
LORD JIM. 17

surfaoe of the sea for an instant after the passage of

the ship, subsided splashing gently, calmed down at

last into the oiroular stillness of water and sky with

the blaok speck of the moving hull remaining ever-

lastingly in its centre.

Jim on the bridge was penetrated by the great

certitude of unbounded safety and peace that could

be read on the silent aspect of nature like the certi-

tude of fostering love upon the placid tenderness of

a mother's face. Below the roof of awnings, sur-

rendered to the wisdom of white men and to their

courage, trusting the power of their unbelief and

the iron shell of their fire-ship, the pilgrims of an
exacting faith slept on mats, on blankets, on bare

planks, on every deck, in all the dark comers,

wrapped in dyed cloths, muffled in soiled rags,

with their heads resting on small bundles, with

their faces pressed to bent forearms : the men, the

women, the children; the old with the young, the

decrepit with the lusty— all equal before sleep,

death's brother.

A draught of air, fanned from forward by the

speed of the ship, passed steadily through the long

gloom between the high bulwarks, swept over the

rows of prone bodies; a few dim flames in globe-

lamps were hung short here and there under the

ridge-poles, and in the blurred circles of light thrown
down and trembling slightly to the unceasing vibra-

tion of the Bhip appeared a chin upturned, two
closed eyelids, a dark hand with silver rings, a
meagre limb draped in a torn covering, a head

bent back, a naked foot, a throat bared and stretched

as if offering itself to the knife. The well-to-do had
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