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D1oes she live àiione, old man ? " I asked.
Oh, no, sir, she grot 'er ma wid 'cr "
"11r nia I thoughit you calied her 'oid rnadam.'
So 1 diii, Boss, Miss Annie's wc's ole madarn, she's jes' lackin'

a inonth o' bein' as oie as mce, but Oie 3hss, sbe's Miss Annie's
ma, she's oie, oie. Slic's one of .-ese hcah oie Rivolutioners, an'
she's gitti n' iigh,,ty 'cripit an' chitish.

Yas, sir, shc's a oie Rivolutioner, an' in plaee o' dat, hcah
she is to-dav a-livin' back o' town grratin' cocoanut.~

"Gratino' cocoanut' What do you mean?"
"Ter nmeck 1) atines ter seli, Boss!"
"And howv does she sell tbcm, pray ?"
"S/w don't seli 'cmn, biess yo' hieart, no IlMy daugrhter, she

Sells 'cml
" Your daughiter"

"Yas, sir, rny young-es' gal, Cailine. She's de <nies' one o'
iny chilien wiiat's lef'. Shie's de baby. Shie nius' be 'long 'bout
fifty."

"And vou have a daugrhter right here in iN w Orlcans, and
live here by yourself, oid man 1 Why docsn't shie corne and take
üare of you in your oid agre"

"An' wbio gwine to look arter w'c's whitc folks (-hif' Oic Miss
in an' out o' de baid, an' go of arrants, 'an' do de pot an' kittie
wvuck an' ca'y de yeas' cakes ter de Exchiange, an' seli prýa&ines,
an answcr de. do' knockcr ? Yer sec, Boss, de folks at de Ex-
change, dec don't know nut'n 'bout Oie Miss an' Miss Annie.
Yer sec Calline, she's dee's per-tector! I aint a-sufferin', Boss, I
aint! An' ef I xvas, bit would be God's xiii; but we aintrmade
out'n (le kine o' stuiff ter try ter îneck we-scivcs coînfabie, whiist
xve's white peopie's in tribulation."

1 turned and iooked at the old man. A ray from the sun,
now sctting, across the river, fell into his silver hair and seemed
to transforin it into a halo around the gentie old face. I had
oftcn found entertaiminent in the quiet stream of retrospective
conversation that seemed to flow witbout an effort from bis
lips, but this evening I hiad gotten the first giimpse of his inner
if e.

" And don't you fedl ioneiy here sometimes, oid man ?"
" I know bit looks ter you dat-a-way, Boss-I know bit looks

(lat- a-way-but when I set heah by de. water's aidge, you cyant
sec 'cm, but company's ail around me! l'se a-settin heah an' I
aint settin' heah ! I'se awray back yonder! Sornetirnes seems
like dis levee is de oie plantation, an' in dat place whar de sun's
a-shinin' on de water, meekin' a silver road, all de ole-timc
folks dec cornes ont dere an' seems like dee talks teî' me an' I
lives de oie times agin!1

" Soinetimes dec cornes one by one down de shinin' road, an'
sometirnes a whoie passel on 'em at onct, an' seems like dcc sets
down an> talks ter me.
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