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tone, “ I see’d in the bows of the canoe,— and
the hand that steered it was not made of flesh
and blood like ours, — what do you think? —

»”

the ghost of

Captain de Haldimar heard no more. Ata
single bound he had gained the ship’s side. He
strained his eyes anxiously over the gangway
in search of the canoe, but it was gone. A
death-like silence throughout the deck followed
the communication of the sailor, and in that
pause the sound of the receding boat could
be heard, not urged, as it had approached, by
one paddle, but by two. The heart of the officer
throbbed almost to suffocation; and his firm-
ness, hitherto supported by the manly energies
of his nature, now failed him quite. Heedless
of appearances, regardless of being overlooked,
he tottered like a drunken man for support
against the mainmast. For a moment or two
he leant his head upon his hand, with the air
of one immersed in the most profound ab-
straction; while the crew, at once alarmed
and touched by the deep distress into which

this mysterious circumstance had plunged him,




