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      Jay Gatsby gripped the iron railing of his balcony. His knuckles went white against the wrought filigree, ten small bones pressing through skin the color of old parchment. Below, the garden sprawled in reckless abundance. Roses hung heavy-headed and crimson on stems too thin for their beauty, their petals still wet with dew that would not last the hour. Marigolds scattered across the lawn like coins spilled from a careless pocket. Violets pooled in the shadows beneath the hedgerows, deep purple bleeding toward black where the early light had not yet reached.

      He had paid for every petal. Every blade of grass. Every imported stone in the walkway that wound toward the water. The receipts existed in Meyer Wolfsheim's files, columns of figures that added up to this: a man alone on a balcony, watching morning settle over Long Island Sound.

      Behind him, the mansion held its breath. Marble halls stretched empty, their echoes soft as footsteps retreating down a hospital corridor. A champagne flute sat forgotten on the mantelpiece inside, lipstick marking its rim in a shade the salesgirl at Bergdorf's had called Eternal or perhaps Ephemeral. He could not remember which. The distinction had seemed important once.

      His eyes found the bay. Water caught the rising light and broke it into ten thousand fragments, each one a promise, each one dissolving before it could be held. Across the distance, barely visible through the September haze that clung to the surface like gauze over a wound, the green light pulsed on Daisy's dock. Fading now. Losing itself in the growing day. It burned brightest in darkness, that light. By noon it would be invisible, swallowed by the honest sun, and he would have to wait through all the bright hours until evening returned it to him.

      It had pulsed there every night for five years. It would pulse there when he was gone. The thought arrived without weight.

      Below, a gardener crossed the lawn with a wheelbarrow, heading for the roses.

      He closed his eyes.

      She appeared. She always appeared there, behind his eyes, preserved in the amber of 1917.

      Daisy, laughing, her voice carrying that glittering edge of broken crystal. You always look so cool, she had said yesterday at the Plaza, only yesterday, the words rising with her cigarette smoke, gone before he could grasp them. He had built his fortune on less substantial foundations. He had built his life on the memory of a kiss in Louisville, on the rustle of her white dress in the darkness, on the particular way she had turned toward him as if he might be worth becoming.

      The telephone rang.

      Its bell echoed through the corridors, sharp against the silence of empty rooms. Four rings. Five. Then nothing. The quiet pressed against his eardrums. He knew the caller. He knew she would not try again. He knew, too, that the telephone would ring once more before the day ended.

      A fishing boat moved across the Sound, its wake cutting a white scar through water the color of slate. The fisherman did not look toward shore. He was bent to his work, pulling nets hand over hand, absorbed in the ancient labor of harvesting what the sea chose to give. His industry belonged to another century, another world entirely, one where men built nothing grander than what their hands could hold.

      Salt air stirred the garden below. Gatsby released his grip on the railing, feeling sensation return to his fingers. Pins and needles, the small ache of blood remembering its course. He flexed his hands twice. Three times. The warmth came back slowly, reluctantly, as if his own blood had grown uncertain of its welcome.

      The green light faded another degree across the water. Patient in its dying. Indifferent.

      His fingers released the railing. The metal held the warmth of his grip for a moment, then let it go.

      "Well," he said to no one. He adjusted his cufflinks, the small gold discs catching the morning sun that had begun to pour through the French doors behind him. "Well."
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      At precisely two o'clock, Gatsby stepped back from the balcony. He removed his jacket with the deliberate care of a man undressing for surgery, folding it once across the chair back, smoothing the lapels with his palm. His shirt followed. White linen from a shop on Jermyn Street, monogrammed at the collar in thread so fine you had to know it was there to see it. Beneath, his swimming trunks waited against his skin. Navy silk, cut by a tailor in Palm Beach whose name appeared in no directory. He adjusted the waistband once.

      The fabric whispered against his thighs as he walked toward the French doors.

      "Meadows." His butler materialized from shadow the way servants must, appearing between one heartbeat and the next, his face a studied blank. "If anyone telephones, I shall be at the pool."

      "Very good, sir."

      Gatsby crossed the terrace. The flagstones held the day's heat, warming his bare feet, and for a moment he stood still, eyes closed, feeling the stored sunlight radiate upward through his soles.

      The path wound through the garden toward the garage. Roses heavy with summer pressed close on either side, their perfume thick as velvet. A bee droned past his ear. Somewhere beyond the hedgerows, a gardener's shears clicked twice, then fell silent.

      The garage doors stood open. Chrome caught the afternoon light and threw it back in fragments. His cars rested in their appointed rows. The Packards, dove gray and cream. The Pierce-Arrow he had purchased in April and driven exactly once.

      In the corner, deflated against the concrete floor, lay the pool mattress. Yellow rubber faded to the color of old teeth, creased with the memory of bodies that had lain upon it through summers already gone.

      "James."

      The chauffeur emerged from behind the Rolls-Royce, wiping his hands on a cloth that had once been white.

      Gatsby's eyes remained fixed on the wrinkled rubber, on its small death. "Bring it back to life."

      James knelt without question. The pump wheezed as he worked, breath after labored breath filling the mattress with air that smelled faintly of chlorine, of last summer, of laughter that had stopped just before dawn. Gatsby watched the resurrection.

      The yellow car crouched in its bay. Afternoon sun picked out every curve of its long hood, every gleam of its wire wheels. The left fender bore a scar three inches long. The paint had cracked in a starburst pattern around the impact point. The attempt to buff out the damage had failed.

      "Sir?" James glanced up from the mattress, sweat beading at his temples. "Should I have Murphy look at the fender?"

      Gatsby stared at the scar. The metal beneath the ruined paint had begun to oxidize, a thin line of rust spreading outward from the point of impact.

      "She stays as she is."

      James nodded once and returned to his pumping. The mattress swelled toward completion.s

      Gatsby turned from the garage into sunlight that pressed against his skin. The air had thickened in the last hour, humidity climbing toward fever. Each breath required effort.

      The path curved past the tennis court, its clay surface raked into perfect parallels by hands that were not his, for a game he had taught himself from a book. No one had come to play since June. Past the rose garden, where a fountain shaped like a leaping dolphin sent water arcing into a basin green with algae. The dolphin's snout had chipped sometime during the summer. A small wound in the marble that no one had reported and no one would repair.

      Past the smaller garden, the one he had planted himself in the first spring after he bought the house, before he understood that men like him did not plant their own gardens. The tomatoes he had put in that April were dead on their stakes. He had forgotten to tell the gardener they were his.

      The pool lay ahead.

      He had built it to Olympic specifications. Eighty-two feet of Italian marble, the tiles hand-cut in a village outside Florence whose name he had forgotten the moment the invoice was paid. The water held perfectly still, a mirror laid flat against the earth, reflecting the sky in precise inversion. Clouds drifted across its surface. A single leaf floated near the shallow end, spinning in an invisible current.

      Gatsby studied his reflection in the water. The image wavered. Fractured. His features dissolved and reformed with each small ripple, each breath of wind across the surface. He had looked at this reflection before. He would look at it again. Déjà vu, or its opposite: a memory arriving from the wrong direction.

      He stepped forward.

      The marble coping warmed his feet. He stood at the edge for a long moment, toes curling over the smooth stone, looking down at the man looking up at him from the water. Then he stepped off.

      Coolness climbed his ankles. His calves. His thighs. He walked forward with the unhurried precision of a man completing a ritual he could not remember learning. The water rose to his waist. To his chest. His heart slowed. His breathing deepened. The knot behind his ribs released for the first time in weeks.

      He floated.

      Above, clouds drifted like slow thoughts across a sky the color of money. Old money. The kind no Gatz had ever touched.

      From the rose garden came the soft crush of footsteps on gravel.

      Gatsby turned in the water. Droplets scattered from his shoulders, catching light, falling back to the surface. A figure emerged between the hedgerows. The silhouette wavered in the heat haze, undefined, unreal. Then the figure stepped into clearer air, and the wavering stopped.

      A man. Thin. Stooped. His suit the color of ash, his collar wilted. His face had the pallor of a man whose world had ended three days ago and whose body had continued without permission.

      Metal glinted in his right hand.

      Sun caught the steel and threw it back in a single cruel flash.

      Gatsby steadied himself against the water's gentle push. He blinked away a droplet that clung to his lashes, distorting the figure, making it shimmer like a mirage.

      "Hello," he called. His voice broke the afternoon's stillness, rippled across the pool's surface, echoed off the marble columns of his house. "Can I help you with something, old sport?"

      The man stopped walking. His shoes left dark prints on the flagstones, dust from some distant road. His right hand hung at his side, and in it, patient and certain, the revolver waited.

      "It was you." The words emerged flat. Exhausted. "Your car. The yellow car. She was all I had. You took her from me."

      The name unspoken between them. Myrtle. Myrtle Wilson.

      Gatsby moved toward the pool's edge. His strokes were slow, deliberate, leaving clean lines in the water behind him. His fingers found the marble coping and gripped it. He looked up at the man standing above him, at the gun, at the face that had collapsed beyond grief.

      "Yes." A muscle worked in his jaw. "It was my car."

      The man's thumb found the hammer. Drew it back. The mechanical click echoed off marble, mingled with the soft lap of water against tile.

      A mockingbird called from the oak trees beyond the tennis court. Three notes. Then silence.

      The green light flickered across the bay, visible just above the hedgerow's manicured tops.

      Gatsby remained motionless. His eyes held the man's gaze. Water lapped against his chest, against the marble.

      "But I was not driving."

      The man's grip tightened. His knuckles pressed white against the revolver's dark steel. His eyes widened.

      "Buchanan told me. He said it was you behind the wheel. He said⁠—"

      "Buchanan's wife." Gatsby's voice dropped until it barely carried across the six feet separating them. "Daisy. She was driving."

      The gun wavered. The man's mouth opened, closed. His eyes moved from Gatsby to the weapon in his hand.

      "I was in the passenger seat." Gatsby lifted himself against the pool's edge. Water streamed from his chest, from his shoulders. His voice held steady. Each word placed like a stone in a wall that could not afford a single gap. "Daisy was behind the wheel."

      Sweat traced a slow path down the man's temple. His shirt clung to narrow shoulders, the bones pressing outward against fabric that had fit properly three days ago. The pistol trembled in his grip.

      "Mr. Wilson." Gatsby said the name carefully. "George."

      Wilson's face contorted. Tears cut through the grime on his cheeks, two pale tracks through the gray.

      "I came here to⁠—"

      "I know why you came."

      Silence.

      The mockingbird called again. Somewhere in the house, a door opened and closed.

      Wilson staggered backward. His heels crushed the grass at the pool's edge, leaving dark impressions in the green. The gun swung upward, then down, then upward again.

      "Without Myrtle." His voice broke in the middle of her name. "None of it makes sense. None of it."

      Gatsby pulled himself up onto the pool's edge. Water sheeted from his body, pooling around him on the marble. He sat there, bare feet dangling in the pool, looking up at the man with the gun. His hands rested flat on his knees. Palms down. The fingers pressed hard against the bone, and the knuckles whitened.

      "I can't." Wilson's voice split on the word. "I can't go on without her. I can't." His hand, the one without the gun, made a small, broken gesture at the garden, the mansion, the afternoon light. "This." He shook his head. "None of this."

      Gatsby's mouth opened. The word did not come. His throat moved once, dry, and his fingers curled against his kneecaps. He sat on the edge of his pool in his navy swimming trunks, dripping onto marble he had imported from Italy.

      Wilson looked at him. At the wet skin, the bare feet, the trunks that cost more than Wilson earned in a month.

      "I loved her," Wilson said. The words came out wondering. "I loved her so much."

      Gatsby looked at Wilson and Wilson looked at Gatsby. Between them six feet of warm marble gave back the afternoon's heat. The air above it trembled.

      Wilson raised the gun.

      Gatsby tensed, his weight shifting to the balls of his feet. "George⁠—"

      Wilson was no longer listening. His eyes had fixed on a point far past the garden, past the hedgerows, past the green light on its dock. His lips moved, forming words without sound. The gun rose.

      And turned.

      The barrel pressed against Wilson's temple. The steel left a white mark where it touched the skin. Wilson's eyes closed.

      Gatsby lunged forward. His wet feet slipped on the marble. His hand closed on nothing.

      The shot split the afternoon open.

      Wilson's body folded. Knees first, then shoulders, then head. He landed among the roses at the pool's edge, his limbs at angles that no living body would choose. The gun slipped from his fingers into the grass.

      Gatsby stood over him. Water dripped from his skin onto the body, onto the marble, onto the grass. His hand was still extended, still reaching, the fingers open and grasping at the space where Wilson's arm had been.

      Crimson spread slowly against the green, a flower blooming where none had been planted. The color advanced outward from Wilson's temple, following a gravity visible only to the dying. It reached the base of a rose bush and stopped there, pooling against the thorny stems, seeping into the earth.

      Behind Gatsby, footsteps scraped on gravel.

      James appeared at the hedge's opening. The pool mattress, fully inflated now, hung from his hands. His eyes moved from Gatsby to the body to the spreading stain to the gun lying three feet from fingers that would never close again.

      The mattress fell from his grip. It landed with a soft exhalation, air escaping through the valve.

      "Mr. Gatsby." James's voice barely carried the six feet between them. "What happened here?"

      Gatsby turned. Water had dried on his chest, leaving faint tracks of mineral residue.

      "A man's despair." He looked at James. His gaze moved to the body, to the roses darkening around it, and then past the hedgerows to the green light pulsing across the bay, already forgetting what it had witnessed. "The final collapse of his dreams."
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      The police arrived at seven minutes past six. Gatsby would remember the time because the grandfather clock in the foyer had stopped at that precise moment, its pendulum frozen mid-swing, and would not resume until after midnight when the last of them had gone. He stood in the doorway of his study and watched them stream through the entrance hall, their boots tracking mud across the Italian marble, their voices too loud for rooms built to amplify whispers and string quartets.

      The body was gone by then. They had taken Wilson away in a canvas bag that left a wet trail across the terrace, and the servants had scrubbed the poolside marble with lye until their hands cracked and bled. But Gatsby could still see it. The sprawled figure. The revolver catching afternoon light. The dark halo spreading beneath the ruined skull. He blinked and the vision cleared, leaving only the familiar blue of the pool, the white of the marble, the green of the lawn rolling down toward the dock where the light had already begun its nightly vigil.

      A young officer approached. Freckled. Irish. The brass buttons on his uniform had been polished that morning by someone who loved him.

      "Mr. Gatsby? I'm Officer Brennan. I'll need to ask you some questions about what happened here today."

      "Of course." Gatsby gestured toward the study. "We can speak privately."

      The study smelled of leather and old paper and the gardenias that a maid had arranged in a crystal vase before dawn, before any of this, when the day had still held the possibility of being ordinary. Gatsby took his place behind the mahogany desk. Brennan sat across from him, removing a small notebook from his breast pocket. The leather was cracked. The pages were soft with use.

      "You were the only witness to Mr. Wilson's death?"

      "Yes."

      "Tell me what happened. From the beginning."

      Gatsby's hands rested flat on the desk. They did not tremble. He had learned stillness in the trenches of the Argonne, where any movement drew fire, where men died for the crime of scratching an itch.

      "I was swimming," he said. "I try to swim every afternoon when the weather permits. It helps me think."

      "What time was this?"

      "Around three. Perhaps a few minutes after."

      Brennan wrote in his notebook. The scratch of pencil against paper sounded too loud in the quiet room.

      "And Mr. Wilson? When did he arrive?"

      "I heard his voice before I saw him. He was calling my name from the garden. By the time I climbed out of the pool, he was standing at the edge of the terrace. He had a gun."

      "Did he say anything?"

      "He asked about a car. A yellow car."

      "Your car?"

      "I own several cars."

      "Do you own a yellow Rolls-Royce, Mr. Gatsby?"

      Gatsby watched the light shift through the window, the shadows of leaves moving across the oriental carpet.

      "Yes," he said. "I do."

      "Mr. Wilson's wife was killed two nights ago. Hit and run. Witnesses described a yellow car. A Rolls-Royce."

      "I'm aware of the accident. Terrible thing."

      "Where were you that night, Mr. Gatsby?"

      "Here. At home. I had guests until quite late."

      "Can anyone verify that?"

      "Several hundred people, I imagine."

      Brennan's pencil paused. "Several hundred?"

      "I host parties, Officer."

      The clock on the mantel read six-oh-seven. It had read six-oh-seven when Gatsby first glanced at it. It would read six-oh-seven for the next several hours, its hands locked.

      "Mr. Wilson believed you were driving the car that killed his wife. Is that correct?"

      "He was mistaken."

      "Then who was driving?"

      Gatsby's reflection watched him from the darkened window glass. It wore his face, his white suit. Its posture was wrong.

      "I don't know," he said. "I wasn't there."

      Brennan studied him. The young officer had intelligent eyes, the kind that would serve him well in years to come, that would help him rise through the ranks until one day he sat behind a desk of his own and sent younger men to ask questions in rooms like this.

      "Mr. Wilson had a gun pointed at you. He believed you killed his wife. Then he shot himself. Why?"

      "I told him the truth."

      "Which was?"

      "That I wasn't driving. That his wife ran out into the road. That it was an accident, a tragedy, and that killing me wouldn't bring her back."

      "And he believed you?"

      "He put the gun to his own head and pulled the trigger. I suppose that's a kind of belief."

      Brennan wrote in his notebook. The scratch of pencil against paper. The tick of the frozen clock that did not tick. And beneath it all, threading through the study's leather and gardenias, a smell that had been there since Wilson fell. Gatsby breathed it in and felt his chest tighten.

      Cordite.

      The smell had settled into his clothes, into the fibers of his white suit, into the very walls of the room. He had not noticed it until now. Or he had noticed it and refused to name it. The sharpness of gunpowder. The iron underneath. And sweeter still, a thing his body remembered before his mind could stop it.

      The smell came first. Always the smell. Cordite and iron and a sweetness that clung, the particular sweetness of bodies that have been lying in mud for days under summer sun.

      Private Gatz pressed his face into the dirt and tried not to breathe. The Germans had stopped firing twenty minutes ago, but that meant nothing. They were waiting. They were always waiting.

      "Jimmy." The voice came from his left, barely audible above the ringing in his ears. "Jimmy, I'm hit."

      He knew without looking that it was Sergeant Morrison. From Duluth. Twenty-three years old with a wife named Clara and a son he'd never met. They had shared cigarettes in the transport ship crossing the Atlantic, and Morrison had shown him a photograph of the baby, wrinkled and red-faced and perfect.

      "Stay down
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