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OLD MAN SAVARIN. ° 13

my fader: ‘You see what I'll be goin’ for do
wis you if ever you go on my land again wisout
you pay me rent.’

« ¢« How much you want?’ my fader say.

« < Half de fish you catch.’

“¢ Monjee ! Never!’

« ¢ Five dollar a year, den.’

¢« Saprie, no. Dat’s too much.’

««All right. Keep off my lan’, if you hain’t
want anoder lesson.’

“<You’s.a tief,’ my fader say.

¢ ¢« Hermidas, make up Narcisse Laroque bill,’
de old rascal say to his clerk. ¢If he “hain’t -
pay dat bill to-morrow, I sue him.’

“So my fader is scare mos’ to death. Only
'rnf{ moder she’s say, ¢/’/ pay dat bill, me.’

“So she ’s take the money she ’s saved up long
time for make my weddin’ when it come. An’
she’s paid de bill. So den my fader hain’t
scare no more,’ an’ he is shake his fist good
under Old Man Savarin’s ugly nose. But dat
old rascal only laugh an’ say, ‘Narcisse, you
like to be fined some more, eh?’



