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OT COCTABUTEJEMN

Hacrtosmunit c60pHHK pacckaszoB MoxkKeT ObITh HC-
NoAb30BaH JJs BHeayAHTOPHOTO UTEHHMS Ha [OCJeaHeEM
5Tane M3yueHWs AaHrJAHHCKOro $3blKa MNPH [epexolie
K UTEHHIO JHUTepaTypbl B OpHUTHHAJE.

C6opHUK NpelHa3Hauen AJs H3YualoUIMX aHMJIHHACKHI
f3bIK, YCBOHMBIIWX OCHOBHO{l KypC TpaMMaTHKH M Bja-
Je0UX MHHHMYMOM OOLIeynoTpeOHTeNbHONH JIeKCHKH
B npenenax 2—3 JeT 00y4yeHHs.

B cOopuHK BOIJIK paccKasbl aHTIHHCKUX H aMepPHKaH-
CKMX nucareseil, pazHoo6pasHble U HHTEPeCHBIE MO CO-
JlepKaHuIo.

[Ipu o6paboTke MartepHasa COCTABHTeJNH LIJIH T/1aB-
HbIM 00pasoM MO JWUHHUH COKpAallleHHs TeKCTOB W JIMLIb
He3HauHTe bHOH HX azanTaluu. Pacckasbl pacnogorkeHbl
B cO0pHHMKE MO CTerneHW HapacTaHus TpyaHocrteil. Hau-
6osiee TpyIHBIE MecTa W HAMOMAaTHUECKHEe BblpaKeHHs
00BbACHAIOTCS B BHJAE MOCTPAHMUHBIX MPHMedaHHH.
B KoHlle KHUTM [aeTCs aHTVIO-pPYCCKHil aj(aBHTHLIN C/10-
Baphk.

B cGopHuke coxpansiercs opdorpadusa U MyHKTyallus
NOAJMHHUKA, TO3TOMY Hapsily C aHrjauickoi opgorpa-
¢uell BCTpeualoTcsd aMepPHKAHCKHe BapHaHTbl HamHcaHWs
CJI0Ba.



COKPALLEHHA
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THE FORCE OF CIRCUMSTANCE!
By W. S. Maugham

She was sitting on the verandah waiting for her husband to
come in for luncheon. The Malay boy had drawn the blinds when
the morning lost its freshness, but she had partly raised one of
them so that she could lock at the river. Under the breathless sun
of midday it had the white pallor of death. A native was paddling
along in a small boat above the surface of the water. The colours
of the day were ashy and pale. They were but the various tones of
the heat. The cicadas sang their song with a wild energy; it was
as continual and monotonous as the rustling of a brook over the
stones; 2 but on a sudden it drowned by the loud and rich singing
of a bird.

Then she heard her husband’s step on the gravel path behind
the bungalow, the path that led to the office in which he had been
working, and she rose from her chair to greet him. He ran up the
short flight of steps ? into the room which served them as a dining-
room and parlour, and his eyes lit up with pleasure as he saw her.

“Hulloa, Doris. Hungry?”

“Terribly.”

“It'll only take me a minute to have a bath and then I'm
ready.”

“Be quick,” she smiled.

He disappeared into his dressing-room and she heard him
whistling cheerfully while, with carelessness he tore off his clothes
and flung them on the floor. He was twenty-nine but he was still
a school-boy; he would never grow up. That was why she had fal-
len in love with him, perhaps, for no amount of affection could*
persuade her that he was good-looking. He was a little round man,
with a red face like the full moon, and blue eyes. He was rather

1 the force of circumstance — B cuay oGerosTenbeTs

2 the rustling of a brook over the stones — xypuanue pyueiika, Geryuero
o KaMHAM

3 the short flight of steps — Hecko.1bKo cTynenei

4 no amount of affection could — kak 6bl Hu Benuka Oblia ee MOGOBb, DHA
He MOrJ/a..,
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pimply. She had examined him ecarefully and had been forced
to confess to him that he had not a single feature which she could
praise. She had told him often that he wasn’t her type at all.

“I never said I was a beauty,” he laughed.

“I can’t think what it is I see in you.”

But of course she know perfectly well. He was a gay, jolly
little man, who took nothing very seriously, and he was constantly
laughing. He made her laugh too. He found life an amusing rather
than a serious business, and he had a charming smile. When she
was with him she felt happy. And the deep affection which she saw
in those merry blue eyes of his touched her. It was very satisfac-
tory to be loved like that. Once, sitting on his knees, during their
honeymoon she had taken his face in her hands and said to him:

“You're an ugly, little fat man, Guy, but you've got charm.$
I can’t help loving you.”

A wave of emotion swept over her and her eyes filled with
tears. She saw his face twisted for a moment with the extremity
of his feeling and his voice was a little shaky when he answered.

“It's a terrible thing for me to have married a woman who's
mentally deficient,” ¢ he said.

She chuckled. It was the characteristic answer which she would
have liked him to make.

It was hard to realize that nine months ago she had never
even heard of him. She had met him at a small place by the sea-
side where she was spending a month’s holiday with her mother.
Doris was secretary to a member of Parliament. Guy was home on
leave. They were staying at the same hotel, and he quickly told
her all about himself. He was born in Sembulu, where his father
had served for thirty years under the second Sultan, and on leav-
ing school he had entered the same service. He was devoted to the
country.

“After all, England’s a foreign land to me,” he told her. “My
home’s Sembulu.”

And now it was her home too. He asked her to marry him at
the end of the month’s holiday. She had known he was going to,
and had decided to refuse him. She was her widowed mother’s only
child and she could not go so far away from her, but when the
moment came she did not quite know what happened to her; she
accepted him. They had been settled now for four months in the
little station of which he was in charge. She was very happy.

She told him once that she had quite made up her mind to re-
fuse him.

“Are you sorry you didn’t?” he asked, with a merry smile in his
twinkling blue eyes.

5 you've got charm — B te6e ecTh ofasiHue
§ mentally deficient — ymcrBenuo negopassuras



“I should have been a perfect fool if I had. What a bit of luck
that fate or chance or whatever it was stepped in and took the
matter entirely out of my hands!”

Now she heard Guy clatter down the steps to the bath-house.
He was a noisy fellow and even with bare feet he could not be
quiet. But he uttered an exclamation. He said two or three words
in the local dialect and she could not understand. Then she heard
someone speaking to him, in a whisper. Really it was too bad of
people to stop him when he was going to have his bath. He spoke
again and though his voice was low she could hear that he was
angry. The other voice was raised now; it was a woman’s. Doris
supposed it was someone who had a complaint io make. It was
like a Malay woman to come in that stealthy way. But she was
evidently getting very little from Guy, for she heard him say: Get
out. That at all events she understood, and then she heard him
lock the door. There was a sound of the water he was throwing
over himself and in a couple of minutes he was back again in the
dining-room. His hair was still wet. They sat down to luncheon.

“I’s luckv I'm not a suspicious or a jealous person,” she
laughed. “I don’t know that I should altogether approve of your
having an animated conversations with ladies while you’re having
your bath.”7

His face, usually so cheerful, had borne a dark, gloomy look
when he came in, but now it brightened.

“I wasn’t exactly pleased to see her.”

“So I judged by the tone of your voice. In fact, I thought you
were rather short?® with the young person.”

“Damned cheek, stopping me like that!”

“What did she want?”

“Oh, 1 don’t know. It’s a woman from the village. She’s had
a row 9 with her husband or something.”

“I wonder if it’s the same one who was hanging about this
morning.”

He frowned a little.

“Was there someone hanging about?” 10

“Yes, I went into your dressing-room to see what everything
was nice and tidy, and then I went down to the bath-house I saw
someone get out of the door as I went down the steps and when
I looked out I saw a woman standing there.”

“Did you speak to her?”

71 don’t know that I should altogether approve of your having an anima-
ted conversations with ladies while you’re having your bath. — §1 ue 3uaio, mo-
HPaBHJIOCh JIH MHE TO, YTO Thl Belellb OXKHBJEHHBIE Gecelbl ¢ JaMaMH, MOKa MpiH-
HHMaelb BaHHY.

8 you were rather short — e Gbl1 10BOAIBHO TPYO

9 she's had a row— ona nopyranacs

10 hanging about — 6poaiiTh BOKPYT



“I asked her what she wanted and she said something, but
I could not understand.”

“I'm not going to have all sorts of strange people hanging
about here,” he said. “They’ve got no right to come.”

He smiled, but Doris, with the quick understanding of a woman
in love, noticed that he smiled only with his lips, not as usual
with his eyes also, and wondered what it was that troubled him.

“What have you been doing this morning?” he asked.

“Oh, nothing much. I went for a little walk.”

“Through the village?”

“Yes, I saw a man sent a chained monkey up a tree to pick
cocoanuts, which rather thrilled me.”

“It’s rather a lark, ! isn’t it?”

“Oh, Guy, there were two little boys watching him who were -
much whiter than the others. I wondered if they were half-castes.
I spoke to them, but they didn’t know a word of English.”

“There are two or three half-caste children in the village,” he
answered.

“Who do they belong to?”

“Their mother is one of the village girls.”

“Who is their father?”

“Oh, my dear, thal’s the sort of question we think it a little
dangerous to ask out here.” He paused. “A lot of fellows have
native wives, and then when they go home or marry they pension
them off and send them back to their villages.”

Doris was silent. The indifference with which he spoke seemed
a little heartless to her. There was almost a frown on her frank,
open face when she replied.

“And what about the children?”

“I have no doubt they’re properly provided for.!? Within his
means, a man generally sees that there’s enough money to have
them decently educated. They get jobs as clerks in a government
office, you know; they’re all right.”

She gave him a slightly rueful smile.

“You can’t expect me to think it's a very good systemn.”

“You mustn’t be too hard,” he smiled back.

“I'm not hard. But I'm thankful you never had a Malay wife.
I should have hated it. Just think if those two little boys were
ours.”

Y The servant changed their plates. There was never much va-
riety in their menu. They started luncheon with river fish, dull and
tasteless, so that a good deal of tomato ketchup was needed to
make it pleasant, and then went on to some kind of stew. Guy
poured Worcester Sause over it.

1 [t's rather a lark — 3to noBoabHO 3a6aBHO
12 they’'re properly provided for — omi a07xibiM 06pa3oM ofeciTeuensl



“The old Sultan didn’t think it was a white woman’s country,”™
he said presently. “He rather encouraged people to keep house
with native girls. Of course things have changed now. The count-
ry’s perfectly quiet and I suppose we know better how to cope with
the climate.” :

“But, Guy, the eldest of those boys wasn’t more than seven or
eight and the other was about five.”

“It’s awfully lonely on an outstation. Why, often one doesn’t
see another white man for six months on end.® A fellow comes
out here when he’s only a boy.” He gave her that charming smile:
of his which transfigured his round, plain face. “There are excu-
ses, vou know.”

She always found that smile irresistible. It was his best argu-
ment. Her eyes grew once more soft and tender.

’ “T'm sure there are.” She stretched her hand across the little:
table and put it on his. “I'm very lucky to have caught you so-
young. Honestlv, it would upset me dreadfully, if I were told that
. you had lived like that.”

He took her hand and pressed it.

“Are you happy here, darling?”

“Desperately.”

She looked very cool and fresh in her linen dress. The heat
did not distress her. She had no more than the prettiness of vouth,
though her brown eyes were fine; but she had a pleasing frank--
ness of expression, and her dark, short hair was neat and olossy.
She gave you the impression of a girl of snirit and vou felt sure
that the member of parliament for whom she worked had in her
a very competent secretary.

“I loved the country at once,” she said. “Although I'm alone-
so much I don’t think I've ever once felt lonely.”

Of course she had read novels about the Malay Archipelago-
and she had formed an impression of a sombre land with great
ominous rivers and a silent, impenetrable jungle. When the little
steamer set them down at the month of the river, where a large
boat was waiting to take them to the station, her breath was taken
away by the beauty of the scene. On each bank of the river were
mangroves and palms, and behind them the dense green of the
forest. In the distance stretched blue mountains as far as the eye-
could see. The green glittered in the sunshine and the sky was
cheerful.

They rowed on. Two monkeys, with their hanging tails, sat
side by side on a branch. On the horizon, over there on the other
side of the river, beyond the jungle, was a row of little white-
clouds, the only clouds in the sky, and they looked like a row of
ballet-girls, dressed in white. Her heart was filled with joy; and

13 on end —moapsax (e BHIENHCH LENBIX WECTh MecAleB)
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mow, remembering it all, her eyes rested on her husband with
-a grateful, assured affection.

And what fun it had been to arrange their living-room! It was
very big. On the floor, when she arrived, was a torn and dirty
matting; on the walls of unpainted wood hung photogravures of
Academy pictures. The tables were covered with Dyak cloth in
sombre colours, and on them stood empty cigarette tins and bits
of Malay silver much in need of cleaning. There was a rough
wooden shelf with cheap editions of novels and a number of old
travel books; and another shelf was crowded with empty bottles.
Tt was a bachelor’s room, untidy and cold. It was a dull, comfort-
less life that Guy had led there, and she threw her arms round his
meck and kissed him.

“You poor darling,” she laughed.

She had deft hands and she soon made the room habitable. She
arranged this and that, and what she could not do with she turned
out. * Her wedding-presents helped. Now the room was friendly
and comfortable. In glass vases were lovely orchids and in great
bowls huge masses of flowering shrubs. She felt an unusual pride
because it was her house (she had never in her life lived in any-
thing but a little flat) and she made it charming for him.

“Are you pleased with me?” she asked when she had fi-
nished.

“Quite,” he smiled.

The deliberate understatement was much to her mind. -5 How
jolly it was that they should understand each other so well!l They
‘were both of them shy of showing emotion, and it was only at rare
mf{ments that they used with one another anything but ironic
joking.

They finished luncheon and he threw himself into a long chair
to have a sleep. She went towards her room. She was a little sur-
prised that he drew her to him as she passed and, making her
bend down, kissed her lips. They were not in the habit of exchang-
ing embraces at odd hours 16 of the day.

“A full stomach is making you sentimental, my poor lamb,” she
teased him.

“Get out and don’t let me see you again for at least two hours.”

“Don’t snore.”

She left him. They had risen at dawn and in five minutes were
fast asleep.

Doris was awakened by the sound of her husband’s splashing
in the bath-house. The walls of the bungalow were rather thin and

14 what she could not do with she turned out. — to, uto eii ne moxHpasiaocs,
<OHa BBIOpOCHJIA.

15 The deliberate understatement was much to her mind. — 310 caepixantoe
'‘BbICKA3bIBaHKE il OUeHb HDAaBHJIOCH.

16 odd hours — uwacer 1ocyra
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ot a thing that one of them did escaped the other. She felt too
fazy to move, but she heard the boy bring the tea things in, so she

mped up and ran down into her own bath-house. The water, not
old but cool, was deliciously refreshing. When she came into the
sitting-room Guy was taking the rackets out of the press, for they
played tennis in the short cool of the evening. The night fell at
six.

The tennis-court was two or three hundred yards from the bun-
galow and after tea, anxious not to lose time, they strolled down
to it.

“Oh, look,” said Doris, “there’s that girl that I saw this mor-
ning.”

Guy turned quickly. His eyes rested for a moment on a native
woman, but he did not speak.

%“What a pretty sarong 7 she’s got,” said Doris. “I wonder
where it comes from.”

They passed her. She was slight and small, with the large
dark, starry eyes of her race and a mass of black hair. She did not
stir as they went by, but stared at them strangely. Doris saw then
that she was not quite so young as she had at first thought. Her
features were a trifle heavy and her skin was dark, but she was
very pretty. She held a small child in her arms. Doris smiled
a little as she saw it, but no answering smile moved the woman’s
lips. Her face remained impassive. She did not look at Guy, she
looked only at Doris, and he walked on as though he did not see
her. Doris turned to him.

“Isn’t that baby a duck?”

“] didn’t notice.”

She was puzzled by the look of his face. It was deathly white,
and the pimples which not a little distressed her were more than
commonly red.

“Did you notice her hands and feet? She might be a duchess.”

“All natives have good hands and feet,” he answered, but not
jovially as usual; it was as though he forced himself to speak.

But Doris was not intrigued.

“Who is she, d’you know?”

“She’s one of the girls in the village.”

They had reached the court now. When Guy went up to the
net to see that it was taut he looked back. The girl was still stand-
ing where they had passed her. Their eyes met.

“Shall I serve?” said Doris.

“Yes, you've got the balls on your side.”

He played very badly. Generally he gave her fifteen and beat
her, but to-day she won easily. And he played silently. Generally
he was a noisy player, shouting all the time, cursing his foolish-

17 sarong — a local dress
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ness when he missed a ball and teasing her when he placet ®ae
out of her reach.

“You'’re off your game, young man,” she cried.

“Not a bit,” he said. .

He began to beat the balls, trying to win, and sent one € er
the other into the net. She had never seen him with that sefl <e,
Was it possible that he was a little out of temper because hev as
not playing well? The light fell, and they ceased to play. Thin" -
man whom they had passed stood in exactly the same positit as
when they came and once more, with expressionless facessTae
watched them go.

The blinds on the verandah were raised now and on thel®ble
between their two long chairs were bottles and soda-water.C his
was the hour at which they had the first drink of the day andxuy
prepared two glasses of wine. The river stretched widely fore
them and on the further bank the jungle was wrapped in thary-
stery of the approaching night. A native was silently rowin{ up-
stream. )

“I played like a fool,” said Guy, breaking a silence. “I'm'eel-
ing a bit under the weather.” 18

“I'm sorry. You're not going to have fever, are you?”

“Oh, no. I shall be all right to-morrow.”

Darkness closed in upon them. The frogs croaked loudly and
now and then they heard a few short notes from some siRing
bird of the night. Fireflies flitted across the verandah andthey
made the trees that surrounded it look like Christmas tres lit
with tiny candles. Doris thought she heard a little sigh. It distirbed
her. Guy was always so full of gaiety.

“What is it, old man?” she said gently. “Tell mother.”

“Nothing. Time for another drink,” he answered cheerfully.

Next day he was as cheerful as ever and the mail came The
steamer passed the mouth of the river twice a month, once @ its
way to the coalfields and once on its way back. On the outWard
journey it brought mail, which Guy sent a boat down to fetcl. Its
arrival was the excitement of their uneventful lives. For the first
day or two they looked through all that had come rapidly: letters,
English papers and papers from Singapore, magazines and bOoks,
They snatched the illustrated papers from one another. If Doris
had not been so absorbed she might have noticed that there was
a change in Guy. She would have found it hard to describe and
harder still to explain. There was in his eyes a sort of watchiul-
ness and in his mouth a slight droop of anxiety.

Then, perhaps a week later, one morning when she was sitting
in the shaded room studying a Malay grammar (for she was learn-

18 I'm feeling a bit under the weather. — $I uyBcTByl0 ceGsa Hemuoro He3jo.
POBBIM.
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ing the language hard) she heard a commotion in the garden. She
heard the house boy’s voice, he was speaking angrily, the voice of
another man, perhaps it was the water-carrier’s and then a wo-
man’s shrill and cursing. There was a confused fight. She went
to the window and opened the shutters. The water-carrier had hold
of a woman’s arm and was dragging her along, while the house
boy was pushing her from behind with both hands. Doris recog-
nized her at once as the woman she had seen one morning walking
in the garden and later in the day outside the tennis-court. She
was holding a baby against her breast. All three were shouting
angrlly
“Stop,” cried Doris. “What are you doing?”

At the sound of her voice the water-carrier let go suddenlv and
the woman still pushed from behind, fell to the ground. There
was a sudden silence and the house boy looked gloomily into
space. The water-carrier hesitated a moment and then ran away.
The woman raised herself slowly to her feet, arranged the baby on
her arm, and stood impassive, staring at Doris. The boy said some-
thing to her which Doris could not have heard even if she had

nderstood the woman by no change of face showed that his

words meant anything to her; but she slowly strolled away. The
boy followed her to the gate of the garden. Doris called to him as
he walked back, but he pretended not to hear. She was growing
angry now and she called more sharply.

“Come here at once,” she cried.

Suddenly, avoiding her angry glance, he came towards the
bungalow. He came in and stood at the door.

“What were you doing with that woman?” she asked sharply.

“Tuan !9 say she no come here.”

“You mustn’t treat a woman like that. I won’t have it. I shall
tell the tuan exactly what I saw.”

The boy did not answer. He looked away, but she felt that he
was watching her through his long eyelashes. She dismissed
him.

In a little while the boy came in to lay the cloth for luncheon.
On a sudden he went to the door.

“What is it?” she asked.

“Tuan just coming.”

He went out to take Guy’s hat from him. His quick ears had
caught the footsteps before she could hear them. Guy did not as
usual come up the steps immediately; he paused, and Doris at
once guessed that the boy had gone down to meet him in order to
tell him of the morning’s incident. She shrugged her shoulders. The
boy evidently wanted to get his story in first. But she was asto-
nished when Guy came in. His face was ashy.

19 tuan — rocmoauu (mectroe)
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“Guy, what on earth’s the matter?” 20

He flushed a sudden hot red.

“Nothing. Why?” .

It took him longer than usual to have his bath and- change
his clothes and luncheon was served when he came in.

“Guy,” she said, as they sat down, “‘that woman we saw the
other day was here again this morning.”

“So I've heard,” he answered.

“The boys were treating her brutally. I had to stop them. You
must really speak to them about it.”

Though the Malay understood every word she said, he made no
sign that he heard. He handed her the toast.

“She’s been told not to come here. I gave instructions that if
she showed herself again she was to be turned out.”

“Were they obliged to be so rough?”

“She refused to go. I don’t think they were any rougher than
they could help.”

“It was horrible to see a woman treated like that. She had a
baby in her arms.”

“Hardly a baby. It’s three years old.”

“How d’you know?”

“I know all about her. She hasn’t the least right to come here
annoying everybody.”

“What does she want?”

“She wants to do exactly what she did. She wants to make a
disturbance.” (

For a little while Doris did not speak. She was surprised at her
husband’s tone. He spoke as though all this were no concern of
hers. She thought him a little unkind. He was nervous and irritable.

“I doubt if we shall be able to play tennis this afternoon,” he
said. “It looks to me as though we were going to have a storm.”

The rain was falling when she awoke and it was impossible to
go out. During tea Guy was silent and abstracted. She got her
sewing and began to work. Guy sat down to read such of the
English papers as he had not yet gone through from cover to co-
ver; but he was restless; he walked up and down the large room
and then went out on the verandah. He looked at the rain. What
was he thinking of? Doris was vaguely uneasy.

It was not till after dinner that he spoke. During the simple
meal he had tried hard to be his usual gay self, but in vain. The
rain had ceased and the night was starry. They sat on the veran-
dah. In order not to attract insects they had turned off the lamp in
the sitting-room. At their feet, silent, mysterious and fatal, flowed
the river. ‘

“Doris, I've got something to say to you,” he said suddenly.

20 what on earth’s the matter? — u1o, yepr Bo3bMH, npousow.Io?
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