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1t cvhile the clustering crew die o
In whispere what they'd h ard,

Vond gwellod viath a weirder conphaeis
Anather . and o thirdt

“Now, scuttle me!"” the skipper quoth;
“TI'll know whence came that sound.
Jock, down with the helm and bring her to:
We'll see what can be found.”

While yet he spake, with creeping flesh,
They heard a gruesome yell;

And over the bow they saw what seemed
A very fiend from hell.

A fishing dory, waterlogged,
They dimly could descry,

And manned by a figure bolt erect,
With frenzy in'his eye.

He waved his arms, he cursed and prayed;
He gnashed his glittering teeth;

Mor ghastlier face of a strangled coipee
Wne aeen on a gihbet heath,

e gazed and pointed out to sea,
I'ven, shuddering, shrieked with fear,

\ad gihber~d, and grinned, nnd groancd and moenned,
Pt ehed no mw\”)ing teny

Vet what he saw was hid to them
In such uncertain light;

Nut, geblin or ghost, or monster grim,
He'd gone starle mad with fright.

“A rope—heave him a rope, my lads!”
It fell within his reach.
He climbed like a cat the vessel's side,
And whooped an owlish screech.

Nor voice nor hand could stay his Hight:
When once he'd gained the shrouds,

He scurried aloft till hid from view
Among the misty clouds.

‘ud thace he pached lhe a wild baboon,
Aud theie they heard him groaun.

Now, surely the man’s possessed, my lads,
The devil hath seized his own!”
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Lica male spectaton sttied,

1o Jdocp o the fog Gl seawan .
Ao oowlal ound was heand



