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THE OLD NEGRO MAMMY

THE NEW COLORED WOMAN SOUTH
COMPARED WITH HER,

iizer With the Old Ovder
Draws an Unfaverabie
Pletnre Inten Some lof the
Woes Suftered Under the New Re-
glime, .

{New Orleans Picayune.)

*With the passing away of a single gen«
cration of old negroes, now, alag, nearing
the end of the journey of life, one of
the most picturesque features.of the South
will he lost, Already the sight of a neaf,
-resgpectful,- respeciable old colored aunty,
with a gay bundana tignon on her head, ;
i3 growing rare. Bhe has been superseded.’

by the *“cuillud. lady,” who parades the
sirect in cheap and gaudy finery, and who
scorng: to demean herself by belng. pulite‘
to dny white person,.or doing any .work,

For there is 'a.new colored woman, as
well as a new-white woman. "If the new
white woman {3 ah ‘dnomaly In the world,
who. Is, neither man nor woman, neither

fish, tlesh, :fawl or good. herring, the
uew colored - woman is the Frankenstein
of civilization, She s a misfit In crea-
tion, who has borrowed all the vices and
faults of her model anil added to them
trills that ;are pecullarly her own. The
new white woman hag got to get over the
tradiilons of centuries of virtue and re-
respectability Dbefore she acguires the
courage of her theories, but the new col-
ored woman ig-foot loose and fancy free
to do as she pleases. o ..

And the first articles In her conlession
of faith is a deep and ablding determina-
tion not to work. Somet!mes this s tem.
porarily shaken by hunger or a desire to
purchage some gaudy flnery to wear to
the forthcoming ball of the “Amalgamated
Bong and Daughters of Rest,” and she wilt
condéscend for a.shori time to preside in
your kitchen, orlanguidly make your beds.
But she doés- it under protest, She has.
no pride In her work; no desire to do it
well. The least work for the most.money
is the legend she Inscribes on her banner,
and she mentally reglsters @ vow to leave
you the firgt. time you are indisereet
enough to .invite company, and to coms
up ay an Ir n might- say,
the first cold moranling.

The Aunt Dinahs, ample of girth, clad
in clean cottonade, who went about In-a

sgort of charmed atmosphere of savory
smells that made the very moutb water
with anticipatory delight, belonged to the
old generation. They boasted that they
laid a heavy hand on the season!ng in com-
pounding ‘the delicacies for which they
were famous, and at dinner would poke an
anxious head through the dining-room
door anxious to hear the compliments be-
stowed upon their art, In their kitchens
hungry children knew surreptitious dafn-
ties were to be had for the teasing; that
wonderful ducks and chickens were fash-
foned out of biscuit dough, and that the
perpetual grumbling of the high priestess
of the pots and pans meant nothing more
than that the roast and the gumbo lay
heavy on her mind. Fere and there such
a flgure still lingers in a kitchen, but she-~
is growing too old to work, and her mis-
‘tress thinks with horror of the time when
D!nah will be gene and the new colored
woman relgn In her stead. Then, indeed,
will dyspepsia and confusion worse con-
founded stalk through the house. For the
new colored woman does not burden her
mind with the insignificant details that
g0 to make good cooking. Shle dashes a
lot of things together, and .if they turn
out all right, well and good; If not, also
well, . All she is concerned in {s In draw.-
ing her wages, and carrying back and
forth the basket that is the commissary
department of a tribe of hungry and idle
friends, -

‘Time was when every housekeeper point-
ed with pride to her neat housemaid in a.
blue calico, so stiffly starched it rattled
like the best taffeta. With what precision
did she draw your mosquite bar! with what
sympathy did,she press on you the hot
bHread at breakfast! §he, too, might answer
to the auctioneer’s ery of “‘Going; golng,
gone!” Now a frowsy girl in a dirty, lace-
trimmed party walst condeacends to wait.
at table or make beds or answer the door-
bell, when she feels like it. It is said that
an intelligent Chinese gervant can insult
his master in several thousand ways, so
deftly ‘that the master remains in ignor-
ance of it. The new colored woman em-
ploys o suoh. finesse. She goes right to
‘the point, and-makes the distinction of
invariably speaking of her race as ‘ladies
and-:gentlemen,” and yours as ‘‘men end
women,” %Vhen you are told that there is
a woman down stairs, you know that it is
probably some friend noted for her aristo-
cratic lineage, her culture, her wealth and
position, while the mald’s announcenient
that’a lady wants to see you sends you to
the back door to interview the charwoman.

The new colored woman has one desire
that ranks above all others, one fixed am-
bition, and that is to be a school teacher.
There must be in the South several hun-
dred thousand youug negro women who
have announced-their determination to fol-
low thls career. They are in the process of
being educated. Year after year they ga
to schgol, with, so far as the outsider can
gee, no direct results except an addegd in-
golence and laziness, Of course here and
there ,one probably gets a fair education,
but the most never get beyond the superior
elegapce of saying “have came’ and scorn-
ing the humble and admiring mother who
takes in washing to support her daughter
in idleness.. If rll the young women who
are expecting to make a llving by teach-
ing carry out thelr intention, the .Govern-
ment will have to subsidize every little
kinky-headed coon and farm him out, for
there won't be more than ‘one scholar
apiece, Sometimes, indeed, Mary Jane, now
Mary Jane no longer, but Miss Blrdie or
Liny or Dalsy, gets g diploma from her
gominary, and comes home to astonish the
community of St. Kipkleville with her airs
and graces. No school coming in search of
her -distingwished talents, she scorns the
humble occupation of a housemaid or cook,
and llves—God knows how

The marriage tie 18 seldom the tle that
binds with her, and she is so far advanced
that she practically illustrates the matri-
monial theorles *advanced by Thomas
Hardy and Grant Allen in their recent fic-
tion. Shé has no shame and no remorse.
In the peculiar theory of life and morality
held by the new colored woman, anything
is Dbetter and more respectable than to
mnalka o lving by wark.

The older generation of negro women
who were hrought up before the war -had
the advantage of close association with
gentle and refined ladies. Essentlally imi-
tative as the colored race is, they copled
the manners and the graces of the ‘people
they served, and many an old black mam-
my has the manners of a grande dame
many an old uncle.the courtly grace of &
Chesterfleld. The young negroes have had
no such opportunities, and would not_have
used them if they had, They have chosen
to imitate the worst class of whites, and
it Is as If one saw a vulgar picture ineffa-
bly seasoned by being reproduced in glar-
ing colors that emphasized ‘in every un-
lavely "detail.  They believe liberty s
license, and do not know that reverence
and respect are attributes that adorn the
highest statlon, . .

One of the snddest features of this pass.
ing away of the old-fashioned negroes ls
the loss of that old negro mammy. In
every Southern home she was a figure
unique in the pecullar love -and tender-
ness  that-surrounded her. In her strong
arms'evel’y white baby was first laid, with
the certainty that nothing amiss.could be-
fall it there, On her broad hreast child-
ish sorrows sobbed themselvés out, and
broken baby hearts were mended by the
magic of mammy's touch. - Her hands
guided the first faltering step, her tongue
flrst opened the doors of romance and mar-
vels; her volce, deep, soft, mellow and
sweet as the volce of love, croned the 1lul-
lables that lje on the threshhold of hush-n-
by-land. The passing years but strength-
ened: the ties that bound the black mam-
my and her white children. Tt was .her
province to watch over their growth, and
her *‘mind your manners’ was. a . stern
admonition no well-bred Southern -child
dared disregard. She packed the trunk mof
the boy about to start to* college, she in-
spected . the suitors who came a-wooing,
and passed judgment, often as shrewd as
unconyentional, upon -them, she pinned
the véll over the face of the bride, and
gave sage advice on the best way to man-
age ‘husbands to her ‘‘baby” about to
embark on the uncertain sea of matri-
mony, In every event of lite, joy and sor-
row, mammy's faithful heart beat like the
acho of her white folks, N
" Did eickness come, what hand so tender
on the aching brow, what watching so un-
wearied 'ag mdmmy’s? Who o wise in
the knowledge of Herbs -and simples?
What broth-had ever such a flavor as
that made by her skiliful hand? And
when death kissed the eyelids down it was
mammy’'s loving hand that did the last
sad offices for the dead and robed them
For thehr burifal. She felded lilies in the
pulseless hands and she and her mistress,
white mother and black mammy, who had
both ‘knewn the passion and the paln-of
metherhood, who had both lest the child

that had lain upon their breasts, walked
hand in hand behind. the tiny coffin to.the
little ,gmtveyard in ‘the corner. of the gar-
den. Afterward, 'when the sweet ground
myrtle had hidden the mound with living
green, it was mammy who would go in
the qulet dusks of summer evenings and

bring : her mistress away from that hal-

Iowed spot. -
Truth, loyalty,

‘devotion, knightly ‘quall-"

tles were stamped.in every line.of mam--

my's tine old face, and made it beautiful.

Sometfmes migfortune..befell her whitq’

people, but manmy's love never faltered,
The war came;and .get her free, Mammy
stald on, She scorned new peaple, and
would not leave her own, Bhrined in the

unwritten histary’ of a thousand Southern’

homes (s the story of the faithful devo-
tion of some old negro woman who .re-
mainéd and served for love the people too
poor jto pay hér wages. Sometimes she
turned to account her talent for cooking
or nursing, and with the mon?‘y thus mads
gshe educated thé children of her former
mistress, and gave them a start in life.

f anything could justify slavery, it was
this mutual love and tenderness that ex-
{sted hetween the black maminies and their
white ‘“chillen.” - .

Ho .few, so few are the white children
now who are privileged to know the spoil-
ing and -correction and.chiding of a black
mammy, .who listen to_the tales of ‘‘Brer
Rabbit”” and the “Tar Baby” from the in-
spired lips that embrolder the tale to suit
the occasion, who miss the deliclous terror
of having thely souls scared -out of them
by tales of witches and ‘“hants.” Unfor-
tunate little people, who know nothing of
a colored nurse except somebody ' who
jerks thelittle armg out of the soclket and
astands the baby perammulator in the glar-
ing sun, while she examines millinery in a
shop window, or flirts with a “culiud gen-
tleman™ in tan shoes and hand-me-down
clothes, who, too,” has embraced the pro-
feesion of loufing for a livelihood.

Soon the last bandana’ head-dress will be
gone from the streets, The merchants will
have no more call to display guinea blue
calico, for imitation ¥rench millinery will
crown aevery colored woman’s head, and’
ragged finery clothe her hody, Dinah no
longer will wheel the baby carriage. She

‘has taken a step forward or backward in

the process of evolution, The house is un-
swept, the food uncoaked, the dusky picka-
ninny sprawls unheeded across the cabin
door, for the new colored woman has got-
ten a, bleycie, and is making a-spin up the
avenue, instead of spinning al home. But
we who knew what it was to be rocked ta
sleep in the loving arms of a black mam-
my look back sorrowfully, and mourn the
vanished grace of a day that is dead, and
regret the evolution that Is bringing to the’
front the colored new w!
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