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    Dedicated to the mothers of my bloodline: Wilcie and Alice (my grandmothers), and my mother Margaret. May you all rest in peace.

      

    



  	
        
            
            ...she floated aimlessly in a land without palm trees, her view darkened by the height of pine trees. Pine trees did not comfort her the way palm trees had. 

She missed the palm trees. She missed home.
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The Trajectory of Creek City & Creek City University
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	Before 1832: a land once protected by a warrior tribe of Creek Indians would eventually be conquered in preparation for its new identity and destiny.

	1832: Creek Town, Alabama founded

	1842: Creek Town officially incorporated

	1880: Creek Town Normal School founded

	1935: Creek Town Normal School renamed Creek Town Normal Institute

	1972: Creek Town, Alabama renamed Creek City, Alabama and Creek Town Normal Institute renamed Creek City Institute

	1985: Creek City Institute renamed Creek City University
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Rinda’s Mother
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1798, Central Alabama

It had been a long trek, a trek across land in mournful heat. A trek across waters and watery graves. A trek across auction blocks. Bought and sold, sold and resold, until she was handed over to a master who was not easily deterred by her empty eyes and mournful wails. Others had tried to beat her into silence, but they tired of her persistence, a persistence in wailing. They’d found it more sensible to get their money back by selling her off to some other fool. 

But Magruder had something the others didn’t have – a deeper lack he was determined to fill. The others had been men already made rich by the scourge of chattel slavery. Thus, they could easily move on from her - they didn’t need her to become rich. But William Magruder was not a man already fattened by the scarred backs of black bodies. He was a man who had tired of the sparse rewards of being a traveling preacher, a man parched and thin in his thirst for plunder, the kind that bled from chained limbs. He had a few slaves already, but he needed more. He needed women. To be specific, he needed them to breed with the men and increase his investment exponentially. 

When he’d seen her standing naked on the auction block, he recognized a beauty that would excite the loins of his slaves, a body that could release life from the protection of the womb. He saw promise – the promise of talents and gifts that he could forage for the growth of his small farm. A farm he had determined would become a plantation, the biggest one for miles around. 

Those empty eyes and wailing noises didn’t bother him, because children were conceived in wombs, not eyes. As long as her womb proved fertile enough to become full and productive, he wouldn’t be bothered by the emptiness behind her gaze. Besides, those wails only proved to him how strong she was, because a weaker woman would have just shrunk inward and willed herself to die. Those wails were releasing whatever was going on inside her, keeping her from being destroyed completely. 

He had the perfect slave for her, a youth who had been born into slavery, trained by a childhood steeped in bondage. And it was obvious from inspecting him that his people had come from the same region she’d been taken from. They had that same tone of skin, the same set of cheekbones, equally rounded flat noses.

William Magruder was a man of detail. 

Some in America were beginning to blend all the whiteness, all the blackness, together, missing the details that harkened to specific countries in Europe or Africa. William was not one of those who did that. He could pinpoint the particulars that made someone more than just white...more than just black. And he recognized in this woman a kinship that indicated she came from the same people Ray probably originated from. They were similar enough to do what he needed done: breed healthy offspring and increase his inventory.  

He also identified one other benefit to pairing her with Ray: in recognizing him as one of her own, she might convince herself that she was safe. So, she’d sleep wherever he slept and work wherever he worked. 

The assumption of safety might dull her fight for freedom.
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1806, the Magruder Plantation

For eight years, Ray and Uli had functioned within a lie that felt like the truth. They existed together, thinking they were a family. Their union had birthed a total of five sons, strapping young boys that Master Magruder quickly ushered into the life of slavery while trying to protect something different for his own son, William Magruder, Jr. – the promise of a legacy and the hope of a future. There was bitterness for Ray and Uli in observing the contrasts, but that bitterness was buffered by the sweetness of at least having each other. 

Uli had never spoken her name in this new land, and no one had ever asked for it. Instead, Ray had simply called her Ma, and their sons followed suit. The other slaves fell into the same pattern by calling her Ma Ray. 

Her eyes were no longer lifeless. They were now brightened by the balm of seeing her children grow strong and hearty despite the hardships they endured. Her body flourished into womanhood, hips widened by birthing, breasts enlarged from time to time with the milk needed to feed her babies. She saw herself as closer to being the human she had been back home. 

But Master Magruder saw something different. He saw an inconvenient assumption of humanity. 

She had become overly attached, in his mind, to the idea that she was something beyond her duties and roles: a breeding partner with Ray, a portal for producing profit. He also discerned that Ray thought of her as his and knew it was time to crush their beliefs. Slaves needed to understand their place. They needed to know what they possessed as their own – nothing. 

“Ray. You and the boys gonna sleep in the main cabin with the other slaves tonight.”

He’d said it as a matter of fact, because that’s what it was to him. Ray had looked confused, on the edge of a divide he was trained not to cross. He’d been raised as a slave, and he knew the rules. He knew the risks of disobedience: to himself, to his children, to their mother. So, he took the boys with him to the one-room building where the rest of the slaves claimed spots on either the floor or in the lofts. They found places for themselves, and he left Ma Ray alone in the cabin they thought had been gifted to them as a favor for being so liked by Master Magruder. 

As she lay on her pallet all alone, staring up at the ceiling, her body began to tense up in anxious worry over why her husband and children had been separated from her. Then Master Magruder’s silhouette filled the door. His feet crossed the threshold. And soon, the tension in her body was solidified, meshed with the pain of being shown that she didn’t actually belong to Ray. She didn’t even belong to herself. 

****
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Ray returned the next day alone. He smelled the pain in the space breathing around him. He felt the treachery floating across the floorboards. And he realized he had no power to clear the air or sweep the floors. So, he left and adopted the main slave cabin as his permanent place of slumber, the place where he and his sons dozed and nodded, away from Ma Ray. 

****
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1810, the birth of Rinda

A few years later, a daughter was born. Everyone had assumed she’d come out with lighter skin, lighter eyes, finer hair. Master Magruder’s visits to Ma Ray were now frequent and well known across Creek Town. It was easy gossip for people to discuss, due to their fascination with the man who had built up his small farm to be the biggest plantation in Macon County, Alabama. It was this man – the man who had worked to convert a two-plantation region into a legitimate town and incorporate its official name – who was apparently obsessed with the mysterious slave woman known as Ma Ray. Word around town was that he was no longer sleeping with his own wife, so many had wondered when Ma Ray would begin to swell with the seed of his nightly visits to the cabin she inhabited. 

What they didn’t know was that Magruder’s body was now dysfunctional when it came to producing children. And that, on the night he’d been struck with a summer cold, Ray had crept over to his former dwelling place, to pour out tears of regret in the arms he missed being held by, to the one who had given him the maternal comfort he’d yearned for all his life, the balm to an existence that promised no joy. And on that night, they had fallen into a rhythm, a familiar rhythm. But it was tainted with the ghost of Master Magruder hanging over their heads, reminding them that they belonged to him and he had already staked his claim by frequently possessing Ma Ray’s body with the demons that drove his depraved commerce. 

So, Ray concluded their reunion in self-loathing and disgust, holding in the anger that was bubbling beneath his skin, threatening to come out as a rebellion that could only get him killed, his sons abused, and their mother further oppressed as a lesson to the others. 

But when that baby girl was born, with Ray’s eyes and her mother’s lips, everyone realized the truth. They wondered what her name would be. 

Would Master Magruder name her? Would he let Ma Ray pick the name?

When she began speaking the name of the daughter born from pain and shame, others assumed it was some tribute to the heritage she’d been stolen from. Rinda. It sounded foreign and mystical. 

The truth was, it was inspired by a word she’d learned from one of the other slaves, when they’d shown her how they turned scrap clothing into blankets, by tearing and tying them into lengths that could be woven and sewn together. They explained: “Ya have to rend it like this” while ripping cloth with two hands. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Rinda

stories intertwined by the
sound of a voiceless woman

written by

A. MECHELLE





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





