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    On a storm-scarred sailing ship far from land, the struggle to explain the inexplicable becomes as perilous as the sea itself. William Hope Hodgson’s The Ghost Pirates channels maritime dread into a focused tale of perception under siege, where the ordinary routines of seamanship begin to fray in the presence of something not easily named. Rather than offering spectacle, the story slowly tightens its grip, drawing readers into a world governed by watches, wind, and the strict economy of life aboard. In that narrow arena, uncertainty spreads like weather, and fear must be navigated with the same discipline as canvas and line.

First published in 1909, this work stands at the confluence of maritime adventure and weird fiction, a distinctly early twentieth-century blend of naturalistic detail and unclassifiable menace. Hodgson, who had real experience in the merchant marine, anchors the narrative in the tangible setting of a working sailing vessel, where every order, knot, and lookout has life-or-death weight. The ocean is not a picturesque backdrop but an active, indifferent environment, and the ship becomes a floating world with its own laws and hierarchies. Within that circumscribed space, the novel pursues horror through atmosphere, procedure, and the erosion of certainty.

The premise is disarmingly simple: a sailor signs on to a voyage already dogged by rumor and unease, and a sequence of strange occurrences begins to unsettle the crew. Told in the first person, the narrative adopts the cadence of a watch-standing seaman’s testimony—measured, practical, and concerned with what can be observed and verified. Hodgson’s style favors incremental dread over shock, letting small anomalies accumulate until they press upon every task and conversation. Readers are immersed in the tactile particulars of shipboard life, where the creak of timbers and the movement of rigging are as significant as any glimpse into the surrounding dark.

Key themes emerge from that discipline of observation: the conflict between rational seamanship and superstition, the fragility of authority under stress, and the way isolation amplifies fear until minor incidents become decisive. The book explores the limits of perception at sea, where horizon, weather, and night erode the boundaries between the seen and the suspected. It also examines how communities under pressure negotiate belief, whether through skepticism, ritual, or denial. The questions it raises—what counts as evidence, who is believed, and how long order holds when explanation fails—drive the tension without requiring elaborate exposition.

Hodgson’s craft lies in making the ordinary procedures of a voyage carry extraordinary weight. He uses the rhythm of watches as a metronome for tension, returning to the same spaces and duties so that small shifts register with unsettling force. Nautical terminology and working detail are not decorative; they provide the grammar of risk. Darkness, fog, and distance function as instruments of suspense rather than mere scenery. The prose remains precise and restrained, allowing atmosphere to thicken through repetition and slight discrepancy. That quiet control turns the ship into a crucible where attention itself becomes a survival skill.

For contemporary readers, the book resonates as a study in uncertainty, institutional responsibility, and the psychology of teams confronting ambiguous threat. Its portrayal of a workplace—hazardous, hierarchical, and fiercely practical—feels familiar even outside maritime contexts. The tension between expertise and rumor, between procedural confidence and the inexplicable, mirrors modern debates about risk, evidence, and communication. It also speaks to the human impulse to impose meaning on patterns that may or may not exist, and to the costs when organizations dismiss frontline testimony until it is too late to adapt.

As a horror classic, The Ghost Pirates endures because it transforms the open sea into a chamber of inference, proving that terror can grow not from what is shown but from how people react when knowledge fails. It offers the pleasures of a maritime narrative—rigor, craft, and the unforgiving logic of weather—while pursuing a form of dread that does not age. Readers enter a self-contained world where discipline is both shield and trap, and where the line between natural peril and something other slides with every swell. The result is a stark, memorable voyage into the limits of sight and certainty.
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    The Ghost Pirates, first published in 1909, is William Hope Hodgson’s compact masterpiece of sea horror, presented as the sober testimony of an experienced sailor. The narrator signs on to a long-voyage sailing ship with an ill reputation and quickly learns that its past has bred whispered fears among the hands. Hodgson grounds the tale in exact routines of watches, sails, and discipline, establishing a credible world before the uncanny intrudes. The crew’s initial unease is vague and deniable, yet the narrator’s careful notes and willingness to test rumor against observation prepare a tension between seamanship and something not easily named.

As the passage begins, minor irregularities accumulate on night watches. Shapes seem to move where none should be, and gear is found the next day in conditions no one will own to causing. A man on lookout reports a presence just beyond the rail, glimpsed in the scud of the sea, but his mates can neither confirm nor clearly deny it. The officers reject talk of omens and insist on work done by the book, while the hands trade guarded stories. Hodgson balances suspicion and skepticism, letting the atmosphere thicken through plausible mishaps, fleeting perceptions, and the strict rhythms of shipboard life.

Unease turns to fear when accidents mount. A seaman falls from aloft after claiming something shared the rigging with him, and another hand swears the sea itself sent figures to the rail. The narrator refuses to ornament these tales, instead setting down times, places, and who stood each watch, inviting the reader to weigh reliability. Searches for stowaways find nothing. On certain calms the crew hears faint noises along the planking and sees stains and frayed lines with no clear cause. What begins as human error takes on a pattern suggesting repeated boardings by intruders no one can properly see.

Authority strains as the men divide into camps. Some refuse to credit anything beyond fatigue and bad weather, demanding stricter drills and tighter watches. Others, rattled by what they think they have seen scrambling over the side and threading the shrouds, insist the ship is being visited. The captain keeps routine as bulwark, redistributing watches, pairing men, and forbidding anyone to linger alone on deck at night. Arguments flare in the forecastle, but work goes on. A thorough search of hold, lockers, and boats turns up nothing human. Meanwhile, the log records more losses, always ambiguous, never quite yielding a cause.

Weather becomes a stage for the unknown. In calms, the sea seems too close; in heavy weather, the men sense shapes moving with a dreadful purpose between sea and spars. Ropes are found mysteriously cut or chafed, sails foul at crucial moments, and a hand or two vanish from their posts with scarcely a cry. The narrator’s restraint intensifies the dread; by refusing melodrama, he lets the steady accrual of incident suggest a siege. Some begin to believe the vessel has strayed into a track frequented by inhuman raiders, while others cling to chance and error as the only tolerable explanations.

The officers adopt practical measures to steady the ship and minds alike. They shorten watches, work in squads, keep lanterns burning, and adjust course in hopes of leaving whatever hunts them astern. The men lash gear, rig additional lines, and rehearse responses to any sudden disturbance in the rigging or boats. Yet the night crossings continue, marked by scuffling where no intruder can be found and by the sense of hands that are not there. A sequence of encounters pushes the crew toward a breaking point, and the narrator alludes to a final crisis he records without sensational color.

Hodgson’s novel endures for its blend of nautical precision with almost scientific restraint in confronting the inexplicable. The central conflict pits shipboard order and empiricism against phenomena that elude proof yet resist dismissal, transforming routine labor into a fraught battle for reason. By sustaining ambiguity and refusing easy certainties, the narrative invites multiple readings: as an account of collective stress, as a sea myth retold with modern skepticism, or as a literal haunting. Its cumulative dread and disciplined voice influenced later weird fiction, and its closing pages preserve enough mystery to keep the ship’s ordeal echoing long after the log falls silent.
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    The Ghost Pirates, first published in London in 1909, emerged from the late Edwardian maritime world. Its author, William Hope Hodgson (1877-1918), was an English writer and former sailor who had turned professional author in the first decade of the twentieth century. The setting of the book’s concerns—ocean travel, shipboard discipline, and peril—reflected a Britain whose global commerce depended on the Merchant Navy. Institutions such as the Board of Trade regulated seafaring standards, while Lloyd’s Register cataloged and classified ships. Readers encountered such tales through a vigorous print culture of single-volume novels, lending libraries, and magazines that favored adventure and the uncanny.

Before writing, Hodgson spent much of the 1890s in the British merchant service, experience that lent precise authority to his sea fiction. British maritime training and certification required Board of Trade examinations for mates and masters, and long apprenticeships for boys and ordinary seamen. Life before the mast involved exhausting watches, cramped forecastles, and hazardous work aloft in all weather. Contemporary reports and inquiries document harsh discipline and frequent injuries aboard sailing ships. Hodgson’s later stories and novels display detailed knowledge of rigging, watches, and shipboard routine, allowing him to embed the extraordinary within procedures, commands, and terminology that professional sailors would recognize.

At the turn of the century, ocean transport was transitioning from sail to steam. Steamships dominated passenger and scheduled cargo services, yet large square-rigged “windjammers” continued in bulk trades such as grain and nitrates, often rounding Cape Horn. These vessels sailed economically but faced formidable storms, collisions, and limited means of communication. Wireless telegraphy spread after Marconi’s breakthroughs, yet many sailing ships remained without sets well into the 1910s. Safety reforms—most famously the Plimsoll Line, enforced after late-nineteenth-century legislation—sought to curb overloading. Board of Trade Wreck Commissioner courts investigated losses, shaping a culture that recorded testimony and fault with quasi-judicial precision.

The book also reflects contemporary currents in belief and inquiry. Spiritualism had flourished since the mid-nineteenth century, and the Society for Psychical Research, founded in London in 1882, pursued systematic study of apparitions and unexplained phenomena. Newspapers and magazines reported séances and hauntings alongside scientific debates. Seafaring communities maintained their own lore—omens, the “Flying Dutchman,” St. Elmo’s fire, luminous seas—accounts often framed by practical observation rather than piety. Hodgson fused this climate of investigation with maritime superstition, staging the unknown against the rigor of seamanship. The result aligns with an Edwardian appetite for measured testimony about extraordinary events rather than purely melodramatic marvels.

Literarily, The Ghost Pirates belongs to the late-Victorian and Edwardian evolution of Gothic into “weird” fiction. Joseph Conrad’s sea narratives—The Nigger of the "Narcissus" (1897) and Typhoon (1902)—had modeled technical realism and psychological pressure aboard ship. Meanwhile, Arthur Machen, Algernon Blackwood, and M. R. James shaped a modern supernatural mode emphasizing suggestion. Hodgson occupied the intersection, having published The Boats of the "Glen Carrig" (1907), The House on the Borderland (1908), and the influential short story "The Voice in the Night" (1907). His stylistic mix of nautical exactitude and cosmic unease positioned him among writers redefining terror through atmosphere, reportage, and restraint.

The book entered a vibrant publishing market. London houses issued affordable single-volume novels, while Mudie’s Select Library and other circulating libraries still influenced purchases and visibility. Popular papers amplified public attention to maritime peril through the Board of Trade’s annual Wreck and Casualty Returns and frequent shipwreck reports. Debates over lifeboats, signaling, competence, and load lines reached a broad readership. In this environment, sea stories served not only as entertainment but as commentaries on risk. Hodgson’s novel, a grim seafaring chronicle with supernatural overtones, met an audience already accustomed to eyewitness narratives of disaster and the sober language of inquiry.

The world of the book also mirrors Britain’s imperial logistics. The United Kingdom maintained the era’s largest merchant fleet, linking ports such as Liverpool, London, Glasgow, and Cardiff with global routes. Crews were often multinational, recruited through shipping offices under the Merchant Shipping Act of 1894, which regulated articles of agreement, wages, and discipline. Welfare groups like the Missions to Seamen, active since the mid-nineteenth century, ministered to sailors in port. A ship’s rigid hierarchy—captain, officers, boatswain, able seamen, apprentices—structured life and responsibility. Hodgson’s use of a confined, procedural setting emphasizes how professional routine, chain of command, and shared hazard shape perception and credibility.

In historical retrospect, The Ghost Pirates crystallizes Edwardian tensions between rational control and unruly forces. Its careful seamanship and matter-of-fact narration echo the period’s official depositions and Board of Trade inquiries, while its uncanny intrusions reflect widespread curiosity about limits of scientific explanation. The novel implicitly engages concerns about maritime safety, the persistence of aging sail technology, and the vulnerability of working crews within global commerce. Published a few years before the First World War and the final eclipse of commercial sail, it preserves the atmosphere of a profession on the cusp of change, transforming technical authenticity into a critique of complacency.
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This book forms the last of three. The first published was “The Boats of the ‘Glen Carrig’ “; the second, “The House on the Borderland”; this, the third, completes what, perhaps, may be termed a trilogy; for, though very different in scope, each of the three books deals with certain conceptions that have an elemental kinship. With this book, the author believes that he closes the door, so far as he is concerned, on a particular phase of constructive thought.
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Chaunty Man..Man the capstan, bullies!

      Men. ... . ... . ... . ... . ... Ha!-o-o! Ha!-o-o!

      Chaunty Man..Capstan-bars, you tarry souls!

      Men. ... . ... . ... . ... . ... Ha!-o-o! Ha!-o-o!

      Chaunty Man..Take a turn!

      Men. ... . ... . ... . ... . ... Ha!-o-o!

      Chaunty Man..Stand by to fleet!

      Men. ... . ... . ... . ... . ... Ha!-o-o!

      Chaunty Man..Stand by to surge!

      Men. ... . ... . ... . ... . ... Ha!-o-o!

      Chaunty Man..Ha! — o-o-o-o!

      Men. ... . ... . ... . ... . ... TRAMP!

      And away we go!




Chaunty Man..Hark to the tramp of the bearded shellbacks!

      Men. ... . ... . ... . ... . ... Hush!

      O hear ’em tramp!

      Chaunty Man..Tramping, stamping — treading, vamping,

      While the cable comes in ramping.

      Men. ... . ... . ... . ... . ... Hark!

      O hear ’em stamp!

      Chaunty Man..Surge when it rides!

      Surge when it rides!

      Round-o-o-o

      handsome as it slacks!

      Men. ... . ... . ... . ... . ... Ha!-o-o-o-o!

      hear ’em ramp!

      Ha!-o-o-o-o!

      hear ’em stamp!

      Ha!-o-o-o-o-o-o!

      Ha!-o-o-o-o-o-o!




Chorus..They’re shouting now; oh! hear ’em

      A-bellow as they stamp:—

      Ha!-o-o-o! Ha!-o-o-o!

      Ha!-o-o-o!

      A-shouting as they tramp!




Chaunty Man..O hark to the haunting chorus

      of the capstan and the bars!

      Chaunty-o-o-o

      and rattle crash—

      Bash against the stars!

      Men. ... . ... . ... . ... . ... Ha-a!-o-o-o!

      Tramp and go!

      Ha-a!-o-o-o!

      Ha-a!-o-o-o!

      Chaunty Man..Hear the pawls a-ranting:

      with the bearded men a-chaunting;

      While the brazen dome above ’em

      Bellows back the ‘bars.’

      Men. ... . ... . ... . ... . ... Hear and hark!

      O hear ’em!

      Ha-a!-o-o!

      Ha-a!-o-o!

      Chaunty Man..Hurling songs towards the heavens —!

      Men. ... . ... . ... . ... . ... Ha-a!-o-o!

      Ha-a!-o-o!

      Chaunty Man..Hush! O hear ’em!

      Hark! O hear ’em!

      Hurling oaths among their spars!

      Men. ... . ... . ... . ... . ... Hark! O hear ’em!

      Hush! O hear ’em!

      Chaunty Man..Tramping round between the bars!




Chorus..They’re shouting now; oh! hear ’em

      A-bellow as they stamp:—

      Ha-a!-o-o-o! Ha-a!-o-o-o!

      Ha-a!-o-o-o!

      A-shouting as they tramp!




Chaunty Man..O do you hear the capstan-chaunty!

      Thunder round the pawls!

      Men. ... . ... . ... . ... . ... Click a-clack, a-clatter

      Surge!

      And scatter bawls!

      Chaunty Man..Click-a-clack, my bonny boys,

      while it comes in handsome!

      Men. ... . ... . ... . ... . ... Ha-a!-o-o!

      Hear ’em clack!

      Chaunty Man..Ha-a!-o-o! Click-a-clack!

      Men. ... . ... . ... . ... . ... Hush! O hear ’em pant!

      Hark! O hear ’em rant!

      Chaunty Man..Click, a-clitter, clicker-clack.

      Men. ... . ... . ... . ... . ... Ha-a!-o-o!

      Tramp and go!

      Chaunty Man..Surge! And keep away the slack!

      Men. ... . ... . ... . ... . ... Ha-a!-o-o!

      Away the slack:

      Ha-a!-o-o!

      Click-a-clack

      Chaunty Man..Bustle now each jolly Jack.

      Surging easy! Surging e-a-s-y!!

      Men. ... . ... . ... . ... . ... Ha-a!-o-o!

      Surging easy

      Chaunty Man..Click-a-clatter—

      Surge; and steady!

      Man the stopper there!

      All ready?

      Men. ... . ... . ... . ... . ... Ha-a!-o-o!

      Ha-a!-o-o!

      Chaunty Man..Click-a-clack, my bouncing boys:

      Men. ... . ... . ... . ... . ... Ha-a!-o-o!

      Tramp and go!

      Chaunty Man..Lift the pawls, and come back

      easy.

      Men. ... . ... . ... . ... . ... Ha-a!-o-o!

      Steady-o-o-o-o!

      Chaunty Man..Vast the chaunty!

      Vast the capstan!

      Drop the pawls! Be-l-a-y!




Chorus..Ha-a!-o-o! Unship the bars!

      Ha-a!-o-o! Tramp and go!

      Ha-a!-o-o! Shoulder bars!

      Ha-a!-o-o! And away we blow!

      Ha-a!-o-o-o!

      Ha-a!-o-o-o-o!

      Ha-a!-o-o-o-o-o!
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He began without any circumlocution[1q].

I joined the Mortzestus in ’Frisco. I heard before I signed on, that there were some funny yarns floating round about her; but I was pretty nearly on the beach, and too jolly anxious to get away, to worry about trifles. Besides, by all accounts, she was right enough so far as grub and treatment went. When I asked fellows to give it a name, they generally could not. All they could tell me, was that she was unlucky, and made thundering long passages, and had no more than a fair share of dirty weather. Also, that she had twice had the sticks blown out of her, and her cargo shifted. Besides all these, a heap of other things that might happen to any packet, and would not be comfortable to run into. Still, they were the ordinary things, and I was willing enough to risk thern, to get home. All the same, if I had been given the chance, I should have shipped in some other vessel as a matter of preference.

When I took my bag down, I found that they had signed on the rest of the crowd. You see, the “home lot” cleared out when they got into ’Frisco, that is, all except one young fellow, a cockney, who had stuck by the ship in port. He told me afterwards, when I got to know him, that he intended to draw a pay-day out of her, whether any one else did, or not.

The first night I was in her, I found that it was common talk among the other fellows, that there was something queer about the ship. They spoke of her as if it were an accepted fact that she was haunted; yet they all treated the matter as a joke; all, that is, except the young cockney — Williams — who, instead of laughing at their jests on the subject, seemed to take the whole matter seriously.

This made me rather curious. I began to wonder whether there was, after all, some truth underlying the vague stories I had heard; and I took the first opportunity to ask him whether he had any reasons for believing that there was anything in the yarns about the ship.

At first he was inclined to be a bit offish; but, presently, he came round, and told me that he did not know of any particular incident which could be called unusual in the sense in which I meant. Yet that, at the same time, there were lots of little things which, if you put them together, made you think a bit. For instance, she always made such long passages and had so much dirty weather — nothing but that and calms and head winds. Then, other things happened; sails that he knew, himself, had been properly stowed, were always blowing adrift at night. And then he said a thing that surprised me.

“There’s too many bloomin’ shadders about this ’ere packet; they gets onter yer nerves like nothin’ as ever I seen before in me nat’ral.”

He blurted it all out in a heap, and I turned round and looked at him.

“Too many shadows!” I said. “What on earth do you mean?” But he refused to explain himself or tell me anything further — just shook his head, stupidly, when I questioned him. He seemed to have taken a sudden, sulky fit. I felt certain that he was acting dense, purposely. I believe the truth of the matter is that he was, in a way, ashamed of having let himself go like he had, in speaking out his thoughts about “shadders.” That type of man may think things at times; but he doesn’t often put them into words. Anyhow, I saw it was no use asking any further questions; so I let the matter drop there. Yet, for several days afterwards, I caught myself wondering, at times, what the fellow had meant by “shadders.”

We left ’Frisco next day, with a fine, fair wind, that seemed a bit like putting the stopper on the yarns I had heard about the ship’s ill luck. And yet—


He hesitated a moment, and then went on again.


For the first couple of weeks out, nothing unusual happened, and the wind still held fair. I began to feel that I had been rather lucky, after all, in the packet into which I had been shunted. Most of the other fellows gave her a good name, and there was a pretty general opinion growing among the crowd, that it was all a silly yarn about her being haunted. And then, just when I was settling down to things, something happened that opened my eyes no end.

It was in the eight to twelve watch, and I was sitting on the steps, on the starboard side, leading up to the fo’cas’le[1] head. The night was fine and there was a splendid moon. Away aft, I heard the timekeeper strike four bells, and the look-out, an old fellow named Jaskett, answered him. As he let go the bell lanyard, he caught sight of me, where I sat quietly, smoking. He leant over the rail, and looked down at me.

“That you, Jessop?” he asked.

“I believe it is,” I replied.

“We’d ’ave our gran’mothers an’ all the rest of our petticoated relash’ns comin’ to sea, if ’twere always like this,” he remarked, reflectively — indicating, with a sweep of his pipe and hand, the calmness of the sea and sky.

I saw no reason for denying that, and he continued:

“If this ole packet is ’aunted, as some on ’em seems to think, well all as I can say is, let me ’ave the luck to tumble across another of the same sort. Good grub, an’ duff fer Sundays, an’ a decent crowd of ’em aft, an’ everythin’ comfertable like, so as yer can feel yer knows where yer are. As fer ’er bein’ ’aunted, that’s all ’ellish nonsense. I’ve comed ’cross lots of ’em before as was said to be ’aunted, an’ so some on ’em was; but ’twasn’t with ghostesses. One packet I was in, they was that bad yer couldn’t sleep a wink in yer watch below, until yer’d ’ad every stitch out yer bunk an’ ’ad a reg’lar ’unt. Sometimes —” At that moment, the relief, one of the ordinary seamen, went up the other ladder on to the fo’cas’le head, and the old chap turned to ask him “Why the ’ell” he’d not relieved him a bit smarter. The ordinary made some reply; but what it was, I did not catch; for, abruptly, away aft, my rather sleepy gaze had lighted on something altogether extraordinary and outrageous. It was nothing less than the form of a man stepping inboard over the starboard rail, a little abaft the main rigging. I stood up, and caught at the handrail, and stared.

Behind me, someone spoke. It was the look-out, who had come down off the fo’cas’le head, on his way aft to report the name of his relief to the second mate.

“What is it, mate?” he asked, curiously, seeing my intent attitude.

The thing, whatever it was, had disappeared into the shadows on the lee side of the deck.

“Nothing!” I replied, shortly; for I was too bewildered then, at what my eyes had just shown me, to say any more. I wanted to think.

The old shellback glanced at me; but only muttered something, and went on his way aft.

For a minute, perhaps, I stood there, watching; but could see nothing. Then I walked slowly aft, as far as the after end of the deck house. From there, I could see most of the main deck; but nothing showed, except, of course, the moving shadows of the ropes and spars and sails, as they swung to and fro in the moonlight.

The old chap who had just come off the look-out, had returned forrard again, and I was alone on that part of the deck. And then, all at once, as I stood peering into the shadows to leeward, I remembered what Williams had said about there being too many “shadders.” I had been puzzled to understand his real meaning, then. I had no difficulty now. There were too many shadows. Yet, shadows or no shadows, I realised that for my own peace of mind, I must settle, once and for all, whether the thing I had seemed to see stepping aboard out of the ocean, had been a reality, or simply a phantom, as you might say, of my imagination. My reason said it was nothing more than imagination, a rapid dream — I must have dozed; but something deeper than reason told me that this was not so. I put it to the test, and went straight in amongst the shadows — There was nothing.

I grew bolder. My common sense told me I must have fancied it all. I walked over to the mainmast, and looked behind the pinrail that partly surrounded it, and down into the shadow of the pumps; but here again was nothing. Then I went in under the break of the poop. It was darker under there than out on deck. I looked up both sides of the deck, and saw that they were bare of anything such as I looked for. The assurance was comforting. I glanced at the poop ladders, and remembered that nothing could have gone up there, without the Second Mate or the Time-keeper seeing it. Then I leant my back up against the bulkshead, and thought the whole matter over, rapidly, sucking at my pipe, and keeping my glance about the deck. I concluded my think, and said “No!” out loud. Then something occurred to me, and I said “Unless —” and went over to the starboard bulwarks, and looked over and down into the sea; but there was nothing but sea; and so I turned and made my way forrard. My common sense had triumphed, and I was convinced that my imagination had been playing tricks with me.

I reached the door on the portside, leading into the fo’cas’le, and was about to enter, when something made me look behind. As I did so, I had a shaker. Away aft, a dim, shadowy form stood in the wake of a swaying belt of moonlight, that swept the deck a bit abaft the main-mast.

It was the same figure that I had just been attributing to my fancy. I will admit that I felt more than startled; I was quite a bit frightened. I was convinced now that it was no mere imaginary thing. It was a human figure. And yet, with the flicker of the moonlight and the shadows chasing over it, I was unable to say more than that. Then, as I stood there, irresolute and funky, I got the thought that someone was acting the goat; though for what reason or purpose, I never stopped to consider. I was glad of any suggestion that my common sense assured me was not impossible; and, for the moment, I felt quite relieved. That side to the question had not presented itself to me before. I began to pluck up courage. I accused myself of getting fanciful; otherwise I should have tumbled to it earlier. And then, funnily enough, in spite of all my reasoning, I was still afraid of going aft to discover who that was, standing on the lee side of the maindeck. Yet I felt that if I shirked it, I was only fit to be dumped overboard; and so I went, though not with any great speed, as you can imagine.

I had gone half the distance, and still the figure remained there, motionless and silent — the moonlight and the shadows playing over it with each roll of the ship. I
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