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		Authors Note
		


		The dialect of the negroes of Eastern Virginia differs totally
		from that of the Southern negroes, and in some material points from that of
		those located farther west.


		The elision is so constant that it is impossible to produce the
		exact sound, and in some cases it has been found necessary to subordinate the
		phonetic arrangement to intelligibility.


		The following rules may, however, aid the reader:


		The final consonant is rarely sounded. Adverbs, prepositions, and
		short words are frequently slighted, as is the possessive. The letter r
		is not usually rolled except when used as a substitute for th,
		but is pronounced ah.


		For instance, the following is a fair representation of the
		peculiarities cited:


		The sentence, “It was curious, he said, he wanted to go into the
		other army,” would sound: “’Twuz cu-yus, he say, he wan’(t) (to) go in(to) ’turr
		ah-my.”

		

	

	

	

	 	
			Marse Chan: A Tale of Old Virginia
		

		
		One afternoon, in the autumn of 1872, I was riding leisurely down
		the sandy road that winds along the top of the watershed between two of the
		smaller rivers of eastern Virginia. The road I was travelling, following “the
		ridge” for miles, had just struck me as most significant of the character of
		the race whose only avenue of communication with the outside world it had
		formerly been. Their once splendid mansions, now fast falling to decay,
		appeared to view from time to time, set back far from the road, in proud seclusion,
		among groves of oak and hickory, now scarlet and gold with the early frost.
		Distance was nothing to this people; time was of no consequence to them. They
		desired but a level path in life, and that they had, though the way was longer,
		and the outer world strode by them as they dreamed.


		I was aroused from my reflections by hearing some one ahead of me
		calling, “Heah!—heah—whoo-oop, heah!”


		Turning the curve in the road, I saw just before me a negro
		standing, with a hoe and a watering pot in his hand. He had evidently just
		gotten over the “worm-fence” into the road, out of the path which led zigzag
		across the “old field” and was lost to sight in the dense growth of sassafras.
		When I rode up, he was looking anxiously back down this path for his dog. So engrossed
		was he that he did not even hear my horse, and I reined in to wait until he
		should turn around and satisfy my curiosity as to the handsome old place half a
		mile off from the road.


		The numerous out-buildings and the large barns and stables told
		that it had once been the seat of wealth, and the wild waste of sassafras that
		covered the broad fields gave it an air of desolation that greatly excited my
		interest. Entirely oblivious of my proximity, the negro went on calling
		“Whoo-oop, heah!” until along the path, walking very slowly and with great
		dignity, appeared a noble-looking old orange and white setter, gray with age,
		and corpulent with excessive feeding. As soon as he came in sight, his master
		began:


		“Yes, dat you! You gittin’ deaf as well as bline, I s’pose! Kyarnt
		heah me callin’, I reckon? Whyn’t yo’ come on, dawg?”


		The setter sauntered slowly up to the fence and stopped, without
		even deigning a look at the speaker, who immediately proceeded to take the
		rails down, talking meanwhile:


		“Now, I got to pull down de gap, I s’pose! Yo’ so sp’ilt yo’ kyahn
		hardly walk. Jes’ ez able to git over it as I is! Jes’ like white folks—think ’cuz
		you’s white and I’s black, I got to wait on yo’ all de time. Ne’m mine, I ain’
		gwi’ do it!”


		The fence having been pulled down sufficiently low to suit his
		dogship, he marched sedately through, and, with a hardly perceptible lateral
		movement of his tail, walked on down the road. Putting up the rails carefully,
		the negro turned and saw me.


		“Sarvent, marster,” he said, taking his hat off. Then, as if
		apologetically for having permitted a stranger to witness what was merely a
		family affair, he added: “He know I don’ mean nothin’ by what I sez. He’s Marse
		Chan’s dawg, an’ he’s so ole he kyahn git long no pearter. He know I’se jes’
		prodjickin’ wid ’im.”


		“Who is Marse Chan?” I asked; “and whose place is that over there,
		and the one a mile or two back—the place with the big gate and the carved stone
		pillars?”


		“Marse Chan,” said the darky, “he’s Marse Channin’—my young
		marster; an’ dem places—dis one’s Weall’s, an’ de one back dyar wid de rock
		gate-pos’s is ole Cun’l Chahmb’lin’s. Dey don’ nobody live dyar now, ’cep’
		niggers. Arfter de war some one or nurr bought our place, but his name done
		kind o’ slipped me. I nuver hearn on ’im befo’; I think dey’s half-strainers. I
		don’ ax none on ’em no odds. I lives down de road heah, a little piece, an’ I
		jes’ steps down of a evenin’ and looks arfter de graves.”


		“Well, where is Marse Chan?” I asked.


		“Hi! don’ you know? Marse Chan, he went in de army. I was wid im.
		Yo’ know he warn’ gwine an’ lef’ Sam.”


		“Will you tell me all about it?” I said, dismounting.


		Instantly, and as if by instinct, the darky stepped forward and took
		my bridle. I demurred a little; but with a bow that would have honored old Sir
		Roger, he shortened the reins, and taking my horse from me, led him along.


		“Now tell me about Marse Chan,” I said.


		“Lawd, marster, hit’s so long ago, I’d a’most forgit all about it,
		ef I hedn’ been wid him ever sence he wuz born. Ez ’tis, I remembers it jes’
		like ’twuz yistiddy. Yo’ know Marse Chan an’ me—we wuz boys togerr. I wuz
		older’n he wuz, jes’ de same ez he wuz whiter’n me. I wuz born plantin’ corn
		time, de spring arfter big Jim an’ de six steers got washed away at de upper
		ford right down dyar b’low de quarters ez he wuz a bringin’ de Chris’mas things
		home; an’ Marse Chan, he warn’ born tell mos’ to de harves’ arfter my sister
		Nancy married Cun’l Chahmb’lin’s Torm, ’bout eight years arfterwoods.


		“Well, when Marse Chan wuz born, dey wuz de grettes’ doin’s at
		home you ever did see. De folks all hed holiday, jes’ like in de Chris’mas. Ole
		marster (we didn’ call ’im ole marster tell arfter Marse Chan wuz
		born—befo’ dat he wuz jes’ de marster, so)—well, ole marster, his face fyar
		shine wid pleasure, an’ all de folks wuz mighty glad, too, ’cause dey all loved
		ole marster, and aldo’ dey did step aroun’ right peart when ole marster was
		lookin’ at ’em, dyar warn’ nyar han’ on de place but what, ef he wanted anythin’,
		would walk up to de back poach, an’ say he warn’ to see de marster. An’
		ev’ybody wuz talkin’ ’bout de young marster, an’ de maids an’ de wimmens ’bout
		de kitchen wuz sayin’ how ’twuz de purties’ chile dey ever see; an’ at
		dinnertime de mens (all on ’em hed holiday) come roun’ de poach an’ ax how de
		missis an’ de young marster wuz, an’ ole marster come out on de poach an’ smile
		wus’n a ’possum, an’ sez, ‘Thankee! Bofe doin’ fust rate, boys;’ an’ den he
		stepped back in de house, sort o’ laughin’ to hisse’f, an’ in a minute he come
		out ag’in wid de baby in he arms, all wrapped up in flannens an’ things, an’
		sez, ‘Heah he is, boys.’ All de folks den, dey went up on de poach to look at ’im,
		drappin’ dey hats on de steps, an’ scrapin’ dey feets ez dey went up. An’
		pres’n’y ole marster, lookin’ down at we all chil’en all packed togerr down
		dyah like a parecel o’ sheepburrs, cotch sight o’ me (he knowed my name,
		’cause I use’ to hole he hoss fur ’im sometimes; but he didn’ know all de
		chil’en by name, dey wuz so many on ’em), an’ he sez, ‘Come up heah.’ So up I
		goes tippin’, skeered like, an’ old marster sez, ‘Ain’ you Mymie’s son?’ ‘Yass,
		seh,’ sez I. ‘Well,’ sez he, ‘I’m gwine to give you to yo’ young Marse Channin’
		to be his body-servant,’ an’ he put de baby right in my arms (it’s de truth I’m
		tellin’ yo’!), an’ yo’ jes’ ought to a-heard de folks sayin’, ‘Lawd! marster,
		dat boy’ll drap dat chile!’ ‘Naw, he won’t,’ sez marster; ‘I kin trust ’im.’
		And den he sez: ‘Now, Sam, from dis time you belong to yo’ young Marse Channin’;
		I wan’ you to tek keer on ’im ez long ez he lives. You are to be his boy from
		dis time. An’ now,’ he sez, ‘carry ’im in de house.’ An’ he walks arfter me an’
		opens de do’s fur me, an’ I kyars ’im in my arms, an’ lays ’im down on de bed.
		An from dat time I was tooken in de house to be Marse Channin’s body servant.


		“Well, you nuver see a chile grow so. Pres’n’y he growed up right
		big, an’ ole marster sez he must have some edication. So he sont ’im to school
		to ole Miss Lawry down dyar, dis side o’ Cun’l Chahmb’lin’s, an’ I use’ to go
		’long wid ’im an’ tote he books an’ we all’s snacks; an’ when he larnt to read
		an’ spell right good, an’ got ’bout so-o big, ole Miss Lawry she died, an’ ole
		marster said he mus’ have a man to teach ’im an’ trounce ’im. So we all went to
		Mr. Hall, whar kep’ de schoolhouse beyant de creek, an’ dyar we went ev’y day,
		’cep Sat’d’ys of co’se, an’ sich days ez Marse Chan din’ warn’ go, an’ ole
		missis begged ’im off.


		“Hit wuz down dyar Marse Chan fust took notice o’ Miss Anne. Mr.
		Hall, he taught gals ez well ez boys, an’ Cun’l Chahmb’lin he sont his daughter
		(dat’s Miss Anne I’m talkin’ about). She wuz a leetle bit o’ gal when she fust
		come. Yo’ see, her ma wuz dead, an’ ole Miss Lucy Chahmb’lin, she lived wid her
		brurr an’ kep’ house for ’im; an’ he wuz so busy wid politics, he didn’ have
		much time to spyar, so he sont Miss Anne to Mr. Hall’s by a ’ooman wid a note.
		When she come dat day in de schoolhouse, an’ all de chil’en looked at her so
		hard, she tu’n right red, an’ tried to pull her long curls over her eyes, an’
		den put bofe de backs of her little han’s in her two eyes, an’ begin to cry to
		herse’f. Marse Chan he was settin’ on de een’ o’ de bench nigh de do’, an’ he jes’
		reached out an’ put he arm roun’ her an
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