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"Whpn he came up into the light of torches

the wailing of the women ceased suddenly. Doramin

did not lift his head, and Jim stood silent before

him for a time. Then he looked to the left, aiid

moved in that direction with measured steps. Dain

Waris's mother crouched at the head of the body,

and the grey dishevelled hair concealed her face.

Jim came up slowly, looked at his dead friend, lift

ing the sheet, then dropped it without a word.

Slowly he walked back.

" * He came ! He came, was running from lip to

lip, making a murmur to which he moved. *He
hath taken it upon his own head, a voice said

aloud. He heard this and turned to the crowd.

*Yes. Upon my head.' A few people recoiled.

Jim waited awhile before Doramin, and then said

gently, *I am come in sorrow. He waited again.

*I am come ready and unarmed, he repeated.

" The unwieldy old man, lowering his big forehead

like an ox under a yoke, made an effort to rise,

clutching at the flintlock pistols on hie knees. From
his throat came gurgling, choking, inhuman sounds,

and his two attendants helped him from behind.

People remarked that the ring which he had dropped

on his lap fell and rolled against the foot of the

white man, and that poor Jim glancec' down at

the talisman that had opened for him the door of

fame, love, and success within the wall of forests

fringed with white foam, within the coast that

under the western sun looks like the very strong-

hold of the night. Doramin, struggling to keep

his feet, made with his two supporters a swaying,

tottering group; his little eyes stared with an ex-
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