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up stream, and swept it on edge with the cur-
rent to the full length of his reach. Then it
was drawn out and at once thrown upward
again, if no capture had been made. In case
he had taken fish, he came to the inshore edge
of his platform, and upset the net’s contents into
a pool séf)ix;ated from the main rapid by an
improvised wall of stones.

“I’m too old for scoop some now,” said
Ma’ame Paradis, with a sigh.

“You were never strong enough to scoop,
surely,” said I.

“No, eh? All right, M'sieu. Then you
hain’t nev’ hear "bout the time Old Man Savarin
was catched up with. No, eh? Well, 1'1
tol’ you ’bout that.” And this was her story
~as she told it to me.

. .

“Der was fun dose time. Nobody ain’t nev’
catch up with dat old rascal ony other time
since I’Il know him first. Me, I'll be only fif-
teen den. Dat'’s long time 'go, eh? Well,



