W. S. MAUGHAM
FOOTPRINTS IN THE JUNGLE

There is no place in Malaya that has more charm than Tanah Merah. It lies on the sea. It was for long the busiest place in the Middle East and its harbour was crowded with shipping. But now it is dead. It has the sad and romantic air of all places that have once been of importance and live now on the recollection of a vanished grandeur. It is a sleepy little town and strangers that   come to it drop into its easy and lethargic ways. The European quarter is very silent. The Club faces the sea; it is a shabby building. In the morning you may find there a couple of planters who have come in from their estates on business; and in the afternoon a lady or two may perhaps be seen looking through old numbers of  the Illustrated London News1. At midnight a few men saunter in and sit about the billiard-room watching the play. But on Wednesdays there is a little more animation. On that day the gramophone is set going in the large room upstairs and people come in from the surrounding country to dance.
It was on one of these occasions that I met the Cartwrights. I was staying with a man named Gaze who was head of the police and he came into the billiard-room, where I was sitting, and asked me if I would make up a four at a bridge-table.2 The Cartwrights were planters and they came to Tanah Merah on Wednesdays because it gave their girl a chance of a little fun. "They were very nice people," said Gaze. I followed Gaze into the card-room and was introduced to them. Mrs. Cartwright was a woman somewhere in the fifties, with white hair very untidily arranged, and a constant gesture with her was an impatient movement of the hand to push back a long wisp of hair that kept falling over her forehead. Her blue eyes were large, but pale and a little tired; her face was lined and sallow; I think it was her mouth that gave it the ex-pression which I felt was characteristic of caustic but tolerant irony. You saw that here was a woman who knew her mind3 and was never afraid to speak it. I thought her a very agreeable person. I liked her frankness. I liked her quick wit. I liked her plain face. I never met a woman who obviously cared so little how she looked. It was not only her head that was untidy, everything about her was.
I thought Cartwright looked tired and old. He was a man of middle height, with a bald, shiny head, a grey moustache, and gold-rimmed spectacles. He was rather neat and you could see he took much more pains with his clothes than his untidy wife. He talked little, but it was plain that he enjoyed his wife's caustic humour arid sometimes he made quite a neat retort. They were evidently very good friends. It was pleasing to see so solid and tolerant an affection between two people who were almost elderly and must have lived together for so many years.
We were finishing the game when their daughter Olive came up to the table.
"Do you want to go already, Mumsey4?" she asked.
Mrs. Cartwright looked at her daughter with fond eyes.
"Yes, darling. It's nearly half-past eight. It'll be ten before we get our dinner."
"Damn our dinner," said Olive gaily.
"Let her have one more dance before we go," suggested Cartwright.
"Not one. You must have a good night's rest."
Cartwright looked at Olive with a smile.
"If your mother has made up her mind, my dear, we may just as well give in without any fuss."
"She's a determined woman," said Olive, lovingly strok​ing her mother's wrinkled cheek.
Olive was not pretty, but she looked extremely nice. She was nineteen or twenty. She had none of the determi​nation that gave her mother's face so much character, but resembled her father; she had his dark eyes and slightly aquiline nose; and his look of rather weak good nature.
When we separated, Gaze and I set out to walk to his house.
"What did you think of the Cartwrights?" he asked me.
"I liked them. The father and mother seemed to be very well satisfied with one another's company."
"Yes, their marriage has been a great success."
"Olive is the image of her father, isn't she?"
Gaze gave me a sidelong glance.
"Cartwright isn't her father. Mrs. Cartwright was a widow when he married her. Olive was born four months after her father's death."
"Oh!"
I drew out the sound in order to put in it all I could of surprise, interest and curiosity. But Gaze said nothing and we walked the rest of the way in silence.
After dinner Gaze was inclined to be talkative. He lean​ed back in his chair. He looked at me reflectively and then looked at his brandy.
"I've known Mrs. Cartwright for over twenty years," he said slowly. "She wasn't a bad-looking woman in those days. Always untidy, but when she was young it-didn't seem to matter so much. It was rather attractive. She was married to a man called Bronson. Reggie Bronson. He was a planter. I remember the first time I met Mrs. Bron​son as though it was yesterday. Of course then she did not look so determined as she looks now. She was much thin​ner, she had a nice colour, and her eyes were very pretty — blue, you know — and she had a lot of dark hair. As it was she was the best-looking woman there."
"I hadn't seen her for — oh, nearly twenty years," Gaze went on. "It was rather a shock to see her with a grown-up daughter, it made me realize how the time had passed."
"Did you recognize Mrs. Cartwright when you saw her again?" I asked.
"Well I did and I didn't. At the first glance I thought 1 knew her, but couldn't quite place her. But the moment she spoke I remembered at once. She came up to me in the club and shook hands with me. 'How do you do, Major Gaze? Do you remember me?' she asked. 
" 'Of course I do.' 

" 'A lot of water has passed under the bridge since we met last. We're none of us as young as we were. Have you seen Theo?'
"For a moment I couldn't think whom she meant. I suppose I looked rather stupid because she gave a little lile and explained.
" 'I married Theo, you know. It seemed the best thing ;do, I was lonely and he wanted it.' 
" 'I heard you married him.' I said. 'I hope you've been very happy.'
" 'Oh, very. Theo's a perfect duck. He'll be here in a minute. He'll be so glad to see you.' "I wondered. I should have thought I was the last man Theo would wish to see. I shouldn't have   thought she would wish it very much either. But women are funny." 
"Why shouldn't she wish to see you?" I asked. 
"I'm coming to that later," said Gaze. "Then Theo turned up. I don't know why I call him Theo; I never called him anything but Cartwright. Theo was a shock. You know what he looks like now; I remembered him as a curly-headed youngster, very fresh and clean-looking; he was al​ways neat, he had a good figure and held himself well. When I saw this bowed, bald-headed man with spectacles, I could hardly believe my eyes.
" 'Are you surprised to see us here?' he asked me. 
" 'Well, I hadn't the faintest notion where you were.' 
" 'We've kept track of your movements more or less. We've seen your name in the paper very often. You must come out one day and have a look at our place. We've been settled there a    good many years, and I suppose we shall stay there for good. Have you ever been back to Alor Lipis?'
" 'No, I haven't,' I said. 
" 'It hasn't got the pleasantest recollections for us,' said Mrs. Cartwright.
"I couldn't help looking at them with a certain amount curiosity. They seemed perfectly happy. They were on the best of terms with one another. Their marriage had evidently been a great success. And they were both of fern devoted to Olive and very proud of her, Theo espe-cially".
"Although she was only his step-daughter?" I said. 
"Although she was only his step-daughter," answered Gaze. "She hadn't taken his name. She called him Daddy, of course, he was the only father she'd ever known, but she signed her letters, Olive Bronson."
"What was Bronson like, by the way?"
"Bronson? He was a big fellow, very hearty, with a loud voice, and a fine athlete. There was not much to him but he was as straight as a die. He had red hair and a red face. He hadn't much to talk about but rubber and games, tennis, you know, and golf and shooting; and I don't suppose he read a book from year's end to year's end. But he was no fool. He knew his work from A to Z5, His estate was one of the best managed in the country."
"Did the Bronsons get on well together?"
"Oh, yes, I think "so. I'm sure they did. They seemed very happy. Their estate was about five miles from Alor Lipis.
"One day Mrs. Bronson told us that they were expecting a friend to stay with them and a few days later they brought Cartwright along. It appeared that he was an old friend of Bronson's, they'd been at school together, and they'd first come out East on the same ship. Rubber had taken a toss6 and a lot of fellows lost their jobs. Cartwright was one of them. He had had a pretty rotten time.
"At last he wrote to Bronson and asked him if he couldn't do something for him. Bronson asked him to come and stay until things got better, and Cartwright jumped at the chance, but Bronson had to send him the money to pay his railway fare. When Cartwright arrived at Alor Lipis he hadn't ten cents in his pocket. Mrs. Bronson told him that he was to look upon this place as his home and stay as long as he liked."
"It was very nice of her, wasn't it?" I remarked.
"Very."
"What sort of a man was Cartwright at that time?" I asked. "Younger, of course, and you told me rather nicej looking; but in himself?"
"Well, to tell you the truth, I never paid much attention to him. He was fond of reading and he played the piano rather nicely. You never minded having him about, he was never in the way, but you never bothered very much; about him. He did everything he could to get something to do, but he had no luck, the fact is there were no jobs going,7 and sometimes he seemed rather depressed about it. He was with the Bronsons for over a year. I remember ps saying to me once:
“After all I can't live with them for ever. They've been most awfully good to me, but there are limits.'
"I remember someone, a woman; I think it was the doctor's wife, asking Mrs. Bronson if she didn't get tired sometimes of having a stranger in the house.
“‘Oh, no,' she said, 'Theo's no trouble.' She turned to her husband: 'we like having him, don't we?' 
"He's all right,' said Bronson. 
"What does he do with himself all day long?' 

"He's always glad to make himself useful,' said Bronson. 'The other day when I had a go of fever,8 he took liver my work and I just lay in bed and had a good time.'" 
"Hadn't the Bronsons any children?" I asked.
"No." Gaze answered. "I don't know why, they could well have afforded it."
Then Gaze said suddenly: "Bronson was killed." 
"Killed?"
"Yes, murdered. I shall never forget that night. We'd been playing tennis, Mrs. Bronson, the doctor's wife, Theo Cartwright and I; and then we played bridge. Cartwright had been off his game9 and when we sat down at the bridge-table Mrs. Bronson said to him: 'Well, Theo, if you play bridge as rottenly as you played tennis we shall lose ouг shirts.'
"Bronson hadn't turned up, he'd cycled in to Kabulong to get the money to pay his coolies their wages and was to come along to the club when he got back. The Bronsons' estate was nearer Alor Lipis than it was to Kabulong, but Kabulong was a more important place commercially, and Bronson banked there.
'Mr. Bronson is late, isn't he?' asked the doctor's wife.
"Very. He said he wouldn't get back in time for tennis, but would be here for bridge. I have a suspicion that he went to the club at Kabulong instead of coming straight home.'
"I remember afterwards that when we sat down at the bridge-table, the doctor's wife asked Mrs. Bronson if she wasn't tired:
'Not a bit.' she said. 'Why should I be?' 
"I didn't know why she flushed.
"I was afraid the tennis might have been too much for you,' said the doctor's wife.
"Oh, no,' answered Mrs. Bronson, a trifle abruptly, I thought, as though she did not want to discuss the matter.
"I didn't know what they meant, and indeed it wasn't till later that I remembered the incident.
"We played three or four rubbers and still Bronson didn't turn up.
"I wonder what's happened to him,' said his wife. 'I can't think why he should be so late.'
"Cartwright was always silent, but this evening he had hardly opened his mouth. I thought he was tired and asked him what he'd been doing.
"Nothing very much,' he said.’I went out after tiffin 10 to shoot pigeon.'
"We had just started another rubber when the bar-boy came in and said there was a police-sergeant outside who wanted to speak to me.
"What does he want?' I asked.
"The boy said he did not know.
"I went out and found the sergeant with two Malays waiting for me on the steps. I asked him what the devil he wanted. He told me that these two men had come to the police-station and said there was a white man lying dead on the path that led through the jungle to Kabulong. I immediately thought of Bronson.
"Dead?' I cried.
"Yes, shot through the head. A white man with red hair.'
"Then I knew it was Reggie Bronson, and indeed, one of them naming his estate said he'd recognized him as Bronson. It was an awful shock. For a moment I really did not know what to do. It was terrible to give Mrs. Bronson such an unexpected blow without a word of pre​paration, but I found myself quite unable to think of any way to soften it. I went back into the club. As I entered the card-room Mrs. Bronson said: 'You've been an awful long time.' Then she caught sight of my face- 'is anything the matter?' I saw her clench her fists and go white.
"Something dreadful has happened,' I said, and my throat was all closed up so that my voice sounded hoarse even to myself. 'There's been an accident. Your husband's been wounded.'
"She gave a long gasp: 'Wounded?' 
"She leapt to her feet and with her eyes starting from her head stared at Cartwright. The effect on him was ghastly, he fell back in his chair and went as white as death.
"Very, very badly, I'm afraid,' I added. 
"I knew that I must tell her the truth, but I couldn't bring myself to tell it all at once.
'"Is he,' her lips trembled so that she could hardly the words, 'is he — conscious?' 
"'No, I am afraid he isn't.'
"Mrs. Bronson stared at me as though she were trying to see right into my brain. 
'"Is he dead?'
"'Yes, he was dead when they found him.'
"Mrs. Bronson collapsed into her chair and burst into tears. The doctor's wife went to her and put her arms round her. Cartwright sat quite still, his mouth open and stared at her. We forced Mrs. Bronson to drink a glass of brandy and gradually the violence of her emotion exhausted itself.
"You look as though you'd be all the better for a drop of brandy yourself, old man,' I said to Cartwright. 
"He made an effort. 
"Yes, I'll have a brandy.11' 
"'Now are you fit to take Mrs. Bronson home?' 
'Oh, yes,' he answered.
"They got into the trap 12. Theo took the reins and they drove off. The doctor and I started after them. For some time we drove without saying a word; we were both of us deeply shocked. I was worried as well. Somehow or other I'd got to find the murderers and I foresaw that it would be no easy matter.
"Do you suppose it was gang robbery?' said the doctor at last.
"Не might have been reading my thoughts.  
"'I don't think there is a doubt about it.' I answered. 
'They knew he'd gone into Kabulong to get the wages and lay in wait for him on the way back. Of course he should have come alone through the jungle when .everyone knew he had a packet of money with him.' 

"'He'd done it for years and he is not the only one. It's awful for Mrs. Bronson. It would have been bad at any time, but now she's going to have a baby...'
"I didn't know that,' I said interrupting him.
"No, for some reason she wanted to keep it dark. She was rather funny about it, I thought.'
"I recollected then the little passage between Mrs, Bronson and the doctor's wife. I understood why that good woman had been so anxious that Mrs. Bronson should not overtire herself.
"It's strange her having a baby after being married so many years.'
"It happens, you know. When first she came to see me and I told her what was the matter she fainted, and then she began to cry. She told me that Bronson didn't like children, and she made me promise to say nothing about-it till she had had a chance of breaking it to him gradually, But I don't know that she ever told him.'
"Poor devil,' I said. 'You know, I've got a notion he'd have been most awfully glad to know.'
"We drove in silence for the rest of the way and at last came to the point at which the short cut to Kabulong branched off from the road. Here we stopped and in a minute or two the police-sergeant and the two Malays came up. Taking the head-lamps13 to light us on our way we walked into the jungle. We walked for twenty minutes and on a sudden the coolies with a cry stopped sharply. There, in] the middle of the pathway lit dimly by the lamps the coo​lies carried, lay Bronson; he had fallen over his bicycle and lay across it in a heap. I was too shocked to speak, and I think the doctor was, too.
"The doctor bent down and turned his head.
"Is he quite dead?' I asked.
"Oh, yes, death must have-been instantaneous. Who​ever shot him must have fired at pretty close range. There's no sign of any struggle,' said the doctor.
"I took the lamp and as carefully as I could looked all about me. Just where he had fallen the sandy pathway was confused; there were our footprints and the footprints of the coolies who had found him. I walked two or three; paces and then saw quite clearly the mark of his bicycle wheels; he had been riding straight and steadily. Then be had evidently stopped and put his foot to the ground, then he had started off again.
"Now let's search him', I said.
"I felt him all over, but there was nothing: no money, watch. It was clear that he had been attacked by gang: robbers who knew he had money on him. I suddenly re​membered the footprints that proved that for a moment he pad stood still. I saw exactly how it had been done. One of them had stopped him on some pretext and then, just as he started off again, another, slipping out of the jungle behind him, had emptied the two barrels of a gun into his head.
"So then we offered a reward of a thousand dollars to anyone who could put us in the way of discovering 14 the murderers. But the reward seemed to tempt no one. The only thing now was to sit down and wait till the hue and cry had died down and the murderers thought the affair forgotten and found it safe to spend Bronson's money.
"Cartwright took Mrs. Bronson down to Singapore. The company Bronson had worked for asked him if he would care to take Bronson's place, but he said, very naturally, that he didn't like the idea of it; so they offered him the management of the estate that Cartwright lives now on. He moved in at once. Four months after this Olive was born at Singapore, and a few months later, when Bronson was dead over a year, Cartwright and Mrs. Bronson were married. It was very natural. After the trouble Mrs. Bronson had leant much on Cartwright and he had arranged everything for her. I imagined he was isorry for her, it was a dreadful position for a woman, she bad nowhere to go, and all they'd gone through must have been a tie between them. There was every reason for ahem to marry and it was probably the best thing for them both.
"It looked that Bronson's murderers would never be caught, for that plan of mine didn't work; there was no one in the district who spent more money than he could account for. A year had passed and to all intents and furposes the thing was forgotten. No one likes to be beat​en, but beaten I was. And then a Chinaman was caught trying to pawn poor Bronson's watch. At last the mystery was going to be cleared up, for if the Chinaman hadn't donе the thing himself we were pretty sure through him to trace the murderers. I asked him to account for his posses​sion of the watch. He said he had found it in the jungle.
"Found it?' I said, 'Fancy that. Where?'
"His answer staggered me; he said that he'd been com​ing along the pathway that led from Kabulong to Alor Lipis, and had gone into the jungle and caught sight of something gleaming and there was the watch. I asked him when he had found the watch.
"Yesterday,' he said.
"I tried to open it but couldn't. The pawnbroker had come to the police-station and was waiting in the next room. Luckily he was also something of a watch-maker. When he opened it he gave a little whistle, the works were thick with rust. I asked him what had put the watch in such a state, and without a word from me he said that it had been long exposed to wet.
"I said to the prisoner that. I was going to take him to the place where he said he had found the watch and he must show me the exact spot. We drove out- to where the track joined the road and walked along it; within five yards of the place where Bronson was killed the China​man stopped. 
"Here,' he said.
Gaze stopped and gave me a reflective look.
"What would you have thought then?" he asked.
"I don't know," I answered.
"Well, I'll tell you what I thought. I thought that if the watch was there the money might be there too. It seem​ed worth while having a look. I set my three men to work. Some hours later I came to the conclusion that we must give it up. But suddenly the. Chinaman — he must have had sharp eyes — stooped down and from under the root of a tree drew out a messy, stinking thing. It was a pocket-book that had been out in the rain for a year, that had been eaten by ants, that was sodden and foul, but it was a pocket-book all right, Bronson's, and inside were the shapeless remains of the Singapore notes he had got from the bank at Kabulong. Whoever had murdered Bron​son had made no money out of it.
"Do you remember my telling you that I'd noticed the print of Bronson's feet on each side of his bicycle? Those footprints had always puzzled me. And now the truth flashed across me. Whoever had murdered Bronson hadn't murdered him to rob and if he had stopped to talk to someone it could only be with a friend. I knew at last who fe murderer was.
"The man he met was Cartwright. Cartwright was pigeon-shooting. He stopped and asked him what sport he had,15 and as he rode on Cartwright raised his gun and discharged both barrels into his head. Cartwright took the moneу and watch in order to make it look like the work of gang robbers and hurriedly hid them in the jungle, then made his way home, changed into his tennis things and drove with Mrs. Bronson to the club. 
"I remembered how badly he had played tennis, and how he had collapsed when, in order to break the news mоге gently to Mrs. Bronson, I said Bronson was wounded and not dead. If he was only wounded he might have been able to speak. I bet that was a bad moment. The child was Cartwright's. Look at Olive: why, you saw the likeness yourself. The doctor had said that Mrs. Bronson was upset when he told her she was going to have a baby and made him promise not to tell Bronson. Why? Because Bronson knew he couldn't be the father of the child."
"Do you think Mrs. Bronson knew what Cartwright had done?"
"I'm sure of it. When I look back on her behaviour at thе club that night I am convinced of it. I know that woman. Look at that square chin of hers and tell me that she hasn't got the courage of the devil. She made Cart​wright do it. She planned every detail and every move. He was completely under her influence; he is now."
"But do you mean to tell me that neither you nor anyone else suspected that there was anything between them?"
"Never. Never."
"If they were in love with one another and knew that she was going to have a baby, why didn't they just bolt?"
"How could they? It was Bronson who had the money; shе hadn't a bean16 and neither had Cartwright. He was out of a job."
"They might have thrown themselves on his mercy." 
"Yes, but I think they were ashamed. He'd been so good to them, he was such a decent chap, I don't think they had the heart to tell him the truth. They preferred to kill him."
"Well, what did you do about it?" I asked.
"Nothing. What was there to do? What was the evidence? That the notes and watch had been found? They might easily have been hidden by someone who was afterwards afraid to come and get them. The footprints? Bronson might have stopped to light a cigarette. Who could prove that the child that a perfectly decent, respectable woman had had four months after her husband's death was not his child? No jury would have convicted Cartwright. I held my tongue and the Bronson murder was forgotten."
Gaze [geiz]
Olive ['oliv]
Reggie     Bronson ['redз 'brоnsən]
Alor Lipis ['ælo:'laipis]
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Malaya [mə'leiə]
Malay [mə'lei] 

Tanah Merah['tα:nə mə'rα:] 

Cartwright ['kα:trait] 

Theo ['Θi:ou]
Notes
1. the Illustrated London News — name of a paper
2. make up a four at a bridge-table — it is necessary to have four persons to play bridge
3. a woman who knew her mind — a woman who knewwhat she wanted
4. Mumsey— a child's name for its mother
5. He knew his work from A to Z. — He knew his workvery well.
6. Rubber had taken a toss — the price of rubber had fallen
7. there were no jobs going — there were no jobs to be found
8. I had a go of fever — I had an attack of fever
9. Cartwright had been off his game — Cartwright had played very badly
10. tiffin — lunch (in the East)
11. I'll have a brandy. — I'll have a glass of brandy
12. the trap — a light, two-wheeled horse carriage
13. the head-lamps – lights fixed in front of a car, carriage, etc.
14. who could put us in way of discovering – who could help us to discover...
15. and asked him what sport he had — and asked him if the hunting was good
16. she hadn't a bean — she had no money at all
WORDS AND WORD COMBINATIONS
(TO BE REMEMBERED, USED IN EXERCISES",
OR WHEN RETELLING THE TEXT)
to be of importance, impor
       tant 
to give a chance
to arrange 
characteristic (of) 
(un) tidy 

to be fond (of) 
to give in, up 
determined, determination 
to resemble 
to look like
to be a (great) success 
to be inclined to do some​thing
matter v, n 
to recognize 
shock v , n 
for good, for ever 
on the best of terms 
to manage, management 
to get on well 
to have a (rotten, good) time
to look upon something 
to have (no)  luck 
to afford 
to turn up 
suspicion, to suspect

to be too much for some​body
to give a blow 
unable
accident 
to go white 
to tell the truth 
to be conscious 
to collapse 
to make an effort 
there's no doubt about it
to search somebody 
exact (ly) 
on some pretext 
a reward 
to go (through) 
to account (for) 
to pawn 
to clear up 
worth while having 
to come to the conclusion 
to change (into) 
to break the news 
to be convinced 
under somebody's influence 
evidence 
to convict 
to hold one's tongue
EXERCISES
I.
Practise the pronunciation of the following words:
grandeur, lethargic, forehead, height, moustache, aquiline, athlete, straight, sergeant, conscious, exhausted, instantaneous, pretext, close adj.
II.
Answer the following questions:
1. Under what circumstances did the author meet the Cartwrights?
2. What impression did the Cartwrights produce on the author and what did he think of them?
3. What did the author learn about the Cartwrights from Gaze?
4. What did the author learn of the Mrs. Cartwright of 20 years ago?
5. Why did Theo's appearance give Gaze a shock? What had he been like when he first came to Alor Lipis?
6. Why couldn't Gaze help looking at the Cartwrights with a certain .amount of curiosity?    Why did he think he was the last man they wished to see?
7. What was Bronson like?
8. How did it happen that Cartwright came to live with the Bronsons?
9. How did Gaze try to soften the blow which the news would give Mrs. BYonson?
10. What effect did the news have on both Cartwright and Mrs. Bronson?
11. What was worrying Gaze when going to the place of the murder?
12. What did the doctor tell Gaze about Mrs. Bronson?
13. What made Gaze think that Bronson had been attacked by gang robbers?
14. What conclusion did Gaze come to after he had searched Bronson and examined the place of the murder?
15. Why was it natural that a year later Cartwright and Mrs. Bronson were married?
16. Why did it look as if Bronson's murderers would never be caught?
17. What event cleared up the mystery of Bronson's murder at last?
18. What made Gaze think it was Cartwright who had murdered Bronson?
19. Why didn't Mrs. Bronson and Cartwright dare to tell Bronson the truth?
20. Why couldn't Gaze do anything about the murder?
III. Answer the following questions (which are not true to fact), giving both short and complete answers:
1. Mrs. Cartwright was a weak-willed woman, wasn't she? 2. The Cartwrights' marriage was not a success, was it? 3. When twenty years later Gaze saw the Cartwrights, recognized them at first glance, didn't he? 4. The Cartwrights were very glad to see Gaze, weren't ihey? 
5. Alor Lipis had the pleasantest recollections for the Cartwrights, hadn't it? 6. Bronson was a very educated man who could к about anything, wasn't he? 7. Cartwright had a very good time before he came to live with the Bronsons, didn't he? 8. Cartwright was always in everybody's way, wasn't he? 9. The Bronsons got tired of having a stranger in the ise, didn't they? 
10. Cartwright was very good both at tennis and at bridge on the night when Bronson was killed, wasn't he? 11. Bronson usually went to the Kabulong bank by train, didn't he? 12. When Bronson went to Kabulong, he said he would get in time for tennis, didn't he? 13. Nobody was surprised when Bronson didn't turn up in the evening, were they? 14. Cartwright said he had been at home the whole day, didn't he? 15. Both Mrs. Bronson and Cartwright took the news of the accident calmly, didn't they? 16. Gaze knew.it would-be easy to find the murderers, didn't he? 17. The reward of a thousand dollars fempted people at once, didn't it? 18. The mystery was never cleared up, was it?
IV: Answer the following questions:
1. What would have happened if Bronson had still been conscious when the coolies found him? 2. What would have happened if Bronson had been attacked by a gang? 3. What would have happened if the money and the watch had been found the same night? 4. What would have happened if the person (or persons) who had killed Bronson started spending the money? 
5. What would have happened if Mrs. Bronson had told her husband she was going to have a baby? 6. What would have happened if Mrs. Bronson and Cartwright had told Bronson the truth?
V. Answer the following questions. Use the words given in bold type in questions of your own:
1. What chance did the visits of the Cartwrights to Tanah Merah give their daughter? When will you have a chance to go to the South for your vacation? 2. What was characteristic of Mrs. Cartwright? 3. Why did Cartwright and Olive have to give in once Mrs. Cartwright had made up her mind? 4. Why was the marriage of Mrs. Bronson and Cartwright a success? Why are the concerts of the Moiseew Ensemble a success both at home and abroad? 5. Whom did Olive resemble? 6. What did Cartwright look like when Gaze saw him first at Bronson's estate and then twenty years later? 7. Did Gaze recognize Mrs. Bronson when he saw her twenty years later? Is it easy to recognize people whom you haven't seen for years? 8. Were the Cartwrights on the best of terms with one another? 9. Was Bronson's estate one of the best managed in the country? 10. What was Cartwright fond of doing? What books are you fond of reading? What books were you fond of reading when a child? 11. What did Cartwright do with himself when he lived with the Bronsons? 12. Did Cartwright try to make himself useful? What is your opinion of people who always try to make themselves useful? 13. Why did Bronson say he had a good time when he was down with the fever? Did you have a good time last summer? 14. Did Cartwright have any luck before he came to live with the Bronsons? 15. Was Bronson conscious when the two Malays came across him in the jungle? 16. Why did Gaze think that somebody must have stopped Bronson on some pretext when he was cycling through the jungle? 17. Where did the Cartwrights move to after Bronson's death? Do you intend to move to some other town in the near future? Do you like moving from place to place? Have you ever helped anyone moving into a new flat? 18. Who broke the sad news to Mrs Bronson? 19. Was Cartwright under Mrs. Bronson's influence?
VI. Make up questions of your own, using the following words and word combinations:
to be characteristic (of) 



            to clear up
to come to the conclusion
under somebody's influence
to change into, 
to give in/ up 
at first glance
for good
to get on well
to be devoted (to)
to turn up
to fire at close range
on some pretext 

to go through 

to account (for) 

VII. Paraphrase, using the vocabulary of the text:
l. This expression was typical of Mrs. Cartwright. 2. She was a woman who knew what she wanted. 3. If your mother has decided something, my dear, we may just as well stop arguing. 4. Olive looked like her father. 5. Their marriage was very successful. 6. She was always untidy, but when she was young it didn't seem to be im​portant. 7. Very much time has passed since we met last. 8. They seemed quite happy and they got on very well with one another. 9. Bronson's estate was run very well. 10. Bronson told Cartwright that he was to regard that place as his home. 11. We never took much notice of Cart-winght. 12. He liked reading very much. 13. "We like hiving Cartwright, don't we?" Mrs. Bronson addressed her hftsband. 14. Bronson said he would return in time for tennis. 15. Gaze couldn't think of any way to soften the blow to Mrs. Bronson. 16. When she saw Gaze's face she said: "Is anything wrong?" 17. We made Mrs. Bronson drink a gftss of brandy. 18. I foresaw that it would be difficult ta find the murderers. 19. All they had suffered must have been a tie between them. 
20. There was no one in the dis​trict who spent more money than he could give a good rea​son for having. 21. At last the mystery was going to be solved. 22. When Gaze looked back now on Mrs. Bronson's behaviour he was sure she had known what Cartwright M done. 23. Gaze kept silence and the murder was for​gotten.
VIII. Find the sentences in the text in which the following phrases were used. Use them in sentences of your own: 
1. to make up one's mind; to make oneself useful; to make an effort; to make somebody promise; to make no money out of; to make one's way home.

2. to matter much; to discuss the matter; it would be no easy matter; is anything the matter...
3. to give a (reflective) look (glance, smile); to give somebody a chance; to give in, up; to give an impression.
4. to get the wages; to get back; to get the courage; to get on well.
IX. Translate into English, using the phrases given in Exercise VIIl:
1. Он уже два года как бросил курить. 2. Когда вы получаете зарплату? 3. Что-нибудь случилось? 4. Не подсказывайте, дайте ему возможность ответить самому. 5. Они, кажется, не ладят. 6. Я еще не решил, куда по​ехать летом. 7. Я предлагаю, чтобы мы обсудили этот во​прос на собрании. 8. Он обещал вернуться из города вовремя. 9. Я предвижу, что будет нелегко заставить его уступить. 10. Разрешите мне помочь вам, я всегда рад быть полезным. 11. Ей не хватает смелости сообщить ему эту печальную весть. 12. Она заставила нас уступить ей. 13. Он сделал над собой усилие, чтобы не улыбнуться. 14. В этот вечер она шла домой через парк. 15. Вы отказались от намерения (мысли)  присоединиться к нам?

X. Choose the appropriate word from those in brackets:
1. Did Gaze (recognize, recollect) Mrs. Bronson when he saw her twenty years later? 
2. You know what Cart-wright (resembles, looks like) now. 3. Gaze could (hardly, almost) believe his eyes when he saw Cartwright. 4. Mrs. Bronson (hardly, almost) gave herself away when Gaza broke the sad news to her. 5. Cartwright was always silent but this evening he had (hardly, almost) opened his mouth. 6. You never minded having Cartwright about: he was never in the way, but you didn't (bother, worry) much about him. 7. Gase was (bother, worried) as he had got to find the murderers. 8. "There's been an (accident, incident); your husband has been   wounded," sal Gaze. 9. We (forced, made) Mrs. Bronson drink a glass of brandy. 10. All that Mrs. Bronson and Cartwright had (survived, gone through) must have been a tie between them.
XI. Give English equivalents to the following words and word combination.
      In what situations were they used in the text? 
      Use them in sentences of your own.

прийти к заключению




навсегда

осудить






быть в хороших 

пережить






отно​шениях

нанести удар 






быть похожим

под предлогом





побледнеть

под влиянием





сказать правду

переодеться






быть преданным

сделать усилие





решительный

характерно для 





улика

хорошо (плохо) провести время
​


награда



подозревать






несчастный случай

сообщить новость 





появиться

иметь успех







XII. Retell the story a) briefly; b) in detail.
XIII. Topics for oral or written work:
1. What were the pieces of evidence that helped Gaze tb clear up the crime?
2. Speak on the double life the Cartwrights had to live.
3. Speak on the atmosphere in which Olive was brought up. What would have become of this happy family if Olive had found out the truth about her parents?
4. What made Mrs. Bronson and Cartwright commit the crime?

