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62 WEIRD TALES

"Three Men

By Dovotby Quick

THREE men were walking on the beach.
% The waves were high, the tide was in.
One man was good and one was hale

And one was neighborly with sin.

Three men were walking on the beach.
The sands stung, sharp as linle knives,
A woman watched them as they came
And far behind her stoed their wives.

“The catch was fine,” the good man said,
High on the dock the fiuh were piled.
“Meg will be pleased,” the second cried
While the third man spoke not or smiled.

Three men were walking on the beach.
The ocean roased. The wind was high
The shots were louder than the waves,
And louder still the woman’s sigh.

Three men were walking on the beach
Though one of them conld walk no more
Who was deep buried in the sea,

But whose ghost walked the sandy shore.




