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Straddlin’ missus lap with her head pressed against
   my chest


I hear the voices of the slave catchers


Hooves of the horses beatin’ against the earth below


My heart runs with them as she touches my breast.


Missus’s hands glide ’cross my skin like molasses from a tree


She breathes like a bull runnin’ wild


Tearin’ into my flesh with her tongue


She whispers empty promises to set me free.


Up against her I move with the fire nobody but the devil put in my soul


I try to fight her but I can’t win


With soft kisses against my neck


Missus reminds me who is in control.


With her spirit wrapped ’round me


I feel somethin’ that make her feel almost human to me.


But she give that to me like rations


She say when and she say where


The love starts and where it end.


The only thing I have that is truly my own


Is the name my mother gave me.


Missus asked me if I would bleed for it


Her nails buried in me like the whip


Crackin’ my flesh leavin’ me scarred forever


Then one night while the devil danced in the moonlight


Missus, whose skin was both pale and ashen,


Stripped life from me by telling me


My name is Passion.





PROLOGUE


Amelia


The way I am about to tell this story is the way Mother told me to tell it if I were ever asked, and, quite frankly, I never thought anyone would ask. From the first moment I could conceptualize a thought and make a statement of it, Mother taught me to always tell the truth and to never be ashamed of whom I was. On the day she died I felt compelled to tell her about the two times in my life when I was ashamed of whom I was, and while I watched life quietly creep from her body, she calmly asked me to share those experiences with her. Watching her chest rise and fall with more time between each breath, I tearfully opened up my soul to her and told her of deeds that only God had seen. “Amelia, dear,” she softly struggled in her warm voice that measured its volume in a soft whisper. “He’s already forgiven you and so have I. I love you.” A very short time later, Mother’s eyes rested upon me for the last time.


Until the very end, Mother encouraged me to believe there were others like me and to recognize that my journey in this life was already laid out for me. A devastating reality for me was that if it were discovered who I was, my life could end in a split second with no time for a last thought or a dying wish. From the day I was born until now, I have seen people kill for passion—brother against brother, friend against foe. As I grew into my own and learned to love, I realized people live and die for passion, too.
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During the mid 1700s, by the age of thirty-five, Ambrose Few had become a well-established lawyer in England, but he began to fall on hard times when the economy took a downward turn. With only two paying clients on his ledger, he moved his young wife, Penny, and two children, Litton and June, from England to Baltimore, Maryland and took residence with his Uncle William Few. His hopes of reuniting with his father, Sheldon, were dashed when, upon his arrival, Ambrose discovered that his father and his grandfather, Timothy, had moved to North Carolina to seek better opportunities. Shortly after their arrival in the Carolinas, Timothy and Sheldon began associating with The Regulators, a group of frontiersmen who were against the royal governor. From afar, William encouraged their relationship with the group, although he had no idea what the implications of that involvement could bring. It was not long, however, until he found out. Before Sheldon and Timothy could send for the rest of the family to join them, Sheldon was hanged, and what was to have been the family farm was destroyed by fire. The year was 1771. Feeling responsible for the death of his son, Timothy fled to Augusta, Georgia to try once again to start anew and find a fresh life for his family. In 1776, William Few moved South with his father and began a law practice. He later became one of the signers of the United States Constitution in 1787.


Amidst the constant changes with his family, Ambrose chose to stay in Baltimore for a while to see if he could build his own law practice. As Litton and June grew older, Ambrose and Penny took special pains to ensure that their children developed and maintained their English customs. Penny, a seamstress while in London, had educated her children on the uniqueness and patterns of fabrics as well as the workmanship in fine woods such as mahogany and cherry. When finances would allow, Ambrose would treat the family to Parisian trips so that Penny could purchase needed materials for her business. She took pride in what she did, and no matter where they lived, she knew she could open up shop. One afternoon, while she was picking up thread and needles from the general store, Penny met a young gal who was sitting on the steps right outside the back door. During the day, Penny often took the back exit from the store because it was the shortcut to her dress shop. Dark like the color of scalded chocolate, the young gal was stitching what appeared to be a hem in her dress. Penny’s short glances at the woman grew into longer gazes as she kept her pace and headed toward the landing of her shop. She went inside, placed her bags down, and looked out the back window; never letting the gal out of her site.


Two hours passed. Usually, Penny prepared Ambrose’s lunch and took it to him at his office, which was right next door. But, on this day, she did not. The gal was still sitting on the back steps of the general store, placing a hem in her dress. Penny could not take it anymore. She needed to see what that hem looked like. For years, she had tried to teach June how to sew, and that child couldn’t thread a needle; even if the eye was the size of the sun. Now that her business was flourishing, it was important for her to find suitable help, and she needed someone with the skills possessed by the young gal. Penny, who didn’t believe in slavery or the cruelty behind it, made it a point to keep her English manners about her at all times.


Opening the shop’s back door, she said, “Pardon me, miss,” in a friendly voice from a comfortable distance.


Looking up from her task in which she had been heavily engrossed, the gal looked around to see if a mistake had been made. While she recognized and appreciated Penny’s mannerisms, she remembered her own; dropping the bottom of her dress and rising to her feet. “Yessum, miss,” she responded with her head lowered to the ground.


Penny had met only one other Negro since she had been in Baltimore, and he—his name was Quincy—occasionally did odd jobs for Ambrose. Walking down the steps and approaching the gal, Penny bent over and reached for the bottom of the gal’s dress. “May I?” she paused and asked before lifting the dress up to see the hem.


With a quick nod and bow, the gal replied, “Yessum, ma’am.”


“What you got there?” she asked.


“Ma’am?” the gal asked.


Penny lifted the hem of the garment and shook her head in amazement. “You did this?”


“Yessum, ma’am.”


“All by yourself?”


“Yessum, ma’am.”


“I mean no harm to you, but your stitching is remarkable. I’ve only seen this kind of work in some of the finest dress shops in Paris. If you don’t mind, what is your name?”


“Hattie, ma’am. Itz Hattie, ma’am,” the gal replied, easing the hem of her dress from Penny’s grasp in order to slightly lift her dress in a timid curtsy. The gesture exposed petite, gray legs, which were stuck in a pair of dingy, dirt-covered, well-worn boots that appeared to be older than she was. Her speech was a bit clearer than most other Negroes that lived around those parts.


With a light yet friendly smile, Penny continued, “Well, Hattie, my name is Penny, and I noticed you sitting over here sewing...” Penny stopped in amazement as she studied and admired the cross-stitches in the dress. Every seam was lined up perfectly; the hem Hattie had so diligently sewn into the fabric was ideal in every way. “I could use some help in my dress shop, and, well, I was wondering if you would come and work for me.”


“Yessum, ma’am.”


“Well, is that a ‘yes’ or a ‘no’?”


“Yessum, ma’am.”


“You would like to do it?”


“Yessum, miss, I comes and werks fo’ya.”


It took a while for Penny to get used to a Negro’s place because she always tried to treat everybody the same. Society wasn’t going to let her do that; even though they were living in the North.
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Within the city, many families had servants, stopping short of actually calling them slaves. They mainly worked in and around the house and looked after the children. When the servants arrived in the mornings from their own tiny quarters somewhere on the outskirts of town, they had a list of chores to be completed before the end of the day. Should those chores not be completed, the day extended into the night until everything was done. Sometimes, instead of being paid with money, they were given clothes, food, and, on occasion, they got a place to live.


Penny soon found out that Quincy and Hattie were really husband and wife. Every day they walked five miles together, coming and going, from the edge of town. No one was really sure where the two had come from, and no one ever asked. Over the months, they became indebted to the Fews for their hospitality and generosity.


One evening, as Hattie and Quincy were preparing to leave for the night, Ambrose announced that his uncle was giving him land in Georgia and that he and the family would almost immediately be moving to Augusta. Ambrose did not have much money; therefore, having the land would provide new prospects for his family. “Quincy,” Ambrose started. “I would like for you and Hattie to come with us. You have been good to this family, and it seems only fair we return the favor.” Ambrose was far from a selfish man and did good for others because he always expected it to come back to him.


The couple stood speechless for a moment and seemed to be unsure of what was being asked of them. “Suh?” Quincy asked at a complete loss.


Almost yelling as if Quincy were deaf, Ambrose repeated his statement, “We want you to come to Georgia with us, so you can get a fresh start. Litton is a young man now and needs to learn some responsibility. There’s enough land out there for him to start a family, and I was thinking maybe you and Hattie might want to have one of your own, too.” Ambrose always approached things as if he were standing before the royal court. “I know you probably wondering how you going to get along down there, considering the environment and all, but we are going to protect you and promise to not let anybody hurt you.”


“Yessuh. I’se unda-stand, suh, but me and mah wife us...”


Over the years, Ambrose had been around enough White men to learn their ways, which included the power of Negro manipulation when there was something he wanted, and Quincy was aware of that. Hearing the hesitation, Ambrose sweetened the deal. “I tell you what, Quincy. You and Hattie can have your own house, and we will even give you a bit of land for you to farm on. How does that sound to you?”


His eyes dancing from corner to corner and floorboard to floorboard, Quincy began to stammer through his words; for it was something he did when he felt confused and threatened. “S-s-s-suh, if I’se c-c-c-could haf s-s-sum time t-t-t-to thank ’bout it. Us iz fine up hare in d-d-de norf, suh.”


With his face turning slightly red and a frown settling between his eyes, Ambrose said matter-of-factly, “That is fine, Quincy. We will just take Hattie with us, so she can continue to help out my wife with her sewing and such. She is still good for breeding and will make me a good bit of money down there on my plantation.”


Hattie stood, clenching her husband’s hand with her eyes staring holes in the wooden floor. Biting her lip until tiny drips of blood trickled from the corners of her mouth, Hattie turned and buried her face into her husband’s sleeve, sobbing. She trusted Penny, but, from the very first day she started working in the dress shop, she knew Ambrose, even though he was from London, was like the rest of the White men she had known. Soon after the start of her work with Penny, her responsibilities as Penny’s assistant quickly transformed into chores for the entire family. Initially upon morning arrival, Hattie would color code dress orders so that Penny would know which ones were to receive top priority. Then it would be off to the general store for the necessary threads, buttons, and zippers. By the time she returned, Penny would have laid out the many bolts of fabric for her to begin cutting. After the cutting was done, Hattie would assist with the stitching until the dress was complete.


Whenever customers stopped in, it was Penny who greeted them at the door with the usual pleasantries, but Hattie was the one who made sure every seam followed every curve to a tee right down to the way the perfected lines draped around their hoops.


One afternoon when Penny could not tear herself away from a wedding gown she had been working on, she told Hattie what to cook and asked her to prepare it and then take Ambrose his lunch. Thinking nothing of the request, Hattie made Ambrose’s favorites as requested; a sandwich of potatoes and cured ham. However, when she sat the food in front of him, he chastised her for bringing him pig when he had distinctly asked for a bowl of soup.


“Do you not know how to follow orders, Hattie?” he asked firmly as he looked at her over his spectacles. He towered above everybody he came in contact with, standing over six feet tall. When he sat in his chairs, he had to almost fold his legs underneath him to be able to sit at the table or his writing desk. With light reddish-brown hair, Ambrose’s blue eyes made him look like the other White men in Baltimore. The only thing that separated him from the natives was his English brogue that occasionally disappeared when he was speaking to his regulars or when he was giving orders to Quincy. Every so often Ambrose’s dialect reminded Hattie of where she came from, a place where she never planned to return.


“Yessuh, I does, suh.”


Pushing the plate away, Ambrose leaned back in his chair, intertwining his fingers. He began tapping the tips of his thumbs together as put his eyes on the imprints of Hattie’s breasts against her dress. “Why don’t you come closer to me so I can explain to you what I expect for my lunch?”


During that time, there was no such thing as “no” when it came to doing what a White man said. “Yessuh,” she replied, walking slowly over to where Ambrose was sitting. She stopped just short of his arms-reach.


“Are you scared, gal? I’m not going to hurt you. I only want to talk.”


Hattie knew Ambrose was lying, but, out of her respect for what Penny expected of her when it came to following orders, she moved closer to him. “Yessuh,” she said.


Standing close enough to land a wad of spit directly in his eyeball, Hattie folded her arms over her chest, looked up toward the sky to the Lord, and then closed her eyes. A few seconds later, she, trembling like a leaf on the magnolia tree that stood in the meadow where she first met Quincy, felt Ambrose’s hands pull her hands from her chest. Her resistance was not strong enough to protect her from his quick grasps. Writhing in agony and embarrassment, she held her tears until the wells of her eyes were full. They poured from her like the river that she and Quincy traveled north to escape the horrors of Georgia. Soon she felt Ambrose’s large palms embrace her bosom. Abandoning her struggle, she relaxed herself against his desk and let him begin to have his way with her.


He rose from his chair and slid it toward the wall. Pressing himself between her legs, Ambrose’s breathing became quicker and heavier as he pushed his body against hers. Hattie, feeling his manhood stuck up against her stomach, silently prayed for a savior while reluctantly allowing herself to be satisfied. Before she knew it, her hands clutched the desk on both sides of her as he began to raise her dress to reach what was beneath. Just as he had loosened his belt buckle and put his fingertips on the top of the zipper, he heard the bells from the front door jingle, but he could not and would not stop what he had begun. He heard the door close but ignored the fast-approaching footsteps that halted at the doorway to his office.


“Suh?”


Hattie’s eyes popped open to the stunned tone of her husband’s voice. She quickly dropped the hem of her dress and ran past Quincy, out the door and down the street. Ambrose, not the least bit embarrassed, adjusted himself and fastened his belt buckle.


“Quincy, we got to teach you how to knock when you walk into a room. You never know what you might walk into.”


Ambrose slowly pulled his chair back up to the desk, refusing to hazard a glance in Quincy’s direction.


“Y-y-yessuh.” Quincy blinked. He had been violated, yet again. Standing there with feet seemingly glued to the floor, he contemplated whether or not running away—again—would change anything.








2


Dinner was eaten in silence as Hattie and Quincy asked and answered questions within themselves. Hattie was unsure about how to explain what had happened earlier, and Quincy wasn’t sure how to explain what he had seen. They had come to Baltimore from Savannah, Georgia to escape death, and Quincy said he would die first before going back there. It had taken him years to regain his dignity, and now, with Ambrose proving he was like the rest, he was watching himself lose it again. While he wanted to believe none of what he had seen was Hattie’s fault, he did not see her trying to fight off the man. Quincy wanted to believe that his love for Hattie would keep him from thinking she had been about to give in to human nature, and not forcefulness, that afternoon.


“You wus lettin’ him tetch ya,” he said softly as he slowly pushed a corn cake into his mouth. “You won’t tryin’ to fight ’em.”


Sitting at the table, staring at her food, Hattie swallowed hard as if she were trying to remove a rock lodged in her throat, and then said, “Wut I’se s’pose to do, Quincy? He come at me and I do the only thang I knowed to do.”


“It ain’t s’pose to be lak dat up norf. De massas, dey s’pose to be betta than dat,” Quincy said disgustedly. Highly disappointed in Ambrose’s actions, he continued, “He jes lak de res uh dem.”


“Dey’s gon be de same no matta whar we go,” Hattie assured him. “I knowed one thang, tho. Us cain’t go back to Joe-jee.”


“Wut chos us got, Hattie?”


“Us kin run.”


“Te whar? Us ain’t got no whars else te go,” Quincy said, slamming his hand against the table. “Massa knowed I’se ain’t gon let ya leave widout me. He knowed dat.”


“Quincy, you knowed dey gon kill ya if dey find ya down dere, an dey might as well take me on wid ya cus I’se ain’t gon be no use to a soul widout ya.”


Quincy got up from the table and walked over to where Hattie sat. Standing over her, he embraced her shoulders and pressed her back into his body. “I’se gon be fine, Hattie. I’se tole ya I’se always protek ya. Us gon be alright. Us gon go wid massa if-n he say so. He seh he gon protek us,” he said. “He kin protek us from de uh-ders.”


Hattie did not trust that. Just like Ambrose had made it a point to remind Quincy he could take her against her will if he wanted, she knew Ambrose, or some other White man, would betray them if it ever came down to it.
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By the way Massa Theron Gray ran his plantation, Grayson Manor, it was hard to tell there had ever been a ban on slavery in Savannah. With nearly a third of the colony’s people being slaves, most every one of them belonged, or used to belong to Massa Gray or somebody in his family. No one was really sure what went on with that family to make them stop looking for and caring after one of their own, but none of them had anything to do with Massa Gray. They would see him on the square in town and turn their heads when they saw him coming, and his slaves were not treated any better. When they found out a nigger was belonging to him, they were extra nasty by spitting on them and beating them in the streets.


Marriages on the plantation were forbidden because they interfered with work and loyalty to Massa Gray. The cabins were made of logs, and each cabin was big enough to hold two families; if necessary. The spaces between the logs were filled with mud and straw, rarely keeping the wind and rain from entering. There was no glass in the windows—only shutters that were rarely closed, for keeping out the glory of God was simply unheard of. Although the floors were made of dirt, many of the slaves made the best of their homes and kept them well-maintained. All of the women and children lived on one side of the quarters, and the men lived on the other. One would think that it would be strange to prevent breeding and deny oneself the chance to make money, but, for Massa Gray, there was more to life than money. When he needed more help, he relied on a slave trader to go to the auctions near the port of Savannah and bring him back some good help. Sometimes it was really hard to tell where he got those niggers from because they all looked different, and had many stories inside them to tell about their people. Late at night, after the lights went out in the main house, they sat around the fire and talked about where they came from and all the places they had been to, before sailing to the states. For many of them, their entire families had been torn apart or had died while on the cargo ships. Day after day, bodies were thrown from the boats—some of them were still holding on to their lives, and others had given up the day they were put in chains.


Massa Gray did not have any children, and not once in his years had he been married. He was a fine man who looked straight through you with his cold, light-brown eyes that were empty of any emotion and exposed a man with no soul. His sandy, brown hair was thin but curly, and when he sweated, his curls were matted to his pea-sized head. Because he never lifted a finger to do a thing, he was fleshy with pockets of fat under his neck and beneath his stomach. When he whipped you, that pocket of meat beneath his chin snapped whenever the whip cracked. He struck until he got tired, and if you died before he finished, then so be it. No one was ever able to mourn. The dead were drug off to the pasture and burned in a bonfire. Massa Gray refused to waste his land on graves for slaves.


“Those holes in the ground can be used for planting—not wasted on domesticated animals. A dead nigger can’t make nobody no money, but a cabbage patch sure can,” he always said.


Not many folks ever came to visit Grayson Manor. On occasion, a few of the other planters came by to talk about the weather and things like that, but they did not stay very long. The only person that visited regularly was an acquaintance by the name of Silas Strong—the slave trader. It was usually around supper time when he came, but no one was sure when he left.


One evening while Quincy was sitting around the fireplace with some of the others, they spotted Silas riding in on his horse. But before he got off, he trotted over to where they were gathered. As the fire crackled, each of the men sat motionless. William, a boy of about sixteen whose twin brother had run off one night and was never seen again, stared into the flames; even though he wanted so much to ask Silas where his brother was. The last time anybody had seen him, he was with Silas. Instead, he focused on the fire. Vincent, who had lost his left eye when Massa Gray got upset with him for not putting the right amount of coals in a fire and stuck him in the eye with a hot poker, put his attention on a cricket whose crooning joined into the popping of the burning wood. Quincy kept it easy and lowered his head as Silas gently paraded behind them.


“You darkies sho’ is quiet. When I rode up, I could hear you laughin’ clear back down to the edge of the road,” Silas said. “What is it y’all talkin’ about?”


No one said a word at first. Then Vincent spoke up, “Us wus jes foolin’ ’rown, Massa. Dets all us wus doin’.”


“Does Master Gray know y’all out here without nothin’ to do? I mean, it’s plenty to be done this time of night. Ain’t that right, William?” Silas jumped off his horse into the dirt—dust bellowing up to his braces—and pulled some oats out of his satchel. First he tossed a handful in the fire, and then he started feeding the rest to his horse.


“Yessuh,” William responded quietly, still gazing into the fire.


Tossing one of the oats into the air and catching it with his open mouth, Silas kept his eye on Quincy but continued to direct his questions at William. His looks were wicked and sinful. “Heard anythin’ from that brother of yours, William?”


“No, suh. I ain’t.” By now, sweat beads were popping off William’s forehead like hot kernels of corn.


“Well, that’s too bad. He was a good nigger.” Silas walked with his horse until he got behind Quincy. “Boy, stand up,” he said, leaning over from behind. “Let me take a look at you. I been talkin’ to Theron about you comin’ over to my place to take care of a few things.” Quincy didn’t move. He didn’t like Silas and was willing to take whatever punishment he had to in order to prove his point. “Nigger, I know you ain’t hard of hearin’ ’cause I see you runnin’ up behind that wench Hattie when she calls for you.” Quincy still didn’t move. “Okay, I see you want to be a hard ass.”


When he saw that Quincy wasn’t going to move, Silas started rustling with his horse until the ass of the horse was right over Quincy’s head. Fortunately, the horse was gentle, but that was not what Quincy should have been counting on. “You know, boy, I came out here lookin’ for no trouble, but I guess that when you go to lookin’ for shit, you eventually step in it.” He laughed. “What you think, boy?” Then all of them heard the horse grunt and saw him unleash his business onto Quincy’s shoulders. “Well, guess it’s time for me to get on up to the house.” Silas mounted his horse, galloping back up the path to where Massa was standing outside waiting.


William finally looked up and saw Quincy sitting there, petrified, with the horse mess still dropping from his body. “I hear he a sissy and so is Massa.”


At first no one knew what to say, but, as the night hurried on, Vincent spoke first. “Yeh, dey say him and Massa be in der doin’ thangs God neva meant for mens te do. Say Massa be in der ben ova de side uh de bed wit Massa Silas right up ’hind ’em. U kin heer dem sum-times late in de night.”


“I heared dat, too,” William said. “Seh dey gat a posse uh dem dat go ’rown skerrin’ the slaves at night. I’se believe dat wut happ’n te my brudda.”


“Wut? Dat Massa Silas got te ‘um?”


“Yeah, but ain’t no need’n talkin’ ’bout it. Ye knowed dey prolly kilt ’em. Des rott-n like dat.” William started throwing dirt on the fire, signaling it was time to turn in for the night. As the orange faded from the ashes, they watched Quincy work to get himself cleaned off, but offered no assistance.


[image: image]


Walking down to the river at night was something most of the slaves never did, let alone walking down there by themselves. While it was always beautiful to see the moon sitting up there against the blue-black sky and hear the crickets singing their songs, it could quickly become the longest walk anybody could ever take. Quincy had asked Vincent to take the walk with him, but Vincent insisted he was tired and needed to go to bed. The others had disappeared shortly after Silas had left.


As he walked along the red clay sodden from an earlier rain, Quincy heard the owls and the night creatures carrying on as they normally did. The river was about a mile from the quarters, and the closer Quincy got to the rushing water, the further away it seemed. Step by barefoot step, he watched his large footprints squish into the earth, which made him remember the day he had met Hattie. She was sitting in the middle of the yard next to a Magnolia tree with Eunice playing in the mud, and she was about six years old at the time. The two of them were sitting knee deep in a pile of wet earth, making and selling mud pies.


“Ya want one uh dees?” she asked. “Dey cost uh nickel but Ise givs it t’ya fa free.”


Quincy was ten and had been working in the fields with his father for years. Hattie was only old enough to fetch things for Massa Gray; he did not have much for the younger niggers to do. Smiling with his crooked yellow-stained teeth gleaming in the sunshine, Quincy reached for the mud pie and said, “Well, th-th-th-thank ya. I’se gonna eat it all up, too!”


From that moment on, Quincy and Hattie played together when time would let them, and, as she grew older, Hattie felt a sense of protection with him. By the time Quincy was seventeen, he was a big man with round, chipped golden brown muscles from the top of his shoulders to the bottom of his thighs. Hattie had seen thirteen birthdays, and, despite their difference in age and her massa’s rules about relations in the quarters, she had promised herself to Quincy.


The second she set her eyes on Quincy, she knew he would have her heart forever. Her friends often teased her about her glassy stares when she spoke his name. She had taught herself to make simple stitches in fabric by watching Eunice’s grandmother make Massa Gray’s shirts. Daily, Hattie would ask for the scraps so she could practice and perhaps one day help make Massa Gray’s clothes. Before too long, she had enough scraps to make a shirt that she gave to Quincy, and, from the time she gave it to him, he wore that shirt every single day and nothing kept him from it. Whenever they were less than only a few feet from one another, Hattie memorized his scent and fixed it in her nose so she would know when he had just left a room or space she entered. With his shadow absorbing her tiny frame whenever they stood close, she became one with him, knowing he would always protect her. In their quarters, the females were supposed to do all the cooking and cleaning for the men. After they finished in the main house, they planted flowers around the bushes and up and down the path leading to the main road. Just as the other females her age, Hattie’s responsibilities were few but sometimes difficult. If she had to wheel dirt to the front yard for planting, she did it with all her might, but, within an instant, Quincy would appear. If she had to go out back and kill a chicken for dinner, she would get as far as picking out the chicken and taking it to the backyard. Having to step away to check the pot of boiling water, she’d return to the chicken, finding its neck already wrung and its head cut off. Once the chores of the main house were tended to, the females returned to the quarters to prepare dinner for the men who had been in the fields all day. Every night since the first day she had laid eyes on Quincy, there was a sunflower from massa’s flower bed laying atop the single blanket on which she slept. She knew that whenever that stopped, Quincy’s love for her was gone, or he was dead.

OEBPS/images/common.jpg





OEBPS/styles/page-template.xpgt
 

	 

	 
	 
	

	 
	 
	

	 
	 
	 
	


	 
	 
	 
	 
	 
	
	

	

	 
	 
	





OEBPS/images/copy.jpg





OEBPS/images/Title.jpg
Ty

LAURINDA D. BROWN

8B






OEBPS/images/9781451642896.jpg
BRCE

LAURINDA D. BROWN

SBI

STrEBOR Books









