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«Это был американский писатель, который писал 
в начале двадцатых годов двадцатого века и позже, и не-
которое время жил в Париже и за границей. Он написал 
две очень хорошие книги и одну не закончил, но те, кто 
хорошо знает его творчество, говорят, что она была бы 
очень хорошей. Кроме того, он написал несколько хо-
роших рассказов», — написал Эрнест Хемингуэй о 
Фрэн сисе Скотте Фицджеральде через четырнадцать 
лет после его смерти.

Писатель родился 24 сентября 1896 года в г. Сент-
Поле, штат Миннесота. Какое-то время учился в Прин-
стоне, затем ушел в армию, но на фронте не бывал. 
Демобилизовался в 1919 году, поступил на работу в 
рекламное агентство, сочинял рассказы, стихи, тек-
сты к песням, скетчи и киносценарии. В 1920 году вы-
шел его первый роман «По эту сторону рая», имевший 
большой успех. В том же году Фицджеральд женился 
на Зельде Сейр, с которой они вели шикарный образ 
жизни на европейских курортах. Однажды он сказал: 
«Не знаю, реальные ли мы с Зельдой люди или пер-
сонажи одного из моих романов». За первой книгой 
последовали произведения «Прекрасные, но обречен-
ные» (1922) и «Великий Гэтсби» (1925) — роман, кото-
рый многие критики, да и сам Фицджеральд, считают 
шедевром американской литературы. В авто ритетном 
оксфордском списке «Сто главных книг столетия» 
этот роман обогнал «В поисках утраченного времени» 
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D Марселя Пруста и занял второе место, уступив толь-
ко «Улиссу» Джойса. В эти годы также было написано 
много рассказов, с помощью которых Фицджеральд 
зарабатывал деньги, чтобы обеспечить свой роскош-
ный образ жизни.

Последнее законченное произведение Фиц дже раль-
да — роман «Ночь нежна», в котором автор пытается 
проанализировать обратную сторону своей внешне 
красивой жизни, а также выразить горечь по поводу 
меркантильной морали. Сам Скотт назвал это произ-
ведение своей исповедью. Критика и читатели этот 
роман не приняли. Америке нужны были Хемингуэй и 
Фолк нер.

Последние годы жизни писателя были очень тя-
же лы ми. Зельда страдала шизофренией, сам он много 
пил, печатали его мало. Позднее творчество Фиц дже-
раль да публика не смогла оценить по достоинству. 
В де кабря 1940 года он скончался от сердечного при-
ступа в Калифорнии. Внезапная смерть прервала ра-
боту над романом о Голливуде «Последний магнат».

И, как это нередко бывает, после смерти писателя 
произошла переоценка ценностей — его возвели в ранг 
классиков американской литературы ХХ века.
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THE DIAMOND 
AS BIG AS THE RITZ

I

John T. Unger came from a family that had 
been well known in Hades1 — 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. Th at 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 

1 Hades — Аид, в греческой мифологии загробное цар-
ство, преисподняя; кроме того, здесь пародируются экзо-
тические названия американских городов, напр., Фе никс, 
Ной и пр.
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St. Midas’ School1 near Boston — Hades was too 
small to hold their darling and gift ed 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. Th e 
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 
stuff ed with money.

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

1 St. Midas’ School — школа святого Мидаса (пародия 
на названия многих американских учебных заведений); 
здесь автор возводит в ранг святого фригийского царя 
Мидаса, славившегося несметными богатствами и обра-
щавшего в золото все, чего он касался
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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 again1 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-
pres sing, 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 motorcar2. Th e 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 fi rst two years there passed pleasantly. Th e 
fathers of all the boys were money-kings and John 

1 time and time again — (разг.) снова и снова
2 a Rolls-Pierce motorcar — автор иронически объ-

единяет в одно название две марки роскошных автомо-
билей — Rolls-Royce и 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 oft en 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 John’s form. Th e 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. Th e 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. Th at he was wealthy went without saying1, 
but beyond a few such deductions John knew little of 
his friend, so it promised rich confectionery for his 
curio sity 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 fi rst time, rather communicative. 
One day while they were eating lunch in the din-

1 went without saying — (разг.) было и так понятно
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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 confi dence. He considered 
“Th at’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 Almanac1,” began 

John, “that there was one man in America with an 
income of over fi ve million a year and four men with 
incomes of over three million a year, and — ”

“Oh, they’re nothing.” Percy’s mouth was a half-
moon of scorn. “Catchpenny capitalists, fi nancial 
small-fry, petty merchants and money-lenders. My 
father could buy them out and not know he’d 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. “Th e richer a fella is, the better 

1 World Almanac — справочник, содержащий инфор-
мацию из разных областей науки и техники, обычно све-
денную в таблицы
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I like him.” Th ere 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. “Th e 
Schnlitzer-Murphys had diamonds as big as wal-
nuts — ”

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

II

Th e 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. Th ere 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. Th ey had 
become a race apart, these twelve men of Fish, like 
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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  o’clock 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 fi gure or so would disembark, 
mount into a buggy that always appeared from out 
of the dusk, and drive off  toward the bruised sun-
set. Th e 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 
remai ned 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 
reli gion — 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 sacrifi ce; 
only each night at seven the silent concourse by the 
shanty depot, a congregation who lift ed up a prayer 
of dim, anaemic wonder.

On this June night, the Great Brakeman, whom, 
had they deifi ed any one, they might well have cho-
sen as their celestial protagonist, had ordained that 
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the seven o’clock train should leave its human (or in-
human) deposit at Fish. At two minutes aft er 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.

Aft er 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 
magnifi cent 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 fi gures 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 attention1 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.

1 were standing at attention — (ирон., воен.) стояли по 
стойке «смирно»
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“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! What a car!” Th is 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. Th e two armchair seats 
in which the boys luxuriated were covered with stuff  
that resembled duvetyn1, but seemed woven in num-
berless colors of the ends of ostrich feathers.

“What a car!” cried John again, in amazement.
“Th is 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. Th e 
simple piety prevalent in Hades has the earnest wor-
ship of and respect for riches as the fi rst article of 
its creed — had John felt otherwise than radiantly 

1 duvetyn — (устар.) ткань бархатистой фактуры
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humble  before them, his parents would have turned 
away in horror at the blasphemy.

Th ey 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, you’d see that we’re 
in a big gulch,” said Percy, trying to peer out of the 
window. He spoke a few words into the mouthpiece1 
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, it’d take a 
tank to navigate it unless you knew the way. You no-
tice we’re going uphill now.”

Th ey 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. Th e car stopped suddenly and several fi g-
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 lift ed slowly 
from the ground — up and up — clear of the tall-

1 the mouthpiece — трубка для переговоров с шофе-
ром (в больших автомобилях, как правило, имелась сте-
клянная перегородка между передними и задними сиде-
ньями)
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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 fi nally with a soft  bump they were 
landed upon the smooth earth.

“Th e worst is over,” said Percy, squinting out the 
window. “It’s only fi ve miles from here, and our own 
road — tapestry brick — all the way. Th is belongs to 
us. Th is 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 fi ve square 
miles of land in the country that’s never been sur-
veyed.”

“Why hasn’t it? Did they forget it?”
“No,” said Percy, grinning, “they tried to do it 

three times. Th e fi rst time my grandfather corrupted 
a whole department of the State survey; the second  
time he had the offi  cial maps of the United States tin-
kered with — that held them for fi ft een years. Th e 
last time was harder. My father fi xed it so that their 
compasses were in the strongest magnetic fi eld ever 
artifi cially set up. He had a whole set of surveying 
instru ments made with a slight defection that would 
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allow for this territory not to appear, and he substi-
tuted them for the ones that were to be used. Th en 
he had a river defl ected and he had what looked like 
a village built up on its banks — so that they’d see it, 
and think it was a town ten miles farther up the val-
ley. Th ere’s only one thing my father’s afraid of,” he 
concluded, “only one thing in the world that could be 
used to fi nd 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 stuff s paraded for the 
inspec tion 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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