ALMAYER'S FOLLY;
A STORY OF AN
EASTERN RIVER



Published @ 2017 Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd

ISBN 9780649178872

Almayer's folly; a story of an eastern river by Joseph Conrad

Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilisation of this work in whole or in part in
any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented,
including xerography, photocopying and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval
system, is forbidden without the permission of the publisher, Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd, PO Box
1576 Collingwood, Victoria 3066 Australia.

All rights reserved.

Edited by Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd.
Cover @ 2017

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent,
re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher's prior consent in any form or
binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition
including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

www.triestepublishing.com



JOSEPH CONRAD

ALMAYER'S FOLLY;
A STORY OF AN
EASTERN RIVER

ﬁTrieste






ALMAYERS FOLLY



'ALMAYER’S FOLLY

A Story of an
Eastern Ruiver

ny

Joseph 'Conrad’

Qui de nous n'a eu sa terre
I:rrnmim:, sof jﬂ-ul dhextase ot
12 fn en eail —AmiEL

McCLELLAND & STEWART

PUBLISHERS TORONTO




Eo
THE MEMORY

oF
T W




ALMAYER'S FOLLY
()

CHAPTER I

“ KASPAR! Makan!"”

The well-known shrll voice stariied Almayer
froom his dream  of splendid fiture into the
unpleasant realities of the present hour. An
unpleasant voice too. He had heard it for many
years, and with every year he liked it less. No
matter ; there would be an end to all this soon.

He shuffled uneasily, but teal no further notice
of the ecall, Leaning with both his elbows on the
balustrade of the verandah, he went on looking
fixedly at the great river that flowed—indifferent
and hurried—before his eyes. He liked to look
at it about the time of sunset ; perhaps because
at that time the sinking sun would spread a
glowing gold tinge on the waters of the Pantaj,
and Almayer's thoughts were cften busy with gold ;
gold he had failed to secure: gold the others had

secured—dishonestly, of course—or gold he meant
'
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to secure yet, through his own honest exertions,
for himself and Nina. He absorbed himself in his
dream ﬁ}l’ wealth aud“_ power away from this coast
where he had dwelt for so many years, forgetting
the bitterness of toll and strife in the vision of a
great and splendid reward. They would live in
Furope, he and his daoghter. They would be
rich and respected. Mobody would think of her
mixed blood in the presence of her great beauty
and of his immense wealth. Witnessing her
triumphs he would grow young again, he would
forget the twenty-five years of heart-breaking
strugoie on this coast where he feit like a prisoner.
All this was nearly within his reach. Let only
Dain returnl  And return soon he must—in Lis
own inteoest, for his own share,. He was now
mote than a week late} Perhaps he would return
to-night.

Such were Almayer's thoughts as, standing oo the
veratidah of his new but already decaying house—
that last failure of his life—he looked on the broad
river. There was no tinge of gold on it this evening,
for it had been swollen by the rains, and rolled an
angry and muddy flood under his inattentive eyes,
carrying small drift-wood and big dead logs, and
whole uprooted trees with branchcs_"and_"fn'liagg,_
amongst which the water swirled and roared
angrily.

One of those drifting trees grounded on the
shelving shore, just by the house, and Almayer,
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neglecting his dreany, watrhed it with languid
meerest.  The tree swung slowly round, amid the
hiss and foam of the water, and soon cetting frec
ol the obstruction began to move down stream
surain, rollinege slowly over, raising vpwards a long,
uenuded branch, ke a hand iified in mute appeal
to heaven agamst the river's biotal and unneces-
sary wviolence, Almaver's interest in the fate of
tnat teee increased rapicly, e leased over to see
il it would clear the low point below, Tt did ; then
he drew back, thinking that now 15 Course was
free down to the sea, and he envicd the ot of that
manimate thing now growing stnall Aol indistinet
i the deepening darkness,  As he lost sight of it
altorether he began to womder how far out to sca
it would crift.  Would the current carry it nosth
or south @ South, probably, it it drified in sight
of Celebes, as far a5 Macassar, pees aps!

Macassar | Almayer's quickened fancy distanced
the tree on its imaginary vorace, but his memory
lagging belitnd some twuenty vears or more in point
of time saw a voung and sim Almayer, clad all
in white and modest-looking, landing from the
Dutch mail-boat on the duesty jetty of JMacassar,
coming to woo fortune in the godowns of old
udir. It was an important epoch in his life, the
beginning of a new existence for him.  His father,
a subordinate official employed in the Hotanical
Gardens of Buitenzargz, was no doubt delizhied to
place his son in such a irm.  The young man him-
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sell’ too was nothing loth to leave the poisonous
shores of Java, and the meagre comforts of the
parental bungalow, where the father grumbled all
day at the stupidity of native gardeners, and the
mother from the depths of her long casy-chair
bewailed the lost glories of Amsterdam, where she
had been brought up, and of her position as the
daughter of a cigar dealer there,

Almayer had left his home with a licht kesart
and a lichter pocket, speaking English well, and
strong in arithmetic ; ready to conguer the world,
never dovbting that he would.

After those twenty years, standing in the close
and stilling heat of a Bornean evening, he recalled
with pleasurable regret the image of Hudig's lofty
and cool warchouses with their long and straight
avenucs of gin cases and bales of Manchester
goods ; the biz door swinging noiselessly; the dim
light of the place, so delightlu] afier the glare of
the strcets; the little railed-off spaces amongst
piles of merchandise where the Chinese clerks,
neat, cuol, and sad-cycd, wrote rapidly and in
silence amidst the din of the working gangs rolling
casks or shifting cases to a muttered song, ending
with a desperate yell, At the upper end, facing
the great door, there was a larger space railed off,
well lighted ; there the noise was subdued by
distance, and above it rose the soft and continuous
clinkk of silver puilders which other discreet
Chinamen were counting and piling up under




