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Doramin's, he whom they often called the white

lord's friend was disclosed lying unchanged with his

eyelids a little open as if about to wake. Doramin
leaned forward a little more, like one looking for

something fallen on the ground. His eyes searched

the body from its feet to its head, for the v;ound

maybe. It was in the forehead and small; and
there was no word spoken while one of the by-

standers, stooping over the body, took off the silver

ring from the cold stiff hand. In silence he held

it up before Doramin. A murmur of dismay and
horror ran through the crowd at the sight of that

familiar token. The old Nakhoda stared at it, and
suddenly let out one great fierce cry, deep from the

chest, a roar of pain and fury, as mighty as tha

bellow of a wounded bull, bringing great fear into

men's hearts, by the magnitude of his anger and

his sorrow that could be plainly discerned without

words. There was a great stillness afterwards for

a space, wliile the body was being borne aside by
four men. They laid it down luider a tree, and on

the instant, with one long shriek, all the women
of the household began to wail together ; they

mourned with shrill cries ; the sun was setting, and

in the intervals of screamed lamentations the high

sing-soi\rj voices of two old men intoning the Koran
chanted alone.

" About this time Jim, leaning on a gun-carriage,

looked at the river, and turned his back on the

house ; and the girl, in the doorway, panting as

if she had run herself to a standstill, was looking

at him across the yard. Tamb' Itam stood not far

from his master, waiting patiently for what might


