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water-gate. She remained thus for a time in a
supplicating attitude before she sprang up. 'You
are false

!

' she screamed out after Jim. ' Forgive

me,' he cried. 'Never! Never!' she called back.

"Tamb' Itam took the paddle from Jim's hands,

it being unseemly that he should sit while his lord

paddled. When they reached the other shore his

master forbade him to come any farther ; but Tamb*

Itam did follow him at a distance, walking up
the slope to Doramin's campong.

" It was beginning to grow dark. Torches

twinkled here and there. Those they met stood

aside hastily to let Jim pass. The wailing of women
came from above. The courtyard was full of armed
Bugis with their followers, and of Patusan people.

" I do not know what this gathering really meant.

Were these preparations for war, or for vengeance,

or to repulse a threatened invasion? Many days

elapsed before the people had ceased to look out,

quaking, for the return of the white men with

long beards and in rags, whose exact relation to

their own white man they could never understand.

Even for those simple minds poor Jim remains

under a cloud.

"Doramin, alone, immense and desolate, sat in

his armchair with the pair of flintlock pistols on

his knees, faced by an armed throng. When Jim
appci red, at somebody's exclamation, all the heads

turned round together, and then the mass opened

right and left, and he walked up a lane of averted

glances. Whispers followed him ; murmurs : ' He
has worked all the evil.' 'He hath a charm.' . . .

He heard them—perhaps!


