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My father kept a small shop at Balsora. He was neither poor nor rich, and one of those people 
who are afraid of venturing anything lest they should lose the little they possess. He brought me 
up plainly and virtuously, and soon I was enabled to assist him in his trade. Scarcely had I 
reached my eighteenth year, and hardly had he made his first large speculation, when he died, 
probably from grief at having confided a thousand pieces of gold to the sea. 
 I could not help thinking him lucky afterwards on account of his death, for a few weeks later 
the news arrived that the ship to which my father had entrusted his goods had sunk. This mishap, 
however, did not curb my youthful courage. I converted everything that my father had left into 
money, and set forth to try my fortune abroad, accompanied only by my father’s old servant, 
who from long attachment would not separate himself from me and my fate. 
 We took ship at Balsora and left the haven with a favourable wind. The ship in which we 
embarked was bound for India. When we had sailed some fifteen days over the ordinary track, 
the Captain predicted a storm. He looked very serious, for it appeared that he was not sufficiently 
acquainted with the course in these parts to await a storm with composure. He had all sail furled, 
and we drifted along quite gently. The night had fallen. It was cold and clear, and the Captain 
began to think he had been deceived by false indications of the storm. All at once a ship which 
we had not observed before drove past at a little distance from our own. Wild shouts and cheers 
resounded from her deck; at which, in such an anxious hour before a tempest, I wondered not a 
little. The Captain, who stood by my side, turned as pale as death. “My ship is doomed!” he 
cried; “yonder sails death.” Before I could question him as to the meaning of this strange 
exclamation, the sailors came running towards us, howling and crying. “Have you seen it?” they 
cried. “It is all over with us.” 
 But the Captain caused some consolatory verses to be read out the Koran, and placed himself 
at the helm. All in vain! Visibly the storm increased in fury, and before an hour had passed the 
ship crashed and stuck fast. The boats were lowered, and scarcely had the last sailors saved 
themselves, when the ship sank before our eyes, and I was launched on the sea, a beggar. Further 
miseries awaited us. The storm raged more furiously, our boat became unmanageable. I had 
clasped my old servant tightly, and we vowed never to part from one another. At length day 
broke. But at the first dawn of morning a squall caught the boat in which we were seated and 
capsized it. I never saw my shipmates again. I was stunned by the shock; and when I awoke, I 
found myself in the arms of my old and faithful servant, who had saved himself on the 
overturned boat and dragged me after him. The tempest had subsided. Nothing more was seen of 
our ship. We discovered, however, not far from us another ship, towards which the waves were 
drifting us. As we drew near I recognized it as the same ship that had dashed past us on the 
preceding night, and which had terrified our Captain so much. I was inspired with a singular 
horror at the sight of this vessel. The expression of the Captain which had been so terribly 
fulfilled, the desolate aspect of the ship, on which, near as we were and loudly as we shouted, no 
one appeared, frightened me. However, this was our only means of safety, therefore we praised 
the Prophet who had so wonderfully preserved us. 
 Over the ship’s bow hung a long cable. We paddled with hands and feet towards it in order to 
grasp it. At length we succeeded. Loudly I raised my voice, but all was silent on board. We then 



climbed up by the rope, I as the youngest going first. Oh, horror! What a spectacle met my gaze 
as I stepped upon the deck! The planks were reddened with blood; twenty or thirty corpses in 
Turkish dresses lay on the deck. Close to the mainmast stood a man, richly attired, a sabre in his 
hand, but with features pale and distorted; a great nail driven through his forehead pinning him to 
the mainmast. He also was dead. 
 Terror shackled my steps. I scarcely ventured to breathe. At last my companion had also come 
up. He too was struck at the sight of the deck, on which nothing living was to be seen, only so 
many frightful corpses. After a time we ventured, after having invoked the aid of the Prophet in 
anguish of heart, to go forward. At each step we glanced around expecting to discover something 
new and yet more terrible. But all was the same. Far and wide nothing was living but ourselves 
and the ocean. We dared not even speak aloud, lest the dead Captain spitted to the mast should 
turn his ghastly eyes upon us, or one of the corpses move its head. At last we reached a hatchway 
which led to the ship’s hold. There we both stopped, involuntarily, and looked at each other, for 
neither dared to speak his thoughts. 
 “O Master,” said my faithful servant, “something awful has happened here! Yet, though the 
hold below be full of murderers, I would rather give myself up to their mercy than remain here 
any longer among these corpses.” I thought the same. We grew bold and, full of expectation, 
descended. But here likewise all was still as death, and only our steps sounded on the ladder. We 
stood at the door of the cabin. I placed my ear against it and listened. Nothing could be heard. I 
opened it, and the cabin presented a disorderly appearance. Dresses, weapons, and other things 
lay in confusion. Everything was out of its place. The crew, or at least the Captain, must have 
been carousing not long since, for all was still lying about. 
 We went from place to place and from cabin to cabin, and everywhere found splendid stores of 
silk, pearls, sugar, and the like. I was beside myself with joy at this sight, for since no one was on 
board, I thought I had a right to appropriate all to myself; but Ibrahim reminded me that we were 
doubtless far from land, which we could never reach without the help of man. 
 We refreshed ourselves with the meats and drinks, of which we found an ample supply, and 
finally ascended again to the deck. But here we shuddered at the sight of the ghastly corpses. We 
resolved upon freeing ourselves from them by throwing them overboard. But how awful was the 
dread which we felt when we found that not one could be moved from his position! So firmly 
fixed were they to the flooring, that we should have had to take up the planks of the deck in order 
to remove them, and for this purpose we had no tools. Neither could we loose the Captain from 
the mainmast, nor wrest his sabre from his rigid grasp. 
 We passed the day in sad contemplation of our position, and when night began to fall I allowed 
old Ibrahim to lie down to sleep, while I kept watch on deck spying for some means of 
deliverance. 
 But when the moon had come out, and I reckoned by the stars that it was about eleven o’clock, 
such an irresistible sleep took possession of me that I involuntarily fell behind a cask that stood 
on the deck. However, this was more stupefaction than sleep, for I distinctly heard the sea 
beating against the side of the ship, and the sails creaking and whistling in the wind. All of a 
sudden I thought I heard voices and men’s footsteps on the deck. I endeavoured to get up to see 
what it was, but an invisible power held my limbs fettered; I could not even open my eyes. The 
voices, however, grew more distinct, and it appeared to me as if a merry crew was rushing about 
on the deck. Now and then I thought I heard the sonorous voice of a commander, and also 
distinctly the hoisting and lowering of cordage and sails. But by degrees my senses left me, I 



sank into a deeper sleep, in which I only thought I could hear a clatter of arms, and only awoke 
when the sun was far above the horizon and scorching my face. 
 I stared about in astonishment. Storm, ship, the dead, and what I had heard during the night, 
appeared to me like a dream, but when I glance around I found everything as on the previous 
day. Immovable lay the dead, immovable stood the Captain spitted to the mast. I laughed over 
my dream, and rose up to seek the old man. 
 He was seated, absorbed in reflection in the cabin. “Oh, Master,” he exclaimed, as I entered, “I 
would rather lie at the bottom of the sea than pass another night in this bewitched ship.” I 
inquired the cause of his trouble, and he thus answered me: “After I had slept some hours, I 
awoke and heard people running about above my head. I thought at first it was you, but there 
were at least twenty, rushing to and fro, aloft, and I also heard calling and shouting. At last heavy 
steps came down the cabin. Upon this I became insensible, and only now and then my 
consciousness returned for a few moments, and then I saw the same man who is nailed to the 
mast overhead, sitting there at that table, singing and drinking, while the man in the scarlet dress, 
who is close to him on the floor, sat beside him and drank with him.” Such was my old servant’s 
narrative. 
 Believe me, my friends, I did not feel at all at ease, for it was no illusion. I had also heard the 
dead men quite plainly. To sail in such company was gruesome to me. My Ibrahim, however, 
relapsed into profound meditation. “I have just hit it!” he exclaimed at last. He recalled a little 
formula, which his grandfather, a man of experience and a great traveller, had taught him, which 
was a charm against ghosts and sorcery. He likewise affirmed that we might ward off the 
unnatural sleep during the coming night, by diligently saying verses from the Koran. 
 The proposal of the old man pleased me. In anxious expectation we saw the night approach. 
Adjoining the cabin was a narrow berth, into which we resolved to retire. We bored several holes 
through the door, large enough to overlook the whole cabin; we then locked the door as well as 
we could inside, and Ibrahim wrote the name of the Prophet in all four corners. Thus we awaited 
the terrors of the night. It might be about eleven o’clock when I began to feel very drowsy. My 
companion therefore advised me to say some verses from the Koran, which indeed helped me. 
All at once everything grew animated above, the cordage creaked, feet paced the deck, and 
several voices became clearly heard. We had thus sat for some time in intense expectation, when 
we heard something descending the steps of the cabin stairs. The old man on hearing this 
commenced to recite the formula which his grandfather had taught him against ghosts and 
sorcery:— 
 

“If you are spirits from the air, 
Or come from depths of sea, 
Have in dark sepulchres your lair, 
Or if from fire you be. 
Allah is your God and Lord, 
All spirits must obey His word.” 

 
I must confess I did not quite believe in this charm, and my hair stood on end as the door opened. 
In stepped that tall majestic man whom I had seen nailed to the mainmast. The nail still passed 
through his skull, but his sword was sheathed. Behind him followed another person less richly 
dressed; him also I had seen stretched on deck. The Captain, for there was no doubt it was he, 
had a pale face, a large black beard and fiery eyes, with which he looked around the whole cabin. 
I could see him quite distinctly as he passed our door; but he did not seem to notice the door at 



all, which hid us. Both seated themselves at the table which stood in the middle of the cabin, 
speaking loudly and almost shouting to one another in an unknown tongue. They grew more and 
more hot and excited, until at last the Captain brought his fist down upon the table, so that the 
cabin shook. The other jumped up with a wild laugh and beckoned the Captain to follow him. 
The latter rose, tore his sabre out of its sheath, and both left the cabin. 
 After they had gone we breathed more freely, but our alarm was not to terminate yet. Louder 
and louder grew the noise on deck. We heard rushing backwards and forwards, shouting, laugh-
ing and howling. At last a most fiendish noise was heard, so we thought the deck together with 
all its sails was coming down on us, clashing of arms and shrieks—and suddenly a dead silence 
followed. When, after many hours, we ventured to ascend, we found everything as before; not 
one had shifted his place; all lay as stiff as wood. © 2005 by http://www.HorrorMasters.com 
 Thus we passed many days on board this ship, and constantly steered on an eastern course, 
where according to my calculation land should be found; but although we seemed to cover many 
miles by day, yet at night it seemed to go back, for we were always in the same place at the 
rising of the sun. We could not understand this, except that the dead crew each night navigated 
the ship in a directly opposite course with full sails. In order to prevent this, we furled all the 
sails before night fell, and employed the same means as we had used on the cabin door. We 
wrote the name of the prophet, and the formula prescribed by Ibrahim’s grandfather, upon a 
scroll of parchment, and wound it round the furled sails. Anxiously we awaited the result in our 
berths. The noise now seemed to increase more violently than ever; but behold, on the following 
morning, the sails were still furled, as we had left them. By day we only hoisted as many sails as 
were needed to carry the ship gently along, and thus in five days we covered a considerable tract.  
 At last on the sixth morning we discovered land at a short distance, and thanked Allah and his 
Prophet for our miraculous deliverance. This day and on the following night we sailed along a 
coast, and on the seventh morning we thought at a short distance we saw a town. With much 
difficulty we dropped our anchor, which at once struck ground, lowered a little boat, which was 
on deck, and rowed with all our strength towards the town. After the lapse of half-an-hour we 
entered a river which ran into the sea, and landed. On entering the gate of the town we asked the 
name of it, and learnt that it was an Indian town, not far from where I had intended to land at 
first. We went towards a caravanserai and refreshed ourselves after our adventurous journey. I 
also inquired there after some wise and intelligent man, intimating to the landlord that I wished 
to consult one on matters relating to sorcery. He led me to some remote street to a mean-looking 
house and knocked. I was allowed to enter, and simply told to ask for Muley. 
 In the house I met a little old man, with a grey beard and a long nose, who asked me what I 
wanted. I told him I desired to see the wise Muley, and he answered me that he was Muley. I 
now asked his advice what I should do with the corpses, and how I was to set about to remove 
them from the ship. He answered me that very likely the ship’s crew were spell-bound on the 
ocean on account of some crime; and he believed the charm might be broken by bringing them 
on land, which, however, could only be done by taking up the planks on which they lay. The 
ship, together with all its goods, by divine and human law belonged to me, because I had as it 
were found it. I was, however, to keep all very secret, and make him a little present of my 
abundance, in return for which he and his slaves would assist me in removing the dead. I 
promised to reward him richly, and we set forth followed by five slaves provided with saws and 
hatchets. On the road the magician Muley could not sufficiently laud the happy thought of 
tacking the Koran verses upon the sails. He said that this had been the only means of our 
deliverance. 



 It was yet early morning when we reached the vessel. We all set to work immediately, and in 
an hour four lay already in the boat. Some of the slaves had to row them to land to bury them 
there. They related on their return that the corpses had saved them the trouble of burial, for 
hardly had they been put on the ground when they crumbled into dust. We continued sawing off 
the corpses, and before evening all had been removed to land except one, namely he who was 
nailed to the mast. In vain we endeavoured to draw the nail out of the wood. Every effort could 
not displace it a hair’s-breadth. I did not know what to do, for it was impossible to cut down the 
mast to bring him to land. Muley, however, devised an expedient. He ordered a slave quickly to 
row to land, in order to bring him a pot filled with earth. When it was brought, the magician 
pronounced some mystic words over it, and emptied the earth upon the head of the corpse. 
Immediately he opened his eyes, heaved a deep sigh, and the wound of the nail in his forehead 
began to bleed. We now extracted the nail easily, and the wounded man fell into the arms of one 
of the slaves. 
 “Who has brought me hither?” he said, after having slightly recovered. Muley pointed to me, 
and I approached him. “Thanks be to thee, unknown stranger, for thou hast rescued me from a 
long martyrdom. For fifty years has my corpse been floating upon these waves, and my spirit 
was condemned to reanimate it each night; but now earth having touched my head, I can return 
to my fathers reconciled.” I begged him to tell us how he had fallen into this awful condition, and 
he answered: “Fifty years ago I was a man of power and rank, and lived in Algiers. The longing 
after gain induced me to fit out a vessel in order to engage in piracy. I had already carried on this 
business for some time, when one day I took on board at Zante a Dervish, who asked for a free 
passage. My companions and myself were wild fellows, and paid no respect to the sanctity of the 
man, but rather mocked him. But one day, when he had reproached me in his holy zeal with my 
sinful mode of living, I became furious at night, after having drunk a great deal with my 
steersman in my cabin. Enraged at what a Dervish had told me, and what I would not even allow 
a Sultan to tell me, I rushed upon deck, and plunged my dagger in his breast. As he died, he 
cursed me and my crew, that we might neither live nor die till our heads should touch the earth. 
The Dervish died, and we threw him into the sea, laughing at his menaces; but in the very same 
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 “Some of my crew mutinied against me. We fought with insane fury until my adherents were 
defeated, and I was nailed to the mainmast. But the mutineers also expired of their wounds, and 
my ship soon became but an immense tomb. My eyes also grew dim, my breathing ceased, I 
thought I was dying. But it was only a kind of numbness that seized me. The very next night, and 
at the precise hour that we had thrown the Dervish into the sea, I and all my companions awoke, 
we were alive, but we could only do and say what we had said and done on that night. Thus we 
have been sailing these fifty years unable to live or die: for how could we reach land? It was with 
a savage joy that we sailed many times with full sail in the storm, hoping that at length we might 
strike some rock, and rest our wearied heads at the bottom of the sea. We did not succeed. But 
now I shall die. Thanks once more, my unknown deliverer, and if treasures can reward thee, 
accept my ship as a mark of my gratitude.” 
 After having said this, the Captain’s head fell upon his breast, and he expired. Immediately his 
body also, like the crew’s, crumbled to dust. We collected it in a little urn and buried him on 
shore. I engaged, however, workmen from the town, who repaired my ship thoroughly. After 
having bartered the goods which I had on board for others at a great profit, I collected a crew, 
rewarded my friend Muley handsomely, and set sail towards my native place. I made, however, a 
detour, and landed on many islands and countries where I sold my goods. The Prophet blessed 



my enterprise. After a lapse of nine months, twice as wealthy as the dying Captain had made me, 
I reached Balsora. My fellow-citizens were astonished at my riches and my fortune, and did not 
believe anything else but that I must have found the diamond valley of the celebrated traveller 
Sinbad. I left their belief undisturbed, but henceforth the young people of Balsora, when they 
were scarcely eighteen years old, were obliged to go out into the word in order like myself to 
seek their fortune. But I lived quietly and peacefully, and every five years undertook a journey to 
Mecca, in order to thank the Lord for His blessing at this sacred shrine, and pray for the Captain 
and his crew that He might receive them into His Paradise. 
 


