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on'y de money what meeks de diffence, hits de-hit's de-Boss,
I wisbt 1 liad de book words ter .splain it de way I knows it
in heah! " Hie tapped his breast. " Hits dle-de diffence in de
-in de cornseiousness. Dat's de on'y w'ay I kin spiain it. Bit
seems ter me de ole-time folks hiad (le inner cornsciousness, an'
ail dese bcabi new pe6plc ain't got nuit'n' but de outer corn-
sciousness

" Dars my oie iniadam, Miss Annie, now, dat uster smile on
ev'y nigcr 'longy de coas', so, feered she mont be a slightin' soie
o' sbe's owrn people, caze she own so many she don't know haif
on 'emi-dar she is now, a-iivin' back o' ýown a-rneekin yeast
ca kes fo' de Christian Woman's E'xebiange, an', Boss, 1 wish you
rould se lier'!

" You reckin slie talk po' mouf ? No, sir' She's inouf warn.'t,
eut out by de po' mouf pattern!I She nuver lets on, no more'n
cf de oie tiiines was back agin.

"I gYoes ter sec bier de days iny rheuinatiz lets up ofl me right
smart-Il goes ter sec lier, an' she sets in dat little front room
wid de twvo littie yaller steps a-settin out at de front do', an' she
axes me bow I corne on, an' talks 'long peaceful like, but shie
nuver specities I

"No, sir, she nuver specifles!1 Fo' ail vou could sec, she inout
bave bier ea'r'ge out at (le fr-ont do' an' be ont dar ter sec po'
white folks on business. Dat bouse don't fit bier, and Marse
Robert's portrit a-han'gin' over dat littie chirnbly look like bit's
los' bit look so onnaebel.

"I axed Miss Annie one day bow long she spees ter live dat-a-
way, an' cf God forgrives me, I aint a-grwrne ter quizzify bier no
Mo'!1"ZDý

Tbe old inan bcsitated and looked at me, cvidcntly cxpecting
to be questioned.

"Wby, old man, didn't, sbc answer you ?" 1 said.
"Oh, yas sir' She answered mce; she say, ' Wcll, Une'

MingYo, I bardly know. I find& it vc'y pleasant and quiet out
heabl

"Pleasant an' quiet! Laws-a-mussy! An' 'bout a million
o' po' chillen a-rippin' an' a-tarrin' up and down de banquette,
an' de orgran-grinder drowndin' out de soun' o' ' Oie Sweet
Beans an' Ba'ley Grow' on her littie box steps dat minute!1

Il aint nuver answered bier, on'y jes' tunned my haid an'
looked at de crowd, an' shie says, 'Oh, de chilien, dec are a Uittle
noisy, but I meant in a'-some kind o' way,-is dcy got sicb a
word aws soshual, Boss?"

"Social ? Yes."
"Dat'sb1it-in a soshval way sbe say she fine bit's quiet, caze,

she Say, she aint made no ncw 'quaintances out dar; an' den she
dint said no mo', on'y axed me cf de ribbcr's risin', an' 1 sec she
donc shet, de do' on my quizzifyin'."
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