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Asabi Rose, a new servant, joins the Whitford household and becomes friends with the master’s niece, Amelia. When Asabi reveals her noble status, Amelia sets out to return the servant to her home in an unconventional way.
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Fergus Crossing, South Carolina

1783  

When Aunt Marie’s porcelain figurines vibrated in the corner niche, Amelia cast her sewing aside and ran to the window. She stood on her toes, but she still could not see. She climbed on top of her aunt’s oak chest, and pressed her small, upturned nose against the windowpane, watching as the soldiers, two rows deep, galloped past.

Her brown curls fell into her eyes. Amelia leaned back and tossed her head. She tried to refrain from smirking. After all, they weren’t gone yet. They could still come in and do harm.

Dogs ran along, barking at the departing soldiers. Dressed in red topcoats and black pants, the British officers faced straight ahead. Paying neither the ten-year old, nor the animals, any mind. Amelia opened her mouth in awe. They didn’t strike her as a defeated foe. The gold buttons on their coats shimmered. Their horses tossed their heads, snorting and prancing as if they knew they were returning to England, and civilization.

Aunt Marie came into the room, stretching her neck to see what was impressing her niece so. 

“Those are mighty fine coats, Aunt.”

“Indeed, they are,” Aunt Marie agreed. She untied and removed the soiled apron from her waist, remembering to take her sister-in-law’s letter from the pocket.  Marie sat down in front of the fire, sighing. She peeled off the wax seal and unfolded the letter. Her brother in-law, John and his wife Georgiana Whitford were in London.

Amelia turned to Aunt Marie, her blue eyes twinkling. “What splendid attire to fight in. Novel idea, don’t you think? If they are slain in battle, the undertaker need only place them in the grave, already dressed.”

Aunt Marie dropped her hand and the letter into her lap. “Amelia Whitford! What a dreadful thing to say.” 

Amelia giggled. 

Uncle Michael entered the sitting room. He stopped and stroked his brown, scraggly beard, as if he pondered a deep thought, then smiled. “Sounds like a grand idea to me.”

“Oh, the two of you. What a wicked notion,” Aunt Marie said. Michael added a log to the fire, and for his wife’s sake, draped a quilt across her knees, then dropped in the winged chair opposite her. He picked up the book he had been reading.

“They’re gone,” Amelia said, scrambling down. She ran outside to the outhouse.

“Finally,” Aunt Marie said. The British soldiers made her nervous. They had cold, unsympathetic eyes. Frightening, to think, they are so conditioned to warring. This was just another assignment to go out and kill.  

And to think, John and Georgiana had often entertained high-ranking British officers. Loyalists. So much so, they were forced to flee to London. Georgiana tried to downplay the departure, waxing on about how important her daughter Grace would be during the social season, as if all of London society awaited their arrival.

“And now,” Marie continued aloud. “John and Georgiana are coming home. Why not remain in London?”

A mischievous glimmer came to Michael’s eyes. “Because they register too low on the social scale in London, and have no hope of rising. Here,” he pointed downward, “they can be important.”
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