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"Then Jim understood. He had retreated from

one world, for a small matter of an impulsive

jump, and now the other, the work of his own
hands, had fallen in ruins upon his head. It was
not safe for his servant to go out amongst his own
people ! I believe that in that very moment he had

decided to defy the disaster in the only way it oc-

curred to him such a disaster could be defied; but

all I know is that without a word he came out of

his room and sat before the long table, at the head

of which he was accustomed to regulate the aifairs

of his world, proclaiming daily the truth that surely

Kved in his heart. But he was romantic—romantic

—and nevertheless true. The dark powers should

not rob him twice of his peace. He sat like a

stone figure. Tamb' Itam, deferential, hinted at

preparations for defence. The girl he loved came

in and spoke to him, but he made a sign with

his hand, and she was awed by the dumb appeal

for silence in it. She went out on the verandah

and sat on the threshold, as if to guard him with

her body from dangers outside.

"What thoughts passed through his head—what
memories? Who can tell. Everything was gone,

and he who had been once unfaithful to his trust

had lost again all men's confidence. It was then,

I believe, he tried to write— to somebody— and
gave it up. Loneliness was closing on him. People

had trusted him with their lives— only for that;

and yet they could never, as he had said, never be

made to understand him. Those without did not

hear him make a sound. Later, towards the even-

ing, he oame to the door and called for Tamb' Itam*


