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Dedication

To those who know—

love isn’t always messy between hearts,

but in the noise that surrounds them.







Author’s Note

This story began, as some do, with a song.

Chris Stapleton’s Starting Over came on one restless afternoon, and a single line stopped me.

That lyric lodged in my chest.
Not because it promised escape, but because it promised presence—a choice to be with someone despite the chaos around you.
Not for comfort. Not for safety.
But for love.
That idea stayed with me.
And from it, two characters emerged:
– A boy of mixed heritage, noble in spirit, unshaken by the weight of history.
– A girl of English birth, full of quiet rebellion and louder grace.
I set their story in the late 1700s because I didn’t need to add obstacles to make their love story hard.
The world had already written those into the record.
They meet in a time of colonial unrest, religious divide, and racial brutality.
And still, they fall into something tender. Something risky. Something neither of them fully understands—until it’s too late to pretend otherwise.
I named them Penny and Clauvère for a reason.
One a symbol of chance.
The other of luck.
This is their gamble.
And if you’re willing to take that chance with them,
you just might find a piece of yourself braided into their fortune.
— J. A. Springs
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In the year 1770, the sun hung low in the Southern sky, casting a golden glow over the bustling port of Savannah, Georgia. Clauvère Jean-Claude de La Pointierre, a twelve-year-old boy, and his mother, Minuette Notette de La Pointierre, disembarked from their ship, their hearts filled with both anticipation and anxiety. The salty breeze rustled the hems of Clauvère’s coat as he stood upon the busied waterfront, his eyes wide with curiosity.

Clauvère was a mulatto, his skin bearing the warm hues of his mixed West Indian heritage. He had arrived in this strange new land with his mother, Minuette, who shared his mixed ancestry. Her deep brown eyes scanned the busy docks. They were free persons of color, newly arrived in this turbulent city.

Clauvère’s father, Chevalier Louis Jean-Baptiste de La Pointierre, a white Frenchman of dashing countenance, had arrived in Savannah weeks before them. He oversaw the family sugar plantation in the French West Indies, but he had come to the American colonies before them with a specific purpose. His goal was to establish a sugar trade through George Hartford, a colonial businessman based in Savannah. He had even purchased a quaint yet elegant home for his family in this new world, a place where he intended to introduce his son to the intricacies of colonial life and expand his worldly views and understanding.

Louis was a man of ambition, looking to solidify his partnership with George. His business ventures, however, had left Clauvère and Minuette to explore Savannah while they waited for him to come and retrieve them upon their arrival.

They were a family divided less by comprehension than by choice. Clauvère, fluent in both French and English, was the bridge between their lineages. Louis had taught him early, knowing that business demanded many tongues. Minuette, though she understood English well enough, rarely spoke it. In Martinique she had called it la langue rude—the coarse language—unsuited to her ear and to polite company. She preferred the grace of her native speech and used it exclusively, allowing her son to translate when courtesy required.

“Par où commencer, maman?” (Where do we begin, mother?) Clauvère asked, his voice betraying a touch of uncertainty.

Minuette’s face softened as she looked down at her son. “Nous commençons par trouver un endroit où reposer nos pieds fatigués, mon cher. Et peut-être un morceau de nourriture pour nos ventres affamés.” (We begin by finding a place to rest our weary feet, my dear. And perhaps a morsel of food for our hungry bellies.)

Minuette gestured off vaguely down the street before them, and indicated that she and her son should head off there, first.

Clauvère stepped onto the cobblestone streets, the warmth of the afternoon sun embracing his skin. He marveled at the quaint streets and pathways that meandered through the city. The town was alive with the energy of commerce.

As they ventured further into the city, the vibrant mix of cultures and languages filled the air. Gullah songs from the docks merged with the brusque timbre of English and the melodic accents of some French Huguenots in the market. Clauvère and Minuette marveled at the mosaic of life in Savannah, a place alive with a mixture of peoples.

As they strolled down a particular bustling street, they encountered curious glances and hushed conversations from the locals. Clauvère translated some of these comments for his mother, but he chose not to share the less welcoming remarks.

His maman, dressed in a manner befitting the free mulattos of the West Indies who patterned their dress after the fashions of the metropole, maintained her dignity, unfazed by the stares. Her attire—French in its cut and refinement, the sort of metropolitan elegance rarely seen among the English commoner populace—only deepened their differences from those around them.

A hoop skirt of fine silk, a corseted bodice, and pearls gathered at her throat, the cameo nestled at her décolletage catching the light—every detail spoke of Parisian grace rather than colonial simplicity. It was French elite culture at its finest, and all the more disquieting to those unaccustomed to seeing such refinement on a woman of her hue.

Clauvère thought it odd that he and his mother should be regarded as they were by many of those passing near them. This had never occurred in Martinique. He couldn’t help but feel the pressure of their gazes as the two strolled side by side.

Their journey had brought them to the heart of a place where he had first felt hope for a new experience—but now something else was woven through it, tightly bound and unspoken. Clauvère noticed how their presence seemed to stir a range of emotions in the townsfolk.

They were an unusual sight, a free mixed-race family in a time when such unions were rarely accepted. In the French West Indies, unions between whites and blacks were not common, yet neither were they unheard of and they were generally accepted. He’d seen his fair share of such unions while growing up there. There was a large and expanding population of mixed heritage within Martinique and other cities of the West Indies.

He had never experienced bias like this, however. 

The whispered comments startled him first; now the looks were unsettling him more deeply. Many passersby cast curious glances their way, their expressions a mixture of fascination and intrigue. Some had likely never encountered people of mixed heritage before. They would point and whisper among themselves, as if trying to decipher the mystery of their background.

Clauvère overheard a passing woman remark to her companion, “The dress is remarkable but—”

Her voice faltered when her eyes met Clauvère’s steady gaze. She hurried away, her companion close behind, as though suddenly reminded of some pressing errand.

Then there were those whose expressions were tainted with shock and awe. They were perhaps taken aback by the elegance and grace with which Minuette carried herself, dressed in her finery, and her son, Clauvère, who bore the demeanor of a well-educated young man who held his head high with assurance.

These onlookers could not readily reconcile their preconceived notions with the reality before them. Many were indifferent. However, it appeared that many others of those they passed by displayed open disapproval. Their frowns, cold glares, and hushed insults hung heavily in the air.

Clauvère’s heart ached for his mother, who bore the greater share of these stares, and the brunt of their jaundiced comments. She couldn’t understand what they were saying due to her limited command of the language, but he could. He tried to hide the hurt in his eyes while memories of his homeland returned to him—the easier streets of Martinique, where such glances had never followed them.

For a fleeting moment, Clauvère desired for a return to a world where he and his mother could walk the streets without skeptical gazes full of intolerance. Where love and acceptance outweighed suspicion and disdain. But for now, he held his head high and carried the difference that marked both himself and his maman with noble dignity, resolute in his determination to judge it only after time had instructed him. He would do this for the sake of his parents, and for the expectations of noblesse oblige. Still, he longed for a place for himself in a world that he was beginning to learn often refused to accept people who were different.

Clauvère brushed the dark thoughts aside and gave his maman a warm smile when she looked down at him. He sought to alleviate her worries that this change in their lives might have a bad effect upon him. He was, indeed, a bit more mature for his age than people typically ascribed to one so young, so he could see some things in ways that adults could as well.

They soon stumbled upon a lively square where a group of musicians played a spirited tune on fiddles and tambourines. The rhythm was infectious, and Clauvère couldn’t help but tap his foot, while Minuette swayed to the music, her eyes twinkling.

They had left behind the days of their previous life, and here in Savannah, they felt the beginnings of a promise of something new. A fragrant breeze carried the scent of fried catfish from a nearby food stall. Minuette led Clauvère to the vendor, her mouth watering slightly. As they savored each crispy bite of fish, they chatted with a few locals who happened to be less reluctant to openly converse with them. These strangers happily shared tales of the city’s history. 

Their warmth reminded Minuette briefly of home—until, as they crossed into the market square, a man at a nearby stall called out, “Fine fruit from the islands!” Minuette turned, curious.

“Des fruits des îles, Clauvère. Tu veux des fruits?” (Fruits of the islands, Clauvère. Do you want fruit?) she smiled to her son.

The man smiled, holding up a mango, but his expression faltered when he saw her gloved hands and the pearls at her throat—the bronze patina of her skin tone when her flowing hat no longer shaded her face. The light brushed the curve of her cheek and lingered there, the delicate shape of her mouth—a visage so refined it unsettled even admiration itself.

He lowered his gaze and muttered something she couldn’t catch. Clauvère caught the man’s glance returning, more deliberate this time. The stare lingered—open, unguarded—until Minuette turned her head at a sound in the distance and the merchant’s mouth fell slightly ajar.

Clauvère looked up at his mother; the faint sheen upon her skin seemed almost to gather the light about her. When he glanced back at the merchant, the man’s expression had shifted: embarrassment rushed to his cheeks as he turned aside in haste while an audible click accompanied the closing of his mouth. Yet something in it unsettled Clauvère—a contradiction he could not name. It was the same quiet spell his mother cast upon the men of Martinique, but here it was laced with something else.

Her attention returning to the moment, she glanced down at her son. “Que?” (What?) she muttered to Clauvère.

“He thought you were buying for someone else,” Clauvère lied quietly as he reached up to clasp his maman’s hand, his grasp more assertive than it should have been.

“Mais je n’achète que pour moi-même,” (But I buy only for myself.) she replied, lifting her chin.

Her finger moved to tap her chin before she smiled down gently at Clauvère, disarming him easily. He found himself blushing as well, feeling the need to turn away from his mother’s gaze before softly pulling her away.

They moved on, the air a bit heavier than before. Amidst the colonial backdrop, Clauvère couldn’t help but be drawn to the growing tension that was brewing. He sensed the undercurrent of rebellion against the British Crown through snatches of conversations from passerby and wondered how this might affect their lives in this new land.

As they approached a bustling market square, Clauvère spotted a poster, partially concealed in an alley, emblazoned with the bold words of revolution. The contents were lost on his mother, but he understood the fiery language of freedom and defiance. Words like Freedom, Resistance, and Revolution stood out in bold relief on the yellowing, torn paper.

Clauvère turned to his mother and offered a reassuring smile, “C’est beau ici, n’est-ce pas, Maman?” (It’s beautiful here, isn’t it, Mother?)

Minuette smiled back, a mother’s love transcending language barriers, “Oui, mon fils, c’est magnifique.” (Yes, my son, it is magnificent.)

The sun began its descent, casting long shadows across the cobblestone streets. Clauvère and Minuette found a bench, not too far from the docks, nestled beneath the branches of a sprawling live oak tree, its limbs adorned with Spanish moss, and there they rested. They had circled back to where they had started. The city’s pulse surrounded them, the hum of conversation and distant laughter forming a soothing backdrop.

“Clauvère,” Minuette began, her voice a gentle melody, “Ton père nous trouvera ici. Je le sais dans mon cœur.” (Your father will find us here. I know it in my heart.)

Clauvère nodded, his gaze filled with determination. “Oui, mère. Et je serai prêt à l’embrasser.” (Yes, Mother. And I will be ready to embrace him.)

It had been unexpected that his father had not been there immediately to retrieve them as they left the ship, but they worried not. He would come, and they would be waiting. Their current place was not that far from where they had disembarked and they could easily be seen from the road leading to the docks.

In that moment, Clauvère and Minuette enjoyed the city of Savannah and all they had experienced of it that day. They waited patiently for the arrival of the man that was the center of their family.
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As the golden sun continued its descent beyond the horizon, long shadows stretched across the vibrant port. Not long after they had chosen their resting place, the sound of horses stepping in unison drew Clauvère’s attention, and he turned to see the source.

His eyes caught the glittering flash of gold upon the side of a carriage—an insignia set into the polished paneling, the crest of their noble house. Hope stirred immediately in Clauvère’s chest that this might be his father approaching them. Looking closer, he saw a familiar figure seated upon the carriage as it trundled along the cobbled streets. Chevalier Thibault, the family retainer, held the reins, driving the team of white horses. The polished wood and gleaming brass of the vehicle caught the fading light as it moved through the lively crowd.

Clauvère’s heart quickened as he recognized the dashing countenance of his father, Louis, seated proudly beside the driver.

Clauvère and Minuette rose from the bench beneath the sprawling oak tree as the carriage drew nearer. The air seemed suddenly charged with anticipation. Clauvère could scarcely contain his excitement, and his mother’s eyes shone with quiet happiness.

Louis’ arrival marked the beginning of a new chapter for the de La Pointierre family. They had journeyed from afar over dangerous waters to this unfamiliar land, and now they were at last reunited.

Clauvère noticed the eyes of onlookers gathering upon them. Their meticulous dress, their mixed heritage, and the white nobleman who had come to collect them presented a sight few in Savannah had likely witnessed before. Curious glances—some fascinated, others uneasy—passed through the watching crowd.

As the carriage came to a graceful halt, Louis stepped down, his gaze first finding his wife and then his son. The distance that had separated them for a time was replaced in that moment with the warmth of homecoming. Tears of joy glistened in Minuette’s eyes as she embraced her husband.

“Mon trésor,” (My treasure.) Louis whispered as his lips brushed her cheeks.

Clauvère smiled as he watched them. A mixture of slight embarrassment at the public intimacy and quiet joy at seeing his family reunited.

After a moment, Louis bent down and kissed his son atop the head before pulling him into an embrace.

“You’ve grown bigger!” Louis exclaimed in English, his French accent pronounced.

Clauvère returned the embrace and protested with a grin. “I haven’t grown that much, Père. It’s only been two months at most.”

Louis laughed warmly, his joy evident.

As Louis, Minuette, and Clauvère gathered near the waiting carriage, the lively crowd fell briefly into silence. Thibault, dressed in his La Pointierre tabard, stood at the open door. The sight of a horse-drawn carriage with the distinguished crest of French nobility was uncommon in Savannah, a city where European titles carried little practical meaning.

Louis turned his attention away from the murmuring crowd and back to his family. “Viens, viens. Allons-y,” (Come, come. Let’s go.) he said, spreading his arms wide.

As Clauvère, Minuette, and Louis approached the door, whispers moved through the onlookers. Some exchanged curious glances, their brows knit with confusion and intrigue. A few dared voice their astonishment.

“Would you look at that, Martha? French nobility in these parts? And those are well-dressed... negros getting in the carriage with him,” an elderly woman murmured to her companion, her voice tinged with disbelief.

The one called Martha leaned closer. “You don’t think he’s one of those wealthy plantation men, do you? It’s a strange sight, to be sure.”

Louis glanced toward the onlookers with a composed smile, acknowledging their curiosity without taking offense. He understood that his family presented an unusual sight in this new world, where free persons of mixed heritage were rarely seen in such company.

Minuette leaned closer to her son. “Ma chérie, que disent-ils?” (My dearest, what are they saying?) Minuette inquired, her voice laced with curiosity.

Clauvère furrowed his brow, clearly reluctant to repeat the words. After a quiet sigh, he translated the remarks for his mother as gently as he could, assuring her that the townsfolk had likely never encountered mulattos before.

Seeing the unease this caused her son, Minuette drew him close, resting a comforting arm around his shoulder. She reassured him in her soothing voice, “Tout va bien, ma chérie. Ils ne savent pas que leurs paroles peuvent blesser.” (It’s alright, my dearest. They don’t know that their words can wound.)

Clauvère nodded, and smiling faintly said, “Oui, maman.” (Yes, mother.)

Minuette guided him to the steps of the carriage. As they climbed inside, the murmurs of the crowd followed them for a moment longer before the spectators gradually dispersed.

Soon the carriage rolled away, carrying the de La Pointierre family toward their new home.
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The carriage came to a halt before a stately white house, its wraparound porch nestled amidst moss-draped oaks. Night had fully descended, veiling the house’s exterior in darkness. Clauvère strained his eyes to take in its grandeur, though with little success, before following his father inside. 

Footfalls behind him drew his attention. A brief glance over his shoulder revealed the coachman carrying their luggage into the house. Their trunks had been collected earlier and brought separately in another carriage.

Candlelight provided the only illumination in the grand foyer, its flickering glow dancing across the polished hardwood floors. It was clear that Louis could scarcely contain his excitement at unveiling their new home to his wife and their son.

Guided by his father, Clauvère and his mother began a tour of the house. Each room opened before them for inspection, revealing decorations that were tasteful and understated. The approving smile upon Minuette’s face was soon mirrored by her son, whose sense of wonder was impossible to conceal.

“Father, this place is grander than anything I could have imagined!” Clauvère exclaimed, his eyes wide.

Louis tousled his son’s hair, pride warming his expression. “It’s our home now, and we’ll make it even grander.”

He then turned to Minuette. “Actually, now that you are here, mon trésor, there is no need to make it grander.”

Minuette performed a graceful curtsy. “Merci beaucoup, mon ami.” (Thank you very much, my love.)

Eventually, Louis led his son to his room. After a goodnight hug and a kiss from his mother and father, Clauvère settled into his new surroundings. He prepared himself for bed, after retrieving his night garments from his trunk. The excitement of the day quickly carried him into a deep and peaceful slumber.
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As the de La Pointierre family settled into their new home, their lives began to intertwine with the rhythms of the bustling city. Louis had secured a place that represented their dreams of a bright future, and Clauvère was soon to take his first steps into a new school.

Clauvère greeted the grand foyer early in the morning, much like the sunlight that streamed through the tall windows. He carried with him an eager heart ready to embrace a new day.

“Clauvère,” Louis called out, a warm smile accompanying the announcement as he found his son exploring the new home. “I have some news for you. I’ve already scouted out a fine school for you to attend. How do you feel about starting?”

Clauvère’s face lit up with enthusiasm, his readiness evident in his bright smile. He possessed a sharp mind and a strong desire to test his knowledge against the children of the American colonies, eager to see where he stood among them.

Louis, a man of ambition, had high hopes for his son, Clauvère. He wanted to ensure that Clauvère learned the ways of colonial America and received a proper colonial education. To achieve this, he had made arrangements to enroll his son in a local school before the teachers discovered his mixed racial heritage.

On that sunny morning, Louis accompanied Clauvère to the grand entrance of the colonial school. The headmaster’s raised eyebrow was the first sign that their plan might encounter obstacles.

“What can I do for you, Count de La Pointierre?” the headmaster asked, a hint of skepticism in his tone.

Louis chose not to correct the man regarding his proper noble title, deeming it a matter of little consequence in the American colonies where the significance of nobility carried less weight.

“We spoke a while back about my son, Clauvère. I wish to enroll him in your school today,” Louis replied. His voice brimmed with determination as he presented a wax-sealed envelope from an inner pocket of his jacket. “Here is a letter of introduction from Mr. Hartford.”

The headmaster remained aloof, refusing to acknowledge the proffered correspondence, let alone spare a moment to examine its contents. “Is this your son, Count de La Pointierre?” he inquired.

Louis turned his gaze down to Clauvère, his chest swelling with paternal pride, and with a broad smile, he placed his hand firmly on his son’s shoulder. “Yes, indeed. This is my son.”

Clauvère sensed a disquieting undertone in the headmaster’s demeanor. He couldn’t quite place the cause but he felt it none-the-less. He darted a quick glance from the headmaster to his father, silently assessing whether Louis shared his unease. Judging by his father’s expression, Clauvère suspected that his father Louis was either blissfully unaware of the underlying tension or adeptly concealing his awareness. It happened to be the former.

The headmaster leaned in, speaking in a hushed tone. “I’m sorry, Count de La Pointierre, but if he is your son, he cannot attend this school.”

“Why is that?” Louis inquired with a gentle tone.

The headmaster’s demeanor faltered, evident in the disdainful curl of his nose. “When you first spoke with me about enrolling your son in our school, you did not mention his...” he looked at Clauvère down the bridge of his nose. “...condition,” he finally finished.

The headmaster looked back at Louis. “Negros do not attend here. And they do not learn here, Count de La Pointierre.” The headmaster spoke as if this were common knowledge.

Without uttering another word, Louis turned away. Clauvère, well-acquainted with his father’s expressions, could discern the immense effort Louis was exerting to restrain his anger. Disheartened but not defeated, Louis left the school with Clauvère by his side. He decided that he was going to seek an alternative solution.

In that bewildering moment, Clauvère felt an unsettling mix of emotions coursing through him. Having grown up in the vibrant heart of Martinique, where he and his family were embraced by a warm and diverse community, he had never experienced the cruel sting of racism firsthand.

This was especially true since he was the son of nobility. It was as though the world had suddenly shifted, and he was adrift in unfamiliar waters. Clauvère couldn’t comprehend why anyone would judge him based on the hue of his skin, a criterion so foreign to him. His father, standing firm and unyielding against the headmaster’s prejudice, filled him with an immense sense of pride.

Clauvère’s father had attempted to get Clauvère accepted at the local school, a place that held both the promise of knowledge and the sting of discrimination. Upon rejection, he chose not to raise his voice in argument. He just left with his son.

Louis glanced down at his son as they walked away from the school. The boy, once so eager to face the world, now studied the cobblestones beneath his feet with unusual quiet. It struck Louis that this was the first time he had seen his son hesitate so. Become so withdrawn.

Later, back in his study, Louis shared his frustration with George Hartford, his business partner. George was sympathetic and suggested an alternative: hiring a tutor for Clauvère.

Louis sighed, his face reflecting the hurdles he’d already faced. “I’ve considered that, George, but no tutor I’ve approached is willing to teach him. I tried most of the afternoon, sending out letters of inquiry. It seems the headmaster spoke of this with others.”

“That is distressing. I cannot understand why individuals would cling to the notion that the color of one’s skin can easily determine the intelligence of the individual,” George said.

Louis held a brandy sniffer in his hand, its contents swirling within, as he pondered why he had allowed himself to drink so early in the evening. After a moment’s reflection, he realized that it was his anger driving his decisions, not his own will. Setting the brandy sniffer down, he turned to George.

“These Englishmen are ignorant, George. You won’t find this treatment occurring in France. They are civilized there,” Louis uttered with pride.

George took that slight in hand and dismissed it from his mind. He knew that Louis meant no harm in the statement. He leaned back, his mind at work. “Well, I might have a remedy for you, my friend. How about my eldest daughter, Amelia, tutoring Clauvère?”

Louis seemed to brighten perceptively at the idea. He was not only enthusiastic about solving the issue of his son’s education but also about the potential for their families to grow closer. George’s suggestion of his own daughter serving as a tutor for Louis’s son held the promise of strengthening their familial bonds and deepening the trust in their business relationship.

“I believe that’s a wonderful idea, George. When can we start?” Louis asked eagerly, his excitement apparent.

Clauvère had been sitting quietly in the parlor busy with a book in his lap. Upon hearing this, he couldn’t help but smile, observing his father’s enthusiasm. It was evident that Louis was even more excited about him starting school than he was, evidence of his father’s desire to provide Clauvère a good education.

George, in response to his business partner’s enthusiasm, smiled back. He was pleased that such a simple solution could resolve the educational issue. George recognized the importance of maintaining a positive relationship with a Frenchman from the West Indies, especially one with the title of Count. The potential benefits of their continued collaboration were substantial, and he genuinely liked Louis as a person.

“I believe I can provide you with an answer before the end of the day. Let me return home and discuss this with my daughter,” George offered as a way to expedite the process.

Louis interrupted George before he could leave. “Hold on. I can’t have you doing something for me without compensation.” Louis’s hand cupped his chin, and his eyes focused on the floor before him. “I propose paying your daughter two pounds sterling a month,” Louis stated as his hand made a sudden, affirmative gesture.

George was taken aback by the generosity of the offer. Although he was initially inclined to accept such a significant amount, he considered that this was something that Louis should negotiate directly with his daughter. After all, it was her services that he was seeking. George recognized the importance of encouraging his daughters to be self-sufficient and not solely reliant on a man for their livelihood.

Despite Amelia only being fifteen, he was confident that she would be able to handle her own financial affairs as far as this was concerned.

“How about you discuss the salary with Amelia, Louis,” George suggested, emphasizing the importance of his






















































































































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/image001.png
Penelo, g, Cla,
‘ll7n lﬁ’ﬁwnulh






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png





d2d_images/image011.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image009.jpg
WRI ING
i FOR THE

&





