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By ALFRED I. TOOKE

A hundred and fifty fathoms deep it rests on the ocean floor,

With a gaping hole in its crumpled bow that serves as an open door

To a cavern dim where a skeleton grim keeps guard in a gilded suite

Whose polished flcor shall throb no more to the thythm of dancing feet;

For Death swept out of a starlit night, to mock at Life’s futile stand,

And drag the arrogant liner down in the clutch of its icy hand,

And souls were stripped of their false pretense, and shown as they really were;
And many a braggart raved and screamed, or whined like a cringing cur;
While many a so-called weakling rose that night to a new estate,

And shrugged his shoulders and wore a smile as he bowed to the will of Fate.

And there, in the cavern, the dead man’s bones guard treasure for ever lost,

That he tried to save from the grasping wave as the gangway of Death he crossed.
A hundred and fifty fathoms deep he rests on the ocean floor,

In a barnacled coffin of steel that cost a million dollars or more,

And his bones are hid by an inky squid that spawns in the gilded suite

Whose polished floor shall throb no more to the thythm of dancing feet.
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