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TALES OF OUR COAST

found a silver toothpick, an eye-glass, and I

can't tell you what besides. He was in

high feather, a very 'appy man ; he fills his

pockets with the forks and spoons, supposing

them silver, tho' they wasn't. He looked

into the cabin where the dead body lay,

but found nothen but bed-clothes and male

wearin' apparel hangin' to the bulkhead.

There was a chest of drawers full of good

linen shirts and vests and the like of that.

But that there Mason thought of Cocky Hon-

our, the Customs man, and abandoned the

idea of makin' up them shirts into a parcel.

' It was his notion to get away in the

cutter's jolly boat or dinghey, and he stood

looking about him to see if there was any-

thing else he could put in his pockets. All

at once he heard a noise of men's voices

alongside, and, immediately arter, the 'eavy

tread of fishermen's boots over'ead. Afore

he could get on deck, a big chap, with a red

night-cap on, came down the little companion-

ladder, and instantly roars out something in

198


