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)ing. *It is I, Tamb' Itam,' he cried at the

door, 'with tidings that cannot wait.' He saw Jim
turn over on the pillow and open his eyes, and he

burst out at once. 'This, Tuan, is a day of evil,

an accursed day.' His master raised himself on

his elbow to listen—^just as Dain Waris had done.

And then Tamb' Itam began his tale, trying to

relate the story in order, calling Dain Waris Pang-

lima, and saying, ' The Panglima then called out

to the chief of his own boatmen, " Give Tamb'
Itam something to eat " '— when his master put

his feet to the ground and looked at him with

such a discomposed face that the words remained

in his throat.

" ' Speak out,' said Jim. ' Is he dead ? * ' May
you live long,' cried Tamb' Itam. 'It was a most

cruel treachery. He ran out at the first shots and
fell.' . . . His master walked to the window and
with his fist struck at the shutter. The room was
made light ; and then in a steady voice, but speak-

ing fast, he began to give him orders to assemble

a. fleet of boats for immediate pursuit, go to this

man, to the other— send messengers ; and as he

talked he sat down on the bed, stooping to lace

his boots hurriedly, and suddenly looked up. ' Why
do you stand here ?

' he asked very red - faced.

* Waste no time.' Tamb' Itam did not move. 'For-

give me, Tuan, but . . . but,' he began to stammer.

' What ?
' cried his master aloud, looking terrible,

leaning forward with his hands gripping the edge

of the bed. 'It is not safe for thy servant to go

out amongst the people,' said Tamb' Itam, after

hesitating a moment.


