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ignorées, le Corp** Mort se dessina par le travers de

notre hanche de tribord. Vraiment, le langage populaire

lui avait bien donné le bcul nom qu'il pût porter; car,

vu de cette distance, il' ressemblait à s'y méprendre au

cadavre d'un matelot flottant au gré des vaguer. Invo

lontaircment je me rappelai alors Vile des M'rrts, ce»

belle strophes qu'un de nos bons poètes canadiens, James

Donelley, avait imitées de Thomas Moore : (*).

(1) Voici los vers do Mnore, Tls sont intitulés: " Writtetion

paaëivf/ 1) mf-vinn'H i^lnnd, inthe Guff of Saint Lawrence, fate in tht

^eniny, iScpteniter, 18u4."

Sce you, beneath yon oloud so dnrk,

Fa«<t gliding ulong, a gluoiny baik 't

lier stiils a.e tiill, thou>^h (he wmd is etill,

A d thero biuws n^t ii breatb her «ails to fiU l

Oh I what doth that vessel of darkness bear f

The silent caiiii of the grave is there,

Save now aiida<;ain a death-kiiell ruiig,

And thu ila|) o( the sail» with night fog hung ?

There lie h a wreck on the dismal !?hore

Of uold and i-itiics Lib ador;
Whcre, u der the nioo i, u|»oii inounts of frost,

Full inany a inanner'a boues are to<t !

Yon phadowy bark hath been to that wreck,
And the dim bluc fire, that lights herdeck,
Doth phiy on as pale and livid .i crew
As ever yet drank the churck-yarU dew 1

To Dead man's Isie, in the ey<' of the blast,

To Dead-nian's Isle she speeds her last,

By sko eton shapes her sails are fnrl'd,

And the ha .d that steers is nut of th.s worldt

Oh ! hurry thee on—oh 1 hirry thee on,

Thon terribh' bark I ère the nght be gone
;

Kor let inorniiig look on ^o foui a sight

As would b.aiioh for ever her rosy light 1


