
TALES OF OUR COAST

with his mouth opening and opening. There

was likewise lookin' glasses ; a thick carpet

;

the lamps seemed to be made of silver, and

there was such a twinkling of silver all about,

what with the 'andles of doors and a lot of

forks and spoons on the table, that Mason's

eyes began to dance in his evil old nut, and

he reckoned himself a made man for life.

Look at him as he leans there.

' But what else did he see ? The door of

a cabin right aft stood open, and half-way in

and half-way out lay the body of a man ; his

throat was most horribly cut ; not by 's own

'and. No man could nearly cut his own ead

half off as that chap's was. He 'd been mur-

dered, and there was no man in that beauti-

ful little cutter saving that bleedin' corpse. It

was a sight to have thickened the wind-pipe

of most men, and set them a-breathin' hard

and tight; but /le saw nothing but a man

with his throat cut. He took a look at him,

and reckoned him to be a furriner, as, indeed,

the whole little ship seemed. It was a very
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