI

THE DIAMOND AS BIG AS THE RITZ



E SCOTT FITZGERALD

10

I like him.” There was a look of passionate frankness
upon his dark face. “I visited the Schnlitzer-Murphys
last Easter. Vivian Schnlitzer-Murphy had rubies as
big as hen’s eggs, and sapphires that were like globes
with lights inside them — ”

“I love jewels,” agreed Percy enthusiastically. “Of
course I wouldn't want any one at school to know
about it, but I've got quite a collection myself — I
used to collect them instead of stamps.”

“And diamonds,” continued John eagerly. “The
Schnlitzer-Murphys had diamonds as big as wal-
nuts —”

“That’s nothing.” Percy had leaned forward and
dropped his voice to a low whisper. “That’s nothing
at all. My father has a diamond bigger than the Ritz-
Carlton Hotel”

II

The Montana sunset lay between two mountains
like a gigantic bruise from which dark arteries spread
themselves over a poisoned sky. An immense dis-
tance under the sky crouched the village of Fish, min-
ute, dismal, and forgotten. There were twelve men,
so it was said, in the village of Fish, twelve somber
and inexplicable souls who sucked a lean milk from
the almost literally bare rock upon which a mysteri-
ous populatory force had begotten them. They had
become a race apart, these twelve men of Fish, like



some species developed by an early whim of nature,
which on second thought had abandoned them to
struggle and extermination.

Out of the blue-black bruise in the distance
crept a long line of moving lights upon the desola-
tion of the land, and the twelve men of Fish gathered
like ghosts at the shanty depot to watch the pass-
ing of the seven oclock train, the Transcontinental
Express from Chicago. Six times or so a year the
Transcontinental Express, through some inconceiv-
able jurisdiction, stopped at the village of Fish, and
when this occurred a figure or so would disembark,
mount into a buggy that always appeared from out
of the dusk, and drive off toward the bruised sun-
set. The observation of this pointless and preposter-
ous phenomenon had become a sort of cult among
the men of Fish. To observe, that was all; there
remained in them none of the vital quality of illusion
which would make them wonder or speculate, else a
religion might have grown up around these mysteri-
ous visitations. But the men of Fish were beyond all
religion — the barest and most savage tenets of even
Christianity could gain no foothold on that barren
rock — so there was no altar, no priest, no sacrifice;
only each night at seven the silent concourse by the
shanty depot, a congregation who lifted up a prayer
of dim, anaemic wonder.

On this June night, the Great Brakeman, whom,
had they deified any one, they might well have cho-
sen as their celestial protagonist, had ordained that

THE DIAMOND AS BIG AS THE RITZ
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the seven oclock train should leave its human (or in-
human) deposit at Fish. At two minutes after seven
Percy Washington and John T. Unger disembarked,
hurried past the spellbound, the agape, the fear-
some eyes of the twelve men of Fish, mounted
into a buggy which had obviously appeared from
nowhere, and drove away.

After half an hour, when the twilight had coagu-
lated into dark, the silent negro who was driving the
buggy hailed an opaque body somewhere ahead of
them in the gloom. In response to his cry, it turned
upon them a luminous disk which regarded them
like a malignant eye out of the unfathomable night.
As they came closer, John saw that it was the tail-
light of an immense automobile, larger and more
magnificent than any he had ever seen. Its body was
of gleaming metal richer than nickel and lighter than
silver, and the hubs of the wheels were studded with
iridescent geometric figures of green and yellow —
John did not dare to guess whether they were glass
or jewel.

Two negroes, dressed in glittering livery such as
one sees in pictures of royal processions in London,
were standing at attention' beside the car and as the
two young men dismounted from the buggy they
were greeted in some language which the guest could
not understand, but which seemed to be an extreme
form of the Southern negro’s dialect.

! were standing at attention — (upon., 60en.) cTosnM 1O
CTOJKE «CMMPHO»



“Get in,” said Percy to his friend, as their trunks
were tossed to the ebony roof of the limousine.
“Sorry we had to bring you this far in that buggy, but
of course it wouldn’t do for the people on the train
or those Godforsaken fellas in Fish to see this auto-
mobile”

“Gosh! Whata car!” This ejaculation was provoked
by its interior. John saw that the upholstery consisted
of a thousand minute and exquisite tapestries of silk,
woven with jewels and embroideries, and set upon a
background of cloth of gold. The two armchair seats
in which the boys luxuriated were covered with stuff
that resembled duvetyn', but seemed woven in num-
berless colors of the ends of ostrich feathers.

“What a car!” cried John again, in amazement.

“This thing?” Percy laughed. “Why, it’s just an old
junk we use for a station wagon.”

By this time they were gliding along through the
darkness toward the break between the two moun-
tains.

“We'll be there in an hour and a half)” said Percy,
looking at the clock. “I may as well tell you it’s not go-
ing to be like anything you ever saw before.”

If the car was any indication of what John would
see, he was prepared to be astonished indeed. The
simple piety prevalent in Hades has the earnest wor-
ship of and respect for riches as the first article of
its creed — had John felt otherwise than radiantly

! duvetyn — (ycmap.) TkaHb 6apxaTCTOI (HaKTyphI
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humble before them, his parents would have turned
away in horror at the blasphemy.

They had now reached and were entering the
break between the two mountains and almost imme-
diately the way became much rougher.

“If the moon shone down here, youd see that we're
in a big gulch,” said Percy, trying to peer out of the
window. He spoke a few words into the mouthpiece'
and immediately the footman turned on a search-
light and swept the hillsides with an immense beam.

“Rocky, you see. An ordinary car would be
knocked to pieces in half an hour. In fact, itd take a
tank to navigate it unless you knew the way. You no-
tice we're going uphill now”

They were obviously ascending, and within a few
minutes the car was crossing a high rise, where they
caught a glimpse of a pale moon newly risen in the
distance. The car stopped suddenly and several fig-
ures took shape out of the dark beside it — these
were negroes also. Again the two young men were
saluted in the same dimly recognizable dialect; then
the negroes set to work and four immense cables
dangling from overhead were attached with hooks to
the hubs of the great jeweled wheels. At a resound-
ing “Hey-yah!” John felt the car being lifted slowly
from the ground — up and up — clear of the tall-

! the mouthpiece — Tpy6Ka /151 eperoBopos ¢ mode-
poM (B 60/BIINMX aBTOMOOM/IAX, KaK IIPABUIIO, IMENACh CTe-
K/ISTHHAS [IEPETOPOKA MEKY HEPEFHNUMI U 3afHIMI CHIJie-
HbAMIL)



est rocks on both sides — then higher, until he could
see a wavy, moonlit valley stretched out before him
in sharp contrast to the quagmire of rocks that they
had just left. Only on one side was there still rock —
and then suddenly there was no rock beside them or
anywhere around.

It was apparent that they had surmounted some
immense knife-blade of stone, projecting perpen-
dicularly into the air. In a moment they were going
down again, and finally with a soft bump they were
landed upon the smooth earth.

“The worst is over,” said Percy, squinting out the
window. “It’s only five miles from here, and our own
road — tapestry brick — all the way. This belongs to
us. This is where the United States ends, father says.”

“Are we in Canada?”

“We are not. We're in the middle of the Montana
Rockies. But you are now on the only five square
miles of land in the country thats never been sur-
veyed.”

“Why hasn’t it? Did they forget it?”

“No,” said Percy, grinning, “they tried to do it
three times. The first time my grandfather corrupted
a whole department of the State survey; the second
time he had the official maps of the United States tin-
kered with — that held them for fifteen years. The
last time was harder. My father fixed it so that their
compasses were in the strongest magnetic field ever
artificially set up. He had a whole set of surveying
instruments made with a slight defection that would

THE DIAMOND AS BIG AS THE RITZ
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allow for this territory not to appear, and he substi-
tuted them for the ones that were to be used. Then
he had a river deflected and he had what looked like
a village built up on its banks — so that theyd see it,
and think it was a town ten miles farther up the val-
ley. There’s only one thing my father’s afraid of;” he
concluded, “only one thing in the world that could be
used to find us out”

“What’s that?”

Percy sank his voice to a whisper.

“Aeroplanes,” he breathed. “We've got half a dozen
anti-aircraft guns and we've arranged it so far — but
there've been a few deaths and a great many prison-
ers. Not that we mind that, you know, father and I,
but it upsets mother and the girls, and there’s always
the chance that some time we won't be able to ar-
range it

Shreds and tatters of chinchilla, courtesy clouds
in the green moon’s heaven, were passing the green
moon like precious Eastern stuffs paraded for the
inspection of some Tartar Khan. It seemed to John
that it was day, and that he was looking at some lads
sailing above him in the air, showering down tracts
and patent medicine circulars, with their messages of
hope for despairing, rockbound hamlets. It seemed
to him that he could see them look down out of the
clouds and stare — and stare at whatever there was
to stare at in this place whither he was bound —
What then? Were they induced to land by some in-
sidious device there to be immured far from patent
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