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The inherent challenge with history lies in its limited scope; one's understanding is confined to what has been preserved. When a population's past is suppressed, it creates a profound void, a narrative of absence. Subsequent generations, lacking this historical foundation, are not only destined to repeat past errors but also forfeit a vital aspect of humanity crucial to their evolutionary development. The imperative is to adapt and progress, or face decline. -kiney
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Reference Number 12007 – A Mother’s Plea follows Carrie Kinsey, a young Black widow and mother in Jim Crow Georgia, whose husband—a Buffalo Soldier quartermaster in the 10th Cavalry—dies in the Spanish–Cuban–American War and is quietly erased from honor by a “blue discharge.” Years later, back on her family’s farm in Bainbridge, Carrie fights a new terror as vagrancy laws and peonage schemes allow hooded men and local officials to abduct her teenage brother James and then her son Samuel into brutal forced labor on the infamous Kinderlou plantation, part of a vast system of “slavery by another name.” With no help from sheriffs, judges, or the white city council, Carrie claws her way to the only avenue left: a desperate, barely literate letter to President Theodore Roosevelt that lays bare the theft of Black children into chains forty years after Emancipation. The novel imagines both the silent federal routing of her plea—filed away as “Reference Number 12007”—and the hidden ways that letter still shakes the corridors of power, as a compromised President quietly purchases Samuel’s freedom and later unseals her husband’s record, even while leaving the wider system intact. Spanning kitchen tables, battlefields, plantations, and archives, the story centers a Black mother’s voice as she refuses to let her family become just another forgotten number in America’s ledger.

This book is dedicated to the forgotten, the stolen, the broken, and the burdened—

to the souls caught in the long shadow of American subjugation.

––––––––
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―kiney

Forward

IN 1903, A BLACK WOMAN in Bainbridge, Georgia, wrote a letter that should have changed the country. Instead, it was quietly filed, stamped with a number—12007—and buried in the federal record. More than a century later, I encountered Carrie Kinsey’s words in the archive: “Mr Prassident, they wont let me have him.... he hase not don nothing for them to have him in chanes so I rite to you for your help.” That crooked, resistant sentence refused to stay on the page.

Historians have shown how, after the Civil War, the South—and eventually much of the nation—rebuilt slavery through vagrancy laws, peonage, and convict leasing. Black men and boys like Carrie’s brother were arrested for “idleness,” fined amounts they could never pay, then leased to plantations, mines, mills, and lumber camps under contracts that turned them into property in everything but name. Local sheriffs, county judges, and industrialists profited. State and federal officials mostly looked away. The country told itself slavery had ended; Black communities North and South knew better.

The historical record preserves the outline of that truth, but it rarely centers the interior life of the women who survived it. We get fragments: a name, a place, a date, an accusation stamped Received and forwarded. We are told that Carrie’s letter reached Washington, that it was routed to the Department of Justice, that it was tagged “Reference Number 12007,” that Teddy Roosevelt never saw it and no action was taken. We are not told what it cost her to write it, or what it felt like to wait for an answer that never came.

Reference Number 12007 – A Mother’s Plea is my attempt to listen past the silence. This is a work of fiction built on a scaffold of fact: the authentic letter, the Bainbridge setting, the Kinderlou plantation, the McRee name, and the documented system of twentieth-century slavery that stretched well into the era of World War II. Around those anchors I have imagined a fuller life for Carrie—her years at Fort Sill as the wife of a Buffalo Soldier, the blue discharge that denied her widow’s benefits, her son Samuel and brother James taken under the cover of “law,” and a President whose private conscience can only partially overcome public cowardice.

I chose first-person narration because the archive never granted Carrie that luxury. Historians quote her; clerks summarized her; government offices reduced her to a case number. Giving her a voice on the page is not a claim to speak for her, but a deliberate act of narrative repair: an insistence that a Black woman’s grief, intelligence, and strategic imagination belong at the center of this history, not at its margins.

This book also lives in conversation with our present. The mechanisms have changed names—from peonage to mass incarceration, from chain gangs to “detention,” from sheriffs’ contracts to private prison stock—but the idea that certain bodies are disposable and profitable has never left American soil. In that sense, Carrie’s plea is not a relic; it is an ancestor to the cries still being filed, forwarded, and ignored in our own time.

You hold now what Carrie herself never received: a sustained answer. It is not the answer she deserved from her government, but an answer from story—a place where the record can widen enough to include a mother’s memory of wind in the pines, the sound of midnight hooves, the weight of a pen that does not quite fit her hand, and the knowledge that somewhere, in a locked drawer, her name made a powerful man’s fingers hesitate.

May this narrative honor the real woman whose single surviving page began it, and may it remind us that every reference number hides a human life that once dared to ask to be seen.
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Chapter One: Vagrancy Charge
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I never liked the way the wind moved through the pines in Bainbridge.

It sounds too much like whispering you can’t quite catch, like somebody calling your name from a place you ain’t meant to go. Some nights it runs its fingers along the porch boards and under the doors, nosing at the cracks like it’s hunting for a way into your chest. That’s the sound I hear tonight, the same thin, restless wind that’s been following me since Fort Sill, since Cuba, since before my boys ever walked this earth.

The first time I heard it proper was the day I became a widow. Oklahoma sky high and hard as hammered tin, dust lifting off the parade ground in tight little whirls like spirits learning to stand. The sergeant came to my quarters in his pressed coat and careful face, knocking once like he hoped I wouldn’t answer. He held a telegram the color of old bones.

“Mrs. Kinsey,” he said, but it came out low, more like a cough.

I wiped my hands on my apron, heart starting to flutter in my throat like a bird that just remembered it was caged. Samuel was two rooms over in the little space they gave us, humming to his toy horse, dragging it across the floorboards so it left a faint groove in the soft wood.

“Ma’am,” the sergeant said again. His knuckles had gone white around the paper.

I took it, my fingers brushing his, and the words might as well have been carved into my palms: “Regret to inform you... heroic service... short but decisive war... killed in action.” My eyes tripped on “heroic” the way my feet sometimes catch a root in the dark. They said Zeke died attacking a hill, volley of fire, enemy repelled, bravery noted in the report. They did not say the name of the hill like it belonged to him. They did not say it was another regiment that got the medals, the speeches, the painted pictures in town halls far away.

“Quartermaster Kinsey served his country with distinction,” the sergeant said, like he had practiced that line. “You should be proud.”

I looked at him, at the sharp crease of his trousers, the way the wind tugged at the corner of his hat, and thought: proud is a strange thing to ask a woman to be while you hand her the end of her world.

Behind him, two men from the quartermaster’s office shifted their weight, their hands already holding another folded notice. That one didn’t smell like ink and glory. It smelled like dust and eviction.

“Regulations require vacating quarters within twenty-four hours upon notice of death,” one of them recited. He didn’t look up from the page. “Fort property must be made available to other active families.”

It took me a moment to understand he was talking about me like I was furniture. My ears rang so loud I didn’t hear the rest. I just saw their mouths moving, saw the telegram shaking in my own hands.

They left me alone then, or thought they did. The minute their boots faded down the corridor, the wind started pushing at the window, making the thin glass shiver in its frame. Samuel toddled in, clutching his horse, his face bright with some small joy I couldn’t see.

“Mama, Mama, look,” he said, showing me the groove in the floor. “I’m makin’ tracks.”

Tracks. That’s all the army meant to leave of his father, too.

By evening, my things were in the yard. Not twenty-four hours—twelve at most, the sun still high enough to make my eyes water even when I turned away. They carried out the crib Zeke built from scrap lumber, the trunk with my wedding cloth folded careful at the bottom, the pot I’d brought from Mama’s place in Georgia, black with years of stew and Sunday rice. Soldiers’ wives walked past, some of them looking sorry, some looking anywhere but at me, one or two crossing the street altogether like grief might be catching.

A neighbor, Mrs. Wilkes, made her way over, her face thin with worry. She was white, but poor-white, with a mouth that had learned to say “yes, sir” as quick as mine. She pressed five dollars into my hand, fingers warm and trembling.

“Go home, Carrie,” she whispered. “They ain’t never gon’ see you as widow




















































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
RS/ iy Wi i ¥ TS 0 S b ‘

PLEA

Reference Number 12007.

A malher's plea cuts lfnough the sdenco of @ nalisn budl on bicken promises and

slolen lives.





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





