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			Author’s Note

			When this nov­el first ap­peared in book form a no­tion got about that I had been bolted away with. Some re­view­ers main­tained that the work start­ing as a short story had got bey­ond the writer’s con­trol. One or two dis­covered in­tern­al evid­ence of the fact, which seemed to amuse them. They poin­ted out the lim­it­a­tions of the nar­rat­ive form. They ar­gued that no man could have been ex­pec­ted to talk all that time, and oth­er men to listen so long. It was not, they said, very cred­ible.

			After think­ing it over for some­thing like six­teen years, I am not so sure about that. Men have been known, both in the trop­ics and in the tem­per­ate zone, to sit up half the night “swap­ping yarns.” This, how­ever, is but one yarn, yet with in­ter­rup­tions af­ford­ing some meas­ure of re­lief; and in re­gard to the listen­ers’ en­dur­ance, the pos­tu­late must be ac­cep­ted that the story was in­ter­est­ing. It is the ne­ces­sary pre­lim­in­ary as­sump­tion. If I hadn’t be­lieved that it was in­ter­est­ing I could nev­er have be­gun to write it. As to the mere phys­ic­al pos­sib­il­ity we all know that some speeches in Par­lia­ment have taken near­er six than three hours in de­liv­ery; where­as all that part of the book which is Mar­low’s nar­rat­ive can be read through aloud, I should say, in less than three hours. Be­sides—though I have kept strictly all such in­sig­ni­fic­ant de­tails out of the tale—we may pre­sume that there must have been re­fresh­ments on that night, a glass of min­er­al wa­ter of some sort to help the nar­rat­or on.

			But, ser­i­ously, the truth of the mat­ter is, that my first thought was of a short story, con­cerned only with the pil­grim ship epis­ode; noth­ing more. And that was a le­git­im­ate con­cep­tion. After writ­ing a few pages, how­ever, I be­came for some reas­on dis­con­ten­ted and I laid them aside for a time. I didn’t take them out of the draw­er till the late Mr. Wil­li­am Black­wood sug­ges­ted I should give some­thing again to his magazine.

			It was only then that I per­ceived that the pil­grim ship epis­ode was a good start­ing-point for a free and wan­der­ing tale; that it was an event, too, which could con­ceiv­ably col­our the whole “sen­ti­ment of ex­ist­ence” in a simple and sens­it­ive char­ac­ter. But all these pre­lim­in­ary moods and stir­rings of spir­it were rather ob­scure at the time, and they do not ap­pear clear­er to me now after the lapse of so many years.

			The few pages I had laid aside were not without their weight in the choice of sub­ject. But the whole was re­writ­ten de­lib­er­ately. When I sat down to it I knew it would be a long book, though I didn’t fore­see that it would spread it­self over thir­teen num­bers of “Maga.”

			I have been asked at times wheth­er this was not the book of mine I liked best. I am a great foe to fa­vour­it­ism in pub­lic life, in private life, and even in the del­ic­ate re­la­tion­ship of an au­thor to his works. As a mat­ter of prin­ciple I will have no fa­vour­ites; but I don’t go so far as to feel grieved and an­noyed by the pref­er­ence some people give to my Lord Jim. I won’t even say that I “fail to un­der­stand. …” No! But once I had oc­ca­sion to be puzzled and sur­prised.

			A friend of mine re­turn­ing from Italy had talked with a lady there who did not like the book. I re­gret­ted that, of course, but what sur­prised me was the ground of her dis­like. “You know,” she said, “it is all so mor­bid.”

			The pro­nounce­ment gave me food for an hour’s anxious thought. Fi­nally I ar­rived at the con­clu­sion that, mak­ing due al­low­ances for the sub­ject it­self be­ing rather for­eign to wo­men’s nor­mal sens­ib­il­it­ies, the lady could not have been an Itali­an. I won­der wheth­er she was European at all? In any case, no Lat­in tem­pera­ment would have per­ceived any­thing mor­bid in the acute con­scious­ness of lost hon­our. Such a con­scious­ness may be wrong, or it may be right, or it may be con­demned as ar­ti­fi­cial; and, per­haps, my Jim is not a type of wide com­mon­ness. But I can safely as­sure my read­ers that he is not the product of coldly per­ver­ted think­ing. He’s not a fig­ure of North­ern Mists either. One sunny morn­ing, in the com­mon­place sur­round­ings of an East­ern road­stead, I saw his form pass by—ap­peal­ing—sig­ni­fic­ant—un­der a cloud—per­fectly si­lent. Which is as it should be. It was for me, with all the sym­pathy of which I was cap­able, to seek fit words for his mean­ing. He was “one of us.”

			
				J. C.

				June, 1917.

			
		
	
		
			Lord Jim

		
	
		
			I

			He was an inch, per­haps two, un­der six feet, power­fully built, and he ad­vanced straight at you with a slight stoop of the shoulders, head for­ward, and a fixed from-un­der stare which made you think of a char­ging bull. His voice was deep, loud, and his man­ner dis­played a kind of dogged self-as­ser­tion which had noth­ing ag­gress­ive in it. It seemed a ne­ces­sity, and it was dir­ec­ted ap­par­ently as much at him­self as at any­body else. He was spot­lessly neat, ap­par­elled in im­macu­late white from shoes to hat, and in the vari­ous East­ern ports where he got his liv­ing as ship-chand­ler’s wa­ter-clerk he was very pop­u­lar.

			A wa­ter-clerk need not pass an ex­am­in­a­tion in any­thing un­der the sun, but he must have Abil­ity in the ab­stract and demon­strate it prac­tic­ally. His work con­sists in ra­cing un­der sail, steam, or oars against oth­er wa­ter-clerks for any ship about to an­chor, greet­ing her cap­tain cheer­ily, for­cing upon him a card—the busi­ness card of the ship-chand­ler—and on his first vis­it on shore pi­lot­ing him firmly but without os­ten­ta­tion to a vast, cav­ern-like shop which is full of things that are eaten and drunk on board ship; where you can get everything to make her sea­worthy and beau­ti­ful, from a set of chain-hooks for her cable to a book of gold-leaf for the carvings of her stern; and where her com­mand­er is re­ceived like a broth­er by a ship-chand­ler he has nev­er seen be­fore. There is a cool par­lour, easy-chairs, bottles, ci­gars, writ­ing im­ple­ments, a copy of har­bour reg­u­la­tions, and a warmth of wel­come that melts the salt of a three months’ pas­sage out of a sea­man’s heart. The con­nec­tion thus be­gun is kept up, as long as the ship re­mains in har­bour, by the daily vis­its of the wa­ter-clerk. To the cap­tain he is faith­ful like a friend and at­tent­ive like a son, with the pa­tience of Job, the un­selfish de­vo­tion of a wo­man, and the jol­lity of a boon com­pan­ion. Later on the bill is sent in. It is a beau­ti­ful and hu­mane oc­cu­pa­tion. There­fore good wa­ter-clerks are scarce. When a wa­ter-clerk who pos­sesses Abil­ity in the ab­stract has also the ad­vant­age of hav­ing been brought up to the sea, he is worth to his em­ploy­er a lot of money and some hu­mour­ing. Jim had al­ways good wages and as much hu­mour­ing as would have bought the fi­del­ity of a fiend. Nev­er­the­less, with black in­grat­it­ude he would throw up the job sud­denly and de­part. To his em­ploy­ers the reas­ons he gave were ob­vi­ously in­ad­equate. They said “Con­foun­ded fool!” as soon as his back was turned. This was their cri­ti­cism on his ex­quis­ite sens­ib­il­ity.

			To the white men in the wa­ter­side busi­ness and to the cap­tains of ships he was just Jim—noth­ing more. He had, of course, an­oth­er name, but he was anxious that it should not be pro­nounced. His in­cog­nito, which had as many holes as a sieve, was not meant to hide a per­son­al­ity but a fact. When the fact broke through the in­cog­nito he would leave sud­denly the sea­port where he happened to be at the time and go to an­oth­er—gen­er­ally farther east. He kept to sea­ports be­cause he was a sea­man in ex­ile from the sea, and had Abil­ity in the ab­stract, which is good for no oth­er work but that of a wa­ter-clerk. He re­treated in good or­der to­wards the rising sun, and the fact fol­lowed him cas­u­ally but in­ev­it­ably. Thus in the course of years he was known suc­cess­ively in Bom­bay, in Cal­cutta, in Ran­goon, in Pen­ang, in Batavia—and in each of these halt­ing-places was just Jim the wa­ter-clerk. Af­ter­wards, when his keen per­cep­tion of the In­tol­er­able drove him away for good from sea­ports and white men, even in­to the vir­gin forest, the Malays of the jungle vil­lage, where he had elec­ted to con­ceal his de­plor­able fac­ulty, ad­ded a word to the mono­syl­lable of his in­cog­nito. They called him Tu­an Jim: as one might say—Lord Jim.

			Ori­gin­ally he came from a par­son­age. Many com­mand­ers of fine mer­chant-ships come from these abodes of piety and peace. Jim’s fath­er pos­sessed such cer­tain know­ledge of the Un­know­able as made for the right­eous­ness of people in cot­tages without dis­turb­ing the ease of mind of those whom an un­err­ing Provid­ence en­ables to live in man­sions. The little church on a hill had the mossy grey­ness of a rock seen through a ragged screen of leaves. It had stood there for cen­tur­ies, but the trees around prob­ably re­membered the lay­ing of the first stone. Be­low, the red front of the rect­ory gleamed with a warm tint in the midst of grassplots, flower­beds, and fir-trees, with an orch­ard at the back, a paved stable-yard to the left, and the slop­ing glass of green­houses tacked along a wall of bricks. The liv­ing had be­longed to the fam­ily for gen­er­a­tions; but Jim was one of five sons, and when after a course of light hol­i­day lit­er­at­ure his vo­ca­tion for the sea had de­clared it­self, he was sent at once to a “train­ing-ship for of­ficers of the mer­cant­ile mar­ine.”

			He learned there a little tri­go­no­metry and how to cross top­gal­lant yards. He was gen­er­ally liked. He had the third place in nav­ig­a­tion and pulled stroke in the first cut­ter. Hav­ing a steady head with an ex­cel­lent physique, he was very smart aloft. His sta­tion was in the fore­top, and of­ten from there he looked down, with the con­tempt of a man destined to shine in the midst of dangers, at the peace­ful mul­ti­tude of roofs cut in two by the brown tide of the stream, while scattered on the out­skirts of the sur­round­ing plain the fact­ory chim­neys rose per­pen­dic­u­lar against a grimy sky, each slender like a pen­cil, and belch­ing out smoke like a vol­cano. He could see the big ships de­part­ing, the broad-beamed fer­ries con­stantly on the move, the little boats float­ing far be­low his feet, with the hazy splend­our of the sea in the dis­tance, and the hope of a stir­ring life in the world of ad­ven­ture.

			On the lower deck in the ba­bel of two hun­dred voices he would for­get him­self, and be­fore­hand live in his mind the sea-life of light lit­er­at­ure. He saw him­self sav­ing people from sink­ing ships, cut­ting away masts in a hur­ricane, swim­ming through a surf with a line; or as a lonely cast­away, bare­footed and half na­ked, walk­ing on un­covered reefs in search of shell­fish to stave off star­va­tion. He con­fron­ted sav­ages on trop­ic­al shores, quelled mu­tinies on the high seas, and in a small boat upon the ocean kept up the hearts of des­pair­ing men—al­ways an ex­ample of de­vo­tion to duty, and as un­flinch­ing as a hero in a book.

			“Some­thing’s up. Come along.”

			He leaped to his feet. The boys were stream­ing up the lad­ders. Above could be heard a great scur­ry­ing about and shout­ing, and when he got through the hatch­way he stood still—as if con­foun­ded.

			It was the dusk of a winter’s day. The gale had freshened since noon, stop­ping the traffic on the river, and now blew with the strength of a hur­ricane in fit­ful bursts that boomed like sal­voes of great guns fir­ing over the ocean. The rain slanted in sheets that flicked and sub­sided, and between whiles Jim had threat­en­ing glimpses of the tum­bling tide, the small craft jumbled and toss­ing along the shore, the mo­tion­less build­ings in the driv­ing mist, the broad ferry­boats pitch­ing pon­der­ously at an­chor, the vast land­ing-stages heav­ing up and down and smothered in sprays. The next gust seemed to blow all this away. The air was full of fly­ing wa­ter. There was a fierce pur­pose in the gale, a furi­ous earn­est­ness in the screech of the wind, in the bru­tal tu­mult of earth and sky, that seemed dir­ec­ted at him, and made him hold his breath in awe. He stood still. It seemed to him he was whirled around.

			He was jostled. “Man the cut­ter!” Boys rushed past him. A coast­er run­ning in for shel­ter had crashed through a schoon­er at an­chor, and one of the ship’s in­struct­ors had seen the ac­ci­dent. A mob of boys clambered on the rails, clustered round the dav­its. “Col­li­sion. Just ahead of us. Mr. Sy­mons saw it.” A push made him stag­ger against the mizzen­mast, and he caught hold of a rope. The old train­ing-ship chained to her moor­ings quivered all over, bow­ing gently head to wind, and with her scanty rig­ging hum­ming in a deep bass the breath­less song of her youth at sea. “Lower away!” He saw the boat, manned, drop swiftly be­low the rail, and rushed after her. He heard a splash. “Let go; clear the falls!” He leaned over. The river along­side seethed in frothy streaks. The cut­ter could be seen in the fall­ing dark­ness un­der the spell of tide and wind, that for a mo­ment held her bound, and toss­ing abreast of the ship. A yelling voice in her reached him faintly: “Keep stroke, you young whelps, if you want to save any­body! Keep stroke!” And sud­denly she lif­ted high her bow, and, leap­ing with raised oars over a wave, broke the spell cast upon her by the wind and tide.

			Jim felt his shoulder gripped firmly. “Too late, young­ster.” The cap­tain of the ship laid a re­strain­ing hand on that boy, who seemed on the point of leap­ing over­board, and Jim looked up with the pain of con­scious de­feat in his eyes. The cap­tain smiled sym­path­et­ic­ally. “Bet­ter luck next time. This will teach you to be smart.”

			A shrill cheer greeted the cut­ter. She came dan­cing back half full of wa­ter, and with two ex­hausted men wash­ing about on her bot­tom boards. The tu­mult and the men­ace of wind and sea now ap­peared very con­tempt­ible to Jim, in­creas­ing the re­gret of his awe at their in­ef­fi­cient men­ace. Now he knew what to think of it. It seemed to him he cared noth­ing for the gale. He could af­front great­er per­ils. He would do so—bet­ter than any­body. Not a particle of fear was left. Nev­er­the­less he brooded apart that even­ing while the bow­man of the cut­ter—a boy with a face like a girl’s and big grey eyes—was the hero of the lower deck. Eager ques­tion­ers crowded round him. He nar­rated: “I just saw his head bob­bing, and I dashed my boat-hook in the wa­ter. It caught in his breeches and I nearly went over­board, as I thought I would, only old Sy­mons let go the tiller and grabbed my legs—the boat nearly swamped. Old Sy­mons is a fine old chap. I don’t mind a bit him be­ing grumpy with us. He swore at me all the time he held my leg, but that was only his way of telling me to stick to the boat-hook. Old Sy­mons is aw­fully ex­cit­able—isn’t he? No—not the little fair chap—the oth­er, the big one with a beard. When we pulled him in he groaned, ‘Oh, my leg! oh, my leg!’ and turned up his eyes. Fancy such a big chap faint­ing like a girl. Would any of you fel­lows faint for a jab with a boat-hook?—I wouldn’t. It went in­to his leg so far.” He showed the boat-hook, which he had car­ried be­low for the pur­pose, and pro­duced a sen­sa­tion. “No, silly! It was not his flesh that held him—his breeches did. Lots of blood, of course.”

			Jim thought it a pi­ti­ful dis­play of van­ity. The gale had min­istered to a hero­ism as spuri­ous as its own pre­tence of ter­ror. He felt angry with the bru­tal tu­mult of earth and sky for tak­ing him un­awares and check­ing un­fairly a gen­er­ous read­i­ness for nar­row es­capes. Oth­er­wise he was rather glad he had not gone in­to the cut­ter, since a lower achieve­ment had served the turn. He had en­larged his know­ledge more than those who had done the work. When all men flinched, then—he felt sure—he alone would know how to deal with the spuri­ous men­ace of wind and seas. He knew what to think of it. Seen dis­pas­sion­ately, it seemed con­tempt­ible. He could de­tect no trace of emo­tion in him­self, and the fi­nal ef­fect of a stag­ger­ing event was that, un­noticed and apart from the noisy crowd of boys, he ex­ul­ted with fresh cer­ti­tude in his avid­ity for ad­ven­ture, and in a sense of many-sided cour­age.

		
	
		
			II

			After two years of train­ing he went to sea, and en­ter­ing the re­gions so well known to his ima­gin­a­tion, found them strangely bar­ren of ad­ven­ture. He made many voy­ages. He knew the ma­gic mono­tony of ex­ist­ence between sky and wa­ter: he had to bear the cri­ti­cism of men, the ex­ac­tions of the sea, and the pro­sa­ic sever­ity of the daily task that gives bread—but whose only re­ward is in the per­fect love of the work. This re­ward eluded him. Yet he could not go back, be­cause there is noth­ing more en­ti­cing, dis­en­chant­ing, and en­slav­ing than the life at sea. Be­sides, his pro­spects were good. He was gen­tle­manly, steady, tract­able, with a thor­ough know­ledge of his du­ties; and in time, when yet very young, he be­came chief mate of a fine ship, without ever hav­ing been tested by those events of the sea that show in the light of day the in­ner worth of a man, the edge of his tem­per, and the fibre of his stuff; that re­veal the qual­ity of his res­ist­ance and the secret truth of his pre­tences, not only to oth­ers but also to him­self.

			Only once in all that time he had again a glimpse of the earn­est­ness in the an­ger of the sea. That truth is not so of­ten made ap­par­ent as people might think. There are many shades in the danger of ad­ven­tures and gales, and it is only now and then that there ap­pears on the face of facts a sin­is­ter vi­ol­ence of in­ten­tion—that in­defin­able some­thing which forces it upon the mind and the heart of a man, that this com­plic­a­tion of ac­ci­dents or these ele­ment­al fur­ies are com­ing at him with a pur­pose of malice, with a strength bey­ond con­trol, with an un­bridled cruelty that means to tear out of him his hope and his fear, the pain of his fa­tigue and his long­ing for rest: which means to smash, to des­troy, to an­ni­hil­ate all he has seen, known, loved, en­joyed, or hated; all that is price­less and ne­ces­sary—the sun­shine, the memor­ies, the fu­ture; which means to sweep the whole pre­cious world ut­terly away from his sight by the simple and ap­palling act of tak­ing his life.

			Jim, dis­abled by a fall­ing spar at the be­gin­ning of a week of which his Scot­tish cap­tain used to say af­ter­wards, “Man! it’s a pair­fect meer­acle to me how she lived through it!” spent many days stretched on his back, dazed, battered, hope­less, and tor­men­ted as if at the bot­tom of an abyss of un­rest. He did not care what the end would be, and in his lu­cid mo­ments over­val­ued his in­dif­fer­ence. The danger, when not seen, has the im­per­fect vague­ness of hu­man thought. The fear grows shad­owy; and Ima­gin­a­tion, the en­emy of men, the fath­er of all ter­rors, un­stim­u­lated, sinks to rest in the dull­ness of ex­hausted emo­tion. Jim saw noth­ing but the dis­order of his tossed cab­in. He lay there battened down in the midst of a small dev­ast­a­tion, and felt secretly glad he had not to go on deck. But now and again an un­con­trol­lable rush of an­guish would grip him bod­ily, make him gasp and writhe un­der the blankets, and then the un­in­tel­li­gent bru­tal­ity of an ex­ist­ence li­able to the agony of such sen­sa­tions filled him with a des­pair­ing de­sire to es­cape at any cost. Then fine weath­er re­turned, and he thought no more about It.

			His lame­ness, how­ever, per­sisted, and when the ship ar­rived at an East­ern port he had to go to the hos­pit­al. His re­cov­ery was slow, and he was left be­hind.

			There were only two oth­er pa­tients in the white men’s ward: the purs­er of a gun­boat, who had broken his leg fall­ing down a hatch­way; and a kind of rail­way con­tract­or from a neigh­bour­ing province, af­flic­ted by some mys­ter­i­ous trop­ic­al dis­ease, who held the doc­tor for an ass, and in­dulged in secret de­baucher­ies of pat­ent medi­cine which his Tamil ser­vant used to smuggle in with un­wear­ied de­vo­tion. They told each oth­er the story of their lives, played cards a little, or, yawn­ing and in py­ja­mas, lounged through the day in easy-chairs without say­ing a word. The hos­pit­al stood on a hill, and a gentle breeze en­ter­ing through the win­dows, al­ways flung wide open, brought in­to the bare room the soft­ness of the sky, the lan­guor of the earth, the be­witch­ing breath of the East­ern wa­ters. There were per­fumes in it, sug­ges­tions of in­fin­ite re­pose, the gift of end­less dreams. Jim looked every day over the thick­ets of gar­dens, bey­ond the roofs of the town, over the fronds of palms grow­ing on the shore, at that road­stead which is a thor­ough­fare to the East—at the road­stead dot­ted by gar­landed is­lets, lighted by fest­al sun­shine, its ships like toys, its bril­liant activ­ity re­sem­bling a hol­i­day pa­geant, with the etern­al serenity of the East­ern sky over­head and the smil­ing peace of the East­ern seas pos­sess­ing the space as far as the ho­ri­zon.

			Dir­ectly he could walk without a stick, he des­cen­ded in­to the town to look for some op­por­tun­ity to get home. Noth­ing offered just then, and, while wait­ing, he as­so­ci­ated nat­ur­ally with the men of his call­ing in the port. These were of two kinds. Some, very few and seen there but sel­dom, led mys­ter­i­ous lives, had pre­served an un­defaced en­ergy with the tem­per of buc­can­eers and the eyes of dream­ers. They ap­peared to live in a crazy maze of plans, hopes, dangers, en­ter­prises, ahead of civil­isa­tion, in the dark places of the sea; and their death was the only event of their fant­ast­ic ex­ist­ence that seemed to have a reas­on­able cer­ti­tude of achieve­ment. The ma­jor­ity were men who, like him­self, thrown there by some ac­ci­dent, had re­mained as of­ficers of coun­try ships. They had now a hor­ror of the home ser­vice, with its harder con­di­tions, severer view of duty, and the haz­ard of stormy oceans. They were at­tuned to the etern­al peace of East­ern sky and sea. They loved short pas­sages, good deck-chairs, large nat­ive crews, and the dis­tinc­tion of be­ing white. They shuddered at the thought of hard work, and led pre­cari­ously easy lives, al­ways on the verge of dis­missal, al­ways on the verge of en­gage­ment, serving Chi­n­a­men, Ar­abs, half-castes—would have served the dev­il him­self had he made it easy enough. They talked ever­last­ingly of turns of luck: how So-and-so got charge of a boat on the coast of China—a soft thing; how this one had an easy bil­let in Ja­pan some­where, and that one was do­ing well in the Sia­mese navy; and in all they said—in their ac­tions, in their looks, in their per­sons—could be de­tec­ted the soft spot, the place of de­cay, the de­term­in­a­tion to lounge safely through ex­ist­ence.

			To Jim that gos­sip­ing crowd, viewed as sea­men, seemed at first more un­sub­stan­tial than so many shad­ows. But at length he found a fas­cin­a­tion in the sight of those men, in their ap­pear­ance of do­ing so well on such a small al­low­ance of danger and toil. In time, be­side the ori­gin­al dis­dain there grew up slowly an­oth­er sen­ti­ment; and sud­denly, giv­ing up the idea of go­ing home, he took a berth as chief mate of the Pat­na.

			The Pat­na was a loc­al steam­er as old as the hills, lean like a grey­hound, and eaten up with rust worse than a con­demned wa­ter-tank. She was owned by a Chi­n­a­man, chartered by an Ar­ab, and com­manded by a sort of reneg­ade New South Wales Ger­man, very anxious to curse pub­licly his nat­ive coun­try, but who, ap­par­ently on the strength of Bis­mar­ck’s vic­tori­ous policy, bru­tal­ised all those he was not afraid of, and wore a “blood-and-iron” air, com­bined with a purple nose and a red mous­tache. After she had been painted out­side and white­washed in­side, eight hun­dred pil­grims (more or less) were driv­en on board of her as she lay with steam up along­side a wooden jetty.

			They streamed aboard over three gang­ways, they streamed in urged by faith and the hope of para­dise, they streamed in with a con­tinu­ous tramp and shuffle of bare feet, without a word, a mur­mur, or a look back; and when clear of con­fin­ing rails spread on all sides over the deck, flowed for­ward and aft, over­flowed down the yawn­ing hatch­ways, filled the in­ner re­cesses of the ship—like wa­ter filling a cistern, like wa­ter flow­ing in­to crevices and cran­nies, like wa­ter rising si­lently even with the rim. Eight hun­dred men and wo­men with faith and hopes, with af­fec­tions and memor­ies, they had col­lec­ted there, com­ing from north and south and from the out­skirts of the East, after tread­ing the jungle paths, des­cend­ing the rivers, coast­ing in praus along the shal­lows, cross­ing in small ca­noes from is­land to is­land, passing through suf­fer­ing, meet­ing strange sights, be­set by strange fears, up­held by one de­sire. They came from sol­it­ary huts in the wil­der­ness, from pop­u­lous cam­pongs, from vil­lages by the sea. At the call of an idea they had left their forests, their clear­ings, the pro­tec­tion of their rulers, their prosper­ity, their poverty, the sur­round­ings of their youth and the graves of their fath­ers. They came covered with dust, with sweat, with grime, with rags—the strong men at the head of fam­ily parties, the lean old men press­ing for­ward without hope of re­turn; young boys with fear­less eyes glan­cing curi­ously, shy little girls with tumbled long hair; the tim­id wo­men muffled up and clasp­ing to their breasts, wrapped in loose ends of soiled head-cloths, their sleep­ing ba­bies, the un­con­scious pil­grims of an ex­act­ing be­lief.

			“Look at dese cattle,” said the Ger­man skip­per to his new chief mate.

			An Ar­ab, the lead­er of that pi­ous voy­age, came last. He walked slowly aboard, hand­some and grave in his white gown and large turban. A string of ser­vants fol­lowed, loaded with his lug­gage; the Pat­na cast off and backed away from the wharf.

			She was headed between two small is­lets, crossed ob­liquely the an­chor­ing-ground of sail­ing-ships, swung through half a circle in the shad­ow of a hill, then ranged close to a ledge of foam­ing reefs. The Ar­ab, stand­ing up aft, re­cited aloud the pray­er of trav­el­lers by sea. He in­voked the fa­vour of the Most High upon that jour­ney, im­plored His bless­ing on men’s toil and on the secret pur­poses of their hearts; the steam­er poun­ded in the dusk the calm wa­ter of the Strait; and far astern of the pil­grim ship a screw-pile light­house, planted by un­be­liev­ers on a treach­er­ous shoal, seemed to wink at her its eye of flame, as if in de­ri­sion of her er­rand of faith.

			She cleared the Strait, crossed the bay, con­tin­ued on her way through the “One-de­gree” pas­sage. She held on straight for the Red Sea un­der a se­rene sky, un­der a sky scorch­ing and un­clouded, en­vel­oped in a fulgor of sun­shine that killed all thought, op­pressed the heart, withered all im­pulses of strength and en­ergy. And un­der the sin­is­ter splend­our of that sky the sea, blue and pro­found, re­mained still, without a stir, without a ripple, without a wrinkle—vis­cous, stag­nant, dead. The Pat­na, with a slight hiss, passed over that plain, lu­min­ous and smooth, un­rolled a black rib­bon of smoke across the sky, left be­hind her on the wa­ter a white rib­bon of foam that van­ished at once, like the phantom of a track drawn upon a life­less sea by the phantom of a steam­er.

			Every morn­ing the sun, as if keep­ing pace in his re­volu­tions with the pro­gress of the pil­grim­age, emerged with a si­lent burst of light ex­actly at the same dis­tance astern of the ship, caught up with her at noon, pour­ing the con­cen­trated fire of his rays on the pi­ous pur­poses of the men, glided past on his des­cent, and sank mys­ter­i­ously in­to the sea even­ing after even­ing, pre­serving the same dis­tance ahead of her ad­van­cing bows. The five whites on board lived amid­ships, isol­ated from the hu­man cargo. The awn­ings covered the deck with a white roof from stem to stern, and a faint hum, a low mur­mur of sad voices, alone re­vealed the pres­ence of a crowd of people upon the great blaze of the ocean. Such were the days, still, hot, heavy, dis­ap­pear­ing one by one in­to the past, as if fall­ing in­to an abyss forever open in the wake of the ship; and the ship, lonely un­der a wisp of smoke, held on her stead­fast way black and smoul­der­ing in a lu­min­ous im­mens­ity, as if scorched by a flame flicked at her from a heav­en without pity.

			The nights des­cen­ded on her like a be­ne­dic­tion.

		
	
		
			III

			A mar­vel­lous still­ness per­vaded the world, and the stars, to­geth­er with the serenity of their rays, seemed to shed upon the earth the as­sur­ance of ever­last­ing se­cur­ity. The young moon re­curved, and shin­ing low in the west, was like a slender shav­ing thrown up from a bar of gold, and the Ar­a­bi­an Sea, smooth and cool to the eye like a sheet of ice, ex­ten­ded its per­fect level to the per­fect circle of a dark ho­ri­zon. The pro­peller turned without a check, as though its beat had been part of the scheme of a safe uni­verse; and on each side of the Pat­na two deep folds of wa­ter, per­man­ent and sombre on the un­wrinkled shim­mer, en­closed with­in their straight and di­ver­ging ridges a few white swirls of foam burst­ing in a low hiss, a few wave­lets, a few ripples, a few un­du­la­tions that, left be­hind, agit­ated the sur­face of the sea for an in­stant after the pas­sage of the ship, sub­sided splash­ing gently, calmed down at last in­to the cir­cu­lar still­ness of wa­ter and sky with the black speck of the mov­ing hull re­main­ing ever­last­ingly in its centre.

			Jim on the bridge was pen­et­rated by the great cer­ti­tude of un­boun­ded safety and peace that could be read on the si­lent as­pect of nature like the cer­ti­tude of fos­ter­ing love upon the pla­cid ten­der­ness of a moth­er’s face. Be­low the roof of awn­ings, sur­rendered to the wis­dom of white men and to their cour­age, trust­ing the power of their un­be­lief and the iron shell of their fire-ship, the pil­grims of an ex­act­ing faith slept on mats, on blankets, on bare planks, on every deck, in all the dark corners, wrapped in dyed cloths, muffled in soiled rags, with their heads rest­ing on small bundles, with their faces pressed to bent fore­arms: the men, the wo­men, the chil­dren; the old with the young, the de­crep­it with the lusty—all equal be­fore sleep, death’s broth­er.

			A draught of air, fanned from for­ward by the speed of the ship, passed stead­ily through the long gloom between the high bul­warks, swept over the rows of prone bod­ies; a few dim flames in globe-lamps were hung short here and there un­der the ridge­poles, and in the blurred circles of light thrown down and trem­bling slightly to the un­ceas­ing vi­bra­tion of the ship ap­peared a chin up­turned, two closed eye­lids, a dark hand with sil­ver rings, a mea­gre limb draped in a torn cov­er­ing, a head bent back, a na­ked foot, a throat bared and stretched as if of­fer­ing it­self to the knife. The well-to-do had made for their fam­il­ies shel­ters with heavy boxes and dusty mats; the poor re­posed side by side with all they had on earth tied up in a rag un­der their heads; the lone old men slept, with drawn-up legs, upon their pray­er-car­pets, with their hands over their ears and one el­bow on each side of the face; a fath­er, his shoulders up and his knees un­der his fore­head, dozed de­jec­tedly by a boy who slept on his back with tousled hair and one arm com­mand­ingly ex­ten­ded; a wo­man covered from head to foot, like a corpse, with a piece of white sheet­ing, had a na­ked child in the hol­low of each arm; the Ar­ab’s be­long­ings, piled right aft, made a heavy mound of broken out­lines, with a cargo-lamp swung above, and a great con­fu­sion of vague forms be­hind: gleams of paunchy brass pots, the footrest of a deck-chair, blades of spears, the straight scab­bard of an old sword lean­ing against a heap of pil­lows, the spout of a tin cof­fee­pot. The pat­ent log on the taffrail peri­od­ic­ally rang a single tink­ling stroke for every mile tra­versed on an er­rand of faith. Above the mass of sleep­ers a faint and pa­tient sigh at times floated, the ex­hal­a­tion of a troubled dream; and short metal­lic clangs burst­ing out sud­denly in the depths of the ship, the harsh scrape of a shovel, the vi­ol­ent slam of a fur­nace-door, ex­ploded bru­tally, as if the men hand­ling the mys­ter­i­ous things be­low had their breasts full of fierce an­ger: while the slim high hull of the steam­er went on evenly ahead, without a sway of her bare masts, cleav­ing con­tinu­ously the great calm of the wa­ters un­der the in­ac­cess­ible serenity of the sky.

			Jim paced athwart, and his foot­steps in the vast si­lence were loud to his own ears, as if echoed by the watch­ful stars: his eyes, roam­ing about the line of the ho­ri­zon, seemed to gaze hun­grily in­to the un­at­tain­able, and did not see the shad­ow of the com­ing event. The only shad­ow on the sea was the shad­ow of the black smoke pour­ing heav­ily from the fun­nel its im­mense stream­er, whose end was con­stantly dis­solv­ing in the air. Two Malays, si­lent and al­most mo­tion­less, steered, one on each side of the wheel, whose brass rim shone frag­ment­ar­ily in the oval of light thrown out by the bin­nacle. Now and then a hand, with black fin­gers al­tern­ately let­ting go and catch­ing hold of re­volving spokes, ap­peared in the il­lumined part; the links of wheel-chains ground heav­ily in the grooves of the bar­rel. Jim would glance at the com­pass, would glance around the un­at­tain­able ho­ri­zon, would stretch him­self till his joints cracked, with a leis­urely twist of the body, in the very ex­cess of well-be­ing; and, as if made au­da­cious by the in­vin­cible as­pect of the peace, he felt he cared for noth­ing that could hap­pen to him to the end of his days. From time to time he glanced idly at a chart pegged out with four draw­ing-pins on a low three-legged table abaft the steer­ing-gear case. The sheet of pa­per por­tray­ing the depths of the sea presen­ted a shiny sur­face un­der the light of a bull’s-eye lamp lashed to a stan­chion, a sur­face as level and smooth as the glim­mer­ing sur­face of the wa­ters. Par­al­lel rulers with a pair of di­viders re­posed on it; the ship’s po­s­i­tion at last noon was marked with a small black cross, and the straight pen­cil-line drawn firmly as far as Per­im figured the course of the ship—the path of souls to­wards the holy place, the prom­ise of sal­va­tion, the re­ward of etern­al life—while the pen­cil with its sharp end touch­ing the Somali coast lay round and still like a na­ked ship’s spar float­ing in the pool of a sheltered dock. “How steady she goes,” thought Jim with won­der, with some­thing like grat­it­ude for this high peace of sea and sky. At such times his thoughts would be full of val­or­ous deeds: he loved these dreams and the suc­cess of his ima­gin­ary achieve­ments. They were the best parts of life, its secret truth, its hid­den real­ity. They had a gor­geous vir­il­ity, the charm of vague­ness, they passed be­fore him with a hero­ic tread; they car­ried his soul away with them and made it drunk with the di­vine philtre of an un­boun­ded con­fid­ence in it­self. There was noth­ing he could not face. He was so pleased with the idea that he smiled, keep­ing per­func­tor­ily his eyes ahead; and when he happened to glance back he saw the white streak of the wake drawn as straight by the ship’s keel upon the sea as the black line drawn by the pen­cil upon the chart.

			The ash-buck­ets rack­eted, clank­ing up and down the stoke­hold vent­il­at­ors, and this tin­pot clat­ter warned him the end of his watch was near. He sighed with con­tent, with re­gret as well at hav­ing to part from that serenity which fostered the ad­ven­tur­ous free­dom of his thoughts. He was a little sleepy too, and felt a pleas­ur­able lan­guor run­ning through every limb as though all the blood in his body had turned to warm milk. His skip­per had come up noise­lessly, in py­ja­mas and with his sleep­ing-jack­et flung wide open. Red of face, only half awake, the left eye partly closed, the right star­ing stu­pid and glassy, he hung his big head over the chart and scratched his ribs sleepily. There was some­thing ob­scene in the sight of his na­ked flesh. His bared breast glistened soft and greasy as though he had sweated out his fat in his sleep. He pro­nounced a pro­fes­sion­al re­mark in a voice harsh and dead, re­sem­bling the rasp­ing sound of a wood-file on the edge of a plank; the fold of his double chin hung like a bag triced up close un­der the hinge of his jaw. Jim star­ted, and his an­swer was full of de­fer­ence; but the odi­ous and fleshy fig­ure, as though seen for the first time in a re­veal­ing mo­ment, fixed it­self in his memory forever as the in­carn­a­tion of everything vile and base that lurks in the world we love: in our own hearts we trust for our sal­va­tion, in the men that sur­round us, in the sights that fill our eyes, in the sounds that fill our ears, and in the air that fills our lungs.

			The thin gold shav­ing of the moon float­ing slowly down­wards had lost it­self on the darkened sur­face of the wa­ters, and the etern­ity bey­ond the sky seemed to come down near­er to the earth, with the aug­men­ted glit­ter of the stars, with the more pro­found som­bre­ness in the lustre of the half-trans­par­ent dome cov­er­ing the flat disc of an opaque sea. The ship moved so smoothly that her on­ward mo­tion was im­per­cept­ible to the senses of men, as though she had been a crowded plan­et speed­ing through the dark spaces of eth­er be­hind the swarm of suns, in the ap­palling and calm solitudes await­ing the breath of fu­ture cre­ations. “Hot is no name for it down be­low,” said a voice.

			Jim smiled without look­ing round. The skip­per presen­ted an un­moved breadth of back: it was the reneg­ade’s trick to ap­pear poin­tedly un­aware of your ex­ist­ence un­less it suited his pur­pose to turn at you with a de­vour­ing glare be­fore he let loose a tor­rent of foamy, ab­us­ive jar­gon that came like a gush from a sew­er. Now he emit­ted only a sulky grunt; the second en­gin­eer at the head of the bridge-lad­der, knead­ing with damp palms a dirty sweat-rag, un­abashed, con­tin­ued the tale of his com­plaints. The sail­ors had a good time of it up here, and what was the use of them in the world he would be blowed if he could see. The poor dev­ils of en­gin­eers had to get the ship along any­how, and they could very well do the rest too; by gosh they—“Shut up!” growled the Ger­man stolidly. “Oh yes! Shut up—and when any­thing goes wrong you fly to us, don’t you?” went on the oth­er. He was more than half cooked, he ex­pec­ted; but any­way, now, he did not mind how much he sinned, be­cause these last three days he had passed through a fine course of train­ing for the place where the bad boys go when they die—b’gosh, he had—be­sides be­ing made jolly well deaf by the blas­ted rack­et be­low. The durned, com­pound, sur­face-con­dens­ing, rot­ten scrapheap rattled and banged down there like an old deck-winch, only more so; and what made him risk his life every night and day that God made amongst the re­fuse of a break­ing-up yard fly­ing round at fifty-sev­en re­volu­tions, was more than he could tell. He must have been born reck­less, b’gosh. He … “Where did you get drink?” in­quired the Ger­man, very sav­age; but mo­tion­less in the light of the bin­nacle, like a clumsy ef­figy of a man cut out of a block of fat. Jim went on smil­ing at the re­treat­ing ho­ri­zon; his heart was full of gen­er­ous im­pulses, and his thought was con­tem­plat­ing his own su­peri­or­ity. “Drink!” re­peated the en­gin­eer with ami­able scorn: he was hanging on with both hands to the rail, a shad­owy fig­ure with flex­ible legs. “Not from you, cap­tain. You’re far too mean, b’gosh. You would let a good man die soon­er than give him a drop of schnapps. That’s what you Ger­mans call eco­nomy. Penny wise, pound fool­ish.” He be­came sen­ti­ment­al. The chief had giv­en him a four-fin­ger nip about ten o’clock—“only one, s’elp me!”—good old chief; but as to get­ting the old fraud out of his bunk—a five-ton crane couldn’t do it. Not it. Not to­night any­how. He was sleep­ing sweetly like a little child, with a bottle of prime brandy un­der his pil­low. From the thick throat of the com­mand­er of the Pat­na came a low rumble, on which the sound of the word sch­wein fluttered high and low like a ca­pri­cious feath­er in a faint stir of air. He and the chief en­gin­eer had been cronies for a good few years—serving the same jovi­al, crafty, old Chi­n­a­man, with horn-rimmed goggles and strings of red silk plaited in­to the ven­er­able grey hairs of his pig­tail. The quay-side opin­ion in the Pat­na’s home-port was that these two in the way of brazen pec­u­la­tion “had done to­geth­er pretty well everything you can think of.” Out­wardly they were badly matched: one dull-eyed, malevol­ent, and of soft fleshy curves; the oth­er lean, all hol­lows, with a head long and bony like the head of an old horse, with sunken cheeks, with sunken temples, with an in­dif­fer­ent glazed glance of sunken eyes. He had been stran­ded out East some­where—in Can­ton, in Shang­hai, or per­haps in Yoko­hama; he prob­ably did not care to re­mem­ber him­self the ex­act loc­al­ity, nor yet the cause of his ship­wreck. He had been, in mercy to his youth, kicked quietly out of his ship twenty years ago or more, and it might have been so much worse for him that the memory of the epis­ode had in it hardly a trace of mis­for­tune. Then, steam nav­ig­a­tion ex­pand­ing in these seas and men of his craft be­ing scarce at first, he had “got on” after a sort. He was eager to let strangers know in a dis­mal mumble that he was “an old stager out here.” When he moved, a skel­et­on seemed to sway loose in his clothes; his walk was mere wan­der­ing, and he was giv­en to wander thus around the en­gine-room sky­light, smoking, without rel­ish, doctored to­bacco in a brass bowl at the end of a cherry­wood stem four feet long, with the im­be­cile grav­ity of a thinker evolving a sys­tem of philo­sophy from the hazy glimpse of a truth. He was usu­ally any­thing but free with his private store of li­quor; but on that night he had de­par­ted from his prin­ciples, so that his second, a weak-headed child of Wap­ping, what with the un­ex­pec­ted­ness of the treat and the strength of the stuff, had be­come very happy, cheeky, and talk­at­ive. The fury of the New South Wales Ger­man was ex­treme; he puffed like an ex­haust-pipe, and Jim, faintly amused by the scene, was im­pa­tient for the time when he could get be­low: the last ten minutes of the watch were ir­rit­at­ing like a gun that hangs fire; those men did not be­long to the world of hero­ic ad­ven­ture; they wer­en’t bad chaps though. Even the skip­per him­self … His gorge rose at the mass of pant­ing flesh from which is­sued gurg­ling mut­ters, a cloudy trickle of filthy ex­pres­sions; but he was too pleas­ur­ably lan­guid to dis­like act­ively this or any oth­er thing. The qual­ity of these men did not mat­ter; he rubbed shoulders with them, but they could not touch him; he shared the air they breathed, but he was dif­fer­ent. … Would the skip­per go for the en­gin­eer? … The life was easy and he was too sure of him­self—too sure of him­self to … The line di­vid­ing his med­it­a­tion from a sur­repti­tious doze on his feet was thin­ner than a thread in a spider’s web.

			The second en­gin­eer was com­ing by easy trans­itions to the con­sid­er­a­tion of his fin­ances and of his cour­age.

			“Who’s drunk? I? No, no, cap­tain! That won’t do. You ought to know by this time the chief ain’t free-hearted enough to make a spar­row drunk, b’gosh. I’ve nev­er been the worse for li­quor in my life; the stuff ain’t made yet that would make me drunk. I could drink li­quid fire against your whisky peg for peg, b’gosh, and keep as cool as a cu­cum­ber. If I thought I was drunk I would jump over­board—do away with my­self, b’gosh. I would! Straight! And I won’t go off the bridge. Where do you ex­pect me to take the air on a night like this, eh? On deck amongst that ver­min down there? Likely—ain’t it! And I am not afraid of any­thing you can do.”

			The Ger­man lif­ted two heavy fists to heav­en and shook them a little without a word.

			“I don’t know what fear is,” pur­sued the en­gin­eer, with the en­thu­si­asm of sin­cere con­vic­tion. “I am not afraid of do­ing all the bloom­in’ work in this rot­ten hook­er, b’gosh! And a jolly good thing for you that there are some of us about the world that aren’t afraid of their lives, or where would you be—you and this old thing here with her plates like brown pa­per—brown pa­per, s’elp me? It’s all very fine for you—you get a power of pieces out of her one way and an­oth­er; but what about me—what do I get? A measly hun­dred and fifty dol­lars a month and find your­self. I wish to ask you re­spect­fully—re­spect­fully, mind—who wouldn’t chuck a drat­ted job like this? ’Tain’t safe, s’elp me, it ain’t! Only I am one of them fear­less fel­lows. …”

			He let go the rail and made ample ges­tures as if demon­strat­ing in the air the shape and ex­tent of his valour; his thin voice dar­ted in pro­longed squeaks upon the sea, he tip­toed back and forth for the bet­ter em­phas­is of ut­ter­ance, and sud­denly pitched down head­first as though he had been clubbed from be­hind. He said “Damn!” as he tumbled; an in­stant of si­lence fol­lowed upon his screech­ing: Jim and the skip­per staggered for­ward by com­mon ac­cord, and catch­ing them­selves up, stood very stiff and still gaz­ing, amazed, at the un­dis­turbed level of the sea. Then they looked up­wards at the stars.

			What had happened? The wheezy thump of the en­gines went on. Had the earth been checked in her course? They could not un­der­stand; and sud­denly the calm sea, the sky without a cloud, ap­peared for­mid­ably in­sec­ure in their im­mob­il­ity, as if poised on the brow of yawn­ing de­struc­tion. The en­gin­eer re­boun­ded ver­tic­ally full length and col­lapsed again in­to a vague heap. This heap said “What’s that?” in the muffled ac­cents of pro­found grief. A faint noise as of thun­der, of thun­der in­fin­itely re­mote, less than a sound, hardly more than a vi­bra­tion, passed slowly, and the ship quivered in re­sponse, as if the thun­der had growled deep down in the wa­ter. The eyes of the two Malays at the wheel glittered to­wards the white men, but their dark hands re­mained closed on the spokes. The sharp hull driv­ing on its way seemed to rise a few inches in suc­ces­sion through its whole length, as though it had be­come pli­able, and settled down again ri­gidly to its work of cleav­ing the smooth sur­face of the sea. Its quiv­er­ing stopped, and the faint noise of thun­der ceased all at once, as though the ship had steamed across a nar­row belt of vi­brat­ing wa­ter and of hum­ming air.

		
	
		
			IV

			A month or so af­ter­wards, when Jim, in an­swer to poin­ted ques­tions, tried to tell hon­estly the truth of this ex­per­i­ence, he said, speak­ing of the ship: “She went over whatever it was as easy as a snake crawl­ing over a stick.” The il­lus­tra­tion was good: the ques­tions were aim­ing at facts, and the of­fi­cial In­quiry was be­ing held in the po­lice court of an East­ern port. He stood el­ev­ated in the wit­ness-box, with burn­ing cheeks in a cool lofty room: the big frame­work of punkahs moved gently to and fro high above his head, and from be­low many eyes were look­ing at him out of dark faces, out of white faces, out of red faces, out of faces at­tent­ive, spell­bound, as if all these people sit­ting in or­derly rows upon nar­row benches had been en­slaved by the fas­cin­a­tion of his voice. It was very loud, it rang start­ling in his own ears, it was the only sound aud­ible in the world, for the ter­ribly dis­tinct ques­tions that ex­tor­ted his an­swers seemed to shape them­selves in an­guish and pain with­in his breast—came to him poignant and si­lent like the ter­rible ques­tion­ing of one’s con­science. Out­side the court the sun blazed—with­in was the wind of great punkahs that made you shiver, the shame that made you burn, the at­tent­ive eyes whose glance stabbed. The face of the presid­ing ma­gis­trate, clean shaved and im­pass­ible, looked at him deadly pale between the red faces of the two naut­ic­al as­sessors. The light of a broad win­dow un­der the ceil­ing fell from above on the heads and shoulders of the three men, and they were fiercely dis­tinct in the half-light of the big courtroom where the audi­ence seemed com­posed of star­ing shad­ows. They wanted facts. Facts! They de­man­ded facts from him, as if facts could ex­plain any­thing!

			“After you had con­cluded you had col­lided with some­thing float­ing awash, say a wa­ter­logged wreck, you were ordered by your cap­tain to go for­ward and as­cer­tain if there was any dam­age done. Did you think it likely from the force of the blow?” asked the as­sessor sit­ting to the left. He had a thin horse­shoe beard, sa­li­ent cheekbones, and with both el­bows on the desk clasped his rugged hands be­fore his face, look­ing at Jim with thought­ful blue eyes; the oth­er, a heavy, scorn­ful man, thrown back in his seat, his left arm ex­ten­ded full length, drummed del­ic­ately with his fin­ger­tips on a blot­ting-pad: in the middle the ma­gis­trate up­right in the roomy arm­chair, his head in­clined slightly on the shoulder, had his arms crossed on his breast and a few flowers in a glass vase by the side of his ink­stand.

			“I did not,” said Jim. “I was told to call no one and to make no noise for fear of cre­at­ing a pan­ic. I thought the pre­cau­tion reas­on­able. I took one of the lamps that were hung un­der the awn­ings and went for­ward. After open­ing the fore­peak hatch I heard splash­ing in there. I lowered then the lamp the whole drift of its lan­yard, and saw that the fore­peak was more than half full of wa­ter already. I knew then there must be a big hole be­low the wa­ter­line.” He paused.

			“Yes,” said the big as­sessor, with a dreamy smile at the blot­ting-pad; his fin­gers played in­cess­antly, touch­ing the pa­per without noise.

			“I did not think of danger just then. I might have been a little startled: all this happened in such a quiet way and so very sud­denly. I knew there was no oth­er bulk­head in the ship but the col­li­sion bulk­head sep­ar­at­ing the fore­peak from the fore­hold. I went back to tell the cap­tain. I came upon the second en­gin­eer get­ting up at the foot of the bridge-lad­der: he seemed dazed, and told me he thought his left arm was broken; he had slipped on the top step when get­ting down while I was for­ward. He ex­claimed, ‘My God! That rot­ten bulk­head’ll give way in a minute, and the damned thing will go down un­der us like a lump of lead.’ He pushed me away with his right arm and ran be­fore me up the lad­der, shout­ing as he climbed. His left arm hung by his side. I fol­lowed up in time to see the cap­tain rush at him and knock him down flat on his back. He did not strike him again: he stood bend­ing over him and speak­ing an­grily but quite low. I fancy he was ask­ing him why the dev­il he didn’t go and stop the en­gines, in­stead of mak­ing a row about it on deck. I heard him say, ‘Get up! Run! fly!’ He swore also. The en­gin­eer slid down the star­board lad­der and bolted round the sky­light to the en­gine-room com­pan­ion which was on the port side. He moaned as he ran. …”

			He spoke slowly; he re­membered swiftly and with ex­treme vivid­ness; he could have re­pro­duced like an echo the moan­ing of the en­gin­eer for the bet­ter in­form­a­tion of these men who wanted facts. After his first feel­ing of re­volt he had come round to the view that only a me­tic­u­lous pre­ci­sion of state­ment would bring out the true hor­ror be­hind the ap­palling face of things. The facts those men were so eager to know had been vis­ible, tan­gible, open to the senses, oc­cupy­ing their place in space and time, re­quir­ing for their ex­ist­ence a four­teen-hun­dred-ton steam­er and twenty-sev­en minutes by the watch; they made a whole that had fea­tures, shades of ex­pres­sion, a com­plic­ated as­pect that could be re­membered by the eye, and some­thing else be­sides, some­thing in­vis­ible, a dir­ect­ing spir­it of per­di­tion that dwelt with­in, like a malevol­ent soul in a de­test­able body. He was anxious to make this clear. This had not been a com­mon af­fair, everything in it had been of the ut­most im­port­ance, and for­tu­nately he re­membered everything. He wanted to go on talk­ing for truth’s sake, per­haps for his own sake also; and while his ut­ter­ance was de­lib­er­ate, his mind pos­it­ively flew round and round the ser­ried circle of facts that had surged up all about him to cut him off from the rest of his kind: it was like a creature that, find­ing it­self im­prisoned with­in an en­clos­ure of high stakes, dashes round and round, dis­trac­ted in the night, try­ing to find a weak spot, a crevice, a place to scale, some open­ing through which it may squeeze it­self and es­cape. This aw­ful activ­ity of mind made him hes­it­ate at times in his speech. …

			“The cap­tain kept on mov­ing here and there on the bridge; he seemed calm enough, only he stumbled sev­er­al times; and once as I stood speak­ing to him he walked right in­to me as though he had been stone-blind. He made no def­in­ite an­swer to what I had to tell. He mumbled to him­self; all I heard of it were a few words that soun­ded like ‘con­foun­ded steam!’ and ‘in­fernal steam!’—some­thing about steam. I thought …”

			He was be­com­ing ir­rel­ev­ant; a ques­tion to the point cut short his speech, like a pang of pain, and he felt ex­tremely dis­cour­aged and weary. He was com­ing to that, he was com­ing to that—and now, checked bru­tally, he had to an­swer by yes or no. He answered truth­fully by a curt “Yes, I did”; and fair of face, big of frame, with young, gloomy eyes, he held his shoulders up­right above the box while his soul writhed with­in him. He was made to an­swer an­oth­er ques­tion so much to the point and so use­less, then waited again. His mouth was taste­lessly dry, as though he had been eat­ing dust, then salt and bit­ter as after a drink of sea­wa­ter. He wiped his damp fore­head, passed his tongue over parched lips, felt a shiver run down his back. The big as­sessor had dropped his eye­lids, and drummed on without a sound, care­less and mourn­ful; the eyes of the oth­er above the sun­burnt, clasped fin­gers seemed to glow with kind­li­ness; the ma­gis­trate had swayed for­ward; his pale face hovered near the flowers, and then drop­ping side­ways over the arm of his chair, he res­ted his temple in the palm of his hand. The wind of the punkahs ed­died down on the heads, on the dark-faced nat­ives wound about in vo­lu­min­ous draper­ies, on the Europeans sit­ting to­geth­er very hot and in drill suits that seemed to fit them as close as their skins, and hold­ing their round pith hats on their knees; while glid­ing along the walls the court pe­ons, buttoned tight in long white coats, flit­ted rap­idly to and fro, run­ning on bare toes, red-sashed, red turban on head, as noise­less as ghosts, and on the alert like so many re­triev­ers.

			Jim’s eyes, wan­der­ing in the in­ter­vals of his an­swers, res­ted upon a white man who sat apart from the oth­ers, with his face worn and clouded, but with quiet eyes that glanced straight, in­ter­ested and clear. Jim answered an­oth­er ques­tion and was temp­ted to cry out, “What’s the good of this! what’s the good!” He tapped with his foot slightly, bit his lip, and looked away over the heads. He met the eyes of the white man. The glance dir­ec­ted at him was not the fas­cin­ated stare of the oth­ers. It was an act of in­tel­li­gent vo­li­tion. Jim between two ques­tions for­got him­self so far as to find leis­ure for a thought. This fel­low—ran the thought—looks at me as though he could see some­body or some­thing past my shoulder. He had come across that man be­fore—in the street per­haps. He was pos­it­ive he had nev­er spoken to him. For days, for many days, he had spoken to no one, but had held si­lent, in­co­her­ent, and end­less con­verse with him­self, like a pris­on­er alone in his cell or like a way­farer lost in a wil­der­ness. At present he was an­swer­ing ques­tions that did not mat­ter though they had a pur­pose, but he doubted wheth­er he would ever again speak out as long as he lived. The sound of his own truth­ful state­ments con­firmed his de­lib­er­ate opin­ion that speech was of no use to him any longer. That man there seemed to be aware of his hope­less dif­fi­culty. Jim looked at him, then turned away res­ol­utely, as after a fi­nal part­ing.

			And later on, many times, in dis­tant parts of the world, Mar­low showed him­self will­ing to re­mem­ber Jim, to re­mem­ber him at length, in de­tail and aud­ibly.

			Per­haps it would be after din­ner, on a ver­andah draped in mo­tion­less fo­liage and crowned with flowers, in the deep dusk speckled by fiery ci­gar-ends. The elong­ated bulk of each cane-chair har­boured a si­lent listen­er. Now and then a small red glow would move ab­ruptly, and ex­pand­ing light up the fin­gers of a lan­guid hand, part of a face in pro­found re­pose, or flash a crim­son gleam in­to a pair of pens­ive eyes over­shad­owed by a frag­ment of an un­ruffled fore­head; and with the very first word uttered Mar­low’s body, ex­ten­ded at rest in the seat, would be­come very still, as though his spir­it had winged its way back in­to the lapse of time and were speak­ing through his lips from the past.

		
	
		
			V

			“Oh yes. I at­ten­ded the in­quiry,” he would say, “and to this day I haven’t left off won­der­ing why I went. I am will­ing to be­lieve each of us has a guard­i­an an­gel, if you fel­lows will con­cede to me that each of us has a fa­mil­i­ar dev­il as well. I want you to own up, be­cause I don’t like to feel ex­cep­tion­al in any way, and I know I have him—the dev­il, I mean. I haven’t seen him, of course, but I go upon cir­cum­stan­tial evid­ence. He is there right enough, and, be­ing ma­li­cious, he lets me in for that kind of thing. What kind of thing, you ask? Why, the in­quiry thing, the yel­low-dog thing—you wouldn’t think a mangy, nat­ive tyke would be al­lowed to trip up people in the ver­andah of a ma­gis­trate’s court, would you?—the kind of thing that by de­vi­ous, un­ex­pec­ted, truly diabol­ic­al ways causes me to run up against men with soft spots, with hard spots, with hid­den plague spots, by Jove! and loosens their tongues at the sight of me for their in­fernal con­fid­ences; as though, for­sooth, I had no con­fid­ences to make to my­self, as though—God help me!—I didn’t have enough con­fid­en­tial in­form­a­tion about my­self to har­row my own soul till the end of my ap­poin­ted time. And what I have done to be thus fa­voured I want to know. I de­clare I am as full of my own con­cerns as the next man, and I have as much memory as the av­er­age pil­grim in this val­ley, so you see I am not par­tic­u­larly fit to be a re­cept­acle of con­fes­sions. Then why? Can’t tell—un­less it be to make time pass away after din­ner. Char­ley, my dear chap, your din­ner was ex­tremely good, and in con­sequence these men here look upon a quiet rub­ber as a tu­mul­tu­ous oc­cu­pa­tion. They wal­low in your good chairs and think to them­selves, ‘Hang ex­er­tion. Let that Mar­low talk.’

			“Talk? So be it. And it’s easy enough to talk of Mas­ter Jim, after a good spread, two hun­dred feet above the sea-level, with a box of de­cent ci­gars handy, on a blessed even­ing of fresh­ness and star­light that would make the best of us for­get we are only on suf­fer­ance here and got to pick our way in cross lights, watch­ing every pre­cious minute and every ir­re­medi­able step, trust­ing we shall man­age yet to go out de­cently in the end—but not so sure of it after all—and with dashed little help to ex­pect from those we touch el­bows with right and left. Of course there are men here and there to whom the whole of life is like an after-din­ner hour with a ci­gar; easy, pleas­ant, empty, per­haps en­livened by some fable of strife to be for­got­ten be­fore the end is told—be­fore the end is told—even if there hap­pens to be any end to it.

			“My eyes met his for the first time at that in­quiry. You must know that every­body con­nec­ted in any way with the sea was there, be­cause the af­fair had been no­tori­ous for days, ever since that mys­ter­i­ous cable mes­sage came from Ad­en to start us all cack­ling. I say mys­ter­i­ous, be­cause it was so in a sense though it con­tained a na­ked fact, about as na­ked and ugly as a fact can well be. The whole wa­ter­side talked of noth­ing else. First thing in the morn­ing as I was dress­ing in my state­room, I would hear through the bulk­head my Parsee Du­bash jab­ber­ing about the Pat­na with the stew­ard, while he drank a cup of tea, by fa­vour, in the pantry. No soon­er on shore I would meet some ac­quaint­ance, and the first re­mark would be, ‘Did you ever hear of any­thing to beat this?’ and ac­cord­ing to his kind the man would smile cyn­ic­ally, or look sad, or let out a swear or two. Com­plete strangers would ac­cost each oth­er fa­mil­iarly, just for the sake of eas­ing their minds on the sub­ject: every con­foun­ded loafer in the town came in for a har­vest of drinks over this af­fair: you heard of it in the har­bour of­fice, at every ship-broker’s, at your agent’s, from whites, from nat­ives, from half-castes, from the very boat­men squat­ting half na­ked on the stone steps as you went up—by Jove! There was some in­dig­na­tion, not a few jokes, and no end of dis­cus­sions as to what had be­come of them, you know. This went on for a couple of weeks or more, and the opin­ion that whatever was mys­ter­i­ous in this af­fair would turn out to be tra­gic as well, began to pre­vail, when one fine morn­ing, as I was stand­ing in the shade by the steps of the har­bour of­fice, I per­ceived four men walk­ing to­wards me along the quay. I wondered for a while where that queer lot had sprung from, and sud­denly, I may say, I shouted to my­self, ‘Here they are!’

			“There they were, sure enough, three of them as large as life, and one much lar­ger of girth than any liv­ing man has a right to be, just landed with a good break­fast in­side of them from an out­ward-bound Dale Line steam­er that had come in about an hour after sun­rise. There could be no mis­take; I spot­ted the jolly skip­per of the Pat­na at the first glance: the fat­test man in the whole blessed trop­ic­al belt clear round that good old earth of ours. Moreover, nine months or so be­fore, I had come across him in Sa­marang. His steam­er was load­ing in the Roads, and he was ab­us­ing the tyr­an­nic­al in­sti­tu­tions of the Ger­man em­pire, and soak­ing him­self in beer all day long and day after day in De Jongh’s back-shop, till De Jongh, who charged a guild­er for every bottle without as much as the quiver of an eye­lid, would beck­on me aside, and, with his little leath­ery face all puckered up, de­clare con­fid­en­tially, ‘Busi­ness is busi­ness, but this man, cap­tain, he make me very sick. Tfui!’

			“I was look­ing at him from the shade. He was hur­ry­ing on a little in ad­vance, and the sun­light beat­ing on him brought out his bulk in a start­ling way. He made me think of a trained baby ele­phant walk­ing on hind-legs. He was ex­tra­vag­antly gor­geous too—got up in a soiled sleep­ing-suit, bright green and deep or­ange ver­tic­al stripes, with a pair of ragged straw slip­pers on his bare feet, and some­body’s cast-off pith hat, very dirty and two sizes too small for him, tied up with a ma­nilla rope-yarn on the top of his big head. You un­der­stand a man like that hasn’t the ghost of a chance when it comes to bor­row­ing clothes. Very well. On he came in hot haste, without a look right or left, passed with­in three feet of me, and in the in­no­cence of his heart went on pelt­ing up­stairs in­to the har­bour of­fice to make his de­pos­ition, or re­port, or whatever you like to call it.

			“It ap­pears he ad­dressed him­self in the first in­stance to the prin­cip­al ship­ping-mas­ter. Arch­ie Ruthvel had just come in, and, as his story goes, was about to be­gin his ar­du­ous day by giv­ing a dress­ing-down to his chief clerk. Some of you might have known him—an ob­li­ging little Por­tuguese half-caste with a miser­ably skinny neck, and al­ways on the hop to get some­thing from the ship­mas­ters in the way of eat­ables—a piece of salt pork, a bag of bis­cuits, a few pota­toes, or what­not. One voy­age, I re­col­lect, I tipped him a live sheep out of the rem­nant of my sea-stock: not that I wanted him to do any­thing for me—he couldn’t, you know—but be­cause his child­like be­lief in the sac­red right to per­quis­ites quite touched my heart. It was so strong as to be al­most beau­ti­ful. The race—the two races rather—and the cli­mate … How­ever, nev­er mind. I know where I have a friend for life.

			“Well, Ruthvel says he was giv­ing him a severe lec­ture—on of­fi­cial mor­al­ity, I sup­pose—when he heard a kind of sub­dued com­mo­tion at his back, and turn­ing his head he saw, in his own words, some­thing round and enorm­ous, re­sem­bling a six­teen-hun­dred-weight sug­ar-hogshead wrapped in striped flannelette, upen­ded in the middle of the large floor space in the of­fice. He de­clares he was so taken aback that for quite an ap­pre­ciable time he did not real­ise the thing was alive, and sat still won­der­ing for what pur­pose and by what means that ob­ject had been trans­por­ted in front of his desk. The arch­way from the ante­room was crowded with punkah-pullers, sweep­ers, po­lice pe­ons, the cox­swain and crew of the har­bour steam-launch, all cran­ing their necks and al­most climb­ing on each oth­er’s backs. Quite a ri­ot. By that time the fel­low had man­aged to tug and jerk his hat clear of his head, and ad­vanced with slight bows at Ruthvel, who told me the sight was so dis­com­pos­ing that for some time he listened, quite un­able to make out what that ap­par­i­tion wanted. It spoke in a voice harsh and lugubri­ous but in­trep­id, and little by little it dawned upon Arch­ie that this was a de­vel­op­ment of the Pat­na case. He says that as soon as he un­der­stood who it was be­fore him he felt quite un­well—Arch­ie is so sym­path­et­ic and eas­ily up­set—but pulled him­self to­geth­er and shouted ‘Stop! I can’t listen to you. You must go to the Mas­ter At­tend­ant. I can’t pos­sibly listen to you. Cap­tain El­li­ot is the man you want to see. This way, this way.’ He jumped up, ran round that long counter, pulled, shoved: the oth­er let him, sur­prised but obed­i­ent at first, and only at the door of the private of­fice some sort of an­im­al in­stinct made him hang back and snort like a frightened bul­lock. ‘Look here! what’s up? Let go! Look here!’ Arch­ie flung open the door without knock­ing. ‘The mas­ter of the Pat­na, sir,’ he shouts. ‘Go in, cap­tain.’ He saw the old man lift his head from some writ­ing so sharp that his nose-nip­pers fell off, banged the door to, and fled to his desk, where he had some pa­pers wait­ing for his sig­na­ture: but he says the row that burst out in there was so aw­ful that he couldn’t col­lect his senses suf­fi­ciently to re­mem­ber the spelling of his own name. Arch­ie’s the most sens­it­ive ship­ping-mas­ter in the two hemi­spheres. He de­clares he felt as though he had thrown a man to a hungry li­on. No doubt the noise was great. I heard it down be­low, and I have every reas­on to be­lieve it was heard clear across the Esplanade as far as the band­stand. Old fath­er El­li­ot had a great stock of words and could shout—and didn’t mind who he shouted at either. He would have shouted at the Vice­roy him­self. As he used to tell me: ‘I am as high as I can get; my pen­sion is safe. I’ve a few pounds laid by, and if they don’t like my no­tions of duty I would just as soon go home as not. I am an old man, and I have al­ways spoken my mind. All I care for now is to see my girls mar­ried be­fore I die.’ He was a little crazy on that point. His three daugh­ters were aw­fully nice, though they re­sembled him amaz­ingly, and on the morn­ings he woke up with a gloomy view of their mat­ri­mo­ni­al pro­spects the of­fice would read it in his eye and tremble, be­cause, they said, he was sure to have some­body for break­fast. How­ever, that morn­ing he did not eat the reneg­ade, but, if I may be al­lowed to carry on the meta­phor, chewed him up very small, so to speak, and—ah! ejec­ted him again.

			“Thus in a very few mo­ments I saw his mon­strous bulk des­cend in haste and stand still on the out­er steps. He had stopped close to me for the pur­pose of pro­found med­it­a­tion: his large purple cheeks quivered. He was bit­ing his thumb, and after a while no­ticed me with a side­long vexed look. The oth­er three chaps that had landed with him made a little group wait­ing at some dis­tance. There was a sal­low-faced, mean little chap with his arm in a sling, and a long in­di­vidu­al in a blue flan­nel coat, as dry as a chip and no stouter than a broom­stick, with droop­ing grey mous­taches, who looked about him with an air of jaunty im­be­cil­ity. The third was an up­stand­ing, broad-shouldered youth, with his hands in his pock­ets, turn­ing his back on the oth­er two who ap­peared to be talk­ing to­geth­er earn­estly. He stared across the empty Esplanade. A ram­shackle gharry, all dust and vene­tian blinds, pulled up short op­pos­ite the group, and the driver, throw­ing up his right foot over his knee, gave him­self up to the crit­ic­al ex­am­in­a­tion of his toes. The young chap, mak­ing no move­ment, not even stir­ring his head, just stared in­to the sun­shine. This was my first view of Jim. He looked as un­con­cerned and un­ap­proach­able as only the young can look. There he stood, clean-limbed, clean-faced, firm on his feet, as prom­ising a boy as the sun ever shone on; and, look­ing at him, know­ing all he knew and a little more too, I was as angry as though I had de­tec­ted him try­ing to get some­thing out of me by false pre­tences. He had no busi­ness to look so sound. I thought to my­self—well, if this sort can go wrong like that … and I felt as though I could fling down my hat and dance on it from sheer mor­ti­fic­a­tion, as I once saw the skip­per of an Itali­an barque do be­cause his duffer of a mate got in­to a mess with his an­chors when mak­ing a fly­ing moor in a road­stead full of ships. I asked my­self, see­ing him there ap­par­ently so much at ease—is he silly? is he cal­lous? He seemed ready to start whist­ling a tune. And note, I did not care a rap about the be­ha­viour of the oth­er two. Their per­sons some­how fit­ted the tale that was pub­lic prop­erty, and was go­ing to be the sub­ject of an of­fi­cial in­quiry. ‘That old mad rogue up­stairs called me a hound,’ said the cap­tain of the Pat­na. I can’t tell wheth­er he re­cog­nised me—I rather think he did; but at any rate our glances met. He glared—I smiled; hound was the very mild­est epi­thet that had reached me through the open win­dow. ‘Did he?’ I said from some strange in­ab­il­ity to hold my tongue. He nod­ded, bit his thumb again, swore un­der his breath: then lift­ing his head and look­ing at me with sul­len and pas­sion­ate im­pudence—‘Bah! the Pa­cific is big, my friendt. You damned Eng­lish­men can do your worst; I know where there’s plenty room for a man like me: I am well aguaindt in Apia, in Hon­olulu, in …’ He paused re­flect­ively, while without ef­fort I could de­pict to my­self the sort of people he was ‘aguaindt’ with in those places. I won’t make a secret of it that I had been ‘aguaindt’ with not a few of that sort my­self. There are times when a man must act as though life were equally sweet in any com­pany. I’ve known such a time, and, what’s more, I shan’t now pre­tend to pull a long face over my ne­ces­sity, be­cause a good many of that bad com­pany from want of mor­al—mor­al—what shall I say?—pos­ture, or from some oth­er equally pro­found cause, were twice as in­struct­ive and twenty times more amus­ing than the usu­al re­spect­able thief of com­merce you fel­lows ask to sit at your table without any real ne­ces­sity—from habit, from cow­ardice, from good-nature, from a hun­dred sneak­ing and in­ad­equate reas­ons.

			“ ‘You Eng­lish­men are all rogues,’ went on my pat­ri­ot­ic Flens­borg or Stet­tin Aus­trali­an. I really don’t re­col­lect now what de­cent little port on the shores of the Balt­ic was de­filed by be­ing the nest of that pre­cious bird. ‘What are you to shout? Eh? You tell me? You no bet­ter than oth­er people, and that old rogue he make Got­tam fuss with me.’ His thick car­cass trembled on its legs that were like a pair of pil­lars; it trembled from head to foot. ‘That’s what you Eng­lish al­ways make—make a tam’ fuss—for any little thing, be­cause I was not born in your tam’ coun­try. Take away my cer­ti­fic­ate. Take it. I don’t want the cer­ti­fic­ate. A man like me don’t want your ver­fluchte cer­ti­fic­ate. I shpit on it.’ He spat. ‘I vill an Amerigan cit­izen be­gome,’ he cried, fret­ting and fum­ing and shuff­ling his feet as if to free his ankles from some in­vis­ible and mys­ter­i­ous grasp that would not let him get away from that spot. He made him­self so warm that the top of his bul­let head pos­it­ively smoked. Noth­ing mys­ter­i­ous pre­ven­ted me from go­ing away: curi­os­ity is the most ob­vi­ous of sen­ti­ments, and it held me there to see the ef­fect of a full in­form­a­tion upon that young fel­low who, hands in pock­ets, and turn­ing his back upon the side­walk, gazed across the grass-plots of the Esplanade at the yel­low por­tico of the Malab­ar Hotel with the air of a man about to go for a walk as soon as his friend is ready. That’s how he looked, and it was odi­ous. I waited to see him over­whelmed, con­foun­ded, pierced through and through, squirm­ing like an im­paled beetle—and I was half afraid to see it too—if you un­der­stand what I mean. Noth­ing more aw­ful than to watch a man who has been found out, not in a crime but in a more than crim­in­al weak­ness. The com­mon­est sort of forti­tude pre­vents us from be­com­ing crim­in­als in a leg­al sense; it is from weak­ness un­known, but per­haps sus­pec­ted, as in some parts of the world you sus­pect a deadly snake in every bush—from weak­ness that may lie hid­den, watched or un­watched, prayed against or man­fully scorned, repressed or maybe ig­nored more than half a life­time, not one of us is safe. We are snared in­to do­ing things for which we get called names, and things for which we get hanged, and yet the spir­it may well sur­vive—sur­vive the con­dem­na­tion, sur­vive the hal­ter, by Jove! And there are things—they look small enough some­times too—by which some of us are totally and com­pletely un­done. I watched the young­ster there. I liked his ap­pear­ance; I knew his ap­pear­ance; he came from the right place; he was one of us. He stood there for all the par­ent­age of his kind, for men and wo­men by no means clev­er or amus­ing, but whose very ex­ist­ence is based upon hon­est faith, and upon the in­stinct of cour­age. I don’t mean mil­it­ary cour­age, or civil cour­age, or any spe­cial kind of cour­age. I mean just that in­born abil­ity to look tempta­tions straight in the face—a read­i­ness un­in­tel­lec­tu­al enough, good­ness knows, but without pose—a power of res­ist­ance, don’t you see, un­gra­cious if you like, but price­less—an un­think­ing and blessed stiff­ness be­fore the out­ward and in­ward ter­rors, be­fore the might of nature and the se­duct­ive cor­rup­tion of men—backed by a faith in­vul­ner­able to the strength of facts, to the con­ta­gion of ex­ample, to the so­li­cit­a­tion of ideas. Hang ideas! They are tramps, vag­a­bonds, knock­ing at the back­door of your mind, each tak­ing a little of your sub­stance, each car­ry­ing away some crumb of that be­lief in a few simple no­tions you must cling to if you want to live de­cently and would like to die easy!

			“This has noth­ing to do with Jim, dir­ectly; only he was out­wardly so typ­ic­al of that good, stu­pid kind we like to feel march­ing right and left of us in life, of the kind that is not dis­turbed by the vagar­ies of in­tel­li­gence and the per­ver­sions of—of nerves, let us say. He was the kind of fel­low you would, on the strength of his looks, leave in charge of the deck—fig­ur­at­ively and pro­fes­sion­ally speak­ing. I say I would, and I ought to know. Haven’t I turned out young­sters enough in my time, for the ser­vice of the Red Rag, to the craft of the sea, to the craft whose whole secret could be ex­pressed in one short sen­tence, and yet must be driv­en afresh every day in­to young heads till it be­comes the com­pon­ent part of every wak­ing thought—till it is present in every dream of their young sleep! The sea has been good to me, but when I re­mem­ber all these boys that passed through my hands, some grown up now and some drowned by this time, but all good stuff for the sea, I don’t think I have done badly by it either. Were I to go home to­mor­row, I bet that be­fore two days passed over my head some sun­burnt young chief mate would over­take me at some dock gate­way or oth­er, and a fresh deep voice speak­ing above my hat would ask: ‘Don’t you re­mem­ber me, sir? Why! little So-and-so. Such and such a ship. It was my first voy­age.’ And I would re­mem­ber a be­wildered little shaver, no high­er than the back of this chair, with a moth­er and per­haps a big sis­ter on the quay, very quiet but too up­set to wave their handker­chiefs at the ship that glides out gently between the pier-heads; or per­haps some de­cent middle-aged fath­er who had come early with his boy to see him off, and stays all the morn­ing, be­cause he is in­ter­ested in the wind­lass ap­par­ently, and stays too long, and has got to scramble ashore at last with no time at all to say good­bye. The mud pi­lot on the poop sings out to me in a drawl, ‘Hold her with the check line for a mo­ment, Mis­ter Mate. There’s a gen­tle­man wants to get ashore. … Up with you, sir. Nearly got car­ried off to Talcahuano, didn’t you? Now’s your time; easy does it. … All right. Slack away again for­ward there.’ The tugs, smoking like the pit of per­di­tion, get hold and churn the old river in­to fury; the gen­tle­man ashore is dust­ing his knees—the be­ne­vol­ent stew­ard has shied his um­brella after him. All very prop­er. He has offered his bit of sac­ri­fice to the sea, and now he may go home pre­tend­ing he thinks noth­ing of it; and the little will­ing vic­tim shall be very sea­sick be­fore next morn­ing. By-and-by, when he has learned all the little mys­ter­ies and the one great secret of the craft, he shall be fit to live or die as the sea may de­cree; and the man who had taken a hand in this fool game, in which the sea wins every toss, will be pleased to have his back slapped by a heavy young hand, and to hear a cheery sea-puppy voice: ‘Do you re­mem­ber me, sir? The little So-and-so.’

			“I tell you this is good; it tells you that once in your life at least you had gone the right way to work. I have been thus slapped, and I have winced, for the slap was heavy, and I have glowed all day long and gone to bed feel­ing less lonely in the world by vir­tue of that hearty thump. Don’t I re­mem­ber the little So-and-so’s! I tell you I ought to know the right kind of looks. I would have trus­ted the deck to that young­ster on the strength of a single glance, and gone to sleep with both eyes—and, by Jove! it wouldn’t have been safe. There are depths of hor­ror in that thought. He looked as genu­ine as a new sov­er­eign, but there was some in­fernal al­loy in his met­al. How much? The least thing—the least drop of some­thing rare and ac­cursed; the least drop!—but he made you—stand­ing there with his don’t-care-hang air—he made you won­der wheth­er per­chance he were noth­ing more rare than brass.

			“I couldn’t be­lieve it. I tell you I wanted to see him squirm for the hon­our of the craft. The oth­er two no-ac­count chaps spot­ted their cap­tain, and began to move slowly to­wards us. They chat­ted to­geth­er as they strolled, and I did not care any more than if they had not been vis­ible to the na­ked eye. They grinned at each oth­er—might have been ex­chan­ging jokes, for all I know. I saw that with one of them it was a case of a broken arm; and as to the long in­di­vidu­al with grey mous­taches he was the chief en­gin­eer, and in vari­ous ways a pretty no­tori­ous per­son­al­ity. They were nobod­ies. They ap­proached. The skip­per gazed in an in­an­im­ate way between his feet: he seemed to be swollen to an un­nat­ur­al size by some aw­ful dis­ease, by the mys­ter­i­ous ac­tion of an un­known pois­on. He lif­ted his head, saw the two be­fore him wait­ing, opened his mouth with an ex­traordin­ary, sneer­ing con­tor­tion of his puffed face—to speak to them, I sup­pose—and then a thought seemed to strike him. His thick, purplish lips came to­geth­er without a sound, he went off in a res­ol­ute waddle to the gharry and began to jerk at the door-handle with such a blind bru­tal­ity of im­pa­tience that I ex­pec­ted to see the whole con­cern over­turned on its side, pony and all. The driver, shaken out of his med­it­a­tion over the sole of his foot, dis­played at once all the signs of in­tense ter­ror, and held with both hands, look­ing round from his box at this vast car­cass for­cing its way in­to his con­vey­ance. The little ma­chine shook and rocked tu­mul­tu­ously, and the crim­son nape of that lowered neck, the size of those strain­ing thighs, the im­mense heav­ing of that dingy, striped green-and-or­ange back, the whole bur­row­ing ef­fort of that gaudy and sor­did mass, troubled one’s sense of prob­ab­il­ity with a droll and fear­some ef­fect, like one of those grot­esque and dis­tinct vis­ions that scare and fas­cin­ate one in a fever. He dis­ap­peared. I half ex­pec­ted the roof to split in two, the little box on wheels to burst open in the man­ner of a ripe cot­ton-pod—but it only sank with a click of flattened springs, and sud­denly one vene­tian blind rattled down. His shoulders re­appeared, jammed in the small open­ing; his head hung out, dis­ten­ded and toss­ing like a cap­tive bal­loon, per­spir­ing, furi­ous, splut­ter­ing. He reached for the gharry-wal­lah with vi­cious flour­ishes of a fist as dumpy and red as a lump of raw meat. He roared at him to be off, to go on. Where? In­to the Pa­cific, per­haps. The driver lashed; the pony snorted, reared once, and dar­ted off at a gal­lop. Where? To Apia? To Hon­olulu? He had 6,000 miles of trop­ic­al belt to dis­port him­self in, and I did not hear the pre­cise ad­dress. A snort­ing pony snatched him in­to ‘ewigkeit’ in the twink­ling of an eye, and I nev­er saw him again; and, what’s more, I don’t know of any­body that ever had a glimpse of him after he de­par­ted from my know­ledge sit­ting in­side a ram­shackle little gharry that fled round the corner in a white smoth­er of dust. He de­par­ted, dis­ap­peared, van­ished, ab­sconded; and ab­surdly enough it looked as though he had taken that gharry with him, for nev­er again did I come across a sor­rel pony with a slit ear and a lack­a­dais­ic­al Tamil driver af­flic­ted by a sore foot. The Pa­cific is in­deed big; but wheth­er he found a place for a dis­play of his tal­ents in it or not, the fact re­mains he had flown in­to space like a witch on a broom­stick. The little chap with his arm in a sling star­ted to run after the car­riage, bleat­ing, ‘Cap­tain! I say, Cap­tain! I sa-a-ay!’—but after a few steps stopped short, hung his head, and walked back slowly. At the sharp rattle of the wheels the young fel­low spun round where he stood. He made no oth­er move­ment, no ges­ture, no sign, and re­mained fa­cing in the new dir­ec­tion after the gharry had swung out of sight.

			“All this happened in much less time than it takes to tell, since I am try­ing to in­ter­pret for you in­to slow speech the in­stant­an­eous ef­fect of visu­al im­pres­sions. Next mo­ment the half-caste clerk, sent by Arch­ie to look a little after the poor cast­aways of the Pat­na, came upon the scene. He ran out eager and bare­headed, look­ing right and left, and very full of his mis­sion. It was doomed to be a fail­ure as far as the prin­cip­al per­son was con­cerned, but he ap­proached the oth­ers with fussy im­port­ance, and, al­most im­me­di­ately, found him­self in­volved in a vi­ol­ent al­ter­ca­tion with the chap that car­ried his arm in a sling, and who turned out to be ex­tremely anxious for a row. He wasn’t go­ing to be ordered about—‘not he, b’gosh.’ He wouldn’t be ter­ri­fied with a pack of lies by a cocky half-bred little quill-driver. He was not go­ing to be bul­lied by ‘no ob­ject of that sort,’ if the story were true ‘ever so!’ He bawled his wish, his de­sire, his de­term­in­a­tion to go to bed. ‘If you wer­en’t a God­for­saken Por­tuguee,’ I heard him yell, ‘you would know that the hos­pit­al is the right place for me.’ He pushed the fist of his sound arm un­der the oth­er’s nose; a crowd began to col­lect; the half-caste, flustered, but do­ing his best to ap­pear dig­ni­fied, tried to ex­plain his in­ten­tions. I went away without wait­ing to see the end.

			“But it so happened that I had a man in the hos­pit­al at the time, and go­ing there to see about him the day be­fore the open­ing of the In­quiry, I saw in the white men’s ward that little chap toss­ing on his back, with his arm in splints, and quite light­headed. To my great sur­prise the oth­er one, the long in­di­vidu­al with droop­ing white mous­tache, had also found his way there. I re­membered I had seen him slink­ing away dur­ing the quar­rel, in a half prance, half shuffle, and try­ing very hard not to look scared. He was no stranger to the port, it seems, and in his dis­tress was able to make tracks straight for Mari­ani’s bil­liard-room and grog-shop near the bazaar. That un­speak­able vag­a­bond, Mari­ani, who had known the man and had min­istered to his vices in one or two oth­er places, kissed the ground, in a man­ner of speak­ing, be­fore him, and shut him up with a sup­ply of bottles in an up­stairs room of his in­fam­ous hov­el. It ap­pears he was un­der some hazy ap­pre­hen­sion as to his per­son­al safety, and wished to be con­cealed. How­ever, Mari­ani told me a long time after (when he came on board one day to dun my stew­ard for the price of some ci­gars) that he would have done more for him without ask­ing any ques­tions, from grat­it­ude for some un­holy fa­vour re­ceived very many years ago—as far as I could make out. He thumped twice his brawny chest, rolled enorm­ous black-and-white eyes glisten­ing with tears: ‘Ant­o­nio nev­er for­get—Ant­o­nio nev­er for­get!’ What was the pre­cise nature of the im­mor­al ob­lig­a­tion I nev­er learned, but be it what it may, he had every fa­cil­ity giv­en him to re­main un­der lock and key, with a chair, a table, a mat­tress in a corner, and a lit­ter of fallen plaster on the floor, in an ir­ra­tion­al state of funk, and keep­ing up his peck­er with such ton­ics as Mari­ani dis­pensed. This las­ted till the even­ing of the third day, when, after let­ting out a few hor­rible screams, he found him­self com­pelled to seek safety in flight from a le­gion of centi­pedes. He burst the door open, made one leap for dear life down the crazy little stair­way, landed bod­ily on Mari­ani’s stom­ach, picked him­self up, and bolted like a rab­bit in­to the streets. The po­lice plucked him off a garbage-heap in the early morn­ing. At first he had a no­tion they were car­ry­ing him off to be hanged, and fought for liberty like a hero, but when I sat down by his bed he had been very quiet for two days. His lean bronzed head, with white mous­taches, looked fine and calm on the pil­low, like the head of a war-worn sol­dier with a child­like soul, had it not been for a hint of spec­tral alarm that lurked in the blank glit­ter of his glance, re­sem­bling a non­des­cript form of a ter­ror crouch­ing si­lently be­hind a pane of glass. He was so ex­tremely calm, that I began to in­dulge in the ec­cent­ric hope of hear­ing some­thing ex­plan­at­ory of the fam­ous af­fair from his point of view. Why I longed to go grub­bing in­to the de­plor­able de­tails of an oc­cur­rence which, after all, con­cerned me no more than as a mem­ber of an ob­scure body of men held to­geth­er by a com­munity of in­glori­ous toil and by fi­del­ity to a cer­tain stand­ard of con­duct, I can’t ex­plain. You may call it an un­healthy curi­os­ity if you like; but I have a dis­tinct no­tion I wished to find some­thing. Per­haps, un­con­sciously, I hoped I would find that some­thing, some pro­found and re­deem­ing cause, some mer­ci­ful ex­plan­a­tion, some con­vin­cing shad­ow of an ex­cuse. I see well enough now that I hoped for the im­possible—for the lay­ing of what is the most ob­stin­ate ghost of man’s cre­ation, of the un­easy doubt up­ris­ing like a mist, secret and gnaw­ing like a worm, and more chilling than the cer­ti­tude of death—the doubt of the sov­er­eign power en­throned in a fixed stand­ard of con­duct. It is the hard­est thing to stumble against; it is the thing that breeds yelling pan­ics and good little quiet vil­lain­ies; it’s the true shad­ow of calam­ity. Did I be­lieve in a mir­acle? and why did I de­sire it so ar­dently? Was it for my own sake that I wished to find some shad­ow of an ex­cuse for that young fel­low whom I had nev­er seen be­fore, but whose ap­pear­ance alone ad­ded a touch of per­son­al con­cern to the thoughts sug­ges­ted by the know­ledge of his weak­ness—made it a thing of mys­tery and ter­ror—like a hint of a de­struct­ive fate ready for us all whose youth—in its day—had re­sembled his youth? I fear that such was the secret motive of my pry­ing. I was, and no mis­take, look­ing for a mir­acle. The only thing that at this dis­tance of time strikes me as mi­ra­cu­lous is the ex­tent of my im­be­cil­ity. I pos­it­ively hoped to ob­tain from that battered and shady in­val­id some ex­or­cism against the ghost of doubt. I must have been pretty des­per­ate too, for, without loss of time, after a few in­dif­fer­ent and friendly sen­tences which he answered with lan­guid read­i­ness, just as any de­cent sick man would do, I pro­duced the word Pat­na wrapped up in a del­ic­ate ques­tion as in a wisp of floss silk. I was del­ic­ate selfishly; I did not want to startle him; I had no so­li­citude for him; I was not furi­ous with him and sorry for him: his ex­per­i­ence was of no im­port­ance, his re­demp­tion would have had no point for me. He had grown old in minor iniquit­ies, and could no longer in­spire aver­sion or pity. He re­peated Pat­na? in­ter­rog­at­ively, seemed to make a short ef­fort of memory, and said: ‘Quite right. I am an old stager out here. I saw her go down.’ I made ready to vent my in­dig­na­tion at such a stu­pid lie, when he ad­ded smoothly, ‘She was full of rep­tiles.’

			“This made me pause. What did he mean? The un­steady phantom of ter­ror be­hind his glassy eyes seemed to stand still and look in­to mine wist­fully. ‘They turned me out of my bunk in the middle watch to look at her sink­ing,’ he pur­sued in a re­flect­ive tone. His voice soun­ded alarm­ingly strong all at once. I was sorry for my folly. There was no snowy-winged coif of a nurs­ing sis­ter to be seen flit­ting in the per­spect­ive of the ward; but away in the middle of a long row of empty iron bed­steads an ac­ci­dent case from some ship in the Roads sat up brown and gaunt with a white band­age set rak­ishly on the fore­head. Sud­denly my in­ter­est­ing in­val­id shot out an arm thin like a tentacle and clawed my shoulder. ‘Only my eyes were good enough to see. I am fam­ous for my eye­sight. That’s why they called me, I ex­pect. None of them was quick enough to see her go, but they saw that she was gone right enough, and sang out to­geth­er—like this.’ … A wolfish howl searched the very re­cesses of my soul. ‘Oh! make ’im dry up,’ whined the ac­ci­dent case ir­rit­ably. ‘You don’t be­lieve me, I sup­pose,’ went on the oth­er, with an air of in­ef­fable con­ceit. ‘I tell you there are no such eyes as mine this side of the Per­sian Gulf. Look un­der the bed.’

			“Of course I stooped in­stantly. I defy any­body not to have done so. ‘What can you see?’ he asked. ‘Noth­ing,’ I said, feel­ing aw­fully ashamed of my­self. He scru­tin­ised my face with wild and with­er­ing con­tempt. ‘Just so,’ he said, ‘but if I were to look I could see—there’s no eyes like mine, I tell you.’ Again he clawed, pulling at me down­wards in his eager­ness to re­lieve him­self by a con­fid­en­tial com­mu­nic­a­tion. ‘Mil­lions of pink toads. There’s no eyes like mine. Mil­lions of pink toads. It’s worse than see­ing a ship sink. I could look at sink­ing ships and smoke my pipe all day long. Why don’t they give me back my pipe? I would get a smoke while I watched these toads. The ship was full of them. They’ve got to be watched, you know.’ He winked fa­cetiously. The per­spir­a­tion dripped on him off my head, my drill coat clung to my wet back: the af­ter­noon breeze swept im­petu­ously over the row of bed­steads, the stiff folds of cur­tains stirred per­pen­dic­u­larly, rat­tling on brass rods, the cov­ers of empty beds blew about noise­lessly near the bare floor all along the line, and I shivered to the very mar­row. The soft wind of the trop­ics played in that na­ked ward as bleak as a winter’s gale in an old barn at home. ‘Don’t you let him start his holler­ing, mis­ter,’ hailed from afar the ac­ci­dent case in a dis­tressed angry shout that came ringing between the walls like a quaver­ing call down a tun­nel. The claw­ing hand hauled at my shoulder; he leered at me know­ingly. ‘The ship was full of them, you know, and we had to clear out on the strict Q.T.,’ he whispered with ex­treme rapid­ity. ‘All pink. All pink—as big as mastiffs, with an eye on the top of the head and claws all round their ugly mouths. Ough! Ough!’ Quick jerks as of gal­van­ic shocks dis­closed un­der the flat cov­er­let the out­lines of mea­gre and agit­ated legs; he let go my shoulder and reached after some­thing in the air; his body trembled tensely like a re­leased harp-string; and while I looked down, the spec­tral hor­ror in him broke through his glassy gaze. In­stantly his face of an old sol­dier, with its noble and calm out­lines, be­came de­com­posed be­fore my eyes by the cor­rup­tion of stealthy cun­ning, of an ab­om­in­able cau­tion and of des­per­ate fear. He re­strained a cry—‘Ssh! what are they do­ing now down there?’ he asked, point­ing to the floor with fant­ast­ic pre­cau­tions of voice and ges­ture, whose mean­ing, borne upon my mind in a lur­id flash, made me very sick of my clev­erness. ‘They are all asleep,’ I answered, watch­ing him nar­rowly. That was it. That’s what he wanted to hear; these were the ex­act words that could calm him. He drew a long breath. ‘Ssh! Quiet, steady. I am an old stager out here. I know them brutes. Bash in the head of the first that stirs. There’s too many of them, and she won’t swim more than ten minutes.’ He panted again. ‘Hurry up,’ he yelled sud­denly, and went on in a steady scream: ‘They are all awake—mil­lions of them. They are tramp­ling on me! Wait! Oh, wait! I’ll smash them in heaps like flies. Wait for me! Help! H-e-elp!’ An in­ter­min­able and sus­tained howl com­pleted my dis­com­fit­ure. I saw in the dis­tance the ac­ci­dent case raise de­plor­ably both his hands to his band­aged head; a dress­er, ap­roned to the chin showed him­self in the vista of the ward, as if seen in the small end of a tele­scope. I con­fessed my­self fairly routed, and without more ado, step­ping out through one of the long win­dows, es­caped in­to the out­side gal­lery. The howl pur­sued me like a ven­geance. I turned in­to a deser­ted land­ing, and sud­denly all be­came very still and quiet around me, and I des­cen­ded the bare and shiny stair­case in a si­lence that en­abled me to com­pose my dis­trac­ted thoughts. Down be­low I met one of the res­id­ent sur­geons who was cross­ing the court­yard and stopped me. ‘Been to see your man, Cap­tain? I think we may let him go to­mor­row. These fools have no no­tion of tak­ing care of them­selves, though. I say, we’ve got the chief en­gin­eer of that pil­grim ship here. A curi­ous case. D.T.’s of the worst kind. He has been drink­ing hard in that Greek’s or Itali­an’s grog-shop for three days. What can you ex­pect? Four bottles of that kind of brandy a day, I am told. Won­der­ful, if true. Sheeted with boil­er-iron in­side I should think. The head, ah! the head, of course, gone, but the curi­ous part is there’s some sort of meth­od in his rav­ing. I am try­ing to find out. Most un­usu­al—that thread of lo­gic in such a de­li­ri­um. Tra­di­tion­ally he ought to see snakes, but he doesn’t. Good old tra­di­tion’s at a dis­count nowadays. Eh! His—er—vis­ions are bat­ra­chi­an. Ha! ha! No, ser­i­ously, I nev­er re­mem­ber be­ing so in­ter­ested in a case of jim-jams be­fore. He ought to be dead, don’t you know, after such a fest­ive ex­per­i­ment. Oh! he is a tough ob­ject. Four-and-twenty years of the trop­ics too. You ought really to take a peep at him. Noble-look­ing old booz­er. Most ex­traordin­ary man I ever met—med­ic­ally, of course. Won’t you?’

			“I have been all along ex­hib­it­ing the usu­al po­lite signs of in­terest, but now as­sum­ing an air of re­gret I mur­mured of want of time, and shook hands in a hurry. ‘I say,’ he cried after me, ‘he can’t at­tend that in­quiry. Is his evid­ence ma­ter­i­al, you think?’

			“ ‘Not in the least,’ I called back from the gate­way.”

		
	
		
			VI

			“The au­thor­it­ies were evid­ently of the same opin­ion. The in­quiry was not ad­journed. It was held on the ap­poin­ted day to sat­is­fy the law, and it was well at­ten­ded be­cause of its hu­man in­terest, no doubt. There was no in­cer­ti­tude as to facts—as to the one ma­ter­i­al fact, I mean. How the Pat­na came by her hurt it was im­possible to find out; the court did not ex­pect to find out; and in the whole audi­ence there was not a man who cared. Yet, as I’ve told you, all the sail­ors in the port at­ten­ded, and the wa­ter­side busi­ness was fully rep­res­en­ted. Wheth­er they knew it or not, the in­terest that drew them here was purely psy­cho­lo­gic­al—the ex­pect­a­tion of some es­sen­tial dis­clos­ure as to the strength, the power, the hor­ror, of hu­man emo­tions. Nat­ur­ally noth­ing of the kind could be dis­closed. The ex­am­in­a­tion of the only man able and will­ing to face it was beat­ing fu­tilely round the well-known fact, and the play of ques­tions upon it was as in­struct­ive as the tap­ping with a ham­mer on an iron box, were the ob­ject to find out what’s in­side. How­ever, an of­fi­cial in­quiry could not be any oth­er thing. Its ob­ject was not the fun­da­ment­al why, but the su­per­fi­cial how, of this af­fair.

			“The young chap could have told them, and, though that very thing was the thing that in­ter­ested the audi­ence, the ques­tions put to him ne­ces­sar­ily led him away from what to me, for in­stance, would have been the only truth worth know­ing. You can’t ex­pect the con­sti­tuted au­thor­it­ies to in­quire in­to the state of a man’s soul—or is it only of his liv­er? Their busi­ness was to come down upon the con­sequences, and frankly, a cas­u­al po­lice ma­gis­trate and two naut­ic­al as­sessors are not much good for any­thing else. I don’t mean to im­ply these fel­lows were stu­pid. The ma­gis­trate was very pa­tient. One of the as­sessors was a sail­ing-ship skip­per with a red­dish beard, and of a pi­ous dis­pos­i­tion. Bri­erly was the oth­er. Big Bri­erly. Some of you must have heard of Big Bri­erly—the cap­tain of the crack ship of the Blue Star line. That’s the man.

			“He seemed con­sumedly bored by the hon­our thrust upon him. He had nev­er in his life made a mis­take, nev­er had an ac­ci­dent, nev­er a mis­hap, nev­er a check in his steady rise, and he seemed to be one of those lucky fel­lows who know noth­ing of in­de­cision, much less of self-mis­trust. At thirty-two he had one of the best com­mands go­ing in the East­ern trade—and, what’s more, he thought a lot of what he had. There was noth­ing like it in the world, and I sup­pose if you had asked him point-blank he would have con­fessed that in his opin­ion there was not such an­oth­er com­mand­er. The choice had fallen upon the right man. The rest of man­kind that did not com­mand the six­teen-knot steel steam­er Ossa were rather poor creatures. He had saved lives at sea, had res­cued ships in dis­tress, had a gold chro­no­met­er presen­ted to him by the un­der­writers, and a pair of bin­ocu­lars with a suit­able in­scrip­tion from some for­eign Gov­ern­ment, in com­mem­or­a­tion of these ser­vices. He was acutely aware of his mer­its and of his re­wards. I liked him well enough, though some I know—meek, friendly men at that—couldn’t stand him at any price. I haven’t the slight­est doubt he con­sidered him­self vastly my su­per­i­or—in­deed, had you been Em­per­or of East and West, you could not have ig­nored your in­feri­or­ity in his pres­ence—but I couldn’t get up any real sen­ti­ment of of­fence. He did not des­pise me for any­thing I could help, for any­thing I was—don’t you know? I was a neg­li­gible quant­ity simply be­cause I was not the for­tu­nate man of the earth, not Montague Bri­erly in com­mand of the Ossa, not the own­er of an in­scribed gold chro­no­met­er and of sil­ver-moun­ted bin­ocu­lars testi­fy­ing to the ex­cel­lence of my seaman­ship and to my in­dom­it­able pluck; not pos­sessed of an acute sense of my mer­its and of my re­wards, be­sides the love and wor­ship of a black re­triev­er, the most won­der­ful of its kind—for nev­er was such a man loved thus by such a dog. No doubt, to have all this forced upon you was ex­as­per­at­ing enough; but when I re­flec­ted that I was as­so­ci­ated in these fatal dis­ad­vant­ages with twelve hun­dred mil­lions of oth­er more or less hu­man be­ings, I found I could bear my share of his good-natured and con­temp­tu­ous pity for the sake of some­thing in­def­in­ite and at­tract­ive in the man. I have nev­er defined to my­self this at­trac­tion, but there were mo­ments when I en­vied him. The sting of life could do no more to his com­pla­cent soul than the scratch of a pin to the smooth face of a rock. This was en­vi­able. As I looked at him, flank­ing on one side the un­as­sum­ing pale-faced ma­gis­trate who presided at the in­quiry, his self-sat­is­fac­tion presen­ted to me and to the world a sur­face as hard as gran­ite. He com­mit­ted sui­cide very soon after.

			“No won­der Jim’s case bored him, and while I thought with some­thing akin to fear of the im­mens­ity of his con­tempt for the young man un­der ex­am­in­a­tion, he was prob­ably hold­ing si­lent in­quiry in­to his own case. The ver­dict must have been of un­mit­ig­ated guilt, and he took the secret of the evid­ence with him in that leap in­to the sea. If I un­der­stand any­thing of men, the mat­ter was no doubt of the gravest im­port, one of those trifles that awaken ideas—start in­to life some thought with which a man un­used to such a com­pan­ion­ship finds it im­possible to live. I am in a po­s­i­tion to know that it wasn’t money, and it wasn’t drink, and it wasn’t wo­man. He jumped over­board at sea barely a week after the end of the in­quiry, and less than three days after leav­ing port on his out­ward pas­sage; as though on that ex­act spot in the midst of wa­ters he had sud­denly per­ceived the gates of the oth­er world flung open wide for his re­cep­tion.

			“Yet it was not a sud­den im­pulse. His grey-headed mate, a first-rate sail­or and a nice old chap with strangers, but in his re­la­tions with his com­mand­er the sur­li­est chief of­ficer I’ve ever seen, would tell the story with tears in his eyes. It ap­pears that when he came on deck in the morn­ing Bri­erly had been writ­ing in the chart-room. ‘It was ten minutes to four,’ he said, ‘and the middle watch was not re­lieved yet of course. He heard my voice on the bridge speak­ing to the second mate, and called me in. I was loth to go, and that’s the truth, Cap­tain Mar­low—I couldn’t stand poor Cap­tain Bri­erly, I tell you with shame; we nev­er know what a man is made of. He had been pro­moted over too many heads, not count­ing my own, and he had a dam­nable trick of mak­ing you feel small, noth­ing but by the way he said “Good morn­ing.” I nev­er ad­dressed him, sir, but on mat­ters of duty, and then it was as much as I could do to keep a civil tongue in my head.’ (He flattered him­self there. I of­ten wondered how Bri­erly could put up with his man­ners for more than half a voy­age.) ‘I’ve a wife and chil­dren,’ he went on, ‘and I had been ten years in the Com­pany, al­ways ex­pect­ing the next com­mand—more fool I. Says he, just like this: “Come in here, Mr. Jones,” in that swag­ger voice of his—“Come in here, Mr. Jones.” In I went. “We’ll lay down her po­s­i­tion,” says he, stoop­ing over the chart, a pair of di­viders in hand. By the stand­ing or­ders, the of­ficer go­ing off duty would have done that at the end of his watch. How­ever, I said noth­ing, and looked on while he marked off the ship’s po­s­i­tion with a tiny cross and wrote the date and the time. I can see him this mo­ment writ­ing his neat fig­ures: sev­en­teen, eight, four a.m. The year would be writ­ten in red ink at the top of the chart. He nev­er used his charts more than a year, Cap­tain Bri­erly didn’t. I’ve the chart now. When he had done he stands look­ing down at the mark he had made and smil­ing to him­self, then looks up at me. “Thirty-two miles more as she goes,” says he, “and then we shall be clear, and you may al­ter the course twenty de­grees to the south­ward.”

			“ ‘We were passing to the north of the Hec­tor Bank that voy­age. I said, “All right, sir,” won­der­ing what he was fuss­ing about, since I had to call him be­fore al­ter­ing the course any­how. Just then eight bells were struck: we came out on the bridge, and the second mate be­fore go­ing off men­tions in the usu­al way—“Sev­enty-one on the log.” Cap­tain Bri­erly looks at the com­pass and then all round. It was dark and clear, and all the stars were out as plain as on a frosty night in high lat­it­udes. Sud­denly he says with a sort of a little sigh: “I am go­ing aft, and shall set the log at zero for you my­self, so that there can be no mis­take. Thirty-two miles more on this course and then you are safe. Let’s see—the cor­rec­tion on the log is six per­cent ad­dit­ive; say, then, thirty by the dial to run, and you may come twenty de­grees to star­board at once. No use los­ing any dis­tance—is there?” I had nev­er heard him talk so much at a stretch, and to no pur­pose as it seemed to me. I said noth­ing. He went down the lad­der, and the dog, that was al­ways at his heels whenev­er he moved, night or day, fol­lowed, slid­ing nose first, after him. I heard his boot-heels tap, tap on the af­ter­deck, then he stopped and spoke to the dog—“Go back, Rover. On the bridge, boy! Go on—get.” Then he calls out to me from the dark, “Shut that dog up in the chart-room, Mr. Jones—will you?”

			“ ‘This was the last time I heard his voice, Cap­tain Mar­low. These are the last words he spoke in the hear­ing of any liv­ing hu­man be­ing, sir.’ At this point the old chap’s voice got quite un­steady. ‘He was afraid the poor brute would jump after him, don’t you see?’ he pur­sued with a quaver. ‘Yes, Cap­tain Mar­low. He set the log for me; he—would you be­lieve it?—he put a drop of oil in it too. There was the oil-feed­er where he left it near by. The boat­swain’s mate got the hose along aft to wash down at half-past five; by-and-by he knocks off and runs up on the bridge—“Will you please come aft, Mr. Jones,” he says. “There’s a funny thing. I don’t like to touch it.” It was Cap­tain Bri­erly’s gold chro­no­met­er watch care­fully hung un­der the rail by its chain.

			“ ‘As soon as my eyes fell on it some­thing struck me, and I knew, sir. My legs got soft un­der me. It was as if I had seen him go over; and I could tell how far be­hind he was left too. The taffrail-log marked eight­een miles and three-quar­ters, and four iron be­lay­ing-pins were miss­ing round the main­mast. Put them in his pock­ets to help him down, I sup­pose; but, Lord! what’s four iron pins to a power­ful man like Cap­tain Bri­erly. Maybe his con­fid­ence in him­self was just shook a bit at the last. That’s the only sign of fluster he gave in his whole life, I should think; but I am ready to an­swer for him, that once over he did not try to swim a stroke, the same as he would have had pluck enough to keep up all day long on the bare chance had he fallen over­board ac­ci­dent­ally. Yes, sir. He was second to none—if he said so him­self, as I heard him once. He had writ­ten two let­ters in the middle watch, one to the Com­pany and the oth­er to me. He gave me a lot of in­struc­tions as to the pas­sage—I had been in the trade be­fore he was out of his time—and no end of hints as to my con­duct with our people in Shang­hai, so that I should keep the com­mand of the Ossa. He wrote like a fath­er would to a fa­vour­ite son, Cap­tain Mar­low, and I was five-and-twenty years his seni­or and had tasted salt wa­ter be­fore he was fairly breeched. In his let­ter to the own­ers—it was left open for me to see—he said that he had al­ways done his duty by them—up to that mo­ment—and even now he was not be­tray­ing their con­fid­ence, since he was leav­ing the ship to as com­pet­ent a sea­man as could be found—mean­ing me, sir, mean­ing me! He told them that if the last act of his life didn’t take away all his cred­it with them, they would give weight to my faith­ful ser­vice and to his warm re­com­mend­a­tion, when about to fill the va­cancy made by his death. And much more like this, sir. I couldn’t be­lieve my eyes. It made me feel queer all over,’ went on the old chap, in great per­turb­a­tion, and squash­ing some­thing in the corner of his eye with the end of a thumb as broad as a spat­ula. ‘You would think, sir, he had jumped over­board only to give an un­lucky man a last show to get on. What with the shock of him go­ing in this aw­ful rash way, and think­ing my­self a made man by that chance, I was nearly off my chump for a week. But no fear. The cap­tain of the Peli­on was shif­ted in­to the Ossa—came aboard in Shang­hai—a little pop­in­jay, sir, in a grey check suit, with his hair par­ted in the middle. “Aw—I am—aw—your new cap­tain, Mis­ter—Mis­ter—aw—Jones.” He was drowned in scent—fairly stunk with it, Cap­tain Mar­low. I dare say it was the look I gave him that made him stam­mer. He mumbled some­thing about my nat­ur­al dis­ap­point­ment—I had bet­ter know at once that his chief of­ficer got the pro­mo­tion to the Peli­on—he had noth­ing to do with it, of course—sup­posed the of­fice knew best—sorry. … Says I, “Don’t you mind old Jones, sir; damn his soul, he’s used to it.” I could see dir­ectly I had shocked his del­ic­ate ear, and while we sat at our first tiffin to­geth­er he began to find fault in a nasty man­ner with this and that in the ship. I nev­er heard such a voice out of a Punch and Judy show. I set my teeth hard, and glued my eyes to my plate, and held my peace as long as I could; but at last I had to say some­thing. Up he jumps tip­toe­ing, ruff­ling all his pretty plumes, like a little fight­ing-cock. “You’ll find you have a dif­fer­ent per­son to deal with than the late Cap­tain Bri­erly.” “I’ve found it,” says I, very glum, but pre­tend­ing to be mighty busy with my steak. “You are an old ruf­fi­an, Mis­ter—aw—Jones; and what’s more, you are known for an old ruf­fi­an in the em­ploy,” he squeaks at me. The damned bottle-wash­ers stood about listen­ing with their mouths stretched from ear to ear. “I may be a hard case,” an­swers I, “but I ain’t so far gone as to put up with the sight of you sit­ting in Cap­tain Bri­erly’s chair.” With that I lay down my knife and fork. “You would like to sit in it your­self—that’s where the shoe pinches,” he sneers. I left the sa­loon, got my rags to­geth­er, and was on the quay with all my dunnage about my feet be­fore the steve­dores had turned to again. Yes. Adrift—on shore—after ten years’ ser­vice—and with a poor wo­man and four chil­dren six thou­sand miles off de­pend­ing on my half-pay for every mouth­ful they ate. Yes, sir! I chucked it rather than hear Cap­tain Bri­erly ab­used. He left me his night-glasses—here they are; and he wished me to take care of the dog—here he is. Hallo, Rover, poor boy. Where’s the cap­tain, Rover?’ The dog looked up at us with mourn­ful yel­low eyes, gave one des­ol­ate bark, and crept un­der the table.

			“All this was tak­ing place, more than two years af­ter­wards, on board that naut­ic­al ru­in the Fire-Queen this Jones had got charge of—quite by a funny ac­ci­dent, too—from Math­er­son—mad Math­er­son they gen­er­ally called him—the same who used to hang out in Hai-phong, you know, be­fore the oc­cu­pa­tion days. The old chap snuffled on—

			“ ‘Ay, sir, Cap­tain Bri­erly will be re­membered here, if there’s no oth­er place on earth. I wrote fully to his fath­er and did not get a word in reply—neither Thank you, nor Go to the dev­il!—noth­ing! Per­haps they did not want to know.’

			“The sight of that wa­tery-eyed old Jones mop­ping his bald head with a red cot­ton handker­chief, the sor­row­ing yelp of the dog, the squal­or of that flyblown cuddy which was the only shrine of his memory, threw a veil of in­ex­press­ibly mean pathos over Bri­erly’s re­membered fig­ure, the posthum­ous re­venge of fate for that be­lief in his own splend­our which had al­most cheated his life of its le­git­im­ate ter­rors. Al­most! Per­haps wholly. Who can tell what flat­ter­ing view he had in­duced him­self to take of his own sui­cide?

			“ ‘Why did he com­mit the rash act, Cap­tain Mar­low—can you think?’ asked Jones, press­ing his palms to­geth­er. ‘Why? It beats me! Why?’ He slapped his low and wrinkled fore­head. ‘If he had been poor and old and in debt—and nev­er a show—or else mad. But he wasn’t of the kind that goes mad, not he. You trust me. What a mate don’t know about his skip­per isn’t worth know­ing. Young, healthy, well off, no cares. … I sit here some­times think­ing, think­ing, till my head fairly be­gins to buzz. There was some reas­on.’

			“ ‘You may de­pend on it, Cap­tain Jones,’ said I, ‘it wasn’t any­thing that would have dis­turbed much either of us two,’ I said; and then, as if a light had been flashed in­to the muddle of his brain, poor old Jones found a last word of amaz­ing pro­fund­ity. He blew his nose, nod­ding at me dole­fully: ‘Ay, ay! neither you nor I, sir, had ever thought so much of ourselves.’

			“Of course the re­col­lec­tion of my last con­ver­sa­tion with Bri­erly is tinged with the know­ledge of his end that fol­lowed so close upon it. I spoke with him for the last time dur­ing the pro­gress of the in­quiry. It was after the first ad­journ­ment, and he came up with me in the street. He was in a state of ir­rit­a­tion, which I no­ticed with sur­prise, his usu­al be­ha­viour when he con­des­cen­ded to con­verse be­ing per­fectly cool, with a trace of amused tol­er­ance, as if the ex­ist­ence of his in­ter­locutor had been a rather good joke. ‘They caught me for that in­quiry, you see,’ he began, and for a while en­larged com­plain­ingly upon the in­con­veni­ences of daily at­tend­ance in court. ‘And good­ness knows how long it will last. Three days, I sup­pose.’ I heard him out in si­lence; in my then opin­ion it was a way as good as an­oth­er of put­ting on side. ‘What’s the use of it? It is the stu­pid­est set-out you can ima­gine,’ he pur­sued hotly. I re­marked that there was no op­tion. He in­ter­rup­ted me with a sort of pent-up vi­ol­ence. ‘I feel like a fool all the time.’ I looked up at him. This was go­ing very far—for Bri­erly—when talk­ing of Bri­erly. He stopped short, and seiz­ing the lapel of my coat, gave it a slight tug. ‘Why are we tor­ment­ing that young chap?’ he asked. This ques­tion chimed in so well to the tolling of a cer­tain thought of mine that, with the im­age of the ab­scond­ing reneg­ade in my eye, I answered at once, ‘Hanged if I know, un­less it be that he lets you.’ I was as­ton­ished to see him fall in­to line, so to speak, with that ut­ter­ance, which ought to have been tol­er­ably cryptic. He said an­grily, ‘Why, yes. Can’t he see that wretched skip­per of his has cleared out? What does he ex­pect to hap­pen? Noth­ing can save him. He’s done for.’ We walked on in si­lence a few steps. ‘Why eat all that dirt?’ he ex­claimed, with an ori­ent­al en­ergy of ex­pres­sion—about the only sort of en­ergy you can find a trace of east of the fiftieth me­ridi­an. I wondered greatly at the dir­ec­tion of his thoughts, but now I strongly sus­pect it was strictly in char­ac­ter: at bot­tom poor Bri­erly must have been think­ing of him­self. I poin­ted out to him that the skip­per of the Pat­na was known to have feathered his nest pretty well, and could pro­cure al­most any­where the means of get­ting away. With Jim it was oth­er­wise: the Gov­ern­ment was keep­ing him in the Sail­ors’ Home for the time be­ing, and prob­ably he hadn’t a penny in his pock­et to bless him­self with. It costs some money to run away. ‘Does it? Not al­ways,’ he said, with a bit­ter laugh, and to some fur­ther re­mark of mine—‘Well, then, let him creep twenty feet un­der­ground and stay there! By heav­ens! I would.’ I don’t know why his tone pro­voked me, and I said, ‘There is a kind of cour­age in fa­cing it out as he does, know­ing very well that if he went away nobody would trouble to run after him.’ ‘Cour­age be hanged!’ growled Bri­erly. ‘That sort of cour­age is of no use to keep a man straight, and I don’t care a snap for such cour­age. If you were to say it was a kind of cow­ardice now—of soft­ness. I tell you what, I will put up two hun­dred ru­pees if you put up an­oth­er hun­dred and un­der­take to make the beg­gar clear out early to­mor­row morn­ing. The fel­low’s a gen­tle­man if he ain’t fit to be touched—he will un­der­stand. He must! This in­fernal pub­li­city is too shock­ing: there he sits while all these con­foun­ded nat­ives, serangs, las­cars, quarter­mas­ters, are giv­ing evid­ence that’s enough to burn a man to ashes with shame. This is ab­om­in­able. Why, Mar­low, don’t you think, don’t you feel, that this is ab­om­in­able; don’t you now—come—as a sea­man? If he went away all this would stop at once.’ Bri­erly said these words with a most un­usu­al an­im­a­tion, and made as if to reach after his pock­et­book. I re­strained him, and de­clared coldly that the cow­ardice of these four men did not seem to me a mat­ter of such great im­port­ance. ‘And you call your­self a sea­man, I sup­pose,’ he pro­nounced an­grily. I said that’s what I called my­self, and I hoped I was too. He heard me out, and made a ges­ture with his big arm that seemed to de­prive me of my in­di­vidu­al­ity, to push me away in­to the crowd. ‘The worst of it,’ he said, ‘is that all you fel­lows have no sense of dig­nity; you don’t think enough of what you are sup­posed to be.’

			“We had been walk­ing slowly mean­time, and now stopped op­pos­ite the har­bour of­fice, in sight of the very spot from which the im­mense cap­tain of the Pat­na had van­ished as ut­terly as a tiny feath­er blown away in a hur­ricane. I smiled. Bri­erly went on: ‘This is a dis­grace. We’ve got all kinds amongst us—some anoin­ted scoun­drels in the lot; but, hang it, we must pre­serve pro­fes­sion­al de­cency or we be­come no bet­ter than so many tinkers go­ing about loose. We are trus­ted. Do you un­der­stand?—trus­ted! Frankly, I don’t care a snap for all the pil­grims that ever came out of Asia, but a de­cent man would not have be­haved like this to a full cargo of old rags in bales. We aren’t an or­gan­ised body of men, and the only thing that holds us to­geth­er is just the name for that kind of de­cency. Such an af­fair des­troys one’s con­fid­ence. A man may go pretty near through his whole sea-life without any call to show a stiff up­per lip. But when the call comes … Aha! … If I …’

			“He broke off, and in a changed tone, ‘I’ll give you two hun­dred ru­pees now, Mar­low, and you just talk to that chap. Con­found him! I wish he had nev­er come out here. Fact is, I rather think some of my people know his. The old man’s a par­son, and I re­mem­ber now I met him once when stay­ing with my cous­in in Es­sex last year. If I am not mis­taken, the old chap seemed rather to fancy his sail­or son. Hor­rible. I can’t do it my­self—but you …’

			“Thus, apro­pos of Jim, I had a glimpse of the real Bri­erly a few days be­fore he com­mit­ted his real­ity and his sham to­geth­er to the keep­ing of the sea. Of course I de­clined to meddle. The tone of this last ‘but you’ (poor Bri­erly couldn’t help it), that seemed to im­ply I was no more no­tice­able than an in­sect, caused me to look at the pro­pos­al with in­dig­na­tion, and on ac­count of that pro­voca­tion, or for some oth­er reas­on, I be­came pos­it­ive in my mind that the in­quiry was a severe pun­ish­ment to that Jim, and that his fa­cing it—prac­tic­ally of his own free will—was a re­deem­ing fea­ture in his ab­om­in­able case. I hadn’t been so sure of it be­fore. Bri­erly went off in a huff. At the time his state of mind was more of a mys­tery to me than it is now.

			“Next day, com­ing in­to court late, I sat by my­self. Of course I could not for­get the con­ver­sa­tion I had with Bri­erly, and now I had them both un­der my eyes. The de­mean­our of one sug­ges­ted gloomy im­pudence and of the oth­er a con­temp­tu­ous bore­dom; yet one at­ti­tude might not have been truer than the oth­er, and I was aware that one was not true. Bri­erly was not bored—he was ex­as­per­ated; and if so, then Jim might not have been im­pudent. Ac­cord­ing to my the­ory he was not. I ima­gined he was hope­less. Then it was that our glances met. They met, and the look he gave me was dis­cour­aging of any in­ten­tion I might have had to speak to him. Upon either hy­po­thes­is—in­solence or des­pair—I felt I could be of no use to him. This was the second day of the pro­ceed­ings. Very soon after that ex­change of glances the in­quiry was ad­journed again to the next day. The white men began to troop out at once. Jim had been told to stand down some time be­fore, and was able to leave amongst the first. I saw his broad shoulders and his head out­lined in the light of the door, and while I made my way slowly out talk­ing with someone—some stranger who had ad­dressed me cas­u­ally—I could see him from with­in the courtroom rest­ing both el­bows on the bal­us­trade of the ver­andah and turn­ing his back on the small stream of people trick­ling down the few steps. There was a mur­mur of voices and a shuffle of boots.

			“The next case was that of as­sault and bat­tery com­mit­ted upon a moneylender, I be­lieve; and the de­fend­ant—a ven­er­able vil­la­ger with a straight white beard—sat on a mat just out­side the door with his sons, daugh­ters, sons-in-law, their wives, and, I should think, half the pop­u­la­tion of his vil­lage be­sides, squat­ting or stand­ing around him. A slim dark wo­man, with part of her back and one black shoulder bared, and with a thin gold ring in her nose, sud­denly began to talk in a high-pitched, shrew­ish tone. The man with me in­stinct­ively looked up at her. We were then just through the door, passing be­hind Jim’s burly back.

			“Wheth­er those vil­la­gers had brought the yel­low dog with them, I don’t know. Any­how, a dog was there, weav­ing him­self in and out amongst people’s legs in that mute stealthy way nat­ive dogs have, and my com­pan­ion stumbled over him. The dog leaped away without a sound; the man, rais­ing his voice a little, said with a slow laugh, ‘Look at that wretched cur,’ and dir­ectly af­ter­wards we be­came sep­ar­ated by a lot of people push­ing in. I stood back for a mo­ment against the wall while the stranger man­aged to get down the steps and dis­ap­peared. I saw Jim spin round. He made a step for­ward and barred my way. We were alone; he glared at me with an air of stub­born res­ol­u­tion. I be­came aware I was be­ing held up, so to speak, as if in a wood. The ver­andah was empty by then, the noise and move­ment in court had ceased: a great si­lence fell upon the build­ing, in which, some­where far with­in, an ori­ent­al voice began to whine ab­jectly. The dog, in the very act of try­ing to sneak in at the door, sat down hur­riedly to hunt for fleas.

			“ ‘Did you speak to me?’ asked Jim very low, and bend­ing for­ward, not so much to­wards me but at me, if you know what I mean. I said ‘No’ at once. Some­thing in the sound of that quiet tone of his warned me to be on my de­fence. I watched him. It was very much like a meet­ing in a wood, only more un­cer­tain in its is­sue, since he could pos­sibly want neither my money nor my life—noth­ing that I could simply give up or de­fend with a clear con­science. ‘You say you didn’t,’ he said, very sombre. ‘But I heard.’ ‘Some mis­take,’ I pro­tested, ut­terly at a loss, and nev­er tak­ing my eyes off him. To watch his face was like watch­ing a dark­en­ing sky be­fore a clap of thun­der, shade upon shade im­per­cept­ibly com­ing on, the doom grow­ing mys­ter­i­ously in­tense in the calm of matur­ing vi­ol­ence.

			“ ‘As far as I know, I haven’t opened my lips in your hear­ing,’ I af­firmed with per­fect truth. I was get­ting a little angry, too, at the ab­surdity of this en­counter. It strikes me now I have nev­er in my life been so near a beat­ing—I mean it lit­er­ally; a beat­ing with fists. I sup­pose I had some hazy pres­ci­ence of that even­tu­al­ity be­ing in the air. Not that he was act­ively threat­en­ing me. On the con­trary, he was strangely pass­ive—don’t you know? but he was lower­ing, and, though not ex­cep­tion­ally big, he looked gen­er­ally fit to de­mol­ish a wall. The most re­as­sur­ing symp­tom I no­ticed was a kind of slow and pon­der­ous hes­it­a­tion, which I took as a trib­ute to the evid­ent sin­cer­ity of my man­ner and of my tone. We faced each oth­er. In the court the as­sault case was pro­ceed­ing. I caught the words: ‘Well—buf­falo—stick—in the great­ness of my fear. …’

			“ ‘What did you mean by star­ing at me all the morn­ing?’ said Jim at last. He looked up and looked down again. ‘Did you ex­pect us all to sit with down­cast eyes out of re­gard for your sus­cept­ib­il­it­ies?’ I re­tor­ted sharply. I was not go­ing to sub­mit meekly to any of his non­sense. He raised his eyes again, and this time con­tin­ued to look me straight in the face. ‘No. That’s all right,’ he pro­nounced with an air of de­lib­er­at­ing with him­self upon the truth of this state­ment—‘that’s all right. I am go­ing through with that. Only’—and there he spoke a little faster—‘I won’t let any man call me names out­side this court. There was a fel­low with you. You spoke to him—oh yes—I know; ’tis all very fine. You spoke to him, but you meant me to hear. …’

			“I as­sured him he was un­der some ex­traordin­ary de­lu­sion. I had no con­cep­tion how it came about. ‘You thought I would be afraid to re­sent this,’ he said, with just a faint tinge of bit­ter­ness. I was in­ter­ested enough to dis­cern the slight­est shades of ex­pres­sion, but I was not in the least en­lightened; yet I don’t know what in these words, or per­haps just the in­ton­a­tion of that phrase, in­duced me sud­denly to make all pos­sible al­low­ances for him. I ceased to be an­noyed at my un­ex­pec­ted pre­dic­a­ment. It was some mis­take on his part; he was blun­der­ing, and I had an in­tu­ition that the blun­der was of an odi­ous, of an un­for­tu­nate nature. I was anxious to end this scene on grounds of de­cency, just as one is anxious to cut short some un­pro­voked and ab­om­in­able con­fid­ence. The fun­ni­est part was, that in the midst of all these con­sid­er­a­tions of the high­er or­der I was con­scious of a cer­tain trep­id­a­tion as to the pos­sib­il­ity—nay, like­li­hood—of this en­counter end­ing in some dis­rep­ut­able brawl which could not pos­sibly be ex­plained, and would make me ri­dicu­lous. I did not hanker after a three days’ celebrity as the man who got a black eye or some­thing of the sort from the mate of the Pat­na. He, in all prob­ab­il­ity, did not care what he did, or at any rate would be fully jus­ti­fied in his own eyes. It took no ma­gi­cian to see he was amaz­ingly angry about some­thing, for all his quiet and even tor­pid de­mean­our. I don’t deny I was ex­tremely de­sirous to pa­ci­fy him at all costs, had I only known what to do. But I didn’t know, as you may well ima­gine. It was a black­ness without a single gleam. We con­fron­ted each oth­er in si­lence. He hung fire for about fif­teen seconds, then made a step near­er, and I made ready to ward off a blow, though I don’t think I moved a muscle. ‘If you were as big as two men and as strong as six,’ he said very softly, ‘I would tell you what I think of you. You …’ ‘Stop!’ I ex­claimed. This checked him for a second. ‘Be­fore you tell me what you think of me,’ I went on quickly, ‘will you kindly tell me what it is I’ve said or done?’ Dur­ing the pause that en­sued he sur­veyed me with in­dig­na­tion, while I made su­per­nat­ur­al ef­forts of memory, in which I was hindered by the ori­ent­al voice with­in the courtroom ex­pos­tu­lat­ing with im­pas­sioned volu­bil­ity against a charge of false­hood. Then we spoke al­most to­geth­er. ‘I will soon show you I am not,’ he said, in a tone sug­gest­ive of a crisis. ‘I de­clare I don’t know,’ I pro­tested earn­estly at the same time. He tried to crush me by the scorn of his glance. ‘Now that you see I am not afraid you try to crawl out of it,’ he said. ‘Who’s a cur now—hey?’ Then, at last, I un­der­stood.

			“He had been scan­ning my fea­tures as though look­ing for a place where he would plant his fist. ‘I will al­low no man,’ … he mumbled threat­en­ingly. It was, in­deed, a hideous mis­take; he had giv­en him­self away ut­terly. I can’t give you an idea how shocked I was. I sup­pose he saw some re­flec­tion of my feel­ings in my face, be­cause his ex­pres­sion changed just a little. ‘Good God!’ I stammered, ‘you don’t think I …’ ‘But I am sure I’ve heard,’ he per­sisted, rais­ing his voice for the first time since the be­gin­ning of this de­plor­able scene. Then with a shade of dis­dain he ad­ded, ‘It wasn’t you, then? Very well; I’ll find the oth­er.’ ‘Don’t be a fool,’ I cried in ex­as­per­a­tion; ‘it wasn’t that at all.’ ‘I’ve heard,’ he said again with an un­shaken and sombre per­sever­ance.

			“There may be those who could have laughed at his per­tinacity; I didn’t. Oh, I didn’t! There had nev­er been a man so mer­ci­lessly shown up by his own nat­ur­al im­pulse. A single word had stripped him of his dis­cre­tion—of that dis­cre­tion which is more ne­ces­sary to the de­cen­cies of our in­ner be­ing than cloth­ing is to the de­cor­um of our body. ‘Don’t be a fool,’ I re­peated. ‘But the oth­er man said it, you don’t deny that?’ he pro­nounced dis­tinctly, and look­ing in my face without flinch­ing. ‘No, I don’t deny,’ said I, re­turn­ing his gaze. At last his eyes fol­lowed down­wards the dir­ec­tion of my point­ing fin­ger. He ap­peared at first un­com­pre­hend­ing, then con­foun­ded, and at last amazed and scared as though a dog had been a mon­ster and he had nev­er seen a dog be­fore. ‘Nobody dreamt of in­sult­ing you,’ I said.

			“He con­tem­plated the wretched an­im­al, that moved no more than an ef­figy: it sat with ears pricked and its sharp muzzle poin­ted in­to the door­way, and sud­denly snapped at a fly like a piece of mech­an­ism.

			“I looked at him. The red of his fair sun­burnt com­plex­ion deepened sud­denly un­der the down of his cheeks, in­vaded his fore­head, spread to the roots of his curly hair. His ears be­came in­tensely crim­son, and even the clear blue of his eyes was darkened many shades by the rush of blood to his head. His lips pouted a little, trem­bling as though he had been on the point of burst­ing in­to tears. I per­ceived he was in­cap­able of pro­noun­cing a word from the ex­cess of his hu­mi­li­ation. From dis­ap­point­ment too—who knows? Per­haps he looked for­ward to that ham­mer­ing he was go­ing to give me for re­hab­il­it­a­tion, for ap­pease­ment? Who can tell what re­lief he ex­pec­ted from this chance of a row? He was na­ive enough to ex­pect any­thing; but he had giv­en him­self away for noth­ing in this case. He had been frank with him­self—let alone with me—in the wild hope of ar­riv­ing in that way at some ef­fect­ive re­fut­a­tion, and the stars had been iron­ic­ally un­pro­pi­tious. He made an in­ar­tic­u­late noise in his throat like a man im­per­fectly stunned by a blow on the head. It was pi­ti­ful.

			“I didn’t catch up again with him till well out­side the gate. I had even to trot a bit at the last, but when, out of breath at his el­bow, I taxed him with run­ning away, he said, ‘Nev­er!’ and at once turned at bay. I ex­plained I nev­er meant to say he was run­ning away from me. ‘From no man—from not a single man on earth,’ he af­firmed with a stub­born mien. I for­bore to point out the one ob­vi­ous ex­cep­tion which would hold good for the bravest of us; I thought he would find out by him­self very soon. He looked at me pa­tiently while I was think­ing of some­thing to say, but I could find noth­ing on the spur of the mo­ment, and he began to walk on. I kept up, and anxious not to lose him, I said hur­riedly that I couldn’t think of leav­ing him un­der a false im­pres­sion of my—of my—I stammered. The stu­pid­ity of the phrase ap­palled me while I was try­ing to fin­ish it, but the power of sen­tences has noth­ing to do with their sense or the lo­gic of their con­struc­tion. My idi­ot­ic mumble seemed to please him. He cut it short by say­ing, with cour­teous pla­cid­ity that ar­gued an im­mense power of self-con­trol or else a won­der­ful elasti­city of spir­its—‘Al­to­geth­er my mis­take.’ I mar­velled greatly at this ex­pres­sion: he might have been al­lud­ing to some tri­fling oc­cur­rence. Hadn’t he un­der­stood its de­plor­able mean­ing? ‘You may well for­give me,’ he con­tin­ued, and went on a little moodily, ‘All these star­ing people in court seemed such fools that—that it might have been as I sup­posed.’

			“This opened sud­denly a new view of him to my won­der. I looked at him curi­ously and met his un­abashed and im­pen­et­rable eyes. ‘I can’t put up with this kind of thing,’ he said, very simply, ‘and I don’t mean to. In court it’s dif­fer­ent; I’ve got to stand that—and I can do it too.’

			“I don’t pre­tend I un­der­stood him. The views he let me have of him­self were like those glimpses through the shift­ing rents in a thick fog—bits of vivid and van­ish­ing de­tail, giv­ing no con­nec­ted idea of the gen­er­al as­pect of a coun­try. They fed one’s curi­os­ity without sat­is­fy­ing it; they were no good for pur­poses of ori­ent­a­tion. Upon the whole he was mis­lead­ing. That’s how I summed him up to my­self after he left me late in the even­ing. I had been stay­ing at the Malab­ar House for a few days, and on my press­ing in­vit­a­tion he dined with me there.”

		
	
		
			VII

			“An out­ward-bound mail-boat had come in that af­ter­noon, and the big din­ing-room of the hotel was more than half full of people with a-hun­dred-pounds-round-the-world tick­ets in their pock­ets. There were mar­ried couples look­ing do­mest­ic­ated and bored with each oth­er in the midst of their travels; there were small parties and large parties, and lone in­di­vidu­als din­ing sol­emnly or feast­ing bois­ter­ously, but all think­ing, con­vers­ing, jok­ing, or scowl­ing as was their wont at home; and just as in­tel­li­gently re­cept­ive of new im­pres­sions as their trunks up­stairs. Hence­forth they would be la­belled as hav­ing passed through this and that place, and so would be their lug­gage. They would cher­ish this dis­tinc­tion of their per­sons, and pre­serve the gummed tick­ets on their port­manteaus as doc­u­ment­ary evid­ence, as the only per­man­ent trace of their im­prov­ing en­ter­prise. The dark-faced ser­vants tripped without noise over the vast and pol­ished floor; now and then a girl’s laugh would be heard, as in­no­cent and empty as her mind, or, in a sud­den hush of crock­ery, a few words in an af­fected drawl from some wit em­broid­er­ing for the be­ne­fit of a grin­ning table­ful the last funny story of ship­board scan­dal. Two no­mad­ic old maids, dressed up to kill, worked ac­ri­mo­ni­ously through the bill of fare, whis­per­ing to each oth­er with faded lips, wooden-faced and bizarre, like two sump­tu­ous scare­crows. A little wine opened Jim’s heart and loosened his tongue. His ap­pet­ite was good, too, I no­ticed. He seemed to have bur­ied some­where the open­ing epis­ode of our ac­quaint­ance. It was like a thing of which there would be no more ques­tion in this world. And all the time I had be­fore me these blue, boy­ish eyes look­ing straight in­to mine, this young face, these cap­able shoulders, the open bronzed fore­head with a white line un­der the roots of clus­ter­ing fair hair, this ap­pear­ance ap­peal­ing at sight to all my sym­path­ies: this frank as­pect, the art­less smile, the youth­ful ser­i­ous­ness. He was of the right sort; he was one of us. He talked soberly, with a sort of com­posed un­re­serve, and with a quiet bear­ing that might have been the out­come of manly self-con­trol, of im­pudence, of cal­lous­ness, of a co­lossal un­con­scious­ness, of a gi­gant­ic de­cep­tion. Who can tell! From our tone we might have been dis­cuss­ing a third per­son, a foot­ball match, last year’s weath­er. My mind floated in a sea of con­jec­tures till the turn of the con­ver­sa­tion en­abled me, without be­ing of­fens­ive, to re­mark that, upon the whole, this in­quiry must have been pretty try­ing to him. He dar­ted his arm across the table­cloth, and clutch­ing my hand by the side of my plate, glared fix­edly. I was startled. ‘It must be aw­fully hard,’ I stammered, con­fused by this dis­play of speech­less feel­ing. ‘It is—hell,’ he burst out in a muffled voice.

			“This move­ment and these words caused two well-groomed male globe­trot­ters at a neigh­bour­ing table to look up in alarm from their iced pud­ding. I rose, and we passed in­to the front gal­lery for cof­fee and ci­gars.

			“On little oc­ta­gon tables candles burned in glass globes; clumps of stiff-leaved plants sep­ar­ated sets of cosy wick­er chairs; and between the pairs of columns, whose red­dish shafts caught in a long row the sheen from the tall win­dows, the night, glit­ter­ing and sombre, seemed to hang like a splen­did drapery. The rid­ing lights of ships winked afar like set­ting stars, and the hills across the road­stead re­sembled roun­ded black masses of ar­res­ted thun­der­clouds.

			“ ‘I couldn’t clear out,’ Jim began. ‘The skip­per did—that’s all very well for him. I couldn’t, and I wouldn’t. They all got out of it in one way or an­oth­er, but it wouldn’t do for me.’

			“I listened with con­cen­trated at­ten­tion, not dar­ing to stir in my chair; I wanted to know—and to this day I don’t know, I can only guess. He would be con­fid­ent and de­pressed all in the same breath, as if some con­vic­tion of in­nate blame­less­ness had checked the truth writh­ing with­in him at every turn. He began by say­ing, in the tone in which a man would ad­mit his in­ab­il­ity to jump a twenty-foot wall, that he could nev­er go home now; and this de­clar­a­tion re­called to my mind what Bri­erly had said, ‘that the old par­son in Es­sex seemed to fancy his sail­or son not a little.’

			“I can’t tell you wheth­er Jim knew he was es­pe­cially ‘fan­cied,’ but the tone of his ref­er­ences to ‘my Dad’ was cal­cu­lated to give me a no­tion that the good old rur­al dean was about the finest man that ever had been wor­ried by the cares of a large fam­ily since the be­gin­ning of the world. This, though nev­er stated, was im­plied with an anxi­ety that there should be no mis­take about it, which was really very true and charm­ing, but ad­ded a poignant sense of lives far off to the oth­er ele­ments of the story. ‘He has seen it all in the home pa­pers by this time,’ said Jim. ‘I can nev­er face the poor old chap.’ I did not dare to lift my eyes at this till I heard him add, ‘I could nev­er ex­plain. He wouldn’t un­der­stand.’ Then I looked up. He was smoking re­flect­ively, and after a mo­ment, rous­ing him­self, began to talk again. He dis­covered at once a de­sire that I should not con­found him with his part­ners in—in crime, let us call it. He was not one of them; he was al­to­geth­er of an­oth­er sort. I gave no sign of dis­sent. I had no in­ten­tion, for the sake of bar­ren truth, to rob him of the smal­lest particle of any sav­ing grace that would come in his way. I didn’t know how much of it he be­lieved him­self. I didn’t know what he was play­ing up to—if he was play­ing up to any­thing at all—and I sus­pect he did not know either; for it is my be­lief no man ever un­der­stands quite his own art­ful dodges to es­cape from the grim shad­ow of self-know­ledge. I made no sound all the time he was won­der­ing what he had bet­ter do after ‘that stu­pid in­quiry was over.’

			“Ap­par­ently he shared Bri­erly’s con­temp­tu­ous opin­ion of these pro­ceed­ings or­dained by law. He would not know where to turn, he con­fessed, clearly think­ing aloud rather than talk­ing to me. Cer­ti­fic­ate gone, ca­reer broken, no money to get away, no work that he could ob­tain as far as he could see. At home he could per­haps get some­thing; but it meant go­ing to his people for help, and that he would not do. He saw noth­ing for it but ship be­fore the mast—could get per­haps a quarter­mas­ter’s bil­let in some steam­er. Would do for a quarter­mas­ter. … ‘Do you think you would?’ I asked piti­lessly. He jumped up, and go­ing to the stone bal­us­trade looked out in­to the night. In a mo­ment he was back, tower­ing above my chair with his youth­ful face clouded yet by the pain of a conquered emo­tion. He had un­der­stood very well I did not doubt his abil­ity to steer a ship. In a voice that quavered a bit he asked me why did I say that? I had been ‘no end kind’ to him. I had not even laughed at him when—here he began to mumble—‘that mis­take, you know—made a con­foun­ded ass of my­self.’ I broke in by say­ing rather warmly that for me such a mis­take was not a mat­ter to laugh at. He sat down and drank de­lib­er­ately some cof­fee, empty­ing the small cup to the last drop. ‘That does not mean I ad­mit for a mo­ment the cap fit­ted,’ he de­clared dis­tinctly. ‘No?’ I said. ‘No,’ he af­firmed with quiet de­cision. ‘Do you know what you would have done? Do you? And you don’t think your­self’ … he gulped some­thing … ‘you don’t think your­self a—a—cur?’

			“And with this—upon my hon­our!—he looked up at me in­quis­it­ively. It was a ques­tion it ap­pears—a bona fide ques­tion! How­ever, he didn’t wait for an an­swer. Be­fore I could re­cov­er he went on, with his eyes straight be­fore him, as if read­ing off some­thing writ­ten on the body of the night. ‘It is all in be­ing ready. I wasn’t; not—not then. I don’t want to ex­cuse my­self; but I would like to ex­plain—I would like some­body to un­der­stand—some­body—one per­son at least! You! Why not you?’

			“It was sol­emn, and a little ri­dicu­lous too, as they al­ways are, those struggles of an in­di­vidu­al try­ing to save from the fire his idea of what his mor­al iden­tity should be, this pre­cious no­tion of a con­ven­tion, only one of the rules of the game, noth­ing more, but all the same so ter­ribly ef­fect­ive by its as­sump­tion of un­lim­ited power over nat­ur­al in­stincts, by the aw­ful pen­al­ties of its fail­ure. He began his story quietly enough. On board that Dale Line steam­er that had picked up these four float­ing in a boat upon the dis­creet sun­set glow of the sea, they had been after the first day looked askance upon. The fat skip­per told some story, the oth­ers had been si­lent, and at first it had been ac­cep­ted. You don’t cross-ex­am­ine poor cast­aways you had the good luck to save, if not from cruel death, then at least from cruel suf­fer­ing. Af­ter­wards, with time to think it over, it might have struck the of­ficers of the Avondale that there was ‘some­thing fishy’ in the af­fair; but of course they would keep their doubts to them­selves. They had picked up the cap­tain, the mate, and two en­gin­eers of the steam­er Pat­na sunk at sea, and that, very prop­erly, was enough for them. I did not ask Jim about the nature of his feel­ings dur­ing the ten days he spent on board. From the way he nar­rated that part I was at liberty to in­fer he was partly stunned by the dis­cov­ery he had made—the dis­cov­ery about him­self—and no doubt was at work try­ing to ex­plain it away to the only man who was cap­able of ap­pre­ci­at­ing all its tre­mend­ous mag­nitude. You must un­der­stand he did not try to min­im­ise its im­port­ance. Of that I am sure; and therein lies his dis­tinc­tion. As to what sen­sa­tions he ex­per­i­enced when he got ashore and heard the un­fore­seen con­clu­sion of the tale in which he had taken such a pi­ti­ful part, he told me noth­ing of them, and it is dif­fi­cult to ima­gine. I won­der wheth­er he felt the ground cut from un­der his feet? I won­der? But no doubt he man­aged to get a fresh foothold very soon. He was ashore a whole fort­night wait­ing in the Sail­ors’ Home, and as there were six or sev­en men stay­ing there at the time, I had heard of him a little. Their lan­guid opin­ion seemed to be that, in ad­di­tion to his oth­er short­com­ings, he was a sulky brute. He had passed these days on the ver­andah, bur­ied in a long chair, and com­ing out of his place of sepul­ture only at meal­times or late at night, when he wandered on the quays all by him­self, de­tached from his sur­round­ings, ir­res­ol­ute and si­lent, like a ghost without a home to haunt. ‘I don’t think I’ve spoken three words to a liv­ing soul in all that time,’ he said, mak­ing me very sorry for him; and dir­ectly he ad­ded, ‘One of these fel­lows would have been sure to blurt out some­thing I had made up my mind not to put up with, and I didn’t want a row. No! Not then. I was too—too … I had no heart for it.’ ‘So that bulk­head held out after all,’ I re­marked cheer­fully. ‘Yes,’ he mur­mured, ‘it held. And yet I swear to you I felt it bulge un­der my hand.’ ‘It’s ex­traordin­ary what strains old iron will stand some­times,’ I said. Thrown back in his seat, his legs stiffly out and arms hanging down, he nod­ded slightly sev­er­al times. You could not con­ceive a sad­der spec­tacle. Sud­denly he lif­ted his head; he sat up; he slapped his thigh. ‘Ah! what a chance missed! My God! what a chance missed!’ he blazed out, but the ring of the last ‘missed’ re­sembled a cry wrung out by pain.

			“He was si­lent again with a still, faraway look of fierce yearn­ing after that missed dis­tinc­tion, with his nos­trils for an in­stant dilated, sniff­ing the in­tox­ic­at­ing breath of that wasted op­por­tun­ity. If you think I was either sur­prised or shocked you do me an in­justice in more ways than one! Ah, he was an ima­gin­at­ive beg­gar! He would give him­self away; he would give him­self up. I could see in his glance dar­ted in­to the night all his in­ner be­ing car­ried on, pro­jec­ted head­long in­to the fanci­ful realm of reck­lessly hero­ic as­pir­a­tions. He had no leis­ure to re­gret what he had lost, he was so wholly and nat­ur­ally con­cerned for what he had failed to ob­tain. He was very far away from me who watched him across three feet of space. With every in­stant he was pen­et­rat­ing deep­er in­to the im­possible world of ro­mantic achieve­ments. He got to the heart of it at last! A strange look of beatitude over­spread his fea­tures, his eyes sparkled in the light of the candle burn­ing between us; he pos­it­ively smiled! He had pen­et­rated to the very heart—to the very heart. It was an ec­stat­ic smile that your faces—or mine either—will nev­er wear, my dear boys. I whisked him back by say­ing, ‘If you had stuck to the ship, you mean!’

			“He turned upon me, his eyes sud­denly amazed and full of pain, with a be­wildered, startled, suf­fer­ing face, as though he had tumbled down from a star. Neither you nor I will ever look like this on any man. He shuddered pro­foundly, as if a cold fin­ger­tip had touched his heart. Last of all he sighed.

			“I was not in a mer­ci­ful mood. He pro­voked one by his con­tra­dict­ory in­dis­cre­tions. ‘It is un­for­tu­nate you didn’t know be­fore­hand!’ I said with every un­kind in­ten­tion; but the per­fi­di­ous shaft fell harm­less—dropped at his feet like a spent ar­row, as it were, and he did not think of pick­ing it up. Per­haps he had not even seen it. Presently, lolling at ease, he said, ‘Dash it all! I tell you it bulged. I was hold­ing up my lamp along the angle-iron in the lower deck when a flake of rust as big as the palm of my hand fell off the plate, all of it­self.’ He passed his hand over his fore­head. ‘The thing stirred and jumped off like some­thing alive while I was look­ing at it.’ ‘That made you feel pretty bad,’ I ob­served cas­u­ally. ‘Do you sup­pose,’ he said, ‘that I was think­ing of my­self, with a hun­dred and sixty people at my back, all fast asleep in that fore-’tween-deck alone—and more of them aft; more on the deck—sleep­ing—know­ing noth­ing about it—three times as many as there were boats for, even if there had been time? I ex­pec­ted to see the iron open out as I stood there and the rush of wa­ter go­ing over them as they lay. … What could I do—what?’

			“I can eas­ily pic­ture him to my­self in the peopled gloom of the cav­ernous place, with the light of the bulk-lamp fall­ing on a small por­tion of the bulk­head that had the weight of the ocean on the oth­er side, and the breath­ing of un­con­scious sleep­ers in his ears. I can see him glar­ing at the iron, startled by the fall­ing rust, over­burdened by the know­ledge of an im­min­ent death. This, I gathered, was the second time he had been sent for­ward by that skip­per of his, who, I rather think, wanted to keep him away from the bridge. He told me that his first im­pulse was to shout and straight­way make all those people leap out of sleep in­to ter­ror; but such an over­whelm­ing sense of his help­less­ness came over him that he was not able to pro­duce a sound. This is, I sup­pose, what people mean by the tongue cleav­ing to the roof of the mouth. ‘Too dry,’ was the con­cise ex­pres­sion he used in ref­er­ence to this state. Without a sound, then, he scrambled out on deck through the num­ber one hatch. A wind­sail rigged down there swung against him ac­ci­dent­ally, and he re­membered that the light touch of the can­vas on his face nearly knocked him off the hatch­way lad­der.

			“He con­fessed that his knees wobbled a good deal as he stood on the fore­deck look­ing at an­oth­er sleep­ing crowd. The en­gines hav­ing been stopped by that time, the steam was blow­ing off. Its deep rumble made the whole night vi­brate like a bass string. The ship trembled to it.

			“He saw here and there a head lif­ted off a mat, a vague form up­rise in sit­ting pos­ture, listen sleepily for a mo­ment, sink down again in­to the bil­lowy con­fu­sion of boxes, steam-winches, vent­il­at­ors. He was aware all these people did not know enough to take in­tel­li­gent no­tice of that strange noise. The ship of iron, the men with white faces, all the sights, all the sounds, everything on board to that ig­nor­ant and pi­ous mul­ti­tude was strange alike, and as trust­worthy as it would forever re­main in­com­pre­hens­ible. It oc­curred to him that the fact was for­tu­nate. The idea of it was simply ter­rible.

			“You must re­mem­ber he be­lieved, as any oth­er man would have done in his place, that the ship would go down at any mo­ment; the bul­ging, rust-eaten plates that kept back the ocean, fatally must give way, all at once like an un­der­mined dam, and let in a sud­den and over­whelm­ing flood. He stood still look­ing at these re­cum­bent bod­ies, a doomed man aware of his fate, sur­vey­ing the si­lent com­pany of the dead. They were dead! Noth­ing could save them! There were boats enough for half of them per­haps, but there was no time. No time! No time! It did not seem worth while to open his lips, to stir hand or foot. Be­fore he could shout three words, or make three steps, he would be flounder­ing in a sea whitened aw­fully by the des­per­ate struggles of hu­man be­ings, clam­or­ous with the dis­tress of cries for help. There was no help. He ima­gined what would hap­pen per­fectly; he went through it all mo­tion­less by the hatch­way with the lamp in his hand—he went through it to the very last har­row­ing de­tail. I think he went through it again while he was telling me these things he could not tell the court.

			“ ‘I saw as clearly as I see you now that there was noth­ing I could do. It seemed to take all life out of my limbs. I thought I might just as well stand where I was and wait. I did not think I had many seconds …’ Sud­denly the steam ceased blow­ing off. The noise, he re­marked, had been dis­tract­ing, but the si­lence at once be­came in­tol­er­ably op­press­ive.

			“ ‘I thought I would choke be­fore I got drowned,’ he said.

			“He pro­tested he did not think of sav­ing him­self. The only dis­tinct thought formed, van­ish­ing, and re­form­ing in his brain, was: eight hun­dred people and sev­en boats; eight hun­dred people and sev­en boats.

			“ ‘Some­body was speak­ing aloud in­side my head,’ he said a little wildly. ‘Eight hun­dred people and sev­en boats—and no time! Just think of it.’ He leaned to­wards me across the little table, and I tried to avoid his stare. ‘Do you think I was afraid of death?’ he asked in a voice very fierce and low. He brought down his open hand with a bang that made the cof­fee-cups dance. ‘I am ready to swear I was not—I was not. … By God—no!’ He hitched him­self up­right and crossed his arms; his chin fell on his breast.

			“The soft clashes of crock­ery reached us faintly through the high win­dows. There was a burst of voices, and sev­er­al men came out in high good-hu­mour in­to the gal­lery. They were ex­chan­ging joc­u­lar re­min­is­cences of the don­keys in Cairo. A pale anxious youth step­ping softly on long legs was be­ing chaffed by a strut­ting and rubi­cund globe­trot­ter about his pur­chases in the bazaar. ‘No, really—do you think I’ve been done to that ex­tent?’ he in­quired very earn­est and de­lib­er­ate. The band moved away, drop­ping in­to chairs as they went; matches flared, il­lu­min­at­ing for a second faces without the ghost of an ex­pres­sion and the flat glaze of white shirt­fronts; the hum of many con­ver­sa­tions an­im­ated with the ar­dour of feast­ing soun­ded to me ab­surd and in­fin­itely re­mote.

			“ ‘Some of the crew were sleep­ing on the num­ber one hatch with­in reach of my arm,’ began Jim again.

			“You must know they kept Kalashee watch in that ship, all hands sleep­ing through the night, and only the re­liefs of quarter­mas­ters and lookout men be­ing called. He was temp­ted to grip and shake the shoulder of the nearest las­car, but he didn’t. Some­thing held his arms down along his sides. He was not afraid—oh no! only he just couldn’t—that’s all. He was not afraid of death per­haps, but I’ll tell you what, he was afraid of the emer­gency. His con­foun­ded ima­gin­a­tion had evoked for him all the hor­rors of pan­ic, the tramp­ling rush, the pi­ti­ful screams, boats swamped—all the ap­palling in­cid­ents of a dis­aster at sea he had ever heard of. He might have been resigned to die but I sus­pect he wanted to die without ad­ded ter­rors, quietly, in a sort of peace­ful trance. A cer­tain read­i­ness to per­ish is not so very rare, but it is sel­dom that you meet men whose souls, steeled in the im­pen­et­rable ar­mour of res­ol­u­tion, are ready to fight a los­ing battle to the last; the de­sire of peace waxes stronger as hope de­clines, till at last it con­quers the very de­sire of life. Which of us here has not ob­served this, or maybe ex­per­i­enced some­thing of that feel­ing in his own per­son—this ex­treme wear­i­ness of emo­tions, the van­ity of ef­fort, the yearn­ing for rest? Those striv­ing with un­reas­on­able forces know it well—the ship­wrecked cast­aways in boats, wan­der­ers lost in a desert, men bat­tling against the un­think­ing might of nature, or the stu­pid bru­tal­ity of crowds.”

		
	
		
			VIII

			“How long he stood stock-still by the hatch ex­pect­ing every mo­ment to feel the ship dip un­der his feet and the rush of wa­ter take him at the back and toss him like a chip, I can­not say. Not very long—two minutes per­haps. A couple of men he could not make out began to con­verse drowsily, and also, he could not tell where, he de­tec­ted a curi­ous noise of shuff­ling feet. Above these faint sounds there was that aw­ful still­ness pre­ced­ing a cata­strophe, that try­ing si­lence of the mo­ment be­fore the crash; then it came in­to his head that per­haps he would have time to rush along and cut all the lan­yards of the grips, so that the boats would float as the ship went down.

			“The Pat­na had a long bridge, and all the boats were up there, four on one side and three on the oth­er—the smal­lest of them on the port-side and nearly abreast of the steer­ing gear. He as­sured me, with evid­ent anxi­ety to be be­lieved, that he had been most care­ful to keep them ready for in­stant ser­vice. He knew his duty. I dare say he was a good enough mate as far as that went. ‘I al­ways be­lieved in be­ing pre­pared for the worst,’ he com­men­ted, star­ing anxiously in my face. I nod­ded my ap­prov­al of the sound prin­ciple, avert­ing my eyes be­fore the subtle un­sound­ness of the man.

			“He star­ted un­stead­ily to run. He had to step over legs, avoid stum­bling against the heads. Sud­denly someone caught hold of his coat from be­low, and a dis­tressed voice spoke un­der his el­bow. The light of the lamp he car­ried in his right hand fell upon an up­turned dark face whose eyes en­treated him to­geth­er with the voice. He had picked up enough of the lan­guage to un­der­stand the word wa­ter, re­peated sev­er­al times in a tone of in­sist­ence, of pray­er, al­most of des­pair. He gave a jerk to get away, and felt an arm em­brace his leg.

			“ ‘The beg­gar clung to me like a drown­ing man,’ he said im­press­ively. ‘Wa­ter, wa­ter! What wa­ter did he mean? What did he know? As calmly as I could I ordered him to let go. He was stop­ping me, time was press­ing, oth­er men began to stir; I wanted time—time to cut the boats adrift. He got hold of my hand now, and I felt that he would be­gin to shout. It flashed upon me it was enough to start a pan­ic, and I hauled off with my free arm and slung the lamp in his face. The glass jingled, the light went out, but the blow made him let go, and I ran off—I wanted to get at the boats; I wanted to get at the boats. He leaped after me from be­hind. I turned on him. He would not keep quiet; he tried to shout; I had half throttled him be­fore I made out what he wanted. He wanted some wa­ter—wa­ter to drink; they were on strict al­low­ance, you know, and he had with him a young boy I had no­ticed sev­er­al times. His child was sick—and thirsty. He had caught sight of me as I passed by, and was beg­ging for a little wa­ter. That’s all. We were un­der the bridge, in the dark. He kept on snatch­ing at my wrists; there was no get­ting rid of him. I dashed in­to my berth, grabbed my wa­ter-bottle, and thrust it in­to his hands. He van­ished. I didn’t find out till then how much I was in want of a drink my­self.’ He leaned on one el­bow with a hand over his eyes.

			“I felt a creepy sen­sa­tion all down my back­bone; there was some­thing pe­cu­li­ar in all this. The fin­gers of the hand that shaded his brow trembled slightly. He broke the short si­lence.

			“ ‘These things hap­pen only once to a man and … Ah! well! When I got on the bridge at last the beg­gars were get­ting one of the boats off the chocks. A boat! I was run­ning up the lad­der when a heavy blow fell on my shoulder, just miss­ing my head. It didn’t stop me, and the chief en­gin­eer—they had got him out of his bunk by then—raised the boat-stretch­er again. Some­how I had no mind to be sur­prised at any­thing. All this seemed nat­ur­al—and aw­ful—and aw­ful. I dodged that miser­able ma­ni­ac, lif­ted him off the deck as though he had been a little child, and he star­ted whis­per­ing in my arms: “Don’t! don’t! I thought you were one of them nig­gers.” I flung him away, he skid­ded along the bridge and knocked the legs from un­der the little chap—the second. The skip­per, busy about the boat, looked round and came at me head down, growl­ing like a wild beast. I flinched no more than a stone. I was as sol­id stand­ing there as this,’ he tapped lightly with his knuckles the wall be­side his chair. ‘It was as though I had heard it all, seen it all, gone through it all twenty times already. I wasn’t afraid of them. I drew back my fist and he stopped short, mut­ter­ing—

			“ ‘ “Ah! it’s you. Lend a hand quick.”

			“ ‘That’s what he said. Quick! As if any­body could be quick enough. “Aren’t you go­ing to do some­thing?” I asked. “Yes. Clear out,” he snarled over his shoulder.

			“ ‘I don’t think I un­der­stood then what he meant. The oth­er two had picked them­selves up by that time, and they rushed to­geth­er to the boat. They tramped, they wheezed, they shoved, they cursed the boat, the ship, each oth­er—cursed me. All in mut­ters. I didn’t move, I didn’t speak. I watched the slant of the ship. She was as still as if landed on the blocks in a dry dock—only she was like this,’ He held up his hand, palm un­der, the tips of the fin­gers in­clined down­wards. ‘Like this,’ he re­peated. ‘I could see the line of the ho­ri­zon be­fore me, as clear as a bell, above her stem-head; I could see the wa­ter far off there black and spark­ling, and still—still as a pond, deadly still, more still than ever sea was be­fore—more still than I could bear to look at. Have you watched a ship float­ing head down, checked in sink­ing by a sheet of old iron too rot­ten to stand be­ing shored up? Have you? Oh yes, shored up? I thought of that—I thought of every mor­tal thing; but can you shore up a bulk­head in five minutes—or in fifty for that mat­ter? Where was I go­ing to get men that would go down be­low? And the tim­ber—the tim­ber! Would you have had the cour­age to swing the maul for the first blow if you had seen that bulk­head? Don’t say you would: you had not seen it; nobody would. Hang it—to do a thing like that you must be­lieve there is a chance, one in a thou­sand, at least, some ghost of a chance; and you would not have be­lieved. Nobody would have be­lieved. You think me a cur for stand­ing there, but what would you have done? What! You can’t tell—nobody can tell. One must have time to turn round. What would you have me do? Where was the kind­ness in mak­ing crazy with fright all those people I could not save single-handed—that noth­ing could save? Look here! As true as I sit on this chair be­fore you …’

			“He drew quick breaths at every few words and shot quick glances at my face, as though in his an­guish he were watch­ful of the ef­fect. He was not speak­ing to me, he was only speak­ing be­fore me, in a dis­pute with an in­vis­ible per­son­al­ity, an ant­ag­on­ist­ic and in­sep­ar­able part­ner of his ex­ist­ence—an­oth­er pos­sessor of his soul. These were is­sues bey­ond the com­pet­ency of a court of in­quiry: it was a subtle and mo­ment­ous quar­rel as to the true es­sence of life, and did not want a judge. He wanted an ally, a help­er, an ac­com­plice. I felt the risk I ran of be­ing cir­cum­ven­ted, blinded, de­coyed, bul­lied, per­haps, in­to tak­ing a def­in­ite part in a dis­pute im­possible of de­cision if one had to be fair to all the phantoms in pos­ses­sion—to the reput­able that had its claims and to the dis­rep­ut­able that had its ex­i­gen­cies. I can’t ex­plain to you who haven’t seen him and who hear his words only at second hand the mixed nature of my feel­ings. It seemed to me I was be­ing made to com­pre­hend the In­con­ceiv­able—and I know of noth­ing to com­pare with the dis­com­fort of such a sen­sa­tion. I was made to look at the con­ven­tion that lurks in all truth and on the es­sen­tial sin­cer­ity of false­hood. He ap­pealed to all sides at once—to the side turned per­petu­ally to the light of day, and to that side of us which, like the oth­er hemi­sphere of the moon, ex­ists stealth­ily in per­petu­al dark­ness, with only a fear­ful ashy light fall­ing at times on the edge. He swayed me. I own to it, I own up. The oc­ca­sion was ob­scure, in­sig­ni­fic­ant—what you will: a lost young­ster, one in a mil­lion—but then he was one of us; an in­cid­ent as com­pletely devoid of im­port­ance as the flood­ing of an ant-heap, and yet the mys­tery of his at­ti­tude got hold of me as though he had been an in­di­vidu­al in the fore­front of his kind, as if the ob­scure truth in­volved were mo­ment­ous enough to af­fect man­kind’s con­cep­tion of it­self. …”

			Mar­low paused to put new life in­to his ex­pir­ing che­root, seemed to for­get all about the story, and ab­ruptly began again.

			“My fault of course. One has no busi­ness really to get in­ter­ested. It’s a weak­ness of mine. His was of an­oth­er kind. My weak­ness con­sists in not hav­ing a dis­crim­in­at­ing eye for the in­cid­ent­al—for the ex­tern­als—no eye for the hod of the rag­pick­er or the fine lin­en of the next man. Next man—that’s it. I have met so many men,” he pur­sued, with mo­ment­ary sad­ness—“met them too with a cer­tain—cer­tain—im­pact, let us say; like this fel­low, for in­stance—and in each case all I could see was merely the hu­man be­ing. A con­foun­ded demo­crat­ic qual­ity of vis­ion which may be bet­ter than total blind­ness, but has been of no ad­vant­age to me, I can as­sure you. Men ex­pect one to take in­to ac­count their fine lin­en. But I nev­er could get up any en­thu­si­asm about these things. Oh! it’s a fail­ing; it’s a fail­ing; and then comes a soft even­ing; a lot of men too in­dol­ent for whist—and a story. …”

			He paused again to wait for an en­cour­aging re­mark, per­haps, but nobody spoke; only the host, as if re­luct­antly per­form­ing a duty, mur­mured—

			“You are so subtle, Mar­low.”

			“Who? I?” said Mar­low in a low voice. “Oh no! But he was; and try as I may for the suc­cess of this yarn, I am miss­ing in­nu­mer­able shades—they were so fine, so dif­fi­cult to render in col­our­less words. Be­cause he com­plic­ated mat­ters by be­ing so simple, too—the simplest poor dev­il! … By Jove! he was amaz­ing. There he sat telling me that just as I saw him be­fore my eyes he wouldn’t be afraid to face any­thing—and be­liev­ing in it too. I tell you it was fab­ulously in­no­cent and it was enorm­ous, enorm­ous! I watched him cov­ertly, just as though I had sus­pec­ted him of an in­ten­tion to take a jolly good rise out of me. He was con­fid­ent that, on the square, ‘on the square, mind!’ there was noth­ing he couldn’t meet. Ever since he had been ‘so high’—‘quite a little chap,’ he had been pre­par­ing him­self for all the dif­fi­culties that can be­set one on land and wa­ter. He con­fessed proudly to this kind of foresight. He had been elab­or­at­ing dangers and de­fences, ex­pect­ing the worst, re­hears­ing his best. He must have led a most ex­al­ted ex­ist­ence. Can you fancy it? A suc­ces­sion of ad­ven­tures, so much glory, such a vic­tori­ous pro­gress! and the deep sense of his saga­city crown­ing every day of his in­ner life. He for­got him­self; his eyes shone; and with every word my heart, searched by the light of his ab­surdity, was grow­ing heav­ier in my breast. I had no mind to laugh, and lest I should smile I made for my­self a stol­id face. He gave signs of ir­rit­a­tion.

			“ ‘It is al­ways the un­ex­pec­ted that hap­pens,’ I said in a pro­pi­ti­at­ory tone. My ob­tuse­ness pro­voked him in­to a con­temp­tu­ous ‘Pshaw!’ I sup­pose he meant that the un­ex­pec­ted couldn’t touch him; noth­ing less than the un­con­ceiv­able it­self could get over his per­fect state of pre­par­a­tion. He had been taken un­awares—and he whispered to him­self a mal­edic­tion upon the wa­ters and the firm­a­ment, upon the ship, upon the men. Everything had be­trayed him! He had been tricked in­to that sort of high-minded resig­na­tion which pre­ven­ted him lift­ing as much as his little fin­ger, while these oth­ers who had a very clear per­cep­tion of the ac­tu­al ne­ces­sity were tum­bling against each oth­er and sweat­ing des­per­ately over that boat busi­ness. Some­thing had gone wrong there at the last mo­ment. It ap­pears that in their flurry they had con­trived in some mys­ter­i­ous way to get the slid­ing bolt of the fore­most boat-chock jammed tight, and forth­with had gone out of the rem­nants of their minds over the deadly nature of that ac­ci­dent. It must have been a pretty sight, the fierce in­dustry of these beg­gars toil­ing on a mo­tion­less ship that floated quietly in the si­lence of a world asleep, fight­ing against time for the free­ing of that boat, grov­el­ling on all-fours, stand­ing up in des­pair, tug­ging, push­ing, snarling at each oth­er venom­ously, ready to kill, ready to weep, and only kept from fly­ing at each oth­er’s throats by the fear of death that stood si­lent be­hind them like an in­flex­ible and cold-eyed task­mas­ter. Oh yes! It must have been a pretty sight. He saw it all, he could talk about it with scorn and bit­ter­ness; he had a minute know­ledge of it by means of some sixth sense, I con­clude, be­cause he swore to me he had re­mained apart without a glance at them and at the boat—without one single glance. And I be­lieve him. I should think he was too busy watch­ing the threat­en­ing slant of the ship, the sus­pen­ded men­ace dis­covered in the midst of the most per­fect se­cur­ity—fas­cin­ated by the sword hanging by a hair over his ima­gin­at­ive head.

			“Noth­ing in the world moved be­fore his eyes, and he could de­pict to him­self without hindrance the sud­den swing up­wards of the dark sky­line, the sud­den tilt up of the vast plain of the sea, the swift still rise, the bru­tal fling, the grasp of the abyss, the struggle without hope, the star­light clos­ing over his head forever like the vault of a tomb—the re­volt of his young life—the black end. He could! By Jove! who couldn’t? And you must re­mem­ber he was a fin­ished artist in that pe­cu­li­ar way, he was a gif­ted poor dev­il with the fac­ulty of swift and fore­stalling vis­ion. The sights it showed him had turned him in­to cold stone from the soles of his feet to the nape of his neck; but there was a hot dance of thoughts in his head, a dance of lame, blind, mute thoughts—a whirl of aw­ful cripples. Didn’t I tell you he con­fessed him­self be­fore me as though I had the power to bind and to loose? He bur­rowed deep, deep, in the hope of my ab­so­lu­tion, which would have been of no good to him. This was one of those cases which no sol­emn de­cep­tion can pal­li­ate, where no man can help; where his very Maker seems to aban­don a sin­ner to his own devices.

			“He stood on the star­board side of the bridge, as far as he could get from the struggle for the boat, which went on with the agit­a­tion of mad­ness and the stealth­i­ness of a con­spir­acy. The two Malays had mean­time re­mained hold­ing to the wheel. Just pic­ture to yourselves the act­ors in that, thank God! unique, epis­ode of the sea, four be­side them­selves with fierce and secret ex­er­tions, and three look­ing on in com­plete im­mob­il­ity, above the awn­ings cov­er­ing the pro­found ig­nor­ance of hun­dreds of hu­man be­ings, with their wear­i­ness, with their dreams, with their hopes, ar­res­ted, held by an in­vis­ible hand on the brink of an­ni­hil­a­tion. For that they were so, makes no doubt to me: giv­en the state of the ship, this was the dead­li­est pos­sible de­scrip­tion of ac­ci­dent that could hap­pen. These beg­gars by the boat had every reas­on to go dis­trac­ted with funk. Frankly, had I been there, I would not have giv­en as much as a coun­ter­feit farth­ing for the ship’s chance to keep above wa­ter to the end of each suc­cess­ive second. And still she floated! These sleep­ing pil­grims were destined to ac­com­plish their whole pil­grim­age to the bit­ter­ness of some oth­er end. It was as if the Om­ni­po­tence whose mercy they con­fessed had needed their humble testi­mony on earth for a while longer, and had looked down to make a sign, ‘Thou shalt not!’ to the ocean. Their es­cape would trouble me as a prodi­giously in­ex­plic­able event, did I not know how tough old iron can be—as tough some­times as the spir­it of some men we meet now and then, worn to a shad­ow and breast­ing the weight of life. Not the least won­der of these twenty minutes, to my mind, is the be­ha­viour of the two helms­men. They were amongst the nat­ive batch of all sorts brought over from Ad­en to give evid­ence at the in­quiry. One of them, la­bour­ing un­der in­tense bash­ful­ness, was very young, and with his smooth, yel­low, cheery coun­ten­ance looked even young­er than he was. I re­mem­ber per­fectly Bri­erly ask­ing him, through the in­ter­pret­er, what he thought of it at the time, and the in­ter­pret­er, after a short col­loquy, turn­ing to the court with an im­port­ant air—

			“ ‘He says he thought noth­ing.’

			“The oth­er, with pa­tient blink­ing eyes, a blue cot­ton handker­chief, faded with much wash­ing, bound with a smart twist over a lot of grey wisps, his face shrunk in­to grim hol­lows, his brown skin made dark­er by a mesh of wrinkles, ex­plained that he had a know­ledge of some evil thing be­fall­ing the ship, but there had been no or­der; he could not re­mem­ber an or­der; why should he leave the helm? To some fur­ther ques­tions he jerked back his spare shoulders, and de­clared it nev­er came in­to his mind then that the white men were about to leave the ship through fear of death. He did not be­lieve it now. There might have been secret reas­ons. He wagged his old chin know­ingly. Aha! secret reas­ons. He was a man of great ex­per­i­ence, and he wanted that white Tu­an to know—he turned to­wards Bri­erly, who didn’t raise his head—that he had ac­quired a know­ledge of many things by serving white men on the sea for a great num­ber of years—and, sud­denly, with shaky ex­cite­ment he poured upon our spell­bound at­ten­tion a lot of queer-sound­ing names, names of dead-and-gone skip­pers, names of for­got­ten coun­try ships, names of fa­mil­i­ar and dis­tor­ted sound, as if the hand of dumb time had been at work on them for ages. They stopped him at last. A si­lence fell upon the court—a si­lence that re­mained un­broken for at least a minute, and passed gently in­to a deep mur­mur. This epis­ode was the sen­sa­tion of the second day’s pro­ceed­ings—af­fect­ing all the audi­ence, af­fect­ing every­body ex­cept Jim, who was sit­ting moodily at the end of the first bench, and nev­er looked up at this ex­traordin­ary and damning wit­ness that seemed pos­sessed of some mys­ter­i­ous the­ory of de­fence.

			“So these two las­cars stuck to the helm of that ship without steer­age­way, where death would have found them if such had been their des­tiny. The whites did not give them half a glance, had prob­ably for­got­ten their ex­ist­ence. As­suredly Jim did not re­mem­ber it. He re­membered he could do noth­ing; he could do noth­ing, now he was alone. There was noth­ing to do but to sink with the ship. No use mak­ing a dis­turb­ance about it. Was there? He waited up­stand­ing, without a sound, stiffened in the idea of some sort of hero­ic dis­cre­tion. The first en­gin­eer ran cau­tiously across the bridge to tug at his sleeve.

			“ ‘Come and help! For God’s sake, come and help!’

			“He ran back to the boat on the points of his toes, and re­turned dir­ectly to worry at his sleeve, beg­ging and curs­ing at the same time.

			“ ‘I be­lieve he would have kissed my hands,’ said Jim sav­agely, ‘and, next mo­ment, he starts foam­ing and whis­per­ing in my face, “If I had the time I would like to crack your skull for you.” I pushed him away. Sud­denly he caught hold of me round the neck. Damn him! I hit him. I hit out without look­ing. “Won’t you save your own life—you in­fernal cow­ard?” he sobs. Cow­ard! He called me an in­fernal cow­ard! Ha! ha! ha! ha! He called me—ha! ha! ha! …’

			“He had thrown him­self back and was shak­ing with laughter. I had nev­er in my life heard any­thing so bit­ter as that noise. It fell like a blight on all the mer­ri­ment about don­keys, pyr­am­ids, bazaars, or what­not. Along the whole dim length of the gal­lery the voices dropped, the pale blotches of faces turned our way with one ac­cord, and the si­lence be­came so pro­found that the clear tinkle of a tea­spoon fall­ing on the tes­selated floor of the ver­andah rang out like a tiny and sil­very scream.

			“ ‘You mustn’t laugh like this, with all these people about,’ I re­mon­strated. ‘It isn’t nice for them, you know.’

			“He gave no sign of hav­ing heard at first, but after a while, with a stare that, miss­ing me al­to­geth­er, seemed to probe the heart of some aw­ful vis­ion, he muttered care­lessly—‘Oh! they’ll think I am drunk.’

			“And after that you would have thought from his ap­pear­ance he would nev­er make a sound again. But—no fear! He could no more stop telling now than he could have stopped liv­ing by the mere ex­er­tion of his will.”

		
	
		
			IX

			“ ‘I was say­ing to my­self, “Sink—curse you! Sink!” ’ These were the words with which he began again. He wanted it over. He was severely left alone, and he for­mu­lated in his head this ad­dress to the ship in a tone of im­prec­a­tion, while at the same time he en­joyed the priv­ilege of wit­ness­ing scenes—as far as I can judge—of low com­edy. They were still at that bolt. The skip­per was or­der­ing, ‘Get un­der and try to lift;’ and the oth­ers nat­ur­ally shirked. You un­der­stand that to be squeezed flat un­der the keel of a boat wasn’t a de­sir­able po­s­i­tion to be caught in if the ship went down sud­denly. ‘Why don’t you—you the strongest?’ whined the little en­gin­eer. ‘Gott-for-dam! I am too thick,’ spluttered the skip­per in des­pair. It was funny enough to make an­gels weep. They stood idle for a mo­ment, and sud­denly the chief en­gin­eer rushed again at Jim.

			“ ‘Come and help, man! Are you mad to throw your only chance away? Come and help, man! Man! Look there—look!’

			“And at last Jim looked astern where the oth­er poin­ted with ma­ni­ac­al in­sist­ence. He saw a si­lent black squall which had eaten up already one-third of the sky. You know how these squalls come up there about that time of the year. First you see a dark­en­ing of the ho­ri­zon—no more; then a cloud rises opaque like a wall. A straight edge of va­pour lined with sickly whit­ish gleams flies up from the south­w­est, swal­low­ing the stars in whole con­stel­la­tions; its shad­ow flies over the wa­ters, and con­founds sea and sky in­to one abyss of ob­scur­ity. And all is still. No thun­der, no wind, no sound; not a flick­er of light­ning. Then in the tenebrous im­mens­ity a liv­id arch ap­pears; a swell or two like un­du­la­tions of the very dark­ness run past, and sud­denly, wind and rain strike to­geth­er with a pe­cu­li­ar im­petu­os­ity as if they had burst through some­thing sol­id. Such a cloud had come up while they wer­en’t look­ing. They had just no­ticed it, and were per­fectly jus­ti­fied in sur­mising that if in ab­so­lute still­ness there was some chance for the ship to keep afloat a few minutes longer, the least dis­turb­ance of the sea would make an end of her in­stantly. Her first nod to the swell that pre­cedes the burst of such a squall would be also her last, would be­come a plunge, would, so to speak, be pro­longed in­to a long dive, down, down to the bot­tom. Hence these new capers of their fright, these new antics in which they dis­played their ex­treme aver­sion to die.

			“ ‘It was black, black,’ pur­sued Jim with moody stead­i­ness. ‘It had sneaked upon us from be­hind. The in­fernal thing! I sup­pose there had been at the back of my head some hope yet. I don’t know. But that was all over any­how. It maddened me to see my­self caught like this. I was angry, as though I had been trapped. I was trapped! The night was hot, too, I re­mem­ber. Not a breath of air.’

			“He re­membered so well that, gasp­ing in the chair, he seemed to sweat and choke be­fore my eyes. No doubt it maddened him; it knocked him over afresh—in a man­ner of speak­ing—but it made him also re­mem­ber that im­port­ant pur­pose which had sent him rush­ing on that bridge only to slip clean out of his mind. He had in­ten­ded to cut the life­boats clear of the ship. He whipped out his knife and went to work slash­ing as though he had seen noth­ing, had heard noth­ing, had known of no one on board. They thought him hope­lessly wrong­headed and crazy, but dared not protest nois­ily against this use­less loss of time. When he had done he re­turned to the very same spot from which he had star­ted. The chief was there, ready with a clutch at him to whis­per close to his head, scath­ingly, as though he wanted to bite his ear—

			“ ‘You silly fool! do you think you’ll get the ghost of a show when all that lot of brutes is in the wa­ter? Why, they will bat­ter your head for you from these boats.’

			“He wrung his hands, ig­nored, at Jim’s el­bow. The skip­per kept up a nervous shuffle in one place and mumbled, ‘Ham­mer! ham­mer! Mein Gott! Get a ham­mer.’

			“The little en­gin­eer whimpered like a child, but, broken arm and all, he turned out the least craven of the lot as it seems, and, ac­tu­ally, mustered enough pluck to run an er­rand to the en­gine-room. No trifle, it must be owned in fair­ness to him. Jim told me he dar­ted des­per­ate looks like a cornered man, gave one low wail, and dashed off. He was back in­stantly clam­ber­ing, ham­mer in hand, and without a pause flung him­self at the bolt. The oth­ers gave up Jim at once and ran off to as­sist. He heard the tap, tap of the ham­mer, the sound of the re­leased chock fall­ing over. The boat was clear. Only then he turned to look—only then. But he kept his dis­tance—he kept his dis­tance. He wanted me to know he had kept his dis­tance; that there was noth­ing in com­mon between him and these men—who had the ham­mer. Noth­ing whatever. It is more than prob­able he thought him­self cut off from them by a space that could not be tra­versed, by an obstacle that could not be over­come, by a chasm without bot­tom. He was as far as he could get from them—the whole breadth of the ship.

			“His feet were glued to that re­mote spot and his eyes to their in­dis­tinct group bowed to­geth­er and sway­ing strangely in the com­mon tor­ment of fear. A hand-lamp lashed to a stan­chion above a little table rigged up on the bridge—the Pat­na had no chart-room amid­ships—threw a light on their la­bour­ing shoulders, on their arched and bob­bing backs. They pushed at the bow of the boat; they pushed out in­to the night; they pushed, and would no more look back at him. They had giv­en him up as if in­deed he had been too far, too hope­lessly sep­ar­ated from them­selves, to be worth an ap­peal­ing word, a glance, or a sign. They had no leis­ure to look back upon his pass­ive hero­ism, to feel the sting of his ab­sten­tion. The boat was heavy; they pushed at the bow with no breath to spare for an en­cour­aging word: but the tur­moil of ter­ror that had scattered their self-com­mand like chaff be­fore the wind, con­ver­ted their des­per­ate ex­er­tions in­to a bit of fool­ing, upon my word, fit for knock­about clowns in a farce. They pushed with their hands, with their heads, they pushed for dear life with all the weight of their bod­ies, they pushed with all the might of their souls—only no soon­er had they suc­ceeded in cant­ing the stem clear of the dav­it than they would leave off like one man and start a wild scramble in­to her. As a nat­ur­al con­sequence the boat would swing in ab­ruptly, driv­ing them back, help­less and jost­ling against each oth­er. They would stand non­plussed for a while, ex­chan­ging in fierce whis­pers all the in­fam­ous names they could call to mind, and go at it again. Three times this oc­curred. He de­scribed it to me with mor­ose thought­ful­ness. He hadn’t lost a single move­ment of that com­ic busi­ness. ‘I loathed them. I hated them. I had to look at all that,’ he said without em­phas­is, turn­ing upon me a som­brely watch­ful glance. ‘Was ever there any­one so shame­fully tried!’

			“He took his head in his hands for a mo­ment, like a man driv­en to dis­trac­tion by some un­speak­able out­rage. These were things he could not ex­plain to the court—and not even to me; but I would have been little fit­ted for the re­cep­tion of his con­fid­ences had I not been able at times to un­der­stand the pauses between the words. In this as­sault upon his forti­tude there was the jeer­ing in­ten­tion of a spite­ful and vile ven­geance; there was an ele­ment of bur­lesque in his or­deal—a de­grad­a­tion of funny grim­aces in the ap­proach of death or dis­hon­our.

			“He re­lated facts which I have not for­got­ten, but at this dis­tance of time I couldn’t re­call his very words: I only re­mem­ber that he man­aged won­der­fully to con­vey the brood­ing ran­cour of his mind in­to the bare re­cit­al of events. Twice, he told me, he shut his eyes in the cer­ti­tude that the end was upon him already, and twice he had to open them again. Each time he noted the dark­en­ing of the great still­ness. The shad­ow of the si­lent cloud had fallen upon the ship from the zenith, and seemed to have ex­tin­guished every sound of her teem­ing life. He could no longer hear the voices un­der the awn­ings. He told me that each time he closed his eyes a flash of thought showed him that crowd of bod­ies, laid out for death, as plain as day­light. When he opened them, it was to see the dim struggle of four men fight­ing like mad with a stub­born boat. ‘They would fall back be­fore it time after time, stand swear­ing at each oth­er, and sud­denly make an­oth­er rush in a bunch. … Enough to make you die laugh­ing,’ he com­men­ted with down­cast eyes; then rais­ing them for a mo­ment to my face with a dis­mal smile, ‘I ought to have a merry life of it, by God! for I shall see that funny sight a good many times yet be­fore I die.’ His eyes fell again. ‘See and hear. … See and hear,’ he re­peated twice, at long in­ter­vals, filled by va­cant star­ing.

			“He roused him­self.

			“ ‘I made up my mind to keep my eyes shut,’ he said, ‘and I couldn’t. I couldn’t, and I don’t care who knows it. Let them go through that kind of thing be­fore they talk. Just let them—and do bet­ter—that’s all. The second time my eye­lids flew open and my mouth too. I had felt the ship move. She just dipped her bows—and lif­ted them gently—and slow! ever­last­ingly slow; and ever so little. She hadn’t done that much for days. The cloud had raced ahead, and this first swell seemed to travel upon a sea of lead. There was no life in that stir. It man­aged, though, to knock over some­thing in my head. What would you have done? You are sure of your­self—aren’t you? What would you do if you felt now—this minute—the house here move, just move a little un­der your chair. Leap! By heav­ens! you would take one spring from where you sit and land in that clump of bushes yon­der.’

			“He flung his arm out at the night bey­ond the stone bal­us­trade. I held my peace. He looked at me very stead­ily, very severe. There could be no mis­take: I was be­ing bul­lied now, and it be­hoved me to make no sign lest by a ges­ture or a word I should be drawn in­to a fatal ad­mis­sion about my­self which would have had some bear­ing on the case. I was not dis­posed to take any risk of that sort. Don’t for­get I had him be­fore me, and really he was too much like one of us not to be dan­ger­ous. But if you want to know I don’t mind telling you that I did, with a rap­id glance, es­tim­ate the dis­tance to the mass of dens­er black­ness in the middle of the grassplot be­fore the ver­andah. He ex­ag­ger­ated. I would have landed short by sev­er­al feet—and that’s the only thing of which I am fairly cer­tain.

			“The last mo­ment had come, as he thought, and he did not move. His feet re­mained glued to the planks if his thoughts were knock­ing about loose in his head. It was at this mo­ment too that he saw one of the men around the boat step back­wards sud­denly, clutch at the air with raised arms, tot­ter and col­lapse. He didn’t ex­actly fall, he only slid gently in­to a sit­ting pos­ture, all hunched up, and with his shoulders propped against the side of the en­gine-room sky­light. ‘That was the don­key-man. A hag­gard, white-faced chap with a ragged mous­tache. Ac­ted third en­gin­eer,’ he ex­plained.

			“ ‘Dead,’ I said. We had heard some­thing of that in court.

			“ ‘So they say,’ he pro­nounced with sombre in­dif­fer­ence. ‘Of course I nev­er knew. Weak heart. The man had been com­plain­ing of be­ing out of sorts for some time be­fore. Ex­cite­ment. Over­ex­er­tion. Dev­il only knows. Ha! ha! ha! It was easy to see he did not want to die either. Droll, isn’t it? May I be shot if he hadn’t been fooled in­to killing him­self! Fooled—neither more nor less. Fooled in­to it, by heav­ens! just as I … Ah! If he had only kept still; if he had only told them to go to the dev­il when they came to rush him out of his bunk be­cause the ship was sink­ing! If he had only stood by with his hands in his pock­ets and called them names!’

			“He got up, shook his fist, glared at me, and sat down.

			“ ‘A chance missed, eh?’ I mur­mured.

			“ ‘Why don’t you laugh?’ he said. ‘A joke hatched in hell. Weak heart! … I wish some­times mine had been.’

			“This ir­rit­ated me. ‘Do you?’ I ex­claimed with deep-rooted irony. ‘Yes! Can’t you un­der­stand?’ he cried. ‘I don’t know what more you could wish for,’ I said an­grily. He gave me an ut­terly un­com­pre­hend­ing glance. This shaft had also gone wide of the mark, and he was not the man to both­er about stray ar­rows. Upon my word, he was too un­sus­pect­ing; he was not fair game. I was glad that my mis­sile had been thrown away—that he had not even heard the twang of the bow.

			“Of course he could not know at the time the man was dead. The next minute—his last on board—was crowded with a tu­mult of events and sen­sa­tions which beat about him like the sea upon a rock. I use the simile ad­visedly, be­cause from his re­la­tion I am forced to be­lieve he had pre­served through it all a strange il­lu­sion of pass­ive­ness, as though he had not ac­ted but had suffered him­self to be handled by the in­fernal powers who had se­lec­ted him for the vic­tim of their prac­tic­al joke. The first thing that came to him was the grind­ing surge of the heavy dav­its swinging out at last—a jar which seemed to enter his body from the deck through the soles of his feet, and travel up his spine to the crown of his head. Then, the squall be­ing very near now, an­oth­er and a heav­ier swell lif­ted the pass­ive hull in a threat­en­ing heave that checked his breath, while his brain and his heart to­geth­er were pierced as with dag­gers by pan­ic-stricken screams. ‘Let go! For God’s sake, let go! Let go! She’s go­ing.’ Fol­low­ing upon that the boat-falls ripped through the blocks, and a lot of men began to talk in startled tones un­der the awn­ings. ‘When these beg­gars did break out, their yelps were enough to wake the dead,’ he said. Next, after the splash­ing shock of the boat lit­er­ally dropped in the wa­ter, came the hol­low noises of stamp­ing and tum­bling in her, mingled with con­fused shouts: ‘Un­hook! Un­hook! Shove! Un­hook! Shove for your life! Here’s the squall down on us. …’ He heard, high above his head, the faint mut­ter­ing of the wind; he heard be­low his feet a cry of pain. A lost voice along­side star­ted curs­ing a swiv­el hook. The ship began to buzz fore and aft like a dis­turbed hive, and, as quietly as he was telling me of all this—be­cause just then he was very quiet in at­ti­tude, in face, in voice—he went on to say without the slight­est warn­ing as it were, ‘I stumbled over his legs.’

			“This was the first I heard of his hav­ing moved at all. I could not re­strain a grunt of sur­prise. Some­thing had star­ted him off at last, but of the ex­act mo­ment, of the cause that tore him out of his im­mob­il­ity, he knew no more than the up­rooted tree knows of the wind that laid it low. All this had come to him: the sounds, the sights, the legs of the dead man—by Jove! The in­fernal joke was be­ing crammed dev­il­ishly down his throat, but—look you—he was not go­ing to ad­mit of any sort of swal­low­ing mo­tion in his gul­let. It’s ex­traordin­ary how he could cast upon you the spir­it of his il­lu­sion. I listened as if to a tale of black ma­gic at work upon a corpse.

			“ ‘He went over side­ways, very gently, and this is the last thing I re­mem­ber see­ing on board,’ he con­tin­ued. ‘I did not care what he did. It looked as though he were pick­ing him­self up: I thought he was pick­ing him­self up, of course: I ex­pec­ted him to bolt past me over the rail and drop in­to the boat after the oth­ers. I could hear them knock­ing about down there, and a voice as if cry­ing up a shaft called out “George!” Then three voices to­geth­er raised a yell. They came to me sep­ar­ately: one bleated, an­oth­er screamed, one howled. Ough!’

			“He shivered a little, and I be­held him rise slowly as if a steady hand from above had been pulling him out of the chair by his hair. Up, slowly—to his full height, and when his knees had locked stiff the hand let him go, and he swayed a little on his feet. There was a sug­ges­tion of aw­ful still­ness in his face, in his move­ments, in his very voice when he said ‘They shouted’—and in­vol­un­tar­ily I pricked up my ears for the ghost of that shout that would be heard dir­ectly through the false ef­fect of si­lence. ‘There were eight hun­dred people in that ship,’ he said, im­pal­ing me to the back of my seat with an aw­ful blank stare. ‘Eight hun­dred liv­ing people, and they were yelling after the one dead man to come down and be saved. “Jump, George! Jump! Oh, jump!” I stood by with my hand on the dav­it. I was very quiet. It had come over pitch dark. You could see neither sky nor sea. I heard the boat along­side go bump, bump, and not an­oth­er sound down there for a while, but the ship un­der me was full of talk­ing noises. Sud­denly the skip­per howled “Mein Gott! The squall! The squall! Shove off!” With the first hiss of rain, and the first gust of wind, they screamed, “Jump, George! We’ll catch you! Jump!” The ship began a slow plunge; the rain swept over her like a broken sea; my cap flew off my head; my breath was driv­en back in­to my throat. I heard as if I had been on the top of a tower an­oth­er wild screech, “Geo-o-o-orge! Oh, jump!” She was go­ing down, down, head first un­der me. …’

			“He raised his hand de­lib­er­ately to his face, and made pick­ing mo­tions with his fin­gers as though he had been bothered with cob­webs, and af­ter­wards he looked in­to the open palm for quite half a second be­fore he blur­ted out—

			“ ‘I had jumped …’ He checked him­self, aver­ted his gaze. … ‘It seems,’ he ad­ded.

			“His clear blue eyes turned to me with a piteous stare, and look­ing at him stand­ing be­fore me, dumb­foun­ded and hurt, I was op­pressed by a sad sense of resigned wis­dom, mingled with the amused and pro­found pity of an old man help­less be­fore a child­ish dis­aster.

			“ ‘Looks like it,’ I muttered.

			“ ‘I knew noth­ing about it till I looked up,’ he ex­plained hast­ily. And that’s pos­sible, too. You had to listen to him as you would to a small boy in trouble. He didn’t know. It had happened some­how. It would nev­er hap­pen again. He had landed partly on some­body and fallen across a thwart. He felt as though all his ribs on his left side must be broken; then he rolled over, and saw vaguely the ship he had deser­ted up­ris­ing above him, with the red side­light glow­ing large in the rain like a fire on the brow of a hill seen through a mist. ‘She seemed high­er than a wall; she loomed like a cliff over the boat. … I wished I could die,’ he cried. ‘There was no go­ing back. It was as if I had jumped in­to a well—in­to an ever­last­ing deep hole. …’ ”

		
	
		
			X

			“He locked his fin­gers to­geth­er and tore them apart. Noth­ing could be more true: he had in­deed jumped in­to an ever­last­ing deep hole. He had tumbled from a height he could nev­er scale again. By that time the boat had gone driv­ing for­ward past the bows. It was too dark just then for them to see each oth­er, and, moreover, they were blinded and half drowned with rain. He told me it was like be­ing swept by a flood through a cav­ern. They turned their backs to the squall; the skip­per, it seems, got an oar over the stern to keep the boat be­fore it, and for two or three minutes the end of the world had come through a de­luge in a pitchy black­ness. The sea hissed ‘like twenty thou­sand kettles.’ That’s his simile, not mine. I fancy there was not much wind after the first gust; and he him­self had ad­mit­ted at the in­quiry that the sea nev­er got up that night to any ex­tent. He crouched down in the bows and stole a furt­ive glance back. He saw just one yel­low gleam of the masthead light high up and blurred like a last star ready to dis­solve. ‘It ter­ri­fied me to see it still there,’ he said. That’s what he said. What ter­ri­fied him was the thought that the drown­ing was not over yet. No doubt he wanted to be done with that ab­om­in­a­tion as quickly as pos­sible. Nobody in the boat made a sound. In the dark she seemed to fly, but of course she could not have had much way. Then the shower swept ahead, and the great, dis­tract­ing, hiss­ing noise fol­lowed the rain in­to dis­tance and died out. There was noth­ing to be heard then but the slight wash about the boat’s sides. Some­body’s teeth were chat­ter­ing vi­ol­ently. A hand touched his back. A faint voice said, ‘You there?’ An­oth­er cried out shakily, ‘She’s gone!’ and they all stood up to­geth­er to look astern. They saw no lights. All was black. A thin cold drizzle was driv­ing in­to their faces. The boat lurched slightly. The teeth chattered faster, stopped, and began again twice be­fore the man could mas­ter his shiver suf­fi­ciently to say, ‘Ju-ju-st in ti-ti-me. … Brrrr.’ He re­cog­nised the voice of the chief en­gin­eer say­ing sur­lily, ‘I saw her go down. I happened to turn my head.’ The wind had dropped al­most com­pletely.

			“They watched in the dark with their heads half turned to wind­ward as if ex­pect­ing to hear cries. At first he was thank­ful the night had covered up the scene be­fore his eyes, and then to know of it and yet to have seen and heard noth­ing ap­peared some­how the cul­min­at­ing point of an aw­ful mis­for­tune. ‘Strange, isn’t it?’ he mur­mured, in­ter­rupt­ing him­self in his dis­join­ted nar­rat­ive.

			“It did not seem so strange to me. He must have had an un­con­scious con­vic­tion that the real­ity could not be half as bad, not half as an­guish­ing, ap­palling, and venge­ful as the cre­ated ter­ror of his ima­gin­a­tion. I be­lieve that, in this first mo­ment, his heart was wrung with all the suf­fer­ing, that his soul knew the ac­cu­mu­lated sa­vour of all the fear, all the hor­ror, all the des­pair of eight hun­dred hu­man be­ings pounced upon in the night by a sud­den and vi­ol­ent death, else why should he have said, ‘It seemed to me that I must jump out of that ac­cursed boat and swim back to see—half a mile—more—any dis­tance—to the very spot …’? Why this im­pulse? Do you see the sig­ni­fic­ance? Why back to the very spot? Why not drown along­side—if he meant drown­ing? Why back to the very spot, to see—as if his ima­gin­a­tion had to be soothed by the as­sur­ance that all was over be­fore death could bring re­lief? I defy any one of you to of­fer an­oth­er ex­plan­a­tion. It was one of those bizarre and ex­cit­ing glimpses through the fog. It was an ex­traordin­ary dis­clos­ure. He let it out as the most nat­ur­al thing one could say. He fought down that im­pulse and then he be­came con­scious of the si­lence. He men­tioned this to me. A si­lence of the sea, of the sky, merged in­to one in­def­in­ite im­mens­ity still as death around these saved, pal­pit­at­ing lives. ‘You might have heard a pin drop in the boat,’ he said with a queer con­trac­tion of his lips, like a man try­ing to mas­ter his sens­ib­il­it­ies while re­lat­ing some ex­tremely mov­ing fact. A si­lence! God alone, who had willed him as he was, knows what he made of it in his heart. ‘I didn’t think any spot on earth could be so still,’ he said. ‘You couldn’t dis­tin­guish the sea from the sky; there was noth­ing to see and noth­ing to hear. Not a glim­mer, not a shape, not a sound. You could have be­lieved that every bit of dry land had gone to the bot­tom; that every man on earth but I and these beg­gars in the boat had got drowned.’ He leaned over the table with his knuckles propped amongst cof­fee-cups, li­queur-glasses, ci­gar-ends. ‘I seemed to be­lieve it. Everything was gone and—all was over …’ he fetched a deep sigh … ‘with me.’ ”

			Mar­low sat up ab­ruptly and flung away his che­root with force. It made a dart­ing red trail like a toy rock­et fired through the drapery of creep­ers. Nobody stirred.

			“Hey, what do you think of it?” he cried with sud­den an­im­a­tion. “Wasn’t he true to him­self, wasn’t he? His saved life was over for want of ground un­der his feet, for want of sights for his eyes, for want of voices in his ears. An­ni­hil­a­tion—hey! And all the time it was only a clouded sky, a sea that did not break, the air that did not stir. Only a night; only a si­lence.

			“It las­ted for a while, and then they were sud­denly and un­an­im­ously moved to make a noise over their es­cape. ‘I knew from the first she would go.’ ‘Not a minute too soon.’ ‘A nar­row squeak, b’gosh!’ He said noth­ing, but the breeze that had dropped came back, a gentle draught freshened stead­ily, and the sea joined its mur­mur­ing voice to this talk­at­ive re­ac­tion suc­ceed­ing the dumb mo­ments of awe. She was gone! She was gone! Not a doubt of it. Nobody could have helped. They re­peated the same words over and over again as though they couldn’t stop them­selves. Nev­er doubted she would go. The lights were gone. No mis­take. The lights were gone. Couldn’t ex­pect any­thing else. She had to go. … He no­ticed that they talked as though they had left be­hind them noth­ing but an empty ship. They con­cluded she would not have been long when she once star­ted. It seemed to cause them some sort of sat­is­fac­tion. They as­sured each oth­er that she couldn’t have been long about it—‘Just shot down like a flatiron.’ The chief en­gin­eer de­clared that the masthead light at the mo­ment of sink­ing seemed to drop ‘like a lighted match you throw down.’ At this the second laughed hys­ter­ic­ally. ‘I am g-g-glad, I am gla-a-a-d.’ His teeth went on ‘like an elec­tric rattle,’ said Jim, ‘and all at once he began to cry. He wept and blubbered like a child, catch­ing his breath and sob­bing “Oh dear! oh dear! oh dear!” He would be quiet for a while and start sud­denly, “Oh, my poor arm! oh, my poor a-a-a-arm!” I felt I could knock him down. Some of them sat in the stern-sheets. I could just make out their shapes. Voices came to me, mumble, mumble, grunt, grunt. All this seemed very hard to bear. I was cold too. And I could do noth­ing. I thought that if I moved I would have to go over the side and …’

			“His hand groped stealth­ily, came in con­tact with a li­queur-glass, and was with­drawn sud­denly as if it had touched a red-hot coal. I pushed the bottle slightly. ‘Won’t you have some more?’ I asked. He looked at me an­grily. ‘Don’t you think I can tell you what there is to tell without screw­ing my­self up?’ he asked. The squad of globe­trot­ters had gone to bed. We were alone but for a vague white form erect in the shad­ow, that, be­ing looked at, cringed for­ward, hes­it­ated, backed away si­lently. It was get­ting late, but I did not hurry my guest.

			“In the midst of his for­lorn state he heard his com­pan­ions be­gin to ab­use someone. ‘What kept you from jump­ing, you lun­at­ic?’ said a scold­ing voice. The chief en­gin­eer left the stern-sheets, and could be heard clam­ber­ing for­ward as if with hos­tile in­ten­tions against ‘the greatest idi­ot that ever was.’ The skip­per shouted with rasp­ing ef­fort of­fens­ive epi­thets from where he sat at the oar. He lif­ted his head at that up­roar, and heard the name ‘George,’ while a hand in the dark struck him on the breast. ‘What have you got to say for your­self, you fool?’ quer­ied some­body, with a sort of vir­tu­ous fury. ‘They were after me,’ he said. ‘They were ab­us­ing me—ab­us­ing me … by the name of George.’

			“He paused to stare, tried to smile, turned his eyes away and went on. ‘That little second puts his head right un­der my nose, “Why, it’s that blas­ted mate!” “What!” howls the skip­per from the oth­er end of the boat. “No!” shrieks the chief. And he too stooped to look at my face.’

			“The wind had left the boat sud­denly. The rain began to fall again, and the soft, un­in­ter­rup­ted, a little mys­ter­i­ous sound with which the sea re­ceives a shower arose on all sides in the night. ‘They were too taken aback to say any­thing more at first,’ he nar­rated stead­ily, ‘and what could I have to say to them?’ He faltered for a mo­ment, and made an ef­fort to go on. ‘They called me hor­rible names.’ His voice, sink­ing to a whis­per, now and then would leap up sud­denly, hardened by the pas­sion of scorn, as though he had been talk­ing of secret ab­om­in­a­tions. ‘Nev­er mind what they called me,’ he said grimly. ‘I could hear hate in their voices. A good thing too. They could not for­give me for be­ing in that boat. They hated it. It made them mad. …’ He laughed short. … ‘But it kept me from—Look! I was sit­ting with my arms crossed, on the gun­wale! …’ He perched him­self smartly on the edge of the table and crossed his arms. … ‘Like this—see? One little tilt back­wards and I would have been gone—after the oth­ers. One little tilt—the least bit—the least bit.’ He frowned, and tap­ping his fore­head with the tip of his middle fin­ger, ‘It was there all the time,’ he said im­press­ively. ‘All the time—that no­tion. And the rain—cold, thick, cold as melted snow—colder—on my thin cot­ton clothes—I’ll nev­er be so cold again in my life, I know. And the sky was black too—all black. Not a star, not a light any­where. Noth­ing out­side that con­foun­ded boat and those two yap­ping be­fore me like a couple of mean mon­grels at a tree’d thief. Yap! yap! “What you do­ing here? You’re a fine sort! Too much of a bloom­in’ gen­tle­man to put your hand to it. Come out of your trance, did you? To sneak in? Did you?” Yap! yap! “You ain’t fit to live!” Yap! yap! Two of them to­geth­er try­ing to out-bark each oth­er. The oth­er would bay from the stern through the rain—couldn’t see him—couldn’t make it out—some of his filthy jar­gon. Yap! yap! Bow-ow-ow-ow-ow! Yap! yap! It was sweet to hear them; it kept me alive, I tell you. It saved my life. At it they went, as if try­ing to drive me over­board with the noise! … “I won­der you had pluck enough to jump. You ain’t wanted here. If I had known who it was, I would have tipped you over—you skunk. What have you done with the oth­er? Where did you get the pluck to jump—you cow­ard? What’s to pre­vent us three from fir­ing you over­board?” … They were out of breath; the shower passed away upon the sea. Then noth­ing. There was noth­ing round the boat, not even a sound. Wanted to see me over­board, did they? Upon my soul! I think they would have had their wish if they had only kept quiet. Fire me over­board! Would they? “Try,” I said. “I would for two­pence.” “Too good for you,” they screeched to­geth­er. It was so dark that it was only when one or the oth­er of them moved that I was quite sure of see­ing him. By heav­ens! I only wish they had tried.’

			“I couldn’t help ex­claim­ing, ‘What an ex­traordin­ary af­fair!’

			“ ‘Not bad—eh?’ he said, as if in some sort astoun­ded. ‘They pre­ten­ded to think I had done away with that don­key-man for some reas­on or oth­er. Why should I? And how the dev­il was I to know? Didn’t I get some­how in­to that boat? in­to that boat—I …’ The muscles round his lips con­trac­ted in­to an un­con­scious grim­ace that tore through the mask of his usu­al ex­pres­sion—some­thing vi­ol­ent, short-lived and il­lu­min­at­ing like a twist of light­ning that ad­mits the eye for an in­stant in­to the secret con­vo­lu­tions of a cloud. ‘I did. I was plainly there with them—wasn’t I? Isn’t it aw­ful a man should be driv­en to do a thing like that—and be re­spons­ible? What did I know about their George they were howl­ing after? I re­membered I had seen him curled up on the deck. “Mur­der­ing cow­ard!” the chief kept on call­ing me. He didn’t seem able to re­mem­ber any oth­er two words. I didn’t care, only his noise began to worry me. “Shut up,” I said. At that he col­lec­ted him­self for a con­foun­ded screech. “You killed him! You killed him!” “No,” I shouted, “but I will kill you dir­ectly.” I jumped up, and he fell back­wards over a thwart with an aw­ful loud thump. I don’t know why. Too dark. Tried to step back I sup­pose. I stood still fa­cing aft, and the wretched little second began to whine, “You ain’t go­ing to hit a chap with a broken arm—and you call your­self a gen­tle­man, too.” I heard a heavy tramp—one—two—and wheezy grunt­ing. The oth­er beast was com­ing at me, clat­ter­ing his oar over the stern. I saw him mov­ing, big, big—as you see a man in a mist, in a dream. “Come on,” I cried. I would have tumbled him over like a bale of shak­ings. He stopped, muttered to him­self, and went back. Per­haps he had heard the wind. I didn’t. It was the last heavy gust we had. He went back to his oar. I was sorry. I would have tried to—to …’

			“He opened and closed his curved fin­gers, and his hands had an eager and cruel flut­ter. ‘Steady, steady,’ I mur­mured.

			“ ‘Eh? What? I am not ex­cited,’ he re­mon­strated, aw­fully hurt, and with a con­vuls­ive jerk of his el­bow knocked over the cognac bottle. I star­ted for­ward, scrap­ing my chair. He bounced off the table as if a mine had been ex­ploded be­hind his back, and half turned be­fore he alighted, crouch­ing on his feet to show me a startled pair of eyes and a face white about the nos­trils. A look of in­tense an­noy­ance suc­ceeded. ‘Aw­fully sorry. How clumsy of me!’ he mumbled, very vexed, while the pun­gent odour of spilt al­co­hol en­vel­oped us sud­denly with an at­mo­sphere of a low drink­ing-bout in the cool, pure dark­ness of the night. The lights had been put out in the din­ing-hall; our candle glimmered sol­it­ary in the long gal­lery, and the columns had turned black from ped­i­ment to cap­it­al. On the vivid stars the high corner of the Har­bour Of­fice stood out dis­tinct across the Esplanade, as though the sombre pile had glided near­er to see and hear.

			“He as­sumed an air of in­dif­fer­ence.

			“ ‘I dare say I am less calm now than I was then. I was ready for any­thing. These were trifles. …’

			“ ‘You had a lively time of it in that boat,’ I re­marked.

			“ ‘I was ready,’ he re­peated. ‘After the ship’s lights had gone, any­thing might have happened in that boat—any­thing in the world—and the world no wiser. I felt this, and I was pleased. It was just dark enough too. We were like men walled up quick in a roomy grave. No con­cern with any­thing on earth. Nobody to pass an opin­ion. Noth­ing mattered.’ For the third time dur­ing this con­ver­sa­tion he laughed harshly, but there was no one about to sus­pect him of be­ing only drunk. ‘No fear, no law, no sounds, no eyes—not even our own, till—till sun­rise at least.’

			“I was struck by the sug­gest­ive truth of his words. There is some­thing pe­cu­li­ar in a small boat upon the wide sea. Over the lives borne from un­der the shad­ow of death there seems to fall the shad­ow of mad­ness. When your ship fails you, your whole world seems to fail you; the world that made you, re­strained you, took care of you. It is as if the souls of men float­ing on an abyss and in touch with im­mens­ity had been set free for any ex­cess of hero­ism, ab­surdity, or ab­om­in­a­tion. Of course, as with be­lief, thought, love, hate, con­vic­tion, or even the visu­al as­pect of ma­ter­i­al things, there are as many ship­wrecks as there are men, and in this one there was some­thing ab­ject which made the isol­a­tion more com­plete—there was a vil­lainy of cir­cum­stances that cut these men off more com­pletely from the rest of man­kind, whose ideal of con­duct had nev­er un­der­gone the tri­al of a fiendish and ap­palling joke. They were ex­as­per­ated with him for be­ing a half­hearted shirk­er: he fo­cused on them his hatred of the whole thing; he would have liked to take a sig­nal re­venge for the ab­hor­rent op­por­tun­ity they had put in his way. Trust a boat on the high seas to bring out the Ir­ra­tion­al that lurks at the bot­tom of every thought, sen­ti­ment, sen­sa­tion, emo­tion. It was part of the bur­lesque mean­ness per­vad­ing that par­tic­u­lar dis­aster at sea that they did not come to blows. It was all threats, all a ter­ribly ef­fect­ive feint, a sham from be­gin­ning to end, planned by the tre­mend­ous dis­dain of the Dark Powers whose real ter­rors, al­ways on the verge of tri­umph, are per­petu­ally foiled by the stead­fast­ness of men. I asked, after wait­ing for a while, ‘Well, what happened?’ A fu­tile ques­tion. I knew too much already to hope for the grace of a single up­lift­ing touch, for the fa­vour of hin­ted mad­ness, of shad­owed hor­ror. ‘Noth­ing,’ he said. ‘I meant busi­ness, but they meant noise only. Noth­ing happened.’

			“And the rising sun found him just as he had jumped up first in the bows of the boat. What a per­sist­ence of read­i­ness! He had been hold­ing the tiller in his hand, too, all the night. They had dropped the rud­der over­board while at­tempt­ing to ship it, and I sup­pose the tiller got kicked for­ward some­how while they were rush­ing up and down that boat try­ing to do all sorts of things at once so as to get clear of the side. It was a long heavy piece of hard wood, and ap­par­ently he had been clutch­ing it for six hours or so. If you don’t call that be­ing ready! Can you ima­gine him, si­lent and on his feet half the night, his face to the gusts of rain, star­ing at sombre forms watch­ful of vague move­ments, strain­ing his ears to catch rare low mur­murs in the stern-sheets! Firm­ness of cour­age or ef­fort of fear? What do you think? And the en­dur­ance is un­deni­able too. Six hours more or less on the de­fens­ive; six hours of alert im­mob­il­ity while the boat drove slowly or floated ar­res­ted, ac­cord­ing to the caprice of the wind; while the sea, calmed, slept at last; while the clouds passed above his head; while the sky from an im­mens­ity lustre­less and black, di­min­ished to a sombre and lus­trous vault, scin­til­lated with a great­er bril­liance, faded to the east, paled at the zenith; while the dark shapes blot­ting the low stars astern got out­lines, re­lief be­came shoulders, heads, faces, fea­tures—con­fron­ted him with dreary stares, had dishevelled hair, torn clothes, blinked red eye­lids at the white dawn. ‘They looked as though they had been knock­ing about drunk in gut­ters for a week,’ he de­scribed graph­ic­ally; and then he muttered some­thing about the sun­rise be­ing of a kind that fore­tells a calm day. You know that sail­or habit of re­fer­ring to the weath­er in every con­nec­tion. And on my side his few mumbled words were enough to make me see the lower limb of the sun clear­ing the line of the ho­ri­zon, the tremble of a vast ripple run­ning over all the vis­ible ex­panse of the sea, as if the wa­ters had shuddered, giv­ing birth to the globe of light, while the last puff of the breeze would stir the air in a sigh of re­lief.

			“ ‘They sat in the stern shoulder to shoulder, with the skip­per in the middle, like three dirty owls, and stared at me,’ I heard him say with an in­ten­tion of hate that dis­tilled a cor­ros­ive vir­tue in­to the com­mon­place words like a drop of power­ful pois­on fall­ing in­to a glass of wa­ter; but my thoughts dwelt upon that sun­rise. I could ima­gine un­der the pel­lu­cid empti­ness of the sky these four men im­prisoned in the solitude of the sea, the lonely sun, re­gard­less of the speck of life, as­cend­ing the clear curve of the heav­en as if to gaze ar­dently from a great­er height at his own splend­our re­flec­ted in the still ocean. ‘They called out to me from aft,’ said Jim, ‘as though we had been chums to­geth­er. I heard them. They were beg­ging me to be sens­ible and drop that “bloom­ing piece of wood.” Why would I carry on so? They hadn’t done me any harm—had they? There had been no harm. … No harm!’

			“His face crim­soned as though he could not get rid of the air in his lungs.

			“ ‘No harm!’ he burst out. ‘I leave it to you. You can un­der­stand. Can’t you? You see it—don’t you? No harm! Good God! What more could they have done? Oh yes, I know very well—I jumped. Cer­tainly. I jumped! I told you I jumped; but I tell you they were too much for any man. It was their do­ing as plainly as if they had reached up with a boat-hook and pulled me over. Can’t you see it? You must see it. Come. Speak—straight out.’

			“His un­easy eyes fastened upon mine, ques­tioned, begged, chal­lenged, en­treated. For the life of me I couldn’t help mur­mur­ing, ‘You’ve been tried.’ ‘More than is fair,’ he caught up swiftly. ‘I wasn’t giv­en half a chance—with a gang like that. And now they were friendly—oh, so dam­nably friendly! Chums, ship­mates. All in the same boat. Make the best of it. They hadn’t meant any­thing. They didn’t care a hang for George. George had gone back to his berth for some­thing at the last mo­ment and got caught. The man was a mani­fest fool. Very sad, of course. … Their eyes looked at me; their lips moved; they wagged their heads at the oth­er end of the boat—three of them; they beckoned—to me. Why not? Hadn’t I jumped? I said noth­ing. There are no words for the sort of things I wanted to say. If I had opened my lips just then I would have simply howled like an an­im­al. I was ask­ing my­self when I would wake up. They urged me aloud to come aft and hear quietly what the skip­per had to say. We were sure to be picked up be­fore the even­ing—right in the track of all the Canal traffic; there was smoke to the north­w­est now.

			“ ‘It gave me an aw­ful shock to see this faint, faint blur, this low trail of brown mist through which you could see the bound­ary of sea and sky. I called out to them that I could hear very well where I was. The skip­per star­ted swear­ing, as hoarse as a crow. He wasn’t go­ing to talk at the top of his voice for my ac­com­mod­a­tion. “Are you afraid they will hear you on shore?” I asked. He glared as if he would have liked to claw me to pieces. The chief en­gin­eer ad­vised him to hu­mour me. He said I wasn’t right in my head yet. The oth­er rose astern, like a thick pil­lar of flesh—and talked—talked. …’

			“Jim re­mained thought­ful. ‘Well?’ I said. ‘What did I care what story they agreed to make up?’ he cried reck­lessly. ‘They could tell what they jolly well liked. It was their busi­ness. I knew the story. Noth­ing they could make people be­lieve could al­ter it for me. I let him talk, ar­gue—talk, ar­gue. He went on and on and on. Sud­denly I felt my legs give way un­der me. I was sick, tired—tired to death. I let fall the tiller, turned my back on them, and sat down on the fore­most thwart. I had enough. They called to me to know if I un­der­stood—wasn’t it true, every word of it? It was true, by God! after their fash­ion. I did not turn my head. I heard them pa­laver­ing to­geth­er. “The silly ass won’t say any­thing.” “Oh, he un­der­stands well enough.” “Let him be; he will be all right.” “What can he do?” What could I do? Wer­en’t we all in the same boat? I tried to be deaf. The smoke had dis­ap­peared to the north­ward. It was a dead calm. They had a drink from the wa­ter-break­er, and I drank too. Af­ter­wards they made a great busi­ness of spread­ing the boat-sail over the gun­wales. Would I keep a lookout? They crept un­der, out of my sight, thank God! I felt weary, weary, done up, as if I hadn’t had one hour’s sleep since the day I was born. I couldn’t see the wa­ter for the glit­ter of the sun­shine. From time to time one of them would creep out, stand up to take a look all round, and get un­der again. I could hear spells of snor­ing be­low the sail. Some of them could sleep. One of them at least. I couldn’t! All was light, light, and the boat seemed to be fall­ing through it. Now and then I would feel quite sur­prised to find my­self sit­ting on a thwart. …’

			“He began to walk with meas­ured steps to and fro be­fore my chair, one hand in his trousers-pock­et, his head bent thought­fully, and his right arm at long in­ter­vals raised for a ges­ture that seemed to put out of his way an in­vis­ible in­truder.

			“ ‘I sup­pose you think I was go­ing mad,’ he began in a changed tone. ‘And well you may, if you re­mem­ber I had lost my cap. The sun crept all the way from east to west over my bare head, but that day I could not come to any harm, I sup­pose. The sun could not make me mad. …’ His right arm put aside the idea of mad­ness. … ‘Neither could it kill me. …’ Again his arm re­pulsed a shad­ow. … ‘That res­ted with me.’

			“ ‘Did it?’ I said, in­ex­press­ibly amazed at this new turn, and I looked at him with the same sort of feel­ing I might be fairly con­ceived to ex­per­i­ence had he, after spin­ning round on his heel, presen­ted an al­to­geth­er new face.

			“ ‘I didn’t get brain fever, I did not drop dead either,’ he went on. ‘I didn’t both­er my­self at all about the sun over my head. I was think­ing as coolly as any man that ever sat think­ing in the shade. That greasy beast of a skip­per poked his big cropped head from un­der the can­vas and screwed his fishy eyes up at me. “Don­ner­wet­ter! you will die,” he growled, and drew in like a turtle. I had seen him. I had heard him. He didn’t in­ter­rupt me. I was think­ing just then that I wouldn’t.’

			“He tried to sound my thought with an at­tent­ive glance dropped on me in passing. ‘Do you mean to say you had been de­lib­er­at­ing with your­self wheth­er you would die?’ I asked in as im­pen­et­rable a tone as I could com­mand. He nod­ded without stop­ping. ‘Yes, it had come to that as I sat there alone,’ he said. He passed on a few steps to the ima­gin­ary end of his beat, and when he flung round to come back both his hands were thrust deep in­to his pock­ets. He stopped short in front of my chair and looked down. ‘Don’t you be­lieve it?’ he in­quired with tense curi­os­ity. I was moved to make a sol­emn de­clar­a­tion of my read­i­ness to be­lieve im­pli­citly any­thing he thought fit to tell me.”

		
	
		
			XI

			“He heard me out with his head on one side, and I had an­oth­er glimpse through a rent in the mist in which he moved and had his be­ing. The dim candle spluttered with­in the ball of glass, and that was all I had to see him by; at his back was the dark night with the clear stars, whose dis­tant glit­ter dis­posed in re­treat­ing planes lured the eye in­to the depths of a great­er dark­ness; and yet a mys­ter­i­ous light seemed to show me his boy­ish head, as if in that mo­ment the youth with­in him had, for a mo­ment, glowed and ex­pired. ‘You are an aw­ful good sort to listen like this,’ he said. ‘It does me good. You don’t know what it is to me. You don’t’ … words seemed to fail him. It was a dis­tinct glimpse. He was a young­ster of the sort you like to see about you; of the sort you like to ima­gine your­self to have been; of the sort whose ap­pear­ance claims the fel­low­ship of these il­lu­sions you had thought gone out, ex­tinct, cold, and which, as if re­kindled at the ap­proach of an­oth­er flame, give a flut­ter deep, deep down some­where, give a flut­ter of light … of heat! … Yes; I had a glimpse of him then … and it was not the last of that kind. … ‘You don’t know what it is for a fel­low in my po­s­i­tion to be be­lieved—make a clean breast of it to an eld­er man. It is so dif­fi­cult—so aw­fully un­fair—so hard to un­der­stand.’

			“The mists were clos­ing again. I don’t know how old I ap­peared to him—and how much wise. Not half as old as I felt just then; not half as use­lessly wise as I knew my­self to be. Surely in no oth­er craft as in that of the sea do the hearts of those already launched to sink or swim go out so much to the youth on the brink, look­ing with shin­ing eyes upon that glit­ter of the vast sur­face which is only a re­flec­tion of his own glances full of fire. There is such mag­ni­fi­cent vague­ness in the ex­pect­a­tions that had driv­en each of us to sea, such a glor­i­ous in­def­in­ite­ness, such a beau­ti­ful greed of ad­ven­tures that are their own and only re­ward. What we get—well, we won’t talk of that; but can one of us re­strain a smile? In no oth­er kind of life is the il­lu­sion more wide of real­ity—in no oth­er is the be­gin­ning all il­lu­sion—the dis­en­chant­ment more swift—the sub­jug­a­tion more com­plete. Hadn’t we all com­menced with the same de­sire, ended with the same know­ledge, car­ried the memory of the same cher­ished glam­our through the sor­did days of im­prec­a­tion? What won­der that when some heavy prod gets home the bond is found to be close; that be­sides the fel­low­ship of the craft there is felt the strength of a wider feel­ing—the feel­ing that binds a man to a child. He was there be­fore me, be­liev­ing that age and wis­dom can find a rem­edy against the pain of truth, giv­ing me a glimpse of him­self as a young fel­low in a scrape that is the very dev­il of a scrape, the sort of scrape grey­beards wag at sol­emnly while they hide a smile. And he had been de­lib­er­at­ing upon death—con­found him! He had found that to med­it­ate about be­cause he thought he had saved his life, while all its glam­our had gone with the ship in the night. What more nat­ur­al! It was tra­gic enough and funny enough in all con­science to call aloud for com­pas­sion, and in what was I bet­ter than the rest of us to re­fuse him my pity? And even as I looked at him the mists rolled in­to the rent, and his voice spoke—

			“ ‘I was so lost, you know. It was the sort of thing one does not ex­pect to hap­pen to one. It was not like a fight, for in­stance.’

			“ ‘It was not,’ I ad­mit­ted. He ap­peared changed, as if he had sud­denly ma­tured.

			“ ‘One couldn’t be sure,’ he muttered.

			“ ‘Ah! You were not sure,’ I said, and was pla­cated by the sound of a faint sigh that passed between us like the flight of a bird in the night.

			“ ‘Well, I wasn’t,’ he said cour­ageously. ‘It was some­thing like that wretched story they made up. It was not a lie—but it wasn’t truth all the same. It was some­thing. … One knows a down­right lie. There was not the thick­ness of a sheet of pa­per between the right and the wrong of this af­fair.’

			“ ‘How much more did you want?’ I asked; but I think I spoke so low that he did not catch what I said. He had ad­vanced his ar­gu­ment as though life had been a net­work of paths sep­ar­ated by chasms. His voice soun­ded reas­on­able.

			“ ‘Sup­pose I had not—I mean to say, sup­pose I had stuck to the ship? Well. How much longer? Say a minute—half a minute. Come. In thirty seconds, as it seemed cer­tain then, I would have been over­board; and do you think I would not have laid hold of the first thing that came in my way—oar, life-buoy, grat­ing—any­thing? Wouldn’t you?’

			“ ‘And be saved,’ I in­ter­jec­ted.

			“ ‘I would have meant to be,’ he re­tor­ted. ‘And that’s more than I meant when I’ … he shivered as if about to swal­low some naus­eous drug … ‘jumped,’ he pro­nounced with a con­vuls­ive ef­fort, whose stress, as if propag­ated by the waves of the air, made my body stir a little in the chair. He fixed me with lower­ing eyes. ‘Don’t you be­lieve me?’ he cried. ‘I swear! … Con­found it! You got me here to talk, and … You must! … You said you would be­lieve.’ ‘Of course I do,’ I pro­tested, in a mat­ter-of-fact tone which pro­duced a calm­ing ef­fect. ‘For­give me,’ he said. ‘Of course I wouldn’t have talked to you about all this if you had not been a gen­tle­man. I ought to have known … I am—I am—a gen­tle­man too …’ ‘Yes, yes,’ I said hast­ily. He was look­ing me squarely in the face, and with­drew his gaze slowly. ‘Now you un­der­stand why I didn’t after all … didn’t go out in that way. I wasn’t go­ing to be frightened at what I had done. And, any­how, if I had stuck to the ship I would have done my best to be saved. Men have been known to float for hours—in the open sea—and be picked up not much the worse for it. I might have las­ted it out bet­ter than many oth­ers. There’s noth­ing the mat­ter with my heart.’ He with­drew his right fist from his pock­et, and the blow he struck on his chest re­soun­ded like a muffled det­on­a­tion in the night.

			“ ‘No,’ I said. He med­it­ated, with his legs slightly apart and his chin sunk. ‘A hair’s-breadth,’ he muttered. ‘Not the breadth of a hair between this and that. And at the time …’

			“ ‘It is dif­fi­cult to see a hair at mid­night,’ I put in, a little vi­ciously I fear. Don’t you see what I mean by the solid­ar­ity of the craft? I was ag­grieved against him, as though he had cheated me—me!—of a splen­did op­por­tun­ity to keep up the il­lu­sion of my be­gin­nings, as though he had robbed our com­mon life of the last spark of its glam­our. ‘And so you cleared out—at once.’

			“ ‘Jumped,’ he cor­rec­ted me in­cis­ively. ‘Jumped—mind!’ he re­peated, and I wondered at the evid­ent but ob­scure in­ten­tion. ‘Well, yes! Per­haps I could not see then. But I had plenty of time and any amount of light in that boat. And I could think, too. Nobody would know, of course, but this did not make it any easi­er for me. You’ve got to be­lieve that, too. I did not want all this talk. … No … Yes … I won’t lie … I wanted it: it is the very thing I wanted—there. Do you think you or any­body could have made me if I … I am—I am not afraid to tell. And I wasn’t afraid to think either. I looked it in the face. I wasn’t go­ing to run away. At first—at night, if it hadn’t been for those fel­lows I might have … No! by heav­ens! I was not go­ing to give them that sat­is­fac­tion. They had done enough. They made up a story, and be­lieved it for all I know. But I knew the truth, and I would live it down—alone, with my­self. I wasn’t go­ing to give in to such a beastly un­fair thing. What did it prove after all? I was con­foun­dedly cut up. Sick of life—to tell you the truth; but what would have been the good to shirk it—in—in—that way? That was not the way. I be­lieve—I be­lieve it would have—it would have ended—noth­ing.’

			“He had been walk­ing up and down, but with the last word he turned short at me.

			“ ‘What do you be­lieve?’ he asked with vi­ol­ence. A pause en­sued, and sud­denly I felt my­self over­come by a pro­found and hope­less fa­tigue, as though his voice had startled me out of a dream of wan­der­ing through empty spaces whose im­mens­ity had har­assed my soul and ex­hausted my body.

			“ ‘… Would have ended noth­ing,’ he muttered over me ob­stin­ately, after a little while. ‘No! the prop­er thing was to face it out—alone for my­self—wait for an­oth­er chance—find out …’ ”

		
	
		
			XII

			“All around everything was still as far as the ear could reach. The mist of his feel­ings shif­ted between us, as if dis­turbed by his struggles, and in the rifts of the im­ma­ter­i­al veil he would ap­pear to my star­ing eyes dis­tinct of form and preg­nant with vague ap­peal like a sym­bol­ic fig­ure in a pic­ture. The chill air of the night seemed to lie on my limbs as heavy as a slab of marble.

			“ ‘I see,’ I mur­mured, more to prove to my­self that I could break my state of numb­ness than for any oth­er reas­on.

			“ ‘The Avondale picked us up just be­fore sun­set,’ he re­marked moodily. ‘Steamed right straight for us. We had only to sit and wait.’

			“After a long in­ter­val, he said, ‘They told their story.’ And again there was that op­press­ive si­lence. ‘Then only I knew what it was I had made up my mind to,’ he ad­ded.

			“ ‘You said noth­ing,’ I whispered.

			“ ‘What could I say?’ he asked, in the same low tone. … ‘Shock slight. Stopped the ship. As­cer­tained the dam­age. Took meas­ures to get the boats out without cre­at­ing a pan­ic. As the first boat was lowered ship went down in a squall. Sank like lead. … What could be more clear’ … he hung his head … ‘and more aw­ful?’ His lips quivered while he looked straight in­to my eyes. ‘I had jumped—hadn’t I?’ he asked, dis­mayed. ‘That’s what I had to live down. The story didn’t mat­ter.’ … He clasped his hands for an in­stant, glanced right and left in­to the gloom: ‘It was like cheat­ing the dead,’ he stammered.

			“ ‘And there were no dead,’ I said.

			“He went away from me at this. That is the only way I can de­scribe it. In a mo­ment I saw his back close to the bal­us­trade. He stood there for some time, as if ad­mir­ing the pur­ity and the peace of the night. Some flower­ing-shrub in the garden be­low spread its power­ful scent through the damp air. He re­turned to me with hasty steps.

			“ ‘And that did not mat­ter,’ he said, as stub­bornly as you please.

			“ ‘Per­haps not,’ I ad­mit­ted. I began to have a no­tion he was too much for me. After all, what did I know?

			“ ‘Dead or not dead, I could not get clear,’ he said. ‘I had to live; hadn’t I?’

			“ ‘Well, yes—if you take it in that way,’ I mumbled.

			“ ‘I was glad, of course,’ he threw out care­lessly with his mind fixed on some­thing else. ‘The ex­pos­ure,’ he pro­nounced slowly, and lif­ted his head. ‘Do you know what was my first thought when I heard? I was re­lieved. I was re­lieved to learn that those shouts—did I tell you I had heard shouts? No? Well, I did. Shouts for help … blown along with the drizzle. Ima­gin­a­tion, I sup­pose. And yet I can hardly … How stu­pid. … The oth­ers did not. I asked them af­ter­wards. They all said No. No? And I was hear­ing them even then! I might have known—but I didn’t think—I only listened. Very faint screams—day after day. Then that little half-caste chap here came up and spoke to me. “The Pat­na … French gun­boat … towed suc­cess­fully to Ad­en … In­vest­ig­a­tion … Mar­ine Of­fice … Sail­ors’ Home … ar­range­ments made for your board and lodging!” I walked along with him, and I en­joyed the si­lence. So there had been no shout­ing. Ima­gin­a­tion. I had to be­lieve him. I could hear noth­ing any more. I won­der how long I could have stood it. It was get­ting worse, too … I mean—louder.’

			“He fell in­to thought.

			“ ‘And I had heard noth­ing! Well—so be it. But the lights! The lights did go! We did not see them. They were not there. If they had been, I would have swam back—I would have gone back and shouted along­side—I would have begged them to take me on board. … I would have had my chance. … You doubt me? … How do you know how I felt? … What right have you to doubt? … I very nearly did it as it was—do you un­der­stand?’ His voice fell. ‘There was not a glim­mer—not a glim­mer,’ he pro­tested mourn­fully. ‘Don’t you un­der­stand that if there had been, you would not have seen me here? You see me—and you doubt.’

			“I shook my head neg­at­ively. This ques­tion of the lights be­ing lost sight of when the boat could not have been more than a quarter of a mile from the ship was a mat­ter for much dis­cus­sion. Jim stuck to it that there was noth­ing to be seen after the first shower had cleared away; and the oth­ers had af­firmed the same thing to the of­ficers of the Avondale. Of course people shook their heads and smiled. One old skip­per who sat near me in court tickled my ear with his white beard to mur­mur, ‘Of course they would lie.’ As a mat­ter of fact nobody lied; not even the chief en­gin­eer with his story of the masthead light drop­ping like a match you throw down. Not con­sciously, at least. A man with his liv­er in such a state might very well have seen a float­ing spark in the corner of his eye when steal­ing a hur­ried glance over his shoulder. They had seen no light of any sort though they were well with­in range, and they could only ex­plain this in one way: the ship had gone down. It was ob­vi­ous and com­fort­ing. The fore­seen fact com­ing so swiftly had jus­ti­fied their haste. No won­der they did not cast about for any oth­er ex­plan­a­tion. Yet the true one was very simple, and as soon as Bri­erly sug­ges­ted it the court ceased to both­er about the ques­tion. If you re­mem­ber, the ship had been stopped, and was ly­ing with her head on the course steered through the night, with her stern can­ted high and her bows brought low down in the wa­ter through the filling of the fore-com­part­ment. Be­ing thus out of trim, when the squall struck her a little on the quarter, she swung head to wind as sharply as though she had been at an­chor. By this change in her po­s­i­tion all her lights were in a very few mo­ments shut off from the boat to lee­ward. It may very well be that, had they been seen, they would have had the ef­fect of a mute ap­peal—that their glim­mer lost in the dark­ness of the cloud would have had the mys­ter­i­ous power of the hu­man glance that can awaken the feel­ings of re­morse and pity. It would have said, ‘I am here—still here’ … and what more can the eye of the most for­saken of hu­man be­ings say? But she turned her back on them as if in dis­dain of their fate: she had swung round, burdened, to glare stub­bornly at the new danger of the open sea which she so strangely sur­vived to end her days in a break­ing-up yard, as if it had been her re­cor­ded fate to die ob­scurely un­der the blows of many ham­mers. What were the vari­ous ends their des­tiny provided for the pil­grims I am un­able to say; but the im­me­di­ate fu­ture brought, at about nine o’clock next morn­ing, a French gun­boat home­ward bound from Réunion. The re­port of her com­mand­er was pub­lic prop­erty. He had swept a little out of his course to as­cer­tain what was the mat­ter with that steam­er float­ing dan­ger­ously by the head upon a still and hazy sea. There was an en­sign, uni­on down, fly­ing at her main gaff (the serang had the sense to make a sig­nal of dis­tress at day­light); but the cooks were pre­par­ing the food in the cook­ing-boxes for­ward as usu­al. The decks were packed as close as a sheep-pen: there were people perched all along the rails, jammed on the bridge in a sol­id mass; hun­dreds of eyes stared, and not a sound was heard when the gun­boat ranged abreast, as if all that mul­ti­tude of lips had been sealed by a spell.

			“The French­man hailed, could get no in­tel­li­gible reply, and after as­cer­tain­ing through his bin­ocu­lars that the crowd on deck did not look plague-stricken, de­cided to send a boat. Two of­ficers came on board, listened to the serang, tried to talk with the Ar­ab, couldn’t make head or tail of it: but of course the nature of the emer­gency was ob­vi­ous enough. They were also very much struck by dis­cov­er­ing a white man, dead and curled up peace­fully on the bridge. ‘Fort in­trigués par ce ca­da­vre,’ as I was in­formed a long time after by an eld­erly French lieu­ten­ant whom I came across one af­ter­noon in Sydney, by the merest chance, in a sort of café, and who re­membered the af­fair per­fectly. In­deed this af­fair, I may no­tice in passing, had an ex­traordin­ary power of de­fy­ing the short­ness of memor­ies and the length of time: it seemed to live, with a sort of un­canny vi­tal­ity, in the minds of men, on the tips of their tongues. I’ve had the ques­tion­able pleas­ure of meet­ing it of­ten, years af­ter­wards, thou­sands of miles away, emer­ging from the re­motest pos­sible talk, com­ing to the sur­face of the most dis­tant al­lu­sions. Has it not turned up to­night between us? And I am the only sea­man here. I am the only one to whom it is a memory. And yet it has made its way out! But if two men who, un­known to each oth­er, knew of this af­fair met ac­ci­dent­ally on any spot of this earth, the thing would pop up between them as sure as fate, be­fore they par­ted. I had nev­er seen that French­man be­fore, and at the end of an hour we had done with each oth­er for life: he did not seem par­tic­u­larly talk­at­ive either; he was a quiet, massive chap in a creased uni­form, sit­ting drowsily over a tum­bler half full of some dark li­quid. His shoulder-straps were a bit tar­nished, his clean-shaved cheeks were large and sal­low; he looked like a man who would be giv­en to tak­ing snuff—don’t you know? I won’t say he did; but the habit would have fit­ted that kind of man. It all began by his hand­ing me a num­ber of Home News, which I didn’t want, across the marble table. I said, ‘Merci.’ We ex­changed a few ap­par­ently in­no­cent re­marks, and sud­denly, be­fore I knew how it had come about, we were in the midst of it, and he was telling me how much they had been ‘in­trigued by that corpse.’ It turned out he had been one of the board­ing of­ficers.

			“In the es­tab­lish­ment where we sat one could get a vari­ety of for­eign drinks which were kept for the vis­it­ing nav­al of­ficers, and he took a sip of the dark med­ic­al-look­ing stuff, which prob­ably was noth­ing more nasty than cas­sis a l’eau, and glan­cing with one eye in­to the tum­bler, shook his head slightly. ‘Im­possible de com­pren­dre—vous con­cevez,’ he said, with a curi­ous mix­ture of un­con­cern and thought­ful­ness. I could very eas­ily con­ceive how im­possible it had been for them to un­der­stand. Nobody in the gun­boat knew enough Eng­lish to get hold of the story as told by the serang. There was a good deal of noise, too, round the two of­ficers. ‘They crowded upon us. There was a circle round that dead man (au­tour de ce mort),’ he de­scribed. ‘One had to at­tend to the most press­ing. These people were be­gin­ning to agit­ate them­selves—Parbleu! A mob like that—don’t you see?’ he in­ter­jec­ted with philo­soph­ic in­dul­gence. As to the bulk­head, he had ad­vised his com­mand­er that the safest thing was to leave it alone, it was so vil­lain­ous to look at. They got two hawsers on board promptly (en toute hâte) and took the Pat­na in tow—stern fore­most at that—which, un­der the cir­cum­stances, was not so fool­ish, since the rud­der was too much out of the wa­ter to be of any great use for steer­ing, and this man­oeuvre eased the strain on the bulk­head, whose state, he ex­pounded with stol­id glib­ness, de­man­ded the greatest care (éx­i­geait les plus grands mén­age­ments). I could not help think­ing that my new ac­quaint­ance must have had a voice in most of these ar­range­ments: he looked a re­li­able of­ficer, no longer very act­ive, and he was seaman­like too, in a way, though as he sat there, with his thick fin­gers clasped lightly on his stom­ach, he re­minded you of one of those snuffy, quiet vil­lage priests, in­to whose ears are poured the sins, the suf­fer­ings, the re­morse of peas­ant gen­er­a­tions, on whose faces the pla­cid and simple ex­pres­sion is like a veil thrown over the mys­tery of pain and dis­tress. He ought to have had a thread­bare black sou­tane buttoned smoothly up to his ample chin, in­stead of a frock-coat with shoulder-straps and brass but­tons. His broad bos­om heaved reg­u­larly while he went on telling me that it had been the very dev­il of a job, as doubt­less (sans doute) I could fig­ure to my­self in my qual­ity of a sea­man (en votre qual­ité de mar­in). At the end of the peri­od he in­clined his body slightly to­wards me, and, purs­ing his shaved lips, al­lowed the air to es­cape with a gentle hiss. ‘Luck­ily,’ he con­tin­ued, ‘the sea was level like this table, and there was no more wind than there is here.’ … The place struck me as in­deed in­tol­er­ably stuffy, and very hot; my face burned as though I had been young enough to be em­bar­rassed and blush­ing. They had dir­ec­ted their course, he pur­sued, to the nearest Eng­lish port ‘naturelle­ment,’ where their re­spons­ib­il­ity ceased, ‘Dieu merci.’ … He blew out his flat cheeks a little. … ‘Be­cause, mind you (notez bi­en), all the time of tow­ing we had two quarter­mas­ters sta­tioned with axes by the hawsers, to cut us clear of our tow in case she …’ He fluttered down­wards his heavy eye­lids, mak­ing his mean­ing as plain as pos­sible. … ‘What would you! One does what one can (on fait ce qu’on peut),’ and for a mo­ment he man­aged to in­vest his pon­der­ous im­mob­il­ity with an air of resig­na­tion. ‘Two quarter­mas­ters—thirty hours—al­ways there. Two!’ he re­peated, lift­ing up his right hand a little, and ex­hib­it­ing two fin­gers. This was ab­so­lutely the first ges­ture I saw him make. It gave me the op­por­tun­ity to ‘note’ a starred scar on the back of his hand—ef­fect of a gun­shot clearly; and, as if my sight had been made more acute by this dis­cov­ery, I per­ceived also the seam of an old wound, be­gin­ning a little be­low the temple and go­ing out of sight un­der the short grey hair at the side of his head—the graze of a spear or the cut of a sabre. He clasped his hands on his stom­ach again. ‘I re­mained on board that—that—my memory is go­ing (s’en va). Ah! Patt-nà. C’est bi­en ça. Patt-nà. Merci. It is droll how one for­gets. I stayed on that ship thirty hours. …’

			“ ‘You did!’ I ex­claimed. Still gaz­ing at his hands, he pursed his lips a little, but this time made no hiss­ing sound. ‘It was judged prop­er,’ he said, lift­ing his eye­brows dis­pas­sion­ately, ‘that one of the of­ficers should re­main to keep an eye open (pour ouv­rir l’oeil)’ … he sighed idly … ‘and for com­mu­nic­at­ing by sig­nals with the tow­ing ship—do you see?—and so on. For the rest, it was my opin­ion too. We made our boats ready to drop over—and I also on that ship took meas­ures. … En­fin! One has done one’s pos­sible. It was a del­ic­ate po­s­i­tion. Thirty hours! They pre­pared me some food. As for the wine—go and whistle for it—not a drop.’ In some ex­traordin­ary way, without any marked change in his in­ert at­ti­tude and in the pla­cid ex­pres­sion of his face, he man­aged to con­vey the idea of pro­found dis­gust. ‘I—you know—when it comes to eat­ing without my glass of wine—I am nowhere.’

			“I was afraid he would en­large upon the griev­ance, for though he didn’t stir a limb or twitch a fea­ture, he made one aware how much he was ir­rit­ated by the re­col­lec­tion. But he seemed to for­get all about it. They de­livered their charge to the ‘port au­thor­it­ies,’ as he ex­pressed it. He was struck by the calmness with which it had been re­ceived. ‘One might have thought they had such a droll find (drôle de trouv­aille) brought them every day. You are ex­traordin­ary—you oth­ers,’ he com­men­ted, with his back propped against the wall, and look­ing him­self as in­cap­able of an emo­tion­al dis­play as a sack of meal. There happened to be a man-of-war and an In­di­an Mar­ine steam­er in the har­bour at the time, and he did not con­ceal his ad­mir­a­tion of the ef­fi­cient man­ner in which the boats of these two ships cleared the Pat­na of her pas­sen­gers. In­deed his tor­pid de­mean­our con­cealed noth­ing: it had that mys­ter­i­ous, al­most mi­ra­cu­lous, power of pro­du­cing strik­ing ef­fects by means im­possible of de­tec­tion which is the last word of the highest art. ‘Twenty-five minutes—watch in hand—twenty-five, no more.’ … He un­clasped and clasped again his fin­gers without re­mov­ing his hands from his stom­ach, and made it in­fin­itely more ef­fect­ive than if he had thrown up his arms to heav­en in amazement. … ‘All that lot (tout ce monde) on shore—with their little af­fairs—nobody left but a guard of sea­men (mar­ins de l’État) and that in­ter­est­ing corpse (cet in­téress­ant ca­da­vre). Twenty-five minutes.’ … With down­cast eyes and his head tilted slightly on one side he seemed to roll know­ingly on his tongue the sa­vour of a smart bit of work. He per­suaded one without any fur­ther demon­stra­tion that his ap­prov­al was em­in­ently worth hav­ing, and re­sum­ing his hardly in­ter­rup­ted im­mob­il­ity, he went on to in­form me that, be­ing un­der or­ders to make the best of their way to Toulon, they left in two hours’ time, ‘so that (de sorte que) there are many things in this in­cid­ent of my life (dans cet épis­ode de ma vie) which have re­mained ob­scure.’ ”

		
	
		
			XIII

			“After these words, and without a change of at­ti­tude, he, so to speak, sub­mit­ted him­self pass­ively to a state of si­lence. I kept him com­pany; and sud­denly, but not ab­ruptly, as if the ap­poin­ted time had ar­rived for his mod­er­ate and husky voice to come out of his im­mob­il­ity, he pro­nounced, ‘Mon Dieu! how the time passes!’ Noth­ing could have been more com­mon­place than this re­mark; but its ut­ter­ance co­in­cided for me with a mo­ment of vis­ion. It’s ex­traordin­ary how we go through life with eyes half shut, with dull ears, with dormant thoughts. Per­haps it’s just as well; and it may be that it is this very dull­ness that makes life to the in­cal­cul­able ma­jor­ity so sup­port­able and so wel­come. Nev­er­the­less, there can be but few of us who had nev­er known one of these rare mo­ments of awaken­ing when we see, hear, un­der­stand ever so much—everything—in a flash—be­fore we fall back again in­to our agree­able som­no­lence. I raised my eyes when he spoke, and I saw him as though I had nev­er seen him be­fore. I saw his chin sunk on his breast, the clumsy folds of his coat, his clasped hands, his mo­tion­less pose, so curi­ously sug­gest­ive of his hav­ing been simply left there. Time had passed in­deed: it had over­taken him and gone ahead. It had left him hope­lessly be­hind with a few poor gifts: the iron-grey hair, the heavy fa­tigue of the tanned face, two scars, a pair of tar­nished shoulder-straps; one of those steady, re­li­able men who are the raw ma­ter­i­al of great repu­ta­tions, one of those un­coun­ted lives that are bur­ied without drums and trum­pets un­der the found­a­tions of mo­nu­ment­al suc­cesses. ‘I am now third lieu­ten­ant of the Vic­torieuse’ (she was the flag­ship of the French Pa­cific squad­ron at the time), he said, de­tach­ing his shoulders from the wall a couple of inches to in­tro­duce him­self. I bowed slightly on my side of the table, and told him I com­manded a mer­chant ves­sel at present anchored in Rush­cut­ters’ Bay. He had ‘re­marked’ her—a pretty little craft. He was very civil about it in his im­pass­ive way. I even fancy he went the length of tilt­ing his head in com­pli­ment as he re­peated, breath­ing vis­ibly the while, ‘Ah, yes. A little craft painted black—very pretty—very pretty (très coquet).’ After a time he twis­ted his body slowly to face the glass door on our right. ‘A dull town (triste ville),’ he ob­served, star­ing in­to the street. It was a bril­liant day; a south­erly buster was ra­ging, and we could see the pass­ersby, men and wo­men, buf­feted by the wind on the side­walks, the sun­lit fronts of the houses across the road blurred by the tall whirls of dust. ‘I des­cen­ded on shore,’ he said, ‘to stretch my legs a little, but …’ He didn’t fin­ish, and sank in­to the depths of his re­pose. ‘Pray—tell me,’ he began, com­ing up pon­der­ously, ‘what was there at the bot­tom of this af­fair—pre­cisely (au juste)? It is curi­ous. That dead man, for in­stance—and so on.’

			“ ‘There were liv­ing men too,’ I said; ‘much more curi­ous.’

			“ ‘No doubt, no doubt,’ he agreed half aud­ibly, then, as if after ma­ture con­sid­er­a­tion, mur­mured, ‘Evid­ently.’ I made no dif­fi­culty in com­mu­nic­at­ing to him what had in­ter­ested me most in this af­fair. It seemed as though he had a right to know: hadn’t he spent thirty hours on board the Pat­na—had he not taken the suc­ces­sion, so to speak, had he not done ‘his pos­sible’? He listened to me, look­ing more priest-like than ever, and with what—prob­ably on ac­count of his down­cast eyes—had the ap­pear­ance of de­vout con­cen­tra­tion. Once or twice he el­ev­ated his eye­brows (but without rais­ing his eye­lids), as one would say ‘The dev­il!’ Once he calmly ex­claimed, ‘Ah, bah!’ un­der his breath, and when I had fin­ished he pursed his lips in a de­lib­er­ate way and emit­ted a sort of sor­row­ful whistle.

			“In any­one else it might have been an evid­ence of bore­dom, a sign of in­dif­fer­ence; but he, in his oc­cult way, man­aged to make his im­mob­il­ity ap­pear pro­foundly re­spons­ive, and as full of valu­able thoughts as an egg is of meat. What he said at last was noth­ing more than a ‘Very in­ter­est­ing,’ pro­nounced po­litely, and not much above a whis­per. Be­fore I got over my dis­ap­point­ment he ad­ded, but as if speak­ing to him­self, ‘That’s it. That is it.’ His chin seemed to sink lower on his breast, his body to weigh heav­ier on his seat. I was about to ask him what he meant, when a sort of pre­par­at­ory tremor passed over his whole per­son, as a faint ripple may be seen upon stag­nant wa­ter even be­fore the wind is felt. ‘And so that poor young man ran away along with the oth­ers,’ he said, with grave tran­quil­lity.

			“I don’t know what made me smile: it is the only genu­ine smile of mine I can re­mem­ber in con­nec­tion with Jim’s af­fair. But some­how this simple state­ment of the mat­ter soun­ded funny in French. … ‘S’est en­fui avec les autres,’ had said the lieu­ten­ant. And sud­denly I began to ad­mire the dis­crim­in­a­tion of the man. He had made out the point at once: he did get hold of the only thing I cared about. I felt as though I were tak­ing pro­fes­sion­al opin­ion on the case. His im­per­turb­able and ma­ture calmness was that of an ex­pert in pos­ses­sion of the facts, and to whom one’s per­plex­it­ies are mere child’s-play. ‘Ah! The young, the young,’ he said in­dul­gently. ‘And after all, one does not die of it.’ ‘Die of what?’ I asked swiftly. ‘Of be­ing afraid.’ He elu­cid­ated his mean­ing and sipped his drink.

			“I per­ceived that the three last fin­gers of his wounded hand were stiff and could not move in­de­pend­ently of each oth­er, so that he took up his tum­bler with an un­gainly clutch. ‘One is al­ways afraid. One may talk, but …’ He put down the glass awk­wardly. … ‘The fear, the fear—look you—it is al­ways there.’ … He touched his breast near a brass but­ton, on the very spot where Jim had giv­en a thump to his own when protest­ing that there was noth­ing the mat­ter with his heart. I sup­pose I made some sign of dis­sent, be­cause he in­sisted, ‘Yes! yes! One talks, one talks; this is all very fine; but at the end of the reck­on­ing one is no cleverer than the next man—and no more brave. Brave! This is al­ways to be seen. I have rolled my hump (roulé ma bosse),’ he said, us­ing the slang ex­pres­sion with im­per­turb­able ser­i­ous­ness, ‘in all parts of the world; I have known brave men—fam­ous ones! Al­lez!’ … He drank care­lessly. … ‘Brave—you con­ceive—in the Ser­vice—one has got to be—the trade de­mands it (le méti­er veut ça). Is it not so?’ he ap­pealed to me reas­on­ably. ‘Eh bi­en! Each of them—I say each of them, if he were an hon­est man—bi­en en­tendu—would con­fess that there is a point—there is a point—for the best of us—there is some­where a point when you let go everything (vous lachez tout). And you have got to live with that truth—do you see? Giv­en a cer­tain com­bin­a­tion of cir­cum­stances, fear is sure to come. Ab­om­in­able funk (un trac épouv­ant­able). And even for those who do not be­lieve this truth there is fear all the same—the fear of them­selves. Ab­so­lutely so. Trust me. Yes. Yes. … At my age one knows what one is talk­ing about—que di­able!’ … He had de­livered him­self of all this as im­mov­ably as though he had been the mouth­piece of ab­stract wis­dom, but at this point he heightened the ef­fect of de­tach­ment by be­gin­ning to twirl his thumbs slowly. ‘It’s evid­ent—parbleu!’ he con­tin­ued; ‘for, make up your mind as much as you like, even a simple head­ache or a fit of in­di­ges­tion (un dérange­ment d’es­tom­ac) is enough to … Take me, for in­stance—I have made my proofs. Eh bi­en! I, who am speak­ing to you, once …’

			“He drained his glass and re­turned to his twirl­ing. ‘No, no; one does not die of it,’ he pro­nounced fi­nally, and when I found he did not mean to pro­ceed with the per­son­al an­ec­dote, I was ex­tremely dis­ap­poin­ted; the more so as it was not the sort of story, you know, one could very well press him for. I sat si­lent, and he too, as if noth­ing could please him bet­ter. Even his thumbs were still now. Sud­denly his lips began to move. ‘That is so,’ he re­sumed pla­cidly. ‘Man is born a cow­ard (L’homme est né pol­tron). It is a dif­fi­culty—parbleu! It would be too easy oth­er­wise. But habit—habit—ne­ces­sity—do you see?—the eye of oth­ers—voilà. One puts up with it. And then the ex­ample of oth­ers who are no bet­ter than your­self, and yet make good coun­ten­ance. …’

			“His voice ceased.

			“ ‘That young man—you will ob­serve—had none of these in­duce­ments—at least at the mo­ment,’ I re­marked.

			“He raised his eye­brows for­giv­ingly: ‘I don’t say; I don’t say. The young man in ques­tion might have had the best dis­pos­i­tions—the best dis­pos­i­tions,’ he re­peated, wheez­ing a little.

			“ ‘I am glad to see you tak­ing a le­ni­ent view,’ I said. ‘His own feel­ing in the mat­ter was—ah!—hope­ful, and …’

			“The shuffle of his feet un­der the table in­ter­rup­ted me. He drew up his heavy eye­lids. Drew up, I say—no oth­er ex­pres­sion can de­scribe the steady de­lib­er­a­tion of the act—and at last was dis­closed com­pletely to me. I was con­fron­ted by two nar­row grey circlets, like two tiny steel rings around the pro­found black­ness of the pu­pils. The sharp glance, com­ing from that massive body, gave a no­tion of ex­treme ef­fi­ciency, like a razor-edge on a battle-axe. ‘Par­don,’ he said punc­tili­ously. His right hand went up, and he swayed for­ward. ‘Al­low me … I con­ten­ded that one may get on know­ing very well that one’s cour­age does not come of it­self (ne vi­ent pas tout seul). There’s noth­ing much in that to get up­set about. One truth the more ought not to make life im­possible. … But the hon­our—the hon­our, mon­sieur! … The hon­our … that is real—that is! And what life may be worth when’ … he got on his feet with a pon­der­ous im­petu­os­ity, as a startled ox might scramble up from the grass … ‘when the hon­our is gone—ah ça! par ex­emple—I can of­fer no opin­ion. I can of­fer no opin­ion—be­cause—mon­sieur—I know noth­ing of it.’

			“I had ris­en too, and, try­ing to throw in­fin­ite po­lite­ness in­to our at­ti­tudes, we faced each oth­er mutely, like two china dogs on a man­tel­piece. Hang the fel­low! he had pricked the bubble. The blight of fu­til­ity that lies in wait for men’s speeches had fallen upon our con­ver­sa­tion, and made it a thing of empty sounds. ‘Very well,’ I said, with a dis­con­cer­ted smile; ‘but couldn’t it re­duce it­self to not be­ing found out?’ He made as if to re­tort read­ily, but when he spoke he had changed his mind. ‘This, mon­sieur, is too fine for me—much above me—I don’t think about it.’ He bowed heav­ily over his cap, which he held be­fore him by the peak, between the thumb and the fore­finger of his wounded hand. I bowed too. We bowed to­geth­er: we scraped our feet at each oth­er with much ce­re­mony, while a dirty spe­ci­men of a waiter looked on crit­ic­ally, as though he had paid for the per­form­ance. ‘Ser­viteur,’ said the French­man. An­oth­er scrape. ‘Mon­sieur’ … ‘Mon­sieur.’ … The glass door swung be­hind his burly back. I saw the south­erly buster get hold of him and drive him down wind with his hand to his head, his shoulders braced, and the tails of his coat blown hard against his legs.

			“I sat down again alone and dis­cour­aged—dis­cour­aged about Jim’s case. If you won­der that after more than three years it had pre­served its ac­tu­al­ity, you must know that I had seen him only very lately. I had come straight from Sa­marang, where I had loaded a cargo for Sydney: an ut­terly un­in­ter­est­ing bit of busi­ness—what Char­ley here would call one of my ra­tion­al trans­ac­tions—and in Sa­marang I had seen some­thing of Jim. He was then work­ing for De Jongh, on my re­com­mend­a­tion. Wa­ter-clerk. ‘My rep­res­ent­at­ive afloat,’ as De Jongh called him. You can’t ima­gine a mode of life more bar­ren of con­sol­a­tion, less cap­able of be­ing in­ves­ted with a spark of glam­our—un­less it be the busi­ness of an in­sur­ance can­vass­er. Little Bob Stan­ton—Char­ley here knew him well—had gone through that ex­per­i­ence. The same who got drowned af­ter­wards try­ing to save a lady’s-maid in the Se­ph­ora dis­aster. A case of col­li­sion on a hazy morn­ing off the Span­ish coast—you may re­mem­ber. All the pas­sen­gers had been packed ti­dily in­to the boats and shoved clear of the ship, when Bob sheered along­side again and scrambled back on deck to fetch that girl. How she had been left be­hind I can’t make out; any­how, she had gone com­pletely crazy—wouldn’t leave the ship—held to the rail like grim death. The wrest­ling-match could be seen plainly from the boats; but poor Bob was the shortest chief mate in the mer­chant ser­vice, and the wo­man stood five feet ten in her shoes and was as strong as a horse, I’ve been told. So it went on, pull dev­il, pull baker, the wretched girl scream­ing all the time, and Bob let­ting out a yell now and then to warn his boat to keep well clear of the ship. One of the hands told me, hid­ing a smile at the re­col­lec­tion, ‘It was for all the world, sir, like a naughty young­ster fight­ing with his moth­er.’ The same old chap said that ‘At the last we could see that Mr. Stan­ton had giv­en up haul­ing at the gal, and just stood by look­ing at her, watch­ful like. We thought af­ter­wards he must’ve been reck­on­ing that, maybe, the rush of wa­ter would tear her away from the rail by-and-by and give him a show to save her. We dar­en’t come along­side for our life; and after a bit the old ship went down all on a sud­den with a lurch to star­board—plop. The suck in was some­thing aw­ful. We nev­er saw any­thing alive or dead come up.’ Poor Bob’s spell of shore-life had been one of the com­plic­a­tions of a love af­fair, I be­lieve. He fondly hoped he had done with the sea forever, and made sure he had got hold of all the bliss on earth, but it came to can­vassing in the end. Some cous­in of his in Liv­er­pool put up to it. He used to tell us his ex­per­i­ences in that line. He made us laugh till we cried, and, not al­to­geth­er dis­pleased at the ef­fect, un­der­sized and bearded to the waist like a gnome, he would tip­toe amongst us and say, ‘It’s all very well for you beg­gars to laugh, but my im­mor­tal soul was shriv­elled down to the size of a parched pea after a week of that work.’ I don’t know how Jim’s soul ac­com­mod­ated it­self to the new con­di­tions of his life—I was kept too busy in get­ting him some­thing to do that would keep body and soul to­geth­er—but I am pretty cer­tain his ad­ven­tur­ous fancy was suf­fer­ing all the pangs of star­va­tion. It had cer­tainly noth­ing to feed upon in this new call­ing. It was dis­tress­ing to see him at it, though he tackled it with a stub­born serenity for which I must give him full cred­it. I kept my eye on his shabby plod­ding with a sort of no­tion that it was a pun­ish­ment for the hero­ics of his fancy—an ex­pi­ation for his crav­ing after more glam­our than he could carry. He had loved too well to ima­gine him­self a glor­i­ous race­horse, and now he was con­demned to toil without hon­our like a cost­er­mon­ger’s don­key. He did it very well. He shut him­self in, put his head down, said nev­er a word. Very well; very well in­deed—ex­cept for cer­tain fant­ast­ic and vi­ol­ent out­breaks, on the de­plor­able oc­ca­sions when the ir­re­press­ible Pat­na case cropped up. Un­for­tu­nately that scan­dal of the East­ern seas would not die out. And this is the reas­on why I could nev­er feel I had done with Jim for good.

			“I sat think­ing of him after the French lieu­ten­ant had left, not, how­ever, in con­nec­tion with De Jongh’s cool and gloomy back­shop, where we had hur­riedly shaken hands not very long ago, but as I had seen him years be­fore in the last flick­ers of the candle, alone with me in the long gal­lery of the Malab­ar House, with the chill and the dark­ness of the night at his back. The re­spect­able sword of his coun­try’s law was sus­pen­ded over his head. To­mor­row—or was it today? (mid­night had slipped by long be­fore we par­ted)—the marble-faced po­lice ma­gis­trate, after dis­trib­ut­ing fines and terms of im­pris­on­ment in the as­sault-and-bat­tery case, would take up the aw­ful weapon and smite his bowed neck. Our com­mu­nion in the night was un­com­monly like a last vi­gil with a con­demned man. He was guilty too. He was guilty—as I had told my­self re­peatedly, guilty and done for; nev­er­the­less, I wished to spare him the mere de­tail of a form­al ex­e­cu­tion. I don’t pre­tend to ex­plain the reas­ons of my de­sire—I don’t think I could; but if you haven’t got a sort of no­tion by this time, then I must have been very ob­scure in my nar­rat­ive, or you too sleepy to seize upon the sense of my words. I don’t de­fend my mor­al­ity. There was no mor­al­ity in the im­pulse which in­duced me to lay be­fore him Bri­erly’s plan of eva­sion—I may call it—in all its prim­it­ive sim­pli­city. There were the ru­pees—ab­so­lutely ready in my pock­et and very much at his ser­vice. Oh! a loan; a loan of course—and if an in­tro­duc­tion to a man (in Ran­goon) who could put some work in his way … Why! with the greatest pleas­ure. I had pen, ink, and pa­per in my room on the first floor. And even while I was speak­ing I was im­pa­tient to be­gin the let­ter—day, month, year, 2:30 a.m. … for the sake of our old friend­ship I ask you to put some work in the way of Mr. James So-and-so, in whom, etc., etc. … I was even ready to write in that strain about him. If he had not en­lis­ted my sym­path­ies he had done bet­ter for him­self—he had gone to the very fount and ori­gin of that sen­ti­ment, he had reached the secret sens­ib­il­ity of my ego­ism. I am con­ceal­ing noth­ing from you, be­cause were I to do so my ac­tion would ap­pear more un­in­tel­li­gible than any man’s ac­tion has the right to be, and—in the second place—to­mor­row you will for­get my sin­cer­ity along with the oth­er les­sons of the past. In this trans­ac­tion, to speak grossly and pre­cisely, I was the ir­re­proach­able man; but the subtle in­ten­tions of my im­mor­al­ity were de­feated by the mor­al sim­pli­city of the crim­in­al. No doubt he was selfish too, but his selfish­ness had a high­er ori­gin, a more lofty aim. I dis­covered that, say what I would, he was eager to go through the ce­re­mony of ex­e­cu­tion, and I didn’t say much, for I felt that in ar­gu­ment his youth would tell against me heav­ily: he be­lieved where I had already ceased to doubt. There was some­thing fine in the wild­ness of his un­ex­pressed, hardly for­mu­lated hope. ‘Clear out! Couldn’t think of it,’ he said, with a shake of the head. ‘I make you an of­fer for which I neither de­mand nor ex­pect any sort of grat­it­ude,’ I said; ‘you shall re­pay the money when con­veni­ent, and …’ ‘Aw­fully good of you,’ he muttered without look­ing up. I watched him nar­rowly: the fu­ture must have ap­peared hor­ribly un­cer­tain to him; but he did not fal­ter, as though in­deed there had been noth­ing wrong with his heart. I felt angry—not for the first time that night. ‘The whole wretched busi­ness,’ I said, ‘is bit­ter enough, I should think, for a man of your kind …’ ‘It is, it is,’ he whispered twice, with his eyes fixed on the floor. It was heartrend­ing. He towered above the light, and I could see the down on his cheek, the col­our mant­ling warm un­der the smooth skin of his face. Be­lieve me or not, I say it was out­rageously heartrend­ing. It pro­voked me to bru­tal­ity. ‘Yes,’ I said; ‘and al­low me to con­fess that I am totally un­able to ima­gine what ad­vant­age you can ex­pect from this lick­ing of the dregs.’ ‘Ad­vant­age!’ he mur­mured out of his still­ness. ‘I am dashed if I do,’ I said, en­raged. ‘I’ve been try­ing to tell you all there is in it,’ he went on slowly, as if med­it­at­ing some­thing un­answer­able. ‘But after all, it is my trouble.’ I opened my mouth to re­tort, and dis­covered sud­denly that I’d lost all con­fid­ence in my­self; and it was as if he too had giv­en me up, for he mumbled like a man think­ing half aloud. ‘Went away … went in­to hos­pit­als. … Not one of them would face it. … They! …’ He moved his hand slightly to im­ply dis­dain. ‘But I’ve got to get over this thing, and I mustn’t shirk any of it or … I won’t shirk any of it.’ He was si­lent. He gazed as though he had been haunted. His un­con­scious face re­flec­ted the passing ex­pres­sions of scorn, of des­pair, of res­ol­u­tion—re­flec­ted them in turn, as a ma­gic mir­ror would re­flect the glid­ing pas­sage of un­earthly shapes. He lived sur­roun­ded by de­ceit­ful ghosts, by aus­tere shades. ‘Oh! non­sense, my dear fel­low,’ I began. He had a move­ment of im­pa­tience. ‘You don’t seem to un­der­stand,’ he said in­cis­ively; then look­ing at me without a wink, ‘I may have jumped, but I don’t run away.’ ‘I meant no of­fence,’ I said; and ad­ded stu­pidly, ‘Bet­ter men than you have found it ex­pedi­ent to run, at times.’ He col­oured all over, while in my con­fu­sion I half-choked my­self with my own tongue. ‘Per­haps so,’ he said at last, ‘I am not good enough; I can’t af­ford it. I am bound to fight this thing down—I am fight­ing it now.’ I got out of my chair and felt stiff all over. The si­lence was em­bar­rass­ing, and to put an end to it I ima­gined noth­ing bet­ter but to re­mark, ‘I had no idea it was so late,’ in an airy tone. … ‘I dare say you have had enough of this,’ he said brusquely: ‘and to tell you the truth’—he began to look round for his hat—‘so have I.’

			“Well! he had re­fused this unique of­fer. He had struck aside my help­ing hand; he was ready to go now, and bey­ond the bal­us­trade the night seemed to wait for him very still, as though he had been marked down for its prey. I heard his voice. ‘Ah! here it is.’ He had found his hat. For a few seconds we hung in the wind. ‘What will you do after—after …’ I asked very low. ‘Go to the dogs as likely as not,’ he answered in a gruff mut­ter. I had re­covered my wits in a meas­ure, and judged best to take it lightly. ‘Pray re­mem­ber,’ I said, ‘that I should like very much to see you again be­fore you go.’ ‘I don’t know what’s to pre­vent you. The damned thing won’t make me in­vis­ible,’ he said with in­tense bit­ter­ness—‘no such luck.’ And then at the mo­ment of tak­ing leave he treated me to a ghastly muddle of du­bi­ous stam­mers and move­ments, to an aw­ful dis­play of hes­it­a­tions. God for­give him—me! He had taken it in­to his fanci­ful head that I was likely to make some dif­fi­culty as to shak­ing hands. It was too aw­ful for words. I be­lieve I shouted sud­denly at him as you would bel­low to a man you saw about to walk over a cliff; I re­mem­ber our voices be­ing raised, the ap­pear­ance of a miser­able grin on his face, a crush­ing clutch on my hand, a nervous laugh. The candle spluttered out, and the thing was over at last, with a groan that floated up to me in the dark. He got him­self away some­how. The night swal­lowed his form. He was a hor­rible bun­gler. Hor­rible. I heard the quick crunch-crunch of the gravel un­der his boots. He was run­ning. Ab­so­lutely run­ning, with nowhere to go to. And he was not yet four-and-twenty.”

		
	
		
			XIV

			“I slept little, hur­ried over my break­fast, and after a slight hes­it­a­tion gave up my early morn­ing vis­it to my ship. It was really very wrong of me, be­cause, though my chief mate was an ex­cel­lent man all round, he was the vic­tim of such black ima­gin­ings that if he did not get a let­ter from his wife at the ex­pec­ted time he would go quite dis­trac­ted with rage and jeal­ousy, lose all grip on the work, quar­rel with all hands, and either weep in his cab­in or de­vel­op such a fe­ro­city of tem­per as all but drove the crew to the verge of mutiny. The thing had al­ways seemed in­ex­plic­able to me: they had been mar­ried thir­teen years; I had a glimpse of her once, and, hon­estly, I couldn’t con­ceive a man aban­doned enough to plunge in­to sin for the sake of such an un­at­tract­ive per­son. I don’t know wheth­er I have not done wrong by re­frain­ing from put­ting that view be­fore poor Selvin: the man made a little hell on earth for him­self, and I also suffered in­dir­ectly, but some sort of, no doubt, false del­ic­acy pre­ven­ted me. The mar­it­al re­la­tions of sea­men would make an in­ter­est­ing sub­ject, and I could tell you in­stances. … How­ever, this is not the place, nor the time, and we are con­cerned with Jim—who was un­mar­ried. If his ima­gin­at­ive con­science or his pride; if all the ex­tra­vag­ant ghosts and aus­tere shades that were the dis­astrous fa­mil­i­ars of his youth would not let him run away from the block, I, who of course can’t be sus­pec­ted of such fa­mil­i­ars, was ir­res­ist­ibly im­pelled to go and see his head roll off. I wen­ded my way to­wards the court. I didn’t hope to be very much im­pressed or edi­fied, or in­ter­ested or even frightened—though, as long as there is any life be­fore one, a jolly good fright now and then is a salut­ary dis­cip­line. But neither did I ex­pect to be so aw­fully de­pressed. The bit­ter­ness of his pun­ish­ment was in its chill and mean at­mo­sphere. The real sig­ni­fic­ance of crime is in its be­ing a breach of faith with the com­munity of man­kind, and from that point of view he was no mean trait­or, but his ex­e­cu­tion was a hole-and-corner af­fair. There was no high scaf­fold­ing, no scar­let cloth (did they have scar­let cloth on Tower Hill? They should have had), no awestricken mul­ti­tude to be hor­ri­fied at his guilt and be moved to tears at his fate—no air of sombre re­tri­bu­tion. There was, as I walked along, the clear sun­shine, a bril­liance too pas­sion­ate to be con­sol­ing, the streets full of jumbled bits of col­our like a dam­aged kal­eido­scope: yel­low, green, blue, dazzling white, the brown nud­ity of an un­draped shoulder, a bul­lock-cart with a red can­opy, a com­pany of nat­ive in­fantry in a drab body with dark heads march­ing in dusty laced boots, a nat­ive po­lice­man in a sombre uni­form of scanty cut and belted in pat­ent leath­er, who looked up at me with ori­ent­ally pi­ti­ful eyes as though his mi­grat­ing spir­it were suf­fer­ing ex­ceed­ingly from that un­fore­seen—what d’ye call ’em?—avatar—in­carn­a­tion. Un­der the shade of a lonely tree in the court­yard, the vil­la­gers con­nec­ted with the as­sault case sat in a pic­tur­esque group, look­ing like a chromo-litho­graph of a camp in a book of East­ern travel. One missed the ob­lig­at­ory thread of smoke in the fore­ground and the pack-an­im­als graz­ing. A blank yel­low wall rose be­hind over­top­ping the tree, re­flect­ing the glare. The courtroom was sombre, seemed more vast. High up in the dim space the punkahs were sway­ing short to and fro, to and fro. Here and there a draped fig­ure, dwarfed by the bare walls, re­mained without stir­ring amongst the rows of empty benches, as if ab­sorbed in pi­ous med­it­a­tion. The plaintiff, who had been beaten—an obese chocol­ate-col­oured man with shaved head, one fat breast bare and a bright yel­low caste-mark above the bridge of his nose—sat in pom­pous im­mob­il­ity: only his eyes glittered, rolling in the gloom, and the nos­trils dilated and col­lapsed vi­ol­ently as he breathed. Bri­erly dropped in­to his seat look­ing done up, as though he had spent the night in sprint­ing on a cinder-track. The pi­ous sail­ing-ship skip­per ap­peared ex­cited and made un­easy move­ments, as if re­strain­ing with dif­fi­culty an im­pulse to stand up and ex­hort us earn­estly to pray­er and re­pent­ance. The head of the ma­gis­trate, del­ic­ately pale un­der the neatly ar­ranged hair, re­sembled the head of a hope­less in­val­id after he had been washed and brushed and propped up in bed. He moved aside the vase of flowers—a bunch of purple with a few pink blos­soms on long stalks—and seiz­ing in both hands a long sheet of blu­ish pa­per, ran his eye over it, propped his fore­arms on the edge of the desk, and began to read aloud in an even, dis­tinct, and care­less voice.

			“By Jove! For all my fool­ish­ness about scaf­folds and heads rolling off—I as­sure you it was in­fin­itely worse than a be­head­ing. A heavy sense of fi­nal­ity brooded over all this, un­re­lieved by the hope of rest and safety fol­low­ing the fall of the axe. These pro­ceed­ings had all the cold venge­ful­ness of a death-sen­tence, and the cruelty of a sen­tence of ex­ile. This is how I looked at it that morn­ing—and even now I seem to see an un­deni­able vestige of truth in that ex­ag­ger­ated view of a com­mon oc­cur­rence. You may ima­gine how strongly I felt this at the time. Per­haps it is for that reas­on that I could not bring my­self to ad­mit the fi­nal­ity. The thing was al­ways with me, I was al­ways eager to take opin­ion on it, as though it had not been prac­tic­ally settled: in­di­vidu­al opin­ion—in­ter­na­tion­al opin­ion—by Jove! That French­man’s, for in­stance. His own coun­try’s pro­nounce­ment was uttered in the pas­sion­less and def­in­ite phras­eo­logy a ma­chine would use, if ma­chines could speak. The head of the ma­gis­trate was half hid­den by the pa­per, his brow was like ala­baster.

			“There were sev­er­al ques­tions be­fore the court. The first as to wheth­er the ship was in every re­spect fit and sea­worthy for the voy­age. The court found she was not. The next point, I re­mem­ber, was, wheth­er up to the time of the ac­ci­dent the ship had been nav­ig­ated with prop­er and seaman­like care. They said Yes to that, good­ness knows why, and then they de­clared that there was no evid­ence to show the ex­act cause of the ac­ci­dent. A float­ing derel­ict prob­ably. I my­self re­mem­ber that a Nor­we­gi­an barque bound out with a cargo of pitch-pine had been giv­en up as miss­ing about that time, and it was just the sort of craft that would cap­size in a squall and float bot­tom up for months—a kind of mari­time ghoul on the prowl to kill ships in the dark. Such wan­der­ing corpses are com­mon enough in the North At­lantic, which is haunted by all the ter­rors of the sea—fogs, ice­bergs, dead ships bent upon mis­chief, and long sin­is­ter gales that fasten upon one like a vam­pire till all the strength and the spir­it and even hope are gone, and one feels like the empty shell of a man. But there—in those seas—the in­cid­ent was rare enough to re­semble a spe­cial ar­range­ment of a malevol­ent provid­ence, which, un­less it had for its ob­ject the killing of a don­key­man and the bring­ing of worse than death upon Jim, ap­peared an ut­terly aim­less piece of dev­ilry. This view oc­cur­ring to me took off my at­ten­tion. For a time I was aware of the ma­gis­trate’s voice as a sound merely; but in a mo­ment it shaped it­self in­to dis­tinct words … ‘in ut­ter dis­reg­ard of their plain duty,’ it said. The next sen­tence es­caped me some­how, and then … ‘abandon­ing in the mo­ment of danger the lives and prop­erty con­fided to their charge’ … went on the voice evenly, and stopped. A pair of eyes un­der the white fore­head shot darkly a glance above the edge of the pa­per. I looked for Jim hur­riedly, as though I had ex­pec­ted him to dis­ap­pear. He was very still—but he was there. He sat pink and fair and ex­tremely at­tent­ive. ‘There­fore, …’ began the voice em­phat­ic­ally. He stared with par­ted lips, hanging upon the words of the man be­hind the desk. These came out in­to the still­ness waf­ted on the wind made by the punkahs, and I, watch­ing for their ef­fect upon him, caught only the frag­ments of of­fi­cial lan­guage. … ‘The Court … Gust­av So-and-so mas­ter … nat­ive of Ger­many … James So-and-so … mate … cer­ti­fic­ates can­celled.’ A si­lence fell. The ma­gis­trate had dropped the pa­per, and, lean­ing side­ways on the arm of his chair, began to talk with Bri­erly eas­ily. People star­ted to move out; oth­ers were push­ing in, and I also made for the door. Out­side I stood still, and when Jim passed me on his way to the gate, I caught at his arm and de­tained him. The look he gave dis­com­posed me, as though I had been re­spons­ible for his state: he looked at me as if I had been the em­bod­ied evil of life. ‘It’s all over,’ I stammered. ‘Yes,’ he said thickly. ‘And now let no man …’ He jerked his arm out of my grasp. I watched his back as he went away. It was a long street, and he re­mained in sight for some time. He walked rather slow, and strad­dling his legs a little, as if he had found it dif­fi­cult to keep a straight line. Just be­fore I lost him I fan­cied he staggered a bit.

			“ ‘Man over­board,’ said a deep voice be­hind me. Turn­ing round, I saw a fel­low I knew slightly, a West Aus­trali­an; Chester was his name. He, too, had been look­ing after Jim. He was a man with an im­mense girth of chest, a rugged, clean-shaved face of ma­hogany col­our, and two blunt tufts of iron-grey, thick wiry hairs on his up­per lip. He had been pearler, wreck­er, trader, whaler, too, I be­lieve; in his own words—any­thing and everything a man may be at sea, but a pir­ate. The Pa­cific, north and south, was his prop­er hunt­ing-ground; but he had wandered so far afield look­ing for a cheap steam­er to buy. Lately he had dis­covered—so he said—a guano is­land some­where, but its ap­proaches were dan­ger­ous, and the an­chor­age, such as it was, could not be con­sidered safe, to say the least of it. ‘As good as a gold­mine,’ he would ex­claim. ‘Right bang in the middle of the Wal­pole Reefs, and if it’s true enough that you can get no hold­ing-ground any­where in less than forty fathom, then what of that? There are the hur­ricanes, too. But it’s a first-rate thing. As good as a gold­mine—bet­ter! Yet there’s not a fool of them that will see it. I can’t get a skip­per or a shipown­er to go near the place. So I made up my mind to cart the blessed stuff my­self.’ … This was what he re­quired a steam­er for, and I knew he was just then ne­go­ti­at­ing en­thu­si­ast­ic­ally with a Parsee firm for an old, brig-rigged, sea-ana­chron­ism of ninety horsepower. We had met and spoken to­geth­er sev­er­al times. He looked know­ingly after Jim. ‘Takes it to heart?’ he asked scorn­fully. ‘Very much,’ I said. ‘Then he’s no good,’ he opined. ‘What’s all the to-do about? A bit of ass’s skin. That nev­er yet made a man. You must see things ex­actly as they are—if you don’t, you may just as well give in at once. You will nev­er do any­thing in this world. Look at me. I made it a prac­tice nev­er to take any­thing to heart.’ ‘Yes,’ I said, ‘you see things as they are.’ ‘I wish I could see my part­ner com­ing along, that’s what I wish to see,’ he said. ‘Know my part­ner? Old Robin­son. Yes; the Robin­son. Don’t you know? The no­tori­ous Robin­son. The man who smuggled more opi­um and bagged more seals in his time than any loose Johnny now alive. They say he used to board the seal­ing-schoon­ers up Alaska way when the fog was so thick that the Lord God, He alone, could tell one man from an­oth­er. Holy-Ter­ror Robin­son. That’s the man. He is with me in that guano thing. The best chance he ever came across in his life.’ He put his lips to my ear. ‘Can­ni­bal?—well, they used to give him the name years and years ago. You re­mem­ber the story? A ship­wreck on the west side of Stew­art Is­land; that’s right; sev­en of them got ashore, and it seems they did not get on very well to­geth­er. Some men are too can­tan­ker­ous for any­thing—don’t know how to make the best of a bad job—don’t see things as they are—as they are, my boy! And then what’s the con­sequence? Ob­vi­ous! Trouble, trouble; as likely as not a knock on the head; and serve ’em right too. That sort is the most use­ful when it’s dead. The story goes that a boat of Her Majesty’s ship Wol­ver­ine found him kneel­ing on the kelp, na­ked as the day he was born, and chant­ing some psalm-tune or oth­er; light snow was fall­ing at the time. He waited till the boat was an oar’s length from the shore, and then up and away. They chased him for an hour up and down the boulders, till a mar­ine flung a stone that took him be­hind the ear provid­en­tially and knocked him sense­less. Alone? Of course. But that’s like that tale of seal­ing-schoon­ers; the Lord God knows the right and the wrong of that story. The cut­ter did not in­vest­ig­ate much. They wrapped him in a boat-cloak and took him off as quick as they could, with a dark night com­ing on, the weath­er threat­en­ing, and the ship fir­ing re­call guns every five minutes. Three weeks af­ter­wards he was as well as ever. He didn’t al­low any fuss that was made on shore to up­set him; he just shut his lips tight, and let people screech. It was bad enough to have lost his ship, and all he was worth be­sides, without pay­ing at­ten­tion to the hard names they called him. That’s the man for me.’ He lif­ted his arm for a sig­nal to someone down the street. ‘He’s got a little money, so I had to let him in­to my thing. Had to! It would have been sin­ful to throw away such a find, and I was cleaned out my­self. It cut me to the quick, but I could see the mat­ter just as it was, and if I must share—thinks I—with any man, then give me Robin­son. I left him at break­fast in the hotel to come to court, be­cause I’ve an idea. … Ah! Good morn­ing, Cap­tain Robin­son. … Friend of mine, Cap­tain Robin­son.’

			“An ema­ci­ated pat­ri­arch in a suit of white drill, a so­l­ah topi with a green-lined rim on a head trem­bling with age, joined us after cross­ing the street in a trot­ting shuffle, and stood propped with both hands on the handle of an um­brella. A white beard with am­ber streaks hung lump­ily down to his waist. He blinked his creased eye­lids at me in a be­wildered way. ‘How do you do? how do you do?’ he piped ami­ably, and tottered. ‘A little deaf,’ said Chester aside. ‘Did you drag him over six thou­sand miles to get a cheap steam­er?’ I asked. ‘I would have taken him twice round the world as soon as look at him,’ said Chester with im­mense en­ergy. ‘The steam­er will be the mak­ing of us, my lad. Is it my fault that every skip­per and shipown­er in the whole of blessed Aus­tralasia turns out a blamed fool? Once I talked for three hours to a man in Auck­land. “Send a ship,” I said, “send a ship. I’ll give you half of the first cargo for your­self, free gratis for noth­ing—just to make a good start.” Says he, “I wouldn’t do it if there was no oth­er place on earth to send a ship to.” Per­fect ass, of course. Rocks, cur­rents, no an­chor­age, sheer cliff to lay to, no in­sur­ance com­pany would take the risk, didn’t see how he could get loaded un­der three years. Ass! I nearly went on my knees to him. “But look at the thing as it is,” says I. “Damn rocks and hur­ricanes. Look at it as it is. There’s guano there, Queens­land sug­ar-plant­ers would fight for—fight for on the quay, I tell you.” … What can you do with a fool? … “That’s one of your little jokes, Chester,” he says. … Joke! I could have wept. Ask Cap­tain Robin­son here. … And there was an­oth­er shipown­ing fel­low—a fat chap in a white waist­coat in Wel­ling­ton, who seemed to think I was up to some swindle or oth­er. “I don’t know what sort of fool you’re look­ing for,” he says, “but I am busy just now. Good morn­ing.” I longed to take him in my two hands and smash him through the win­dow of his own of­fice. But I didn’t. I was as mild as a cur­ate. “Think of it,” says I. “Do think it over. I’ll call to­mor­row.” He grunted some­thing about be­ing “out all day.” On the stairs I felt ready to beat my head against the wall from vex­a­tion. Cap­tain Robin­son here can tell you. It was aw­ful to think of all that lovely stuff ly­ing waste un­der the sun—stuff that would send the sug­ar­cane shoot­ing sky-high. The mak­ing of Queens­land! The mak­ing of Queens­land! And in Bris­bane, where I went to have a last try, they gave me the name of a lun­at­ic. Idi­ots! The only sens­ible man I came across was the cab­man who drove me about. A broken-down swell he was, I fancy. Hey! Cap­tain Robin­son? You re­mem­ber I told you about my cabby in Bris­bane—don’t you? The chap had a won­der­ful eye for things. He saw it all in a jiffy. It was a real pleas­ure to talk with him. One even­ing after a dev­il of a day amongst shipown­ers I felt so bad that, says I, “I must get drunk. Come along; I must get drunk, or I’ll go mad.” “I am your man,” he says; “go ahead.” I don’t know what I would have done without him. Hey! Cap­tain Robin­son.’

			“He poked the ribs of his part­ner. ‘He! he! he!’ laughed the An­cient, looked aim­lessly down the street, then peered at me doubt­fully with sad, dim pu­pils. … ‘He! he! he!’ … He leaned heav­ier on the um­brella, and dropped his gaze on the ground. I needn’t tell you I had tried to get away sev­er­al times, but Chester had foiled every at­tempt by simply catch­ing hold of my coat. ‘One minute. I’ve a no­tion.’ ‘What’s your in­fernal no­tion?’ I ex­ploded at last. ‘If you think I am go­ing in with you …’ ‘No, no, my boy. Too late, if you wanted ever so much. We’ve got a steam­er.’ ‘You’ve got the ghost of a steam­er,’ I said. ‘Good enough for a start—there’s no su­per­i­or non­sense about us. Is there, Cap­tain Robin­son?’ ‘No! no! no!’ croaked the old man without lift­ing his eyes, and the senile tremble of his head be­came al­most fierce with de­term­in­a­tion. ‘I un­der­stand you know that young chap,’ said Chester, with a nod at the street from which Jim had dis­ap­peared long ago. ‘He’s been hav­ing grub with you in the Malab­ar last night—so I was told.’

			“I said that was true, and after re­mark­ing that he too liked to live well and in style, only that, for the present, he had to be sav­ing of every penny—‘none too many for the busi­ness! Isn’t that so, Cap­tain Robin­son?’—he squared his shoulders and stroked his dumpy mous­tache, while the no­tori­ous Robin­son, cough­ing at his side, clung more than ever to the handle of the um­brella, and seemed ready to sub­side pass­ively in­to a heap of old bones. ‘You see, the old chap has all the money,’ whispered Chester con­fid­en­tially. ‘I’ve been cleaned out try­ing to en­gin­eer the drat­ted thing. But wait a bit, wait a bit. The good time is com­ing.’ … He seemed sud­denly as­ton­ished at the signs of im­pa­tience I gave. ‘Oh, cra­kee!’ he cried; ‘I am telling you of the biggest thing that ever was, and you …’ ‘I have an ap­point­ment,’ I pleaded mildly. ‘What of that?’ he asked with genu­ine sur­prise; ‘let it wait.’ ‘That’s ex­actly what I am do­ing now,’ I re­marked; ‘hadn’t you bet­ter tell me what it is you want?’ ‘Buy twenty ho­tels like that,’ he growled to him­self; ‘and every joker board­ing in them, too—twenty times over.’ He lif­ted his head smartly. ‘I want that young chap.’ ‘I don’t un­der­stand,’ I said. ‘He’s no good, is he?’ said Chester crisply. ‘I know noth­ing about it,’ I pro­tested. ‘Why, you told me your­self he was tak­ing it to heart,’ ar­gued Chester. ‘Well, in my opin­ion a chap who … Any­how, he can’t be much good; but then you see I am on the lookout for some­body, and I’ve just got a thing that will suit him. I’ll give him a job on my is­land.’ He nod­ded sig­ni­fic­antly. ‘I’m go­ing to dump forty cool­ies there—if I’ve got to steal ’em. Some­body must work the stuff. Oh! I mean to act square: wooden shed, cor­rug­ated-iron roof—I know a man in Hobart who will take my bill at six months for the ma­ter­i­als. I do. Hon­our bright. Then there’s the wa­ter-sup­ply. I’ll have to fly round and get some­body to trust me for half-a-dozen second­hand iron tanks. Catch rain­wa­ter, hey? Let him take charge. Make him su­preme boss over the cool­ies. Good idea, isn’t it? What do you say?’ ‘There are whole years when not a drop of rain falls on Wal­pole,’ I said, too amazed to laugh. He bit his lip and seemed bothered. ‘Oh, well, I will fix up some­thing for them—or land a sup­ply. Hang it all! That’s not the ques­tion.’

			“I said noth­ing. I had a rap­id vis­ion of Jim perched on a shad­ow­less rock, up to his knees in guano, with the screams of seabirds in his ears, the in­can­des­cent ball of the sun above his head; the empty sky and the empty ocean all a-quiver, sim­mer­ing to­geth­er in the heat as far as the eye could reach. ‘I wouldn’t ad­vise my worst en­emy …’ I began. ‘What’s the mat­ter with you?’ cried Chester; ‘I mean to give him a good screw—that is, as soon as the thing is set go­ing, of course. It’s as easy as fall­ing off a log. Simply noth­ing to do; two six-shoot­ers in his belt. … Surely he wouldn’t be afraid of any­thing forty cool­ies could do—with two six-shoot­ers and he the only armed man too! It’s much bet­ter than it looks. I want you to help me to talk him over.’ ‘No!’ I shouted. Old Robin­son lif­ted his bleared eyes dis­mally for a mo­ment, Chester looked at me with in­fin­ite con­tempt. ‘So you wouldn’t ad­vise him?’ he uttered slowly. ‘Cer­tainly not,’ I answered, as in­dig­nant as though he had re­ques­ted me to help murder some­body; ‘moreover, I am sure he wouldn’t. He is badly cut up, but he isn’t mad as far as I know.’ ‘He is no earthly good for any­thing,’ Chester mused aloud. ‘He would just have done for me. If you only could see a thing as it is, you would see it’s the very thing for him. And be­sides … Why! it’s the most splen­did, sure chance …’ He got angry sud­denly. ‘I must have a man. There! …’ He stamped his foot and smiled un­pleas­antly. ‘Any­how, I could guar­an­tee the is­land wouldn’t sink un­der him—and I be­lieve he is a bit par­tic­u­lar on that point.’ ‘Good morn­ing,’ I said curtly. He looked at me as though I had been an in­com­pre­hens­ible fool. … ‘Must be mov­ing, Cap­tain Robin­son,’ he yelled sud­denly in­to the old man’s ear. ‘These Parsee John­nies are wait­ing for us to clinch the bar­gain.’ He took his part­ner un­der the arm with a firm grip, swung him round, and, un­ex­pec­tedly, leered at me over his shoulder. ‘I was try­ing to do him a kind­ness,’ he as­ser­ted, with an air and tone that made my blood boil. ‘Thank you for noth­ing—in his name,’ I re­joined. ‘Oh! you are dev­il­ish smart,’ he sneered; ‘but you are like the rest of them. Too much in the clouds. See what you will do with him.’ ‘I don’t know that I want to do any­thing with him.’ ‘Don’t you?’ he spluttered; his grey mous­tache bristled with an­ger, and by his side the no­tori­ous Robin­son, propped on the um­brella, stood with his back to me, as pa­tient and still as a worn-out cab-horse. ‘I haven’t found a guano is­land,’ I said. ‘It’s my be­lief you wouldn’t know one if you were led right up to it by the hand,’ he ri­pos­ted quickly; ‘and in this world you’ve got to see a thing first, be­fore you can make use of it. Got to see it through and through at that, neither more nor less.’ ‘And get oth­ers to see it, too,’ I in­sinu­ated, with a glance at the bowed back by his side. Chester snorted at me. ‘His eyes are right enough—don’t you worry. He ain’t a puppy.’ ‘Oh, dear, no!’ I said. ‘Come along, Cap­tain Robin­son,’ he shouted, with a sort of bul­ly­ing de­fer­ence un­der the rim of the old man’s hat; the Holy Ter­ror gave a sub­missive little jump. The ghost of a steam­er was wait­ing for them, For­tune on that fair isle! They made a curi­ous pair of Ar­go­nauts. Chester strode on leis­urely, well set up, portly, and of con­quer­ing mien; the oth­er, long, wasted, droop­ing, and hooked to his arm, shuffled his withered shanks with des­per­ate haste.”

		
	
		
			XV

			“I did not start in search of Jim at once, only be­cause I had really an ap­point­ment which I could not neg­lect. Then, as ill-luck would have it, in my agent’s of­fice I was fastened upon by a fel­low fresh from Mad­a­gas­car with a little scheme for a won­der­ful piece of busi­ness. It had some­thing to do with cattle and cart­ridges and a Prince Ravon­alo some­thing; but the pivot of the whole af­fair was the stu­pid­ity of some ad­mir­al—Ad­mir­al Pierre, I think. Everything turned on that, and the chap couldn’t find words strong enough to ex­press his con­fid­ence. He had glob­u­lar eyes start­ing out of his head with a fishy glit­ter, bumps on his fore­head, and wore his long hair brushed back without a part­ing. He had a fa­vour­ite phrase which he kept on re­peat­ing tri­umphantly, ‘The min­im­um of risk with the max­im­um of profit is my motto. What?’ He made my head ache, spoiled my tiffin, but got his own out of me all right; and as soon as I had shaken him off, I made straight for the wa­ter­side. I caught sight of Jim lean­ing over the para­pet of the quay. Three nat­ive boat­men quar­rel­ling over five an­nas were mak­ing an aw­ful row at his el­bow. He didn’t hear me come up, but spun round as if the slight con­tact of my fin­ger had re­leased a catch. ‘I was look­ing,’ he stammered. I don’t re­mem­ber what I said, not much any­how, but he made no dif­fi­culty in fol­low­ing me to the hotel.

			“He fol­lowed me as man­age­able as a little child, with an obed­i­ent air, with no sort of mani­fest­a­tion, rather as though he had been wait­ing for me there to come along and carry him off. I need not have been so sur­prised as I was at his tract­ab­il­ity. On all the round earth, which to some seems so big and that oth­ers af­fect to con­sider as rather smal­ler than a mus­tard-seed, he had no place where he could—what shall I say?—where he could with­draw. That’s it! With­draw—be alone with his loneli­ness. He walked by my side very calm, glan­cing here and there, and once turned his head to look after a Sidi­boy fire­man in a cut­away coat and yel­low­ish trousers, whose black face had silky gleams like a lump of an­thra­cite coal. I doubt, how­ever, wheth­er he saw any­thing, or even re­mained all the time aware of my com­pan­ion­ship, be­cause if I had not edged him to the left here, or pulled him to the right there, I be­lieve he would have gone straight be­fore him in any dir­ec­tion till stopped by a wall or some oth­er obstacle. I steered him in­to my bed­room, and sat down at once to write let­ters. This was the only place in the world (un­less, per­haps, the Wal­pole Reef—but that was not so handy) where he could have it out with him­self without be­ing bothered by the rest of the uni­verse. The damned thing—as he had ex­pressed it—had not made him in­vis­ible, but I be­haved ex­actly as though he were. No soon­er in my chair I bent over my writ­ing-desk like a me­di­ev­al scribe, and, but for the move­ment of the hand hold­ing the pen, re­mained anxiously quiet. I can’t say I was frightened; but I cer­tainly kept as still as if there had been some­thing dan­ger­ous in the room, that at the first hint of a move­ment on my part would be pro­voked to pounce upon me. There was not much in the room—you know how these bed­rooms are—a sort of four-poster bed­stead un­der a mos­quito-net, two or three chairs, the table I was writ­ing at, a bare floor. A glass door opened on an up­stairs ver­andah, and he stood with his face to it, hav­ing a hard time with all pos­sible pri­vacy. Dusk fell; I lit a candle with the greatest eco­nomy of move­ment and as much prudence as though it were an il­leg­al pro­ceed­ing. There is no doubt that he had a very hard time of it, and so had I, even to the point, I must own, of wish­ing him to the dev­il, or on Wal­pole Reef at least. It oc­curred to me once or twice that, after all, Chester was, per­haps, the man to deal ef­fect­ively with such a dis­aster. That strange ideal­ist had found a prac­tic­al use for it at once—un­err­ingly, as it were. It was enough to make one sus­pect that, maybe, he really could see the true as­pect of things that ap­peared mys­ter­i­ous or ut­terly hope­less to less ima­gin­at­ive per­sons. I wrote and wrote; I li­quid­ated all the ar­rears of my cor­res­pond­ence, and then went on writ­ing to people who had no reas­on whatever to ex­pect from me a gos­sipy let­ter about noth­ing at all. At times I stole a side­long glance. He was rooted to the spot, but con­vuls­ive shud­ders ran down his back; his shoulders would heave sud­denly. He was fight­ing, he was fight­ing—mostly for his breath, as it seemed. The massive shad­ows, cast all one way from the straight flame of the candle, seemed pos­sessed of gloomy con­scious­ness; the im­mob­il­ity of the fur­niture had to my furt­ive eye an air of at­ten­tion. I was be­com­ing fanci­ful in the midst of my in­dus­tri­ous scrib­bling; and though, when the scratch­ing of my pen stopped for a mo­ment, there was com­plete si­lence and still­ness in the room, I suffered from that pro­found dis­turb­ance and con­fu­sion of thought which is caused by a vi­ol­ent and men­acing up­roar—of a heavy gale at sea, for in­stance. Some of you may know what I mean—that mingled anxi­ety, dis­tress, and ir­rit­a­tion with a sort of craven feel­ing creep­ing in—not pleas­ant to ac­know­ledge, but which gives a quite spe­cial mer­it to one’s en­dur­ance. I don’t claim any mer­it for stand­ing the stress of Jim’s emo­tions; I could take refuge in the let­ters; I could have writ­ten to strangers if ne­ces­sary. Sud­denly, as I was tak­ing up a fresh sheet of note­pa­per, I heard a low sound, the first sound that, since we had been shut up to­geth­er, had come to my ears in the dim still­ness of the room. I re­mained with my head down, with my hand ar­res­ted. Those who have kept vi­gil by a sickbed have heard such faint sounds in the still­ness of the night watches, sounds wrung from a racked body, from a weary soul. He pushed the glass door with such force that all the panes rang: he stepped out, and I held my breath, strain­ing my ears without know­ing what else I ex­pec­ted to hear. He was really tak­ing too much to heart an empty form­al­ity which to Chester’s rig­or­ous cri­ti­cism seemed un­worthy the no­tice of a man who could see things as they were. An empty form­al­ity; a piece of parch­ment. Well, well. As to an in­ac­cess­ible guano de­pos­it, that was an­oth­er story al­to­geth­er. One could in­tel­li­gibly break one’s heart over that. A feeble burst of many voices mingled with the tinkle of sil­ver and glass floated up from the din­ing-room be­low; through the open door the out­er edge of the light from my candle fell on his back faintly; bey­ond all was black; he stood on the brink of a vast ob­scur­ity, like a lonely fig­ure by the shore of a sombre and hope­less ocean. There was the Wal­pole Reef in it—to be sure—a speck in the dark void, a straw for the drown­ing man. My com­pas­sion for him took the shape of the thought that I wouldn’t have liked his people to see him at that mo­ment. I found it try­ing my­self. His back was no longer shaken by his gasps; he stood straight as an ar­row, faintly vis­ible and still; and the mean­ing of this still­ness sank to the bot­tom of my soul like lead in­to the wa­ter, and made it so heavy that for a second I wished heart­ily that the only course left open for me was to pay for his fu­ner­al. Even the law had done with him. To bury him would have been such an easy kind­ness! It would have been so much in ac­cord­ance with the wis­dom of life, which con­sists in put­ting out of sight all the re­mind­ers of our folly, of our weak­ness, of our mor­tal­ity; all that makes against our ef­fi­ciency—the memory of our fail­ures, the hints of our un­dy­ing fears, the bod­ies of our dead friends. Per­haps he did take it too much to heart. And if so then—Chester’s of­fer. … At this point I took up a fresh sheet and began to write res­ol­utely. There was noth­ing but my­self between him and the dark ocean. I had a sense of re­spons­ib­il­ity. If I spoke, would that mo­tion­less and suf­fer­ing youth leap in­to the ob­scur­ity—clutch at the straw? I found out how dif­fi­cult it may be some­times to make a sound. There is a weird power in a spoken word. And why the dev­il not? I was ask­ing my­self per­sist­ently while I drove on with my writ­ing. All at once, on the blank page, un­der the very point of the pen, the two fig­ures of Chester and his an­tique part­ner, very dis­tinct and com­plete, would dodge in­to view with stride and ges­tures, as if re­pro­duced in the field of some op­tic­al toy. I would watch them for a while. No! They were too phant­as­mal and ex­tra­vag­ant to enter in­to any­one’s fate. And a word car­ries far—very far—deals de­struc­tion through time as the bul­lets go fly­ing through space. I said noth­ing; and he, out there with his back to the light, as if bound and gagged by all the in­vis­ible foes of man, made no stir and made no sound.”

		
	
		
			XVI

			“The time was com­ing when I should see him loved, trus­ted, ad­mired, with a le­gend of strength and prowess form­ing round his name as though he had been the stuff of a hero. It’s true—I as­sure you; as true as I’m sit­ting here talk­ing about him in vain. He, on his side, had that fac­ulty of be­hold­ing at a hint the face of his de­sire and the shape of his dream, without which the earth would know no lov­er and no ad­ven­turer. He cap­tured much hon­our and an Ar­ca­di­an hap­pi­ness (I won’t say any­thing about in­no­cence) in the bush, and it was as good to him as the hon­our and the Ar­ca­di­an hap­pi­ness of the streets to an­oth­er man. Fe­li­city, fe­li­city—how shall I say it?—is quaffed out of a golden cup in every lat­it­ude: the fla­vour is with you—with you alone, and you can make it as in­tox­ic­at­ing as you please. He was of the sort that would drink deep, as you may guess from what went be­fore. I found him, if not ex­actly in­tox­ic­ated, then at least flushed with the elixir at his lips. He had not ob­tained it at once. There had been, as you know, a peri­od of pro­ba­tion amongst in­fernal ship-chand­lers, dur­ing which he had suffered and I had wor­ried about—about—my trust—you may call it. I don’t know that I am com­pletely re­as­sured now, after be­hold­ing him in all his bril­liance. That was my last view of him—in a strong light, dom­in­at­ing, and yet in com­plete ac­cord with his sur­round­ings—with the life of the forests and with the life of men. I own that I was im­pressed, but I must ad­mit to my­self that after all this is not the last­ing im­pres­sion. He was pro­tec­ted by his isol­a­tion, alone of his own su­per­i­or kind, in close touch with Nature, that keeps faith on such easy terms with her lov­ers. But I can­not fix be­fore my eye the im­age of his safety. I shall al­ways re­mem­ber him as seen through the open door of my room, tak­ing, per­haps, too much to heart the mere con­sequences of his fail­ure. I am pleased, of course, that some good—and even some splend­our—came out of my en­deav­ours; but at times it seems to me it would have been bet­ter for my peace of mind if I had not stood between him and Chester’s con­foun­dedly gen­er­ous of­fer. I won­der what his ex­uber­ant ima­gin­a­tion would have made of Wal­pole is­let—that most hope­lessly for­saken crumb of dry land on the face of the wa­ters. It is not likely I would ever have heard, for I must tell you that Chester, after call­ing at some Aus­trali­an port to patch up his brig-rigged sea-ana­chron­ism, steamed out in­to the Pa­cific with a crew of twenty-two hands all told, and the only news hav­ing a pos­sible bear­ing upon the mys­tery of his fate was the news of a hur­ricane which is sup­posed to have swept in its course over the Wal­pole shoals, a month or so af­ter­wards. Not a vestige of the Ar­go­nauts ever turned up; not a sound came out of the waste. Finis! The Pa­cific is the most dis­creet of live, hot-tempered oceans: the chilly Ant­arc­tic can keep a secret too, but more in the man­ner of a grave.

			“And there is a sense of blessed fi­nal­ity in such dis­cre­tion, which is what we all more or less sin­cerely are ready to ad­mit—for what else is it that makes the idea of death sup­port­able? End! Finis! the po­tent word that ex­or­cises from the house of life the haunt­ing shad­ow of fate. This is what—not­with­stand­ing the testi­mony of my eyes and his own earn­est as­sur­ances—I miss when I look back upon Jim’s suc­cess. While there’s life there is hope, truly; but there is fear too. I don’t mean to say that I re­gret my ac­tion, nor will I pre­tend that I can’t sleep o’ nights in con­sequence; still, the idea ob­trudes it­self that he made so much of his dis­grace while it is the guilt alone that mat­ters. He was not—if I may say so—clear to me. He was not clear. And there is a sus­pi­cion he was not clear to him­self either. There were his fine sens­ib­il­it­ies, his fine feel­ings, his fine long­ings—a sort of sub­lim­ated, ideal­ised selfish­ness. He was—if you al­low me to say so—very fine; very fine—and very un­for­tu­nate. A little coars­er nature would not have borne the strain; it would have had to come to terms with it­self—with a sigh, with a grunt, or even with a guf­faw; a still coars­er one would have re­mained in­vul­ner­ably ig­nor­ant and com­pletely un­in­ter­est­ing.

			“But he was too in­ter­est­ing or too un­for­tu­nate to be thrown to the dogs, or even to Chester. I felt this while I sat with my face over the pa­per and he fought and gasped, strug­gling for his breath in that ter­ribly stealthy way, in my room; I felt it when he rushed out on the ver­andah as if to fling him­self over—and didn’t; I felt it more and more all the time he re­mained out­side, faintly lighted on the back­ground of night, as if stand­ing on the shore of a sombre and hope­less sea.

			“An ab­rupt heavy rumble made me lift my head. The noise seemed to roll away, and sud­denly a search­ing and vi­ol­ent glare fell on the blind face of the night. The sus­tained and dazzling flick­ers seemed to last for an un­con­scion­able time. The growl of the thun­der in­creased stead­ily while I looked at him, dis­tinct and black, planted solidly upon the shores of a sea of light. At the mo­ment of greatest bril­liance the dark­ness leaped back with a cul­min­at­ing crash, and he van­ished be­fore my dazzled eyes as ut­terly as though he had been blown to atoms. A blus­ter­ing sigh passed; furi­ous hands seemed to tear at the shrubs, shake the tops of the trees be­low, slam doors, break win­dowpanes, all along the front of the build­ing. He stepped in, clos­ing the door be­hind him, and found me bend­ing over the table: my sud­den anxi­ety as to what he would say was very great, and akin to a fright. ‘May I have a ci­gar­ette?’ he asked. I gave a push to the box without rais­ing my head. ‘I want—want—to­bacco,’ he muttered. I be­came ex­tremely buoy­ant. ‘Just a mo­ment.’ I grunted pleas­antly. He took a few steps here and there. ‘That’s over,’ I heard him say. A single dis­tant clap of thun­der came from the sea like a gun of dis­tress. ‘The mon­soon breaks up early this year,’ he re­marked con­ver­sa­tion­ally, some­where be­hind me. This en­cour­aged me to turn round, which I did as soon as I had fin­ished ad­dress­ing the last en­vel­ope. He was smoking greed­ily in the middle of the room, and though he heard the stir I made, he re­mained with his back to me for a time.

			“ ‘Come—I car­ried it off pretty well,’ he said, wheel­ing sud­denly. ‘Some­thing’s paid off—not much. I won­der what’s to come.’ His face did not show any emo­tion, only it ap­peared a little darkened and swollen, as though he had been hold­ing his breath. He smiled re­luct­antly as it were, and went on while I gazed up at him mutely. … ‘Thank you, though—your room—jolly con­veni­ent—for a chap—badly hipped.’ … The rain pattered and swished in the garden; a wa­ter-pipe (it must have had a hole in it) per­formed just out­side the win­dow a par­ody of blub­ber­ing woe with funny sobs and gurg­ling lam­ent­a­tions, in­ter­rup­ted by jerky spasms of si­lence. … ‘A bit of shel­ter,’ he mumbled and ceased.

			“A flash of faded light­ning dar­ted in through the black frame­work of the win­dows and ebbed out without any noise. I was think­ing how I had best ap­proach him (I did not want to be flung off again) when he gave a little laugh. ‘No bet­ter than a vag­a­bond now’ … the end of the ci­gar­ette smouldered between his fin­gers … ‘without a single—single,’ he pro­nounced slowly; ‘and yet …’ He paused; the rain fell with re­doubled vi­ol­ence. ‘Some day one’s bound to come upon some sort of chance to get it all back again. Must!’ he whispered dis­tinctly, glar­ing at my boots.

			“I did not even know what it was he wished so much to re­gain, what it was he had so ter­ribly missed. It might have been so much that it was im­possible to say. A piece of ass’s skin, ac­cord­ing to Chester. … He looked up at me in­quis­it­ively. ‘Per­haps. If life’s long enough,’ I muttered through my teeth with un­reas­on­able an­im­os­ity. ‘Don’t reck­on too much on it.’

			“ ‘Jove! I feel as if noth­ing could ever touch me,’ he said in a tone of sombre con­vic­tion. ‘If this busi­ness couldn’t knock me over, then there’s no fear of there be­ing not enough time to—climb out, and …’ He looked up­wards.

			“It struck me that it is from such as he that the great army of waifs and strays is re­cruited, the army that marches down, down in­to all the gut­ters of the earth. As soon as he left my room, that ‘bit of shel­ter,’ he would take his place in the ranks, and be­gin the jour­ney to­wards the bot­tom­less pit. I at least had no il­lu­sions; but it was I, too, who a mo­ment ago had been so sure of the power of words, and now was afraid to speak, in the same way one dares not move for fear of los­ing a slip­pery hold. It is when we try to grapple with an­oth­er man’s in­tim­ate need that we per­ceive how in­com­pre­hens­ible, waver­ing, and misty are the be­ings that share with us the sight of the stars and the warmth of the sun. It is as if loneli­ness were a hard and ab­so­lute con­di­tion of ex­ist­ence; the en­vel­ope of flesh and blood on which our eyes are fixed melts be­fore the out­stretched hand, and there re­mains only the ca­pri­cious, un­con­sol­able, and elu­sive spir­it that no eye can fol­low, no hand can grasp. It was the fear of los­ing him that kept me si­lent, for it was borne upon me sud­denly and with un­ac­count­able force that should I let him slip away in­to the dark­ness I would nev­er for­give my­self.

			“ ‘Well. Thanks—once more. You’ve been—er—un­com­monly—really there’s no word to … Un­com­monly! I don’t know why, I am sure. I am afraid I don’t feel as grate­ful as I would if the whole thing hadn’t been so bru­tally sprung on me. Be­cause at bot­tom … you, your­self …’ He stuttered.

			“ ‘Pos­sibly,’ I struck in. He frowned.

			“ ‘All the same, one is re­spons­ible.’ He watched me like a hawk.

			“ ‘And that’s true, too,’ I said.

			“ ‘Well. I’ve gone with it to the end, and I don’t in­tend to let any man cast it in my teeth without—without—re­sent­ing it.’ He clenched his fist.

			“ ‘There’s your­self,’ I said with a smile—mirth­less enough, God knows—but he looked at me men­acingly. ‘That’s my busi­ness,’ he said. An air of in­dom­it­able res­ol­u­tion came and went upon his face like a vain and passing shad­ow. Next mo­ment he looked a dear good boy in trouble, as be­fore. He flung away the ci­gar­ette. ‘Good­bye,’ he said, with the sud­den haste of a man who had lingered too long in view of a press­ing bit of work wait­ing for him; and then for a second or so he made not the slight­est move­ment. The down­pour fell with the heavy un­in­ter­rup­ted rush of a sweep­ing flood, with a sound of un­checked over­whelm­ing fury that called to one’s mind the im­ages of col­lapsing bridges, of up­rooted trees, of un­der­mined moun­tains. No man could breast the co­lossal and head­long stream that seemed to break and swirl against the dim still­ness in which we were pre­cari­ously sheltered as if on an is­land. The per­for­ated pipe gurgled, choked, spat, and splashed in odi­ous ri­dicule of a swim­mer fight­ing for his life. ‘It is rain­ing,’ I re­mon­strated, ‘and I …’ ‘Rain or shine,’ he began brusquely, checked him­self, and walked to the win­dow. ‘Per­fect de­luge,’ he muttered after a while: he leaned his fore­head on the glass. ‘It’s dark, too.’

			“ ‘Yes, it is very dark,’ I said.

			“He pivoted on his heels, crossed the room, and had ac­tu­ally opened the door lead­ing in­to the cor­ridor be­fore I leaped up from my chair. ‘Wait,’ I cried, ‘I want you to …’ ‘I can’t dine with you again to­night,’ he flung at me, with one leg out of the room already. ‘I haven’t the slight­est in­ten­tion to ask you,’ I shouted. At this he drew back his foot, but re­mained mis­trust­fully in the very door­way. I lost no time in en­treat­ing him earn­estly not to be ab­surd; to come in and shut the door.”

		
	
		
			XVII

			“He came in at last; but I be­lieve it was mostly the rain that did it; it was fall­ing just then with a dev­ast­at­ing vi­ol­ence which quieted down gradu­ally while we talked. His man­ner was very sober and set; his bear­ing was that of a nat­ur­ally ta­cit­urn man pos­sessed by an idea. My talk was of the ma­ter­i­al as­pect of his po­s­i­tion; it had the sole aim of sav­ing him from the de­grad­a­tion, ru­in, and des­pair that out there close so swiftly upon a friend­less, home­less man; I pleaded with him to ac­cept my help; I ar­gued reas­on­ably: and every time I looked up at that ab­sorbed smooth face, so grave and youth­ful, I had a dis­turb­ing sense of be­ing no help but rather an obstacle to some mys­ter­i­ous, in­ex­plic­able, im­palp­able striv­ing of his wounded spir­it.

			“ ‘I sup­pose you in­tend to eat and drink and to sleep un­der shel­ter in the usu­al way,’ I re­mem­ber say­ing with ir­rit­a­tion. ‘You say you won’t touch the money that is due to you.’ … He came as near as his sort can to mak­ing a ges­ture of hor­ror. (There were three weeks and five days’ pay ow­ing him as mate of the Pat­na.) ‘Well, that’s too little to mat­ter any­how; but what will you do to­mor­row? Where will you turn? You must live …’ ‘That isn’t the thing,’ was the com­ment that es­caped him un­der his breath. I ig­nored it, and went on com­bat­ing what I as­sumed to be the scruples of an ex­ag­ger­ated del­ic­acy. ‘On every con­ceiv­able ground,’ I con­cluded, ‘you must let me help you.’ ‘You can’t,’ he said very simply and gently, and hold­ing fast to some deep idea which I could de­tect shim­mer­ing like a pool of wa­ter in the dark, but which I des­paired of ever ap­proach­ing near enough to fathom. I sur­veyed his well-pro­por­tioned bulk. ‘At any rate,’ I said, ‘I am able to help what I can see of you. I don’t pre­tend to do more.’ He shook his head scep­tic­ally without look­ing at me. I got very warm. ‘But I can,’ I in­sisted. ‘I can do even more. I am do­ing more. I am trust­ing you …’ ‘The money …’ he began. ‘Upon my word you de­serve be­ing told to go to the dev­il,’ I cried, for­cing the note of in­dig­na­tion. He was startled, smiled, and I pressed my at­tack home. ‘It isn’t a ques­tion of money at all. You are too su­per­fi­cial,’ I said (and at the same time I was think­ing to my­self: Well, here goes! And per­haps he is after all). ‘Look at the let­ter I want you to take. I am writ­ing to a man of whom I’ve nev­er asked a fa­vour, and I am writ­ing about you in terms that one only ven­tures to use when speak­ing of an in­tim­ate friend. I make my­self un­re­servedly re­spons­ible for you. That’s what I am do­ing. And really if you will only re­flect a little what that means …’

			“He lif­ted his head. The rain had passed away; only the wa­ter-pipe went on shed­ding tears with an ab­surd drip, drip out­side the win­dow. It was very quiet in the room, whose shad­ows huddled to­geth­er in corners, away from the still flame of the candle flar­ing up­right in the shape of a dag­ger; his face after a while seemed suf­fused by a re­flec­tion of a soft light as if the dawn had broken already.

			“ ‘Jove!’ he gasped out. ‘It is noble of you!’

			“Had he sud­denly put out his tongue at me in de­ri­sion, I could not have felt more hu­mi­li­ated. I thought to my­self—Serve me right for a sneak­ing hum­bug. … His eyes shone straight in­to my face, but I per­ceived it was not a mock­ing bright­ness. All at once he sprang in­to jerky agit­a­tion, like one of those flat wooden fig­ures that are worked by a string. His arms went up, then came down with a slap. He be­came an­oth­er man al­to­geth­er. ‘And I had nev­er seen,’ he shouted; then sud­denly bit his lip and frowned. ‘What a bally ass I’ve been,’ he said very slow in an awed tone. … ‘You are a brick!’ he cried next in a muffled voice. He snatched my hand as though he had just then seen it for the first time, and dropped it at once. ‘Why! this is what I—you—I …’ he stammered, and then with a re­turn of his old stol­id, I may say mul­ish, man­ner he began heav­ily, ‘I would be a brute now if I …’ and then his voice seemed to break. ‘That’s all right,’ I said. I was al­most alarmed by this dis­play of feel­ing, through which pierced a strange ela­tion. I had pulled the string ac­ci­dent­ally, as it were; I did not fully un­der­stand the work­ing of the toy. ‘I must go now,’ he said. ‘Jove! You have helped me. Can’t sit still. The very thing …’ He looked at me with puzzled ad­mir­a­tion. ‘The very thing …’

			“Of course it was the thing. It was ten to one that I had saved him from star­va­tion—of that pe­cu­li­ar sort that is al­most in­vari­ably as­so­ci­ated with drink. This was all. I had not a single il­lu­sion on that score, but look­ing at him, I al­lowed my­self to won­der at the nature of the one he had, with­in the last three minutes, so evid­ently taken in­to his bos­om. I had forced in­to his hand the means to carry on de­cently the ser­i­ous busi­ness of life, to get food, drink, and shel­ter of the cus­tom­ary kind while his wounded spir­it, like a bird with a broken wing, might hop and flut­ter in­to some hole to die quietly of in­an­i­tion there. This is what I had thrust upon him: a def­in­itely small thing; and—be­hold!—by the man­ner of its re­cep­tion it loomed in the dim light of the candle like a big, in­dis­tinct, per­haps a dan­ger­ous shad­ow. ‘You don’t mind me not say­ing any­thing ap­pro­pri­ate,’ he burst out. ‘There isn’t any­thing one could say. Last night already you had done me no end of good. Listen­ing to me—you know. I give you my word I’ve thought more than once the top of my head would fly off …’ He dar­ted—pos­it­ively dar­ted—here and there, rammed his hands in­to his pock­ets, jerked them out again, flung his cap on his head. I had no idea it was in him to be so air­ily brisk. I thought of a dry leaf im­prisoned in an eddy of wind, while a mys­ter­i­ous ap­pre­hen­sion, a load of in­def­in­ite doubt, weighed me down in my chair. He stood stock-still, as if struck mo­tion­less by a dis­cov­ery. ‘You have giv­en me con­fid­ence,’ he de­clared, soberly. ‘Oh! for God’s sake, my dear fel­low—don’t!’ I en­treated, as though he had hurt me. ‘All right. I’ll shut up now and hence­forth. Can’t pre­vent me think­ing though. … Nev­er mind! … I’ll show yet …’ He went to the door in a hurry, paused with his head down, and came back, step­ping de­lib­er­ately. ‘I al­ways thought that if a fel­low could be­gin with a clean slate … And now you … in a meas­ure … yes … clean slate.’ I waved my hand, and he marched out without look­ing back; the sound of his foot­falls died out gradu­ally be­hind the closed door—the un­hes­it­at­ing tread of a man walk­ing in broad day­light.

			“But as to me, left alone with the sol­it­ary candle, I re­mained strangely un­en­lightened. I was no longer young enough to be­hold at every turn the mag­ni­fi­cence that be­sets our in­sig­ni­fic­ant foot­steps in good and in evil. I smiled to think that, after all, it was yet he, of us two, who had the light. And I felt sad. A clean slate, did he say? As if the ini­tial word of each our des­tiny were not graven in im­per­ish­able char­ac­ters upon the face of a rock.”

		
	
		
			XVIII

			“Six months af­ter­wards my friend (he was a cyn­ic­al, more than middle-aged bach­el­or, with a repu­ta­tion for ec­cent­ri­city, and owned a rice-mill) wrote to me, and judging, from the warmth of my re­com­mend­a­tion, that I would like to hear, en­larged a little upon Jim’s per­fec­tions. These were ap­par­ently of a quiet and ef­fect­ive sort. ‘Not hav­ing been able so far to find more in my heart than a resigned tol­er­a­tion for any in­di­vidu­al of my kind, I have lived till now alone in a house that even in this steam­ing cli­mate could be con­sidered as too big for one man. I have had him to live with me for some time past. It seems I haven’t made a mis­take.’ It seemed to me on read­ing this let­ter that my friend had found in his heart more than tol­er­ance for Jim—that there were the be­gin­nings of act­ive lik­ing. Of course he stated his grounds in a char­ac­ter­ist­ic way. For one thing, Jim kept his fresh­ness in the cli­mate. Had he been a girl—my friend wrote—one could have said he was bloom­ing—bloom­ing mod­estly—like a vi­ol­et, not like some of these blatant trop­ic­al flowers. He had been in the house for six weeks, and had not as yet at­temp­ted to slap him on the back, or ad­dress him as ‘old boy,’ or try to make him feel a su­per­an­nu­ated fossil. He had noth­ing of the ex­as­per­at­ing young man’s chat­ter. He was good-tempered, had not much to say for him­self, was not clev­er by any means, thank good­ness—wrote my friend. It ap­peared, how­ever, that Jim was clev­er enough to be quietly ap­pre­ci­at­ive of his wit, while, on the oth­er hand, he amused him by his na­ive­ness. ‘The dew is yet on him, and since I had the bright idea of giv­ing him a room in the house and hav­ing him at meals I feel less withered my­self. The oth­er day he took it in­to his head to cross the room with no oth­er pur­pose but to open a door for me; and I felt more in touch with man­kind than I had been for years. Ri­dicu­lous, isn’t it? Of course I guess there is some­thing—some aw­ful little scrape—which you know all about—but if I am sure that it is ter­ribly hein­ous, I fancy one could man­age to for­give it. For my part, I de­clare I am un­able to ima­gine him guilty of any­thing much worse than rob­bing an orch­ard. Is it much worse? Per­haps you ought to have told me; but it is such a long time since we both turned saints that you may have for­got­ten we, too, had sinned in our time? It may be that some day I shall have to ask you, and then I shall ex­pect to be told. I don’t care to ques­tion him my­self till I have some idea what it is. Moreover, it’s too soon as yet. Let him open the door a few times more for me. …’ Thus my friend. I was trebly pleased—at Jim’s shap­ing so well, at the tone of the let­ter, at my own clev­erness. Evid­ently I had known what I was do­ing. I had read char­ac­ters aright, and so on. And what if some­thing un­ex­pec­ted and won­der­ful were to come of it? That even­ing, re­pos­ing in a deck-chair un­der the shade of my own poop awn­ing (it was in Hong-Kong har­bour), I laid on Jim’s be­half the first stone of a castle in Spain.

			“I made a trip to the north­ward, and when I re­turned I found an­oth­er let­ter from my friend wait­ing for me. It was the first en­vel­ope I tore open. ‘There are no spoons miss­ing, as far as I know,’ ran the first line; ‘I haven’t been in­ter­ested enough to in­quire. He is gone, leav­ing on the break­fast-table a form­al little note of apo­logy, which is either silly or heart­less. Prob­ably both—and it’s all one to me. Al­low me to say, lest you should have some more mys­ter­i­ous young men in re­serve, that I have shut up shop, def­in­itely and forever. This is the last ec­cent­ri­city I shall be guilty of. Do not ima­gine for a mo­ment that I care a hang; but he is very much re­gret­ted at ten­nis-parties, and for my own sake I’ve told a plaus­ible lie at the club. …’ I flung the let­ter aside and star­ted look­ing through the batch on my table, till I came upon Jim’s hand­writ­ing. Would you be­lieve it? One chance in a hun­dred! But it is al­ways that hun­dredth chance! That little second en­gin­eer of the Pat­na had turned up in a more or less des­ti­tute state, and got a tem­por­ary job of look­ing after the ma­chinery of the mill. ‘I couldn’t stand the fa­mili­ar­ity of the little beast,’ Jim wrote from a sea­port sev­en hun­dred miles south of the place where he should have been in clover. ‘I am now for the time with Egström & Blake, ship-chand­lers, as their—well—run­ner, to call the thing by its right name. For ref­er­ence I gave them your name, which they know of course, and if you could write a word in my fa­vour it would be a per­man­ent em­ploy­ment.’ I was ut­terly crushed un­der the ru­ins of my castle, but of course I wrote as de­sired. Be­fore the end of the year my new charter took me that way, and I had an op­por­tun­ity of see­ing him.

			“He was still with Egström & Blake, and we met in what they called ‘our par­lour’ open­ing out of the store. He had that mo­ment come in from board­ing a ship, and con­fron­ted me head down, ready for a tussle. ‘What have you got to say for your­self?’ I began as soon as we had shaken hands. ‘What I wrote you—noth­ing more,’ he said stub­bornly. ‘Did the fel­low blab—or what?’ I asked. He looked up at me with a troubled smile. ‘Oh, no! He didn’t. He made it a kind of con­fid­en­tial busi­ness between us. He was most dam­nably mys­ter­i­ous whenev­er I came over to the mill; he would wink at me in a re­spect­ful man­ner—as much as to say “We know what we know.” In­fernally fawn­ing and fa­mil­i­ar—and that sort of thing.’ He threw him­self in­to a chair and stared down his legs. ‘One day we happened to be alone and the fel­low had the cheek to say, “Well, Mr. James”—I was called Mr. James there as if I had been the son—“here we are to­geth­er once more. This is bet­ter than the old ship—ain’t it?” … Wasn’t it ap­palling, eh? I looked at him, and he put on a know­ing air. “Don’t you be un­easy, sir,” he says. “I know a gen­tle­man when I see one, and I know how a gen­tle­man feels. I hope, though, you will be keep­ing me on this job. I had a hard time of it too, along of that rot­ten old Pat­na rack­et.” Jove! It was aw­ful. I don’t know what I should have said or done if I had not just then heard Mr. Den­ver call­ing me in the pas­sage. It was tiffin-time, and we walked to­geth­er across the yard and through the garden to the bun­ga­low. He began to chaff me in his kindly way … I be­lieve he liked me …’

			“Jim was si­lent for a while.

			“ ‘I know he liked me. That’s what made it so hard. Such a splen­did man! That morn­ing he slipped his hand un­der my arm. … He, too, was fa­mil­i­ar with me.’ He burst in­to a short laugh, and dropped his chin on his breast. ‘Pah! When I re­membered how that mean little beast had been talk­ing to me,’ he began sud­denly in a vi­brat­ing voice, ‘I couldn’t bear to think of my­self … I sup­pose you know …’ I nod­ded. … ‘More like a fath­er,’ he cried; his voice sank. ‘I would have had to tell him. I couldn’t let it go on—could I?’ ‘Well?’ I mur­mured, after wait­ing a while. ‘I pre­ferred to go,’ he said slowly; ‘this thing must be bur­ied.’

			“We could hear in the shop Blake up­braid­ing Egström in an ab­us­ive, strained voice. They had been as­so­ci­ated for many years, and every day from the mo­ment the doors were opened to the last minute be­fore clos­ing, Blake, a little man with sleek, jetty hair and un­happy, beady eyes, could be heard row­ing his part­ner in­cess­antly with a sort of scath­ing and plaint­ive fury. The sound of that ever­last­ing scold­ing was part of the place like the oth­er fix­tures; even strangers would very soon come to dis­reg­ard it com­pletely un­less it be per­haps to mut­ter ‘Nuis­ance,’ or to get up sud­denly and shut the door of the ‘par­lour.’ Egström him­self, a rawboned, heavy Scand­inavi­an, with a busy man­ner and im­mense blonde whiskers, went on dir­ect­ing his people, check­ing par­cels, mak­ing out bills or writ­ing let­ters at a stand-up desk in the shop, and com­por­ted him­self in that clat­ter ex­actly as though he had been stone-deaf. Now and again he would emit a bothered per­func­tory ‘Sssh,’ which neither pro­duced nor was ex­pec­ted to pro­duce the slight­est ef­fect. ‘They are very de­cent to me here,’ said Jim. ‘Blake’s a little cad, but Egström’s all right.’ He stood up quickly, and walk­ing with meas­ured steps to a tri­pod tele­scope stand­ing in the win­dow and poin­ted at the road­stead, he ap­plied his eye to it. ‘There’s that ship which had been be­calmed out­side all the morn­ing has got a breeze now and is com­ing in,’ he re­marked pa­tiently; ‘I must go and board.’ We shook hands in si­lence, and he turned to go. ‘Jim!’ I cried. He looked round with his hand on the lock. ‘You—you have thrown away some­thing like a for­tune.’ He came back to me all the way from the door. ‘Such a splen­did old chap,’ he said. ‘How could I? How could I?’ His lips twitched. ‘Here it does not mat­ter.’ ‘Oh! you—you—’ I began, and had to cast about for a suit­able word, but be­fore I be­came aware that there was no name that would just do, he was gone. I heard out­side Egström’s deep gentle voice say­ing cheer­ily, ‘That’s the Sarah W. Granger, Jimmy. You must man­age to be first aboard’; and dir­ectly Blake struck in, scream­ing after the man­ner of an out­raged cock­a­too, ‘Tell the cap­tain we’ve got some of his mail here. That’ll fetch him. D’ye hear, Mis­ter What’s-your-name?’ And there was Jim an­swer­ing Egström with some­thing boy­ish in his tone. ‘All right. I’ll make a race of it.’ He seemed to take refuge in the boat-sail­ing part of that sorry busi­ness.

			“I did not see him again that trip, but on my next (I had a six months’ charter) I went up to the store. Ten yards away from the door Blake’s scold­ing met my ears, and when I came in he gave me a glance of ut­ter wretched­ness; Egström, all smiles, ad­vanced, ex­tend­ing a large bony hand. ‘Glad to see you, cap­tain. … Sssh. … Been think­ing you were about due back here. What did you say, sir? … Sssh. … Oh! him! He has left us. Come in­to the par­lour.’ … After the slam of the door Blake’s strained voice be­came faint, as the voice of one scold­ing des­per­ately in a wil­der­ness. … ‘Put us to a great in­con­veni­ence, too. Used us badly—I must say …’ ‘Where’s he gone to? Do you know?’ I asked. ‘No. It’s no use ask­ing either,’ said Egström, stand­ing be­whiskered and ob­li­ging be­fore me with his arms hanging down his sides clum­sily and a thin sil­ver watch-chain looped very low on a rucked-up blue serge waist­coat. ‘A man like that don’t go any­where in par­tic­u­lar.’ I was too con­cerned at the news to ask for the ex­plan­a­tion of that pro­nounce­ment, and he went on. ‘He left—let’s see—the very day a steam­er with re­turn­ing pil­grims from the Red Sea put in here with two blades of her pro­peller gone. Three weeks ago now.’ ‘Wasn’t there some­thing said about the Pat­na case?’ I asked, fear­ing the worst. He gave a start, and looked at me as if I had been a sor­cer­er. ‘Why, yes! How do you know? Some of them were talk­ing about it here. There was a cap­tain or two, the man­ager of Vanlo’s en­gin­eer­ing shop at the har­bour, two or three oth­ers, and my­self. Jim was in here too, hav­ing a sand­wich and a glass of beer; when we are busy—you see, cap­tain—there’s no time for a prop­er tiffin. He was stand­ing by this table eat­ing sand­wiches, and the rest of us were round the tele­scope watch­ing that steam­er come in; and by and by Vanlo’s man­ager began to talk about the chief of the Pat­na; he had done some re­pairs for him once, and from that he went on to tell us what an old ru­in she was, and the money that had been made out of her. He came to men­tion her last voy­age, and then we all struck in. Some said one thing and some an­oth­er—not much—what you or any oth­er man might say; and there was some laugh­ing. Cap­tain O’Bri­en of the Sarah W. Granger, a large, noisy old man with a stick—he was sit­ting listen­ing to us in this arm­chair here—he let drive sud­denly with his stick at the floor, and roars out, “Skunks!” … Made us all jump. Vanlo’s man­ager winks at us and asks, “What’s the mat­ter, Cap­tain O’Bri­en?” “Mat­ter! mat­ter!” the old man began to shout; “what are you In­juns laugh­ing at? It’s no laugh­ing mat­ter. It’s a dis­grace to hu­man natur’—that’s what it is. I would des­pise be­ing seen in the same room with one of those men. Yes, sir!” He seemed to catch my eye like, and I had to speak out of ci­vil­ity. “Skunks!” says I, “of course, Cap­tain O’Bri­en, and I wouldn’t care to have them here my­self, so you’re quite safe in this room, Cap­tain O’Bri­en. Have a little some­thing cool to drink.” “Dam’ your drink, Egström,” says he, with a twinkle in his eye; “when I want a drink I will shout for it. I am go­ing to quit. It stinks here now.” At this all the oth­ers burst out laugh­ing, and out they go after the old man. And then, sir, that blas­ted Jim he puts down the sand­wich he had in his hand and walks round the table to me; there was his glass of beer poured out quite full. “I am off,” he says—just like this. “It isn’t half-past one yet,” says I; “you might snatch a smoke first.” I thought he meant it was time for him to go down to his work. When I un­der­stood what he was up to, my arms fell—so! Can’t get a man like that every day, you know, sir; a reg­u­lar dev­il for sail­ing a boat; ready to go out miles to sea to meet ships in any sort of weath­er. More than once a cap­tain would come in here full of it, and the first thing he would say would be, “That’s a reck­less sort of a lun­at­ic you’ve got for wa­ter-clerk, Egström. I was feel­ing my way in at day­light un­der short can­vas when there comes fly­ing out of the mist right un­der my fore­foot a boat half un­der wa­ter, sprays go­ing over the masthead, two frightened nig­gers on the bot­tom boards, a yelling fiend at the tiller. Hey! hey! Ship ahoy! ahoy! Cap­tain! Hey! hey! Egström & Blake’s man first to speak to you! Hey! hey! Egström & Blake! Hallo! hey! whoop! Kick the nig­gers—out reefs—a squall on at the time—shoots ahead whoop­ing and yelling to me to make sail and he would give me a lead in—more like a de­mon than a man. Nev­er saw a boat handled like that in all my life. Couldn’t have been drunk—was he? Such a quiet, soft-spoken chap too—blush like a girl when he came on board. …” I tell you, Cap­tain Mar­low, nobody had a chance against us with a strange ship when Jim was out. The oth­er ship-chand­lers just kept their old cus­tom­ers, and …’

			“Egström ap­peared over­come with emo­tion.

			“ ‘Why, sir—it seemed as though he wouldn’t mind go­ing a hun­dred miles out to sea in an old shoe to nab a ship for the firm. If the busi­ness had been his own and all to make yet, he couldn’t have done more in that way. And now … all at once … like this! Thinks I to my­self: “Oho! a rise in the screw—that’s the trouble—is it? All right,” says I, “no need of all that fuss with me, Jimmy. Just men­tion your fig­ure. Any­thing in reas­on.” He looks at me as if he wanted to swal­low some­thing that stuck in his throat. “I can’t stop with you.” “What’s that bloom­ing joke?” I asks. He shakes his head, and I could see in his eye he was as good as gone already, sir. So I turned to him and slanged him till all was blue. “What is it you’re run­ning away from?” I asks. “Who has been get­ting at you? What scared you? You haven’t as much sense as a rat; they don’t clear out from a good ship. Where do you ex­pect to get a bet­ter berth?—you this and you that.” I made him look sick, I can tell you. “This busi­ness ain’t go­ing to sink,” says I. He gave a big jump. “Good­bye,” he says, nod­ding at me like a lord; “you ain’t half a bad chap, Egström. I give you my word that if you knew my reas­ons you wouldn’t care to keep me.” “That’s the biggest lie you ever told in your life,” says I; “I know my own mind.” He made me so mad that I had to laugh. “Can’t you really stop long enough to drink this glass of beer here, you funny beg­gar, you?” I don’t know what came over him; he didn’t seem able to find the door; some­thing com­ic­al, I can tell you, cap­tain. I drank the beer my­self. “Well, if you’re in such a hurry, here’s luck to you in your own drink,” says I; “only, you mark my words, if you keep up this game you’ll very soon find that the earth ain’t big enough to hold you—that’s all.” He gave me one black look, and out he rushed with a face fit to scare little chil­dren.’

			“Egström snorted bit­terly, and combed one au­burn whisker with knotty fin­gers. ‘Haven’t been able to get a man that was any good since. It’s noth­ing but worry, worry, worry in busi­ness. And where might you have come across him, cap­tain, if it’s fair to ask?’

			“ ‘He was the mate of the Pat­na that voy­age,’ I said, feel­ing that I owed some ex­plan­a­tion. For a time Egström re­mained very still, with his fin­gers plunged in the hair at the side of his face, and then ex­ploded. ‘And who the dev­il cares about that?’ ‘I daresay no one,’ I began … ‘And what the dev­il is he—any­how—for to go on like this?’ He stuffed sud­denly his left whisker in­to his mouth and stood amazed. ‘Jee!’ he ex­claimed, ‘I told him the earth wouldn’t be big enough to hold his caper.’ ”

		
	
		
			XIX

			“I have told you these two epis­odes at length to show his man­ner of deal­ing with him­self un­der the new con­di­tions of his life. There were many oth­ers of the sort, more than I could count on the fin­gers of my two hands. They were all equally tinged by a high-minded ab­surdity of in­ten­tion which made their fu­til­ity pro­found and touch­ing. To fling away your daily bread so as to get your hands free for a grapple with a ghost may be an act of pro­sa­ic hero­ism. Men had done it be­fore (though we who have lived know full well that it is not the haunted soul but the hungry body that makes an out­cast), and men who had eaten and meant to eat every day had ap­plauded the cred­it­able folly. He was in­deed un­for­tu­nate, for all his reck­less­ness could not carry him out from un­der the shad­ow. There was al­ways a doubt of his cour­age. The truth seems to be that it is im­possible to lay the ghost of a fact. You can face it or shirk it—and I have come across a man or two who could wink at their fa­mil­i­ar shades. Ob­vi­ously Jim was not of the wink­ing sort; but what I could nev­er make up my mind about was wheth­er his line of con­duct amoun­ted to shirk­ing his ghost or to fa­cing him out.

			“I strained my men­tal eye­sight only to dis­cov­er that, as with the com­plex­ion of all our ac­tions, the shade of dif­fer­ence was so del­ic­ate that it was im­possible to say. It might have been flight and it might have been a mode of com­bat. To the com­mon mind he be­came known as a rolling stone, be­cause this was the fun­ni­est part: he did after a time be­come per­fectly known, and even no­tori­ous, with­in the circle of his wan­der­ings (which had a dia­met­er of, say, three thou­sand miles), in the same way as an ec­cent­ric char­ac­ter is known to a whole coun­tryside. For in­stance, in Bangkok, where he found em­ploy­ment with Yuck­er Broth­ers, char­ter­ers and teak mer­chants, it was al­most pathet­ic to see him go about in sun­shine hug­ging his secret, which was known to the very up­coun­try logs on the river. Schomberg, the keep­er of the hotel where he boarded, a hir­sute Alsa­tian of manly bear­ing and an ir­re­press­ible re­tail­er of all the scan­dal­ous gos­sip of the place, would, with both el­bows on the table, im­part an ad­orned ver­sion of the story to any guest who cared to im­bibe know­ledge along with the more costly li­quors. ‘And, mind you, the nicest fel­low you could meet,’ would be his gen­er­ous con­clu­sion; ‘quite su­per­i­or.’ It says a lot for the cas­u­al crowd that fre­quen­ted Schomberg’s es­tab­lish­ment that Jim man­aged to hang out in Bangkok for a whole six months. I re­marked that people, per­fect strangers, took to him as one takes to a nice child. His man­ner was re­served, but it was as though his per­son­al ap­pear­ance, his hair, his eyes, his smile, made friends for him wherever he went. And, of course, he was no fool. I heard Siegmund Yuck­er (nat­ive of Switzer­land), a gentle creature rav­aged by a cruel dys­pep­sia, and so fright­fully lame that his head swung through a quarter of a circle at every step he took, de­clare ap­pre­ci­at­ively that for one so young he was ‘of great ga­basidy,’ as though it had been a mere ques­tion of cu­bic con­tents. ‘Why not send him up coun­try?’ I sug­ges­ted anxiously. (Yuck­er Broth­ers had con­ces­sions and teak forests in the in­teri­or.) ‘If he has ca­pa­city, as you say, he will soon get hold of the work. And phys­ic­ally he is very fit. His health is al­ways ex­cel­lent.’ ‘Ach! It’s a great ting in dis goundry to be vree vrom tis­pep-shia,’ sighed poor Yuck­er en­vi­ously, cast­ing a stealthy glance at the pit of his ruined stom­ach. I left him drum­ming pens­ively on his desk and mut­ter­ing, ‘Es ist ein idee. Es ist ein idee.’ Un­for­tu­nately, that very even­ing an un­pleas­ant af­fair took place in the hotel.

			“I don’t know that I blame Jim very much, but it was a truly re­gret­table in­cid­ent. It be­longed to the lam­ent­able spe­cies of bar­room scuffles, and the oth­er party to it was a cross-eyed Dane of sorts whose vis­it­ing-card re­cited un­der his mis­be­got­ten name: first lieu­ten­ant in the Roy­al Sia­mese Navy. The fel­low, of course, was ut­terly hope­less at bil­liards, but did not like to be beaten, I sup­pose. He had had enough to drink to turn nasty after the sixth game, and make some scorn­ful re­mark at Jim’s ex­pense. Most of the people there didn’t hear what was said, and those who had heard seemed to have had all pre­cise re­col­lec­tion scared out of them by the ap­palling nature of the con­sequences that im­me­di­ately en­sued. It was very lucky for the Dane that he could swim, be­cause the room opened on a ver­andah and the Me­nam flowed be­low very wide and black. A boat­load of Chi­n­a­men, bound, as likely as not, on some thiev­ing ex­ped­i­tion, fished out the of­ficer of the King of Siam, and Jim turned up at about mid­night on board my ship without a hat. ‘Every­body in the room seemed to know,’ he said, gasp­ing yet from the con­test, as it were. He was rather sorry, on gen­er­al prin­ciples, for what had happened, though in this case there had been, he said, ‘no op­tion.’ But what dis­mayed him was to find the nature of his bur­den as well known to every­body as though he had gone about all that time car­ry­ing it on his shoulders. Nat­ur­ally after this he couldn’t re­main in the place. He was uni­ver­sally con­demned for the bru­tal vi­ol­ence, so un­be­com­ing a man in his del­ic­ate po­s­i­tion; some main­tained he had been dis­grace­fully drunk at the time; oth­ers cri­ti­cised his want of tact. Even Schomberg was very much an­noyed. ‘He is a very nice young man,’ he said ar­gu­ment­at­ively to me, ‘but the lieu­ten­ant is a first-rate fel­low too. He dines every night at my table d’hôte, you know. And there’s a bil­liard-cue broken. I can’t al­low that. First thing this morn­ing I went over with my apo­lo­gies to the lieu­ten­ant, and I think I’ve made it all right for my­self; but only think, cap­tain, if every­body star­ted such games! Why, the man might have been drowned! And here I can’t run out in­to the next street and buy a new cue. I’ve got to write to Europe for them. No, no! A tem­per like that won’t do!’ … He was ex­tremely sore on the sub­ject.

			“This was the worst in­cid­ent of all in his—his re­treat. Nobody could de­plore it more than my­self; for if, as some­body said hear­ing him men­tioned, ‘Oh yes! I know. He has knocked about a good deal out here,’ yet he had some­how avoided be­ing battered and chipped in the pro­cess. This last af­fair, how­ever, made me ser­i­ously un­easy, be­cause if his ex­quis­ite sens­ib­il­it­ies were to go the length of in­volving him in pot­house shindies, he would lose his name of an in­of­fens­ive, if ag­grav­at­ing, fool, and ac­quire that of a com­mon loafer. For all my con­fid­ence in him I could not help re­flect­ing that in such cases from the name to the thing it­self is but a step. I sup­pose you will un­der­stand that by that time I could not think of wash­ing my hands of him. I took him away from Bangkok in my ship, and we had a longish pas­sage. It was pi­ti­ful to see how he shrank with­in him­self. A sea­man, even if a mere pas­sen­ger, takes an in­terest in a ship, and looks at the sea-life around him with the crit­ic­al en­joy­ment of a paint­er, for in­stance, look­ing at an­oth­er man’s work. In every sense of the ex­pres­sion he is ‘on deck’; but my Jim, for the most part, skulked down be­low as though he had been a stowaway. He in­fec­ted me so that I avoided speak­ing on pro­fes­sion­al mat­ters, such as would sug­gest them­selves nat­ur­ally to two sail­ors dur­ing a pas­sage. For whole days we did not ex­change a word; I felt ex­tremely un­will­ing to give or­ders to my of­ficers in his pres­ence. Of­ten, when alone with him on deck or in the cab­in, we didn’t know what to do with our eyes.

			“I placed him with De Jongh, as you know, glad enough to dis­pose of him in any way, yet per­suaded that his po­s­i­tion was now grow­ing in­tol­er­able. He had lost some of that elasti­city which had en­abled him to re­bound back in­to his un­com­prom­ising po­s­i­tion after every over­throw. One day, com­ing ashore, I saw him stand­ing on the quay; the wa­ter of the road­stead and the sea in the off­ing made one smooth as­cend­ing plane, and the out­er­most ships at an­chor seemed to ride mo­tion­less in the sky. He was wait­ing for his boat, which was be­ing loaded at our feet with pack­ages of small stores for some ves­sel ready to leave. After ex­chan­ging greet­ings, we re­mained si­lent—side by side. ‘Jove!’ he said sud­denly, ‘this is killing work.’

			“He smiled at me; I must say he gen­er­ally could man­age a smile. I made no reply. I knew very well he was not al­lud­ing to his du­ties; he had an easy time of it with De Jongh. Nev­er­the­less, as soon as he had spoken I be­came com­pletely con­vinced that the work was killing. I did not even look at him. ‘Would you like,’ said I, ‘to leave this part of the world al­to­geth­er; try Cali­for­nia or the West Coast? I’ll see what I can do …’ He in­ter­rup­ted me a little scorn­fully. ‘What dif­fer­ence would it make?’ … I felt at once con­vinced that he was right. It would make no dif­fer­ence; it was not re­lief he wanted; I seemed to per­ceive dimly that what he wanted, what he was, as it were, wait­ing for, was some­thing not easy to define—some­thing in the nature of an op­por­tun­ity. I had giv­en him many op­por­tun­it­ies, but they had been merely op­por­tun­it­ies to earn his bread. Yet what more could any man do? The po­s­i­tion struck me as hope­less, and poor Bri­erly’s say­ing re­curred to me, ‘Let him creep twenty feet un­der­ground and stay there.’ Bet­ter that, I thought, than this wait­ing above ground for the im­possible. Yet one could not be sure even of that. There and then, be­fore his boat was three oars’ lengths away from the quay, I had made up my mind to go and con­sult Stein in the even­ing.

			“This Stein was a wealthy and re­spec­ted mer­chant. His ‘house’ (be­cause it was a house, Stein & Co., and there was some sort of part­ner who, as Stein said, ‘looked after the Moluc­cas’) had a large inter-is­land busi­ness, with a lot of trad­ing posts es­tab­lished in the most out-of-the-way places for col­lect­ing the pro­duce. His wealth and his re­spect­ab­il­ity were not ex­actly the reas­ons why I was anxious to seek his ad­vice. I de­sired to con­fide my dif­fi­culty to him be­cause he was one of the most trust­worthy men I had ever known. The gentle light of a simple, un­wear­ied, as it were, and in­tel­li­gent good-nature il­lumined his long hair­less face. It had deep down­ward folds, and was pale as of a man who had al­ways led a sedent­ary life—which was in­deed very far from be­ing the case. His hair was thin, and brushed back from a massive and lofty fore­head. One fan­cied that at twenty he must have looked very much like what he was now at threescore. It was a stu­dent’s face; only the eye­brows nearly all white, thick and bushy, to­geth­er with the res­ol­ute search­ing glance that came from un­der them, were not in ac­cord with his, I may say, learned ap­pear­ance. He was tall and loose-join­ted; his slight stoop, to­geth­er with an in­no­cent smile, made him ap­pear be­ne­vol­ently ready to lend you his ear; his long arms with pale big hands had rare de­lib­er­ate ges­tures of a point­ing out, demon­strat­ing kind. I speak of him at length, be­cause un­der this ex­ter­i­or, and in con­junc­tion with an up­right and in­dul­gent nature, this man pos­sessed an in­trep­id­ity of spir­it and a phys­ic­al cour­age that could have been called reck­less had it not been like a nat­ur­al func­tion of the body—say good di­ges­tion, for in­stance—com­pletely un­con­scious of it­self. It is some­times said of a man that he car­ries his life in his hand. Such a say­ing would have been in­ad­equate if ap­plied to him; dur­ing the early part of his ex­ist­ence in the East he had been play­ing ball with it. All this was in the past, but I knew the story of his life and the ori­gin of his for­tune. He was also a nat­ur­al­ist of some dis­tinc­tion, or per­haps I should say a learned col­lect­or. En­to­mo­logy was his spe­cial study. His col­lec­tion of Buprestid­ae and Lon­gi­corns—beetles all—hor­rible mini­ature mon­sters, look­ing malevol­ent in death and im­mob­il­ity, and his cab­in­et of but­ter­flies, beau­ti­ful and hov­er­ing un­der the glass of cases on life­less wings, had spread his fame far over the earth. The name of this mer­chant, ad­ven­turer, some­time ad­viser of a Malay sul­tan (to whom he nev­er al­luded oth­er­wise than as ‘my poor Mo­hammed Bonso’), had, on ac­count of a few bushels of dead in­sects, be­come known to learned per­sons in Europe, who could have had no con­cep­tion, and cer­tainly would not have cared to know any­thing, of his life or char­ac­ter. I, who knew, con­sidered him an em­in­ently suit­able per­son to re­ceive my con­fid­ences about Jim’s dif­fi­culties as well as my own.”

		
	
		
			XX

			“Late in the even­ing I entered his study, after tra­vers­ing an im­pos­ing but empty din­ing-room very dimly lit. The house was si­lent. I was pre­ceded by an eld­erly grim Javanese ser­vant in a sort of liv­ery of white jack­et and yel­low sarong, who, after throw­ing the door open, ex­claimed low, ‘O mas­ter!’ and step­ping aside, van­ished in a mys­ter­i­ous way as though he had been a ghost only mo­ment­ar­ily em­bod­ied for that par­tic­u­lar ser­vice. Stein turned round with the chair, and in the same move­ment his spec­tacles seemed to get pushed up on his fore­head. He wel­comed me in his quiet and hu­mor­ous voice. Only one corner of the vast room, the corner in which stood his writ­ing-desk, was strongly lighted by a shaded read­ing-lamp, and the rest of the spa­cious apart­ment melted in­to shape­less gloom like a cav­ern. Nar­row shelves filled with dark boxes of uni­form shape and col­our ran round the walls, not from floor to ceil­ing, but in a sombre belt about four feet broad. Cata­combs of beetles. Wooden tab­lets were hung above at ir­reg­u­lar in­ter­vals. The light reached one of them, and the word Co­le­optera writ­ten in gold let­ters glittered mys­ter­i­ously upon a vast dim­ness. The glass cases con­tain­ing the col­lec­tion of but­ter­flies were ranged in three long rows upon slender-legged little tables. One of these cases had been re­moved from its place and stood on the desk, which was be­strewn with ob­long slips of pa­per blackened with minute hand­writ­ing.

			“ ‘So you see me—so,’ he said. His hand hovered over the case where a but­ter­fly in sol­it­ary grandeur spread out dark bronze wings, sev­en inches or more across, with ex­quis­ite white vein­ings and a gor­geous bor­der of yel­low spots. ‘Only one spe­ci­men like this they have in your Lon­don, and then—no more. To my small nat­ive town this my col­lec­tion I shall be­queath. Some­thing of me. The best.’

			“He bent for­ward in the chair and gazed in­tently, his chin over the front of the case. I stood at his back. ‘Mar­vel­lous,’ he whispered, and seemed to for­get my pres­ence. His his­tory was curi­ous. He had been born in Bav­aria, and when a youth of twenty-two had taken an act­ive part in the re­volu­tion­ary move­ment of 1848. Heav­ily com­prom­ised, he man­aged to make his es­cape, and at first found a refuge with a poor re­pub­lic­an watch­maker in Trieste. From there he made his way to Tripoli with a stock of cheap watches to hawk about—not a very great open­ing truly, but it turned out lucky enough, be­cause it was there he came upon a Dutch trav­el­ler—a rather fam­ous man, I be­lieve, but I don’t re­mem­ber his name. It was that nat­ur­al­ist who, en­ga­ging him as a sort of as­sist­ant, took him to the East. They trav­elled in the Ar­chipelago to­geth­er and sep­ar­ately, col­lect­ing in­sects and birds, for four years or more. Then the nat­ur­al­ist went home, and Stein, hav­ing no home to go to, re­mained with an old trader he had come across in his jour­neys in the in­teri­or of Celebes—if Celebes may be said to have an in­teri­or. This old Scots­man, the only white man al­lowed to reside in the coun­try at the time, was a priv­ileged friend of the chief ruler of Wajo States, who was a wo­man. I of­ten heard Stein re­late how that chap, who was slightly para­lysed on one side, had in­tro­duced him to the nat­ive court a short time be­fore an­oth­er stroke car­ried him off. He was a heavy man with a pat­ri­arch­al white beard, and of im­pos­ing stature. He came in­to the coun­cil-hall where all the ra­jahs, panger­ans, and head­men were as­sembled, with the queen, a fat wrinkled wo­man (very free in her speech, Stein said), re­clin­ing on a high couch un­der a can­opy. He dragged his leg, thump­ing with his stick, and grasped Stein’s arm, lead­ing him right up to the couch. ‘Look, queen, and you ra­jahs, this is my son,’ he pro­claimed in a stentori­an voice. ‘I have traded with your fath­ers, and when I die he shall trade with you and your sons.’

			“By means of this simple form­al­ity Stein in­her­ited the Scots­man’s priv­ileged po­s­i­tion and all his stock-in-trade, to­geth­er with a for­ti­fied house on the banks of the only nav­ig­able river in the coun­try. Shortly af­ter­wards the old queen, who was so free in her speech, died, and the coun­try be­came dis­turbed by vari­ous pre­tend­ers to the throne. Stein joined the party of a young­er son, the one of whom thirty years later he nev­er spoke oth­er­wise but as ‘my poor Mo­hammed Bonso.’ They both be­came the her­oes of in­nu­mer­able ex­ploits; they had won­der­ful ad­ven­tures, and once stood a siege in the Scots­man’s house for a month, with only a score of fol­low­ers against a whole army. I be­lieve the nat­ives talk of that war to this day. Mean­time, it seems, Stein nev­er failed to an­nex on his own ac­count every but­ter­fly or beetle he could lay hands on. After some eight years of war, ne­go­ti­ations, false truces, sud­den out­breaks, re­con­cili­ation, treach­ery, and so on, and just as peace seemed at last per­man­ently es­tab­lished, his ‘poor Mo­hammed Bonso’ was as­sas­sin­ated at the gate of his own roy­al res­id­ence while dis­mount­ing in the highest spir­its on his re­turn from a suc­cess­ful deer-hunt. This event rendered Stein’s po­s­i­tion ex­tremely in­sec­ure, but he would have stayed per­haps had it not been that a short time af­ter­wards he lost Mo­hammed’s sis­ter (‘my dear wife the prin­cess,’ he used to say sol­emnly), by whom he had had a daugh­ter—moth­er and child both dy­ing with­in three days of each oth­er from some in­fec­tious fever. He left the coun­try, which this cruel loss had made un­bear­able to him. Thus ended the first and ad­ven­tur­ous part of his ex­ist­ence. What fol­lowed was so dif­fer­ent that, but for the real­ity of sor­row which re­mained with him, this strange part must have re­sembled a dream. He had a little money; he star­ted life afresh, and in the course of years ac­quired a con­sid­er­able for­tune. At first he had trav­elled a good deal amongst the is­lands, but age had stolen upon him, and of late he sel­dom left his spa­cious house three miles out of town, with an ex­tens­ive garden, and sur­roun­ded by stables, of­fices, and bam­boo cot­tages for his ser­vants and de­pend­ants, of whom he had many. He drove in his buggy every morn­ing to town, where he had an of­fice with white and Chinese clerks. He owned a small fleet of schoon­ers and nat­ive craft, and dealt in is­land pro­duce on a large scale. For the rest he lived sol­it­ary, but not mis­an­throp­ic, with his books and his col­lec­tion, classing and ar­ran­ging spe­ci­mens, cor­res­pond­ing with en­to­mo­lo­gists in Europe, writ­ing up a de­script­ive cata­logue of his treas­ures. Such was the his­tory of the man whom I had come to con­sult upon Jim’s case without any def­in­ite hope. Simply to hear what he would have to say would have been a re­lief. I was very anxious, but I re­spec­ted the in­tense, al­most pas­sion­ate, ab­sorp­tion with which he looked at a but­ter­fly, as though on the bronze sheen of these frail wings, in the white tra­cings, in the gor­geous mark­ings, he could see oth­er things, an im­age of some­thing as per­ish­able and de­fy­ing de­struc­tion as these del­ic­ate and life­less tis­sues dis­play­ing a splend­our un­marred by death.

			“ ‘Mar­vel­lous!’ he re­peated, look­ing up at me. ‘Look! The beauty—but that is noth­ing—look at the ac­cur­acy, the har­mony. And so fra­gile! And so strong! And so ex­act! This is Nature—the bal­ance of co­lossal forces. Every star is so—and every blade of grass stands so—and the mighty Kos­mos in per­fect equi­lib­ri­um pro­duces—this. This won­der; this mas­ter­piece of Nature—the great artist.’

			“ ‘Nev­er heard an en­to­mo­lo­gist go on like this,’ I ob­served cheer­fully. ‘Mas­ter­piece! And what of man?’

			“ ‘Man is amaz­ing, but he is not a mas­ter­piece,’ he said, keep­ing his eyes fixed on the glass case. ‘Per­haps the artist was a little mad. Eh? What do you think? Some­times it seems to me that man is come where he is not wanted, where there is no place for him; for if not, why should he want all the place? Why should he run about here and there mak­ing a great noise about him­self, talk­ing about the stars, dis­turb­ing the blades of grass? …’

			“ ‘Catch­ing but­ter­flies,’ I chimed in.

			“He smiled, threw him­self back in his chair, and stretched his legs. ‘Sit down,’ he said. ‘I cap­tured this rare spe­ci­men my­self one very fine morn­ing. And I had a very big emo­tion. You don’t know what it is for a col­lect­or to cap­ture such a rare spe­ci­men. You can’t know.’

			“I smiled at my ease in a rock­ing-chair. His eyes seemed to look far bey­ond the wall at which they stared; and he nar­rated how, one night, a mes­sen­ger ar­rived from his ‘poor Mo­hammed,’ re­quir­ing his pres­ence at the ‘res­id­enz’—as he called it—which was dis­tant some nine or ten miles by a bridle-path over a cul­tiv­ated plain, with patches of forest here and there. Early in the morn­ing he star­ted from his for­ti­fied house, after em­bra­cing his little Emma, and leav­ing the ‘prin­cess,’ his wife, in com­mand. He de­scribed how she came with him as far as the gate, walk­ing with one hand on the neck of his horse; she had on a white jack­et, gold pins in her hair, and a brown leath­er belt over her left shoulder with a re­volver in it. ‘She talked as wo­men will talk,’ he said, ‘telling me to be care­ful, and to try to get back be­fore dark, and what a great wicked­ness it was for me to go alone. We were at war, and the coun­try was not safe; my men were put­ting up bul­let­proof shut­ters to the house and load­ing their rifles, and she begged me to have no fear for her. She could de­fend the house against any­body till I re­turned. And I laughed with pleas­ure a little. I liked to see her so brave and young and strong. I too was young then. At the gate she caught hold of my hand and gave it one squeeze and fell back. I made my horse stand still out­side till I heard the bars of the gate put up be­hind me. There was a great en­emy of mine, a great noble—and a great ras­cal too—roam­ing with a band in the neigh­bour­hood. I cantered for four or five miles; there had been rain in the night, but the mists had gone up, up—and the face of the earth was clean; it lay smil­ing to me, so fresh and in­no­cent—like a little child. Sud­denly some­body fires a vol­ley—twenty shots at least it seemed to me. I hear bul­lets sing in my ear, and my hat jumps to the back of my head. It was a little in­trigue, you un­der­stand. They got my poor Mo­hammed to send for me and then laid that am­bush. I see it all in a minute, and I think—This wants a little man­age­ment. My pony snort, jump, and stand, and I fall slowly for­ward with my head on his mane. He be­gins to walk, and with one eye I could see over his neck a faint cloud of smoke hanging in front of a clump of bam­boos to my left. I think—Aha! my friends, why you not wait long enough be­fore you shoot? This is not yet gelun­gen. Oh no! I get hold of my re­volver with my right hand—quiet—quiet. After all, there were only sev­en of these ras­cals. They get up from the grass and start run­ning with their sarongs tucked up, wav­ing spears above their heads, and yelling to each oth­er to look out and catch the horse, be­cause I was dead. I let them come as close as the door here, and then bang, bang, bang—take aim each time too. One more shot I fire at a man’s back, but I miss. Too far already. And then I sit alone on my horse with the clean earth smil­ing at me, and there are the bod­ies of three men ly­ing on the ground. One was curled up like a dog, an­oth­er on his back had an arm over his eyes as if to keep off the sun, and the third man he draws up his leg very slowly and makes it with one kick straight again. I watch him very care­fully from my horse, but there is no more—bleibt ganz ruhig—keep still, so. And as I looked at his face for some sign of life I ob­served some­thing like a faint shad­ow pass over his fore­head. It was the shad­ow of this but­ter­fly. Look at the form of the wing. This spe­cies fly high with a strong flight. I raised my eyes and I saw him flut­ter­ing away. I think—Can it be pos­sible? And then I lost him. I dis­moun­ted and went on very slow, lead­ing my horse and hold­ing my re­volver with one hand and my eyes dart­ing up and down and right and left, every­where! At last I saw him sit­ting on a small heap of dirt ten feet away. At once my heart began to beat quick. I let go my horse, keep my re­volver in one hand, and with the oth­er snatch my soft felt hat off my head. One step. Steady. An­oth­er step. Flop! I got him! When I got up I shook like a leaf with ex­cite­ment, and when I opened these beau­ti­ful wings and made sure what a rare and so ex­traordin­ary per­fect spe­ci­men I had, my head went round and my legs be­came so weak with emo­tion that I had to sit on the ground. I had greatly de­sired to pos­sess my­self of a spe­ci­men of that spe­cies when col­lect­ing for the pro­fess­or. I took long jour­neys and un­der­went great priva­tions; I had dreamed of him in my sleep, and here sud­denly I had him in my fin­gers—for my­self! In the words of the poet’ (he pro­nounced it ‘boet’)—

			
				
					‘ “So halt’ ich’s end­lich denn in mein­en Händen,
					

					Und nenn’ es in gewis­sem Sinne mein.” ’
				

			

			He gave to the last word the em­phas­is of a sud­denly lowered voice, and with­drew his eyes slowly from my face. He began to charge a long-stemmed pipe busily and in si­lence, then, paus­ing with his thumb on the ori­fice of the bowl, looked again at me sig­ni­fic­antly.

			“ ‘Yes, my good friend. On that day I had noth­ing to de­sire; I had greatly an­noyed my prin­cip­al en­emy; I was young, strong; I had friend­ship; I had the love’ (he said ‘lof’) ‘of wo­man, a child I had, to make my heart very full—and even what I had once dreamed in my sleep had come in­to my hand too!’

			“He struck a match, which flared vi­ol­ently. His thought­ful pla­cid face twitched once.

			“ ‘Friend, wife, child,’ he said slowly, gaz­ing at the small flame—‘phoo!’ The match was blown out. He sighed and turned again to the glass case. The frail and beau­ti­ful wings quivered faintly, as if his breath had for an in­stant called back to life that gor­geous ob­ject of his dreams.

			“ ‘The work,’ he began sud­denly, point­ing to the scattered slips, and in his usu­al gentle and cheery tone, ‘is mak­ing great pro­gress. I have been this rare spe­ci­men de­scrib­ing. … Na! And what is your good news?’

			“ ‘To tell you the truth, Stein,’ I said with an ef­fort that sur­prised me, ‘I came here to de­scribe a spe­ci­men. …’

			“ ‘But­ter­fly?’ he asked, with an un­be­liev­ing and hu­mor­ous eager­ness.

			“ ‘Noth­ing so per­fect,’ I answered, feel­ing sud­denly dis­pir­ited with all sorts of doubts. ‘A man!’

			“ ‘Ach so!’ he mur­mured, and his smil­ing coun­ten­ance, turned to me, be­came grave. Then after look­ing at me for a while he said slowly, ‘Well—I am a man too.’

			“Here you have him as he was; he knew how to be so gen­er­ously en­cour­aging as to make a scru­pu­lous man hes­it­ate on the brink of con­fid­ence; but if I did hes­it­ate it was not for long.

			“He heard me out, sit­ting with crossed legs. Some­times his head would dis­ap­pear com­pletely in a great erup­tion of smoke, and a sym­path­et­ic growl would come out from the cloud. When I fin­ished he un­crossed his legs, laid down his pipe, leaned for­ward to­wards me earn­estly with his el­bows on the arms of his chair, the tips of his fin­gers to­geth­er.

			“ ‘I un­der­stand very well. He is ro­mantic.’

			“He had dia­gnosed the case for me, and at first I was quite startled to find how simple it was; and in­deed our con­fer­ence re­sembled so much a med­ic­al con­sulta­tion—Stein, of learned as­pect, sit­ting in an arm­chair be­fore his desk; I, anxious, in an­oth­er, fa­cing him, but a little to one side—that it seemed nat­ur­al to ask—

			“ ‘What’s good for it?’

			“He lif­ted up a long fore­finger.

			“ ‘There is only one rem­edy! One thing alone can us from be­ing ourselves cure!’ The fin­ger came down on the desk with a smart rap. The case which he had made to look so simple be­fore be­came if pos­sible still sim­pler—and al­to­geth­er hope­less. There was a pause. ‘Yes,’ said I, ‘strictly speak­ing, the ques­tion is not how to get cured, but how to live.’

			“He ap­proved with his head, a little sadly as it seemed. ‘Ja! ja! In gen­er­al, ad­apt­ing the words of your great poet: That is the ques­tion. …’ He went on nod­ding sym­path­et­ic­ally. … ‘How to be! Ach! How to be.’

			“He stood up with the tips of his fin­gers rest­ing on the desk.

			“ ‘We want in so many dif­fer­ent ways to be,’ he began again. ‘This mag­ni­fi­cent but­ter­fly finds a little heap of dirt and sits still on it; but man he will nev­er on his heap of mud keep still. He want to be so, and again he want to be so. …’ He moved his hand up, then down. … ‘He wants to be a saint, and he wants to be a dev­il—and every time he shuts his eyes he sees him­self as a very fine fel­low—so fine as he can nev­er be. … In a dream. …’

			“He lowered the glass lid, the auto­mat­ic lock clicked sharply, and tak­ing up the case in both hands he bore it re­li­giously away to its place, passing out of the bright circle of the lamp in­to the ring of faint­er light—in­to shape­less dusk at last. It had an odd ef­fect—as if these few steps had car­ried him out of this con­crete and per­plexed world. His tall form, as though robbed of its sub­stance, hovered noise­lessly over in­vis­ible things with stoop­ing and in­def­in­ite move­ments; his voice, heard in that re­mote­ness where he could be glimpsed mys­ter­i­ously busy with im­ma­ter­i­al cares, was no longer in­cis­ive, seemed to roll vo­lu­min­ous and grave—mel­lowed by dis­tance.

			“ ‘And be­cause you not al­ways can keep your eyes shut there comes the real trouble—the heart pain—the world pain. I tell you, my friend, it is not good for you to find you can­not make your dream come true, for the reas­on that you not strong enough are, or not clev­er enough. Ja! … And all the time you are such a fine fel­low too! Wie? Was? Gott im Him­mel! How can that be? Ha! ha! ha!’

			“The shad­ow prowl­ing amongst the graves of but­ter­flies laughed bois­ter­ously.

			“ ‘Yes! Very funny this ter­rible thing is. A man that is born falls in­to a dream like a man who falls in­to the sea. If he tries to climb out in­to the air as in­ex­per­i­enced people en­deav­our to do, he drowns—nicht wahr? … No! I tell you! The way is to the de­struct­ive ele­ment sub­mit your­self, and with the ex­er­tions of your hands and feet in the wa­ter make the deep, deep sea keep you up. So if you ask me—how to be?’

			“His voice leaped up ex­traordin­ar­ily strong, as though away there in the dusk he had been in­spired by some whis­per of know­ledge. ‘I will tell you! For that too there is only one way.’

			“With a hasty swish-swish of his slip­pers he loomed up in the ring of faint light, and sud­denly ap­peared in the bright circle of the lamp. His ex­ten­ded hand aimed at my breast like a pis­tol; his deep­set eyes seemed to pierce through me, but his twitch­ing lips uttered no word, and the aus­tere ex­al­ta­tion of a cer­ti­tude seen in the dusk van­ished from his face. The hand that had been point­ing at my breast fell, and by-and-by, com­ing a step near­er, he laid it gently on my shoulder. There were things, he said mourn­fully, that per­haps could nev­er be told, only he had lived so much alone that some­times he for­got—he for­got. The light had des­troyed the as­sur­ance which had in­spired him in the dis­tant shad­ows. He sat down and, with both el­bows on the desk, rubbed his fore­head. ‘And yet it is true—it is true. In the de­struct­ive ele­ment im­merse.’ … He spoke in a sub­dued tone, without look­ing at me, one hand on each side of his face. ‘That was the way. To fol­low the dream, and again to fol­low the dream—and so—ewig—usque ad finem. …’ The whis­per of his con­vic­tion seemed to open be­fore me a vast and un­cer­tain ex­panse, as of a crepus­cu­lar ho­ri­zon on a plain at dawn—or was it, per­chance, at the com­ing of the night? One had not the cour­age to de­cide; but it was a charm­ing and de­cept­ive light, throw­ing the im­palp­able poesy of its dim­ness over pit­falls—over graves. His life had be­gun in sac­ri­fice, in en­thu­si­asm for gen­er­ous ideas; he had trav­elled very far, on vari­ous ways, on strange paths, and whatever he fol­lowed it had been without fal­ter­ing, and there­fore without shame and without re­gret. In so far he was right. That was the way, no doubt. Yet for all that the great plain on which men wander amongst graves and pit­falls re­mained very des­ol­ate un­der the im­palp­able poesy of its crepus­cu­lar light, over­shad­owed in the centre, circled with a bright edge as if sur­roun­ded by an abyss full of flames. When at last I broke the si­lence it was to ex­press the opin­ion that no one could be more ro­mantic than him­self.

			“He shook his head slowly, and af­ter­wards looked at me with a pa­tient and in­quir­ing glance. It was a shame, he said. There we were sit­ting and talk­ing like two boys, in­stead of put­ting our heads to­geth­er to find some­thing prac­tic­al—a prac­tic­al rem­edy—for the evil—for the great evil—he re­peated, with a hu­mor­ous and in­dul­gent smile. For all that, our talk did not grow more prac­tic­al. We avoided pro­noun­cing Jim’s name as though we had tried to keep flesh and blood out of our dis­cus­sion, or he were noth­ing but an erring spir­it, a suf­fer­ing and name­less shade. ‘Na!’ said Stein, rising. ‘To­night you sleep here, and in the morn­ing we shall do some­thing prac­tic­al—prac­tic­al. …’ He lit a two-branched can­dle­stick and led the way. We passed through empty dark rooms, es­cor­ted by gleams from the lights Stein car­ried. They glided along the waxed floors, sweep­ing here and there over the pol­ished sur­face of a table, leaped upon a frag­ment­ary curve of a piece of fur­niture, or flashed per­pen­dic­u­larly in and out of dis­tant mir­rors, while the forms of two men and the flick­er of two flames could be seen for a mo­ment steal­ing si­lently across the depths of a crys­tal­line void. He walked slowly a pace in ad­vance with stoop­ing cour­tesy; there was a pro­found, as it were a listen­ing, quiet­ude on his face; the long flax­en locks mixed with white threads were scattered thinly upon his slightly bowed neck.

			“ ‘He is ro­mantic—ro­mantic,’ he re­peated. ‘And that is very bad—very bad. … Very good, too,’ he ad­ded. ‘But is he?’ I quer­ied.

			“ ‘Gewiss,’ he said, and stood still hold­ing up the can­de­lab­rum, but without look­ing at me. ‘Evid­ent! What is it that by in­ward pain makes him know him­self? What is it that for you and me makes him—ex­ist?’

			“At that mo­ment it was dif­fi­cult to be­lieve in Jim’s ex­ist­ence—start­ing from a coun­try par­son­age, blurred by crowds of men as by clouds of dust, si­lenced by the clash­ing claims of life and death in a ma­ter­i­al world—but his im­per­ish­able real­ity came to me with a con­vin­cing, with an ir­res­ist­ible force! I saw it vividly, as though in our pro­gress through the lofty si­lent rooms amongst fleet­ing gleams of light and the sud­den rev­el­a­tions of hu­man fig­ures steal­ing with flick­er­ing flames with­in un­fathom­able and pel­lu­cid depths, we had ap­proached near­er to ab­so­lute Truth, which, like Beauty it­self, floats elu­sive, ob­scure, half sub­merged, in the si­lent still wa­ters of mys­tery. ‘Per­haps he is,’ I ad­mit­ted with a slight laugh, whose un­ex­pec­tedly loud re­ver­ber­a­tion made me lower my voice dir­ectly; ‘but I am sure you are.’ With his head drop­ping on his breast and the light held high he began to walk again. ‘Well—I ex­ist, too,’ he said.

			“He pre­ceded me. My eyes fol­lowed his move­ments, but what I did see was not the head of the firm, the wel­come guest at af­ter­noon re­cep­tions, the cor­res­pond­ent of learned so­ci­et­ies, the en­ter­tain­er of stray nat­ur­al­ists; I saw only the real­ity of his des­tiny, which he had known how to fol­low with un­fal­ter­ing foot­steps, that life be­gun in humble sur­round­ings, rich in gen­er­ous en­thu­si­asms, in friend­ship, love, war—in all the ex­al­ted ele­ments of ro­mance. At the door of my room he faced me. ‘Yes,’ I said, as though car­ry­ing on a dis­cus­sion, ‘and amongst oth­er things you dreamed fool­ishly of a cer­tain but­ter­fly; but when one fine morn­ing your dream came in your way you did not let the splen­did op­por­tun­ity es­cape. Did you? Where­as he …’ Stein lif­ted his hand. ‘And do you know how many op­por­tun­it­ies I let es­cape; how many dreams I had lost that had come in my way?’ He shook his head re­gret­fully. ‘It seems to me that some would have been very fine—if I had made them come true. Do you know how many? Per­haps I my­self don’t know.’ ‘Wheth­er his were fine or not,’ I said, ‘he knows of one which he cer­tainly did not catch.’ ‘Every­body knows of one or two like that,’ said Stein; ‘and that is the trouble—the great trouble. …’

			“He shook hands on the threshold, peered in­to my room un­der his raised arm. ‘Sleep well. And to­mor­row we must do some­thing prac­tic­al—prac­tic­al. …’

			“Though his own room was bey­ond mine I saw him re­turn the way he came. He was go­ing back to his but­ter­flies.”

		
	
		
			XXI

			“I don’t sup­pose any of you have ever heard of Patusan?” Mar­low re­sumed, after a si­lence oc­cu­pied in the care­ful light­ing of a ci­gar. “It does not mat­ter; there’s many a heav­enly body in the lot crowding upon us of a night that man­kind had nev­er heard of, it be­ing out­side the sphere of its activ­it­ies and of no earthly im­port­ance to any­body but to the as­tro­nomers who are paid to talk learn­edly about its com­pos­i­tion, weight, path—the ir­reg­u­lar­it­ies of its con­duct, the ab­er­ra­tions of its light—a sort of sci­entif­ic scan­dal-mon­ger­ing. Thus with Patusan. It was re­ferred to know­ingly in the in­ner gov­ern­ment circles in Batavia, es­pe­cially as to its ir­reg­u­lar­it­ies and ab­er­ra­tions, and it was known by name to some few, very few, in the mer­cant­ile world. Nobody, how­ever, had been there, and I sus­pect no one de­sired to go there in per­son, just as an as­tro­nomer, I should fancy, would strongly ob­ject to be­ing trans­por­ted in­to a dis­tant heav­enly body, where, par­ted from his earthly emolu­ments, he would be be­wildered by the view of an un­fa­mil­i­ar heav­ens. How­ever, neither heav­enly bod­ies nor as­tro­nomers have any­thing to do with Patusan. It was Jim who went there. I only meant you to un­der­stand that had Stein ar­ranged to send him in­to a star of the fifth mag­nitude the change could not have been great­er. He left his earthly fail­ings be­hind him and that sort of repu­ta­tion he had, and there was a totally new set of con­di­tions for his ima­gin­at­ive fac­ulty to work upon. En­tirely new, en­tirely re­mark­able. And he got hold of them in a re­mark­able way.

			“Stein was the man who knew more about Patusan than any­body else. More than was known in the gov­ern­ment circles I sus­pect. I have no doubt he had been there, either in his but­ter­fly-hunt­ing days or later on, when he tried in his in­cor­ri­gible way to sea­son with a pinch of ro­mance the fat­ten­ing dishes of his com­mer­cial kit­chen. There were very few places in the Ar­chipelago he had not seen in the ori­gin­al dusk of their be­ing, be­fore light (and even elec­tric light) had been car­ried in­to them for the sake of bet­ter mor­al­ity and—and—well—the great­er profit, too. It was at break­fast of the morn­ing fol­low­ing our talk about Jim that he men­tioned the place, after I had quoted poor Bri­erly’s re­mark: ‘Let him creep twenty feet un­der­ground and stay there.’ He looked up at me with in­ter­ested at­ten­tion, as though I had been a rare in­sect. ‘This could be done, too,’ he re­marked, sip­ping his cof­fee. ‘Bury him in some sort,’ I ex­plained. ‘One doesn’t like to do it of course, but it would be the best thing, see­ing what he is.’ ‘Yes; he is young,’ Stein mused. ‘The young­est hu­man be­ing now in ex­ist­ence,’ I af­firmed. ‘Schön. There’s Patusan,’ he went on in the same tone. … ‘And the wo­man is dead now,’ he ad­ded in­com­pre­hens­ibly.

			“Of course I don’t know that story; I can only guess that once be­fore Patusan had been used as a grave for some sin, trans­gres­sion, or mis­for­tune. It is im­possible to sus­pect Stein. The only wo­man that had ever ex­is­ted for him was the Malay girl he called ‘My wife the prin­cess,’ or, more rarely in mo­ments of ex­pan­sion, ‘the moth­er of my Emma.’ Who was the wo­man he had men­tioned in con­nec­tion with Patusan I can’t say; but from his al­lu­sions I un­der­stand she had been an edu­cated and very good-look­ing Dutch-Malay girl, with a tra­gic or per­haps only a pi­ti­ful his­tory, whose most pain­ful part no doubt was her mar­riage with a Malacca Por­tuguese who had been clerk in some com­mer­cial house in the Dutch colon­ies. I gathered from Stein that this man was an un­sat­is­fact­ory per­son in more ways than one, all be­ing more or less in­def­in­ite and of­fens­ive. It was solely for his wife’s sake that Stein had ap­poin­ted him man­ager of Stein & Co.’s trad­ing post in Patusan; but com­mer­cially the ar­range­ment was not a suc­cess, at any rate for the firm, and now the wo­man had died, Stein was dis­posed to try an­oth­er agent there. The Por­tuguese, whose name was Cor­neli­us, con­sidered him­self a very de­serving but ill-used per­son, en­titled by his abil­it­ies to a bet­ter po­s­i­tion. This man Jim would have to re­lieve. ‘But I don’t think he will go away from the place,’ re­marked Stein. ‘That has noth­ing to do with me. It was only for the sake of the wo­man that I … But as I think there is a daugh­ter left, I shall let him, if he likes to stay, keep the old house.’

			“Patusan is a re­mote dis­trict of a nat­ive-ruled State, and the chief set­tle­ment bears the same name. At a point on the river about forty miles from the sea, where the first houses come in­to view, there can be seen rising above the level of the forests the sum­mits of two steep hills very close to­geth­er, and sep­ar­ated by what looks like a deep fis­sure, the cleav­age of some mighty stroke. As a mat­ter of fact, the val­ley between is noth­ing but a nar­row rav­ine; the ap­pear­ance from the set­tle­ment is of one ir­reg­u­larly con­ic­al hill split in two, and with the two halves lean­ing slightly apart. On the third day after the full, the moon, as seen from the open space in front of Jim’s house (he had a very fine house in the nat­ive style when I vis­ited him), rose ex­actly be­hind these hills, its dif­fused light at first throw­ing the two masses in­to in­tensely black re­lief, and then the nearly per­fect disc, glow­ing rud­dily, ap­peared, glid­ing up­wards between the sides of the chasm, till it floated away above the sum­mits, as if es­cap­ing from a yawn­ing grave in gentle tri­umph. ‘Won­der­ful ef­fect,’ said Jim by my side. ‘Worth see­ing. Is it not?’

			“And this ques­tion was put with a note of per­son­al pride that made me smile, as though he had had a hand in reg­u­lat­ing that unique spec­tacle. He had reg­u­lated so many things in Patusan! Things that would have ap­peared as much bey­ond his con­trol as the mo­tions of the moon and the stars.

			“It was in­con­ceiv­able. That was the dis­tinct­ive qual­ity of the part in­to which Stein and I had tumbled him un­wit­tingly, with no oth­er no­tion than to get him out of the way; out of his own way, be it un­der­stood. That was our main pur­pose, though, I own, I might have had an­oth­er motive which had in­flu­enced me a little. I was about to go home for a time; and it may be I de­sired, more than I was aware of my­self, to dis­pose of him—to dis­pose of him, you un­der­stand—be­fore I left. I was go­ing home, and he had come to me from there, with his miser­able trouble and his shad­owy claim, like a man pant­ing un­der a bur­den in a mist. I can­not say I had ever seen him dis­tinctly—not even to this day, after I had my last view of him; but it seemed to me that the less I un­der­stood the more I was bound to him in the name of that doubt which is the in­sep­ar­able part of our know­ledge. I did not know so much more about my­self. And then, I re­peat, I was go­ing home—to that home dis­tant enough for all its hearth­stones to be like one hearth­stone, by which the humblest of us has the right to sit. We wander in our thou­sands over the face of the earth, the il­lus­tri­ous and the ob­scure, earn­ing bey­ond the seas our fame, our money, or only a crust of bread; but it seems to me that for each of us go­ing home must be like go­ing to render an ac­count. We re­turn to face our su­per­i­ors, our kindred, our friends—those whom we obey, and those whom we love; but even they who have neither, the most free, lonely, ir­re­spons­ible and bereft of ties—even those for whom home holds no dear face, no fa­mil­i­ar voice—even they have to meet the spir­it that dwells with­in the land, un­der its sky, in its air, in its val­leys, and on its rises, in its fields, in its wa­ters and its trees—a mute friend, judge, and in­spirer. Say what you like, to get its joy, to breathe its peace, to face its truth, one must re­turn with a clear con­scious­ness. All this may seem to you sheer sen­ti­ment­al­ism; and in­deed very few of us have the will or the ca­pa­city to look con­sciously un­der the sur­face of fa­mil­i­ar emo­tions. There are the girls we love, the men we look up to, the ten­der­ness, the friend­ships, the op­por­tun­it­ies, the pleas­ures! But the fact re­mains that you must touch your re­ward with clean hands, lest it turn to dead leaves, to thorns, in your grasp. I think it is the lonely, without a fireside or an af­fec­tion they may call their own, those who re­turn not to a dwell­ing but to the land it­self, to meet its dis­em­bod­ied, etern­al, and un­change­able spir­it—it is those who un­der­stand best its sever­ity, its sav­ing power, the grace of its sec­u­lar right to our fi­del­ity, to our obed­i­ence. Yes! few of us un­der­stand, but we all feel it though, and I say all without ex­cep­tion, be­cause those who do not feel do not count. Each blade of grass has its spot on earth whence it draws its life, its strength; and so is man rooted to the land from which he draws his faith to­geth­er with his life. I don’t know how much Jim un­der­stood; but I know he felt, he felt con­fusedly but power­fully, the de­mand of some such truth or some such il­lu­sion—I don’t care how you call it, there is so little dif­fer­ence, and the dif­fer­ence means so little. The thing is that in vir­tue of his feel­ing he mattered. He would nev­er go home now. Not he. Nev­er. Had he been cap­able of pic­tur­esque mani­fest­a­tions he would have shuddered at the thought and made you shud­der too. But he was not of that sort, though he was ex­press­ive enough in his way. Be­fore the idea of go­ing home he would grow des­per­ately stiff and im­mov­able, with lowered chin and pouted lips, and with those can­did blue eyes of his glower­ing darkly un­der a frown, as if be­fore some­thing un­bear­able, as if be­fore some­thing re­volt­ing. There was ima­gin­a­tion in that hard skull of his, over which the thick clus­ter­ing hair fit­ted like a cap. As to me, I have no ima­gin­a­tion (I would be more cer­tain about him today, if I had), and I do not mean to im­ply that I figured to my­self the spir­it of the land up­ris­ing above the white cliffs of Dover, to ask me what I—re­turn­ing with no bones broken, so to speak—had done with my very young broth­er. I could not make such a mis­take. I knew very well he was of those about whom there is no in­quiry; I had seen bet­ter men go out, dis­ap­pear, van­ish ut­terly, without pro­vok­ing a sound of curi­os­ity or sor­row. The spir­it of the land, as be­comes the ruler of great en­ter­prises, is care­less of in­nu­mer­able lives. Woe to the strag­glers! We ex­ist only in so far as we hang to­geth­er. He had straggled in a way; he had not hung on; but he was aware of it with an in­tens­ity that made him touch­ing, just as a man’s more in­tense life makes his death more touch­ing than the death of a tree. I happened to be handy, and I happened to be touched. That’s all there is to it. I was con­cerned as to the way he would go out. It would have hurt me if, for in­stance, he had taken to drink. The earth is so small that I was afraid of, some day, be­ing way­laid by a blear-eyed, swollen-faced, be­smirched loafer, with no soles to his can­vas shoes, and with a flut­ter of rags about the el­bows, who, on the strength of old ac­quaint­ance, would ask for a loan of five dol­lars. You know the aw­ful jaunty bear­ing of these scare­crows com­ing to you from a de­cent past, the rasp­ing care­less voice, the half-aver­ted im­pudent glances—those meet­ings more try­ing to a man who be­lieves in the solid­ar­ity of our lives than the sight of an im­pen­it­ent deathbed to a priest. That, to tell you the truth, was the only danger I could see for him and for me; but I also mis­trus­ted my want of ima­gin­a­tion. It might even come to some­thing worse, in some way it was bey­ond my powers of fancy to fore­see. He wouldn’t let me for­get how ima­gin­at­ive he was, and your ima­gin­at­ive people swing farther in any dir­ec­tion, as if giv­en a longer scope of cable in the un­easy an­chor­age of life. They do. They take to drink, too. It may be I was be­littling him by such a fear. How could I tell? Even Stein could say no more than that he was ro­mantic. I only knew he was one of us. And what busi­ness had he to be ro­mantic? I am telling you so much about my own in­stinct­ive feel­ings and be­mused re­flec­tions be­cause there re­mains so little to be told of him. He ex­is­ted for me, and after all it is only through me that he ex­ists for you. I’ve led him out by the hand; I have paraded him be­fore you. Were my com­mon­place fears un­just? I won’t say—not even now. You may be able to tell bet­ter, since the pro­verb has it that the on­look­ers see most of the game. At any rate, they were su­per­flu­ous. He did not go out, not at all; on the con­trary, he came on won­der­fully, came on straight as a die and in ex­cel­lent form, which showed that he could stay as well as spurt. I ought to be de­lighted, for it is a vic­tory in which I had taken my part; but I am not so pleased as I would have ex­pec­ted to be. I ask my­self wheth­er his rush had really car­ried him out of that mist in which he loomed in­ter­est­ing if not very big, with float­ing out­lines—a strag­gler yearn­ing in­con­sol­ably for his humble place in the ranks. And be­sides, the last word is not said—prob­ably shall nev­er be said. Are not our lives too short for that full ut­ter­ance which through all our stam­mer­ings is of course our only and abid­ing in­ten­tion? I have giv­en up ex­pect­ing those last words, whose ring, if they could only be pro­nounced, would shake both heav­en and earth. There is nev­er time to say our last word—the last word of our love, of our de­sire, faith, re­morse, sub­mis­sion, re­volt. The heav­en and the earth must not be shaken. I sup­pose—at least, not by us who know so many truths about either. My last words about Jim shall be few. I af­firm he had achieved great­ness; but the thing would be dwarfed in the telling, or rather in the hear­ing. Frankly, it is not my words that I mis­trust but your minds. I could be elo­quent were I not afraid you fel­lows had starved your ima­gin­a­tions to feed your bod­ies. I do not mean to be of­fens­ive; it is re­spect­able to have no il­lu­sions—and safe—and prof­it­able—and dull. Yet you, too, in your time must have known the in­tens­ity of life, that light of glam­our cre­ated in the shock of trifles, as amaz­ing as the glow of sparks struck from a cold stone—and as short-lived, alas!”

		
	
		
			XXII

			“The con­quest of love, hon­our, men’s con­fid­ence—the pride of it, the power of it, are fit ma­ter­i­als for a hero­ic tale; only our minds are struck by the ex­tern­als of such a suc­cess, and to Jim’s suc­cesses there were no ex­tern­als. Thirty miles of forest shut it off from the sight of an in­dif­fer­ent world, and the noise of the white surf along the coast over­powered the voice of fame. The stream of civil­isa­tion, as if di­vided on a head­land a hun­dred miles north of Patusan, branches east and south­east, leav­ing its plains and val­leys, its old trees and its old man­kind, neg­lected and isol­ated, such as an in­sig­ni­fic­ant and crum­bling is­let between the two branches of a mighty, de­vour­ing stream. You find the name of the coun­try pretty of­ten in col­lec­tions of old voy­ages. The sev­en­teenth-cen­tury traders went there for pep­per, be­cause the pas­sion for pep­per seemed to burn like a flame of love in the breast of Dutch and Eng­lish ad­ven­tur­ers about the time of James the First. Where wouldn’t they go for pep­per! For a bag of pep­per they would cut each oth­er’s throats without hes­it­a­tion, and would for­swear their souls, of which they were so care­ful oth­er­wise: the bizarre ob­stin­acy of that de­sire made them defy death in a thou­sand shapes; the un­known seas, the loath­some and strange dis­eases; wounds, cap­tiv­ity, hun­ger, pes­ti­lence, and des­pair. It made them great! By heav­ens! it made them hero­ic; and it made them pathet­ic too in their crav­ing for trade with the in­flex­ible death levy­ing its toll on young and old. It seems im­possible to be­lieve that mere greed could hold men to such a stead­fast­ness of pur­pose, to such a blind per­sist­ence in en­deav­our and sac­ri­fice. And in­deed those who ad­ven­tured their per­sons and lives risked all they had for a slender re­ward. They left their bones to lie bleach­ing on dis­tant shores, so that wealth might flow to the liv­ing at home. To us, their less tried suc­cessors, they ap­pear mag­ni­fied, not as agents of trade but as in­stru­ments of a re­cor­ded des­tiny, push­ing out in­to the un­known in obed­i­ence to an in­ward voice, to an im­pulse beat­ing in the blood, to a dream of the fu­ture. They were won­der­ful; and it must be owned they were ready for the won­der­ful. They re­cor­ded it com­pla­cently in their suf­fer­ings, in the as­pect of the seas, in the cus­toms of strange na­tions, in the glory of splen­did rulers.

			“In Patusan they had found lots of pep­per, and had been im­pressed by the mag­ni­fi­cence and the wis­dom of the Sul­tan; but some­how, after a cen­tury of chequered in­ter­course, the coun­try seems to drop gradu­ally out of the trade. Per­haps the pep­per had giv­en out. Be it as it may, nobody cares for it now; the glory has de­par­ted, the Sul­tan is an im­be­cile youth with two thumbs on his left hand and an un­cer­tain and beg­garly rev­en­ue ex­tor­ted from a miser­able pop­u­la­tion and stolen from him by his many uncles.

			“This of course I have from Stein. He gave me their names and a short sketch of the life and char­ac­ter of each. He was as full of in­form­a­tion about nat­ive States as an of­fi­cial re­port, but in­fin­itely more amus­ing. He had to know. He traded in so many, and in some dis­tricts—as in Patusan, for in­stance—his firm was the only one to have an agency by spe­cial per­mit from the Dutch au­thor­it­ies. The Gov­ern­ment trus­ted his dis­cre­tion, and it was un­der­stood that he took all the risks. The men he em­ployed un­der­stood that too, but he made it worth their while ap­par­ently. He was per­fectly frank with me over the break­fast-table in the morn­ing. As far as he was aware (the last news was thir­teen months old, he stated pre­cisely), ut­ter in­sec­ur­ity for life and prop­erty was the nor­mal con­di­tion. There were in Patusan ant­ag­on­ist­ic forces, and one of them was Ra­jah Al­lang, the worst of the Sul­tan’s uncles, the gov­ernor of the river, who did the ex­tort­ing and the steal­ing, and ground down to the point of ex­tinc­tion the coun­try-born Malays, who, ut­terly de­fence­less, had not even the re­source of emig­rat­ing—‘for in­deed,’ as Stein re­marked, ‘where could they go, and how could they get away?’ No doubt they did not even de­sire to get away. The world (which is cir­cum­scribed by lofty im­pass­able moun­tains) has been giv­en in­to the hand of the high­born, and this Ra­jah they knew: he was of their own roy­al house. I had the pleas­ure of meet­ing the gen­tle­man later on. He was a dirty, little, used-up old man with evil eyes and a weak mouth, who swal­lowed an opi­um pill every two hours, and in de­fi­ance of com­mon de­cency wore his hair un­covered and fall­ing in wild stringy locks about his wizened grimy face. When giv­ing audi­ence he would clam­ber upon a sort of nar­row stage erec­ted in a hall like a ru­in­ous barn with a rot­ten bam­boo floor, through the cracks of which you could see, twelve or fif­teen feet be­low, the heaps of re­fuse and garbage of all kinds ly­ing un­der the house. That is where and how he re­ceived us when, ac­com­pan­ied by Jim, I paid him a vis­it of ce­re­mony. There were about forty people in the room, and per­haps three times as many in the great court­yard be­low. There was con­stant move­ment, com­ing and go­ing, push­ing and mur­mur­ing, at our backs. A few youths in gay silks glared from the dis­tance; the ma­jor­ity, slaves and humble de­pend­ants, were half na­ked, in ragged sarongs, dirty with ashes and mud-stains. I had nev­er seen Jim look so grave, so self-pos­sessed, in an im­pen­et­rable, im­press­ive way. In the midst of these dark-faced men, his stal­wart fig­ure in white ap­par­el, the gleam­ing clusters of his fair hair, seemed to catch all the sun­shine that trickled through the cracks in the closed shut­ters of that dim hall, with its walls of mats and a roof of thatch. He ap­peared like a creature not only of an­oth­er kind but of an­oth­er es­sence. Had they not seen him come up in a ca­noe they might have thought he had des­cen­ded upon them from the clouds. He did, how­ever, come in a crazy dugout, sit­ting (very still and with his knees to­geth­er, for fear of over­turn­ing the thing)—sit­ting on a tin box—which I had lent him—nurs­ing on his lap a re­volver of the Navy pat­tern—presen­ted by me on part­ing—which, through an in­ter­pos­i­tion of Provid­ence, or through some wrong­headed no­tion, that was just like him, or else from sheer in­stinct­ive saga­city, he had de­cided to carry un­loaded. That’s how he as­cen­ded the Patusan river. Noth­ing could have been more pro­sa­ic and more un­safe, more ex­tra­vag­antly cas­u­al, more lonely. Strange, this fatal­ity that would cast the com­plex­ion of a flight upon all his acts, of im­puls­ive un­re­flect­ing deser­tion of a jump in­to the un­known.

			“It is pre­cisely the cas­u­al­ness of it that strikes me most. Neither Stein nor I had a clear con­cep­tion of what might be on the oth­er side when we, meta­phor­ic­ally speak­ing, took him up and hove him over the wall with scant ce­re­mony. At the mo­ment I merely wished to achieve his dis­ap­pear­ance; Stein char­ac­ter­ist­ic­ally enough had a sen­ti­ment­al motive. He had a no­tion of pay­ing off (in kind, I sup­pose) the old debt he had nev­er for­got­ten. In­deed he had been all his life es­pe­cially friendly to any­body from the Brit­ish Isles. His late be­ne­fact­or, it is true, was a Scot—even to the length of be­ing called Al­ex­an­der M’Neil—and Jim came from a long way south of the Tweed; but at the dis­tance of six or sev­en thou­sand miles Great Bri­tain, though nev­er di­min­ished, looks fore­shortened enough even to its own chil­dren to rob such de­tails of their im­port­ance. Stein was ex­cus­able, and his hin­ted in­ten­tions were so gen­er­ous that I begged him most earn­estly to keep them secret for a time. I felt that no con­sid­er­a­tion of per­son­al ad­vant­age should be al­lowed to in­flu­ence Jim; that not even the risk of such in­flu­ence should be run. We had to deal with an­oth­er sort of real­ity. He wanted a refuge, and a refuge at the cost of danger should be offered him—noth­ing more.

			“Upon every oth­er point I was per­fectly frank with him, and I even (as I be­lieved at the time) ex­ag­ger­ated the danger of the un­der­tak­ing. As a mat­ter of fact I did not do it justice; his first day in Patusan was nearly his last—would have been his last if he had not been so reck­less or so hard on him­self and had con­des­cen­ded to load that re­volver. I re­mem­ber, as I un­fol­ded our pre­cious scheme for his re­treat, how his stub­born but weary resig­na­tion was gradu­ally re­placed by sur­prise, in­terest, won­der, and by boy­ish eager­ness. This was a chance he had been dream­ing of. He couldn’t think how he mer­ited that I … He would be shot if he could see to what he owed … And it was Stein, Stein the mer­chant, who … but of course it was me he had to … I cut him short. He was not ar­tic­u­late, and his grat­it­ude caused me in­ex­plic­able pain. I told him that if he owed this chance to any­one es­pe­cially, it was to an old Scot of whom he had nev­er heard, who had died many years ago, of whom little was re­membered be­sides a roar­ing voice and a rough sort of hon­esty. There was really no one to re­ceive his thanks. Stein was passing on to a young man the help he had re­ceived in his own young days, and I had done no more than to men­tion his name. Upon this he col­oured, and, twist­ing a bit of pa­per in his fin­gers, he re­marked bash­fully that I had al­ways trus­ted him.

			“I ad­mit­ted that such was the case, and ad­ded after a pause that I wished he had been able to fol­low my ex­ample. ‘You think I don’t?’ he asked un­eas­ily, and re­marked in a mut­ter that one had to get some sort of show first; then bright­en­ing up, and in a loud voice he pro­tested he would give me no oc­ca­sion to re­gret my con­fid­ence, which—which …

			“ ‘Do not mis­ap­pre­hend,’ I in­ter­rup­ted. ‘It is not in your power to make me re­gret any­thing.’ There would be no re­grets; but if there were, it would be al­to­geth­er my own af­fair: on the oth­er hand, I wished him to un­der­stand clearly that this ar­range­ment, this—this—ex­per­i­ment, was his own do­ing; he was re­spons­ible for it and no one else. ‘Why? Why,’ he stammered, ‘this is the very thing that I …’ I begged him not to be dense, and he looked more puzzled than ever. He was in a fair way to make life in­tol­er­able to him­self. … ‘Do you think so?’ he asked, dis­turbed; but in a mo­ment ad­ded con­fid­ently, ‘I was go­ing on though. Was I not?’ It was im­possible to be angry with him: I could not help a smile, and told him that in the old days people who went on like this were on the way of be­com­ing her­mits in a wil­der­ness. ‘Her­mits be hanged!’ he com­men­ted with en­ga­ging im­puls­ive­ness. Of course he didn’t mind a wil­der­ness. … ‘I was glad of it,’ I said. That was where he would be go­ing to. He would find it lively enough, I ven­tured to prom­ise. ‘Yes, yes,’ he said, keenly. He had shown a de­sire, I con­tin­ued in­flex­ibly, to go out and shut the door after him. … ‘Did I?’ he in­ter­rup­ted in a strange ac­cess of gloom that seemed to en­vel­op him from head to foot like the shad­ow of a passing cloud. He was won­der­fully ex­press­ive after all. Won­der­fully! ‘Did I?’ he re­peated bit­terly. ‘You can’t say I made much noise about it. And I can keep it up, too—only, con­found it! you show me a door.’ … ‘Very well. Pass on,’ I struck in. I could make him a sol­emn prom­ise that it would be shut be­hind him with a ven­geance. His fate, whatever it was, would be ig­nored, be­cause the coun­try, for all its rot­ten state, was not judged ripe for in­ter­fer­ence. Once he got in, it would be for the out­side world as though he had nev­er ex­is­ted. He would have noth­ing but the soles of his two feet to stand upon, and he would have first to find his ground at that. ‘Nev­er ex­is­ted—that’s it, by Jove,’ he mur­mured to him­self. His eyes, fastened upon my lips, sparkled. If he had thor­oughly un­der­stood the con­di­tions, I con­cluded, he had bet­ter jump in­to the first gharry he could see and drive on to Stein’s house for his fi­nal in­struc­tions. He flung out of the room be­fore I had fairly fin­ished speak­ing.”

		
	
		
			XXIII

			“He did not re­turn till next morn­ing. He had been kept to din­ner and for the night. There nev­er had been such a won­der­ful man as Mr. Stein. He had in his pock­et a let­ter for Cor­neli­us (‘the John­nie who’s go­ing to get the sack,’ he ex­plained, with a mo­ment­ary drop in his ela­tion), and he ex­hib­ited with glee a sil­ver ring, such as nat­ives use, worn down very thin and show­ing faint traces of chas­ing.

			“This was his in­tro­duc­tion to an old chap called Doramin—one of the prin­cip­al men out there—a big pot—who had been Mr. Stein’s friend in that coun­try where he had all these ad­ven­tures. Mr. Stein called him ‘war-com­rade.’ War-com­rade was good. Wasn’t it? And didn’t Mr. Stein speak Eng­lish won­der­fully well? Said he had learned it in Celebes—of all places! That was aw­fully funny. Was it not? He did speak with an ac­cent—a twang—did I no­tice? That chap Doramin had giv­en him the ring. They had ex­changed presents when they par­ted for the last time. Sort of prom­ising etern­al friend­ship. He called it fine—did I not? They had to make a dash for dear life out of the coun­try when that Mo­hammed—Mo­hammed—What’s-his-name had been killed. I knew the story, of course. Seemed a beastly shame, didn’t it? …

			“He ran on like this, for­get­ting his plate, with a knife and fork in hand (he had found me at tiffin), slightly flushed, and with his eyes darkened many shades, which was with him a sign of ex­cite­ment. The ring was a sort of cre­den­tial—(‘It’s like some­thing you read of in books,’ he threw in ap­pre­ci­at­ively) and Doramin would do his best for him. Mr. Stein had been the means of sav­ing that chap’s life on some oc­ca­sion; purely by ac­ci­dent, Mr. Stein had said, but he—Jim—had his own opin­ion about that. Mr. Stein was just the man to look out for such ac­ci­dents. No mat­ter. Ac­ci­dent or pur­pose, this would serve his turn im­mensely. Hoped to good­ness the jolly old beg­gar had not gone off the hooks mean­time. Mr. Stein could not tell. There had been no news for more than a year; they were kick­ing up no end of an all-fired row amongst them­selves, and the river was closed. Jolly awk­ward, this; but, no fear; he would man­age to find a crack to get in.

			“He im­pressed, al­most frightened, me with his elated rattle. He was vol­uble like a young­ster on the eve of a long hol­i­day with a pro­spect of de­light­ful scrapes, and such an at­ti­tude of mind in a grown man and in this con­nec­tion had in it some­thing phe­nom­en­al, a little mad, dan­ger­ous, un­safe. I was on the point of en­treat­ing him to take things ser­i­ously when he dropped his knife and fork (he had be­gun eat­ing, or rather swal­low­ing food, as it were, un­con­sciously), and began a search all round his plate. The ring! The ring! Where the dev­il … Ah! Here it was. … He closed his big hand on it, and tried all his pock­ets one after an­oth­er. Jove! wouldn’t do to lose the thing. He med­it­ated gravely over his fist. Had it? Would hang the bally af­fair round his neck! And he pro­ceeded to do this im­me­di­ately, pro­du­cing a string (which looked like a bit of a cot­ton shoelace) for the pur­pose. There! That would do the trick! It would be the deuce if … He seemed to catch sight of my face for the first time, and it stead­ied him a little. I prob­ably didn’t real­ise, he said with a na­ive grav­ity, how much im­port­ance he at­tached to that token. It meant a friend; and it is a good thing to have a friend. He knew some­thing about that. He nod­ded at me ex­press­ively, but be­fore my dis­claim­ing ges­ture he leaned his head on his hand and for a while sat si­lent, play­ing thought­fully with the bread­crumbs on the cloth. … ‘Slam the door—that was jolly well put,’ he cried, and jump­ing up, began to pace the room, re­mind­ing me by the set of the shoulders, the turn of his head, the head­long and un­even stride, of that night when he had paced thus, con­fess­ing, ex­plain­ing—what you will—but, in the last in­stance, liv­ing—liv­ing be­fore me, un­der his own little cloud, with all his un­con­scious sub­tlety which could draw con­sol­a­tion from the very source of sor­row. It was the same mood, the same and dif­fer­ent, like a fickle com­pan­ion that today guid­ing you on the true path, with the same eyes, the same step, the same im­pulse, to­mor­row will lead you hope­lessly astray. His tread was as­sured, his stray­ing, darkened eyes seemed to search the room for some­thing. One of his foot­falls some­how soun­ded louder than the oth­er—the fault of his boots prob­ably—and gave a curi­ous im­pres­sion of an in­vis­ible halt in his gait. One of his hands was rammed deep in­to his trousers-pock­et, the oth­er waved sud­denly above his head. ‘Slam the door!’ he shouted. ‘I’ve been wait­ing for that. I’ll show yet … I’ll … I’m ready for any con­foun­ded thing. … I’ve been dream­ing of it … Jove! Get out of this. Jove! This is luck at last. … You wait. I’ll …’

			“He tossed his head fear­lessly, and I con­fess that for the first and last time in our ac­quaint­ance I per­ceived my­self un­ex­pec­tedly to be thor­oughly sick of him. Why these va­pour­ings? He was stump­ing about the room flour­ish­ing his arm ab­surdly, and now and then feel­ing on his breast for the ring un­der his clothes. Where was the sense of such ex­al­ta­tion in a man ap­poin­ted to be a trad­ing-clerk, and in a place where there was no trade—at that? Why hurl de­fi­ance at the uni­verse? This was not a prop­er frame of mind to ap­proach any un­der­tak­ing; an im­prop­er frame of mind not only for him, I said, but for any man. He stood still over me. Did I think so? he asked, by no means sub­dued, and with a smile in which I seemed to de­tect sud­denly some­thing in­solent. But then I am twenty years his seni­or. Youth is in­solent; it is its right—its ne­ces­sity; it has got to as­sert it­self, and all as­ser­tion in this world of doubts is a de­fi­ance, is an in­solence. He went off in­to a far corner, and com­ing back, he, fig­ur­at­ively speak­ing, turned to rend me. I spoke like that be­cause I—even I, who had been no end kind to him—even I re­membered—re­membered—against him—what—what had happened. And what about oth­ers—the—the—world? Where’s the won­der he wanted to get out, meant to get out, meant to stay out—by heav­ens! And I talked about prop­er frames of mind!

			“ ‘It is not I or the world who re­mem­ber,’ I shouted. ‘It is you—you, who re­mem­ber.’

			“He did not flinch, and went on with heat, ‘For­get everything, every­body, every­body.’ … His voice fell. … ‘But you,’ he ad­ded.

			“ ‘Yes—me too—if it would help,’ I said, also in a low tone. After this we re­mained si­lent and lan­guid for a time as if ex­hausted. Then he began again, com­posedly, and told me that Mr. Stein had in­struc­ted him to wait for a month or so, to see wheth­er it was pos­sible for him to re­main, be­fore he began build­ing a new house for him­self, so as to avoid ‘vain ex­pense.’ He did make use of funny ex­pres­sions—Stein did. ‘Vain ex­pense’ was good. … Re­main? Why! of course. He would hang on. Let him only get in—that’s all; he would an­swer for it he would re­main. Nev­er get out. It was easy enough to re­main.

			“ ‘Don’t be fool­hardy,’ I said, rendered un­easy by his threat­en­ing tone. ‘If you only live long enough you will want to come back.’

			“ ‘Come back to what?’ he asked ab­sently, with his eyes fixed upon the face of a clock on the wall.

			“I was si­lent for a while. ‘Is it to be nev­er, then?’ I said. ‘Nev­er,’ he re­peated dream­ily without look­ing at me, and then flew in­to sud­den activ­ity. ‘Jove! Two o’clock, and I sail at four!’

			“It was true. A brig­antine of Stein’s was leav­ing for the west­ward that af­ter­noon, and he had been in­struc­ted to take his pas­sage in her, only no or­ders to delay the sail­ing had been giv­en. I sup­pose Stein for­got. He made a rush to get his things while I went aboard my ship, where he prom­ised to call on his way to the out­er road­ster. He turned up ac­cord­ingly in a great hurry and with a small leath­er valise in his hand. This wouldn’t do, and I offered him an old tin trunk of mine sup­posed to be wa­ter­tight, or at least damp-tight. He ef­fected the trans­fer by the simple pro­cess of shoot­ing out the con­tents of his valise as you would empty a sack of wheat. I saw three books in the tumble; two small, in dark cov­ers, and a thick green-and-gold volume—a half-crown com­plete Shakespeare. ‘You read this?’ I asked. ‘Yes. Best thing to cheer up a fel­low,’ he said hast­ily. I was struck by this ap­pre­ci­ation, but there was no time for Shakespeari­an talk. A heavy re­volver and two small boxes of cart­ridges were ly­ing on the cuddy-table. ‘Pray take this,’ I said. ‘It may help you to re­main.’ No soon­er were these words out of my mouth than I per­ceived what grim mean­ing they could bear. ‘May help you to get in,’ I cor­rec­ted my­self re­morse­fully. He how­ever was not troubled by ob­scure mean­ings; he thanked me ef­fus­ively and bolted out, call­ing Good­bye over his shoulder. I heard his voice through the ship’s side ur­ging his boat­men to give way, and look­ing out of the stern-port I saw the boat round­ing un­der the counter. He sat in her lean­ing for­ward, ex­cit­ing his men with voice and ges­tures; and as he had kept the re­volver in his hand and seemed to be present­ing it at their heads, I shall nev­er for­get the scared faces of the four Javanese, and the frantic swing of their stroke which snatched that vis­ion from un­der my eyes. Then turn­ing away, the first thing I saw were the two boxes of cart­ridges on the cuddy-table. He had for­got­ten to take them.

			“I ordered my gig manned at once; but Jim’s row­ers, un­der the im­pres­sion that their lives hung on a thread while they had that mad­man in the boat, made such ex­cel­lent time that be­fore I had tra­versed half the dis­tance between the two ves­sels I caught sight of him clam­ber­ing over the rail, and of his box be­ing passed up. All the brig­antine’s can­vas was loose, her main­sail was set, and the wind­lass was just be­gin­ning to clink as I stepped upon her deck: her mas­ter, a dap­per little half-caste of forty or so, in a blue flan­nel suit, with lively eyes, his round face the col­our of lem­on-peel, and with a thin little black mous­tache droop­ing on each side of his thick, dark lips, came for­ward smirk­ing. He turned out, not­with­stand­ing his self-sat­is­fied and cheery ex­ter­i­or, to be of a care­worn tem­pera­ment. In an­swer to a re­mark of mine (while Jim had gone be­low for a mo­ment) he said, ‘Oh yes. Patusan.’ He was go­ing to carry the gen­tle­man to the mouth of the river, but would ‘nev­er as­cend.’ His flow­ing Eng­lish seemed to be de­rived from a dic­tion­ary com­piled by a lun­at­ic. Had Mr. Stein de­sired him to ‘as­cend,’ he would have ‘rev­er­en­tially’—(I think he wanted to say re­spect­fully—but dev­il only knows)—‘rev­er­en­tially made ob­jects for the safety of prop­er­ties.’ If dis­reg­arded, he would have presen­ted ‘resig­na­tion to quit.’ Twelve months ago he had made his last voy­age there, and though Mr. Cor­neli­us ‘pro­pi­ti­ated many of­fer­tor­ies’ to Mr. Ra­jah Al­lang and the ‘prin­cip­al pop­u­la­tions,’ on con­di­tions which made the trade ‘a snare and ashes in the mouth,’ yet his ship had been fired upon from the woods by ‘ir­re­spons­ive parties’ all the way down the river; which caus­ing his crew ‘from ex­pos­ure to limb to re­main si­lent in hid­ings,’ the brig­antine was nearly stran­ded on a sand­bank at the bar, where she ‘would have been per­ish­able bey­ond the act of man.’ The angry dis­gust at the re­col­lec­tion, the pride of his flu­ency, to which he turned an at­tent­ive ear, struggled for the pos­ses­sion of his broad simple face. He scowled and beamed at me, and watched with sat­is­fac­tion the un­deni­able ef­fect of his phras­eo­logy. Dark frowns ran swiftly over the pla­cid sea, and the brig­antine, with her fore-top­sail to the mast and her main-boom amid­ships, seemed be­wildered amongst the cat’s-paws. He told me fur­ther, gnash­ing his teeth, that the Ra­jah was a ‘laugh­able hy­aena’ (can’t ima­gine how he got hold of hy­aen­as); while some­body else was many times falser than the ‘weapons of a cro­codile.’ Keep­ing one eye on the move­ments of his crew for­ward, he let loose his volu­bil­ity—com­par­ing the place to a ‘cage of beasts made raven­ous by long im­pen­it­ence.’ I fancy he meant im­pun­ity. He had no in­ten­tion, he cried, to ‘ex­hib­it him­self to be made at­tached pur­pose­fully to rob­bery.’ The long-drawn wails, giv­ing the time for the pull of the men cat­ting the an­chor, came to an end, and he lowered his voice. ‘Plenty too much enough of Patusan,’ he con­cluded, with en­ergy.

			“I heard af­ter­wards he had been so in­dis­creet as to get him­self tied up by the neck with a rat­tan hal­ter to a post planted in the middle of a mud-hole be­fore the Ra­jah’s house. He spent the best part of a day and a whole night in that un­whole­some situ­ation, but there is every reas­on to be­lieve the thing had been meant as a sort of joke. He brooded for a while over that hor­rid memory, I sup­pose, and then ad­dressed in a quar­rel­some tone the man com­ing aft to the helm. When he turned to me again it was to speak ju­di­cially, without pas­sion. He would take the gen­tle­man to the mouth of the river at Batu Kring (Patusan town ‘be­ing situ­ated in­tern­ally,’ he re­marked, ‘thirty miles’). But in his eyes, he con­tin­ued—a tone of bored, weary con­vic­tion re­pla­cing his pre­vi­ous vol­uble de­liv­ery—the gen­tle­man was already ‘in the simil­it­ude of a corpse.’ ‘What? What do you say?’ I asked. He as­sumed a start­lingly fe­ro­cious de­mean­our, and im­it­ated to per­fec­tion the act of stabbing from be­hind. ‘Already like the body of one de­por­ted,’ he ex­plained, with the in­suf­fer­ably con­ceited air of his kind after what they ima­gine a dis­play of clev­erness. Be­hind him I per­ceived Jim smil­ing si­lently at me, and with a raised hand check­ing the ex­clam­a­tion on my lips.

			“Then, while the half-caste, burst­ing with im­port­ance, shouted his or­ders, while the yards swung creak­ing and the heavy boom came sur­ging over, Jim and I, alone as it were, to lee­ward of the main­sail, clasped each oth­er’s hands and ex­changed the last hur­ried words. My heart was freed from that dull re­sent­ment which had ex­is­ted side by side with in­terest in his fate. The ab­surd chat­ter of the half-caste had giv­en more real­ity to the miser­able dangers of his path than Stein’s care­ful state­ments. On that oc­ca­sion the sort of form­al­ity that had been al­ways present in our in­ter­course van­ished from our speech; I be­lieve I called him ‘dear boy,’ and he tacked on the words ‘old man’ to some half-uttered ex­pres­sion of grat­it­ude, as though his risk set off against my years had made us more equal in age and in feel­ing. There was a mo­ment of real and pro­found in­tim­acy, un­ex­pec­ted and short-lived like a glimpse of some ever­last­ing, of some sav­ing truth. He ex­er­ted him­self to soothe me as though he had been the more ma­ture of the two. ‘All right, all right,’ he said, rap­idly, and with feel­ing. ‘I prom­ise to take care of my­self. Yes; I won’t take any risks. Not a single blessed risk. Of course not. I mean to hang out. Don’t you worry. Jove! I feel as if noth­ing could touch me. Why! this is luck from the word Go. I wouldn’t spoil such a mag­ni­fi­cent chance!’ … A mag­ni­fi­cent chance! Well, it was mag­ni­fi­cent, but chances are what men make them, and how was I to know? As he had said, even I—even I re­membered—his—his mis­for­tune against him. It was true. And the best thing for him was to go.

			“My gig had dropped in the wake of the brig­antine, and I saw him aft de­tached upon the light of the wester­ing sun, rais­ing his cap high above his head. I heard an in­dis­tinct shout, ‘You—shall—hear—of—me.’ Of me, or from me, I don’t know which. I think it must have been of me. My eyes were too dazzled by the glit­ter of the sea be­low his feet to see him clearly; I am fated nev­er to see him clearly; but I can as­sure you no man could have ap­peared less ‘in the simil­it­ude of a corpse,’ as that half-caste croak­er had put it. I could see the little wretch’s face, the shape and col­our of a ripe pump­kin, poked out some­where un­der Jim’s el­bow. He, too, raised his arm as if for a down­ward thrust. Ab­sit omen!”

		
	
		
			XXIV

			“The coast of Patusan (I saw it nearly two years af­ter­wards) is straight and sombre, and faces a misty ocean. Red trails are seen like catar­acts of rust stream­ing un­der the dark-green fo­liage of bushes and creep­ers cloth­ing the low cliffs. Swampy plains open out at the mouth of rivers, with a view of jagged blue peaks bey­ond the vast forests. In the off­ing a chain of is­lands, dark, crum­bling shapes, stand out in the ever­last­ing sun­lit haze like the rem­nants of a wall breached by the sea.

			“There is a vil­lage of fish­er-folk at the mouth of the Batu Kring branch of the es­tu­ary. The river, which had been closed so long, was open then, and Stein’s little schoon­er, in which I had my pas­sage, worked her way up in three tides without be­ing ex­posed to a fu­sil­lade from ‘ir­re­spons­ive parties.’ Such a state of af­fairs be­longed already to an­cient his­tory, if I could be­lieve the eld­erly head­man of the fish­ing vil­lage, who came on board to act as a sort of pi­lot. He talked to me (the second white man he had ever seen) with con­fid­ence, and most of his talk was about the first white man he had ever seen. He called him Tu­an Jim, and the tone of his ref­er­ences was made re­mark­able by a strange mix­ture of fa­mili­ar­ity and awe. They, in the vil­lage, were un­der that lord’s spe­cial pro­tec­tion, which showed that Jim bore no grudge. If he had warned me that I would hear of him it was per­fectly true. I was hear­ing of him. There was already a story that the tide had turned two hours be­fore its time to help him on his jour­ney up the river. The talk­at­ive old man him­self had steered the ca­noe and had mar­velled at the phe­nomen­on. Moreover, all the glory was in his fam­ily. His son and his son-in-law had paddled; but they were only youths without ex­per­i­ence, who did not no­tice the speed of the ca­noe till he poin­ted out to them the amaz­ing fact.

			“Jim’s com­ing to that fish­ing vil­lage was a bless­ing; but to them, as to many of us, the bless­ing came her­al­ded by ter­rors. So many gen­er­a­tions had been re­leased since the last white man had vis­ited the river that the very tra­di­tion had been lost. The ap­pear­ance of the be­ing that des­cen­ded upon them and de­man­ded in­flex­ibly to be taken up to Patusan was dis­com­pos­ing; his in­sist­ence was alarm­ing; his gen­er­os­ity more than sus­pi­cious. It was an un­heard-of re­quest. There was no pre­ced­ent. What would the Ra­jah say to this? What would he do to them? The best part of the night was spent in con­sulta­tion; but the im­me­di­ate risk from the an­ger of that strange man seemed so great that at last a cranky dugout was got ready. The wo­men shrieked with grief as it put off. A fear­less old hag cursed the stranger.

			“He sat in it, as I’ve told you, on his tin box, nurs­ing the un­loaded re­volver on his lap. He sat with pre­cau­tion—than which there is noth­ing more fa­tiguing—and thus entered the land he was destined to fill with the fame of his vir­tues, from the blue peaks in­land to the white rib­bon of surf on the coast. At the first bend he lost sight of the sea with its la­bour­ing waves forever rising, sink­ing, and van­ish­ing to rise again—the very im­age of strug­gling man­kind—and faced the im­mov­able forests rooted deep in the soil, soar­ing to­wards the sun­shine, ever­last­ing in the shad­owy might of their tra­di­tion, like life it­self. And his op­por­tun­ity sat veiled by his side like an East­ern bride wait­ing to be un­covered by the hand of the mas­ter. He, too, was the heir of a shad­owy and mighty tra­di­tion! He told me, how­ever, that he had nev­er in his life felt so de­pressed and tired as in that ca­noe. All the move­ment he dared to al­low him­self was to reach, as it were by stealth, after the shell of half a coconut float­ing between his shoes, and bale some of the wa­ter out with a care­fully re­strained ac­tion. He dis­covered how hard the lid of a block-tin case was to sit upon. He had hero­ic health; but sev­er­al times dur­ing that jour­ney he ex­per­i­enced fits of gid­di­ness, and between whiles he spec­u­lated hazily as to the size of the blister the sun was rais­ing on his back. For amuse­ment he tried by look­ing ahead to de­cide wheth­er the muddy ob­ject he saw ly­ing on the wa­ter’s edge was a log of wood or an al­ligator. Only very soon he had to give that up. No fun in it. Al­ways al­ligator. One of them flopped in­to the river and all but cap­sized the ca­noe. But this ex­cite­ment was over dir­ectly. Then in a long empty reach he was very grate­ful to a troop of mon­keys who came right down on the bank and made an in­sult­ing hul­laba­loo on his pas­sage. Such was the way in which he was ap­proach­ing great­ness as genu­ine as any man ever achieved. Prin­cip­ally, he longed for sun­set; and mean­time his three pad­dlers were pre­par­ing to put in­to ex­e­cu­tion their plan of de­liv­er­ing him up to the Ra­jah.

			“ ‘I sup­pose I must have been stu­pid with fa­tigue, or per­haps I did doze off for a time,’ he said. The first thing he knew was his ca­noe com­ing to the bank. He be­came in­stant­an­eously aware of the forest hav­ing been left be­hind, of the first houses be­ing vis­ible high­er up, of a stock­ade on his left, and of his boat­men leap­ing out to­geth­er upon a low point of land and tak­ing to their heels. In­stinct­ively he leaped out after them. At first he thought him­self deser­ted for some in­con­ceiv­able reas­on, but he heard ex­cited shouts, a gate swung open, and a lot of people poured out, mak­ing to­wards him. At the same time a boat full of armed men ap­peared on the river and came along­side his empty ca­noe, thus shut­ting off his re­treat.

			“ ‘I was too startled to be quite cool—don’t you know? and if that re­volver had been loaded I would have shot some­body—per­haps two, three bod­ies, and that would have been the end of me. But it wasn’t. …’ ‘Why not?’ I asked. ‘Well, I couldn’t fight the whole pop­u­la­tion, and I wasn’t com­ing to them as if I were afraid of my life,’ he said, with just a faint hint of his stub­born sulk­i­ness in the glance he gave me. I re­frained from point­ing out to him that they could not have known the cham­bers were ac­tu­ally empty. He had to sat­is­fy him­self in his own way. … ‘Any­how it wasn’t,’ he re­peated good-hu­mouredly, ‘and so I just stood still and asked them what was the mat­ter. That seemed to strike them dumb. I saw some of these thieves go­ing off with my box. That long-legged old scoun­drel Kassim (I’ll show him to you to­mor­row) ran out fuss­ing to me about the Ra­jah want­ing to see me. I said, “All right.” I too wanted to see the Ra­jah, and I simply walked in through the gate and—and—here I am.’ He laughed, and then with un­ex­pec­ted em­phas­is, ‘And do you know what’s the best in it?’ he asked. ‘I’ll tell you. It’s the know­ledge that had I been wiped out it is this place that would have been the loser.’

			“He spoke thus to me be­fore his house on that even­ing I’ve men­tioned—after we had watched the moon float away above the chasm between the hills like an as­cend­ing spir­it out of a grave; its sheen des­cen­ded, cold and pale, like the ghost of dead sun­light. There is some­thing haunt­ing in the light of the moon; it has all the dis­pas­sion­ate­ness of a dis­em­bod­ied soul, and some­thing of its in­con­ceiv­able mys­tery. It is to our sun­shine, which—say what you like—is all we have to live by, what the echo is to the sound: mis­lead­ing and con­fus­ing wheth­er the note be mock­ing or sad. It robs all forms of mat­ter—which, after all, is our do­main—of their sub­stance, and gives a sin­is­ter real­ity to shad­ows alone. And the shad­ows were very real around us, but Jim by my side looked very stal­wart, as though noth­ing—not even the oc­cult power of moon­light—could rob him of his real­ity in my eyes. Per­haps, in­deed, noth­ing could touch him since he had sur­vived the as­sault of the dark powers. All was si­lent, all was still; even on the river the moon­beams slept as on a pool. It was the mo­ment of high wa­ter, a mo­ment of im­mob­il­ity that ac­cen­tu­ated the ut­ter isol­a­tion of this lost corner of the earth. The houses crowding along the wide shin­ing sweep without ripple or glit­ter, step­ping in­to the wa­ter in a line of jost­ling, vague, grey, sil­very forms mingled with black masses of shad­ow, were like a spec­tral herd of shape­less creatures press­ing for­ward to drink in a spec­tral and life­less stream. Here and there a red gleam twinkled with­in the bam­boo walls, warm, like a liv­ing spark, sig­ni­fic­ant of hu­man af­fec­tions, of shel­ter, of re­pose.

			“He con­fessed to me that he of­ten watched these tiny warm gleams go out one by one, that he loved to see people go to sleep un­der his eyes, con­fid­ent in the se­cur­ity of to­mor­row. ‘Peace­ful here, eh?’ he asked. He was not elo­quent, but there was a deep mean­ing in the words that fol­lowed. ‘Look at these houses; there’s not one where I am not trus­ted. Jove! I told you I would hang on. Ask any man, wo­man, or child …’ He paused. ‘Well, I am all right any­how.’

			“I ob­served quickly that he had found that out in the end. I had been sure of it, I ad­ded. He shook his head. ‘Were you?’ He pressed my arm lightly above the el­bow. ‘Well, then—you were right.’

			“There was ela­tion and pride, there was awe al­most, in that low ex­clam­a­tion. ‘Jove!’ he cried, ‘only think what it is to me.’ Again he pressed my arm. ‘And you asked me wheth­er I thought of leav­ing. Good God! I! want to leave! Es­pe­cially now after what you told me of Mr. Stein’s … Leave! Why! That’s what I was afraid of. It would have been—it would have been harder than dy­ing. No—on my word. Don’t laugh. I must feel—every day, every time I open my eyes—that I am trus­ted—that nobody has a right—don’t you know? Leave! For where? What for? To get what?’

			“I had told him (in­deed it was the main ob­ject of my vis­it) that it was Stein’s in­ten­tion to present him at once with the house and the stock of trad­ing goods, on cer­tain easy con­di­tions which would make the trans­ac­tion per­fectly reg­u­lar and val­id. He began to snort and plunge at first. ‘Con­found your del­ic­acy!’ I shouted. ‘It isn’t Stein at all. It’s giv­ing you what you had made for your­self. And in any case keep your re­marks for M’Neil—when you meet him in the oth­er world. I hope it won’t hap­pen soon. …’ He had to give in to my ar­gu­ments, be­cause all his con­quests, the trust, the fame, the friend­ships, the love—all these things that made him mas­ter had made him a cap­tive, too. He looked with an own­er’s eye at the peace of the even­ing, at the river, at the houses, at the ever­last­ing life of the forests, at the life of the old man­kind, at the secrets of the land, at the pride of his own heart; but it was they that pos­sessed him and made him their own to the in­ner­most thought, to the slight­est stir of blood, to his last breath.

			“It was some­thing to be proud of. I, too, was proud—for him, if not so cer­tain of the fab­ulous value of the bar­gain. It was won­der­ful. It was not so much of his fear­less­ness that I thought. It is strange how little ac­count I took of it: as if it had been some­thing too con­ven­tion­al to be at the root of the mat­ter. No. I was more struck by the oth­er gifts he had dis­played. He had proved his grasp of the un­fa­mil­i­ar situ­ation, his in­tel­lec­tu­al alert­ness in that field of thought. There was his read­i­ness, too! Amaz­ing. And all this had come to him in a man­ner like keen scent to a well-bred hound. He was not elo­quent, but there was a dig­nity in this con­sti­tu­tion­al reti­cence, there was a high ser­i­ous­ness in his stam­mer­ings. He had still his old trick of stub­born blush­ing. Now and then, though, a word, a sen­tence, would es­cape him that showed how deeply, how sol­emnly, he felt about that work which had giv­en him the cer­ti­tude of re­hab­il­it­a­tion. That is why he seemed to love the land and the people with a sort of fierce ego­ism, with a con­temp­tu­ous ten­der­ness.”

		
	
		
			XXV

			“ ‘This is where I was pris­on­er for three days,’ he mur­mured to me (it was on the oc­ca­sion of our vis­it to the Ra­jah), while we were mak­ing our way slowly through a kind of awe­struck ri­ot of de­pend­ants across Tunku Al­lang’s court­yard. ‘Filthy place, isn’t it? And I couldn’t get any­thing to eat either, un­less I made a row about it, and then it was only a small plate of rice and a fried fish not much big­ger than a stickle­back—con­found them! Jove! I’ve been hungry prowl­ing in­side this stink­ing en­clos­ure with some of these vag­a­bonds shov­ing their mugs right un­der my nose. I had giv­en up that fam­ous re­volver of yours at the first de­mand. Glad to get rid of the bally thing. Look like a fool walk­ing about with an empty shoot­ing-iron in my hand.’ At that mo­ment we came in­to the pres­ence, and he be­came un­flinch­ingly grave and com­pli­ment­ary with his late captor. Oh! mag­ni­fi­cent! I want to laugh when I think of it. But I was im­pressed, too. The old dis­rep­ut­able Tunku Al­lang could not help show­ing his fear (he was no hero, for all the tales of his hot youth he was fond of telling); and at the same time there was a wist­ful con­fid­ence in his man­ner to­wards his late pris­on­er. Note! Even where he would be most hated he was still trus­ted. Jim—as far as I could fol­low the con­ver­sa­tion—was im­prov­ing the oc­ca­sion by the de­liv­ery of a lec­ture. Some poor vil­la­gers had been way­laid and robbed while on their way to Doramin’s house with a few pieces of gum or beeswax which they wished to ex­change for rice. ‘It was Doramin who was a thief,’ burst out the Ra­jah. A shak­ing fury seemed to enter that old frail body. He writhed weirdly on his mat, ges­tic­u­lat­ing with his hands and feet, toss­ing the tangled strings of his mop—an im­pot­ent in­carn­a­tion of rage. There were star­ing eyes and drop­ping jaws all around us. Jim began to speak. Res­ol­utely, coolly, and for some time he en­larged upon the text that no man should be pre­ven­ted from get­ting his food and his chil­dren’s food hon­estly. The oth­er sat like a tail­or at his board, one palm on each knee, his head low, and fix­ing Jim through the grey hair that fell over his very eyes. When Jim had done there was a great still­ness. Nobody seemed to breathe even; no one made a sound till the old Ra­jah sighed faintly, and look­ing up, with a toss of his head, said quickly, ‘You hear, my people! No more of these little games.’ This de­cree was re­ceived in pro­found si­lence. A rather heavy man, evid­ently in a po­s­i­tion of con­fid­ence, with in­tel­li­gent eyes, a bony, broad, very dark face, and a cheer­ily of­fi­cious man­ner (I learned later on he was the ex­e­cu­tion­er), presen­ted to us two cups of cof­fee on a brass tray, which he took from the hands of an in­feri­or at­tend­ant. ‘You needn’t drink,’ muttered Jim very rap­idly. I didn’t per­ceive the mean­ing at first, and only looked at him. He took a good sip and sat com­posedly, hold­ing the sau­cer in his left hand. In a mo­ment I felt ex­cess­ively an­noyed. ‘Why the dev­il,’ I whispered, smil­ing at him ami­ably, ‘do you ex­pose me to such a stu­pid risk?’ I drank, of course, there was noth­ing for it, while he gave no sign, and al­most im­me­di­ately af­ter­wards we took our leave. While we were go­ing down the court­yard to our boat, es­cor­ted by the in­tel­li­gent and cheery ex­e­cu­tion­er, Jim said he was very sorry. It was the barest chance, of course. Per­son­ally he thought noth­ing of pois­on. The re­motest chance. He was—he as­sured me—con­sidered to be in­fin­itely more use­ful than dan­ger­ous, and so … ‘But the Ra­jah is afraid of you ab­om­in­ably. Any­body can see that,’ I ar­gued with, I own, a cer­tain peev­ish­ness, and all the time watch­ing anxiously for the first twist of some sort of ghastly col­ic. I was aw­fully dis­gus­ted. ‘If I am to do any good here and pre­serve my po­s­i­tion,’ he said, tak­ing his seat by my side in the boat, ‘I must stand the risk: I take it once every month, at least. Many people trust me to do that—for them. Afraid of me! That’s just it. Most likely he is afraid of me be­cause I am not afraid of his cof­fee.’ Then show­ing me a place on the north front of the stock­ade where the poin­ted tops of sev­er­al stakes were broken, ‘This is where I leaped over on my third day in Patusan. They haven’t put new stakes there yet. Good leap, eh?’ A mo­ment later we passed the mouth of a muddy creek. ‘This is my second leap. I had a bit of a run and took this one fly­ing, but fell short. Thought I would leave my skin there. Lost my shoes strug­gling. And all the time I was think­ing to my­self how beastly it would be to get a jab with a bally long spear while stick­ing in the mud like this. I re­mem­ber how sick I felt wrig­gling in that slime. I mean really sick—as if I had bit­ten some­thing rot­ten.’

			“That’s how it was—and the op­por­tun­ity ran by his side, leaped over the gap, floundered in the mud … still veiled. The un­ex­pec­ted­ness of his com­ing was the only thing, you un­der­stand, that saved him from be­ing at once dis­patched with krises and flung in­to the river. They had him, but it was like get­ting hold of an ap­par­i­tion, a wraith, a portent. What did it mean? What to do with it? Was it too late to con­cili­ate him? Hadn’t he bet­ter be killed without more delay? But what would hap­pen then? Wretched old Al­lang went nearly mad with ap­pre­hen­sion and through the dif­fi­culty of mak­ing up his mind. Sev­er­al times the coun­cil was broken up, and the ad­visers made a break hel­ter-skel­ter for the door and out on to the ver­andah. One—it is said—even jumped down to the ground—fif­teen feet, I should judge—and broke his leg. The roy­al gov­ernor of Patusan had bizarre man­ner­isms, and one of them was to in­tro­duce boast­ful rhaps­od­ies in­to every ar­du­ous dis­cus­sion, when, get­ting gradu­ally ex­cited, he would end by fly­ing off his perch with a kris in his hand. But, bar­ring such in­ter­rup­tions, the de­lib­er­a­tions upon Jim’s fate went on night and day.

			“Mean­while he wandered about the court­yard, shunned by some, glared at by oth­ers, but watched by all, and prac­tic­ally at the mercy of the first cas­u­al ragamuffin with a chop­per, in there. He took pos­ses­sion of a small tumble­down shed to sleep in; the ef­flu­via of filth and rot­ten mat­ter in­com­moded him greatly: it seems he had not lost his ap­pet­ite though, be­cause—he told me—he had been hungry all the blessed time. Now and again ‘some fussy ass’ deputed from the coun­cil-room would come out run­ning to him, and in hon­eyed tones would ad­min­is­ter amaz­ing in­ter­rog­at­or­ies: ‘Were the Dutch com­ing to take the coun­try? Would the white man like to go back down the river? What was the ob­ject of com­ing to such a miser­able coun­try? The Ra­jah wanted to know wheth­er the white man could re­pair a watch?’ They did ac­tu­ally bring out to him a nick­el clock of New Eng­land make, and out of sheer un­bear­able bore­dom he busied him­self in try­ing to get the alarm to work. It was ap­par­ently when thus oc­cu­pied in his shed that the true per­cep­tion of his ex­treme per­il dawned upon him. He dropped the thing—he says—‘like a hot potato,’ and walked out hast­ily, without the slight­est idea of what he would, or in­deed could, do. He only knew that the po­s­i­tion was in­tol­er­able. He strolled aim­lessly bey­ond a sort of ram­shackle little granary on posts, and his eyes fell on the broken stakes of the pal­is­ade; and then—he says—at once, without any men­tal pro­cess as it were, without any stir of emo­tion, he set about his es­cape as if ex­ecut­ing a plan ma­tured for a month. He walked off care­lessly to give him­self a good run, and when he faced about there was some dig­nit­ary, with two spear­men in at­tend­ance, close at his el­bow ready with a ques­tion. He star­ted off ‘from un­der his very nose,’ went over ‘like a bird,’ and landed on the oth­er side with a fall that jarred all his bones and seemed to split his head. He picked him­self up in­stantly. He nev­er thought of any­thing at the time; all he could re­mem­ber—he said—was a great yell; the first houses of Patusan were be­fore him four hun­dred yards away; he saw the creek, and as it were mech­an­ic­ally put on more pace. The earth seemed fairly to fly back­wards un­der his feet. He took off from the last dry spot, felt him­self fly­ing through the air, felt him­self, without any shock, planted up­right in an ex­tremely soft and sticky mud­bank. It was only when he tried to move his legs and found he couldn’t that, in his own words, ‘he came to him­self.’ He began to think of the ‘bally long spears.’ As a mat­ter of fact, con­sid­er­ing that the people in­side the stock­ade had to run to the gate, then get down to the land­ing-place, get in­to boats, and pull round a point of land, he had more ad­vance than he ima­gined. Be­sides, it be­ing low wa­ter, the creek was without wa­ter—you couldn’t call it dry—and prac­tic­ally he was safe for a time from everything but a very long shot per­haps. The high­er firm ground was about six feet in front of him. ‘I thought I would have to die there all the same,’ he said. He reached and grabbed des­per­ately with his hands, and only suc­ceeded in gath­er­ing a hor­rible cold shiny heap of slime against his breast—up to his very chin. It seemed to him he was bury­ing him­self alive, and then he struck out madly, scat­ter­ing the mud with his fists. It fell on his head, on his face, over his eyes, in­to his mouth. He told me that he re­membered sud­denly the court­yard, as you re­mem­ber a place where you had been very happy years ago. He longed—so he said—to be back there again, mend­ing the clock. Mend­ing the clock—that was the idea. He made ef­forts, tre­mend­ous sob­bing, gasp­ing ef­forts, ef­forts that seemed to burst his eye­balls in their sock­ets and make him blind, and cul­min­at­ing in­to one mighty su­preme ef­fort in the dark­ness to crack the earth asun­der, to throw it off his limbs—and he felt him­self creep­ing feebly up the bank. He lay full length on the firm ground and saw the light, the sky. Then as a sort of happy thought the no­tion came to him that he would go to sleep. He will have it that he did ac­tu­ally go to sleep; that he slept—per­haps for a minute, per­haps for twenty seconds, or only for one second, but he re­col­lects dis­tinctly the vi­ol­ent con­vuls­ive start of awaken­ing. He re­mained ly­ing still for a while, and then he arose muddy from head to foot and stood there, think­ing he was alone of his kind for hun­dreds of miles, alone, with no help, no sym­pathy, no pity to ex­pect from any­one, like a hunted an­im­al. The first houses were not more than twenty yards from him; and it was the des­per­ate scream­ing of a frightened wo­man try­ing to carry off a child that star­ted him again. He pel­ted straight on in his socks, be­plastered with filth out of all semb­lance to a hu­man be­ing. He tra­versed more than half the length of the set­tle­ment. The nim­bler wo­men fled right and left, the slower men just dropped whatever they had in their hands, and re­mained pet­ri­fied with drop­ping jaws. He was a fly­ing ter­ror. He says he no­ticed the little chil­dren try­ing to run for life, fall­ing on their little stom­achs and kick­ing. He swerved between two houses up a slope, clambered in des­per­a­tion over a bar­ri­cade of felled trees (there wasn’t a week without some fight in Patusan at that time), burst through a fence in­to a maize-patch, where a scared boy flung a stick at him, blundered upon a path, and ran all at once in­to the arms of sev­er­al startled men. He just had breath enough to gasp out, ‘Doramin! Doramin!’ He re­mem­bers be­ing half-car­ried, half-rushed to the top of the slope, and in a vast en­clos­ure with palms and fruit trees be­ing run up to a large man sit­ting massively in a chair in the midst of the greatest pos­sible com­mo­tion and ex­cite­ment. He fumbled in mud and clothes to pro­duce the ring, and, find­ing him­self sud­denly on his back, wondered who had knocked him down. They had simply let him go—don’t you know?—but he couldn’t stand. At the foot of the slope ran­dom shots were fired, and above the roofs of the set­tle­ment there rose a dull roar of amazement. But he was safe. Doramin’s people were bar­ri­cad­ing the gate and pour­ing wa­ter down his throat; Doramin’s old wife, full of busi­ness and com­mis­er­a­tion, was is­su­ing shrill or­ders to her girls. ‘The old wo­man,’ he said softly, ‘made a to-do over me as if I had been her own son. They put me in­to an im­mense bed—her state bed—and she ran in and out wip­ing her eyes to give me pats on the back. I must have been a pi­ti­ful ob­ject. I just lay there like a log for I don’t know how long.’

			“He seemed to have a great lik­ing for Doramin’s old wife. She on her side had taken a moth­erly fancy to him. She had a round, nut-brown, soft face, all fine wrinkles, large, bright red lips (she chewed betel as­sidu­ously), and screwed up, wink­ing, be­ne­vol­ent eyes. She was con­stantly in move­ment, scold­ing busily and or­der­ing un­ceas­ingly a troop of young wo­men with clear brown faces and big grave eyes, her daugh­ters, her ser­vants, her slave-girls. You know how it is in these house­holds: it’s gen­er­ally im­possible to tell the dif­fer­ence. She was very spare, and even her ample out­er gar­ment, fastened in front with jew­elled clasps, had some­how a skimpy ef­fect. Her dark bare feet were thrust in­to yel­low straw slip­pers of Chinese make. I have seen her my­self flit­ting about with her ex­tremely thick, long, grey hair fall­ing about her shoulders. She uttered homely shrewd say­ings, was of noble birth, and was ec­cent­ric and ar­bit­rary. In the af­ter­noon she would sit in a very roomy arm­chair, op­pos­ite her hus­band, gaz­ing stead­ily through a wide open­ing in the wall which gave an ex­tens­ive view of the set­tle­ment and the river.

			“She in­vari­ably tucked up her feet un­der her, but old Doramin sat squarely, sat im­pos­ingly as a moun­tain sits on a plain. He was only of the na­k­hoda or mer­chant class, but the re­spect shown to him and the dig­nity of his bear­ing were very strik­ing. He was the chief of the second power in Patusan. The im­mig­rants from Celebes (about sixty fam­il­ies that, with de­pend­ants and so on, could muster some two hun­dred men ‘wear­ing the kris’) had elec­ted him years ago for their head. The men of that race are in­tel­li­gent, en­ter­pris­ing, re­venge­ful, but with a more frank cour­age than the oth­er Malays, and rest­less un­der op­pres­sion. They formed the party op­posed to the Ra­jah. Of course the quar­rels were for trade. This was the primary cause of fac­tion fights, of the sud­den out­breaks that would fill this or that part of the set­tle­ment with smoke, flame, the noise of shots and shrieks. Vil­lages were burnt, men were dragged in­to the Ra­jah’s stock­ade to be killed or tor­tured for the crime of trad­ing with any­body else but him­self. Only a day or two be­fore Jim’s ar­rival sev­er­al heads of house­holds in the very fish­ing vil­lage that was af­ter­wards taken un­der his es­pe­cial pro­tec­tion had been driv­en over the cliffs by a party of the Ra­jah’s spear­men, on sus­pi­cion of hav­ing been col­lect­ing ed­ible birds’ nests for a Celebes trader. Ra­jah Al­lang pre­ten­ded to be the only trader in his coun­try, and the pen­alty for the breach of the mono­poly was death; but his idea of trad­ing was in­dis­tin­guish­able from the com­mon­est forms of rob­bery. His cruelty and ra­pa­city had no oth­er bounds than his cow­ardice, and he was afraid of the or­gan­ised power of the Celebes men, only—till Jim came—he was not afraid enough to keep quiet. He struck at them through his sub­jects, and thought him­self pathet­ic­ally in the right. The situ­ation was com­plic­ated by a wan­der­ing stranger, an Ar­ab half-breed, who, I be­lieve, on purely re­li­gious grounds, had in­cited the tribes in the in­teri­or (the bush-folk, as Jim him­self called them) to rise, and had es­tab­lished him­self in a for­ti­fied camp on the sum­mit of one of the twin hills. He hung over the town of Patusan like a hawk over a poultry-yard, but he dev­ast­ated the open coun­try. Whole vil­lages, deser­ted, rot­ted on their blackened posts over the banks of clear streams, drop­ping piece­meal in­to the wa­ter the grass of their walls, the leaves of their roofs, with a curi­ous ef­fect of nat­ur­al de­cay as if they had been a form of ve­get­a­tion stricken by a blight at its very root. The two parties in Patusan were not sure which one this par­tis­an most de­sired to plun­der. The Ra­jah in­trigued with him feebly. Some of the Bu­gis set­tlers, weary with end­less in­sec­ur­ity, were half in­clined to call him in. The young­er spir­its amongst them, chaff­ing, ad­vised to ‘get Sherif Ali with his wild men and drive the Ra­jah Al­lang out of the coun­try.’ Doramin re­strained them with dif­fi­culty. He was grow­ing old, and, though his in­flu­ence had not di­min­ished, the situ­ation was get­ting bey­ond him. This was the state of af­fairs when Jim, bolt­ing from the Ra­jah’s stock­ade, ap­peared be­fore the chief of the Bu­gis, pro­duced the ring, and was re­ceived, in a man­ner of speak­ing, in­to the heart of the com­munity.”

		
	
		
			XXVI

			“Doramin was one of the most re­mark­able men of his race I had ever seen. His bulk for a Malay was im­mense, but he did not look merely fat; he looked im­pos­ing, mo­nu­ment­al. This mo­tion­less body, clad in rich stuffs, col­oured silks, gold em­broid­er­ies; this huge head, en­fol­ded in a red-and-gold headker­chief; the flat, big, round face, wrinkled, fur­rowed, with two semi­cir­cu­lar heavy folds start­ing on each side of wide, fierce nos­trils, and en­clos­ing a thick-lipped mouth; the throat like a bull; the vast cor­rug­ated brow over­hanging the star­ing proud eyes—made a whole that, once seen, can nev­er be for­got­ten. His im­pass­ive re­pose (he sel­dom stirred a limb when once he sat down) was like a dis­play of dig­nity. He was nev­er known to raise his voice. It was a hoarse and power­ful mur­mur, slightly veiled as if heard from a dis­tance. When he walked, two short, sturdy young fel­lows, na­ked to the waist, in white sarongs and with black skullcaps on the backs of their heads, sus­tained his el­bows; they would ease him down and stand be­hind his chair till he wanted to rise, when he would turn his head slowly, as if with dif­fi­culty, to the right and to the left, and then they would catch him un­der his armpits and help him up. For all that, there was noth­ing of a cripple about him: on the con­trary, all his pon­der­ous move­ments were like mani­fest­a­tions of a mighty de­lib­er­ate force. It was gen­er­ally be­lieved he con­sul­ted his wife as to pub­lic af­fairs; but nobody, as far as I know, had ever heard them ex­change a single word. When they sat in state by the wide open­ing it was in si­lence. They could see be­low them in the de­clin­ing light the vast ex­panse of the forest coun­try, a dark sleep­ing sea of sombre green un­du­lat­ing as far as the vi­ol­et and purple range of moun­tains; the shin­ing sinu­os­ity of the river like an im­mense let­ter S of beaten sil­ver; the brown rib­bon of houses fol­low­ing the sweep of both banks, over­topped by the twin hills up­ris­ing above the near­er tree­tops. They were won­der­fully con­tras­ted: she, light, del­ic­ate, spare, quick, a little witch-like, with a touch of moth­erly fussi­ness in her re­pose; he, fa­cing her, im­mense and heavy, like a fig­ure of a man roughly fash­ioned of stone, with some­thing mag­nan­im­ous and ruth­less in his im­mob­il­ity. The son of these old people was a most dis­tin­guished youth.

			“They had him late in life. Per­haps he was not really so young as he looked. Four- or five-and-twenty is not so young when a man is already fath­er of a fam­ily at eight­een. When he entered the large room, lined and car­peted with fine mats, and with a high ceil­ing of white sheet­ing, where the couple sat in state sur­roun­ded by a most de­fer­en­tial ret­in­ue, he would make his way straight to Doramin, to kiss his hand—which the oth­er aban­doned to him majestic­ally—and then would step across to stand by his moth­er’s chair. I sup­pose I may say they id­ol­ised him, but I nev­er caught them giv­ing him an overt glance. Those, it is true, were pub­lic func­tions. The room was gen­er­ally thronged. The sol­emn form­al­ity of greet­ings and leave-tak­ings, the pro­found re­spect ex­pressed in ges­tures, on the faces, in the low whis­pers, is simply in­des­crib­able. ‘It’s well worth see­ing,’ Jim had as­sured me while we were cross­ing the river, on our way back. ‘They are like people in a book, aren’t they?’ he said tri­umphantly. ‘And Dain War­is—their son—is the best friend (bar­ring you) I ever had. What Mr. Stein would call a good “war-com­rade.” I was in luck. Jove! I was in luck when I tumbled amongst them at my last gasp.’ He med­it­ated with bowed head, then rous­ing him­self he ad­ded:

			“ ‘Of course I didn’t go to sleep over it, but …’ He paused again. ‘It seemed to come to me,’ he mur­mured. ‘All at once I saw what I had to do …’

			“There was no doubt that it had come to him; and it had come through war, too, as is nat­ur­al, since this power that came to him was the power to make peace. It is in this sense alone that might so of­ten is right. You must not think he had seen his way at once. When he ar­rived the Bu­gis com­munity was in a most crit­ic­al po­s­i­tion. ‘They were all afraid,’ he said to me—‘each man afraid for him­self; while I could see as plain as pos­sible that they must do some­thing at once, if they did not want to go un­der one after an­oth­er, what between the Ra­jah and that vag­a­bond Sherif.’ But to see that was noth­ing. When he got his idea he had to drive it in­to re­luct­ant minds, through the bul­warks of fear, of selfish­ness. He drove it in at last. And that was noth­ing. He had to de­vise the means. He de­vised them—an au­da­cious plan; and his task was only half done. He had to in­spire with his own con­fid­ence a lot of people who had hid­den and ab­surd reas­ons to hang back; he had to con­cili­ate im­be­cile jeal­ousies, and ar­gue away all sorts of sense­less mis­trusts. Without the weight of Doramin’s au­thor­ity, and his son’s fiery en­thu­si­asm, he would have failed. Dain War­is, the dis­tin­guished youth, was the first to be­lieve in him; theirs was one of those strange, pro­found, rare friend­ships between brown and white, in which the very dif­fer­ence of race seems to draw two hu­man be­ings closer by some mys­tic ele­ment of sym­pathy. Of Dain War­is, his own people said with pride that he knew how to fight like a white man. This was true; he had that sort of cour­age—the cour­age in the open, I may say—but he had also a European mind. You meet them some­times like that, and are sur­prised to dis­cov­er un­ex­pec­tedly a fa­mil­i­ar turn of thought, an un­ob­scured vis­ion, a tenacity of pur­pose, a touch of al­tru­ism. Of small stature, but ad­mir­ably well pro­por­tioned, Dain War­is had a proud car­riage, a pol­ished, easy bear­ing, a tem­pera­ment like a clear flame. His dusky face, with big black eyes, was in ac­tion ex­press­ive, and in re­pose thought­ful. He was of a si­lent dis­pos­i­tion; a firm glance, an iron­ic smile, a cour­teous de­lib­er­a­tion of man­ner seemed to hint at great re­serves of in­tel­li­gence and power. Such be­ings open to the West­ern eye, so of­ten con­cerned with mere sur­faces, the hid­den pos­sib­il­it­ies of races and lands over which hangs the mys­tery of un­re­cor­ded ages. He not only trus­ted Jim, he un­der­stood him, I firmly be­lieve. I speak of him be­cause he had cap­tiv­ated me. His—if I may say so—his caustic pla­cid­ity, and, at the same time, his in­tel­li­gent sym­pathy with Jim’s as­pir­a­tions, ap­pealed to me. I seemed to be­hold the very ori­gin of friend­ship. If Jim took the lead, the oth­er had cap­tiv­ated his lead­er. In fact, Jim the lead­er was a cap­tive in every sense. The land, the people, the friend­ship, the love, were like the jeal­ous guard­i­ans of his body. Every day ad­ded a link to the fet­ters of that strange free­dom. I felt con­vinced of it, as from day to day I learned more of the story.

			“The story! Haven’t I heard the story? I’ve heard it on the march, in camp (he made me scour the coun­try after in­vis­ible game); I’ve listened to a good part of it on one of the twin sum­mits, after climb­ing the last hun­dred feet or so on my hands and knees. Our es­cort (we had vo­lun­teer fol­low­ers from vil­lage to vil­lage) had camped mean­time on a bit of level ground halfway up the slope, and in the still breath­less even­ing the smell of wood-smoke reached our nos­trils from be­low with the pen­et­rat­ing del­ic­acy of some choice scent. Voices also as­cen­ded, won­der­ful in their dis­tinct and im­ma­ter­i­al clear­ness. Jim sat on the trunk of a felled tree, and pulling out his pipe began to smoke. A new growth of grass and bushes was spring­ing up; there were traces of an earth­work un­der a mass of thorny twigs. ‘It all star­ted from here,’ he said, after a long and med­it­at­ive si­lence. On the oth­er hill, two hun­dred yards across a sombre pre­cip­ice, I saw a line of high blackened stakes, show­ing here and there ru­in­ously—the rem­nants of Sherif Ali’s im­preg­nable camp.

			“But it had been taken though. That had been his idea. He had moun­ted Doramin’s old ord­nance on the top of that hill; two rusty iron 7-pound­ers, a lot of small brass can­non—cur­rency can­non. But if the brass guns rep­res­ent wealth, they can also, when crammed reck­lessly to the muzzle, send a sol­id shot to some little dis­tance. The thing was to get them up there. He showed me where he had fastened the cables, ex­plained how he had im­pro­vised a rude cap­stan out of a hol­lowed log turn­ing upon a poin­ted stake, in­dic­ated with the bowl of his pipe the out­line of the earth­work. The last hun­dred feet of the as­cent had been the most dif­fi­cult. He had made him­self re­spons­ible for suc­cess on his own head. He had in­duced the war party to work hard all night. Big fires lighted at in­ter­vals blazed all down the slope, ‘but up here,’ he ex­plained, ‘the hoist­ing gang had to fly around in the dark.’ From the top he saw men mov­ing on the hill­side like ants at work. He him­self on that night had kept on rush­ing down and climb­ing up like a squir­rel, dir­ect­ing, en­cour­aging, watch­ing all along the line. Old Doramin had him­self car­ried up the hill in his arm­chair. They put him down on the level place upon the slope, and he sat there in the light of one of the big fires—‘amaz­ing old chap—real old chief­tain,’ said Jim, ‘with his little fierce eyes—a pair of im­mense flint­lock pis­tols on his knees. Mag­ni­fi­cent things, ebony, sil­ver-moun­ted, with beau­ti­ful locks and a cal­ibre like an old blun­der­buss. A present from Stein, it seems—in ex­change for that ring, you know. Used to be­long to good old M’Neil. God only knows how he came by them. There he sat, mov­ing neither hand nor foot, a flame of dry brush­wood be­hind him, and lots of people rush­ing about, shout­ing and pulling round him—the most sol­emn, im­pos­ing old chap you can ima­gine. He wouldn’t have had much chance if Sherif Ali had let his in­fernal crew loose at us and stam­peded my lot. Eh? Any­how, he had come up there to die if any­thing went wrong. No mis­take! Jove! It thrilled me to see him there—like a rock. But the Sherif must have thought us mad, and nev­er troubled to come and see how we got on. Nobody be­lieved it could be done. Why! I think the very chaps who pulled and shoved and sweated over it did not be­lieve it could be done! Upon my word I don’t think they did. …’

			“He stood erect, the smoul­der­ing bri­er­wood in his clutch, with a smile on his lips and a sparkle in his boy­ish eyes. I sat on the stump of a tree at his feet, and be­low us stretched the land, the great ex­panse of the forests, sombre un­der the sun­shine, rolling like a sea, with glints of wind­ing rivers, the grey spots of vil­lages, and here and there a clear­ing, like an is­let of light amongst the dark waves of con­tinu­ous tree­tops. A brood­ing gloom lay over this vast and mono­ton­ous land­scape; the light fell on it as if in­to an abyss. The land de­voured the sun­shine; only far off, along the coast, the empty ocean, smooth and pol­ished with­in the faint haze, seemed to rise up to the sky in a wall of steel.

			“And there I was with him, high in the sun­shine on the top of that his­tor­ic hill of his. He dom­in­ated the forest, the sec­u­lar gloom, the old man­kind. He was like a fig­ure set up on a ped­es­tal, to rep­res­ent in his per­sist­ent youth the power, and per­haps the vir­tues, of races that nev­er grow old, that have emerged from the gloom. I don’t know why he should al­ways have ap­peared to me sym­bol­ic. Per­haps this is the real cause of my in­terest in his fate. I don’t know wheth­er it was ex­actly fair to him to re­mem­ber the in­cid­ent which had giv­en a new dir­ec­tion to his life, but at that very mo­ment I re­membered very dis­tinctly. It was like a shad­ow in the light.”

		
	
		
			XXVII

			“Already the le­gend had gif­ted him with su­per­nat­ur­al powers. Yes, it was said, there had been many ropes cun­ningly dis­posed, and a strange con­triv­ance that turned by the ef­forts of many men, and each gun went up tear­ing slowly through the bushes, like a wild pig root­ing its way in the un­der­growth, but … and the wisest shook their heads. There was some­thing oc­cult in all this, no doubt; for what is the strength of ropes and of men’s arms? There is a re­bel­li­ous soul in things which must be over­come by power­ful charms and in­cant­a­tions. Thus old Sura—a very re­spect­able house­hold­er of Patusan—with whom I had a quiet chat one even­ing. How­ever, Sura was a pro­fes­sion­al sor­cer­er also, who at­ten­ded all the rice sow­ings and reap­ings for miles around for the pur­pose of sub­du­ing the stub­born souls of things. This oc­cu­pa­tion he seemed to think a most ar­du­ous one, and per­haps the souls of things are more stub­born than the souls of men. As to the simple folk of outly­ing vil­lages, they be­lieved and said (as the most nat­ur­al thing in the world) that Jim had car­ried the guns up the hill on his back—two at a time.

			“This would make Jim stamp his foot in vex­a­tion and ex­claim with an ex­as­per­ated little laugh, ‘What can you do with such silly beg­gars? They will sit up half the night talk­ing bally rot, and the great­er the lie the more they seem to like it.’ You could trace the subtle in­flu­ence of his sur­round­ings in this ir­rit­a­tion. It was part of his cap­tiv­ity. The earn­est­ness of his deni­als was amus­ing, and at last I said, ‘My dear fel­low, you don’t sup­pose I be­lieve this.’ He looked at me quite startled. ‘Well, no! I sup­pose not,’ he said, and burst in­to a Ho­mer­ic peal of laughter. ‘Well, any­how the guns were there, and went off all to­geth­er at sun­rise. Jove! You should have seen the splin­ters fly,’ he cried. By his side Dain War­is, listen­ing with a quiet smile, dropped his eye­lids and shuffled his feet a little. It ap­pears that the suc­cess in mount­ing the guns had giv­en Jim’s people such a feel­ing of con­fid­ence that he ven­tured to leave the bat­tery un­der charge of two eld­erly Bu­gis who had seen some fight­ing in their day, and went to join Dain War­is and the storm­ing party who were con­cealed in the rav­ine. In the small hours they began creep­ing up, and when two-thirds of the way up, lay in the wet grass wait­ing for the ap­pear­ance of the sun, which was the agreed sig­nal. He told me with what im­pa­tient an­guish­ing emo­tion he watched the swift com­ing of the dawn; how, heated with the work and the climb­ing, he felt the cold dew chilling his very bones; how afraid he was he would be­gin to shiver and shake like a leaf be­fore the time came for the ad­vance. ‘It was the slow­est half-hour in my life,’ he de­clared. Gradu­ally the si­lent stock­ade came out on the sky above him. Men scattered all down the slope were crouch­ing amongst the dark stones and drip­ping bushes. Dain War­is was ly­ing flattened by his side. ‘We looked at each oth­er,’ Jim said, rest­ing a gentle hand on his friend’s shoulder. ‘He smiled at me as cheery as you please, and I dared not stir my lips for fear I would break out in­to a shiv­er­ing fit. ’Pon my word, it’s true! I had been stream­ing with per­spir­a­tion when we took cov­er—so you may ima­gine …’ He de­clared, and I be­lieve him, that he had no fears as to the res­ult. He was only anxious as to his abil­ity to repress these shivers. He didn’t both­er about the res­ult. He was bound to get to the top of that hill and stay there, whatever might hap­pen. There could be no go­ing back for him. Those people had trus­ted him im­pli­citly. Him alone! His bare word. …

			“I re­mem­ber how, at this point, he paused with his eyes fixed upon me. ‘As far as he knew, they nev­er had an oc­ca­sion to re­gret it yet,’ he said. ‘Nev­er. He hoped to God they nev­er would. Mean­time—worse luck!—they had got in­to the habit of tak­ing his word for any­thing and everything. I could have no idea! Why, only the oth­er day an old fool he had nev­er seen in his life came from some vil­lage miles away to find out if he should di­vorce his wife. Fact. Sol­emn word. That’s the sort of thing. … He wouldn’t have be­lieved it. Would I? Squat­ted on the ver­andah chew­ing betel-nut, sigh­ing and spit­ting all over the place for more than an hour, and as glum as an un­der­taker be­fore he came out with that dashed conun­drum. That’s the kind of thing that isn’t so funny as it looks. What was a fel­low to say?—Good wife?—Yes. Good wife—old though; star­ted a con­foun­ded long story about some brass pots. Been liv­ing to­geth­er for fif­teen years—twenty years—could not tell. A long, long time. Good wife. Beat her a little—not much—just a little, when she was young. Had to—for the sake of his hon­our. Sud­denly in her old age she goes and lends three brass pots to her sis­ter’s son’s wife, and be­gins to ab­use him every day in a loud voice. His en­emies jeered at him; his face was ut­terly blackened. Pots totally lost. Aw­fully cut up about it. Im­possible to fathom a story like that; told him to go home, and prom­ised to come along my­self and settle it all. It’s all very well to grin, but it was the dashed­est nuis­ance! A day’s jour­ney through the forest, an­oth­er day lost in coax­ing a lot of silly vil­la­gers to get at the rights of the af­fair. There was the mak­ing of a san­guin­ary shindy in the thing. Every bally idi­ot took sides with one fam­ily or the oth­er, and one half of the vil­lage was ready to go for the oth­er half with any­thing that came handy. Hon­our bright! No joke! … In­stead of at­tend­ing to their bally crops. Got him the in­fernal pots back of course—and pa­ci­fied all hands. No trouble to settle it. Of course not. Could settle the dead­li­est quar­rel in the coun­try by crook­ing his little fin­ger. The trouble was to get at the truth of any­thing. Was not sure to this day wheth­er he had been fair to all parties. It wor­ried him. And the talk! Jove! There didn’t seem to be any head or tail to it. Rather storm a twenty-foot-high old stock­ade any day. Much! Child’s play to that oth­er job. Wouldn’t take so long either. Well, yes; a funny set out, upon the whole—the fool looked old enough to be his grand­fath­er. But from an­oth­er point of view it was no joke. His word de­cided everything—ever since the smash­ing of Sherif Ali. An aw­ful re­spons­ib­il­ity,’ he re­peated. ‘No, really—jok­ing apart, had it been three lives in­stead of three rot­ten brass pots it would have been the same. …’

			“Thus he il­lus­trated the mor­al ef­fect of his vic­tory in war. It was in truth im­mense. It had led him from strife to peace, and through death in­to the in­ner­most life of the people; but the gloom of the land spread out un­der the sun­shine pre­served its ap­pear­ance of in­scrut­able, of sec­u­lar re­pose. The sound of his fresh young voice—it’s ex­traordin­ary how very few signs of wear he showed—floated lightly, and passed away over the un­changed face of the forests like the sound of the big guns on that cold dewy morn­ing when he had no oth­er con­cern on earth but the prop­er con­trol of the chills in his body. With the first slant of sun-rays along these im­mov­able tree­tops the sum­mit of one hill wreathed it­self, with heavy re­ports, in white clouds of smoke, and the oth­er burst in­to an amaz­ing noise of yells, war-cries, shouts of an­ger, of sur­prise, of dis­may. Jim and Dain War­is were the first to lay their hands on the stakes. The pop­u­lar story has it that Jim with a touch of one fin­ger had thrown down the gate. He was, of course, anxious to dis­claim this achieve­ment. The whole stock­ade—he would in­sist on ex­plain­ing to you—was a poor af­fair (Sherif Ali trus­ted mainly to the in­ac­cess­ible po­s­i­tion); and, any­way, the thing had been already knocked to pieces and only hung to­geth­er by a mir­acle. He put his shoulder to it like a little fool and went in head over heels. Jove! If it hadn’t been for Dain War­is, a pock­marked tat­tooed vag­a­bond would have pinned him with his spear to a baulk of tim­ber like one of Stein’s beetles. The third man in, it seems, had been Tamb’ It­am, Jim’s own ser­vant. This was a Malay from the north, a stranger who had wandered in­to Patusan, and had been for­cibly de­tained by Ra­jah Al­lang as pad­dler of one of the state boats. He had made a bolt of it at the first op­por­tun­ity, and find­ing a pre­cari­ous refuge (but very little to eat) amongst the Bu­gis set­tlers, had at­tached him­self to Jim’s per­son. His com­plex­ion was very dark, his face flat, his eyes prom­in­ent and in­jec­ted with bile. There was some­thing ex­cess­ive, al­most fan­at­ic­al, in his de­vo­tion to his ‘white lord.’ He was in­sep­ar­able from Jim like a mor­ose shad­ow. On state oc­ca­sions he would tread on his mas­ter’s heels, one hand on the haft of his kris, keep­ing the com­mon people at a dis­tance by his truc­u­lent brood­ing glances. Jim had made him the head­man of his es­tab­lish­ment, and all Patusan re­spec­ted and cour­ted him as a per­son of much in­flu­ence. At the tak­ing of the stock­ade he had dis­tin­guished him­self greatly by the meth­od­ic­al fe­ro­city of his fight­ing. The storm­ing party had come on so quick—Jim said—that not­with­stand­ing the pan­ic of the gar­ris­on, there was a ‘Hot five minutes hand-to-hand in­side that stock­ade, till some bally ass set fire to the shel­ters of boughs and dry grass, and we all had to clear out for dear life.’

			“The rout, it seems, had been com­plete. Doramin wait­ing im­mov­ably in his chair on the hill­side, with the smoke of the guns spread­ing slowly above his big head, re­ceived the news with a deep grunt. When in­formed that his son was safe and lead­ing the pur­suit, he, without an­oth­er sound, made a mighty ef­fort to rise; his at­tend­ants hur­ried to his help, and, held up rev­er­ently, he shuffled with great dig­nity in­to a bit of shade, where he laid him­self down to sleep covered en­tirely with a piece of white sheet­ing. In Patusan the ex­cite­ment was in­tense. Jim told me that from the hill, turn­ing his back on the stock­ade with its em­bers, black ashes, and half-con­sumed corpses, he could see time after time the open spaces between the houses on both sides of the stream fill sud­denly with a seeth­ing rush of people and get empty in a mo­ment. His ears caught feebly from be­low the tre­mend­ous din of gongs and drums; the wild shouts of the crowd reached him in bursts of faint roar­ing. A lot of stream­ers made a flut­ter as of little white, red, yel­low birds amongst the brown ridges of roofs. ‘You must have en­joyed it,’ I mur­mured, feel­ing the stir of sym­path­et­ic emo­tion.

			“ ‘It was … it was im­mense! Im­mense!’ he cried aloud, fling­ing his arms open. The sud­den move­ment startled me as though I had seen him bare the secrets of his breast to the sun­shine, to the brood­ing forests, to the steely sea. Be­low us the town re­posed in easy curves upon the banks of a stream whose cur­rent seemed to sleep. ‘Im­mense!’ he re­peated for a third time, speak­ing in a whis­per, for him­self alone.

			“Im­mense! No doubt it was im­mense; the seal of suc­cess upon his words, the conquered ground for the soles of his feet, the blind trust of men, the be­lief in him­self snatched from the fire, the solitude of his achieve­ment. All this, as I’ve warned you, gets dwarfed in the telling. I can’t with mere words con­vey to you the im­pres­sion of his total and ut­ter isol­a­tion. I know, of course, he was in every sense alone of his kind there, but the un­sus­pec­ted qual­it­ies of his nature had brought him in such close touch with his sur­round­ings that this isol­a­tion seemed only the ef­fect of his power. His loneli­ness ad­ded to his stature. There was noth­ing with­in sight to com­pare him with, as though he had been one of those ex­cep­tion­al men who can be only meas­ured by the great­ness of their fame; and his fame, re­mem­ber, was the greatest thing around for many a day’s jour­ney. You would have to paddle, pole, or track a long weary way through the jungle be­fore you passed bey­ond the reach of its voice. Its voice was not the trum­pet­ing of the dis­rep­ut­able god­dess we all know—not blatant—not brazen. It took its tone from the still­ness and gloom of the land without a past, where his word was the one truth of every passing day. It shared some­thing of the nature of that si­lence through which it ac­com­pan­ied you in­to un­ex­plored depths, heard con­tinu­ously by your side, pen­et­rat­ing, far-reach­ing—tinged with won­der and mys­tery on the lips of whis­per­ing men.”

		
	
		
			XXVIII

			“The de­feated Sherif Ali fled the coun­try without mak­ing an­oth­er stand, and when the miser­able hunted vil­la­gers began to crawl out of the jungle back to their rot­ting houses, it was Jim who, in con­sulta­tion with Dain War­is, ap­poin­ted the head­men. Thus he be­came the vir­tu­al ruler of the land. As to old Tunku Al­lang, his fears at first had known no bounds. It is said that at the in­tel­li­gence of the suc­cess­ful storm­ing of the hill he flung him­self, face down, on the bam­boo floor of his audi­ence-hall, and lay mo­tion­less for a whole night and a whole day, ut­ter­ing stifled sounds of such an ap­palling nature that no man dared ap­proach his pros­trate form near­er than a spear’s length. Already he could see him­self driv­en ig­no­mini­ously out of Patusan, wan­der­ing aban­doned, stripped, without opi­um, without his wo­men, without fol­low­ers, a fair game for the first comer to kill. After Sherif Ali his turn would come, and who could res­ist an at­tack led by such a dev­il? And in­deed he owed his life and such au­thor­ity as he still pos­sessed at the time of my vis­it to Jim’s idea of what was fair alone. The Bu­gis had been ex­tremely anxious to pay off old scores, and the im­pass­ive old Doramin cher­ished the hope of yet see­ing his son ruler of Patusan. Dur­ing one of our in­ter­views he de­lib­er­ately al­lowed me to get a glimpse of this secret am­bi­tion. Noth­ing could be finer in its way than the dig­ni­fied war­i­ness of his ap­proaches. He him­self—he began by de­clar­ing—had used his strength in his young days, but now he had grown old and tired. … With his im­pos­ing bulk and haughty little eyes dart­ing saga­cious, in­quis­it­ive glances, he re­minded one ir­res­ist­ibly of a cun­ning old ele­phant; the slow rise and fall of his vast breast went on power­ful and reg­u­lar, like the heave of a calm sea. He too, as he pro­tested, had an un­boun­ded con­fid­ence in Tu­an Jim’s wis­dom. If he could only ob­tain a prom­ise! One word would be enough! … His breath­ing si­lences, the low rum­blings of his voice, re­called the last ef­forts of a spent thun­der­storm.

			“I tried to put the sub­ject aside. It was dif­fi­cult, for there could be no ques­tion that Jim had the power; in his new sphere there did not seem to be any­thing that was not his to hold or to give. But that, I re­peat, was noth­ing in com­par­is­on with the no­tion, which oc­curred to me, while I listened with a show of at­ten­tion, that he seemed to have come very near at last to mas­ter­ing his fate. Doramin was anxious about the fu­ture of the coun­try, and I was struck by the turn he gave to the ar­gu­ment. The land re­mains where God had put it; but white men—he said—they come to us and in a little while they go. They go away. Those they leave be­hind do not know when to look for their re­turn. They go to their own land, to their people, and so this white man too would. … I don’t know what in­duced me to com­mit my­self at this point by a vig­or­ous ‘No, no.’ The whole ex­tent of this in­dis­cre­tion be­came ap­par­ent when Doramin, turn­ing full upon me his face, whose ex­pres­sion, fixed in rugged deep folds, re­mained un­al­ter­able, like a huge brown mask, said that this was good news in­deed, re­flect­ively; and then wanted to know why.

			“His little, moth­erly witch of a wife sat on my oth­er hand, with her head covered and her feet tucked up, gaz­ing through the great shut­ter-hole. I could only see a stray­ing lock of grey hair, a high cheekbone, the slight mas­tic­at­ing mo­tion of the sharp chin. Without re­mov­ing her eyes from the vast pro­spect of forests stretch­ing as far as the hills, she asked me in a pity­ing voice why was it that he so young had wandered from his home, com­ing so far, through so many dangers? Had he no house­hold there, no kins­men in his own coun­try? Had he no old moth­er, who would al­ways re­mem­ber his face? …

			“I was com­pletely un­pre­pared for this. I could only mut­ter and shake my head vaguely. Af­ter­wards I am per­fectly aware I cut a very poor fig­ure try­ing to ex­tric­ate my­self out of this dif­fi­culty. From that mo­ment, how­ever, the old na­k­hoda be­came ta­cit­urn. He was not very pleased, I fear, and evid­ently I had giv­en him food for thought. Strangely enough, on the even­ing of that very day (which was my last in Patusan) I was once more con­fron­ted with the same ques­tion, with the un­answer­able why of Jim’s fate. And this brings me to the story of his love.

			“I sup­pose you think it is a story that you can ima­gine for yourselves. We have heard so many such stor­ies, and the ma­jor­ity of us don’t be­lieve them to be stor­ies of love at all. For the most part we look upon them as stor­ies of op­por­tun­it­ies: epis­odes of pas­sion at best, or per­haps only of youth and tempta­tion, doomed to for­get­ful­ness in the end, even if they pass through the real­ity of ten­der­ness and re­gret. This view mostly is right, and per­haps in this case too. … Yet I don’t know. To tell this story is by no means so easy as it should be—were the or­din­ary stand­point ad­equate. Ap­par­ently it is a story very much like the oth­ers: for me, how­ever, there is vis­ible in its back­ground the mel­an­choly fig­ure of a wo­man, the shad­ow of a cruel wis­dom bur­ied in a lonely grave, look­ing on wist­fully, help­lessly, with sealed lips. The grave it­self, as I came upon it dur­ing an early morn­ing stroll, was a rather shape­less brown mound, with an in­laid neat bor­der of white lumps of cor­al at the base, and en­closed with­in a cir­cu­lar fence made of split sap­lings, with the bark left on. A gar­land of leaves and flowers was woven about the heads of the slender posts—and the flowers were fresh.

			“Thus, wheth­er the shad­ow is of my ima­gin­a­tion or not, I can at all events point out the sig­ni­fic­ant fact of an un­for­got­ten grave. When I tell you be­sides that Jim with his own hands had worked at the rus­tic fence, you will per­ceive dir­ectly the dif­fer­ence, the in­di­vidu­al side of the story. There is in his es­pous­al of memory and af­fec­tion be­long­ing to an­oth­er hu­man be­ing some­thing char­ac­ter­ist­ic of his ser­i­ous­ness. He had a con­science, and it was a ro­mantic con­science. Through her whole life the wife of the un­speak­able Cor­neli­us had no oth­er com­pan­ion, con­fid­ante, and friend but her daugh­ter. How the poor wo­man had come to marry the aw­ful little Malacca Por­tuguese—after the sep­ar­a­tion from the fath­er of her girl—and how that sep­ar­a­tion had been brought about, wheth­er by death, which can be some­times mer­ci­ful, or by the mer­ci­less pres­sure of con­ven­tions, is a mys­tery to me. From the little which Stein (who knew so many stor­ies) had let drop in my hear­ing, I am con­vinced that she was no or­din­ary wo­man. Her own fath­er had been a white; a high of­fi­cial; one of the bril­liantly en­dowed men who are not dull enough to nurse a suc­cess, and whose ca­reers so of­ten end un­der a cloud. I sup­pose she too must have lacked the sav­ing dull­ness—and her ca­reer ended in Patusan. Our com­mon fate … for where is the man—I mean a real sen­tient man—who does not re­mem­ber vaguely hav­ing been deser­ted in the full­ness of pos­ses­sion by someone or some­thing more pre­cious than life? … our com­mon fate fastens upon the wo­men with a pe­cu­li­ar cruelty. It does not pun­ish like a mas­ter, but in­flicts linger­ing tor­ment, as if to grat­i­fy a secret, un­ap­peas­able spite. One would think that, ap­poin­ted to rule on earth, it seeks to re­venge it­self upon the be­ings that come nearest to rising above the tram­mels of earthly cau­tion; for it is only wo­men who man­age to put at times in­to their love an ele­ment just palp­able enough to give one a fright—an ex­tra­ter­restri­al touch. I ask my­self with won­der—how the world can look to them—wheth­er it has the shape and sub­stance we know, the air we breathe! Some­times I fancy it must be a re­gion of un­reas­on­able sub­lim­it­ies seeth­ing with the ex­cite­ment of their ad­ven­tur­ous souls, lighted by the glory of all pos­sible risks and re­nun­ci­ations. How­ever, I sus­pect there are very few wo­men in the world, though of course I am aware of the mul­ti­tudes of man­kind and of the equal­ity of sexes in point of num­bers—that is. But I am sure that the moth­er was as much of a wo­man as the daugh­ter seemed to be. I can­not help pic­tur­ing to my­self these two, at first the young wo­man and the child, then the old wo­man and the young girl, the aw­ful same­ness and the swift pas­sage of time, the bar­ri­er of forest, the solitude and the tur­moil round these two lonely lives, and every word spoken between them pen­et­rated with sad mean­ing. There must have been con­fid­ences, not so much of fact, I sup­pose, as of in­ner­most feel­ings—re­grets—fears—warn­ings, no doubt: warn­ings that the young­er did not fully un­der­stand till the eld­er was dead—and Jim came along. Then I am sure she un­der­stood much—not everything—the fear mostly, it seems. Jim called her by a word that means pre­cious, in the sense of a pre­cious gem—jew­el. Pretty, isn’t it? But he was cap­able of any­thing. He was equal to his for­tune, as he—after all—must have been equal to his mis­for­tune. Jew­el he called her; and he would say this as he might have said ‘Jane,’ don’t you know—with a mar­it­al, home­like, peace­ful ef­fect. I heard the name for the first time ten minutes after I had landed in his court­yard, when, after nearly shak­ing my arm off, he dar­ted up the steps and began to make a joy­ous, boy­ish dis­turb­ance at the door un­der the heavy eaves. ‘Jew­el! O Jew­el! Quick! Here’s a friend come,’ … and sud­denly peer­ing at me in the dim ver­andah, he mumbled earn­estly, ‘You know—this—no con­foun­ded non­sense about it—can’t tell you how much I owe to her—and so—you un­der­stand—I—ex­actly as if …’ His hur­ried, anxious whis­pers were cut short by the flit­ting of a white form with­in the house, a faint ex­clam­a­tion, and a child­like but en­er­get­ic little face with del­ic­ate fea­tures and a pro­found, at­tent­ive glance peeped out of the in­ner gloom, like a bird out of the re­cess of a nest. I was struck by the name, of course; but it was not till later on that I con­nec­ted it with an as­ton­ish­ing ru­mour that had met me on my jour­ney, at a little place on the coast about 230 miles south of Patusan River. Stein’s schoon­er, in which I had my pas­sage, put in there, to col­lect some pro­duce, and, go­ing ashore, I found to my great sur­prise that the wretched loc­al­ity could boast of a third-class deputy-as­sist­ant res­id­ent, a big, fat, greasy, blink­ing fel­low of mixed des­cent, with turned-out, shiny lips. I found him ly­ing ex­ten­ded on his back in a cane chair, odi­ously un­buttoned, with a large green leaf of some sort on the top of his steam­ing head, and an­oth­er in his hand which he used lazily as a fan. … Go­ing to Patusan? Oh yes. Stein’s Trad­ing Com­pany. He knew. Had a per­mis­sion? No busi­ness of his. It was not so bad there now, he re­marked neg­li­gently, and, he went on drawl­ing, ‘There’s some sort of white vag­a­bond has got in there, I hear. … Eh? What you say? Friend of yours? So! … Then it was true there was one of these ver­damte—What was he up to? Found his way in, the ras­cal. Eh? I had not been sure. Patusan—they cut throats there—no busi­ness of ours.’ He in­ter­rup­ted him­self to groan. ‘Phoo! Almighty! The heat! The heat! Well, then, there might be some­thing in the story too, after all, and …’ He shut one of his beastly glassy eyes (the eye­lid went on quiv­er­ing) while he leered at me at­ro­ciously with the oth­er. ‘Look here,’ says he mys­ter­i­ously, ‘if—do you un­der­stand?—if he has really got hold of some­thing fairly good—none of your bits of green glass—un­der­stand?—I am a gov­ern­ment of­fi­cial—you tell the ras­cal … Eh? What? Friend of yours?’ … He con­tin­ued wal­low­ing calmly in the chair. … ‘You said so; that’s just it; and I am pleased to give you the hint. I sup­pose you, too, would like to get some­thing out of it? Don’t in­ter­rupt. You just tell him I’ve heard the tale, but to my Gov­ern­ment I have made no re­port. Not yet. See? Why make a re­port? Eh? Tell him to come to me if they let him get alive out of the coun­try. He had bet­ter look out for him­self. Eh? I prom­ise to ask no ques­tions. On the quiet—you un­der­stand? You too—you shall get some­thing from me. Small com­mis­sion for the trouble. Don’t in­ter­rupt. I am a gov­ern­ment of­fi­cial, and make no re­port. That’s busi­ness. Un­der­stand? I know some good people that will buy any­thing worth hav­ing, and can give him more money than the scoun­drel ever saw in his life. I know his sort.’ He fixed me stead­fastly with both his eyes open, while I stood over him ut­terly amazed, and ask­ing my­self wheth­er he was mad or drunk. He per­spired, puffed, moan­ing feebly, and scratch­ing him­self with such hor­rible com­pos­ure that I could not bear the sight long enough to find out. Next day, talk­ing cas­u­ally with the people of the little nat­ive court of the place, I dis­covered that a story was trav­el­ling slowly down the coast about a mys­ter­i­ous white man in Patusan who had got hold of an ex­traordin­ary gem—namely, an em­er­ald of an enorm­ous size, and al­to­geth­er price­less. The em­er­ald seems to ap­peal more to the East­ern ima­gin­a­tion than any oth­er pre­cious stone. The white man had ob­tained it, I was told, partly by the ex­er­cise of his won­der­ful strength and partly by cun­ning, from the ruler of a dis­tant coun­try, whence he had fled in­stantly, ar­riv­ing in Patusan in ut­most dis­tress, but fright­en­ing the people by his ex­treme fe­ro­city, which noth­ing seemed able to sub­due. Most of my in­form­ants were of the opin­ion that the stone was prob­ably un­lucky—like the fam­ous stone of the Sul­tan of Suc­cadana, which in the old times had brought wars and un­told calam­it­ies upon that coun­try. Per­haps it was the same stone—one couldn’t say. In­deed the story of a fab­ulously large em­er­ald is as old as the ar­rival of the first white men in the Ar­chipelago; and the be­lief in it is so per­sist­ent that less than forty years ago there had been an of­fi­cial Dutch in­quiry in­to the truth of it. Such a jew­el—it was ex­plained to me by the old fel­low from whom I heard most of this amaz­ing Jim-myth—a sort of scribe to the wretched little Ra­jah of the place;—such a jew­el, he said, cock­ing his poor pur­blind eyes up at me (he was sit­ting on the cab­in floor out of re­spect), is best pre­served by be­ing con­cealed about the per­son of a wo­man. Yet it is not every wo­man that would do. She must be young—he sighed deeply—and in­sens­ible to the se­duc­tions of love. He shook his head scep­tic­ally. But such a wo­man seemed to be ac­tu­ally in ex­ist­ence. He had been told of a tall girl, whom the white man treated with great re­spect and care, and who nev­er went forth from the house un­at­ten­ded. People said the white man could be seen with her al­most any day; they walked side by side, openly, he hold­ing her arm un­der his—pressed to his side—thus—in a most ex­traordin­ary way. This might be a lie, he con­ceded, for it was in­deed a strange thing for any­one to do: on the oth­er hand, there could be no doubt she wore the white man’s jew­el con­cealed upon her bos­om.”

		
	
		
			XXIX

			“This was the the­ory of Jim’s mar­it­al even­ing walks. I made a third on more than one oc­ca­sion, un­pleas­antly aware every time of Cor­neli­us, who nursed the ag­grieved sense of his leg­al pa­tern­ity, slink­ing in the neigh­bour­hood with that pe­cu­li­ar twist of his mouth as if he were per­petu­ally on the point of gnash­ing his teeth. But do you no­tice how, three hun­dred miles bey­ond the end of tele­graph cables and mail-boat lines, the hag­gard util­it­ari­an lies of our civil­isa­tion with­er and die, to be re­placed by pure ex­er­cises of ima­gin­a­tion, that have the fu­til­ity, of­ten the charm, and some­times the deep hid­den truth­ful­ness, of works of art? Ro­mance had singled Jim for its own—and that was the true part of the story, which oth­er­wise was all wrong. He did not hide his jew­el. In fact, he was ex­tremely proud of it.

			“It comes to me now that I had, on the whole, seen very little of her. What I re­mem­ber best is the even, olive pal­lor of her com­plex­ion, and the in­tense blue-black gleams of her hair, flow­ing abund­antly from un­der a small crim­son cap she wore far back on her shapely head. Her move­ments were free, as­sured, and she blushed a dusky red. While Jim and I were talk­ing, she would come and go with rap­id glances at us, leav­ing on her pas­sage an im­pres­sion of grace and charm and a dis­tinct sug­ges­tion of watch­ful­ness. Her man­ner presen­ted a curi­ous com­bin­a­tion of shy­ness and au­da­city. Every pretty smile was suc­ceeded swiftly by a look of si­lent, repressed anxi­ety, as if put to flight by the re­col­lec­tion of some abid­ing danger. At times she would sit down with us and, with her soft cheek dimpled by the knuckles of her little hand, she would listen to our talk; her big clear eyes would re­main fastened on our lips, as though each pro­nounced word had a vis­ible shape. Her moth­er had taught her to read and write; she had learned a good bit of Eng­lish from Jim, and she spoke it most amus­ingly, with his own clip­ping, boy­ish in­ton­a­tion. Her ten­der­ness hovered over him like a flut­ter of wings. She lived so com­pletely in his con­tem­pla­tion that she had ac­quired some­thing of his out­ward as­pect, some­thing that re­called him in her move­ments, in the way she stretched her arm, turned her head, dir­ec­ted her glances. Her vi­gil­ant af­fec­tion had an in­tens­ity that made it al­most per­cept­ible to the senses; it seemed ac­tu­ally to ex­ist in the am­bi­ent mat­ter of space, to en­vel­op him like a pe­cu­li­ar fra­grance, to dwell in the sun­shine like a trem­u­lous, sub­dued, and im­pas­sioned note. I sup­pose you think that I, too, am ro­mantic, but it is a mis­take. I am re­lat­ing to you the sober im­pres­sions of a bit of youth, of a strange un­easy ro­mance that had come in my way. I ob­served with in­terest the work of his—well—good for­tune. He was jeal­ously loved, but why she should be jeal­ous, and of what, I could not tell. The land, the people, the forests were her ac­com­plices, guard­ing him with vi­gil­ant ac­cord, with an air of se­clu­sion, of mys­tery, of in­vin­cible pos­ses­sion. There was no ap­peal, as it were; he was im­prisoned with­in the very free­dom of his power, and she, though ready to make a foot­stool of her head for his feet, guarded her con­quest in­flex­ibly—as though he were hard to keep. The very Tamb’ It­am, march­ing on our jour­neys upon the heels of his white lord, with his head thrown back, truc­u­lent and be-weaponed like a jan­is­sary, with kris, chop­per, and lance (be­sides car­ry­ing Jim’s gun); even Tamb’ It­am al­lowed him­self to put on the airs of un­com­prom­ising guard­i­an­ship, like a surly de­voted jail­er ready to lay down his life for his cap­tive. On the even­ings when we sat up late his si­lent, in­dis­tinct form would pass and re­pass un­der the ver­andah, with noise­less foot­steps, or lift­ing my head I would un­ex­pec­tedly make him out stand­ing ri­gidly erect in the shad­ow. As a gen­er­al rule he would van­ish after a time, without a sound; but when we rose he would spring up close to us as if from the ground, ready for any or­ders Jim might wish to give. The girl too, I be­lieve, nev­er went to sleep till we had sep­ar­ated for the night. More than once I saw her and Jim through the win­dow of my room come out to­geth­er quietly and lean on the rough bal­us­trade—two white forms very close, his arm about her waist, her head on his shoulder. Their soft mur­murs reached me, pen­et­rat­ing, tender, with a calm sad note in the still­ness of the night, like a self-com­mu­nion of one be­ing car­ried on in two tones. Later on, toss­ing on my bed un­der the mos­quito-net, I was sure to hear slight creak­ings, faint breath­ing, a throat cleared cau­tiously—and I would know that Tamb’ It­am was still on the prowl. Though he had (by the fa­vour of the white lord) a house in the com­pound, had ‘taken wife,’ and had lately been blessed with a child, I be­lieve that, dur­ing my stay at all events, he slept on the ver­andah every night. It was very dif­fi­cult to make this faith­ful and grim re­tain­er talk. Even Jim him­self was answered in jerky short sen­tences, un­der protest as it were. Talk­ing, he seemed to im­ply, was no busi­ness of his. The longest speech I heard him vo­lun­teer was one morn­ing when, sud­denly ex­tend­ing his hand to­wards the court­yard, he poin­ted at Cor­neli­us and said, ‘Here comes the Naz­arene.’ I don’t think he was ad­dress­ing me, though I stood at his side; his ob­ject seemed rather to awaken the in­dig­nant at­ten­tion of the uni­verse. Some muttered al­lu­sions, which fol­lowed, to dogs and the smell of roast-meat, struck me as sin­gu­larly fe­li­cit­ous. The court­yard, a large square space, was one tor­rid blaze of sun­shine, and, bathed in in­tense light, Cor­neli­us was creep­ing across in full view with an in­ex­press­ible ef­fect of stealth­i­ness, of dark and secret slink­ing. He re­minded one of everything that is un­sa­voury. His slow la­bor­i­ous walk re­sembled the creep­ing of a re­puls­ive beetle, the legs alone mov­ing with hor­rid in­dustry while the body glided evenly. I sup­pose he made straight enough for the place where he wanted to get to, but his pro­gress with one shoulder car­ried for­ward seemed ob­lique. He was of­ten seen circ­ling slowly amongst the sheds, as if fol­low­ing a scent; passing be­fore the ver­andah with up­ward stealthy glances; dis­ap­pear­ing without haste round the corner of some hut. That he seemed free of the place demon­strated Jim’s ab­surd care­less­ness or else his in­fin­ite dis­dain, for Cor­neli­us had played a very du­bi­ous part (to say the least of it) in a cer­tain epis­ode which might have ended fatally for Jim. As a mat­ter of fact, it had re­doun­ded to his glory. But everything re­doun­ded to his glory; and it was the irony of his good for­tune that he, who had been too care­ful of it once, seemed to bear a charmed life.

			“You must know he had left Doramin’s place very soon after his ar­rival—much too soon, in fact, for his safety, and of course a long time be­fore the war. In this he was ac­tu­ated by a sense of duty; he had to look after Stein’s busi­ness, he said. Hadn’t he? To that end, with an ut­ter dis­reg­ard of his per­son­al safety, he crossed the river and took up his quar­ters with Cor­neli­us. How the lat­ter had man­aged to ex­ist through the troubled times I can’t say. As Stein’s agent, after all, he must have had Doramin’s pro­tec­tion in a meas­ure; and in one way or an­oth­er he had man­aged to wriggle through all the deadly com­plic­a­tions, while I have no doubt that his con­duct, whatever line he was forced to take, was marked by that ab­ject­ness which was like the stamp of the man. That was his char­ac­ter­ist­ic; he was fun­da­ment­ally and out­wardly ab­ject, as oth­er men are markedly of a gen­er­ous, dis­tin­guished, or ven­er­able ap­pear­ance. It was the ele­ment of his nature which per­meated all his acts and pas­sions and emo­tions; he raged ab­jectly, smiled ab­jectly, was ab­jectly sad; his ci­vil­it­ies and his in­dig­na­tions were alike ab­ject. I am sure his love would have been the most ab­ject of sen­ti­ments—but can one ima­gine a loath­some in­sect in love? And his loath­some­ness, too, was ab­ject, so that a simply dis­gust­ing per­son would have ap­peared noble by his side. He has his place neither in the back­ground nor in the fore­ground of the story; he is simply seen skulk­ing on its out­skirts, en­ig­mat­ic­al and un­clean, taint­ing the fra­grance of its youth and of its na­ive­ness.

			“His po­s­i­tion in any case could not have been oth­er than ex­tremely miser­able, yet it may very well be that he found some ad­vant­ages in it. Jim told me he had been re­ceived at first with an ab­ject dis­play of the most am­ic­able sen­ti­ments. ‘The fel­low ap­par­ently couldn’t con­tain him­self for joy,’ said Jim with dis­gust. ‘He flew at me every morn­ing to shake both my hands—con­found him! but I could nev­er tell wheth­er there would be any break­fast. If I got three meals in two days I con­sidered my­self jolly lucky, and he made me sign a chit for ten dol­lars every week. Said he was sure Mr. Stein did not mean him to keep me for noth­ing. Well—he kept me on noth­ing as near as pos­sible. Put it down to the un­settled state of the coun­try, and made as if to tear his hair out, beg­ging my par­don twenty times a day, so that I had at last to en­treat him not to worry. It made me sick. Half the roof of his house had fallen in, and the whole place had a mangy look, with wisps of dry grass stick­ing out and the corners of broken mats flap­ping on every wall. He did his best to make out that Mr. Stein owed him money on the last three years’ trad­ing, but his books were all torn, and some were miss­ing. He tried to hint it was his late wife’s fault. Dis­gust­ing scoun­drel! At last I had to for­bid him to men­tion his late wife at all. It made Jew­el cry. I couldn’t dis­cov­er what be­came of all the trade-goods; there was noth­ing in the store but rats, hav­ing a high old time amongst a lit­ter of brown pa­per and old sack­ing. I was as­sured on every hand that he had a lot of money bur­ied some­where, but of course could get noth­ing out of him. It was the most miser­able ex­ist­ence I led there in that wretched house. I tried to do my duty by Stein, but I had also oth­er mat­ters to think of. When I es­caped to Doramin old Tunku Al­lang got frightened and re­turned all my things. It was done in a round­about way, and with no end of mys­tery, through a Chi­n­a­man who keeps a small shop here; but as soon as I left the Bu­gis quarter and went to live with Cor­neli­us it began to be said openly that the Ra­jah had made up his mind to have me killed be­fore long. Pleas­ant, wasn’t it? And I couldn’t see what there was to pre­vent him if he really had made up his mind. The worst of it was, I couldn’t help feel­ing I wasn’t do­ing any good either for Stein or for my­self. Oh! it was beastly—the whole six weeks of it.’ ”

		
	
		
			XXX

			“He told me fur­ther that he didn’t know what made him hang on—but of course we may guess. He sym­path­ised deeply with the de­fence­less girl, at the mercy of that ‘mean, cow­ardly scoun­drel.’ It ap­pears Cor­neli­us led her an aw­ful life, stop­ping only short of ac­tu­al ill-us­age, for which he had not the pluck, I sup­pose. He in­sisted upon her call­ing him fath­er—‘and with re­spect, too—with re­spect,’ he would scream, shak­ing a little yel­low fist in her face. ‘I am a re­spect­able man, and what are you? Tell me—what are you? You think I am go­ing to bring up some­body else’s child and not be treated with re­spect? You ought to be glad I let you. Come—say Yes, fath­er. … No? … You wait a bit.’ Thereupon he would be­gin to ab­use the dead wo­man, till the girl would run off with her hands to her head. He pur­sued her, dash­ing in and out and round the house and amongst the sheds, would drive her in­to some corner, where she would fall on her knees stop­ping her ears, and then he would stand at a dis­tance and de­claim filthy de­nun­ci­ations at her back for half an hour at a stretch. ‘Your moth­er was a dev­il, a de­ceit­ful dev­il—and you, too, are a dev­il,’ he would shriek in a fi­nal out­burst, pick up a bit of dry earth or a hand­ful of mud (there was plenty of mud around the house), and fling it in­to her hair. Some­times, though, she would hold out full of scorn, con­front­ing him in si­lence, her face sombre and con­trac­ted, and only now and then ut­ter­ing a word or two that would make the oth­er jump and writhe with the sting. Jim told me these scenes were ter­rible. It was in­deed a strange thing to come upon in a wil­der­ness. The end­less­ness of such a subtly cruel situ­ation was ap­palling—if you think of it. The re­spect­able Cor­neli­us (In­chi ’Nely­us the Malays called him, with a grim­ace that meant many things) was a much-dis­ap­poin­ted man. I don’t know what he had ex­pec­ted would be done for him in con­sid­er­a­tion of his mar­riage; but evid­ently the liberty to steal, and em­bezzle, and ap­pro­pri­ate to him­self for many years and in any way that suited him best, the goods of Stein’s Trad­ing Com­pany (Stein kept the sup­ply up un­fal­ter­ingly as long as he could get his skip­pers to take it there) did not seem to him a fair equi­val­ent for the sac­ri­fice of his hon­our­able name. Jim would have en­joyed ex­ceed­ingly thrash­ing Cor­neli­us with­in an inch of his life; on the oth­er hand, the scenes were of so pain­ful a char­ac­ter, so ab­om­in­able, that his im­pulse would be to get out of earshot, in or­der to spare the girl’s feel­ings. They left her agit­ated, speech­less, clutch­ing her bos­om now and then with a stony, des­per­ate face, and then Jim would lounge up and say un­hap­pily, ‘Now—come—really—what’s the use—you must try to eat a bit,’ or give some such mark of sym­pathy. Cor­neli­us would keep on slink­ing through the door­ways, across the ver­andah and back again, as mute as a fish, and with malevol­ent, mis­trust­ful, un­der­hand glances. ‘I can stop his game,’ Jim said to her once. ‘Just say the word.’ And do you know what she answered? She said—Jim told me im­press­ively—that if she had not been sure he was in­tensely wretched him­self, she would have found the cour­age to kill him with her own hands. ‘Just fancy that! The poor dev­il of a girl, al­most a child, be­ing driv­en to talk like that,’ he ex­claimed in hor­ror. It seemed im­possible to save her not only from that mean ras­cal but even from her­self! It wasn’t that he pit­ied her so much, he af­firmed; it was more than pity; it was as if he had some­thing on his con­science, while that life went on. To leave the house would have ap­peared a base deser­tion. He had un­der­stood at last that there was noth­ing to ex­pect from a longer stay, neither ac­counts nor money, nor truth of any sort, but he stayed on, ex­as­per­at­ing Cor­neli­us to the verge, I won’t say of in­san­ity, but al­most of cour­age. Mean­time he felt all sorts of dangers gath­er­ing ob­scurely about him. Doramin had sent over twice a trusty ser­vant to tell him ser­i­ously that he could do noth­ing for his safety un­less he would re­cross the river again and live amongst the Bu­gis as at first. People of every con­di­tion used to call, of­ten in the dead of night, in or­der to dis­close to him plots for his as­sas­sin­a­tion. He was to be poisoned. He was to be stabbed in the bath­house. Ar­range­ments were be­ing made to have him shot from a boat on the river. Each of these in­form­ants pro­fessed him­self to be his very good friend. It was enough—he told me—to spoil a fel­low’s rest forever. Some­thing of the kind was ex­tremely pos­sible—nay, prob­able—but the ly­ing warn­ings gave him only the sense of deadly schem­ing go­ing on all around him, on all sides, in the dark. Noth­ing more cal­cu­lated to shake the best of nerve. Fi­nally, one night, Cor­neli­us him­self, with a great ap­par­at­us of alarm and secrecy, un­fol­ded in sol­emn wheed­ling tones a little plan wherein for one hun­dred dol­lars—or even for eighty; let’s say eighty—he, Cor­neli­us, would pro­cure a trust­worthy man to smuggle Jim out of the river, all safe. There was noth­ing else for it now—if Jim cared a pin for his life. What’s eighty dol­lars? A trifle. An in­sig­ni­fic­ant sum. While he, Cor­neli­us, who had to re­main be­hind, was ab­so­lutely court­ing death by this proof of de­vo­tion to Mr. Stein’s young friend. The sight of his ab­ject grim­acing was—Jim told me—very hard to bear: he clutched at his hair, beat his breast, rocked him­self to and fro with his hands pressed to his stom­ach, and ac­tu­ally pre­ten­ded to shed tears. ‘Your blood be on your own head,’ he squeaked at last, and rushed out. It is a curi­ous ques­tion how far Cor­neli­us was sin­cere in that per­form­ance. Jim con­fessed to me that he did not sleep a wink after the fel­low had gone. He lay on his back on a thin mat spread over the bam­boo floor­ing, try­ing idly to make out the bare rafters, and listen­ing to the rust­lings in the torn thatch. A star sud­denly twinkled through a hole in the roof. His brain was in a whirl; but, nev­er­the­less, it was on that very night that he ma­tured his plan for over­com­ing Sherif Ali. It had been the thought of all the mo­ments he could spare from the hope­less in­vest­ig­a­tion in­to Stein’s af­fairs, but the no­tion—he says—came to him then all at once. He could see, as it were, the guns moun­ted on the top of the hill. He got very hot and ex­cited ly­ing there; sleep was out of the ques­tion more than ever. He jumped up, and went out bare­footed on the ver­andah. Walk­ing si­lently, he came upon the girl, mo­tion­less against the wall, as if on the watch. In his then state of mind it did not sur­prise him to see her up, nor yet to hear her ask in an anxious whis­per where Cor­neli­us could be. He simply said he did not know. She moaned a little, and peered in­to the cam­pong. Everything was very quiet. He was pos­sessed by his new idea, and so full of it that he could not help telling the girl all about it at once. She listened, clapped her hands lightly, whispered softly her ad­mir­a­tion, but was evid­ently on the alert all the time. It seems he had been used to make a con­fid­ante of her all along—and that she on her part could and did give him a lot of use­ful hints as to Patusan af­fairs there is no doubt. He as­sured me more than once that he had nev­er found him­self the worse for her ad­vice. At any rate, he was pro­ceed­ing to ex­plain his plan fully to her there and then, when she pressed his arm once, and van­ished from his side. Then Cor­neli­us ap­peared from some­where, and, per­ceiv­ing Jim, ducked side­ways, as though he had been shot at, and af­ter­wards stood very still in the dusk. At last he came for­ward prudently, like a sus­pi­cious cat. ‘There were some fish­er­men there—with fish,’ he said in a shaky voice. ‘To sell fish—you un­der­stand.’ … It must have been then two o’clock in the morn­ing—a likely time for any­body to hawk fish about!

			“Jim, how­ever, let the state­ment pass, and did not give it a single thought. Oth­er mat­ters oc­cu­pied his mind, and be­sides he had neither seen nor heard any­thing. He con­ten­ted him­self by say­ing, ‘Oh!’ ab­sently, got a drink of wa­ter out of a pitch­er stand­ing there, and leav­ing Cor­neli­us a prey to some in­ex­plic­able emo­tion—that made him em­brace with both arms the worm-eaten rail of the ver­andah as if his legs had failed—went in again and lay down on his mat to think. By-and-by he heard stealthy foot­steps. They stopped. A voice whispered trem­u­lously through the wall, ‘Are you asleep?’ ‘No! What is it?’ he answered briskly, and there was an ab­rupt move­ment out­side, and then all was still, as if the whisper­er had been startled. Ex­tremely an­noyed at this, Jim came out im­petu­ously, and Cor­neli­us with a faint shriek fled along the ver­andah as far as the steps, where he hung on to the broken ban­is­ter. Very puzzled, Jim called out to him from the dis­tance to know what the dev­il he meant. ‘Have you giv­en your con­sid­er­a­tion to what I spoke to you about?’ asked Cor­neli­us, pro­noun­cing the words with dif­fi­culty, like a man in the cold fit of a fever. ‘No!’ shouted Jim in a pas­sion. ‘I did not, and I don’t in­tend to. I am go­ing to live here, in Patusan.’ ‘You shall d-d-die h-h-here,’ answered Cor­neli­us, still shak­ing vi­ol­ently, and in a sort of ex­pir­ing voice. The whole per­form­ance was so ab­surd and pro­vok­ing that Jim didn’t know wheth­er he ought to be amused or angry. ‘Not till I have seen you tucked away, you bet,’ he called out, ex­as­per­ated yet ready to laugh. Half ser­i­ously (be­ing ex­cited with his own thoughts, you know) he went on shout­ing, ‘Noth­ing can touch me! You can do your damned­est.’ Some­how the shad­owy Cor­neli­us far off there seemed to be the hate­ful em­bod­i­ment of all the an­noy­ances and dif­fi­culties he had found in his path. He let him­self go—his nerves had been over­wrought for days—and called him many pretty names—swind­ler, li­ar, sorry ras­cal: in fact, car­ried on in an ex­traordin­ary way. He ad­mits he passed all bounds, that he was quite be­side him­self—de­fied all Patusan to scare him away—de­clared he would make them all dance to his own tune yet, and so on, in a men­acing, boast­ing strain. Per­fectly bom­bast­ic and ri­dicu­lous, he said. His ears burned at the bare re­col­lec­tion. Must have been off his chump in some way. … The girl, who was sit­ting with us, nod­ded her little head at me quickly, frowned faintly, and said, ‘I heard him,’ with child­like solem­nity. He laughed and blushed. What stopped him at last, he said, was the si­lence, the com­plete death­like si­lence, of the in­dis­tinct fig­ure far over there, that seemed to hang col­lapsed, doubled over the rail in a weird im­mob­il­ity. He came to his senses, and ceas­ing sud­denly, wondered greatly at him­self. He watched for a while. Not a stir, not a sound. ‘Ex­actly as if the chap had died while I had been mak­ing all that noise,’ he said. He was so ashamed of him­self that he went in­doors in a hurry without an­oth­er word, and flung him­self down again. The row seemed to have done him good though, be­cause he went to sleep for the rest of the night like a baby. Hadn’t slept like that for weeks. ‘But I didn’t sleep,’ struck in the girl, one el­bow on the table and nurs­ing her cheek. ‘I watched.’ Her big eyes flashed, rolling a little, and then she fixed them on my face in­tently.”

		
	
		
			XXXI

			“You may ima­gine with what in­terest I listened. All these de­tails were per­ceived to have some sig­ni­fic­ance twenty-four hours later. In the morn­ing Cor­neli­us made no al­lu­sion to the events of the night. ‘I sup­pose you will come back to my poor house,’ he muttered, sur­lily, slink­ing up just as Jim was en­ter­ing the ca­noe to go over to Doramin’s cam­pong. Jim only nod­ded, without look­ing at him. ‘You find it good fun, no doubt,’ muttered the oth­er in a sour tone. Jim spent the day with the old na­k­hoda, preach­ing the ne­ces­sity of vig­or­ous ac­tion to the prin­cip­al men of the Bu­gis com­munity, who had been summoned for a big talk. He re­membered with pleas­ure how very elo­quent and per­suas­ive he had been. ‘I man­aged to put some back­bone in­to them that time, and no mis­take,’ he said. Sherif Ali’s last raid had swept the out­skirts of the set­tle­ment, and some wo­men be­long­ing to the town had been car­ried off to the stock­ade. Sherif Ali’s emis­sar­ies had been seen in the mar­ket­place the day be­fore, strut­ting about haught­ily in white cloaks, and boast­ing of the Ra­jah’s friend­ship for their mas­ter. One of them stood for­ward in the shade of a tree, and, lean­ing on the long bar­rel of a rifle, ex­hor­ted the people to pray­er and re­pent­ance, ad­vising them to kill all the strangers in their midst, some of whom, he said, were in­fi­dels and oth­ers even worse—chil­dren of Satan in the guise of Muslims. It was re­por­ted that sev­er­al of the Ra­jah’s people amongst the listen­ers had loudly ex­pressed their ap­prob­a­tion. The ter­ror amongst the com­mon people was in­tense. Jim, im­mensely pleased with his day’s work, crossed the river again be­fore sun­set.

			“As he had got the Bu­gis ir­re­triev­ably com­mit­ted to ac­tion and had made him­self re­spons­ible for suc­cess on his own head, he was so elated that in the light­ness of his heart he ab­so­lutely tried to be civil with Cor­neli­us. But Cor­neli­us be­came wildly jovi­al in re­sponse, and it was al­most more than he could stand, he says, to hear his little squeaks of false laughter, to see him wriggle and blink, and sud­denly catch hold of his chin and crouch low over the table with a dis­trac­ted stare. The girl did not show her­self, and Jim re­tired early. When he rose to say good night, Cor­neli­us jumped up, knock­ing his chair over, and ducked out of sight as if to pick up some­thing he had dropped. His good night came husk­ily from un­der the table. Jim was amazed to see him emerge out with a drop­ping jaw, and star­ing, stu­pidly frightened eyes. He clutched the edge of the table. ‘What’s the mat­ter? Are you un­well?’ asked Jim. ‘Yes, yes, yes. A great col­ic in my stom­ach,’ says the oth­er; and it is Jim’s opin­ion that it was per­fectly true. If so, it was, in view of his con­tem­plated ac­tion, an ab­ject sign of a still im­per­fect cal­lous­ness for which he must be giv­en all due cred­it.

			“Be it as it may, Jim’s slum­bers were dis­turbed by a dream of heav­ens like brass re­sound­ing with a great voice, which called upon him to Awake! Awake! so loud that, not­with­stand­ing his des­per­ate de­term­in­a­tion to sleep on, he did wake up in real­ity. The glare of a red splut­ter­ing con­flag­ra­tion go­ing on in midair fell on his eyes. Coils of black thick smoke curved round the head of some ap­par­i­tion, some un­earthly be­ing, all in white, with a severe, drawn, anxious face. After a second or so he re­cog­nised the girl. She was hold­ing a dam­mar torch at arm’s-length aloft, and in a per­sist­ent, ur­gent mono­tone she was re­peat­ing, ‘Get up! Get up! Get up!’

			“Sud­denly he leaped to his feet; at once she put in­to his hand a re­volver, his own re­volver, which had been hanging on a nail, but loaded this time. He gripped it in si­lence, be­wildered, blink­ing in the light. He wondered what he could do for her.

			“She asked rap­idly and very low, ‘Can you face four men with this?’ He laughed while nar­rat­ing this part at the re­col­lec­tion of his po­lite alac­rity. It seems he made a great dis­play of it. ‘Cer­tainly—of course—cer­tainly—com­mand me.’ He was not prop­erly awake, and had a no­tion of be­ing very civil in these ex­traordin­ary cir­cum­stances, of show­ing his un­ques­tion­ing, de­voted read­i­ness. She left the room, and he fol­lowed her; in the pas­sage they dis­turbed an old hag who did the cas­u­al cook­ing of the house­hold, though she was so de­crep­it as to be hardly able to un­der­stand hu­man speech. She got up and hobbled be­hind them, mum­bling tooth­lessly. On the ver­andah a ham­mock of sail­cloth, be­long­ing to Cor­neli­us, swayed lightly to the touch of Jim’s el­bow. It was empty.

			“The Patusan es­tab­lish­ment, like all the posts of Stein’s Trad­ing Com­pany, had ori­gin­ally con­sisted of four build­ings. Two of them were rep­res­en­ted by two heaps of sticks, broken bam­boos, rot­ten thatch, over which the four corner-posts of hard­wood leaned sadly at dif­fer­ent angles: the prin­cip­al stor­e­room, how­ever, stood yet, fa­cing the agent’s house. It was an ob­long hut, built of mud and clay; it had at one end a wide door of stout plank­ing, which so far had not come off the hinges, and in one of the side walls there was a square aper­ture, a sort of win­dow, with three wooden bars. Be­fore des­cend­ing the few steps the girl turned her face over her shoulder and said quickly, ‘You were to be set upon while you slept.’ Jim tells me he ex­per­i­enced a sense of de­cep­tion. It was the old story. He was weary of these at­tempts upon his life. He had had his fill of these alarms. He was sick of them. He as­sured me he was angry with the girl for de­ceiv­ing him. He had fol­lowed her un­der the im­pres­sion that it was she who wanted his help, and now he had half a mind to turn on his heel and go back in dis­gust. ‘Do you know,’ he com­men­ted pro­foundly, ‘I rather think I was not quite my­self for whole weeks on end about that time.’ ‘Oh yes. You were though,’ I couldn’t help con­tra­dict­ing.

			“But she moved on swiftly, and he fol­lowed her in­to the court­yard. All its fences had fallen in a long time ago; the neigh­bours’ buf­fa­loes would pace in the morn­ing across the open space, snort­ing pro­foundly, without haste; the very jungle was in­vad­ing it already. Jim and the girl stopped in the rank grass. The light in which they stood made a dense black­ness all round, and only above their heads there was an op­u­lent glit­ter of stars. He told me it was a beau­ti­ful night—quite cool, with a little stir of breeze from the river. It seems he no­ticed its friendly beauty. Re­mem­ber this is a love story I am telling you now. A lovely night that seemed to breathe on them a soft caress. The flame of the torch streamed now and then with a flut­ter­ing noise like a flag, and for a time this was the only sound. ‘They are in the stor­e­room wait­ing,’ whispered the girl; ‘they are wait­ing for the sig­nal.’ ‘Who’s to give it?’ he asked. She shook the torch, which blazed up after a shower of sparks. ‘Only you have been sleep­ing so rest­lessly,’ she con­tin­ued in a mur­mur; ‘I watched your sleep, too.’ ‘You!’ he ex­claimed, cran­ing his neck to look about him. ‘You think I watched on this night only!’ she said, with a sort of des­pair­ing in­dig­na­tion.

			“He says it was as if he had re­ceived a blow on the chest. He gasped. He thought he had been an aw­ful brute some­how, and he felt re­morse­ful, touched, happy, elated. This, let me re­mind you again, is a love story; you can see it by the im­be­cil­ity, not a re­puls­ive im­be­cil­ity, the ex­al­ted im­be­cil­ity of these pro­ceed­ings, this sta­tion in torch­light, as if they had come there on pur­pose to have it out for the edi­fic­a­tion of con­cealed mur­der­ers. If Sherif Ali’s emis­sar­ies had been pos­sessed—as Jim re­marked—of a penny­worth of spunk, this was the time to make a rush. His heart was thump­ing—not with fear—but he seemed to hear the grass rustle, and he stepped smartly out of the light. Some­thing dark, im­per­fectly seen, flit­ted rap­idly out of sight. He called out in a strong voice, ‘Cor­neli­us! O Cor­neli­us!’ A pro­found si­lence suc­ceeded: his voice did not seem to have car­ried twenty feet. Again the girl was by his side. ‘Fly!’ she said. The old wo­man was com­ing up; her broken fig­ure hovered in crippled little jumps on the edge of the light; they heard her mum­bling, and a light, moan­ing sigh. ‘Fly!’ re­peated the girl ex­citedly. ‘They are frightened now—this light—the voices. They know you are awake now—they know you are big, strong, fear­less …’ ‘If I am all that,’ he began; but she in­ter­rup­ted him: ‘Yes—to­night! But what of to­mor­row night? Of the next night? Of the night after—of all the many, many nights? Can I be al­ways watch­ing?’ A sob­bing catch of her breath af­fected him bey­ond the power of words.

			“He told me that he had nev­er felt so small, so power­less—and as to cour­age, what was the good of it? he thought. He was so help­less that even flight seemed of no use; and though she kept on whis­per­ing, ‘Go to Doramin, go to Doramin,’ with fe­ver­ish in­sist­ence, he real­ised that for him there was no refuge from that loneli­ness which cent­upled all his dangers ex­cept—in her. ‘I thought,’ he said to me, ‘that if I went away from her it would be the end of everything some­how.’ Only as they couldn’t stop there forever in the middle of that court­yard, he made up his mind to go and look in­to the store­house. He let her fol­low him without think­ing of any protest, as if they had been in­dis­sol­ubly united. ‘I am fear­less—am I?’ he muttered through his teeth. She re­strained his arm. ‘Wait till you hear my voice,’ she said, and, torch in hand, ran lightly round the corner. He re­mained alone in the dark­ness, his face to the door: not a sound, not a breath came from the oth­er side. The old hag let out a dreary groan some­where be­hind his back. He heard a high-pitched al­most scream­ing call from the girl. ‘Now! Push!’ He pushed vi­ol­ently; the door swung with a creak and a clat­ter, dis­clos­ing to his in­tense as­ton­ish­ment the low dun­geon-like in­teri­or il­lu­min­ated by a lur­id, waver­ing glare. A tur­moil of smoke ed­died down upon an empty wooden crate in the middle of the floor, a lit­ter of rags and straw tried to soar, but only stirred feebly in the draught. She had thrust the light through the bars of the win­dow. He saw her bare round arm ex­ten­ded and ri­gid, hold­ing up the torch with the stead­i­ness of an iron brack­et. A con­ic­al ragged heap of old mats cumbered a dis­tant corner al­most to the ceil­ing, and that was all.

			“He ex­plained to me that he was bit­terly dis­ap­poin­ted at this. His forti­tude had been tried by so many warn­ings, he had been for weeks sur­roun­ded by so many hints of danger, that he wanted the re­lief of some real­ity, of some­thing tan­gible that he could meet. ‘It would have cleared the air for a couple of hours at least, if you know what I mean,’ he said to me. ‘Jove! I had been liv­ing for days with a stone on my chest.’ Now at last he had thought he would get hold of some­thing, and—noth­ing! Not a trace, not a sign of any­body. He had raised his weapon as the door flew open, but now his arm fell. ‘Fire! De­fend your­self,’ the girl out­side cried in an ag­on­ising voice. She, be­ing in the dark and with her arm thrust in to the shoulder through the small hole, couldn’t see what was go­ing on, and she dared not with­draw the torch now to run round. ‘There’s nobody here!’ yelled Jim con­temp­tu­ously, but his im­pulse to burst in­to a re­sent­ful ex­as­per­ated laugh died without a sound: he had per­ceived in the very act of turn­ing away that he was ex­chan­ging glances with a pair of eyes in the heap of mats. He saw a shift­ing gleam of whites. ‘Come out!’ he cried in a fury, a little doubt­ful, and a dark-faced head, a head without a body, shaped it­self in the rub­bish, a strangely de­tached head, that looked at him with a steady scowl. Next mo­ment the whole mound stirred, and with a low grunt a man emerged swiftly, and bounded to­wards Jim. Be­hind him the mats as it were jumped and flew, his right arm was raised with a crooked el­bow, and the dull blade of a kris pro­truded from his fist held off, a little above his head. A cloth wound tight round his loins seemed dazzlingly white on his bronze skin; his na­ked body glistened as if wet.

			“Jim noted all this. He told me he was ex­per­i­en­cing a feel­ing of un­ut­ter­able re­lief, of venge­ful ela­tion. He held his shot, he says, de­lib­er­ately. He held it for the tenth part of a second, for three strides of the man—an un­con­scion­able time. He held it for the pleas­ure of say­ing to him­self, That’s a dead man! He was ab­so­lutely pos­it­ive and cer­tain. He let him come on be­cause it did not mat­ter. A dead man, any­how. He no­ticed the dilated nos­trils, the wide eyes, the in­tent, eager still­ness of the face, and then he fired.

			“The ex­plo­sion in that con­fined space was stun­ning. He stepped back a pace. He saw the man jerk his head up, fling his arms for­ward, and drop the kris. He as­cer­tained af­ter­wards that he had shot him through the mouth, a little up­wards, the bul­let com­ing out high at the back of the skull. With the im­petus of his rush the man drove straight on, his face sud­denly gap­ing dis­figured, with his hands open be­fore him grop­ingly, as though blinded, and landed with ter­rif­ic vi­ol­ence on his fore­head, just short of Jim’s bare toes. Jim says he didn’t lose the smal­lest de­tail of all this. He found him­self calm, ap­peased, without ran­cour, without un­eas­i­ness, as if the death of that man had atoned for everything. The place was get­ting very full of sooty smoke from the torch, in which the un­sway­ing flame burned blood-red without a flick­er. He walked in res­ol­utely, strid­ing over the dead body, and covered with his re­volver an­oth­er na­ked fig­ure out­lined vaguely at the oth­er end. As he was about to pull the trig­ger, the man threw away with force a short heavy spear, and squat­ted sub­missively on his hams, his back to the wall and his clasped hands between his legs. ‘You want your life?’ Jim said. The oth­er made no sound. ‘How many more of you?’ asked Jim again. ‘Two more, Tu­an,’ said the man very softly, look­ing with big fas­cin­ated eyes in­to the muzzle of the re­volver. Ac­cord­ingly two more crawled from un­der the mats, hold­ing out os­ten­ta­tiously their empty hands.”

		
	
		
			XXXII

			“Jim took up an ad­vant­age­ous po­s­i­tion and shep­her­ded them out in a bunch through the door­way: all that time the torch had re­mained ver­tic­al in the grip of a little hand, without so much as a tremble. The three men obeyed him, per­fectly mute, mov­ing auto­mat­ic­ally. He ranged them in a row. ‘Link arms!’ he ordered. They did so. ‘The first who with­draws his arm or turns his head is a dead man,’ he said. ‘March!’ They stepped out to­geth­er, ri­gidly; he fol­lowed, and at the side the girl, in a trail­ing white gown, her black hair fall­ing as low as her waist, bore the light. Erect and sway­ing, she seemed to glide without touch­ing the earth; the only sound was the silky swish and rustle of the long grass. ‘Stop!’ cried Jim.

			“The ri­verb­ank was steep; a great fresh­ness as­cen­ded, the light fell on the edge of smooth dark wa­ter froth­ing without a ripple; right and left the shapes of the houses ran to­geth­er be­low the sharp out­lines of the roofs. ‘Take my greet­ings to Sherif Ali—till I come my­self,’ said Jim. Not one head of the three budged. ‘Jump!’ he thundered. The three splashes made one splash, a shower flew up, black heads bobbed con­vuls­ively, and dis­ap­peared; but a great blow­ing and splut­ter­ing went on, grow­ing faint, for they were diving in­dus­tri­ously in great fear of a part­ing shot. Jim turned to the girl, who had been a si­lent and at­tent­ive ob­serv­er. His heart seemed sud­denly to grow too big for his breast and choke him in the hol­low of his throat. This prob­ably made him speech­less for so long, and after re­turn­ing his gaze she flung the burn­ing torch with a wide sweep of the arm in­to the river. The ruddy fiery glare, tak­ing a long flight through the night, sank with a vi­cious hiss, and the calm soft star­light des­cen­ded upon them, un­checked.

			“He did not tell me what it was he said when at last he re­covered his voice. I don’t sup­pose he could be very elo­quent. The world was still, the night breathed on them, one of those nights that seem cre­ated for the shel­ter­ing of ten­der­ness, and there are mo­ments when our souls, as if freed from their dark en­vel­ope, glow with an ex­quis­ite sens­ib­il­ity that makes cer­tain si­lences more lu­cid than speeches. As to the girl, he told me, ‘She broke down a bit. Ex­cite­ment—don’t you know. Re­ac­tion. Deucedly tired she must have been—and all that kind of thing. And—and—hang it all—she was fond of me, don’t you see. … I too … didn’t know, of course … nev­er entered my head. …’

			“Then he got up and began to walk about in some agit­a­tion. ‘I—I love her dearly. More than I can tell. Of course one can­not tell. You take a dif­fer­ent view of your ac­tions when you come to un­der­stand, when you are made to un­der­stand every day that your ex­ist­ence is ne­ces­sary—you see, ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary—to an­oth­er per­son. I am made to feel that. Won­der­ful! But only try to think what her life has been. It is too ex­tra­vag­antly aw­ful! Isn’t it? And me find­ing her here like this—as you may go out for a stroll and come sud­denly upon some­body drown­ing in a lonely dark place. Jove! No time to lose. Well, it is a trust too … I be­lieve I am equal to it. …’

			“I must tell you the girl had left us to ourselves some time be­fore. He slapped his chest. ‘Yes! I feel that, but I be­lieve I am equal to all my luck!’ He had the gift of find­ing a spe­cial mean­ing in everything that happened to him. This was the view he took of his love af­fair; it was idyll­ic, a little sol­emn, and also true, since his be­lief had all the un­shak­able ser­i­ous­ness of youth. Some time after, on an­oth­er oc­ca­sion, he said to me, ‘I’ve been only two years here, and now, upon my word, I can’t con­ceive be­ing able to live any­where else. The very thought of the world out­side is enough to give me a fright; be­cause, don’t you see,’ he con­tin­ued, with down­cast eyes watch­ing the ac­tion of his boot busied in squash­ing thor­oughly a tiny bit of dried mud (we were strolling on the ri­verb­ank)—‘be­cause I have not for­got­ten why I came here. Not yet!’

			“I re­frained from look­ing at him, but I think I heard a short sigh; we took a turn or two in si­lence. ‘Upon my soul and con­science,’ he began again, ‘if such a thing can be for­got­ten, then I think I have a right to dis­miss it from my mind. Ask any man here’ … his voice changed. ‘Is it not strange,’ he went on in a gentle, al­most yearn­ing tone, ‘that all these people, all these people who would do any­thing for me, can nev­er be made to un­der­stand? Nev­er! If you dis­be­lieved me I could not call them up. It seems hard, some­how. I am stu­pid, am I not? What more can I want? If you ask them who is brave—who is true—who is just—who is it they would trust with their lives?—they would say, Tu­an Jim. And yet they can nev­er know the real, real truth …’

			“That’s what he said to me on my last day with him. I did not let a mur­mur es­cape me: I felt he was go­ing to say more, and come no near­er to the root of the mat­ter. The sun, whose con­cen­trated glare dwarfs the earth in­to a rest­less mote of dust, had sunk be­hind the forest, and the dif­fused light from an opal sky seemed to cast upon a world without shad­ows and without bril­liance the il­lu­sion of a calm and pens­ive great­ness. I don’t know why, listen­ing to him, I should have noted so dis­tinctly the gradu­al dark­en­ing of the river, of the air; the ir­res­ist­ible slow work of the night set­tling si­lently on all the vis­ible forms, ef­fa­cing the out­lines, bury­ing the shapes deep­er and deep­er, like a steady fall of im­palp­able black dust.

			“ ‘Jove!’ he began ab­ruptly, ‘there are days when a fel­low is too ab­surd for any­thing; only I know I can tell you what I like. I talk about be­ing done with it—with the bally thing at the back of my head. … For­get­ting. … Hang me if I know! I can think of it quietly. After all, what has it proved? Noth­ing. I sup­pose you don’t think so. …’

			“I made a protest­ing mur­mur.

			“ ‘No mat­ter,’ he said. ‘I am sat­is­fied … nearly. I’ve got to look only at the face of the first man that comes along, to re­gain my con­fid­ence. They can’t be made to un­der­stand what is go­ing on in me. What of that? Come! I haven’t done so badly.’

			“ ‘Not so badly,’ I said.

			“ ‘But all the same, you wouldn’t like to have me aboard your own ship hey?’

			“ ‘Con­found you!’ I cried. ‘Stop this.’

			“ ‘Aha! You see,’ he said, crow­ing, as it were, over me pla­cidly. ‘Only,’ he went on, ‘you just try to tell this to any of them here. They would think you a fool, a li­ar, or worse. And so I can stand it. I’ve done a thing or two for them, but this is what they have done for me.’

			“ ‘My dear chap,’ I cried, ‘you shall al­ways re­main for them an in­sol­uble mys­tery.’ Thereupon we were si­lent.

			“ ‘Mys­tery,’ he re­peated, be­fore look­ing up. ‘Well, then let me al­ways re­main here.’

			“After the sun had set, the dark­ness seemed to drive upon us, borne in every faint puff of the breeze. In the middle of a hedged path I saw the ar­res­ted, gaunt, watch­ful, and ap­par­ently one-legged sil­hou­ette of Tamb’ It­am; and across the dusky space my eye de­tec­ted some­thing white mov­ing to and fro be­hind the sup­ports of the roof. As soon as Jim, with Tamb’ It­am at his heels, had star­ted upon his even­ing rounds, I went up to the house alone, and, un­ex­pec­tedly, found my­self way­laid by the girl, who had been clearly wait­ing for this op­por­tun­ity.

			“It is hard to tell you what it was pre­cisely she wanted to wrest from me. Ob­vi­ously it would be some­thing very simple—the simplest im­possib­il­ity in the world; as, for in­stance, the ex­act de­scrip­tion of the form of a cloud. She wanted an as­sur­ance, a state­ment, a prom­ise, an ex­plan­a­tion—I don’t know how to call it: the thing has no name. It was dark un­der the pro­ject­ing roof, and all I could see were the flow­ing lines of her gown, the pale small oval of her face, with the white flash of her teeth, and, turned to­wards me, the big sombre or­bits of her eyes, where there seemed to be a faint stir, such as you may fancy you can de­tect when you plunge your gaze to the bot­tom of an im­mensely deep well. What is it that moves there? you ask your­self. Is it a blind mon­ster or only a lost gleam from the uni­verse? It oc­curred to me—don’t laugh—that all things be­ing dis­sim­il­ar, she was more in­scrut­able in her child­ish ig­nor­ance than the Sphinx pro­pound­ing child­ish riddles to way­farers. She had been car­ried off to Patusan be­fore her eyes were open. She had grown up there; she had seen noth­ing, she had known noth­ing, she had no con­cep­tion of any­thing. I ask my­self wheth­er she were sure that any­thing else ex­is­ted. What no­tions she may have formed of the out­side world is to me in­con­ceiv­able: all that she knew of its in­hab­it­ants were a be­trayed wo­man and a sin­is­ter pan­ta­loon. Her lov­er also came to her from there, gif­ted with ir­res­ist­ible se­duc­tions; but what would be­come of her if he should re­turn to these in­con­ceiv­able re­gions that seemed al­ways to claim back their own? Her moth­er had warned her of this with tears, be­fore she died. …

			“She had caught hold of my arm firmly, and as soon as I had stopped she had with­drawn her hand in haste. She was au­da­cious and shrink­ing. She feared noth­ing, but she was checked by the pro­found in­cer­ti­tude and the ex­treme strange­ness—a brave per­son grop­ing in the dark. I be­longed to this Un­known that might claim Jim for its own at any mo­ment. I was, as it were, in the secret of its nature and of its in­ten­tions—the con­fid­ant of a threat­en­ing mys­tery—armed with its power per­haps! I be­lieve she sup­posed I could with a word whisk Jim away out of her very arms; it is my sober con­vic­tion she went through ag­on­ies of ap­pre­hen­sion dur­ing my long talks with Jim; through a real and in­tol­er­able an­guish that might have con­ceiv­ably driv­en her in­to plot­ting my murder, had the fierce­ness of her soul been equal to the tre­mend­ous situ­ation it had cre­ated. This is my im­pres­sion, and it is all I can give you: the whole thing dawned gradu­ally upon me, and as it got clear­er and clear­er I was over­whelmed by a slow in­cred­u­lous amazement. She made me be­lieve her, but there is no word that on my lips could render the ef­fect of the head­long and vehe­ment whis­per, of the soft, pas­sion­ate tones, of the sud­den breath­less pause and the ap­peal­ing move­ment of the white arms ex­ten­ded swiftly. They fell; the ghostly fig­ure swayed like a slender tree in the wind, the pale oval of the face drooped; it was im­possible to dis­tin­guish her fea­tures, the dark­ness of the eyes was un­fathom­able; two wide sleeves up­rose in the dark like un­fold­ing wings, and she stood si­lent, hold­ing her head in her hands.”

		
	
		
			XXXIII

			“I was im­mensely touched: her youth, her ig­nor­ance, her pretty beauty, which had the simple charm and the del­ic­ate vigour of a wild­flower, her pathet­ic plead­ing, her help­less­ness, ap­pealed to me with al­most the strength of her own un­reas­on­able and nat­ur­al fear. She feared the un­known as we all do, and her ig­nor­ance made the un­known in­fin­itely vast. I stood for it, for my­self, for you fel­lows, for all the world that neither cared for Jim nor needed him in the least. I would have been ready enough to an­swer for the in­dif­fer­ence of the teem­ing earth but for the re­flec­tion that he too be­longed to this mys­ter­i­ous un­known of her fears, and that, how­ever much I stood for, I did not stand for him. This made me hes­it­ate. A mur­mur of hope­less pain un­sealed my lips. I began by protest­ing that I at least had come with no in­ten­tion to take Jim away.

			“Why did I come, then? After a slight move­ment she was as still as a marble statue in the night. I tried to ex­plain briefly: friend­ship, busi­ness; if I had any wish in the mat­ter it was rather to see him stay. … ‘They al­ways leave us,’ she mur­mured. The breath of sad wis­dom from the grave which her piety wreathed with flowers seemed to pass in a faint sigh. … Noth­ing, I said, could sep­ar­ate Jim from her.

			“It is my firm con­vic­tion now; it was my con­vic­tion at the time; it was the only pos­sible con­clu­sion from the facts of the case. It was not made more cer­tain by her whis­per­ing in a tone in which one speaks to one­self, ‘He swore this to me.’ ‘Did you ask him?’ I said.

			“She made a step near­er. ‘No. Nev­er!’ She had asked him only to go away. It was that night on the ri­verb­ank, after he had killed the man—after she had flung the torch in the wa­ter be­cause he was look­ing at her so. There was too much light, and the danger was over then—for a little time—for a little time. He said then he would not aban­don her to Cor­neli­us. She had in­sisted. She wanted him to leave her. He said that he could not—that it was im­possible. He trembled while he said this. She had felt him tremble. … One does not re­quire much ima­gin­a­tion to see the scene, al­most to hear their whis­pers. She was afraid for him too. I be­lieve that then she saw in him only a pre­destined vic­tim of dangers which she un­der­stood bet­ter than him­self. Though by noth­ing but his mere pres­ence he had mastered her heart, had filled all her thoughts, and had pos­sessed him­self of all her af­fec­tions, she un­der­es­tim­ated his chances of suc­cess. It is ob­vi­ous that at about that time every­body was in­clined to un­der­es­tim­ate his chances. Strictly speak­ing he didn’t seem to have any. I know this was Cor­neli­us’s view. He con­fessed that much to me in ex­ten­u­ation of the shady part he had played in Sherif Ali’s plot to do away with the in­fi­del. Even Sherif Ali him­self, as it seems cer­tain now, had noth­ing but con­tempt for the white man. Jim was to be murdered mainly on re­li­gious grounds, I be­lieve. A simple act of piety (and so far in­fin­itely mer­it­ori­ous), but oth­er­wise without much im­port­ance. In the last part of this opin­ion Cor­neli­us con­curred. ‘Hon­our­able sir,’ he ar­gued ab­jectly on the only oc­ca­sion he man­aged to have me to him­self—‘Hon­our­able sir, how was I to know? Who was he? What could he do to make people be­lieve him? What did Mr. Stein mean send­ing a boy like that to talk big to an old ser­vant? I was ready to save him for eighty dol­lars. Only eighty dol­lars. Why didn’t the fool go? Was I to get stabbed my­self for the sake of a stranger?’ He grov­elled in spir­it be­fore me, with his body doubled up in­sinu­at­ingly and his hands hov­er­ing about my knees, as though he were ready to em­brace my legs. ‘What’s eighty dol­lars? An in­sig­ni­fic­ant sum to give to a de­fence­less old man ruined for life by a de­ceased she-dev­il.’ Here he wept. But I an­ti­cip­ate. I didn’t that night chance upon Cor­neli­us till I had had it out with the girl.

			“She was un­selfish when she urged Jim to leave her, and even to leave the coun­try. It was his danger that was fore­most in her thoughts—even if she wanted to save her­self too—per­haps un­con­sciously: but then look at the warn­ing she had, look at the les­son that could be drawn from every mo­ment of the re­cently ended life in which all her memor­ies were centred. She fell at his feet—she told me so—there by the river, in the dis­creet light of stars which showed noth­ing ex­cept great masses of si­lent shad­ows, in­def­in­ite open spaces, and trem­bling faintly upon the broad stream made it ap­pear as wide as the sea. He had lif­ted her up. He lif­ted her up, and then she would struggle no more. Of course not. Strong arms, a tender voice, a stal­wart shoulder to rest her poor lonely little head upon. The need—the in­fin­ite need—of all this for the aching heart, for the be­wildered mind—the prompt­ings of youth—the ne­ces­sity of the mo­ment. What would you have? One un­der­stands—un­less one is in­cap­able of un­der­stand­ing any­thing un­der the sun. And so she was con­tent to be lif­ted up—and held. ‘You know—Jove! this is ser­i­ous—no non­sense in it!’ as Jim had whispered hur­riedly with a troubled con­cerned face on the threshold of his house. I don’t know so much about non­sense, but there was noth­ing light­hearted in their ro­mance: they came to­geth­er un­der the shad­ow of a life’s dis­aster, like knight and maid­en meet­ing to ex­change vows amongst haunted ru­ins. The star­light was good enough for that story, a light so faint and re­mote that it can­not re­solve shad­ows in­to shapes, and show the oth­er shore of a stream. I did look upon the stream that night and from the very place; it rolled si­lent and as black as Styx: the next day I went away, but I am not likely to for­get what it was she wanted to be saved from when she en­treated him to leave her while there was time. She told me what it was, calmed—she was now too pas­sion­ately in­ter­ested for mere ex­cite­ment—in a voice as quiet in the ob­scur­ity as her white half-lost fig­ure. She told me, ‘I didn’t want to die weep­ing.’ I thought I had not heard aright.

			“ ‘You did not want to die weep­ing?’ I re­peated after her. ‘Like my moth­er,’ she ad­ded read­ily. The out­lines of her white shape did not stir in the least. ‘My moth­er had wept bit­terly be­fore she died,’ she ex­plained. An in­con­ceiv­able calmness seemed to have ris­en from the ground around us, im­per­cept­ibly, like the still rise of a flood in the night, ob­lit­er­at­ing the fa­mil­i­ar land­marks of emo­tions. There came upon me, as though I had felt my­self los­ing my foot­ing in the midst of wa­ters, a sud­den dread, the dread of the un­known depths. She went on ex­plain­ing that, dur­ing the last mo­ments, be­ing alone with her moth­er, she had to leave the side of the couch to go and set her back against the door, in or­der to keep Cor­neli­us out. He de­sired to get in, and kept on drum­ming with both fists, only de­sist­ing now and again to shout husk­ily, ‘Let me in! Let me in! Let me in!’ In a far corner upon a few mats the moribund wo­man, already speech­less and un­able to lift her arm, rolled her head over, and with a feeble move­ment of her hand seemed to com­mand—‘No! No!’ and the obed­i­ent daugh­ter, set­ting her shoulders with all her strength against the door, was look­ing on. ‘The tears fell from her eyes—and then she died,’ con­cluded the girl in an im­per­turb­able mono­tone, which more than any­thing else, more than the white statuesque im­mob­il­ity of her per­son, more than mere words could do, troubled my mind pro­foundly with the pass­ive, ir­re­medi­able hor­ror of the scene. It had the power to drive me out of my con­cep­tion of ex­ist­ence, out of that shel­ter each of us makes for him­self to creep un­der in mo­ments of danger, as a tor­toise with­draws with­in its shell. For a mo­ment I had a view of a world that seemed to wear a vast and dis­mal as­pect of dis­order, while, in truth, thanks to our un­wear­ied ef­forts, it is as sunny an ar­range­ment of small con­veni­ences as the mind of man can con­ceive. But still—it was only a mo­ment: I went back in­to my shell dir­ectly. One must—don’t you know?—though I seemed to have lost all my words in the chaos of dark thoughts I had con­tem­plated for a second or two bey­ond the pale. These came back, too, very soon, for words also be­long to the shel­ter­ing con­cep­tion of light and or­der which is our refuge. I had them ready at my dis­pos­al be­fore she whispered softly, ‘He swore he would nev­er leave me, when we stood there alone! He swore to me!’ … ‘And it is pos­sible that you—you! do not be­lieve him?’ I asked, sin­cerely re­proach­ful, genu­inely shocked. Why couldn’t she be­lieve? Where­fore this crav­ing for in­cer­ti­tude, this cling­ing to fear, as if in­cer­ti­tude and fear had been the safe­guards of her love. It was mon­strous. She should have made for her­self a shel­ter of in­ex­pugnable peace out of that hon­est af­fec­tion. She had not the know­ledge—not the skill per­haps. The night had come on apace; it had grown pitch-dark where we were, so that without stir­ring she had faded like the in­tan­gible form of a wist­ful and per­verse spir­it. And sud­denly I heard her quiet whis­per again, ‘Oth­er men had sworn the same thing.’ It was like a med­it­at­ive com­ment on some thoughts full of sad­ness, of awe. And she ad­ded, still lower if pos­sible, ‘My fath­er did.’ She paused the time to draw an in­aud­ible breath. ‘Her fath­er too.’ … These were the things she knew! At once I said, ‘Ah! but he is not like that.’ This, it seemed, she did not in­tend to dis­pute; but after a time the strange still whis­per wan­der­ing dream­ily in the air stole in­to my ears. ‘Why is he dif­fer­ent? Is he bet­ter? Is he …’ ‘Upon my word of hon­our,’ I broke in, ‘I be­lieve he is.’ We sub­dued our tones to a mys­ter­i­ous pitch. Amongst the huts of Jim’s work­men (they were mostly lib­er­ated slaves from the Sherif’s stock­ade) some­body star­ted a shrill, drawl­ing song. Across the river a big fire (at Doramin’s, I think) made a glow­ing ball, com­pletely isol­ated in the night. ‘Is he more true?’ she mur­mured. ‘Yes,’ I said. ‘More true than any oth­er man,’ she re­peated in linger­ing ac­cents. ‘Nobody here,’ I said, ‘would dream of doubt­ing his word—nobody would dare—ex­cept you.’

			“I think she made a move­ment at this. ‘More brave,’ she went on in a changed tone. ‘Fear shall nev­er drive him away from you,’ I said a little nervously. The song stopped short on a shrill note, and was suc­ceeded by sev­er­al voices talk­ing in the dis­tance. Jim’s voice too. I was struck by her si­lence. ‘What has he been telling you? He has been telling you some­thing?’ I asked. There was no an­swer. ‘What is it he told you?’ I in­sisted.

			“ ‘Do you think I can tell you? How am I to know? How am I to un­der­stand?’ she cried at last. There was a stir. I be­lieve she was wringing her hands. ‘There is some­thing he can nev­er for­get.’

			“ ‘So much the bet­ter for you,’ I said gloomily.

			“ ‘What is it? What is it?’ She put an ex­traordin­ary force of ap­peal in­to her sup­plic­at­ing tone. ‘He says he had been afraid. How can I be­lieve this? Am I a mad wo­man to be­lieve this? You all re­mem­ber some­thing! You all go back to it. What is it? You tell me! What is this thing? Is it alive?—is it dead? I hate it. It is cruel. Has it got a face and a voice—this calam­ity? Will he see it—will he hear it? In his sleep per­haps when he can­not see me—and then arise and go. Ah! I shall nev­er for­give him. My moth­er had for­giv­en—but I, nev­er! Will it be a sign—a call?’

			“It was a won­der­ful ex­per­i­ence. She mis­trus­ted his very slum­bers—and she seemed to think I could tell her why! Thus a poor mor­tal se­duced by the charm of an ap­par­i­tion might have tried to wring from an­oth­er ghost the tre­mend­ous secret of the claim the oth­er world holds over a dis­em­bod­ied soul astray amongst the pas­sions of this earth. The very ground on which I stood seemed to melt un­der my feet. And it was so simple too; but if the spir­its evoked by our fears and our un­rest have ever to vouch for each oth­er’s con­stancy be­fore the for­lorn ma­gi­cians that we are, then I—I alone of us dwell­ers in the flesh—have shuddered in the hope­less chill of such a task. A sign, a call! How telling in its ex­pres­sion was her ig­nor­ance. A few words! How she came to know them, how she came to pro­nounce them, I can’t ima­gine. Wo­men find their in­spir­a­tion in the stress of mo­ments that for us are merely aw­ful, ab­surd, or fu­tile. To dis­cov­er that she had a voice at all was enough to strike awe in­to the heart. Had a spurned stone cried out in pain it could not have ap­peared a great­er and more pi­ti­ful mir­acle. These few sounds wan­der­ing in the dark had made their two be­nighted lives tra­gic to my mind. It was im­possible to make her un­der­stand. I chafed si­lently at my im­pot­ence. And Jim, too—poor dev­il! Who would need him? Who would re­mem­ber him? He had what he wanted. His very ex­ist­ence prob­ably had been for­got­ten by this time. They had mastered their fates. They were tra­gic.

			“Her im­mob­il­ity be­fore me was clearly ex­pect­ant, and my part was to speak for my broth­er from the realm of for­get­ful shade. I was deeply moved at my re­spons­ib­il­ity and at her dis­tress. I would have giv­en any­thing for the power to soothe her frail soul, tor­ment­ing it­self in its in­vin­cible ig­nor­ance like a small bird beat­ing about the cruel wires of a cage. Noth­ing easi­er than to say, Have no fear! Noth­ing more dif­fi­cult. How does one kill fear, I won­der? How do you shoot a spectre through the heart, slash off its spec­tral head, take it by its spec­tral throat? It is an en­ter­prise you rush in­to while you dream, and are glad to make your es­cape with wet hair and every limb shak­ing. The bul­let is not run, the blade not forged, the man not born; even the winged words of truth drop at your feet like lumps of lead. You re­quire for such a des­per­ate en­counter an en­chanted and poisoned shaft dipped in a lie too subtle to be found on earth. An en­ter­prise for a dream, my mas­ters!

			“I began my ex­or­cism with a heavy heart, with a sort of sul­len an­ger in it too. Jim’s voice, sud­denly raised with a stern in­ton­a­tion, car­ried across the court­yard, re­prov­ing the care­less­ness of some dumb sin­ner by the river­side. Noth­ing—I said, speak­ing in a dis­tinct mur­mur—there could be noth­ing, in that un­known world she fan­cied so eager to rob her of her hap­pi­ness, there was noth­ing neither liv­ing nor dead, there was no face, no voice, no power, that could tear Jim from her side. I drew breath and she whispered softly, ‘He told me so.’ ‘He told you the truth,’ I said. ‘Noth­ing,’ she sighed out, and ab­ruptly turned upon me with a barely aud­ible in­tens­ity of tone: ‘Why did you come to us from out there? He speaks of you too of­ten. You make me afraid. Do you—do you want him?’ A sort of stealthy fierce­ness had crept in­to our hur­ried mut­ters. ‘I shall nev­er come again,’ I said bit­terly. ‘And I don’t want him. No one wants him.’ ‘No one,’ she re­peated in a tone of doubt. ‘No one,’ I af­firmed, feel­ing my­self swayed by some strange ex­cite­ment. ‘You think him strong, wise, cour­ageous, great—why not be­lieve him to be true too? I shall go to­mor­row—and that is the end. You shall nev­er be troubled by a voice from there again. This world you don’t know is too big to miss him. You un­der­stand? Too big. You’ve got his heart in your hand. You must feel that. You must know that.’ ‘Yes, I know that,’ she breathed out, hard and still, as a statue might whis­per.

			“I felt I had done noth­ing. And what is it that I had wished to do? I am not sure now. At the time I was an­im­ated by an in­ex­plic­able ar­dour, as if be­fore some great and ne­ces­sary task—the in­flu­ence of the mo­ment upon my men­tal and emo­tion­al state. There are in all our lives such mo­ments, such in­flu­ences, com­ing from the out­side, as it were, ir­res­ist­ible, in­com­pre­hens­ible—as if brought about by the mys­ter­i­ous con­junc­tions of the plan­ets. She owned, as I had put it to her, his heart. She had that and everything else—if she could only be­lieve it. What I had to tell her was that in the whole world there was no one who ever would need his heart, his mind, his hand. It was a com­mon fate, and yet it seemed an aw­ful thing to say of any man. She listened without a word, and her still­ness now was like the protest of an in­vin­cible un­be­lief. What need she care for the world bey­ond the forests? I asked. From all the mul­ti­tudes that peopled the vast­ness of that un­known there would come, I as­sured her, as long as he lived, neither a call nor a sign for him. Nev­er. I was car­ried away. Nev­er! Nev­er! I re­mem­ber with won­der the sort of dogged fierce­ness I dis­played. I had the il­lu­sion of hav­ing got the spectre by the throat at last. In­deed the whole real thing has left be­hind the de­tailed and amaz­ing im­pres­sion of a dream. Why should she fear? She knew him to be strong, true, wise, brave. He was all that. Cer­tainly. He was more. He was great—in­vin­cible—and the world did not want him, it had for­got­ten him, it would not even know him.

			“I stopped; the si­lence over Patusan was pro­found, and the feeble dry sound of a paddle strik­ing the side of a ca­noe some­where in the middle of the river seemed to make it in­fin­ite. ‘Why?’ she mur­mured. I felt that sort of rage one feels dur­ing a hard tussle. The spectre was try­ing to slip out of my grasp. ‘Why?’ she re­peated louder; ‘tell me!’ And as I re­mained con­foun­ded, she stamped with her foot like a spoilt child. ‘Why? Speak.’ ‘You want to know?’ I asked in a fury. ‘Yes!’ she cried. ‘Be­cause he is not good enough,’ I said bru­tally. Dur­ing the mo­ment’s pause I no­ticed the fire on the oth­er shore blaze up, dilat­ing the circle of its glow like an amazed stare, and con­tract sud­denly to a red pin­point. I only knew how close to me she had been when I felt the clutch of her fin­gers on my fore­arm. Without rais­ing her voice, she threw in­to it an in­fin­ity of scath­ing con­tempt, bit­ter­ness, and des­pair.

			“ ‘This is the very thing he said. … You lie!’

			“The last two words she cried at me in the nat­ive dia­lect. ‘Hear me out!’ I en­treated; she caught her breath trem­u­lously, flung my arm away. ‘Nobody, nobody is good enough,’ I began with the greatest earn­est­ness. I could hear the sob­bing la­bour of her breath fright­fully quickened. I hung my head. What was the use? Foot­steps were ap­proach­ing; I slipped away without an­oth­er word …”

		
	
		
			XXXIV

			Mar­low swung his legs out, got up quickly, and staggered a little, as though he had been set down after a rush through space. He leaned his back against the bal­us­trade and faced a dis­ordered ar­ray of long cane chairs. The bod­ies prone in them seemed startled out of their tor­por by his move­ment. One or two sat up as if alarmed; here and there a ci­gar glowed yet; Mar­low looked at them all with the eyes of a man re­turn­ing from the ex­cess­ive re­mote­ness of a dream. A throat was cleared; a calm voice en­cour­aged neg­li­gently, “Well.”

			“Noth­ing,” said Mar­low with a slight start. “He had told her—that’s all. She did not be­lieve him—noth­ing more. As to my­self, I do not know wheth­er it be just, prop­er, de­cent for me to re­joice or to be sorry. For my part, I can­not say what I be­lieved—in­deed I don’t know to this day, and nev­er shall prob­ably. But what did the poor dev­il be­lieve him­self? Truth shall pre­vail—don’t you know Magna est ver­itas et … Yes, when it gets a chance. There is a law, no doubt—and like­wise a law reg­u­lates your luck in the throw­ing of dice. It is not Justice the ser­vant of men, but ac­ci­dent, haz­ard, For­tune—the ally of pa­tient Time—that holds an even and scru­pu­lous bal­ance. Both of us had said the very same thing. Did we both speak the truth—or one of us did—or neither? …”

			Mar­low paused, crossed his arms on his breast, and in a changed tone—

			“She said we lied. Poor soul! Well—let’s leave it to Chance, whose ally is Time, that can­not be hur­ried, and whose en­emy is Death, that will not wait. I had re­treated—a little cowed, I must own. I had tried a fall with fear it­self and got thrown—of course. I had only suc­ceeded in adding to her an­guish the hint of some mys­ter­i­ous col­lu­sion, of an in­ex­plic­able and in­com­pre­hens­ible con­spir­acy to keep her forever in the dark. And it had come eas­ily, nat­ur­ally, un­avoid­ably, by his act, by her own act! It was as though I had been shown the work­ing of the im­plac­able des­tiny of which we are the vic­tims—and the tools. It was ap­palling to think of the girl whom I had left stand­ing there mo­tion­less; Jim’s foot­steps had a fate­ful sound as he tramped by, without see­ing me, in his heavy laced boots. ‘What? No lights!’ he said in a loud, sur­prised voice. ‘What are you do­ing in the dark—you two?’ Next mo­ment he caught sight of her, I sup­pose. ‘Hallo, girl!’ he cried cheer­ily. ‘Hallo, boy!’ she answered at once, with amaz­ing pluck.

			“This was their usu­al greet­ing to each oth­er, and the bit of swag­ger she would put in­to her rather high but sweet voice was very droll, pretty, and child­like. It de­lighted Jim greatly. This was the last oc­ca­sion on which I heard them ex­change this fa­mil­i­ar hail, and it struck a chill in­to my heart. There was the high sweet voice, the pretty ef­fort, the swag­ger; but it all seemed to die out pre­ma­turely, and the play­ful call soun­ded like a moan. It was too con­foun­dedly aw­ful. ‘What have you done with Mar­low?’ Jim was ask­ing; and then, ‘Gone down—has he? Funny I didn’t meet him. … You there, Mar­low?’

			“I didn’t an­swer. I wasn’t go­ing in—not yet at any rate. I really couldn’t. While he was call­ing me I was en­gaged in mak­ing my es­cape through a little gate lead­ing out upon a stretch of newly cleared ground. No; I couldn’t face them yet. I walked hast­ily with lowered head along a trod­den path. The ground rose gently, the few big trees had been felled, the un­der­growth had been cut down and the grass fired. He had a mind to try a cof­fee-plant­a­tion there. The big hill, rear­ing its double sum­mit coal-black in the clear yel­low glow of the rising moon, seemed to cast its shad­ow upon the ground pre­pared for that ex­per­i­ment. He was go­ing to try ever so many ex­per­i­ments; I had ad­mired his en­ergy, his en­ter­prise, and his shrewd­ness. Noth­ing on earth seemed less real now than his plans, his en­ergy, and his en­thu­si­asm; and rais­ing my eyes, I saw part of the moon glit­ter­ing through the bushes at the bot­tom of the chasm. For a mo­ment it looked as though the smooth disc, fall­ing from its place in the sky upon the earth, had rolled to the bot­tom of that pre­cip­ice: its as­cend­ing move­ment was like a leis­urely re­bound; it dis­en­gaged it­self from the tangle of twigs; the bare con­tor­ted limb of some tree, grow­ing on the slope, made a black crack right across its face. It threw its level rays afar as if from a cav­ern, and in this mourn­ful ec­lipse-like light the stumps of felled trees up­rose very dark, the heavy shad­ows fell at my feet on all sides, my own mov­ing shad­ow, and across my path the shad­ow of the sol­it­ary grave per­petu­ally gar­landed with flowers. In the darkened moon­light the in­ter­laced blos­soms took on shapes for­eign to one’s memory and col­ours in­defin­able to the eye, as though they had been spe­cial flowers gathered by no man, grown not in this world, and destined for the use of the dead alone. Their power­ful scent hung in the warm air, mak­ing it thick and heavy like the fumes of in­cense. The lumps of white cor­al shone round the dark mound like a chap­let of bleached skulls, and everything around was so quiet that when I stood still all sound and all move­ments in the world seemed to come to an end.

			“It was a great peace, as if the earth had been one grave, and for a time I stood there think­ing mostly of the liv­ing who, bur­ied in re­mote places out of the know­ledge of man­kind, still are fated to share in its tra­gic or grot­esque miser­ies. In its noble struggles, too—who knows? The hu­man heart is vast enough to con­tain all the world. It is vali­ant enough to bear the bur­den, but where is the cour­age that would cast it off?

			“I sup­pose I must have fallen in­to a sen­ti­ment­al mood; I only know that I stood there long enough for the sense of ut­ter solitude to get hold of me so com­pletely that all I had lately seen, all I had heard, and the very hu­man speech it­self, seemed to have passed away out of ex­ist­ence, liv­ing only for a while longer in my memory, as though I had been the last of man­kind. It was a strange and mel­an­choly il­lu­sion, evolved half-con­sciously like all our il­lu­sions, which I sus­pect only to be vis­ions of re­mote un­at­tain­able truth, seen dimly. This was, in­deed, one of the lost, for­got­ten, un­known places of the earth; I had looked un­der its ob­scure sur­face; and I felt that when to­mor­row I had left it forever, it would slip out of ex­ist­ence, to live only in my memory till I my­self passed in­to ob­li­vi­on. I have that feel­ing about me now; per­haps it is that feel­ing which has in­cited me to tell you the story, to try to hand over to you, as it were, its very ex­ist­ence, its real­ity—the truth dis­closed in a mo­ment of il­lu­sion.

			“Cor­neli­us broke upon it. He bolted out, ver­min-like, from the long grass grow­ing in a de­pres­sion of the ground. I be­lieve his house was rot­ting some­where near by, though I’ve nev­er seen it, not hav­ing been far enough in that dir­ec­tion. He ran to­wards me upon the path; his feet, shod in dirty white shoes, twinkled on the dark earth; he pulled him­self up, and began to whine and cringe un­der a tall stovepipe hat. His dried-up little car­cass was swal­lowed up, totally lost, in a suit of black broad­cloth. That was his cos­tume for hol­i­days and ce­re­mon­ies, and it re­minded me that this was the fourth Sunday I had spent in Patusan. All the time of my stay I had been vaguely aware of his de­sire to con­fide in me, if he only could get me all to him­self. He hung about with an eager crav­ing look on his sour yel­low little face; but his timid­ity had kept him back as much as my nat­ur­al re­luct­ance to have any­thing to do with such an un­sa­voury creature. He would have suc­ceeded, nev­er­the­less, had he not been so ready to slink off as soon as you looked at him. He would slink off be­fore Jim’s severe gaze, be­fore my own, which I tried to make in­dif­fer­ent, even be­fore Tamb’ It­am’s surly, su­per­i­or glance. He was per­petu­ally slink­ing away; whenev­er seen he was seen mov­ing off de­vi­ously, his face over his shoulder, with either a mis­trust­ful snarl or a woe­be­gone, piteous, mute as­pect; but no as­sumed ex­pres­sion could con­ceal this in­nate ir­re­medi­able ab­ject­ness of his nature, any more than an ar­range­ment of cloth­ing can con­ceal some mon­strous de­form­ity of the body.

			“I don’t know wheth­er it was the de­mor­al­isa­tion of my ut­ter de­feat in my en­counter with a spectre of fear less than an hour ago, but I let him cap­ture me without even a show of res­ist­ance. I was doomed to be the re­cip­i­ent of con­fid­ences, and to be con­fron­ted with un­answer­able ques­tions. It was try­ing; but the con­tempt, the un­reasoned con­tempt, the man’s ap­pear­ance pro­voked, made it easi­er to bear. He couldn’t pos­sibly mat­ter. Noth­ing mattered, since I had made up my mind that Jim, for whom alone I cared, had at last mastered his fate. He had told me he was sat­is­fied … nearly. This is go­ing fur­ther than most of us dare. I—who have the right to think my­self good enough—dare not. Neither does any of you here, I sup­pose? …”

			Mar­low paused, as if ex­pect­ing an an­swer. Nobody spoke.

			“Quite right,” he began again. “Let no soul know, since the truth can be wrung out of us only by some cruel, little, aw­ful cata­strophe. But he is one of us, and he could say he was sat­is­fied … nearly. Just fancy this! Nearly sat­is­fied. One could al­most envy him his cata­strophe. Nearly sat­is­fied. After this noth­ing could mat­ter. It did not mat­ter who sus­pec­ted him, who trus­ted him, who loved him, who hated him—es­pe­cially as it was Cor­neli­us who hated him.

			“Yet after all this was a kind of re­cog­ni­tion. You shall judge of a man by his foes as well as by his friends, and this en­emy of Jim was such as no de­cent man would be ashamed to own, without, how­ever, mak­ing too much of him. This was the view Jim took, and in which I shared; but Jim dis­reg­arded him on gen­er­al grounds. ‘My dear Mar­low,’ he said, ‘I feel that if I go straight noth­ing can touch me. In­deed I do. Now you have been long enough here to have a good look round—and, frankly, don’t you think I am pretty safe? It all de­pends upon me, and, by Jove! I have lots of con­fid­ence in my­self. The worst thing he could do would be to kill me, I sup­pose. I don’t think for a mo­ment he would. He couldn’t, you know—not if I were my­self to hand him a loaded rifle for the pur­pose, and then turn my back on him. That’s the sort of thing he is. And sup­pose he would—sup­pose he could? Well—what of that? I didn’t come here fly­ing for my life—did I? I came here to set my back against the wall, and I am go­ing to stay here …’

			“ ‘Till you are quite sat­is­fied,’ I struck in.

			“We were sit­ting at the time un­der the roof in the stern of his boat; twenty paddles flashed like one, ten on a side, strik­ing the wa­ter with a single splash, while be­hind our backs Tamb’ It­am dipped si­lently right and left, and stared right down the river, at­tent­ive to keep the long ca­noe in the greatest strength of the cur­rent. Jim bowed his head, and our last talk seemed to flick­er out for good. He was see­ing me off as far as the mouth of the river. The schoon­er had left the day be­fore, work­ing down and drift­ing on the ebb, while I had pro­longed my stay overnight. And now he was see­ing me off.

			“Jim had been a little angry with me for men­tion­ing Cor­neli­us at all. I had not, in truth, said much. The man was too in­sig­ni­fic­ant to be dan­ger­ous, though he was as full of hate as he could hold. He had called me ‘hon­our­able sir’ at every second sen­tence, and had whined at my el­bow as he fol­lowed me from the grave of his ‘late wife’ to the gate of Jim’s com­pound. He de­clared him­self the most un­happy of men, a vic­tim, crushed like a worm; he en­treated me to look at him. I wouldn’t turn my head to do so; but I could see out of the corner of my eye his ob­sequious shad­ow glid­ing after mine, while the moon, sus­pen­ded on our right hand, seemed to gloat se­renely upon the spec­tacle. He tried to ex­plain—as I’ve told you—his share in the events of the mem­or­able night. It was a mat­ter of ex­pedi­ency. How could he know who was go­ing to get the up­per hand? ‘I would have saved him, hon­our­able sir! I would have saved him for eighty dol­lars,’ he pro­tested in dul­cet tones, keep­ing a pace be­hind me. ‘He has saved him­self,’ I said, ‘and he has for­giv­en you.’ I heard a sort of tit­ter­ing, and turned upon him; at once he ap­peared ready to take to his heels. ‘What are you laugh­ing at?’ I asked, stand­ing still. ‘Don’t be de­ceived, hon­our­able sir!’ he shrieked, seem­ingly los­ing all con­trol over his feel­ings. ‘He save him­self! He knows noth­ing, hon­our­able sir—noth­ing whatever. Who is he? What does he want here—the big thief? What does he want here? He throws dust in­to every­body’s eyes; he throws dust in­to your eyes, hon­our­able sir; but he can’t throw dust in­to my eyes. He is a big fool, hon­our­able sir.’ I laughed con­temp­tu­ously, and, turn­ing on my heel, began to walk on again. He ran up to my el­bow and whispered for­cibly, ‘He’s no more than a little child here—like a little child—a little child.’ Of course I didn’t take the slight­est no­tice, and see­ing the time pressed, be­cause we were ap­proach­ing the bam­boo fence that glittered over the blackened ground of the clear­ing, he came to the point. He com­menced by be­ing ab­jectly lach­rym­ose. His great mis­for­tunes had af­fected his head. He hoped I would kindly for­get what noth­ing but his troubles made him say. He didn’t mean any­thing by it; only the hon­our­able sir did not know what it was to be ruined, broken down, trampled upon. After this in­tro­duc­tion he ap­proached the mat­ter near his heart, but in such a ram­bling, ejac­u­lat­ory, craven fash­ion, that for a long time I couldn’t make out what he was driv­ing at. He wanted me to in­ter­cede with Jim in his fa­vour. It seemed, too, to be some sort of money af­fair. I heard time and again the words, ‘Mod­er­ate pro­vi­sion—suit­able present.’ He seemed to be claim­ing value for some­thing, and he even went the length of say­ing with some warmth that life was not worth hav­ing if a man were to be robbed of everything. I did not breathe a word, of course, but neither did I stop my ears. The gist of the af­fair, which be­came clear to me gradu­ally, was in this, that he re­garded him­self as en­titled to some money in ex­change for the girl. He had brought her up. Some­body else’s child. Great trouble and pains—old man now—suit­able present. If the hon­our­able sir would say a word. … I stood still to look at him with curi­os­ity, and fear­ful lest I should think him ex­tor­tion­ate, I sup­pose, he hast­ily brought him­self to make a con­ces­sion. In con­sid­er­a­tion of a ‘suit­able present’ giv­en at once, he would, he de­clared, be will­ing to un­der­take the charge of the girl, ‘without any oth­er pro­vi­sion—when the time came for the gen­tle­man to go home.’ His little yel­low face, all crumpled as though it had been squeezed to­geth­er, ex­pressed the most anxious, eager av­arice. His voice whined coax­ingly, ‘No more trouble—nat­ur­al guard­i­an—a sum of money. …’

			“I stood there and mar­velled. That kind of thing, with him, was evid­ently a vo­ca­tion. I dis­covered sud­denly in his cringing at­ti­tude a sort of as­sur­ance, as though he had been all his life deal­ing in cer­ti­tudes. He must have thought I was dis­pas­sion­ately con­sid­er­ing his pro­pos­al, be­cause he be­came as sweet as honey. ‘Every gen­tle­man made a pro­vi­sion when the time came to go home,’ he began in­sinu­at­ingly. I slammed the little gate. ‘In this case, Mr. Cor­neli­us,’ I said, ‘the time will nev­er come.’ He took a few seconds to gath­er this in. ‘What!’ he fairly squealed. ‘Why,’ I con­tin­ued from my side of the gate, ‘haven’t you heard him say so him­self? He will nev­er go home.’ ‘Oh! this is too much,’ he shouted. He would not ad­dress me as ‘hon­oured sir’ any more. He was very still for a time, and then without a trace of hu­mil­ity began very low: ‘Nev­er go—ah! He—he—he comes here dev­il knows from where—comes here—dev­il knows why—to trample on me till I die—ah—trample’ (he stamped softly with both feet), ‘trample like this—nobody knows why—till I die. …’ His voice be­came quite ex­tinct; he was bothered by a little cough; he came up close to the fence and told me, drop­ping in­to a con­fid­en­tial and piteous tone, that he would not be trampled upon. ‘Pa­tience—pa­tience,’ he muttered, strik­ing his breast. I had done laugh­ing at him, but un­ex­pec­tedly he treated me to a wild cracked burst of it. ‘Ha! ha! ha! We shall see! We shall see! What! Steal from me? Steal from me everything! Everything! Everything!’ His head drooped on one shoulder, his hands were hanging be­fore him lightly clasped. One would have thought he had cher­ished the girl with sur­pass­ing love, that his spir­it had been crushed and his heart broken by the most cruel of spo­li­ations. Sud­denly he lif­ted his head and shot out an in­fam­ous word. ‘Like her moth­er—she is like her de­ceit­ful moth­er. Ex­actly. In her face, too. In her face. The dev­il!’ He leaned his fore­head against the fence, and in that po­s­i­tion uttered threats and hor­rible blas­phemies in Por­tuguese in very weak ejac­u­la­tions, mingled with miser­able plaints and groans, com­ing out with a heave of the shoulders as though he had been over­taken by a deadly fit of sick­ness. It was an in­ex­press­ibly grot­esque and vile per­form­ance, and I hastened away. He tried to shout some­thing after me. Some dis­par­age­ment of Jim, I be­lieve—not too loud though, we were too near the house. All I heard dis­tinctly was, ‘No more than a little child—a little child.’ ”

		
	
		
			XXXV

			“But next morn­ing, at the first bend of the river shut­ting off the houses of Patusan, all this dropped out of my sight bod­ily, with its col­our, its design, and its mean­ing, like a pic­ture cre­ated by fancy on a can­vas, upon which, after long con­tem­pla­tion, you turn your back for the last time. It re­mains in the memory mo­tion­less, un­faded, with its life ar­res­ted, in an un­chan­ging light. There are the am­bi­tions, the fears, the hate, the hopes, and they re­main in my mind just as I had seen them—in­tense and as if forever sus­pen­ded in their ex­pres­sion. I had turned away from the pic­ture and was go­ing back to the world where events move, men change, light flick­ers, life flows in a clear stream, no mat­ter wheth­er over mud or over stones. I wasn’t go­ing to dive in­to it; I would have enough to do to keep my head above the sur­face. But as to what I was leav­ing be­hind, I can­not ima­gine any al­ter­a­tion. The im­mense and mag­nan­im­ous Doramin and his little moth­erly witch of a wife, gaz­ing to­geth­er upon the land and nurs­ing secretly their dreams of par­ent­al am­bi­tion; Tunku Al­lang, wizened and greatly per­plexed; Dain War­is, in­tel­li­gent and brave, with his faith in Jim, with his firm glance and his iron­ic friend­li­ness; the girl, ab­sorbed in her frightened, sus­pi­cious ad­or­a­tion; Tamb’ It­am, surly and faith­ful; Cor­neli­us, lean­ing his fore­head against the fence un­der the moon­light—I am cer­tain of them. They ex­ist as if un­der an en­chanter’s wand. But the fig­ure round which all these are grouped—that one lives, and I am not cer­tain of him. No ma­gi­cian’s wand can im­mob­il­ise him un­der my eyes. He is one of us.

			“Jim, as I’ve told you, ac­com­pan­ied me on the first stage of my jour­ney back to the world he had re­nounced, and the way at times seemed to lead through the very heart of un­touched wil­der­ness. The empty reaches sparkled un­der the high sun; between the high walls of ve­get­a­tion the heat drowsed upon the wa­ter, and the boat, im­pelled vig­or­ously, cut her way through the air that seemed to have settled dense and warm un­der the shel­ter of lofty trees.

			“The shad­ow of the im­pend­ing sep­ar­a­tion had already put an im­mense space between us, and when we spoke it was with an ef­fort, as if to force our low voices across a vast and in­creas­ing dis­tance. The boat fairly flew; we sweltered side by side in the stag­nant su­per­heated air; the smell of mud, of mush, the primev­al smell of fecund earth, seemed to sting our faces; till sud­denly at a bend it was as if a great hand far away had lif­ted a heavy cur­tain, had flung open an im­mense portal. The light it­self seemed to stir, the sky above our heads widened, a far-off mur­mur reached our ears, a fresh­ness en­vel­oped us, filled our lungs, quickened our thoughts, our blood, our re­grets—and, straight ahead, the forests sank down against the dark-blue ridge of the sea.

			“I breathed deeply, I rev­elled in the vast­ness of the opened ho­ri­zon, in the dif­fer­ent at­mo­sphere that seemed to vi­brate with the toil of life, with the en­ergy of an im­pec­cable world. This sky and this sea were open to me. The girl was right—there was a sign, a call in them—some­thing to which I re­spon­ded with every fibre of my be­ing. I let my eyes roam through space, like a man re­leased from bonds who stretches his cramped limbs, runs, leaps, re­sponds to the in­spir­ing ela­tion of free­dom. ‘This is glor­i­ous!’ I cried, and then I looked at the sin­ner by my side. He sat with his head sunk on his breast and said ‘Yes,’ without rais­ing his eyes, as if afraid to see writ large on the clear sky of the off­ing the re­proach of his ro­mantic con­science.

			“I re­mem­ber the smal­lest de­tails of that af­ter­noon. We landed on a bit of white beach. It was backed by a low cliff wooded on the brow, draped in creep­ers to the very foot. Be­low us the plain of the sea, of a se­rene and in­tense blue, stretched with a slight up­ward tilt to the thread­like ho­ri­zon drawn at the height of our eyes. Great waves of glit­ter blew lightly along the pit­ted dark sur­face, as swift as feath­ers chased by the breeze. A chain of is­lands sat broken and massive fa­cing the wide es­tu­ary, dis­played in a sheet of pale glassy wa­ter re­flect­ing faith­fully the con­tour of the shore. High in the col­our­less sun­shine a sol­it­ary bird, all black, hovered, drop­ping and soar­ing above the same spot with a slight rock­ing mo­tion of the wings. A ragged, sooty bunch of flimsy mat hov­els was perched over its own in­ver­ted im­age upon a crooked mul­ti­tude of high piles the col­our of ebony. A tiny black ca­noe put off from amongst them with two tiny men, all black, who toiled ex­ceed­ingly, strik­ing down at the pale wa­ter: and the ca­noe seemed to slide pain­fully on a mir­ror. This bunch of miser­able hov­els was the fish­ing vil­lage that boas­ted of the white lord’s es­pe­cial pro­tec­tion, and the two men cross­ing over were the old head­man and his son-in-law. They landed and walked up to us on the white sand, lean, dark-brown as if dried in smoke, with ashy patches on the skin of their na­ked shoulders and breasts. Their heads were bound in dirty but care­fully fol­ded headker­chiefs, and the old man began at once to state a com­plaint, vol­uble, stretch­ing a lank arm, screw­ing up at Jim his old bleared eyes con­fid­ently. The Ra­jah’s people would not leave them alone; there had been some trouble about a lot of turtles’ eggs his people had col­lec­ted on the is­lets there—and lean­ing at arm’s-length upon his paddle, he poin­ted with a brown skinny hand over the sea. Jim listened for a time without look­ing up, and at last told him gently to wait. He would hear him by-and-by. They with­drew obed­i­ently to some little dis­tance, and sat on their heels, with their paddles ly­ing be­fore them on the sand; the sil­very gleams in their eyes fol­lowed our move­ments pa­tiently; and the im­mens­ity of the out­spread sea, the still­ness of the coast, passing north and south bey­ond the lim­its of my vis­ion, made up one co­lossal Pres­ence watch­ing us four dwarfs isol­ated on a strip of glisten­ing sand.

			“ ‘The trouble is,’ re­marked Jim moodily, ‘that for gen­er­a­tions these beg­gars of fish­er­men in that vil­lage there had been con­sidered as the Ra­jah’s per­son­al slaves—and the old rip can’t get it in­to his head that …’

			“He paused. ‘That you have changed all that,’ I said.

			“ ‘Yes. I’ve changed all that,’ he muttered in a gloomy voice.

			“ ‘You have had your op­por­tun­ity,’ I pur­sued.

			“ ‘Had I?’ he said. ‘Well, yes. I sup­pose so. Yes. I have got back my con­fid­ence in my­self—a good name—yet some­times I wish … No! I shall hold what I’ve got. Can’t ex­pect any­thing more.’ He flung his arm out to­wards the sea. ‘Not out there any­how.’ He stamped his foot upon the sand. ‘This is my lim­it, be­cause noth­ing less will do.’

			“We con­tin­ued pa­cing the beach. ‘Yes, I’ve changed all that,’ he went on, with a side­long glance at the two pa­tient squat­ting fish­er­men; ‘but only try to think what it would be if I went away. Jove! can’t you see it? Hell loose. No! To­mor­row I shall go and take my chance of drink­ing that silly old Tunku Al­lang’s cof­fee, and I shall make no end of fuss over these rot­ten turtles’ eggs. No. I can’t say—enough. Nev­er. I must go on, go on forever hold­ing up my end, to feel sure that noth­ing can touch me. I must stick to their be­lief in me to feel safe and to—to’ … He cast about for a word, seemed to look for it on the sea … ‘to keep in touch with’ … His voice sank sud­denly to a mur­mur … ‘with those whom, per­haps, I shall nev­er see any more. With—with—you, for in­stance.’

			“I was pro­foundly humbled by his words. ‘For God’s sake,’ I said, ‘don’t set me up, my dear fel­low; just look to your­self.’ I felt a grat­it­ude, an af­fec­tion, for that strag­gler whose eyes had singled me out, keep­ing my place in the ranks of an in­sig­ni­fic­ant mul­ti­tude. How little that was to boast of, after all! I turned my burn­ing face away; un­der the low sun, glow­ing, darkened and crim­son, like an em­ber snatched from the fire, the sea lay out­spread, of­fer­ing all its im­mense still­ness to the ap­proach of the fiery orb. Twice he was go­ing to speak, but checked him­self; at last, as if he had found a for­mula—

			“ ‘I shall be faith­ful,’ he said quietly. ‘I shall be faith­ful,’ he re­peated, without look­ing at me, but for the first time let­ting his eyes wander upon the wa­ters, whose blue­ness had changed to a gloomy purple un­der the fires of sun­set. Ah! he was ro­mantic, ro­mantic. I re­called some words of Stein’s. … ‘In the de­struct­ive ele­ment im­merse! … To fol­low the dream, and again to fol­low the dream—and so—al­ways—usque ad finem …’ He was ro­mantic, but none the less true. Who could tell what forms, what vis­ions, what faces, what for­give­ness he could see in the glow of the west! … A small boat, leav­ing the schoon­er, moved slowly, with a reg­u­lar beat of two oars, to­wards the sand­bank to take me off. ‘And then there’s Jew­el,’ he said, out of the great si­lence of earth, sky, and sea, which had mastered my very thoughts so that his voice made me start. ‘There’s Jew­el.’ ‘Yes,’ I mur­mured. ‘I need not tell you what she is to me,’ he pur­sued. ‘You’ve seen. In time she will come to un­der­stand …’ ‘I hope so,’ I in­ter­rup­ted. ‘She trusts me, too,’ he mused, and then changed his tone. ‘When shall we meet next, I won­der?’ he said.

			“ ‘Nev­er—un­less you come out,’ I answered, avoid­ing his glance. He didn’t seem to be sur­prised; he kept very quiet for a while.

			“ ‘Good­bye, then,’ he said, after a pause. ‘Per­haps it’s just as well.’

			“We shook hands, and I walked to the boat, which waited with her nose on the beach. The schoon­er, her main­sail set and jib-sheet to wind­ward, cur­veted on the purple sea; there was a rosy tinge on her sails. ‘Will you be go­ing home again soon?’ asked Jim, just as I swung my leg over the gun­wale. ‘In a year or so if I live,’ I said. The fore­foot grated on the sand, the boat floated, the wet oars flashed and dipped once, twice. Jim, at the wa­ter’s edge, raised his voice. ‘Tell them …’ he began. I signed to the men to cease row­ing, and waited in won­der. Tell who? The half-sub­merged sun faced him; I could see its red gleam in his eyes that looked dumbly at me. … ‘No—noth­ing,’ he said, and with a slight wave of his hand mo­tioned the boat away. I did not look again at the shore till I had clambered on board the schoon­er.

			“By that time the sun had set. The twi­light lay over the east, and the coast, turned black, ex­ten­ded in­fin­itely its sombre wall that seemed the very strong­hold of the night; the west­ern ho­ri­zon was one great blaze of gold and crim­son in which a big de­tached cloud floated dark and still, cast­ing a slaty shad­ow on the wa­ter be­neath, and I saw Jim on the beach watch­ing the schoon­er fall off and gath­er head­way.

			“The two half-na­ked fish­er­men had aris­en as soon as I had gone; they were no doubt pour­ing the plaint of their tri­fling, miser­able, op­pressed lives in­to the ears of the white lord, and no doubt he was listen­ing to it, mak­ing it his own, for was it not a part of his luck—the luck ‘from the word Go’—the luck to which he had as­sured me he was so com­pletely equal? They, too, I should think, were in luck, and I was sure their per­tinacity would be equal to it. Their dark-skinned bod­ies van­ished on the dark back­ground long be­fore I had lost sight of their pro­tect­or. He was white from head to foot, and re­mained per­sist­ently vis­ible with the strong­hold of the night at his back, the sea at his feet, the op­por­tun­ity by his side—still veiled. What do you say? Was it still veiled? I don’t know. For me that white fig­ure in the still­ness of coast and sea seemed to stand at the heart of a vast en­igma. The twi­light was ebbing fast from the sky above his head, the strip of sand had sunk already un­der his feet, he him­self ap­peared no big­ger than a child—then only a speck, a tiny white speck, that seemed to catch all the light left in a darkened world. … And, sud­denly, I lost him. …

		
	
		
			XXXVI

			With these words Mar­low had ended his nar­rat­ive, and his audi­ence had broken up forth­with, un­der his ab­stract, pens­ive gaze. Men drif­ted off the ver­andah in pairs or alone without loss of time, without of­fer­ing a re­mark, as if the last im­age of that in­com­plete story, its in­com­plete­ness it­self, and the very tone of the speak­er, had made dis­cus­sion vain and com­ment im­possible. Each of them seemed to carry away his own im­pres­sion, to carry it away with him like a secret; but there was only one man of all these listen­ers who was ever to hear the last word of the story. It came to him at home, more than two years later, and it came con­tained in a thick pack­et ad­dressed in Mar­low’s up­right and an­gu­lar hand­writ­ing.

			The priv­ileged man opened the pack­et, looked in, then, lay­ing it down, went to the win­dow. His rooms were in the highest flat of a lofty build­ing, and his glance could travel afar bey­ond the clear panes of glass, as though he were look­ing out of the lan­tern of a light­house. The slopes of the roofs glistened, the dark broken ridges suc­ceeded each oth­er without end like sombre, un­cres­ted waves, and from the depths of the town un­der his feet as­cen­ded a con­fused and un­ceas­ing mut­ter. The spires of churches, nu­mer­ous, scattered haphaz­ard, up­rose like beacons on a maze of shoals without a chan­nel; the driv­ing rain mingled with the fall­ing dusk of a winter’s even­ing; and the boom­ing of a big clock on a tower, strik­ing the hour, rolled past in vo­lu­min­ous, aus­tere bursts of sound, with a shrill vi­brat­ing cry at the core. He drew the heavy cur­tains.

			The light of his shaded read­ing-lamp slept like a sheltered pool, his foot­falls made no sound on the car­pet, his wan­der­ing days were over. No more ho­ri­zons as bound­less as hope, no more twi­lights with­in the forests as sol­emn as temples, in the hot quest for the Ever-un­dis­covered Coun­try over the hill, across the stream, bey­ond the wave. The hour was strik­ing! No more! No more!—but the opened pack­et un­der the lamp brought back the sounds, the vis­ions, the very sa­vour of the past—a mul­ti­tude of fad­ing faces, a tu­mult of low voices, dy­ing away upon the shores of dis­tant seas un­der a pas­sion­ate and un­con­sol­ing sun­shine. He sighed and sat down to read.

			At first he saw three dis­tinct en­clos­ures. A good many pages closely blackened and pinned to­geth­er; a loose square sheet of grey­ish pa­per with a few words traced in a hand­writ­ing he had nev­er seen be­fore, and an ex­plan­at­ory let­ter from Mar­low. From this last fell an­oth­er let­ter, yel­lowed by time and frayed on the folds. He picked it up and, lay­ing it aside, turned to Mar­low’s mes­sage, ran swiftly over the open­ing lines, and, check­ing him­self, there­after read on de­lib­er­ately, like one ap­proach­ing with slow feet and alert eyes the glimpse of an un­dis­covered coun­try.

			“… I don’t sup­pose you’ve for­got­ten,” went on the let­ter. “You alone have showed an in­terest in him that sur­vived the telling of his story, though I re­mem­ber well you would not ad­mit he had mastered his fate. You proph­esied for him the dis­aster of wear­i­ness and of dis­gust with ac­quired hon­our, with the self-ap­poin­ted task, with the love sprung from pity and youth. You had said you knew so well ‘that kind of thing,’ its il­lus­ory sat­is­fac­tion, its un­avoid­able de­cep­tion. You said also—I call to mind—that ‘giv­ing your life up to them’ (them mean­ing all of man­kind with skins brown, yel­low, or black in col­our) ‘was like selling your soul to a brute.’ You con­ten­ded that ‘that kind of thing’ was only en­dur­able and en­dur­ing when based on a firm con­vic­tion in the truth of ideas ra­cially our own, in whose name are es­tab­lished the or­der, the mor­al­ity of an eth­ic­al pro­gress. ‘We want its strength at our backs,’ you had said. ‘We want a be­lief in its ne­ces­sity and its justice, to make a worthy and con­scious sac­ri­fice of our lives. Without it the sac­ri­fice is only for­get­ful­ness, the way of of­fer­ing is no bet­ter than the way to per­di­tion.’ In oth­er words, you main­tained that we must fight in the ranks or our lives don’t count. Pos­sibly! You ought to know—be it said without malice—you who have rushed in­to one or two places single-handed and came out clev­erly, without singe­ing your wings. The point, how­ever, is that of all man­kind Jim had no deal­ings but with him­self, and the ques­tion is wheth­er at the last he had not con­fessed to a faith migh­ti­er than the laws of or­der and pro­gress.

			“I af­firm noth­ing. Per­haps you may pro­nounce—after you’ve read. There is much truth—after all—in the com­mon ex­pres­sion ‘un­der a cloud.’ It is im­possible to see him clearly—es­pe­cially as it is through the eyes of oth­ers that we take our last look at him. I have no hes­it­a­tion in im­part­ing to you all I know of the last epis­ode that, as he used to say, had ‘come to him.’ One won­ders wheth­er this was per­haps that su­preme op­por­tun­ity, that last and sat­is­fy­ing test for which I had al­ways sus­pec­ted him to be wait­ing, be­fore he could frame a mes­sage to the im­pec­cable world. You re­mem­ber that when I was leav­ing him for the last time he had asked wheth­er I would be go­ing home soon, and sud­denly cried after me, ‘Tell them …’ I had waited—curi­ous I’ll own, and hope­ful too—only to hear him shout, ‘No. Noth­ing.’ That was all then—and there shall be noth­ing more; there shall be no mes­sage, un­less such as each of us can in­ter­pret for him­self from the lan­guage of facts, that are so of­ten more en­ig­mat­ic than the craft­i­est ar­range­ment of words. He made, it is true, one more at­tempt to de­liv­er him­self; but that, too, failed, as you may per­ceive if you look at the sheet of grey­ish fools­cap en­closed here. He had tried to write; do you no­tice the com­mon­place hand? It is headed ‘The Fort, Patusan.’ I sup­pose he had car­ried out his in­ten­tion of mak­ing out of his house a place of de­fence. It was an ex­cel­lent plan: a deep ditch, an earth wall topped by a pal­is­ade, and at the angles guns moun­ted on plat­forms to sweep each side of the square. Doramin had agreed to fur­nish him the guns; and so each man of his party would know there was a place of safety, upon which every faith­ful par­tis­an could rally in case of some sud­den danger. All this showed his ju­di­cious foresight, his faith in the fu­ture. What he called ‘my own people’—the lib­er­ated cap­tives of the Sherif—were to make a dis­tinct quarter of Patusan, with their huts and little plots of ground un­der the walls of the strong­hold. With­in he would be an in­vin­cible host in him­self. ‘The Fort, Patusan.’ No date, as you ob­serve. What is a num­ber and a name to a day of days? It is also im­possible to say whom he had in his mind when he seized the pen: Stein—my­self—the world at large—or was this only the aim­less startled cry of a sol­it­ary man con­fron­ted by his fate? ‘An aw­ful thing has happened,’ he wrote be­fore he flung the pen down for the first time; look at the ink blot re­sem­bling the head of an ar­row un­der these words. After a while he had tried again, scrawl­ing heav­ily, as if with a hand of lead, an­oth­er line. ‘I must now at once …’ The pen had spluttered, and that time he gave it up. There’s noth­ing more; he had seen a broad gulf that neither eye nor voice could span. I can un­der­stand this. He was over­whelmed by the in­ex­plic­able; he was over­whelmed by his own per­son­al­ity—the gift of that des­tiny which he had done his best to mas­ter.

			“I send you also an old let­ter—a very old let­ter. It was found care­fully pre­served in his writ­ing-case. It is from his fath­er, and by the date you can see he must have re­ceived it a few days be­fore he joined the Pat­na. Thus it must be the last let­ter he ever had from home. He had treas­ured it all these years. The good old par­son fan­cied his sail­or son. I’ve looked in at a sen­tence here and there. There is noth­ing in it ex­cept just af­fec­tion. He tells his ‘dear James’ that the last long let­ter from him was very ‘hon­est and en­ter­tain­ing.’ He would not have him ‘judge men harshly or hast­ily.’ There are four pages of it, easy mor­al­ity and fam­ily news. Tom had ‘taken or­ders.’ Car­rie’s hus­band had ‘money losses.’ The old chap goes on equably trust­ing Provid­ence and the es­tab­lished or­der of the uni­verse, but alive to its small dangers and its small mer­cies. One can al­most see him, grey-haired and se­rene in the in­vi­ol­able shel­ter of his book-lined, faded, and com­fort­able study, where for forty years he had con­scien­tiously gone over and over again the round of his little thoughts about faith and vir­tue, about the con­duct of life and the only prop­er man­ner of dy­ing; where he had writ­ten so many ser­mons, where he sits talk­ing to his boy, over there, on the oth­er side of the earth. But what of the dis­tance? Vir­tue is one all over the world, and there is only one faith, one con­ceiv­able con­duct of life, one man­ner of dy­ing. He hopes his ‘dear James’ will nev­er for­get that ‘who once gives way to tempta­tion, in the very in­stant haz­ards his total de­prav­ity and ever­last­ing ru­in. There­fore re­solve fix­edly nev­er, through any pos­sible motives, to do any­thing which you be­lieve to be wrong.’ There is also some news of a fa­vour­ite dog; and a pony, ‘which all you boys used to ride,’ had gone blind from old age and had to be shot. The old chap in­vokes Heav­en’s bless­ing; the moth­er and all the girls then at home send their love. … No, there is noth­ing much in that yel­low frayed let­ter flut­ter­ing out of his cher­ish­ing grasp after so many years. It was nev­er answered, but who can say what con­verse he may have held with all these pla­cid, col­our­less forms of men and wo­men peopling that quiet corner of the world as free of danger or strife as a tomb, and breath­ing equably the air of un­dis­turbed rectitude. It seems amaz­ing that he should be­long to it, he to whom so many things ‘had come.’ Noth­ing ever came to them; they would nev­er be taken un­awares, and nev­er be called upon to grapple with fate. Here they all are, evoked by the mild gos­sip of the fath­er, all these broth­ers and sis­ters, bone of his bone and flesh of his flesh, gaz­ing with clear un­con­scious eyes, while I seem to see him, re­turned at last, no longer a mere white speck at the heart of an im­mense mys­tery, but of full stature, stand­ing dis­reg­arded amongst their un­troubled shapes, with a stern and ro­mantic as­pect, but al­ways mute, dark—un­der a cloud.

			“The story of the last events you shall find in the few pages en­closed here. You must ad­mit that it is ro­mantic bey­ond the wild­est dreams of his boy­hood, and yet there is to my mind a sort of pro­found and ter­ri­fy­ing lo­gic in it, as if it were our ima­gin­a­tion alone that could set loose upon us the might of an over­whelm­ing des­tiny. The im­prudence of our thoughts re­coils upon our heads; who toys with the sword shall per­ish by the sword. This astound­ing ad­ven­ture, of which the most astound­ing part is that it is true, comes on as an un­avoid­able con­sequence. Some­thing of the sort had to hap­pen. You re­peat this to your­self while you mar­vel that such a thing could hap­pen in the year of grace be­fore last. But it has happened—and there is no dis­put­ing its lo­gic.

			“I put it down here for you as though I had been an eye­wit­ness. My in­form­a­tion was frag­ment­ary, but I’ve fit­ted the pieces to­geth­er, and there is enough of them to make an in­tel­li­gible pic­ture. I won­der how he would have re­lated it him­self. He has con­fided so much in me that at times it seems as though he must come in presently and tell the story in his own words, in his care­less yet feel­ing voice, with his off­hand man­ner, a little puzzled, a little bothered, a little hurt, but now and then by a word or a phrase giv­ing one of these glimpses of his very own self that were nev­er any good for pur­poses of ori­ent­a­tion. It’s dif­fi­cult to be­lieve he will nev­er come. I shall nev­er hear his voice again, nor shall I see his smooth tan-and-pink face with a white line on the fore­head, and the youth­ful eyes darkened by ex­cite­ment to a pro­found, un­fathom­able blue.”

		
	
		
			XXXVII

			“It all be­gins with a re­mark­able ex­ploit of a man called Brown, who stole with com­plete suc­cess a Span­ish schoon­er out of a small bay near Zam­boanga. Till I dis­covered the fel­low my in­form­a­tion was in­com­plete, but most un­ex­pec­tedly I did come upon him a few hours be­fore he gave up his ar­rog­ant ghost. For­tu­nately he was will­ing and able to talk between the chok­ing fits of asthma, and his racked body writhed with ma­li­cious ex­ulta­tion at the bare thought of Jim. He ex­ul­ted thus at the idea that he had ‘paid out the stuck-up beg­gar after all.’ He gloated over his ac­tion. I had to bear the sunken glare of his fierce crow-footed eyes if I wanted to know; and so I bore it, re­flect­ing how much cer­tain forms of evil are akin to mad­ness, de­rived from in­tense ego­ism, in­flamed by res­ist­ance, tear­ing the soul to pieces, and giv­ing fac­ti­tious vigour to the body. The story also re­veals un­sus­pec­ted depths of cun­ning in the wretched Cor­neli­us, whose ab­ject and in­tense hate acts like a subtle in­spir­a­tion, point­ing out an un­err­ing way to­wards re­venge.

			“ ‘I could see dir­ectly I set my eyes on him what sort of a fool he was,’ gasped the dy­ing Brown. ‘He a man! Hell! He was a hol­low sham. As if he couldn’t have said straight out, “Hands off my plun­der!” blast him! That would have been like a man! Rot his su­per­i­or soul! He had me there—but he hadn’t dev­il enough in him to make an end of me. Not he! A thing like that let­ting me off as if I wasn’t worth a kick! …’ Brown struggled des­per­ately for breath. … ‘Fraud. … Let­ting me off. … And so I did make an end of him after all. …’ He choked again. … ‘I ex­pect this thing’ll kill me, but I shall die easy now. You … you hear … I don’t know your name—I would give you a five-pound note if—if I had it—for the news—or my name’s not Brown. …’ He grinned hor­ribly. … ‘Gen­tle­man Brown.’

			“He said all these things in pro­found gasps, star­ing at me with his yel­low eyes out of a long, rav­aged, brown face; he jerked his left arm; a pep­per-and-salt mat­ted beard hung al­most in­to his lap; a dirty ragged blanket covered his legs. I had found him out in Bankok through that busy­body Schomberg, the hotel­keep­er, who had, con­fid­en­tially, dir­ec­ted me where to look. It ap­pears that a sort of loaf­ing, fuddled vag­a­bond—a white man liv­ing amongst the nat­ives with a Sia­mese wo­man—had con­sidered it a great priv­ilege to give a shel­ter to the last days of the fam­ous Gen­tle­man Brown. While he was talk­ing to me in the wretched hov­el, and, as it were, fight­ing for every minute of his life, the Sia­mese wo­man, with big bare legs and a stu­pid coarse face, sat in a dark corner chew­ing betel stolidly. Now and then she would get up for the pur­pose of shoo­ing a chick­en away from the door. The whole hut shook when she walked. An ugly yel­low child, na­ked and pot­bel­lied like a little hea­then god, stood at the foot of the couch, fin­ger in mouth, lost in a pro­found and calm con­tem­pla­tion of the dy­ing man.

			“He talked fe­ver­ishly; but in the middle of a word, per­haps, an in­vis­ible hand would take him by the throat, and he would look at me dumbly with an ex­pres­sion of doubt and an­guish. He seemed to fear that I would get tired of wait­ing and go away, leav­ing him with his tale un­told, with his ex­ulta­tion un­ex­pressed. He died dur­ing the night, I be­lieve, but by that time I had noth­ing more to learn.

			“So much as to Brown, for the present.

			“Eight months be­fore this, com­ing in­to Sa­marang, I went as usu­al to see Stein. On the garden side of the house a Malay on the ver­andah greeted me shyly, and I re­membered that I had seen him in Patusan, in Jim’s house, amongst oth­er Bu­gis men who used to come in the even­ing to talk in­ter­min­ably over their war re­min­is­cences and to dis­cuss State af­fairs. Jim had poin­ted him out to me once as a re­spect­able petty trader own­ing a small seago­ing nat­ive craft, who had showed him­self ‘one of the best at the tak­ing of the stock­ade.’ I was not very sur­prised to see him, since any Patusan trader ven­tur­ing as far as Sa­marang would nat­ur­ally find his way to Stein’s house. I re­turned his greet­ing and passed on. At the door of Stein’s room I came upon an­oth­er Malay in whom I re­cog­nised Tamb’ It­am.

			“I asked him at once what he was do­ing there; it oc­curred to me that Jim might have come on a vis­it. I own I was pleased and ex­cited at the thought. Tamb’ It­am looked as if he did not know what to say. ‘Is Tu­an Jim in­side?’ I asked im­pa­tiently. ‘No,’ he mumbled, hanging his head for a mo­ment, and then with sud­den earn­est­ness, ‘He would not fight. He would not fight,’ he re­peated twice. As he seemed un­able to say any­thing else, I pushed him aside and went in.

			“Stein, tall and stoop­ing, stood alone in the middle of the room between the rows of but­ter­fly cases. ‘Ach! is it you, my friend?’ he said sadly, peer­ing through his glasses. A drab sack-coat of alpaca hung, un­buttoned, down to his knees. He had a Panama hat on his head, and there were deep fur­rows on his pale cheeks. ‘What’s the mat­ter now?’ I asked nervously. ‘There’s Tamb’ It­am there. …’ ‘Come and see the girl. Come and see the girl. She is here,’ he said, with a half­hearted show of activ­ity. I tried to de­tain him, but with gentle ob­stin­acy he would take no no­tice of my eager ques­tions. ‘She is here, she is here,’ he re­peated, in great per­turb­a­tion. ‘They came here two days ago. An old man like me, a stranger—se­hen Sie—can­not do much. … Come this way. … Young hearts are un­for­giv­ing. …’ I could see he was in ut­most dis­tress. … ‘The strength of life in them, the cruel strength of life. …’ He mumbled, lead­ing me round the house; I fol­lowed him, lost in dis­mal and angry con­jec­tures. At the door of the draw­ing-room he barred my way. ‘He loved her very much?’ he said in­ter­rog­at­ively, and I only nod­ded, feel­ing so bit­terly dis­ap­poin­ted that I would not trust my­self to speak. ‘Very fright­ful,’ he mur­mured. ‘She can’t un­der­stand me. I am only a strange old man. Per­haps you … she knows you. Talk to her. We can’t leave it like this. Tell her to for­give him. It was very fright­ful.’ ‘No doubt,’ I said, ex­as­per­ated at be­ing in the dark; ‘but have you for­giv­en him?’ He looked at me queerly. ‘You shall hear,’ he said, and open­ing the door, ab­so­lutely pushed me in.

			“You know Stein’s big house and the two im­mense re­cep­tion-rooms, un­in­hab­ited and un­in­hab­it­able, clean, full of solitude and of shin­ing things that look as if nev­er be­held by the eye of man? They are cool on the hot­test days, and you enter them as you would a scrubbed cave un­der­ground. I passed through one, and in the oth­er I saw the girl sit­ting at the end of a big ma­hogany table, on which she res­ted her head, the face hid­den in her arms. The waxed floor re­flec­ted her dimly as though it had been a sheet of frozen wa­ter. The rat­tan screens were down, and through the strange green­ish gloom made by the fo­liage of the trees out­side, a strong wind blew in gusts, sway­ing the long draper­ies of win­dows and door­ways. Her white fig­ure seemed shaped in snow; the pen­dent crys­tals of a great chan­delier clicked above her head like glit­ter­ing icicles. She looked up and watched my ap­proach. I was chilled as if these vast apart­ments had been the cold abode of des­pair.

			“She re­cog­nised me at once, and as soon as I had stopped, look­ing down at her: ‘He has left me,’ she said quietly; ‘you al­ways leave us—for your own ends.’ Her face was set. All the heat of life seemed with­drawn with­in some in­ac­cess­ible spot in her breast. ‘It would have been easy to die with him,’ she went on, and made a slight weary ges­ture as if giv­ing up the in­com­pre­hens­ible. ‘He would not! It was like a blind­ness—and yet it was I who was speak­ing to him; it was I who stood be­fore his eyes; it was at me that he looked all the time! Ah! you are hard, treach­er­ous, without truth, without com­pas­sion. What makes you so wicked? Or is it that you are all mad?’

			“I took her hand; it did not re­spond, and when I dropped it, it hung down to the floor. That in­dif­fer­ence, more aw­ful than tears, cries, and re­proaches, seemed to defy time and con­sol­a­tion. You felt that noth­ing you could say would reach the seat of the still and be­numb­ing pain.

			“Stein had said, ‘You shall hear.’ I did hear. I heard it all, listen­ing with amazement, with awe, to the tones of her in­flex­ible wear­i­ness. She could not grasp the real sense of what she was telling me, and her re­sent­ment filled me with pity for her—for him too. I stood rooted to the spot after she had fin­ished. Lean­ing on her arm, she stared with hard eyes, and the wind passed in gusts, the crys­tals kept on click­ing in the green­ish gloom. She went on whis­per­ing to her­self: ‘And yet he was look­ing at me! He could see my face, hear my voice, hear my grief! When I used to sit at his feet, with my cheek against his knee and his hand on my head, the curse of cruelty and mad­ness was already with­in him, wait­ing for the day. The day came! … and be­fore the sun had set he could not see me any more—he was made blind and deaf and without pity, as you all are. He shall have no tears from me. Nev­er, nev­er. Not one tear. I will not! He went away from me as if I had been worse than death. He fled as if driv­en by some ac­cursed thing he had heard or seen in his sleep. …’

			“Her steady eyes seemed to strain after the shape of a man torn out of her arms by the strength of a dream. She made no sign to my si­lent bow. I was glad to es­cape.

			“I saw her once again, the same af­ter­noon. On leav­ing her I had gone in search of Stein, whom I could not find in­doors; and I wandered out, pur­sued by dis­tress­ful thoughts, in­to the gar­dens, those fam­ous gar­dens of Stein, in which you can find every plant and tree of trop­ic­al low­lands. I fol­lowed the course of the can­al­ised stream, and sat for a long time on a shaded bench near the or­na­ment­al pond, where some wa­ter­fowl with clipped wings were diving and splash­ing nois­ily. The branches of casu­ar­ina trees be­hind me swayed lightly, in­cess­antly, re­mind­ing me of the sough­ing of fir trees at home.

			“This mourn­ful and rest­less sound was a fit ac­com­pani­ment to my med­it­a­tions. She had said he had been driv­en away from her by a dream—and there was no an­swer one could make her—there seemed to be no for­give­ness for such a trans­gres­sion. And yet is not man­kind it­self, push­ing on its blind way, driv­en by a dream of its great­ness and its power upon the dark paths of ex­cess­ive cruelty and of ex­cess­ive de­vo­tion? And what is the pur­suit of truth, after all?

			“When I rose to get back to the house I caught sight of Stein’s drab coat through a gap in the fo­liage, and very soon at a turn of the path I came upon him walk­ing with the girl. Her little hand res­ted on his fore­arm, and un­der the broad, flat rim of his Panama hat he bent over her, grey-haired, pa­ternal, with com­pas­sion­ate and chiv­al­rous de­fer­ence. I stood aside, but they stopped, fa­cing me. His gaze was bent on the ground at his feet; the girl, erect and slight on his arm, stared som­brely bey­ond my shoulder with black, clear, mo­tion­less eyes. ‘Schreck­lich,’ he mur­mured. ‘Ter­rible! Ter­rible! What can one do?’ He seemed to be ap­peal­ing to me, but her youth, the length of the days sus­pen­ded over her head, ap­pealed to me more; and sud­denly, even as I real­ised that noth­ing could be said, I found my­self plead­ing his cause for her sake. ‘You must for­give him,’ I con­cluded, and my own voice seemed to me muffled, lost in an ir­re­spons­ive deaf im­mens­ity. ‘We all want to be for­giv­en,’ I ad­ded after a while.

			“ ‘What have I done?’ she asked with her lips only.

			“ ‘You al­ways mis­trus­ted him,’ I said.

			“ ‘He was like the oth­ers,’ she pro­nounced slowly.

			“ ‘Not like the oth­ers,’ I pro­tested, but she con­tin­ued evenly, without any feel­ing—

			“ ‘He was false.’ And sud­denly Stein broke in. ‘No! no! no! My poor child! …’ He pat­ted her hand ly­ing pass­ively on his sleeve. ‘No! no! Not false! True! True! True!’ He tried to look in­to her stony face. ‘You don’t un­der­stand. Ach! Why you do not un­der­stand? … Ter­rible,’ he said to me. ‘Some day she shall un­der­stand.’

			“ ‘Will you ex­plain?’ I asked, look­ing hard at him. They moved on.

			“I watched them. Her gown trailed on the path, her black hair fell loose. She walked up­right and light by the side of the tall man, whose long shape­less coat hung in per­pen­dic­u­lar folds from the stoop­ing shoulders, whose feet moved slowly. They dis­ap­peared bey­ond that spin­ney (you may re­mem­ber) where six­teen dif­fer­ent kinds of bam­boo grow to­geth­er, all dis­tin­guish­able to the learned eye. For my part, I was fas­cin­ated by the ex­quis­ite grace and beauty of that fluted grove, crowned with poin­ted leaves and feath­ery heads, the light­ness, the vigour, the charm as dis­tinct as a voice of that un­per­plexed lux­uri­at­ing life. I re­mem­ber stay­ing to look at it for a long time, as one would linger with­in reach of a con­sol­ing whis­per. The sky was pearly grey. It was one of those over­cast days so rare in the trop­ics, in which memor­ies crowd upon one, memor­ies of oth­er shores, of oth­er faces.

			“I drove back to town the same af­ter­noon, tak­ing with me Tamb’ It­am and the oth­er Malay, in whose seago­ing craft they had es­caped in the be­wil­der­ment, fear, and gloom of the dis­aster. The shock of it seemed to have changed their natures. It had turned her pas­sion in­to stone, and it made the surly ta­cit­urn Tamb’ It­am al­most lo­qua­cious. His sur­li­ness, too, was sub­dued in­to puzzled hu­mil­ity, as though he had seen the fail­ure of a po­tent charm in a su­preme mo­ment. The Bu­gis trader, a shy hes­it­at­ing man, was very clear in the little he had to say. Both were evid­ently over­awed by a sense of deep in­ex­press­ible won­der, by the touch of an in­scrut­able mys­tery.”

			There with Mar­low’s sig­na­ture the let­ter prop­er ended. The priv­ileged read­er screwed up his lamp, and sol­it­ary above the bil­lowy roofs of the town, like a light­house-keep­er above the sea, he turned to the pages of the story.

		
	
		
			XXXVIII

			“It all be­gins, as I’ve told you, with the man called Brown,” ran the open­ing sen­tence of Mar­low’s nar­rat­ive. “You who have knocked about the West­ern Pa­cific must have heard of him. He was the show ruf­fi­an on the Aus­trali­an coast—not that he was of­ten to be seen there, but be­cause he was al­ways trot­ted out in the stor­ies of law­less life a vis­it­or from home is treated to; and the mild­est of these stor­ies which were told about him from Cape York to Eden Bay was more than enough to hang a man if told in the right place. They nev­er failed to let you know, too, that he was sup­posed to be the son of a bar­on­et. Be it as it may, it is cer­tain he had deser­ted from a home ship in the early gold-dig­ging days, and in a few years be­came talked about as the ter­ror of this or that group of is­lands in Poly­ne­sia. He would kid­nap nat­ives, he would strip some lonely white trader to the very py­ja­mas he stood in, and after he had robbed the poor dev­il, he would as likely as not in­vite him to fight a duel with shot­guns on the beach—which would have been fair enough as these things go, if the oth­er man hadn’t been by that time already half-dead with fright. Brown was a lat­ter-day buc­can­eer, sorry enough, like his more cel­eb­rated pro­to­types; but what dis­tin­guished him from his con­tem­por­ary broth­er ruf­fi­ans, like Bully Hayes or the mel­li­flu­ous Pease, or that per­fumed, Dun­dreary-whiskered, dan­di­fied scoun­drel known as Dirty Dick, was the ar­rog­ant tem­per of his mis­deeds and a vehe­ment scorn for man­kind at large and for his vic­tims in par­tic­u­lar. The oth­ers were merely vul­gar and greedy brutes, but he seemed moved by some com­plex in­ten­tion. He would rob a man as if only to demon­strate his poor opin­ion of the creature, and he would bring to the shoot­ing or maim­ing of some quiet, un­of­fend­ing stranger a sav­age and venge­ful earn­est­ness fit to ter­rify the most reck­less of des­peradoes. In the days of his greatest glory he owned an armed barque, manned by a mixed crew of Kana­kas and run­away whalers, and boas­ted, I don’t know with what truth, of be­ing fin­anced on the quiet by a most re­spect­able firm of copra mer­chants. Later on he ran off—it was re­por­ted—with the wife of a mis­sion­ary, a very young girl from Clapham way, who had mar­ried the mild, flat-footed fel­low in a mo­ment of en­thu­si­asm, and, sud­denly trans­planted to Melane­sia, lost her bear­ings some­how. It was a dark story. She was ill at the time he car­ried her off, and died on board his ship. It is said—as the most won­der­ful part of the tale—that over her body he gave way to an out­burst of sombre and vi­ol­ent grief. His luck left him, too, very soon after. He lost his ship on some rocks off Malaita, and dis­ap­peared for a time as though he had gone down with her. He is heard of next at Nuka-Hiva, where he bought an old French schoon­er out of Gov­ern­ment ser­vice. What cred­it­able en­ter­prise he might have had in view when he made that pur­chase I can’t say, but it is evid­ent that what with High Com­mis­sion­ers, con­suls, men-of-war, and in­ter­na­tion­al con­trol, the South Seas were get­ting too hot to hold gen­tle­men of his kid­ney. Clearly he must have shif­ted the scene of his op­er­a­tions farther west, be­cause a year later he plays an in­cred­ibly au­da­cious, but not a very prof­it­able part, in a seri­ocom­ic busi­ness in Ma­nila Bay, in which a pec­u­lat­ing gov­ernor and an ab­scond­ing treas­urer are the prin­cip­al fig­ures; there­after he seems to have hung around the Phil­ip­pines in his rot­ten schoon­er bat­tling with an ad­verse for­tune, till at last, run­ning his ap­poin­ted course, he sails in­to Jim’s his­tory, a blind ac­com­plice of the Dark Powers.

			“His tale goes that when a Span­ish patrol cut­ter cap­tured him he was simply try­ing to run a few guns for the in­sur­gents. If so, then I can’t un­der­stand what he was do­ing off the south coast of Mindanao. My be­lief, how­ever, is that he was black­mail­ing the nat­ive vil­lages along the coast. The prin­cip­al thing is that the cut­ter, throw­ing a guard on board, made him sail in com­pany to­wards Zam­boanga. On the way, for some reas­on or oth­er, both ves­sels had to call at one of these new Span­ish set­tle­ments—which nev­er came to any­thing in the end—where there was not only a civil of­fi­cial in charge on shore, but a good stout coast­ing schoon­er ly­ing at an­chor in the little bay; and this craft, in every way much bet­ter than his own, Brown made up his mind to steal.

			“He was down on his luck—as he told me him­self. The world he had bul­lied for twenty years with fierce, ag­gress­ive dis­dain, had yiel­ded him noth­ing in the way of ma­ter­i­al ad­vant­age ex­cept a small bag of sil­ver dol­lars, which was con­cealed in his cab­in so that ‘the dev­il him­self couldn’t smell it out.’ And that was all—ab­so­lutely all. He was tired of his life, and not afraid of death. But this man, who would stake his ex­ist­ence on a whim with a bit­ter and jeer­ing reck­less­ness, stood in mor­tal fear of im­pris­on­ment. He had an un­reas­on­ing cold-sweat, nerve-shak­ing, blood-to-wa­ter-turn­ing sort of hor­ror at the bare pos­sib­il­ity of be­ing locked up—the sort of ter­ror a su­per­sti­tious man would feel at the thought of be­ing em­braced by a spectre. There­fore the civil of­fi­cial who came on board to make a pre­lim­in­ary in­vest­ig­a­tion in­to the cap­ture, in­vest­ig­ated ar­du­ously all day long, and only went ashore after dark, muffled up in a cloak, and tak­ing great care not to let Brown’s little all clink in its bag. Af­ter­wards, be­ing a man of his word, he con­trived (the very next even­ing, I be­lieve) to send off the Gov­ern­ment cut­ter on some ur­gent bit of spe­cial ser­vice. As her com­mand­er could not spare a prize crew, he con­ten­ted him­self by tak­ing away be­fore he left all the sails of Brown’s schoon­er to the very last rag, and took good care to tow his two boats on to the beach a couple of miles off.

			“But in Brown’s crew there was a So­lomon Is­lander, kid­napped in his youth and de­voted to Brown, who was the best man of the whole gang. That fel­low swam off to the coast­er—five hun­dred yards or so—with the end of a warp made up of all the run­ning gear un­rove for the pur­pose. The wa­ter was smooth, and the bay dark, ‘like the in­side of a cow,’ as Brown de­scribed it. The So­lomon Is­lander clambered over the bul­warks with the end of the rope in his teeth. The crew of the coast­er—all Tagals—were ashore hav­ing a jol­li­fic­a­tion in the nat­ive vil­lage. The two ship­keep­ers left on board woke up sud­denly and saw the dev­il. It had glit­ter­ing eyes and leaped quick as light­ning about the deck. They fell on their knees, para­lysed with fear, cross­ing them­selves and mum­bling pray­ers. With a long knife he found in the ca­boose the So­lomon Is­lander, without in­ter­rupt­ing their oris­ons, stabbed first one, then the oth­er; with the same knife he set to saw­ing pa­tiently at the coir cable till sud­denly it par­ted un­der the blade with a splash. Then in the si­lence of the bay he let out a cau­tious shout, and Brown’s gang, who mean­time had been peer­ing and strain­ing their hope­ful ears in the dark­ness, began to pull gently at their end of the warp. In less than five minutes the two schoon­ers came to­geth­er with a slight shock and a creak of spars.

			“Brown’s crowd trans­ferred them­selves without los­ing an in­stant, tak­ing with them their fire­arms and a large sup­ply of am­muni­tion. They were six­teen in all: two run­away blue­jack­ets, a lanky desert­er from a Yan­kee man-of-war, a couple of simple, blond Scand­inavi­ans, a mu­latto of sorts, one bland Chi­n­a­man who cooked—and the rest of the non­des­cript spawn of the South Seas. None of them cared; Brown bent them to his will, and Brown, in­dif­fer­ent to gal­lows, was run­ning away from the spectre of a Span­ish pris­on. He didn’t give them the time to trans­ship enough pro­vi­sions; the weath­er was calm, the air was charged with dew, and when they cast off the ropes and set sail to a faint off­shore draught there was no flut­ter in the damp can­vas; their old schoon­er seemed to de­tach it­self gently from the stolen craft and slip away si­lently, to­geth­er with the black mass of the coast, in­to the night.

			“They got clear away. Brown re­lated to me in de­tail their pas­sage down the Straits of Ma­cas­sar. It is a har­row­ing and des­per­ate story. They were short of food and wa­ter; they boarded sev­er­al nat­ive craft and got a little from each. With a stolen ship Brown did not dare to put in­to any port, of course. He had no money to buy any­thing, no pa­pers to show, and no lie plaus­ible enough to get him out again. An Ar­ab barque, un­der the Dutch flag, sur­prised one night at an­chor off Poulo Laut, yiel­ded a little dirty rice, a bunch of ba­na­nas, and a cask of wa­ter; three days of squally, misty weath­er from the north­east shot the schoon­er across the Java Sea. The yel­low muddy waves drenched that col­lec­tion of hungry ruf­fi­ans. They sighted mail-boats mov­ing on their ap­poin­ted routes; passed well-found home ships with rusty iron sides anchored in the shal­low sea wait­ing for a change of weath­er or the turn of the tide; an Eng­lish gun­boat, white and trim, with two slim masts, crossed their bows one day in the dis­tance; and on an­oth­er oc­ca­sion a Dutch cor­vette, black and heav­ily sparred, loomed up on their quarter, steam­ing dead slow in the mist. They slipped through un­seen or dis­reg­arded, a wan, sal­low-faced band of ut­ter out­casts, en­raged with hun­ger and hunted by fear. Brown’s idea was to make for Mad­a­gas­car, where he ex­pec­ted, on grounds not al­to­geth­er il­lus­ory, to sell the schoon­er in Tamatave, and no ques­tions asked, or per­haps ob­tain some more or less forged pa­pers for her. Yet be­fore he could face the long pas­sage across the In­di­an Ocean food was wanted—wa­ter too.

			“Per­haps he had heard of Patusan—or per­haps he just only happened to see the name writ­ten in small let­ters on the chart—prob­ably that of a lar­gish vil­lage up a river in a nat­ive state, per­fectly de­fence­less, far from the beaten tracks of the sea and from the ends of sub­mar­ine cables. He had done that kind of thing be­fore—in the way of busi­ness; and this now was an ab­so­lute ne­ces­sity, a ques­tion of life and death—or rather of liberty. Of liberty! He was sure to get pro­vi­sions—bul­locks—rice—sweet-pota­toes. The sorry gang licked their chops. A cargo of pro­duce for the schoon­er per­haps could be ex­tor­ted—and, who knows?—some real ringing coined money! Some of these chiefs and vil­lage head­men can be made to part freely. He told me he would have roas­ted their toes rather than be baulked. I be­lieve him. His men be­lieved him too. They didn’t cheer aloud, be­ing a dumb pack, but made ready wolfishly.

			“Luck served him as to weath­er. A few days of calm would have brought un­men­tion­able hor­rors on board that schoon­er, but with the help of land and sea breezes, in less than a week after clear­ing the Sunda Straits, he anchored off the Batu Kring mouth with­in a pis­tol-shot of the fish­ing vil­lage.

			“Four­teen of them packed in­to the schoon­er’s long­boat (which was big, hav­ing been used for cargo-work) and star­ted up the river, while two re­mained in charge of the schoon­er with food enough to keep star­va­tion off for ten days. The tide and wind helped, and early one af­ter­noon the big white boat un­der a ragged sail shouldered its way be­fore the sea breeze in­to Patusan Reach, manned by four­teen as­sor­ted scare­crows glar­ing hun­grily ahead, and fin­ger­ing the breechb­locks of cheap rifles. Brown cal­cu­lated upon the ter­ri­fy­ing sur­prise of his ap­pear­ance. They sailed in with the last of the flood; the Ra­jah’s stock­ade gave no sign; the first houses on both sides of the stream seemed deser­ted. A few ca­noes were seen up the reach in full flight. Brown was as­ton­ished at the size of the place. A pro­found si­lence reigned. The wind dropped between the houses; two oars were got out and the boat held on up­stream, the idea be­ing to ef­fect a lodg­ment in the centre of the town be­fore the in­hab­it­ants could think of res­ist­ance.

			“It seems, how­ever, that the head­man of the fish­ing vil­lage at Batu Kring had man­aged to send off a timely warn­ing. When the long­boat came abreast of the mosque (which Doramin had built: a struc­ture with gables and roof fini­als of carved cor­al) the open space be­fore it was full of people. A shout went up, and was fol­lowed by a clash of gongs all up the river. From a point above two little brass six-pound­ers were dis­charged, and the round-shot came skip­ping down the empty reach, spurt­ing glit­ter­ing jets of wa­ter in the sun­shine. In front of the mosque a shout­ing lot of men began fir­ing in vol­leys that whipped athwart the cur­rent of the river; an ir­reg­u­lar, rolling fu­sil­lade was opened on the boat from both banks, and Brown’s men replied with a wild, rap­id fire. The oars had been got in.

			“The turn of the tide at high wa­ter comes on very quickly in that river, and the boat in mid­stream, nearly hid­den in smoke, began to drift back stern fore­most. Along both shores the smoke thickened also, ly­ing be­low the roofs in a level streak as you may see a long cloud cut­ting the slope of a moun­tain. A tu­mult of war-cries, the vi­brat­ing clang of gongs, the deep snor­ing of drums, yells of rage, crashes of vol­ley-fir­ing, made an aw­ful din, in which Brown sat con­foun­ded but steady at the tiller, work­ing him­self in­to a fury of hate and rage against those people who dared to de­fend them­selves. Two of his men had been wounded, and he saw his re­treat cut off be­low the town by some boats that had put off from Tunku Al­lang’s stock­ade. There were six of them, full of men. While he was thus be­set he per­ceived the en­trance of the nar­row creek (the same which Jim had jumped at low wa­ter). It was then brim full. Steer­ing the long­boat in, they landed, and, to make a long story short, they es­tab­lished them­selves on a little knoll about 900 yards from the stock­ade, which, in fact, they com­manded from that po­s­i­tion. The slopes of the knoll were bare, but there were a few trees on the sum­mit. They went to work cut­ting these down for a breast­work, and were fairly in­trenched be­fore dark; mean­time the Ra­jah’s boats re­mained in the river with curi­ous neut­ral­ity. When the sun set the glare of many brush­wood blazes lighted on the river-front, and between the double line of houses on the land side threw in­to black re­lief the roofs, the groups of slender palms, the heavy clumps of fruit-trees. Brown ordered the grass round his po­s­i­tion to be fired; a low ring of thin flames un­der the slow as­cend­ing smoke wriggled rap­idly down the slopes of the knoll; here and there a dry bush caught with a tall, vi­cious roar. The con­flag­ra­tion made a clear zone of fire for the rifles of the small party, and ex­pired smoul­der­ing on the edge of the forests and along the muddy bank of the creek. A strip of jungle lux­uri­at­ing in a damp hol­low between the knoll and the Ra­jah’s stock­ade stopped it on that side with a great crack­ling and det­on­a­tions of burst­ing bam­boo stems. The sky was sombre, vel­vety, and swarm­ing with stars. The blackened ground smoked quietly with low creep­ing wisps, till a little breeze came on and blew everything away. Brown ex­pec­ted an at­tack to be de­livered as soon as the tide had flowed enough again to en­able the war-boats which had cut off his re­treat to enter the creek. At any rate he was sure there would be an at­tempt to carry off his long­boat, which lay be­low the hill, a dark high lump on the feeble sheen of a wet mud-flat. But no move of any sort was made by the boats in the river. Over the stock­ade and the Ra­jah’s build­ings Brown saw their lights on the wa­ter. They seemed to be anchored across the stream. Oth­er lights afloat were mov­ing in the reach, cross­ing and re­cross­ing from side to side. There were also lights twink­ling mo­tion­less upon the long walls of houses up the reach, as far as the bend, and more still bey­ond, oth­ers isol­ated in­land. The loom of the big fires dis­closed build­ings, roofs, black piles as far as he could see. It was an im­mense place. The four­teen des­per­ate in­vaders ly­ing flat be­hind the felled trees raised their chins to look over at the stir of that town that seemed to ex­tend up­river for miles and swarm with thou­sands of angry men. They did not speak to each oth­er. Now and then they would hear a loud yell, or a single shot rang out, fired very far some­where. But round their po­s­i­tion everything was still, dark, si­lent. They seemed to be for­got­ten, as if the ex­cite­ment keep­ing awake all the pop­u­la­tion had noth­ing to do with them, as if they had been dead already.”

		
	
		
			XXXIX

			“All the events of that night have a great im­port­ance, since they brought about a situ­ation which re­mained un­changed till Jim’s re­turn. Jim had been away in the in­teri­or for more than a week, and it was Dain War­is who had dir­ec­ted the first re­pulse. That brave and in­tel­li­gent youth (‘who knew how to fight after the man­ner of white men’) wished to settle the busi­ness off­hand, but his people were too much for him. He had not Jim’s ra­cial prestige and the repu­ta­tion of in­vin­cible, su­per­nat­ur­al power. He was not the vis­ible, tan­gible in­carn­a­tion of un­fail­ing truth and of un­fail­ing vic­tory. Be­loved, trus­ted, and ad­mired as he was, he was still one of them, while Jim was one of us. Moreover, the white man, a tower of strength in him­self, was in­vul­ner­able, while Dain War­is could be killed. Those un­ex­pressed thoughts guided the opin­ions of the chief men of the town, who elec­ted to as­semble in Jim’s fort for de­lib­er­a­tion upon the emer­gency, as if ex­pect­ing to find wis­dom and cour­age in the dwell­ing of the ab­sent white man. The shoot­ing of Brown’s ruf­fi­ans was so far good, or lucky, that there had been half-a-dozen cas­u­al­ties amongst the de­fend­ers. The wounded were ly­ing on the ver­andah ten­ded by their wo­men-folk. The wo­men and chil­dren from the lower part of the town had been sent in­to the fort at the first alarm. There Jew­el was in com­mand, very ef­fi­cient and high-spir­ited, obeyed by Jim’s ‘own people,’ who, quit­ting in a body their little set­tle­ment un­der the stock­ade, had gone in to form the gar­ris­on. The refugees crowded round her; and through the whole af­fair, to the very dis­astrous last, she showed an ex­traordin­ary mar­tial ar­dour. It was to her that Dain War­is had gone at once at the first in­tel­li­gence of danger, for you must know that Jim was the only one in Patusan who pos­sessed a store of gun­powder. Stein, with whom he had kept up in­tim­ate re­la­tions by let­ters, had ob­tained from the Dutch Gov­ern­ment a spe­cial au­thor­isa­tion to ex­port five hun­dred kegs of it to Patusan. The powder-magazine was a small hut of rough logs covered en­tirely with earth, and in Jim’s ab­sence the girl had the key. In the coun­cil, held at el­ev­en o’clock in the even­ing in Jim’s din­ing-room, she backed up War­is’s ad­vice for im­me­di­ate and vig­or­ous ac­tion. I am told that she stood up by the side of Jim’s empty chair at the head of the long table and made a war­like im­pas­sioned speech, which for the mo­ment ex­tor­ted mur­murs of ap­prob­a­tion from the as­sembled head­men. Old Doramin, who had not showed him­self out­side his own gate for more than a year, had been brought across with great dif­fi­culty. He was, of course, the chief man there. The tem­per of the coun­cil was very un­for­giv­ing, and the old man’s word would have been de­cis­ive; but it is my opin­ion that, well aware of his son’s fiery cour­age, he dared not pro­nounce the word. More dilat­ory coun­sels pre­vailed. A cer­tain Haji Saman poin­ted out at great length that ‘these tyr­an­nic­al and fe­ro­cious men had de­livered them­selves to a cer­tain death in any case. They would stand fast on their hill and starve, or they would try to re­gain their boat and be shot from am­bushes across the creek, or they would break and fly in­to the forest and per­ish singly there.’ He ar­gued that by the use of prop­er stratagems these evil-minded strangers could be des­troyed without the risk of a battle, and his words had a great weight, es­pe­cially with the Patusan men prop­er. What un­settled the minds of the towns­folk was the fail­ure of the Ra­jah’s boats to act at the de­cis­ive mo­ment. It was the dip­lo­mat­ic Kassim who rep­res­en­ted the Ra­jah at the coun­cil. He spoke very little, listened smil­ingly, very friendly and im­pen­et­rable. Dur­ing the sit­ting mes­sen­gers kept ar­riv­ing every few minutes al­most, with re­ports of the in­vaders’ pro­ceed­ings. Wild and ex­ag­ger­ated ru­mours were fly­ing: there was a large ship at the mouth of the river with big guns and many more men—some white, oth­ers with black skins and of bloodthirsty ap­pear­ance. They were com­ing with many more boats to ex­term­in­ate every liv­ing thing. A sense of near, in­com­pre­hens­ible danger af­fected the com­mon people. At one mo­ment there was a pan­ic in the court­yard amongst the wo­men; shriek­ing; a rush; chil­dren cry­ing—Haji Sunan went out to quiet them. Then a fort sen­try fired at some­thing mov­ing on the river, and nearly killed a vil­la­ger bring­ing in his wo­men-folk in a ca­noe to­geth­er with the best of his do­mest­ic utensils and a dozen fowls. This caused more con­fu­sion. Mean­time the pa­laver in­side Jim’s house went on in the pres­ence of the girl. Doramin sat fierce-faced, heavy, look­ing at the speak­ers in turn, and breath­ing slow like a bull. He didn’t speak till the last, after Kassim had de­clared that the Ra­jah’s boats would be called in be­cause the men were re­quired to de­fend his mas­ter’s stock­ade. Dain War­is in his fath­er’s pres­ence would of­fer no opin­ion, though the girl en­treated him in Jim’s name to speak out. She offered him Jim’s own men in her anxi­ety to have these in­truders driv­en out at once. He only shook his head, after a glance or two at Doramin. Fi­nally, when the coun­cil broke up it had been de­cided that the houses nearest the creek should be strongly oc­cu­pied to ob­tain the com­mand of the en­emy’s boat. The boat it­self was not to be in­terfered with openly, so that the rob­bers on the hill should be temp­ted to em­bark, when a well-dir­ec­ted fire would kill most of them, no doubt. To cut the es­cape of those who might sur­vive, and to pre­vent more of them com­ing up, Dain War­is was ordered by Doramin to take an armed party of Bu­gis down the river to a cer­tain spot ten miles be­low Patusan, and there form a camp on the shore and block­ade the stream with the ca­noes. I don’t be­lieve for a mo­ment that Doramin feared the ar­rival of fresh forces. My opin­ion is that his con­duct was guided solely by his wish to keep his son out of harm’s way. To pre­vent a rush be­ing made in­to the town the con­struc­tion of a stock­ade was to be com­menced at day­light at the end of the street on the left bank. The old na­k­hoda de­clared his in­ten­tion to com­mand there him­self. A dis­tri­bu­tion of powder, bul­lets, and per­cus­sion caps was made im­me­di­ately un­der the girl’s su­per­vi­sion. Sev­er­al mes­sen­gers were to be dis­patched in dif­fer­ent dir­ec­tions after Jim, whose ex­act where­abouts were un­known. These men star­ted at dawn, but be­fore that time Kassim had man­aged to open com­mu­nic­a­tions with the be­sieged Brown.

			“That ac­com­plished dip­lo­mat­ist and con­fid­ant of the Ra­jah, on leav­ing the fort to go back to his mas­ter, took in­to his boat Cor­neli­us, whom he found slink­ing mutely amongst the people in the court­yard. Kassim had a little plan of his own and wanted him for an in­ter­pret­er. Thus it came about that to­wards morn­ing Brown, re­flect­ing upon the des­per­ate nature of his po­s­i­tion, heard from the marshy over­grown hol­low an am­ic­able, quaver­ing, strained voice cry­ing—in Eng­lish—for per­mis­sion to come up, un­der a prom­ise of per­son­al safety and on a very im­port­ant er­rand. He was over­joyed. If he was spoken to he was no longer a hunted wild beast. These friendly sounds took off at once the aw­ful stress of vi­gil­ant watch­ful­ness as of so many blind men not know­ing whence the deathblow might come. He pre­ten­ded a great re­luct­ance. The voice de­clared it­self ‘a white man. A poor, ruined, old man who had been liv­ing here for years.’ A mist, wet and chilly, lay on the slopes of the hill, and after some more shout­ing from one to the oth­er, Brown called out, ‘Come on, then, but alone, mind!’ As a mat­ter of fact—he told me, writh­ing with rage at the re­col­lec­tion of his help­less­ness—it made no dif­fer­ence. They couldn’t see more than a few yards be­fore them, and no treach­ery could make their po­s­i­tion worse. By-and-by Cor­neli­us, in his week­day at­tire of a ragged dirty shirt and pants, bare­footed, with a broken-rimmed pith hat on his head, was made out vaguely, sid­ling up to the de­fences, hes­it­at­ing, stop­ping to listen in a peer­ing pos­ture. ‘Come along! You are safe,’ yelled Brown, while his men stared. All their hopes of life be­came sud­denly centered in that dilap­id­ated, mean new­comer, who in pro­found si­lence clambered clum­sily over a felled tree-trunk, and shiv­er­ing, with his sour mis­trust­ful face, looked about at the knot of bearded, anxious, sleep­less des­peradoes.

			“Half an hour’s con­fid­en­tial talk with Cor­neli­us opened Brown’s eyes as to the home af­fairs of Patusan. He was on the alert at once. There were pos­sib­il­it­ies, im­mense pos­sib­il­it­ies; but be­fore he would talk over Cor­neli­us’s pro­pos­als he de­man­ded that some food should be sent up as a guar­an­tee of good faith. Cor­neli­us went off, creep­ing slug­gishly down the hill on the side of the Ra­jah’s palace, and after some delay a few of Tunku Al­lang’s men came up, bring­ing a scanty sup­ply of rice, chil­lies, and dried fish. This was im­meas­ur­ably bet­ter than noth­ing. Later on Cor­neli­us re­turned ac­com­pa­ny­ing Kassim, who stepped out with an air of per­fect good-hu­moured trust­ful­ness, in san­dals, and muffled up from neck to ankles in dark-blue sheet­ing. He shook hands with Brown dis­creetly, and the three drew aside for a con­fer­ence. Brown’s men, re­cov­er­ing their con­fid­ence, were slap­ping each oth­er on the back, and cast know­ing glances at their cap­tain while they busied them­selves with pre­par­a­tions for cook­ing.

			“Kassim dis­liked Doramin and his Bu­gis very much, but he hated the new or­der of things still more. It had oc­curred to him that these whites, to­geth­er with the Ra­jah’s fol­low­ers, could at­tack and de­feat the Bu­gis be­fore Jim’s re­turn. Then, he reasoned, gen­er­al de­fec­tion of the towns­folk was sure to fol­low, and the reign of the white man who pro­tec­ted poor people would be over. Af­ter­wards the new al­lies could be dealt with. They would have no friends. The fel­low was per­fectly able to per­ceive the dif­fer­ence of char­ac­ter, and had seen enough of white men to know that these new­comers were out­casts, men without coun­try. Brown pre­served a stern and in­scrut­able de­mean­our. When he first heard Cor­neli­us’s voice de­mand­ing ad­mit­tance, it brought merely the hope of a loop­hole for es­cape. In less than an hour oth­er thoughts were seeth­ing in his head. Urged by an ex­treme ne­ces­sity, he had come there to steal food, a few tons of rub­ber or gum may be, per­haps a hand­ful of dol­lars, and had found him­self en­meshed by deadly dangers. Now in con­sequence of these over­tures from Kassim he began to think of steal­ing the whole coun­try. Some con­foun­ded fel­low had ap­par­ently ac­com­plished some­thing of the kind—single-handed at that. Couldn’t have done it very well though. Per­haps they could work to­geth­er—squeeze everything dry and then go out quietly. In the course of his ne­go­ti­ations with Kassim he be­came aware that he was sup­posed to have a big ship with plenty of men out­side. Kassim begged him earn­estly to have this big ship with his many guns and men brought up the river without delay for the Ra­jah’s ser­vice. Brown pro­fessed him­self will­ing, and on this basis the ne­go­ti­ation was car­ried on with mu­tu­al dis­trust. Three times in the course of the morn­ing the cour­teous and act­ive Kassim went down to con­sult the Ra­jah and came up busily with his long stride. Brown, while bar­gain­ing, had a sort of grim en­joy­ment in think­ing of his wretched schoon­er, with noth­ing but a heap of dirt in her hold, that stood for an armed ship, and a Chi­n­a­man and a lame ex-beach­comber of Levuka on board, who rep­res­en­ted all his many men. In the af­ter­noon he ob­tained fur­ther doles of food, a prom­ise of some money, and a sup­ply of mats for his men to make shel­ters for them­selves. They lay down and snored, pro­tec­ted from the burn­ing sun­shine; but Brown, sit­ting fully ex­posed on one of the felled trees, feasted his eyes upon the view of the town and the river. There was much loot there. Cor­neli­us, who had made him­self at home in the camp, talked at his el­bow, point­ing out the loc­al­it­ies, im­part­ing ad­vice, giv­ing his own ver­sion of Jim’s char­ac­ter, and com­ment­ing in his own fash­ion upon the events of the last three years. Brown, who, ap­par­ently in­dif­fer­ent and gaz­ing away, listened with at­ten­tion to every word, could not make out clearly what sort of man this Jim could be. ‘What’s his name? Jim! Jim! That’s not enough for a man’s name.’ ‘They call him,’ said Cor­neli­us scorn­fully, ‘Tu­an Jim here. As you may say Lord Jim.’ ‘What is he? Where does he come from?’ in­quired Brown. ‘What sort of man is he? Is he an Eng­lish­man?’ ‘Yes, yes, he’s an Eng­lish­man. I am an Eng­lish­man too. From Malacca. He is a fool. All you have to do is to kill him and then you are king here. Everything be­longs to him,’ ex­plained Cor­neli­us. ‘It strikes me he may be made to share with some­body be­fore very long,’ com­men­ted Brown half aloud. ‘No, no. The prop­er way is to kill him the first chance you get, and then you can do what you like,’ Cor­neli­us would in­sist earn­estly. ‘I have lived for many years here, and I am giv­ing you a friend’s ad­vice.’

			“In such con­verse and in gloat­ing over the view of Patusan, which he had de­term­ined in his mind should be­come his prey, Brown whiled away most of the af­ter­noon, his men, mean­time, rest­ing. On that day Dain War­is’s fleet of ca­noes stole one by one un­der the shore farthest from the creek, and went down to close the river against his re­treat. Of this Brown was not aware, and Kassim, who came up the knoll an hour be­fore sun­set, took good care not to en­light­en him. He wanted the white man’s ship to come up the river, and this news, he feared, would be dis­cour­aging. He was very press­ing with Brown to send the ‘or­der,’ of­fer­ing at the same time a trusty mes­sen­ger, who for great­er secrecy (as he ex­plained) would make his way by land to the mouth of the river and de­liv­er the ‘or­der’ on board. After some re­flec­tion Brown judged it ex­pedi­ent to tear a page out of his pock­et­book, on which he simply wrote, ‘We are get­ting on. Big job. De­tain the man.’ The stol­id youth se­lec­ted by Kassim for that ser­vice per­formed it faith­fully, and was re­war­ded by be­ing sud­denly tipped, head first, in­to the schoon­er’s empty hold by the ex-beach­comber and the Chi­n­a­man, who thereupon hastened to put on the hatches. What be­came of him af­ter­wards Brown did not say.”

		
	
		
			XL

			“Brown’s ob­ject was to gain time by fool­ing with Kassim’s dip­lomacy. For do­ing a real stroke of busi­ness he could not help think­ing the white man was the per­son to work with. He could not ima­gine such a chap (who must be con­foun­dedly clev­er after all to get hold of the nat­ives like that) re­fus­ing a help that would do away with the ne­ces­sity for slow, cau­tious, risky cheat­ing, that im­posed it­self as the only pos­sible line of con­duct for a single-handed man. He, Brown, would of­fer him the power. No man could hes­it­ate. Everything was in com­ing to a clear un­der­stand­ing. Of course they would share. The idea of there be­ing a fort—all ready to his hand—a real fort, with ar­til­lery (he knew this from Cor­neli­us), ex­cited him. Let him only once get in and … He would im­pose mod­est con­di­tions. Not too low, though. The man was no fool, it seemed. They would work like broth­ers till … till the time came for a quar­rel and a shot that would settle all ac­counts. With grim im­pa­tience of plun­der he wished him­self to be talk­ing with the man now. The land already seemed to be his to tear to pieces, squeeze, and throw away. Mean­time Kassim had to be fooled for the sake of food first—and for a second string. But the prin­cip­al thing was to get some­thing to eat from day to day. Be­sides, he was not averse to be­gin fight­ing on that Ra­jah’s ac­count, and teach a les­son to those people who had re­ceived him with shots. The lust of battle was upon him.

			“I am sorry that I can’t give you this part of the story, which of course I have mainly from Brown, in Brown’s own words. There was in the broken, vi­ol­ent speech of that man, un­veil­ing be­fore me his thoughts with the very hand of Death upon his throat, an un­dis­guised ruth­less­ness of pur­pose, a strange venge­ful at­ti­tude to­wards his own past, and a blind be­lief in the right­eous­ness of his will against all man­kind, some­thing of that feel­ing which could in­duce the lead­er of a horde of wan­der­ing cut­throats to call him­self proudly the Scourge of God. No doubt the nat­ur­al sense­less fe­ro­city which is the basis of such a char­ac­ter was ex­as­per­ated by fail­ure, ill-luck, and the re­cent priva­tions, as well as by the des­per­ate po­s­i­tion in which he found him­self; but what was most re­mark­able of all was this, that while he planned treach­er­ous al­li­ances, had already settled in his own mind the fate of the white man, and in­trigued in an over­bear­ing, off­hand man­ner with Kassim, one could per­ceive that what he had really de­sired, al­most in spite of him­self, was to play hav­oc with that jungle town which had de­fied him, to see it strewn over with corpses and en­vel­oped in flames. Listen­ing to his piti­less, pant­ing voice, I could ima­gine how he must have looked at it from the hil­lock, peopling it with im­ages of murder and rapine. The part nearest to the creek wore an aban­doned as­pect, though as a mat­ter of fact every house con­cealed a few armed men on the alert. Sud­denly bey­ond the stretch of waste ground, in­ter­spersed with small patches of low dense bush, ex­cav­a­tions, heaps of rub­bish, with trod­den paths between, a man, sol­it­ary and look­ing very small, strolled out in­to the deser­ted open­ing of the street between the shut-up, dark, life­less build­ings at the end. Per­haps one of the in­hab­it­ants, who had fled to the oth­er bank of the river, com­ing back for some ob­ject of do­mest­ic use. Evid­ently he sup­posed him­self quite safe at that dis­tance from the hill on the oth­er side of the creek. A light stock­ade, set up hast­ily, was just round the turn of the street, full of his friends. He moved leis­urely. Brown saw him, and in­stantly called to his side the Yan­kee desert­er, who ac­ted as a sort of second in com­mand. This lanky, loose-join­ted fel­low came for­ward, wooden-faced, trail­ing his rifle lazily. When he un­der­stood what was wanted from him a hom­icid­al and con­ceited smile un­covered his teeth, mak­ing two deep folds down his sal­low, leath­ery cheeks. He prided him­self on be­ing a dead shot. He dropped on one knee, and tak­ing aim from a steady rest through the un­lopped branches of a felled tree, fired, and at once stood up to look. The man, far away, turned his head to the re­port, made an­oth­er step for­ward, seemed to hes­it­ate, and ab­ruptly got down on his hands and knees. In the si­lence that fell upon the sharp crack of the rifle, the dead shot, keep­ing his eyes fixed upon the quarry, guessed that ‘this there coon’s health would nev­er be a source of anxi­ety to his friends any more.’ The man’s limbs were seen to move rap­idly un­der his body in an en­deav­our to run on all-fours. In that empty space arose a mul­ti­tudin­ous shout of dis­may and sur­prise. The man sank flat, face down, and moved no more. ‘That showed them what we could do,’ said Brown to me. ‘Struck the fear of sud­den death in­to them. That was what we wanted. They were two hun­dred to one, and this gave them some­thing to think over for the night. Not one of them had an idea of such a long shot be­fore. That beg­gar be­long­ing to the Ra­jah scooted down­hill with his eyes hanging out of his head.’

			“As he was telling me this he tried with a shak­ing hand to wipe the thin foam on his blue lips. ‘Two hun­dred to one. Two hun­dred to one … strike ter­ror … ter­ror, ter­ror, I tell you. …’ His own eyes were start­ing out of their sock­ets. He fell back, claw­ing the air with skinny fin­gers, sat up again, bowed and hairy, glared at me side­ways like some man-beast of folk­lore, with open mouth in his miser­able and aw­ful agony be­fore he got his speech back after that fit. There are sights one nev­er for­gets.

			“Fur­ther­more, to draw the en­emy’s fire and loc­ate such parties as might have been hid­ing in the bushes along the creek, Brown ordered the So­lomon Is­lander to go down to the boat and bring an oar, as you send a span­iel after a stick in­to the wa­ter. This failed, and the fel­low came back without a single shot hav­ing been fired at him from any­where. ‘There’s nobody,’ opined some of the men. It is ‘on­nat­ur­al,’ re­marked the Yan­kee. Kassim had gone, by that time, very much im­pressed, pleased too, and also un­easy. Pur­su­ing his tor­tu­ous policy, he had dis­patched a mes­sage to Dain War­is warn­ing him to look out for the white men’s ship, which, he had had in­form­a­tion, was about to come up the river. He min­im­ised its strength and ex­hor­ted him to op­pose its pas­sage. This double-deal­ing answered his pur­pose, which was to keep the Bu­gis forces di­vided and to weak­en them by fight­ing. On the oth­er hand, he had in the course of that day sent word to the as­sembled Bu­gis chiefs in town, as­sur­ing them that he was try­ing to in­duce the in­vaders to re­tire; his mes­sages to the fort asked earn­estly for powder for the Ra­jah’s men. It was a long time since Tunku Al­lang had had am­muni­tion for the score or so of old mus­kets rust­ing in their arm-racks in the audi­ence-hall. The open in­ter­course between the hill and the palace un­settled all the minds. It was already time for men to take sides, it began to be said. There would soon be much blood­shed, and there­after great trouble for many people. The so­cial fab­ric of or­derly, peace­ful life, when every man was sure of to­mor­row, the edi­fice raised by Jim’s hands, seemed on that even­ing ready to col­lapse in­to a ru­in reek­ing with blood. The poorer folk were already tak­ing to the bush or fly­ing up the river. A good many of the up­per class judged it ne­ces­sary to go and pay their court to the Ra­jah. The Ra­jah’s youths jostled them rudely. Old Tunku Al­lang, al­most out of his mind with fear and in­de­cision, either kept a sul­len si­lence or ab­used them vi­ol­ently for dar­ing to come with empty hands: they de­par­ted very much frightened; only old Doramin kept his coun­try­men to­geth­er and pur­sued his tac­tics in­flex­ibly. En­throned in a big chair be­hind the im­pro­vised stock­ade, he is­sued his or­ders in a deep veiled rumble, un­moved, like a deaf man, in the fly­ing ru­mours.

			“Dusk fell, hid­ing first the body of the dead man, which had been left ly­ing with arms out­stretched as if nailed to the ground, and then the re­volving sphere of the night rolled smoothly over Patusan and came to a rest, shower­ing the glit­ter of count­less worlds upon the earth. Again, in the ex­posed part of the town big fires blazed along the only street, re­veal­ing from dis­tance to dis­tance upon their glares the fall­ing straight lines of roofs, the frag­ments of wattled walls jumbled in con­fu­sion, here and there a whole hut el­ev­ated in the glow upon the ver­tic­al black stripes of a group of high piles and all this line of dwell­ings, re­vealed in patches by the sway­ing flames, seemed to flick­er tor­tu­ously away up­river in­to the gloom at the heart of the land. A great si­lence, in which the looms of suc­cess­ive fires played without noise, ex­ten­ded in­to the dark­ness at the foot of the hill; but the oth­er bank of the river, all dark save for a sol­it­ary bon­fire at the river-front be­fore the fort, sent out in­to the air an in­creas­ing tremor that might have been the stamp­ing of a mul­ti­tude of feet, the hum of many voices, or the fall of an im­mensely dis­tant wa­ter­fall. It was then, Brown con­fessed to me, while, turn­ing his back on his men, he sat look­ing at it all, that not­with­stand­ing his dis­dain, his ruth­less faith in him­self, a feel­ing came over him that at last he had run his head against a stone wall. Had his boat been afloat at the time, he be­lieved he would have tried to steal away, tak­ing his chances of a long chase down the river and of star­va­tion at sea. It is very doubt­ful wheth­er he would have suc­ceeded in get­ting away. How­ever, he didn’t try this. For an­oth­er mo­ment he had a passing thought of try­ing to rush the town, but he per­ceived very well that in the end he would find him­self in the lighted street, where they would be shot down like dogs from the houses. They were two hun­dred to one—he thought, while his men, hud­dling round two heaps of smoul­der­ing em­bers, munched the last of the ba­na­nas and roas­ted the few yams they owed to Kassim’s dip­lomacy. Cor­neli­us sat amongst them doz­ing sulkily.

			“Then one of the whites re­membered that some to­bacco had been left in the boat, and, en­cour­aged by the im­pun­ity of the So­lomon Is­lander, said he would go to fetch it. At this all the oth­ers shook off their des­pond­ency. Brown ap­plied to, said, ‘Go, and be d—d to you,’ scorn­fully. He didn’t think there was any danger in go­ing to the creek in the dark. The man threw a leg over the tree-trunk and dis­ap­peared. A mo­ment later he was heard clam­ber­ing in­to the boat and then clam­ber­ing out. ‘I’ve got it,’ he cried. A flash and a re­port at the very foot of the hill fol­lowed. ‘I am hit,’ yelled the man. ‘Look out, look out—I am hit,’ and in­stantly all the rifles went off. The hill squir­ted fire and noise in­to the night like a little vol­cano, and when Brown and the Yan­kee with curses and cuffs stopped the pan­ic-stricken fir­ing, a pro­found, weary groan floated up from the creek, suc­ceeded by a plaint whose heartrend­ing sad­ness was like some pois­on turn­ing the blood cold in the veins. Then a strong voice pro­nounced sev­er­al dis­tinct in­com­pre­hens­ible words some­where bey­ond the creek. ‘Let no one fire,’ shouted Brown. ‘What does it mean?’ … ‘Do you hear on the hill? Do you hear? Do you hear?’ re­peated the voice three times. Cor­neli­us trans­lated, and then promp­ted the an­swer. ‘Speak,’ cried Brown, ‘we hear.’ Then the voice, de­claim­ing in the son­or­ous in­flated tone of a her­ald, and shift­ing con­tinu­ally on the edge of the vague waste­land, pro­claimed that between the men of the Bu­gis na­tion liv­ing in Patusan and the white men on the hill and those with them, there would be no faith, no com­pas­sion, no speech, no peace. A bush rustled; a haphaz­ard vol­ley rang out. ‘Dam’ fool­ish­ness,’ muttered the Yan­kee, vex­edly ground­ing the butt. Cor­neli­us trans­lated. The wounded man be­low the hill, after cry­ing out twice, ‘Take me up! take me up!’ went on com­plain­ing in moans. While he had kept on the blackened earth of the slope, and af­ter­wards crouch­ing in the boat, he had been safe enough. It seems that in his joy at find­ing the to­bacco he for­got him­self and jumped out on her off­side, as it were. The white boat, ly­ing high and dry, showed him up; the creek was no more than sev­en yards wide in that place, and there happened to be a man crouch­ing in the bush on the oth­er bank.

			“He was a Bu­gis of Tondano only lately come to Patusan, and a re­la­tion of the man shot in the af­ter­noon. That fam­ous long shot had in­deed ap­palled the be­hold­ers. The man in ut­ter se­cur­ity had been struck down, in full view of his friends, drop­ping with a joke on his lips, and they seemed to see in the act an at­ro­city which had stirred a bit­ter rage. That re­la­tion of his, Si-Lapa by name, was then with Doramin in the stock­ade only a few feet away. You who know these chaps must ad­mit that the fel­low showed an un­usu­al pluck by vo­lun­teer­ing to carry the mes­sage, alone, in the dark. Creep­ing across the open ground, he had de­vi­ated to the left and found him­self op­pos­ite the boat. He was startled when Brown’s man shouted. He came to a sit­ting po­s­i­tion with his gun to his shoulder, and when the oth­er jumped out, ex­pos­ing him­self, he pulled the trig­ger and lodged three jagged slugs point-blank in­to the poor wretch’s stom­ach. Then, ly­ing flat on his face, he gave him­self up for dead, while a thin hail of lead chopped and swished the bushes close on his right hand; af­ter­wards he de­livered his speech shout­ing, bent double, dodging all the time in cov­er. With the last word he leaped side­ways, lay close for a while, and af­ter­wards got back to the houses un­harmed, hav­ing achieved on that night such a renown as his chil­dren will not will­ingly al­low to die.

			“And on the hill the for­lorn band let the two little heaps of em­bers go out un­der their bowed heads. They sat de­jec­ted on the ground with com­pressed lips and down­cast eyes, listen­ing to their com­rade be­low. He was a strong man and died hard, with moans now loud, now sink­ing to a strange con­fid­en­tial note of pain. Some­times he shrieked, and again, after a peri­od of si­lence, he could be heard mut­ter­ing de­li­ri­ously a long and un­in­tel­li­gible com­plaint. Nev­er for a mo­ment did he cease.

			“ ‘What’s the good?’ Brown had said un­moved once, see­ing the Yan­kee, who had been swear­ing un­der his breath, pre­pare to go down. ‘That’s so,’ as­sen­ted the desert­er, re­luct­antly de­sist­ing. ‘There’s no en­cour­age­ment for wounded men here. Only his noise is cal­cu­lated to make all the oth­ers think too much of the here­after, cap’n.’ ‘Wa­ter!’ cried the wounded man in an ex­traordin­ar­ily clear vig­or­ous voice, and then went off moan­ing feebly. ‘Ay, wa­ter. Wa­ter will do it,’ muttered the oth­er to him­self, resign­edly. ‘Plenty by-and-by. The tide is flow­ing.’

			“At last the tide flowed, si­len­cing the plaint and the cries of pain, and the dawn was near when Brown, sit­ting with his chin in the palm of his hand be­fore Patusan, as one might stare at the un­scal­able side of a moun­tain, heard the brief ringing bark of a brass six-pound­er far away in town some­where. ‘What’s this?’ he asked of Cor­neli­us, who hung about him. Cor­neli­us listened. A muffled roar­ing shout rolled down­river over the town; a big drum began to throb, and oth­ers re­spon­ded, pulsat­ing and dron­ing. Tiny scattered lights began to twinkle in the dark half of the town, while the part lighted by the loom of fires hummed with a deep and pro­longed mur­mur. ‘He has come,’ said Cor­neli­us. ‘What? Already? Are you sure?’ Brown asked. ‘Yes! yes! Sure. Listen to the noise.’ ‘What are they mak­ing that row about?’ pur­sued Brown. ‘For joy,’ snorted Cor­neli­us; ‘he is a very great man, but all the same, he knows no more than a child, and so they make a great noise to please him, be­cause they know no bet­ter.’ ‘Look here,’ said Brown, ‘how is one to get at him?’ ‘He shall come to talk to you,’ Cor­neli­us de­clared. ‘What do you mean? Come down here strolling as it were?’ Cor­neli­us nod­ded vig­or­ously in the dark. ‘Yes. He will come straight here and talk to you. He is just like a fool. You shall see what a fool he is.’ Brown was in­cred­u­lous. ‘You shall see; you shall see,’ re­peated Cor­neli­us. ‘He is not afraid—not afraid of any­thing. He will come and or­der you to leave his people alone. Every­body must leave his people alone. He is like a little child. He will come to you straight.’ Alas! he knew Jim well—that ‘mean little skunk,’ as Brown called him to me. ‘Yes, cer­tainly,’ he pur­sued with ar­dour, ‘and then, cap­tain, you tell that tall man with a gun to shoot him. Just you kill him, and you will fright­en every­body so much that you can do any­thing you like with them af­ter­wards—get what you like—go away when you like. Ha! ha! ha! Fine. …’ He al­most danced with im­pa­tience and eager­ness; and Brown, look­ing over his shoulder at him, could see, shown up by the piti­less dawn, his men drenched with dew, sit­ting amongst the cold ashes and the lit­ter of the camp, hag­gard, cowed, and in rags.”

		
	
		
			XLI

			“To the very last mo­ment, till the full day came upon them with a spring, the fires on the west bank blazed bright and clear; and then Brown saw in a knot of col­oured fig­ures mo­tion­less between the ad­vanced houses a man in European clothes, in a hel­met, all white. ‘That’s him; look! look!’ Cor­neli­us said ex­citedly. All Brown’s men had sprung up and crowded at his back with lustre­less eyes. The group of vivid col­ours and dark faces with the white fig­ure in their midst were ob­serving the knoll. Brown could see na­ked arms be­ing raised to shade the eyes and oth­er brown arms point­ing. What should he do? He looked around, and the forests that faced him on all sides walled the cock­pit of an un­equal con­test. He looked once more at his men. A con­tempt, a wear­i­ness, the de­sire of life, the wish to try for one more chance—for some oth­er grave—struggled in his breast. From the out­line the fig­ure presen­ted it seemed to him that the white man there, backed up by all the power of the land, was ex­amin­ing his po­s­i­tion through bin­ocu­lars. Brown jumped up on the log, throw­ing his arms up, the palms out­wards. The col­oured group closed round the white man, and fell back twice be­fore he got clear of them, walk­ing slowly alone. Brown re­mained stand­ing on the log till Jim, ap­pear­ing and dis­ap­pear­ing between the patches of thorny scrub, had nearly reached the creek; then Brown jumped off and went down to meet him on his side.

			“They met, I should think, not very far from the place, per­haps on the very spot, where Jim took the second des­per­ate leap of his life—the leap that landed him in­to the life of Patusan, in­to the trust, the love, the con­fid­ence of the people. They faced each oth­er across the creek, and with steady eyes tried to un­der­stand each oth­er be­fore they opened their lips. Their ant­ag­on­ism must have been ex­pressed in their glances; I know that Brown hated Jim at first sight. Whatever hopes he might have had van­ished at once. This was not the man he had ex­pec­ted to see. He hated him for this—and in a checked flan­nel shirt with sleeves cut off at the el­bows, grey bearded, with a sunken, sun-blackened face—he cursed in his heart the oth­er’s youth and as­sur­ance, his clear eyes and his un­troubled bear­ing. That fel­low had got in a long way be­fore him! He did not look like a man who would be will­ing to give any­thing for as­sist­ance. He had all the ad­vant­ages on his side—pos­ses­sion, se­cur­ity, power; he was on the side of an over­whelm­ing force! He was not hungry and des­per­ate, and he did not seem in the least afraid. And there was some­thing in the very neat­ness of Jim’s clothes, from the white hel­met to the can­vas leg­gings and the pipe­clayed shoes, which in Brown’s sombre ir­rit­ated eyes seemed to be­long to things he had in the very shap­ing of his life con­demned and flouted.

			“ ‘Who are you?’ asked Jim at last, speak­ing in his usu­al voice. ‘My name’s Brown,’ answered the oth­er, loudly; ‘Cap­tain Brown. What’s yours?’ and Jim after a little pause went on quietly, as if he had not heard: ‘What made you come here?’ ‘You want to know,’ said Brown bit­terly. ‘It’s easy to tell. Hun­ger. And what made you?’

			“ ‘The fel­low star­ted at this,’ said Brown, re­lat­ing to me the open­ing of this strange con­ver­sa­tion between those two men, sep­ar­ated only by the muddy bed of a creek, but stand­ing on the op­pos­ite poles of that con­cep­tion of life which in­cludes all man­kind—‘The fel­low star­ted at this and got very red in the face. Too big to be ques­tioned, I sup­pose. I told him that if he looked upon me as a dead man with whom you may take liber­ties, he him­self was not a whit bet­ter off really. I had a fel­low up there who had a bead drawn on him all the time, and only waited for a sign from me. There was noth­ing to be shocked at in this. He had come down of his own free will. “Let us agree,” said I, “that we are both dead men, and let us talk on that basis, as equals. We are all equal be­fore death,” I said. I ad­mit­ted I was there like a rat in a trap, but we had been driv­en to it, and even a trapped rat can give a bite. He caught me up in a mo­ment. “Not if you don’t go near the trap till the rat is dead.” I told him that sort of game was good enough for these nat­ive friends of his, but I would have thought him too white to serve even a rat so. Yes, I had wanted to talk with him. Not to beg for my life, though. My fel­lows were—well—what they were—men like him­self, any­how. All we wanted from him was to come on in the dev­il’s name and have it out. “God d—n it,” said I, while he stood there as still as a wooden post, “you don’t want to come out here every day with your glasses to count how many of us are left on our feet. Come. Either bring your in­fernal crowd along or let us go out and starve in the open sea, by God! You have been white once, for all your tall talk of this be­ing your own people and you be­ing one with them. Are you? And what the dev­il do you get for it; what is it you’ve found here that is so d—d pre­cious? Hey? You don’t want us to come down here per­haps—do you? You are two hun­dred to one. You don’t want us to come down in­to the open. Ah! I prom­ise you we shall give you some sport be­fore you’ve done. You talk about me mak­ing a cow­ardly set upon un­of­fend­ing people. What’s that to me that they are un­of­fend­ing, when I am starving for next to no of­fence? But I am not a cow­ard. Don’t you be one. Bring them along or, by all the fiends, we shall yet man­age to send half your un­of­fend­ing town to heav­en with us in smoke!” ’

			“He was ter­rible—re­lat­ing this to me—this tor­tured skel­et­on of a man drawn up to­geth­er with his face over his knees, upon a miser­able bed in that wretched hov­el, and lift­ing his head to look at me with ma­lig­nant tri­umph.

			“ ‘That’s what I told him—I knew what to say,’ he began again, feebly at first, but work­ing him­self up with in­cred­ible speed in­to a fiery ut­ter­ance of his scorn. ‘We aren’t go­ing in­to the forest to wander like a string of liv­ing skel­et­ons drop­ping one after an­oth­er for ants to go to work upon us be­fore we are fairly dead. Oh no! … “You don’t de­serve a bet­ter fate,” he said. “And what do you de­serve,” I shouted at him, “you that I find skulk­ing here with your mouth full of your re­spons­ib­il­ity, of in­no­cent lives, of your in­fernal duty? What do you know more of me than I know of you? I came here for food. D’ye hear?—food to fill our bel­lies. And what did you come for? What did you ask for when you came here? We don’t ask you for any­thing but to give us a fight or a clear road to go back whence we came. …” “I would fight with you now,” says he, pulling at his little mous­tache. “And I would let you shoot me, and wel­come,” I said. “This is as good a jump­ing-off place for me as an­oth­er. I am sick of my in­fernal luck. But it would be too easy. There are my men in the same boat—and, by God, I am not the sort to jump out of trouble and leave them in a d—d lurch,” I said. He stood think­ing for a while and then wanted to know what I had done (“out there” he says, toss­ing his head down­stream) to be hazed about so. “Have we met to tell each oth­er the story of our lives?” I asked him. “Sup­pose you be­gin. No? Well, I am sure I don’t want to hear. Keep it to your­self. I know it is no bet­ter than mine. I’ve lived—and so did you though you talk as if you were one of those people that should have wings so as to go about without touch­ing the dirty earth. Well—it is dirty. I haven’t got any wings. I am here be­cause I was afraid once in my life. Want to know what of? Of a pris­on. That scares me, and you may know it—if it’s any good to you. I won’t ask you what scared you in­to this in­fernal hole, where you seem to have found pretty pick­ings. That’s your luck and this is mine—the priv­ilege to beg for the fa­vour of be­ing shot quickly, or else kicked out to go free and starve in my own way.” ’ …

			“His de­bil­it­ated body shook with an ex­ulta­tion so vehe­ment, so as­sured, and so ma­li­cious that it seemed to have driv­en off the death wait­ing for him in that hut. The corpse of his mad self-love up­rose from rags and des­ti­tu­tion as from the dark hor­rors of a tomb. It is im­possible to say how much he lied to Jim then, how much he lied to me now—and to him­self al­ways. Van­ity plays lur­id tricks with our memory, and the truth of every pas­sion wants some pre­tence to make it live. Stand­ing at the gate of the oth­er world in the guise of a beg­gar, he had slapped this world’s face, he had spat on it, he had thrown upon it an im­mens­ity of scorn and re­volt at the bot­tom of his mis­deeds. He had over­come them all—men, wo­men, sav­ages, traders, ruf­fi­ans, mis­sion­ar­ies—and Jim—that beefy-faced beg­gar. I did not be­grudge him this tri­umph in ar­tic­ulo mor­tis, this al­most posthum­ous il­lu­sion of hav­ing trampled all the earth un­der his feet. While he was boast­ing to me, in his sor­did and re­puls­ive agony, I couldn’t help think­ing of the chuck­ling talk re­lat­ing to the time of his greatest splend­our when, dur­ing a year or more, Gen­tle­man Brown’s ship was to be seen, for many days on end, hov­er­ing off an is­let be­fringed with green upon azure, with the dark dot of the mis­sion-house on a white beach; while Gen­tle­man Brown, ashore, was cast­ing his spells over a ro­mantic girl for whom Melane­sia had been too much, and giv­ing hopes of a re­mark­able con­ver­sion to her hus­band. The poor man, some time or oth­er, had been heard to ex­press the in­ten­tion of win­ning ‘Cap­tain Brown to a bet­ter way of life.’ … ‘Bag Gen­tle­man Brown for Glory’—as a leery-eyed loafer ex­pressed it once—‘just to let them see up above what a West­ern Pa­cific trad­ing skip­per looks like.’ And this was the man, too, who had run off with a dy­ing wo­man, and had shed tears over her body. ‘Car­ried on like a big baby,’ his then mate was nev­er tired of telling, ‘and where the fun came in may I be kicked to death by dis­eased Kana­kas if I know. Why, gents! she was too far gone when he brought her aboard to know him; she just lay there on her back in his bunk star­ing at the beam with aw­ful shin­ing eyes—and then she died. Dam’ bad sort of fever, I guess. …’ I re­membered all these stor­ies while, wip­ing his mat­ted lump of a beard with a liv­id hand, he was telling me from his noi­some couch how he got round, got in, got home, on that con­foun­ded, im­macu­late, don’t-you-touch-me sort of fel­low. He ad­mit­ted that he couldn’t be scared, but there was a way, ‘as broad as a turn­pike, to get in and shake his two­penny soul around and in­side out and up­side down—by God!’ ”

		
	
		
			XLII

			“I don’t think he could do more than per­haps look upon that straight path. He seemed to have been puzzled by what he saw, for he in­ter­rup­ted him­self in his nar­rat­ive more than once to ex­claim, ‘He nearly slipped from me there. I could not make him out. Who was he?’ And after glar­ing at me wildly he would go on, ju­bil­at­ing and sneer­ing. To me the con­ver­sa­tion of these two across the creek ap­pears now as the dead­li­est kind of duel on which Fate looked on with her cold-eyed know­ledge of the end. No, he didn’t turn Jim’s soul in­side out, but I am much mis­taken if the spir­it so ut­terly out of his reach had not been made to taste to the full the bit­ter­ness of that con­test. These were the emis­sar­ies with whom the world he had re­nounced was pur­su­ing him in his re­treat. White men from ‘out there’ where he did not think him­self good enough to live. This was all that came to him—a men­ace, a shock, a danger to his work. I sup­pose it is this sad, half-re­sent­ful, half-resigned feel­ing, pier­cing through the few words Jim said now and then, that puzzled Brown so much in the read­ing of his char­ac­ter. Some great men owe most of their great­ness to the abil­ity of de­tect­ing in those they des­tine for their tools the ex­act qual­ity of strength that mat­ters for their work, and Brown, as though he had been really great, had a satan­ic gift of find­ing out the best and the weak­est spot in his vic­tims. He ad­mit­ted to me that Jim wasn’t of the sort that can be got over by truck­ling, and ac­cord­ingly he took care to show him­self as a man con­front­ing without dis­may ill-luck, cen­sure, and dis­aster. The smug­gling of a few guns was no great crime, he poin­ted out. As to com­ing to Patusan, who had the right to say he hadn’t come to beg? The in­fernal people here let loose at him from both banks without stay­ing to ask ques­tions. He made the point brazenly, for, in truth, Dain War­is’s en­er­get­ic ac­tion had pre­ven­ted the greatest calam­it­ies; be­cause Brown told me dis­tinctly that, per­ceiv­ing the size of the place, he had re­solved in­stantly in his mind that as soon as he had gained a foot­ing he would set fire right and left, and be­gin by shoot­ing down everything liv­ing in sight, in or­der to cow and ter­rify the pop­u­la­tion. The dis­pro­por­tion of forces was so great that this was the only way giv­ing him the slight­est chance of at­tain­ing his ends—he ar­gued in a fit of cough­ing. But he didn’t tell Jim this. As to the hard­ships and star­va­tion they had gone through, these had been very real; it was enough to look at his band. He made, at the sound of a shrill whistle, all his men ap­pear stand­ing in a row on the logs in full view, so that Jim could see them. For the killing of the man, it had been done—well, it had—but was not this war, bloody war—in a corner? and the fel­low had been killed cleanly, shot through the chest, not like that poor dev­il of his ly­ing now in the creek. They had to listen to him dy­ing for six hours, with his en­trails torn with slugs. At any rate this was a life for a life. … And all this was said with the wear­i­ness, with the reck­less­ness of a man spurred on and on by ill-luck till he cares not where he runs. When he asked Jim, with a sort of brusque des­pair­ing frank­ness, wheth­er he him­self—straight now—didn’t un­der­stand that when ‘it came to sav­ing one’s life in the dark, one didn’t care who else went—three, thirty, three hun­dred people’—it was as if a de­mon had been whis­per­ing ad­vice in his ear. ‘I made him wince,’ boas­ted Brown to me. ‘He very soon left off com­ing the right­eous over me. He just stood there with noth­ing to say, and look­ing as black as thun­der—not at me—on the ground.’ He asked Jim wheth­er he had noth­ing fishy in his life to re­mem­ber that he was so damnedly hard upon a man try­ing to get out of a deadly hole by the first means that came to hand—and so on, and so on. And there ran through the rough talk a vein of subtle ref­er­ence to their com­mon blood, an as­sump­tion of com­mon ex­per­i­ence; a sick­en­ing sug­ges­tion of com­mon guilt, of secret know­ledge that was like a bond of their minds and of their hearts.

			“At last Brown threw him­self down full length and watched Jim out of the corners of his eyes. Jim on his side of the creek stood think­ing and switch­ing his leg. The houses in view were si­lent, as if a pes­ti­lence had swept them clean of every breath of life; but many in­vis­ible eyes were turned, from with­in, upon the two men with the creek between them, a stran­ded white boat, and the body of the third man half sunk in the mud. On the river ca­noes were mov­ing again, for Patusan was re­cov­er­ing its be­lief in the sta­bil­ity of earthly in­sti­tu­tions since the re­turn of the white lord. The right bank, the plat­forms of the houses, the rafts moored along the shores, even the roofs of bathing-huts, were covered with people that, far away out of earshot and al­most out of sight, were strain­ing their eyes to­wards the knoll bey­ond the Ra­jah’s stock­ade. With­in the wide ir­reg­u­lar ring of forests, broken in two places by the sheen of the river, there was a si­lence. ‘Will you prom­ise to leave the coast?’ Jim asked. Brown lif­ted and let fall his hand, giv­ing everything up as it were—ac­cept­ing the in­ev­it­able. ‘And sur­render your arms?’ Jim went on. Brown sat up and glared across. ‘Sur­render our arms! Not till you come to take them out of our stiff hands. You think I am gone crazy with funk? Oh no! That and the rags I stand in is all I have got in the world, be­sides a few more breech­load­ers on board; and I ex­pect to sell the lot in Mad­a­gas­car, if I ever get so far—beg­ging my way from ship to ship.’

			“Jim said noth­ing to this. At last, throw­ing away the switch he held in his hand, he said, as if speak­ing to him­self, ‘I don’t know wheth­er I have the power.’ … ‘You don’t know! And you wanted me just now to give up my arms! That’s good, too,’ cried Brown. ‘Sup­pose they say one thing to you, and do the oth­er thing to me.’ He calmed down markedly. ‘I dare say you have the power, or what’s the mean­ing of all this talk?’ he con­tin­ued. ‘What did you come down here for? To pass the time of day?’

			“ ‘Very well,’ said Jim, lift­ing his head sud­denly after a long si­lence. ‘You shall have a clear road or else a clear fight.’ He turned on his heel and walked away.

			“Brown got up at once, but he did not go up the hill till he had seen Jim dis­ap­pear between the first houses. He nev­er set his eyes on him again. On his way back he met Cor­neli­us slouch­ing down with his head between his shoulders. He stopped be­fore Brown. ‘Why didn’t you kill him?’ he de­man­ded in a sour, dis­con­ten­ted voice. ‘Be­cause I could do bet­ter than that,’ Brown said with an amused smile. ‘Nev­er! nev­er!’ pro­tested Cor­neli­us with en­ergy. ‘Couldn’t. I have lived here for many years.’ Brown looked up at him curi­ously. There were many sides to the life of that place in arms against him; things he would nev­er find out. Cor­neli­us slunk past de­jec­tedly in the dir­ec­tion of the river. He was now leav­ing his new friends; he ac­cep­ted the dis­ap­point­ing course of events with a sulky ob­stin­acy which seemed to draw more to­geth­er his little yel­low old face; and as he went down he glanced askant here and there, nev­er giv­ing up his fixed idea.

			“Hence­forth events move fast without a check, flow­ing from the very hearts of men like a stream from a dark source, and we see Jim amongst them, mostly through Tamb’ It­am’s eyes. The girl’s eyes had watched him too, but her life is too much en­twined with his: there is her pas­sion, her won­der, her an­ger, and, above all, her fear and her un­for­giv­ing love. Of the faith­ful ser­vant, un­com­pre­hend­ing as the rest of them, it is the fi­del­ity alone that comes in­to play; a fi­del­ity and a be­lief in his lord so strong that even amazement is sub­dued to a sort of saddened ac­cept­ance of a mys­ter­i­ous fail­ure. He has eyes only for one fig­ure, and through all the mazes of be­wil­der­ment he pre­serves his air of guard­i­an­ship, of obed­i­ence, of care.

			“His mas­ter came back from his talk with the white men, walk­ing slowly to­wards the stock­ade in the street. Every­body was re­joiced to see him re­turn, for while he was away every man had been afraid not only of him be­ing killed, but also of what would come after. Jim went in­to one of the houses, where old Doramin had re­tired, and re­mained alone for a long time with the head of the Bu­gis set­tlers. No doubt he dis­cussed the course to fol­low with him then, but no man was present at the con­ver­sa­tion. Only Tamb’ It­am, keep­ing as close to the door as he could, heard his mas­ter say, ‘Yes. I shall let all the people know that such is my wish; but I spoke to you, O Doramin, be­fore all the oth­ers, and alone; for you know my heart as well as I know yours and its greatest de­sire. And you know well also that I have no thought but for the people’s good.’ Then his mas­ter, lift­ing the sheet­ing in the door­way, went out, and he, Tamb’ It­am, had a glimpse of old Doramin with­in, sit­ting in the chair with his hands on his knees, and look­ing between his feet. Af­ter­wards he fol­lowed his mas­ter to the fort, where all the prin­cip­al Bu­gis and Patusan in­hab­it­ants had been summoned for a talk. Tamb’ It­am him­self hoped there would be some fight­ing. ‘What was it but the tak­ing of an­oth­er hill?’ he ex­claimed re­gret­fully. How­ever, in the town many hoped that the ra­pa­cious strangers would be in­duced, by the sight of so many brave men mak­ing ready to fight, to go away. It would be a good thing if they went away. Since Jim’s ar­rival had been made known be­fore day­light by the gun fired from the fort and the beat­ing of the big drum there, the fear that had hung over Patusan had broken and sub­sided like a wave on a rock, leav­ing the seeth­ing foam of ex­cite­ment, curi­os­ity, and end­less spec­u­la­tion. Half of the pop­u­la­tion had been ous­ted out of their homes for pur­poses of de­fence, and were liv­ing in the street on the left side of the river, crowding round the fort, and in mo­ment­ary ex­pect­a­tion of see­ing their aban­doned dwell­ings on the threatened bank burst in­to flames. The gen­er­al anxi­ety was to see the mat­ter settled quickly. Food, through Jew­el’s care, had been served out to the refugees. Nobody knew what their white man would do. Some re­marked that it was worse than in Sherif Ali’s war. Then many people did not care; now every­body had some­thing to lose. The move­ments of ca­noes passing to and fro between the two parts of the town were watched with in­terest. A couple of Bu­gis war-boats lay anchored in the middle of the stream to pro­tect the river, and a thread of smoke stood at the bow of each; the men in them were cook­ing their mid­day rice when Jim, after his in­ter­views with Brown and Doramin, crossed the river and entered by the wa­ter-gate of his fort. The people in­side crowded round him, so that he could hardly make his way to the house. They had not seen him be­fore, be­cause on his ar­rival dur­ing the night he had only ex­changed a few words with the girl, who had come down to the land­ing-stage for the pur­pose, and had then gone on at once to join the chiefs and the fight­ing men on the oth­er bank. People shouted greet­ings after him. One old wo­man raised a laugh by push­ing her way to the front madly and en­join­ing him in a scold­ing voice to see to it that her two sons, who were with Doramin, did not come to harm at the hands of the rob­bers. Sev­er­al of the bystand­ers tried to pull her away, but she struggled and cried, ‘Let me go. What is this, O Muslims? This laughter is un­seemly. Are they not cruel, bloodthirsty rob­bers bent on killing?’ ‘Let her be,’ said Jim, and as a si­lence fell sud­denly, he said slowly, ‘Every­body shall be safe.’ He entered the house be­fore the great sigh, and the loud mur­murs of sat­is­fac­tion, had died out.

			“There’s no doubt his mind was made up that Brown should have his way clear back to the sea. His fate, re­vol­ted, was for­cing his hand. He had for the first time to af­firm his will in the face of out­spoken op­pos­i­tion. ‘There was much talk, and at first my mas­ter was si­lent,’ Tamb’ It­am said. ‘Dark­ness came, and then I lit the candles on the long table. The chiefs sat on each side, and the lady re­mained by my mas­ter’s right hand.’

			“When he began to speak, the un­ac­cus­tomed dif­fi­culty seemed only to fix his re­solve more im­mov­ably. The white men were now wait­ing for his an­swer on the hill. Their chief had spoken to him in the lan­guage of his own people, mak­ing clear many things dif­fi­cult to ex­plain in any oth­er speech. They were erring men whom suf­fer­ing had made blind to right and wrong. It is true that lives had been lost already, but why lose more? He de­clared to his hear­ers, the as­sembled heads of the people, that their wel­fare was his wel­fare, their losses his losses, their mourn­ing his mourn­ing. He looked round at the grave listen­ing faces and told them to re­mem­ber that they had fought and worked side by side. They knew his cour­age … Here a mur­mur in­ter­rup­ted him … And that he had nev­er de­ceived them. For many years they had dwelt to­geth­er. He loved the land and the people liv­ing in it with a very great love. He was ready to an­swer with his life for any harm that should come to them if the white men with beards were al­lowed to re­tire. They were evil­do­ers, but their des­tiny had been evil, too. Had he ever ad­vised them ill? Had his words ever brought suf­fer­ing to the people? he asked. He be­lieved that it would be best to let these whites and their fol­low­ers go with their lives. It would be a small gift. ‘I whom you have tried and found al­ways true ask you to let them go.’ He turned to Doramin. The old na­k­hoda made no move­ment. ‘Then,’ said Jim, ‘call in Dain War­is, your son, my friend, for in this busi­ness I shall not lead.’ ”

		
	
		
			XLIII

			“Tamb’ It­am be­hind his chair was thun­der­struck. The de­clar­a­tion pro­duced an im­mense sen­sa­tion. ‘Let them go be­cause this is best in my know­ledge which has nev­er de­ceived you,’ Jim in­sisted. There was a si­lence. In the dark­ness of the court­yard could be heard the sub­dued whis­per­ing, shuff­ling noise of many people. Doramin raised his heavy head and said that there was no more read­ing of hearts than touch­ing the sky with the hand, but—he con­sen­ted. The oth­ers gave their opin­ion in turn. ‘It is best,’ ‘Let them go,’ and so on. But most of them simply said that they ‘be­lieved Tu­an Jim.’

			“In this simple form of as­sent to his will lies the whole gist of the situ­ation; their creed, his truth; and the testi­mony to that faith­ful­ness which made him in his own eyes the equal of the im­pec­cable men who nev­er fall out of the ranks. Stein’s words, ‘Ro­mantic!—Ro­mantic!’ seem to ring over those dis­tances that will nev­er give him up now to a world in­dif­fer­ent to his fail­ings and his vir­tues, and to that ar­dent and cling­ing af­fec­tion that re­fuses him the dole of tears in the be­wil­der­ment of a great grief and of etern­al sep­ar­a­tion. From the mo­ment the sheer truth­ful­ness of his last three years of life car­ries the day against the ig­nor­ance, the fear, and the an­ger of men, he ap­pears no longer to me as I saw him last—a white speck catch­ing all the dim light left upon a sombre coast and the darkened sea—but great­er and more pi­ti­ful in the loneli­ness of his soul, that re­mains even for her who loved him best a cruel and in­sol­uble mys­tery.

			“It is evid­ent that he did not mis­trust Brown; there was no reas­on to doubt the story, whose truth seemed war­ran­ted by the rough frank­ness, by a sort of virile sin­cer­ity in ac­cept­ing the mor­al­ity and the con­sequences of his acts. But Jim did not know the al­most in­con­ceiv­able egot­ism of the man which made him, when res­isted and foiled in his will, mad with the in­dig­nant and re­venge­ful rage of a thwarted auto­crat. But if Jim did not mis­trust Brown, he was evid­ently anxious that some mis­un­der­stand­ing should not oc­cur, end­ing per­haps in col­li­sion and blood­shed. It was for this reas­on that dir­ectly the Malay chiefs had gone he asked Jew­el to get him some­thing to eat, as he was go­ing out of the fort to take com­mand in the town. On her re­mon­strat­ing against this on the score of his fa­tigue, he said that some­thing might hap­pen for which he would nev­er for­give him­self. ‘I am re­spons­ible for every life in the land,’ he said. He was moody at first; she served him with her own hands, tak­ing the plates and dishes (of the din­ner-ser­vice presen­ted him by Stein) from Tamb’ It­am. He brightened up after a while; told her she would be again in com­mand of the fort for an­oth­er night. ‘There’s no sleep for us, old girl,’ he said, ‘while our people are in danger.’ Later on he said jok­ingly that she was the best man of them all. ‘If you and Dain War­is had done what you wanted, not one of these poor dev­ils would be alive today.’ ‘Are they very bad?’ she asked, lean­ing over his chair. ‘Men act badly some­times without be­ing much worse than oth­ers,’ he said after some hes­it­a­tion.

			“Tamb’ It­am fol­lowed his mas­ter to the land­ing-stage out­side the fort. The night was clear but without a moon, and the middle of the river was dark, while the wa­ter un­der each bank re­flec­ted the light of many fires ‘as on a night of Ra­madan,’ Tamb’ It­am said. War-boats drif­ted si­lently in the dark lane or, anchored, floated mo­tion­less with a loud ripple. That night there was much pad­dling in a ca­noe and walk­ing at his mas­ter’s heels for Tamb’ It­am: up and down the street they tramped, where the fires were burn­ing, in­land on the out­skirts of the town where small parties of men kept guard in the fields. Tu­an Jim gave his or­ders and was obeyed. Last of all they went to the Ra­jah’s stock­ade, which a de­tach­ment of Jim’s people manned on that night. The old Ra­jah had fled early in the morn­ing with most of his wo­men to a small house he had near a jungle vil­lage on a trib­u­tary stream. Kassim, left be­hind, had at­ten­ded the coun­cil with his air of di­li­gent activ­ity to ex­plain away the dip­lomacy of the day be­fore. He was con­sid­er­ably cold-shouldered, but man­aged to pre­serve his smil­ing, quiet alert­ness, and pro­fessed him­self highly de­lighted when Jim told him sternly that he pro­posed to oc­cupy the stock­ade on that night with his own men. After the coun­cil broke up he was heard out­side ac­cost­ing this and that de­part­ing chief, and speak­ing in a loud, grat­i­fied tone of the Ra­jah’s prop­erty be­ing pro­tec­ted in the Ra­jah’s ab­sence.

			“About ten or so Jim’s men marched in. The stock­ade com­manded the mouth of the creek, and Jim meant to re­main there till Brown had passed be­low. A small fire was lit on the flat, grassy point out­side the wall of stakes, and Tamb’ It­am placed a little fold­ing-stool for his mas­ter. Jim told him to try and sleep. Tamb’ It­am got a mat and lay down a little way off; but he could not sleep, though he knew he had to go on an im­port­ant jour­ney be­fore the night was out. His mas­ter walked to and fro be­fore the fire with bowed head and with his hands be­hind his back. His face was sad. Whenev­er his mas­ter ap­proached him Tamb’ It­am pre­ten­ded to sleep, not wish­ing his mas­ter to know he had been watched. At last his mas­ter stood still, look­ing down on him as he lay, and said softly, ‘It is time.’

			“Tamb’ It­am arose dir­ectly and made his pre­par­a­tions. His mis­sion was to go down the river, pre­ced­ing Brown’s boat by an hour or more, to tell Dain War­is fi­nally and form­ally that the whites were to be al­lowed to pass out un­mo­les­ted. Jim would not trust any­body else with that ser­vice. Be­fore start­ing, Tamb’ It­am, more as a mat­ter of form (since his po­s­i­tion about Jim made him per­fectly known), asked for a token. ‘Be­cause, Tu­an,’ he said, ‘the mes­sage is im­port­ant, and these are thy very words I carry.’ His mas­ter first put his hand in­to one pock­et, then in­to an­oth­er, and fi­nally took off his fore­finger Stein’s sil­ver ring, which he ha­bitu­ally wore, and gave it to Tamb’ It­am. When Tamb’ It­am left on his mis­sion, Brown’s camp on the knoll was dark but for a single small glow shin­ing through the branches of one of the trees the white men had cut down.

			“Early in the even­ing Brown had re­ceived from Jim a fol­ded piece of pa­per on which was writ­ten, ‘You get the clear road. Start as soon as your boat floats on the morn­ing tide. Let your men be care­ful. The bushes on both sides of the creek and the stock­ade at the mouth are full of well-armed men. You would have no chance, but I don’t be­lieve you want blood­shed.’ Brown read it, tore the pa­per in­to small pieces, and, turn­ing to Cor­neli­us, who had brought it, said jeer­ingly, ‘Good­bye, my ex­cel­lent friend.’ Cor­neli­us had been in the fort, and had been sneak­ing around Jim’s house dur­ing the af­ter­noon. Jim chose him to carry the note be­cause he could speak Eng­lish, was known to Brown, and was not likely to be shot by some nervous mis­take of one of the men as a Malay, ap­proach­ing in the dusk, per­haps might have been.

			“Cor­neli­us didn’t go away after de­liv­er­ing the pa­per. Brown was sit­ting up over a tiny fire; all the oth­ers were ly­ing down. ‘I could tell you some­thing you would like to know,’ Cor­neli­us mumbled crossly. Brown paid no at­ten­tion. ‘You did not kill him,’ went on the oth­er, ‘and what do you get for it? You might have had money from the Ra­jah, be­sides the loot of all the Bu­gis houses, and now you get noth­ing.’ ‘You had bet­ter clear out from here,’ growled Brown, without even look­ing at him. But Cor­neli­us let him­self drop by his side and began to whis­per very fast, touch­ing his el­bow from time to time. What he had to say made Brown sit up at first, with a curse. He had simply in­formed him of Dain War­is’s armed party down the river. At first Brown saw him­self com­pletely sold and be­trayed, but a mo­ment’s re­flec­tion con­vinced him that there could be no treach­ery in­ten­ded. He said noth­ing, and after a while Cor­neli­us re­marked, in a tone of com­plete in­dif­fer­ence, that there was an­oth­er way out of the river which he knew very well. ‘A good thing to know, too,’ said Brown, prick­ing up his ears; and Cor­neli­us began to talk of what went on in town and re­peated all that had been said in coun­cil, gos­sip­ing in an even un­der­tone at Brown’s ear as you talk amongst sleep­ing men you do not wish to wake. ‘He thinks he has made me harm­less, does he?’ mumbled Brown very low. … ‘Yes. He is a fool. A little child. He came here and robbed me,’ droned on Cor­neli­us, ‘and he made all the people be­lieve him. But if some­thing happened that they did not be­lieve him any more, where would he be? And the Bu­gis Dain who is wait­ing for you down the river there, cap­tain, is the very man who chased you up here when you first came.’ Brown ob­served non­chal­antly that it would be just as well to avoid him, and with the same de­tached, mus­ing air Cor­neli­us de­clared him­self ac­quain­ted with a back­wa­ter broad enough to take Brown’s boat past War­is’s camp. ‘You will have to be quiet,’ he said as an af­ter­thought, ‘for in one place we pass close be­hind his camp. Very close. They are camped ashore with their boats hauled up.’ ‘Oh, we know how to be as quiet as mice; nev­er fear,’ said Brown. Cor­neli­us stip­u­lated that in case he were to pi­lot Brown out, his ca­noe should be towed. ‘I’ll have to get back quick,’ he ex­plained.

			“It was two hours be­fore the dawn when word was passed to the stock­ade from outly­ing watch­ers that the white rob­bers were com­ing down to their boat. In a very short time every armed man from one end of Patusan to the oth­er was on the alert, yet the banks of the river re­mained so si­lent that but for the fires burn­ing with sud­den blurred flares the town might have been asleep as if in peace­time. A heavy mist lay very low on the wa­ter, mak­ing a sort of il­lus­ive grey light that showed noth­ing. When Brown’s long­boat glided out of the creek in­to the river, Jim was stand­ing on the low point of land be­fore the Ra­jah’s stock­ade—on the very spot where for the first time he put his foot on Patusan shore. A shad­ow loomed up, mov­ing in the grey­ness, sol­it­ary, very bulky, and yet con­stantly elud­ing the eye. A mur­mur of low talk­ing came out of it. Brown at the tiller heard Jim speak calmly: ‘A clear road. You had bet­ter trust to the cur­rent while the fog lasts; but this will lift presently.’ ‘Yes, presently we shall see clear,’ replied Brown.

			“The thirty or forty men stand­ing with mus­kets at ready out­side the stock­ade held their breath. The Bu­gis own­er of the prau, whom I saw on Stein’s ver­andah, and who was amongst them, told me that the boat, shav­ing the low point close, seemed for a mo­ment to grow big and hang over it like a moun­tain. ‘If you think it worth your while to wait a day out­side,’ called out Jim, ‘I’ll try to send you down some­thing—a bul­lock, some yams—what I can.’ The shad­ow went on mov­ing. ‘Yes. Do,’ said a voice, blank and muffled out of the fog. Not one of the many at­tent­ive listen­ers un­der­stood what the words meant; and then Brown and his men in their boat floated away, fad­ing spec­trally without the slight­est sound.

			“Thus Brown, in­vis­ible in the mist, goes out of Patusan el­bow to el­bow with Cor­neli­us in the stern-sheets of the long­boat. ‘Per­haps you shall get a small bul­lock,’ said Cor­neli­us. ‘Oh yes. Bul­lock. Yam. You’ll get it if he said so. He al­ways speaks the truth. He stole everything I had. I sup­pose you like a small bul­lock bet­ter than the loot of many houses.’ ‘I would ad­vise you to hold your tongue, or some­body here may fling you over­board in­to this damned fog,’ said Brown. The boat seemed to be stand­ing still; noth­ing could be seen, not even the river along­side, only the wa­ter-dust flew and trickled, con­densed, down their beards and faces. It was weird, Brown told me. Every in­di­vidu­al man of them felt as though he were adrift alone in a boat, haunted by an al­most im­per­cept­ible sus­pi­cion of sigh­ing, mut­ter­ing ghosts. ‘Throw me out, would you? But I would know where I was,’ mumbled Cor­neli­us sur­lily. ‘I’ve lived many years here.’ ‘Not long enough to see through a fog like this,’ Brown said, lolling back with his arm swinging to and fro on the use­less tiller. ‘Yes. Long enough for that,’ snarled Cor­neli­us. ‘That’s very use­ful,’ com­men­ted Brown. ‘Am I to be­lieve you could find that back­way you spoke of blind­fold, like this?’ Cor­neli­us grunted. ‘Are you too tired to row?’ he asked after a si­lence. ‘No, by God!’ shouted Brown sud­denly. ‘Out with your oars there.’ There was a great knock­ing in the fog, which after a while settled in­to a reg­u­lar grind of in­vis­ible sweeps against in­vis­ible thole­pins. Oth­er­wise noth­ing was changed, and but for the slight splash of a dipped blade it was like row­ing a bal­loon car in a cloud, said Brown. There­after Cor­neli­us did not open his lips ex­cept to ask quer­ulously for some­body to bale out his ca­noe, which was tow­ing be­hind the long­boat. Gradu­ally the fog whitened and be­came lu­min­ous ahead. To the left Brown saw a dark­ness as though he had been look­ing at the back of the de­part­ing night. All at once a big bough covered with leaves ap­peared above his head, and ends of twigs, drip­ping and still, curved slen­derly close along­side. Cor­neli­us, without a word, took the tiller from his hand.”

		
	
		
			XLIV

			“I don’t think they spoke to­geth­er again. The boat entered a nar­row by-chan­nel, where it was pushed by the oar-blades set in­to crum­bling banks, and there was a gloom as if enorm­ous black wings had been out­spread above the mist that filled its depth to the sum­mits of the trees. The branches over­head showered big drops through the gloomy fog. At a mut­ter from Cor­neli­us, Brown ordered his men to load. ‘I’ll give you a chance to get even with them be­fore we’re done, you dis­mal cripples, you,’ he said to his gang. ‘Mind you don’t throw it away—you hounds.’ Low growls answered that speech. Cor­neli­us showed much fussy con­cern for the safety of his ca­noe.

			“Mean­time Tamb’ It­am had reached the end of his jour­ney. The fog had delayed him a little, but he had paddled stead­ily, keep­ing in touch with the south bank. By-and-by day­light came like a glow in a ground glass globe. The shores made on each side of the river a dark smudge, in which one could de­tect hints of colum­nar forms and shad­ows of twis­ted branches high up. The mist was still thick on the wa­ter, but a good watch was be­ing kept, for as Tamb’ It­am ap­proached the camp the fig­ures of two men emerged out of the white va­pour, and voices spoke to him bois­ter­ously. He answered, and presently a ca­noe lay along­side, and he ex­changed news with the pad­dlers. All was well. The trouble was over. Then the men in the ca­noe let go their grip on the side of his dugout and in­con­tin­ently fell out of sight. He pur­sued his way till he heard voices com­ing to him quietly over the wa­ter, and saw, un­der the now lift­ing, swirl­ing mist, the glow of many little fires burn­ing on a sandy stretch, backed by lofty thin tim­ber and bushes. There again a lookout was kept, for he was chal­lenged. He shouted his name as the two last sweeps of his paddle ran his ca­noe up on the strand. It was a big camp. Men crouched in many little knots un­der a sub­dued mur­mur of early morn­ing talk. Many thin threads of smoke curled slowly on the white mist. Little shel­ters, el­ev­ated above the ground, had been built for the chiefs. Mus­kets were stacked in small pyr­am­ids, and long spears were stuck singly in­to the sand near the fires.

			“Tamb’ It­am, as­sum­ing an air of im­port­ance, de­man­ded to be led to Dain War­is. He found the friend of his white lord ly­ing on a raised couch made of bam­boo, and sheltered by a sort of shed of sticks covered with mats. Dain War­is was awake, and a bright fire was burn­ing be­fore his sleep­ing-place, which re­sembled a rude shrine. The only son of Na­k­hoda Doramin answered his greet­ing kindly. Tamb’ It­am began by hand­ing him the ring which vouched for the truth of the mes­sen­ger’s words. Dain War­is, re­clin­ing on his el­bow, bade him speak and tell all the news. Be­gin­ning with the con­sec­rated for­mula, ‘The news is good,’ Tamb’ It­am de­livered Jim’s own words. The white men, deput­ing with the con­sent of all the chiefs, were to be al­lowed to pass down the river. In an­swer to a ques­tion or two Tamb’ It­am then re­por­ted the pro­ceed­ings of the last coun­cil. Dain War­is listened at­tent­ively to the end, toy­ing with the ring which ul­ti­mately he slipped on the fore­finger of his right hand. After hear­ing all he had to say he dis­missed Tamb’ It­am to have food and rest. Or­ders for the re­turn in the af­ter­noon were giv­en im­me­di­ately. Af­ter­wards Dain War­is lay down again, open-eyed, while his per­son­al at­tend­ants were pre­par­ing his food at the fire, by which Tamb’ It­am also sat talk­ing to the men who lounged up to hear the latest in­tel­li­gence from the town. The sun was eat­ing up the mist. A good watch was kept upon the reach of the main stream where the boat of the whites was ex­pec­ted to ap­pear every mo­ment.

			“It was then that Brown took his re­venge upon the world which, after twenty years of con­temp­tu­ous and reck­less bul­ly­ing, re­fused him the trib­ute of a com­mon rob­ber’s suc­cess. It was an act of cold-blooded fe­ro­city, and it con­soled him on his deathbed like a memory of an in­dom­it­able de­fi­ance. Stealth­ily he landed his men on the oth­er side of the is­land op­pos­ite to the Bu­gis camp, and led them across. After a short but quite si­lent scuffle, Cor­neli­us, who had tried to slink away at the mo­ment of land­ing, resigned him­self to show the way where the un­der­growth was most sparse. Brown held both his skinny hands to­geth­er be­hind his back in the grip of one vast fist, and now and then im­pelled him for­ward with a fierce push. Cor­neli­us re­mained as mute as a fish, ab­ject but faith­ful to his pur­pose, whose ac­com­plish­ment loomed be­fore him dimly. At the edge of the patch of forest Brown’s men spread them­selves out in cov­er and waited. The camp was plain from end to end be­fore their eyes, and no one looked their way. Nobody even dreamed that the white men could have any know­ledge of the nar­row chan­nel at the back of the is­land. When he judged the mo­ment come, Brown yelled, ‘Let them have it,’ and four­teen shots rang out like one.

			“Tamb’ It­am told me the sur­prise was so great that, ex­cept for those who fell dead or wounded, not a soul of them moved for quite an ap­pre­ciable time after the first dis­charge. Then a man screamed, and after that scream a great yell of amazement and fear went up from all the throats. A blind pan­ic drove these men in a sur­ging sway­ing mob to and fro along the shore like a herd of cattle afraid of the wa­ter. Some few jumped in­to the river then, but most of them did so only after the last dis­charge. Three times Brown’s men fired in­to the ruck, Brown, the only one in view, curs­ing and yelling, ‘Aim low! aim low!’

			“Tamb’ It­am says that, as for him, he un­der­stood at the first vol­ley what had happened. Though un­touched he fell down and lay as if dead, but with his eyes open. At the sound of the first shots Dain War­is, re­clin­ing on the couch, jumped up and ran out upon the open shore, just in time to re­ceive a bul­let in his fore­head at the second dis­charge. Tamb’ It­am saw him fling his arms wide open be­fore he fell. Then, he says, a great fear came upon him—not be­fore. The white men re­tired as they had come—un­seen.

			“Thus Brown bal­anced his ac­count with the evil for­tune. No­tice that even in this aw­ful out­break there is a su­peri­or­ity as of a man who car­ries right—the ab­stract thing—with­in the en­vel­ope of his com­mon de­sires. It was not a vul­gar and treach­er­ous mas­sacre; it was a les­son, a re­tri­bu­tion—a demon­stra­tion of some ob­scure and aw­ful at­trib­ute of our nature which, I am afraid, is not so very far un­der the sur­face as we like to think.

			“Af­ter­wards the whites de­part un­seen by Tamb’ It­am, and seem to van­ish from be­fore men’s eyes al­to­geth­er; and the schoon­er, too, van­ishes after the man­ner of stolen goods. But a story is told of a white long­boat picked up a month later in the In­di­an Ocean by a cargo steam­er. Two parched, yel­low, glassy-eyed, whis­per­ing skel­et­ons in her re­cog­nised the au­thor­ity of a third, who de­clared that his name was Brown. His schoon­er, he re­por­ted, bound south with a cargo of Java sug­ar, had sprung a bad leak and sank un­der his feet. He and his com­pan­ions were the sur­viv­ors of a crew of six. The two died on board the steam­er which res­cued them. Brown lived to be seen by me, and I can testi­fy that he had played his part to the last.

			“It seems, how­ever, that in go­ing away they had neg­lected to cast off Cor­neli­us’s ca­noe. Cor­neli­us him­self Brown had let go at the be­gin­ning of the shoot­ing, with a kick for a part­ing be­ne­dic­tion. Tamb’ It­am, after arising from amongst the dead, saw the Naz­arene run­ning up and down the shore amongst the corpses and the ex­pir­ing fires. He uttered little cries. Sud­denly he rushed to the wa­ter, and made frantic ef­forts to get one of the Bu­gis boats in­to the wa­ter. ‘Af­ter­wards, till he had seen me,’ re­lated Tamb’ It­am, ‘he stood look­ing at the heavy ca­noe and scratch­ing his head.’ ‘What be­came of him?’ I asked. Tamb’ It­am, star­ing hard at me, made an ex­press­ive ges­ture with his right arm. ‘Twice I struck, Tu­an,’ he said. ‘When he be­held me ap­proach­ing he cast him­self vi­ol­ently on the ground and made a great out­cry, kick­ing. He screeched like a frightened hen till he felt the point; then he was still, and lay star­ing at me while his life went out of his eyes.’

			“This done, Tamb’ It­am did not tarry. He un­der­stood the im­port­ance of be­ing the first with the aw­ful news at the fort. There were, of course, many sur­viv­ors of Dain War­is’s party; but in the ex­tremity of pan­ic some had swum across the river, oth­ers had bolted in­to the bush. The fact is that they did not know really who struck that blow—wheth­er more white rob­bers were not com­ing, wheth­er they had not already got hold of the whole land. They ima­gined them­selves to be the vic­tims of a vast treach­ery, and ut­terly doomed to de­struc­tion. It is said that some small parties did not come in till three days af­ter­wards. How­ever, a few tried to make their way back to Patusan at once, and one of the ca­noes that were patrolling the river that morn­ing was in sight of the camp at the very mo­ment of the at­tack. It is true that at first the men in her leaped over­board and swam to the op­pos­ite bank, but af­ter­wards they re­turned to their boat and star­ted fear­fully up­stream. Of these Tamb’ It­am had an hour’s ad­vance.”

		
	
		
			XLV

			“When Tamb’ It­am, pad­dling madly, came in­to the town-reach, the wo­men, throng­ing the plat­forms be­fore the houses, were look­ing out for the re­turn of Dain War­is’s little fleet of boats. The town had a fest­ive air; here and there men, still with spears or guns in their hands, could be seen mov­ing or stand­ing on the shore in groups. Chi­n­a­men’s shops had been opened early; but the mar­ket­place was empty, and a sen­try, still pos­ted at the corner of the fort, made out Tamb’ It­am, and shouted to those with­in. The gate was wide open. Tamb’ It­am jumped ashore and ran in head­long. The first per­son he met was the girl com­ing down from the house.

			“Tamb’ It­am, dis­ordered, pant­ing, with trem­bling lips and wild eyes, stood for a time be­fore her as if a sud­den spell had been laid on him. Then he broke out very quickly: ‘They have killed Dain War­is and many more.’ She clapped her hands, and her first words were, ‘Shut the gates.’ Most of the fort­men had gone back to their houses, but Tamb’ It­am hur­ried on the few who re­mained for their turn of duty with­in. The girl stood in the middle of the court­yard while the oth­ers ran about. ‘Doramin,’ she cried des­pair­ingly, as Tamb’ It­am passed her. Next time he went by he answered her thought rap­idly, ‘Yes. But we have all the powder in Patusan.’ She caught him by the arm, and, point­ing at the house, ‘Call him out,’ she whispered, trem­bling.

			“Tamb’ It­am ran up the steps. His mas­ter was sleep­ing. ‘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 Panglima, 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 speak­ing 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. ‘For­give 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.

			“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 oc­curred 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 af­fairs of his world, pro­claim­ing daily the truth that surely lived in his heart. 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 even­ing, he came to the door and called for Tamb’ It­am. ‘Well?’ he asked. ‘There is much weep­ing. Much an­ger too,’ said Tamb’ It­am. Jim looked up at him. ‘You know,’ he mur­mured. ‘Yes, Tu­an,’ said Tamb’ It­am. ‘Thy ser­vant does know, and the gates are closed. We shall have to fight.’ ‘Fight! What for?’ he asked. ‘For our lives.’ ‘I have no life,’ he said. Tamb’ It­am heard a cry from the girl at the door. ‘Who knows?’ said Tamb’ It­am. ‘By au­da­city and cun­ning we may even es­cape. There is much fear in men’s hearts, too.’ He went out, think­ing vaguely of boats and of open sea, leav­ing Jim and the girl to­geth­er.

			“I haven’t the heart to set down here such glimpses as she had giv­en me of the hour or more she passed in there wrest­ling with him for the pos­ses­sion of her hap­pi­ness. Wheth­er he had any hope—what he ex­pec­ted, what he ima­gined—it is im­possible to say. He was in­flex­ible, and with the grow­ing loneli­ness of his ob­stin­acy his spir­it seemed to rise above the ru­ins of his ex­ist­ence. She cried ‘Fight!’ in­to his ear. She could not un­der­stand. There was noth­ing to fight for. He was go­ing to prove his power in an­oth­er way and con­quer the fatal des­tiny it­self. He came out in­to the court­yard, and be­hind him, with stream­ing hair, wild of face, breath­less, she staggered out and leaned on the side of the door­way. ‘Open the gates,’ he ordered. Af­ter­wards, turn­ing to those of his men who were in­side, he gave them leave to de­part to their homes. ‘For how long, Tu­an?’ asked one of them tim­idly. ‘For all life,’ he said, in a sombre tone.

			“A hush had fallen upon the town after the out­burst of wail­ing and lam­ent­a­tion that had swept over the river, like a gust of wind from the opened abode of sor­row. But ru­mours flew in whis­pers, filling the hearts with con­sterna­tion and hor­rible doubts. The rob­bers were com­ing back, bring­ing many oth­ers with them, in a great ship, and there would be no refuge in the land for any­one. A sense of ut­ter in­sec­ur­ity as dur­ing an earth­quake per­vaded the minds of men, who whispered their sus­pi­cions, look­ing at each oth­er as if in the pres­ence of some aw­ful portent.

			“The sun was sink­ing to­wards the forests when Dain War­is’s body was brought in­to Doramin’s cam­pong. Four men car­ried it in, covered de­cently with a white sheet which the old moth­er had sent out down to the gate to meet her son on his re­turn. They laid him at Doramin’s feet, and the old man sat still for a long time, one hand on each knee, look­ing down. The fronds of palms swayed gently, and the fo­liage of fruit trees stirred above his head. Every single man of his people was there, fully armed, when the old na­k­hoda at last raised his eyes. He moved them slowly over the crowd, as if seek­ing for a miss­ing face. Again his chin sank on his breast. The whis­pers of many men mingled with the slight rust­ling of the leaves.

			“The Malay who had brought Tamb’ It­am and the girl to Sa­marang was there too. ‘Not so angry as many,’ he said to me, but struck with a great awe and won­der at the ‘sud­den­ness of men’s fate, which hangs over their heads like a cloud charged with thun­der.’ He told me that when Dain War­is’s body was un­covered at a sign of 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 wound maybe. It was in the fore­head and small; and there was no word spoken while one of the bystand­ers, stoop­ing, 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 the 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, while the body was be­ing borne aside by four men. They laid it down un­der 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 sing­song 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 hap­pen. All at once Jim, who seemed to be lost in quiet thought, turned to him and said, ‘Time to fin­ish this.’

			“ ‘Tu­an?’ said Tamb’ It­am, ad­van­cing with alac­rity. He did not know what his mas­ter meant, but as soon as Jim made a move­ment the girl star­ted, too, and walked down in­to the open space. It seems that no one else of the people of the house was in sight. She tottered slightly, and about halfway down called out to Jim, who had ap­par­ently re­sumed his peace­ful con­tem­pla­tion of the river. He turned round, set­ting his back against the gun. ‘Will you fight?’ she cried. ‘There is noth­ing to fight for,’ he said; ‘noth­ing is lost.’ Say­ing this he made a step to­wards her. ‘Will you fly?’ she cried again. ‘There is no es­cape,’ he said, stop­ping short, and she stood still also, si­lent, de­vour­ing him with her eyes. ‘And you shall go?’ she said slowly. He bent his head. ‘Ah!’ she ex­claimed, peer­ing at him as it were, ‘you are mad or false. Do you re­mem­ber the night I prayed you to leave me, and you said that you could not? That it was im­possible! Im­possible! Do you re­mem­ber you said you would nev­er leave me? Why? I asked you for no prom­ise. You prom­ised un­asked—re­mem­ber.’ ‘Enough, poor girl,’ he said. ‘I should not be worth hav­ing.’

			“Tamb’ It­am said that while they were talk­ing she would laugh loud and sense­lessly like one un­der the vis­it­a­tion of God. His mas­ter put his hands to his head. He was fully dressed as for every day, but without a hat. She stopped laugh­ing sud­denly. ‘For the last time,’ she cried men­acingly, ‘will you de­fend your­self?’ ‘Noth­ing can touch me,’ he said in a last flick­er of su­perb ego­ism. Tamb’ It­am saw her lean for­ward where she stood, open her arms, and run at him swiftly. She flung her­self upon his breast and clasped him round the neck.

			“ ‘Ah! but I shall hold thee thus,’ she cried. … ‘Thou art mine!’

			“She sobbed on his shoulder. The sky over Patusan was blood-red, im­mense, stream­ing like an open vein. An enorm­ous sun nestled crim­son amongst the tree­tops, and the forest be­low had a black and for­bid­ding face.

			“Tamb’ It­am tells me that on that even­ing the as­pect of the heav­ens was angry and fright­ful. I may well be­lieve it, for I know that on that very day a cyc­lone passed with­in sixty miles of the coast, though there was hardly more than a lan­guid stir of air in the place.

			“Sud­denly Tamb’ It­am saw Jim catch her arms, try­ing to un­clasp her hands. She hung on them with her head fallen back; her hair touched the ground. ‘Come here!’ his mas­ter called, and Tamb’ It­am helped to ease her down. It was dif­fi­cult to sep­ar­ate her fin­gers. Jim, bend­ing over her, looked earn­estly upon her face, and all at once ran to the land­ing-stage. Tamb’ It­am fol­lowed him, but turn­ing his head, he saw that she had struggled up to her feet. She ran after them a few steps, then fell down heav­ily on her knees. ‘Tu­an! Tu­an!’ called Tamb’ It­am, ‘look back;’ but Jim was already in a ca­noe, stand­ing up paddle in hand. He did not look back. Tamb’ It­am had just time to scramble in after him when the ca­noe floated clear. The girl was then on her knees, with clasped hands, at the 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 seemed awe­struck, and 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 a armed throng. When Jim ap­peared, 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!

			“When 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, and 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, lift­ing the sheet, than 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 his 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 glanced 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 strong­hold of the night. Doramin, strug­gling to keep his feet, made with his two sup­port­ers a sway­ing, tot­ter­ing group; his little eyes stared with an ex­pres­sion of mad pain, of rage, with a fe­ro­cious glit­ter, which the bystand­ers no­ticed; and then, while Jim stood stiffened and with bared head in the light of torches, look­ing him straight in the face, he clung heav­ily with his left arm round the neck of a bowed youth, and lift­ing de­lib­er­ately his right, shot his son’s friend through the chest.

			“The crowd, which had fallen apart be­hind Jim as soon as Doramin had raised his hand, rushed tu­mul­tu­ously for­ward after the shot. They say that the white man sent right and left at all those faces a proud and un­flinch­ing glance. Then with his hand over his lips he fell for­ward, dead.

			“And that’s the end. He passes away un­der a cloud, in­scrut­able at heart, for­got­ten, un­for­giv­en, and ex­cess­ively ro­mantic. Not in the wild­est days of his boy­ish vis­ions could he have seen the al­lur­ing shape of such an ex­traordin­ary suc­cess! For it may very well be that in the short mo­ment of his last proud and un­flinch­ing glance, he had be­held the face of that op­por­tun­ity which, like an East­ern bride, had come veiled to his side.

			“But we can see him, an ob­scure con­quer­or of fame, tear­ing him­self out of the arms of a jeal­ous love at the sign, at the call of his ex­al­ted ego­ism. He goes away from a liv­ing wo­man to cel­eb­rate his piti­less wed­ding with a shad­owy ideal of con­duct. Is he sat­is­fied—quite, now, I won­der? We ought to know. He is one of us—and have I not stood up once, like an evoked ghost, to an­swer for his etern­al con­stancy? Was I so very wrong after all? Now he is no more, there are days when the real­ity of his ex­ist­ence comes to me with an im­mense, with an over­whelm­ing force; and yet upon my hon­our there are mo­ments, too when he passes from my eyes like a dis­em­bod­ied spir­it astray amongst the pas­sions of this earth, ready to sur­render him­self faith­fully to the claim of his own world of shades.

			“Who knows? He is gone, in­scrut­able at heart, and the poor girl is lead­ing a sort of sound­less, in­ert life in Stein’s house. Stein has aged greatly of late. He feels it him­self, and says of­ten that he is ‘pre­par­ing to leave all this; pre­par­ing to leave …’ while he waves his hand sadly at his but­ter­flies.”
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