
Have I employed you as a master's mate
To give you bread? And you Abacuck Prickett,
You sailor-clerk, you salted puritan,
You knew the plot and silently agreed.
Salving your conscience with a pious lie I

Yes, all of you— hounds, rebels, thieves I Bring
back

My ship t

Too late,— I rave,— they cannot hear
My voice: and if they heard, a drunken laugh
Would be their answer; for their minds have

caught
The fatal firmness of the fool's resolve.
That looks like courage but is only fear.

They'll blunder on, and lose my ship, and
drown,—

Or blunder home to England and be hanged.
Their skeletons wrill rattle in the chai',-;

Of some tall gibbet on the Channel cliffs.

While passing mariners look up and say

:

" Those are the rot;en bones of Hudson's men
" Who left their captain in the frozen North I

"

O God of justice, why hast Thou ordained
Plans of the wise and actions of the brave
Dependent on the aid of fools and cowards?
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