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				“I need my Daddy.” I sobbed against my brother Will’s shoulder. He wrapped the quilt tight around me, as he murmured words of comfort to me.
			

			
				“It’s okay, Fancy. No one will hurt you now. Le Grande is dead. He won’t hurt you or anyone ever again. But honey, Daddy is dead. You’re gonna have to make do with your big brother now.”
			

			
				​ I shook my head. “No, not Daddy Jo. My real daddy. I need Marc. Can you write him? I need to tell him I’m sorry. I … I should have gone with them to McCarron’s Corner in December.”
			

			
				Will’s wife, Sassy, gasped at my words, her eyes wide with shock. “Marc? Marcus McCarron is your real daddy? Will, what is this all about?”
			

			
				​ Will looked grim and rattled, his eyes clouded with confusion. “I don’t know, but I’m damned sure gonna find out.”
			

			
				My name is Fancy Selk. My real name is Francesca Marie Selk. My Daddy Jo used to call me Francie, and I pronounced it Fancy. Everybody thought that was amusing so the nickname stuck. I’ve been called Fancy most of my life.
			

			
				My real mama was Tamsin Selk. She was the natural child of Josiah Selk. When I was born, Daddy Jo and Miss Belle adopted me and raised me as their own daughter. I was a spoiled, entitled little girl, wearing extravagant silk gowns, and I had my own French maid. I had tutors teaching me reading, writing, grammar, math, history, geography, music, dancing, and of course, French. I was learning to play the pianoforte and the harp, like Miss Belle. Daddy Jo called me his Wee Duchess, and I was treated like royalty.
			

			
				“Why do you call me that, Daddy?” I recall asking him once.
			

			
				He laughed. “Because, my love, you are little but you are fierce, and someday you shall be the Duchess of Ranscome.”
			

			
				I laughed and skipped away.
			

			
				​ I was still small when Tamsin ran off and married an Irish lord. It was a big scandal. Miss Belle got sick and died not long after that. They said she died from a broken heart because her real daughter, Ginny Lee, died in childbirth the year before. Things were little different at first after Miss Belle died. But over time, Daddy Jo drank more and more and I got less and less attention. My brother, Will, took his three daughters back to Puerto Rico to their plantation because things at Belle Rose were too chaotic to keep the girls there any longer. He asked Daddy Jo to let me go, too, but Daddy said he had already lost too much and refused.
			

			
				Four years later, when I was 10, my Daddy Jo died. My big brother, Tom, was the new owner of the plantation. Within the week, my tutors were all dismissed. Most of my pretty dresses were taken away. My maid was assigned new work and I no longer had a maid. I went from being my Daddy’s Wee Duchess to being little more than one of the servants.
			

			
				And then, Tom broke my heart the day he informed me that because my mother was a person of color, I would never be a white girl, no matter how white I looked. Daddy Jo used to tell me it didn’t matter. Except Tom didn’t call me black, he called me that “N” word that Sassy won’t allow folks to say here at Belle Rose any more.
			

			
				​ Tom’s wife, Charlotte, tried to keep him under control. Charlotte was a sweet soul who always saw the good in people. She tried to dissuade him from his determination I should be taught to be a worker, not one of the privileged elite class to which I had been raised before my Daddy Jo died. With Charlotte’s help, I was even allowed to keep a few pretty dresses, to wear when special company like Sir Calvin came, and a locket with a picture of my real mama in it.
			

			
				​ But, when I was 12, Charlotte caught typhus. In less than two weeks, both Charlotte and their son, Charlie, were dead. I was scared. No, terrified. What would my world become now that my one defender was gone?
			

			
				Tom soon complained it should have been me, not Charlotte or Charlie, but the no-account little colored gal who should have died. I felt numb. How could my own brother hate me so much? Why did he hate me so much?
			

			
				​ Well, things went from bad to worse then. Tom became Mistah Tom. I was never to mention our ‘relationship’ to visitors. After all, he was the Master at Belle Rose Plantation now. I was little more than a maid. I was nothing more. I was damned sure no longer the Wee Duchess of Belle Rose. “Not now, never will be, little girl. It doesn’t matter that Daddy talked some about his foolish pipe dream of making you into a Duchess now and then. So, you turn your pretty little ass around, go wash those drawers and shut your damned mouth.”
			

			
				​ He didn’t want me to talk like I had ever been educated. He liked it the more I talked down, using colloquial, broken English like the slaves speak. And while Daddy Jo had been freeing slaves each year for about 30 years or so by then, ever since he bought Marcus in Puerto Rico that fateful day in 1743, no slaves were freed while Tom was in charge. In fact, he shocked the fire out of us all when he bought a few more. He was much freer with the whip than Daddy Jo, too. In fact, I don’t ever remember Daddy Jo whipping anyone at Belle Rose.
			

			
				​ I hoped it might be better when Tom went to fight at Saratoga. Tom hired an overseer, a man named Simon Le Grande, to run the plantation in his absence. Le Grande came highly recommended from Mama Belle’s relatives in Louisiana. But I learned pretty quick that Le Grande didn’t take ‘no’ for an answer. He beat me the first time I told him no.
			

			
				Tom always told me not to ever tell a white man ‘no’. He warned me a white man could beat me for saying ‘no’ and might even kill me. After all, Tom insisted, all white men knew you were a “N” if you had one drop of black blood. And if you were even one drop black, you were just a N–slut, and everyone knew you wanted it. If you told a white man ‘no’, he could beat you. Heck fire, he could beat you to death.
			

			
				I was seventeen when Simon came. Hattie warned me to keep out of his way. “Chile, that man’ ain’t no good. You’re a mighty pretty little gal with your light skin, those big blue eyes and all that pretty red hair. You stay plumb dab away from him. That man is evil. He will hurt you.”
			

			
				It was a few days after Tom left when Le Grande made his demand.
			

			
				I remember Le Grande called me into the study. Simon leaned back in the big leather chair that had been Daddy Jo’s and Tom’s and put his boots on top of the desk like he owned it. He was tall enough to be a Selk, but he had dirty, mud brown hair and tended to sunburn somethin’ awful. I recall he was sitting in Tom’s big chair, picking at his teeth, with his boots propped up there on the desk. Chills went down my spine when he smiled at me. I felt like some kind of slime slid over me as his eyes lingered on my bosom way too long. “You come to my room tonight, little girl.”
			

			
				I was shaking so hard I could hardly stand up. I managed to raise my eyes to his and whispered, “Mistah Simon, you know what my brother said…”
			

			
				His hands hit down on the desk so hard I jumped. “Your brother’s gone, little girl. Ain’t no one gonna say a word now. You come to my room tonight. You hear?”
			

			
				I nodded, my mouth drier than dried out cornmeal. “Yes, sir, Mistah Simon, I hear you, but…”
			

			
				His pale blue eyes narrowed as they darkened with rage. “Ain’t no ‘but’ about it, Fancy. You’d best come to my room tonight.”
			

			
				I didn’t go. He came to my room, madder than a colicky mule that needs to be puked. “You running a little bit late tonight, little girl?”
			

			
				I slid back along the wall. “No, sir, Mistah Simon.”
			

			
				“Then why the hell ain’t you in my bed pleasuring me right now? You coming with me?”
			

			
				“No, sir.” I whispered.
			

			
				“What did you say?” he growled, his voice full of menace, as he stepped towards me.
			

			
				I swear I didn’t know a person could shake so hard and live to tell it. I lifted my head, swallowed hard, and answered again. “No, sir, Mistah Simon. I … I ain’t coming. I’m a good girl.”
			

			
				He snorted. “A good girl, huh? That what you call it when you don’t obey your Massa?”
			

			
				My mouth went dry as chaff. He had never called himself Massa before. I was pretty sure it was a real bad sign.
			

			
				It was.
			

			
				He caught hold of my arm and then grabbed me by my long hair. He dragged me down stairs by my hair. He was so rough with me I thought he might pull it out. I was crying as he yelled at my Uncle Tobias to get everyone together. He dragged me outside right there in front of God and everyone. He ripped my dress right down the back, cut my stays loose, and ripped my shift before he tied my hands to the post. I was shaking like a leaf, my clothes pooled at my feet except for my stockings and shoes.
			

			
				He had this look on his face that scared me, a look like I hadn’t ever seen on anyone before. He snapped, “Little girl, you gonna learn some things right here and now. First of all, I am right. You are wrong. Second, you are nothing but a worthless little colored girl and you are gonna learn to obey me right here and now. Third, you will do as I say. I am the center of your universe now. You don’t even need to bother to think about yourself anymore. You just think about me, and how you can best make me happy. Because, you best remember you are a worthless little girl who ain’t ever gonna amount to nothing.”
			

			
				With that, he unfurled the horsewhip and commenced to lay it on me. He only had to beat me with that whip one time. Oh, he hit me with his belt and a hair brush after that, and with his fists lots of times, but that was the one time he ever tied me up and beat me with a horse whip. He told everyone that he was beating me for being disobedient to him. Hattie Mae cried as he lashed me.
			

			
				I was lucky. He stopped at 15 lashes of the whip.
			

			
				Afterwards, he let Hattie Mae clean me up and help me change my clothes. She put some unguent on my skin to help it heal. I remember it stung something fierce when she rubbed it into my skin. She reassured me my skin was bruised but he hadn’t broken the skin very bad. After she got me cleaned up, I went to his room as he told me to do. He made me take my shift off and crawl to him, naked, like I was a dog. I did what he told me to do. I didn’t fight him. I damned sure didn’t tell him ‘no’ again. I did what he wanted me to do, no matter how dirty it made me feel. Over time, I learned I could do whatever he told me to do, but I could put my mind somewhere else, back in happier days when I was little. With my Daddy Jo and Miss Belle, or with Will and the girls. Sometimes, I remembered when Uncle Marc and Aunt Lily used to come to see us, and how sweet they always were to me. About playing with their son, Michael.
			

			
				Anything to keep from thinking about what Simon Le Grande was doing to me.
			

			
				The letter came in November 1777. Simon summoned me to the study again. I had learned to dread his summons, and my heart was beating fast and erratic that morning when I went to the study. My heart does that when I get scared. Simon was holding the letter in his hand when I came to the study. “You know what this is, little girl?”
			

			
				I shook my head, trembling so bad I wasn’t sure I could stand up. “N… no, sir, Mistah Simon. I sure do not.”
			

			
				He smiled, and then held it out for me to take it. I hesitated for a minute, and then with a heart filled with dread, I took the letter from General Arnold.
			

			
				Tom was dead. My damned fool brother went and got himself killed at Saratoga. It wasn’t even a bad wound, just some little ol’ bitty scratch that went bad, the letter said. Lily told me later he ‘went septic’. I don’t have any idea what it means except ‘septic’ will kill you.
			

			
				“You see, little girl? I told you your brother wasn’t goin’ to save you. You are mine. Body and soul.”
			

			
				Not long after that, Hattie Mae had the midwife check me. She advised Simon that I was biggin’. All I knew was I was numb. Simon was pleased as punch he had me biggin’, but he got meaner and meaner towards me as I got bigger and bigger. Lord knows it seemed nothing I ever did was good enough to please that man.
			

			
				In April, Sir Calvin Hobbs came to talk to Simon about buying the tobacco crop. I have known Mr. Hobbs most of my life. He was a fine gentleman, always very attentive, polite and kind. He was tall, with a smattering of grey making his dark hair aristocratic. He must have been Tom’s age but he still had all his teeth. He had kind brown eyes that always sparkled when he saw me. That day, they were not sparkling. He looked plumb dab shocked, near senseless, when he saw my condition.
			

			
				“Fancy, my dear, are you breeding?” he gasped. I thought his eyes might pop out of his head.
			

			
				I was so ashamed. I hung my head as tears welled in my eyes. I blinked fast to keep the hot tears from spilling over. I managed to whisper, “Yes, sir, Mr. Hobbs.”
			

			
				And then, Simon Le Grande came waltzing into the hall. He popped me right on my butt right there in front of God and everyone, and to my horror, he began to grope my breasts right there in front of Mr. Hobbs.
			

			
				“Mr. Le Grande, I am shocked,” protested Mr. Hobbs. “Have you been taking liberties with this girl?”
			

			
				Simon shrugged as he continued to fondle me. “Aw, hell, Hobbs, she ain’t nothing but a little ol’ mixed breed gal. She likes it. Don’t you, Fancy?’
			

			
				I could feel my cheeks burning red with shame, but I knew Simon would hurt me bad if I denied it. I hung my head as I answered. “Yes, sir,” I whispered.
			

			
				Simon frowned. “What say, girl? Speak up. Mr. Hobbs wants to hear you.”
			

			
				I was shaking by then. He was getting angry and that always meant he would be hitting on me later. Shaking, I gulped, and then answered again, a little louder that time. “Yes, sir, Massa.”
			

			
				Mr. Hobbs’ eyes narrowed. “Why in the name of all that is holy is Fancy Selk calling you Massa, Le Grande? She isn’t a slave. She is the daughter of this house.”
			

			
				Simon laughed and grabbed my arm to pull me close to kiss me. “She’s my little sex slave. She does whatever I tell her to do. Don’t you, Fancy?”
			

			
				I was shaking so bad I wasn’t sure my legs would hold me up much longer. I was eight months pregnant, big as the side of a barn, and I knew he was gonna beat the snot out of me when Mr. Hobbs left. I looked at Mr. Hobbs, imploring him with my eyes. “Mr. Hobbs, please, I’m fine. Please, sir…”
			

			
				“Bull!” Hobbs bellowed, as his face turned red with fury. “This girl is shaking like a leaf. Fancy, you do not have to stay here and be abused by this … this animal.”
			

			
				My eyes must have been big as sand dollars then. Hattie and Tobias both came to the door of the office, worry written across both their faces.
			

			
				Simon forced himself to laugh. “Aw, Hobbs, if you want the girl, you should have said so. Take her on upstairs. You can do whatever you want with little Fancy. She loves it all.”
			

			
				Mr. Hobbs looked like he might choke from a fit of the apoplexy. After a minute or two of coughing, he caught his breath and narrowed his eyes. He looked from Simon to me, and then back to Simon. He nodded, and grabbed my hand, dragging me upstairs to my room. Simon laughed like a fool as I struggled against Mr. Hobbs all the way upstairs.
			

			
				“Hush, Fancy, you don’t honestly think I intend to violate you, do you? My God, don’t you know by now how I feel about you? I’ve wanted to marry you for years, and by damn, Tom should have let us marry last summer when I visited,” he muttered when we got to my room. “Now, grab some things quick, put them in a pillow case, and let’s get you out of here.”
			

			
				Hattie Mae had followed us up the stairs, and kind of sobbed when she heard him. “Oh, praise the Lawd, my prayers have done been answered!”
			

			
				“Shush! Help her get some things together, Hattie. We need to high tail it out of here before that blasted maniac realizes what we are doing.”
			

			
				We threw a few of my things into a pillow case. Mr. Hobbs and I tiptoed down the back stairs to the kitchen. I wrote a note for Tobias to send by the carrier pigeons over to Mount Vernon. Mr. Hobbs was going to take me there because it was close and he knew Mrs. Washington would protect me. Hattie sent Mina out to the pigeons to send the message, and then she checked to make sure Le Grande wasn’t on to us yet. Once she gave us the all clear, Mr. Hobbs and I scurried out the back door. Within minutes, we were in his carriage headed away from my nightmare. Within two hours, Mrs. Washington was fussing over me, shocked at my delicate condition.
			

			
				As she started to take me up the stairs, I stopped. “Mrs. Washington, ma’am, I am so sorry, but I think I wet myself.”
			

			
				She looked down, her eyes widening in shock as she paled. “Callie, go fetch the midwife right now. I think Fancy’s waters broke.”
			

			
				Mr. Hobbs swung me up into his arms and carried me on upstairs, even though my skirts were soaked. I was impressed an older gentleman like he could carry me like I was a little old sack of flour. I didn’t know what ‘breaking your waters’ was or what it meant, but by midnight, my baby girl was born. She was tiny, I reckoned a month premature, but she was perfect, with curling, dark hair and blue eyes like my mama and just about all the Selks have. She was beautiful, even if she was Le Grande’s get. I named her Bella after Miss Belle.
			

			
				Mrs. Washington was real good to me. She would not let Simon Le Grande anywhere around Bella or me. She told me every day I didn’t have no reason to be ashamed of what he did to me. The shame was on Simon Le Grande’s head, not mine. It might be true, but it was mighty hard to believe it. I was the one who bore the baby. I was the one people looked at like I was a fallen woman.
			

			
				And to make matters worse, little Bella had dark hair and blue eyes, like a Selk baby. Simon took full advantage of that, too. The sorry excuse for a man claimed Tom must be the father of my baby instead of him. While I protested it with vehemence, some people must have believed him, because they looked at me like I was Satan come to earth in female form.
			

			
				In August 1778, William came back to Belle Rose. He was horrified to learn that the no-good overseer had violated me. He damned near beat Simon to death when he learned I gave birth to Simon’s baby and Simon dared say Tom was her daddy, not Simon. Will tarred and feathered Simon Le Grande, and dumped him over in Delaware, the other side of the Chesapeake Bay. Will must have told me a thousand times he was sorry he left me when he took his girls back home to Puerto Rico, but he would make sure I was safe now. He offered to take Bella and me to Puerto Rico, but it was hurricane season and I was sure enough afraid to move there.
			

			
				Besides, like I told Will, I didn’t speak a lick of Spanish. I could say ‘gracias’ and ‘tortilla,’ but that was about it. Will tried to convince me I wanted to go to Ireland, to live at Ranscome Manor. It turned out Daddy Jo always wanted me to become the Duchess of Ranscome, which was why Tom was more than a little bit mean to me for all those years.
			

			
				I told Will, “I got no interest in going to Ireland. Tamsin went there when I was 4. Went off and left me to chase after an Irish lord. Left me here to be abused by a white overseer who thought I was less than him because of the damned blood I got from her. I got no interest in going anywhere near her.”
			

			
				If I keep telling myself that, maybe someday I’ll believe it.
			

			
				In September, Will and I agreed he would take my baby and me out west to Indian Territory, where Bella and I would live with the Widow Sassy Winslow at a place called McCarron’s Corner. Uncle Marc and Aunt Lily live there, too. In fact, Uncle Marc founded that little town back in Indian Territory around the time I was born. Will advised me the Widow Winslow was a fine woman, and she was a seamstress and quilter. Will was getting orders all up and down the east coast for her quilts, and he figured I could live with her and help her with her orders. I do love to sew. So, Bella and I moved out west to Indian Territory and lived with Sassy, until she moved to Belle Rose in ’79 when Will and she married.
			

			
				I came back then, too, with my little Bella, to be the housekeeper here. I didn’t want to come back to Belle Rose, and yet I did. Like Sassy would say, it was complicated. How could I love and hate the same place, at the same time? I wasn’t at all sure I wanted to go back to Belle Rose, but I would conquer my demons and go back to the home of my youth.
			

			
				Things went fine at first. Will and Sassy had a big, fancy wedding. Sassy gave birth to twin boys in November. Christmas in 1779 was the very best I remembered in my whole life. But then, Will and Sassy had to go to Philadelphia for some big party given by General Benedict Arnold there, the same general who wrote the nice letter when Tom died at Saratoga in ’77. It was some hoity toity political thing, and General Washington wanted them to attend. I would have liked to have gone to meet the man who was with Tom when he died, but I stayed home to keep the plantation on an even keel and to watch over their twin boys and little Bella. And like I said, things were going pretty good until the day Will and Sassy were due back, when Simon Le Grande showed up.
			

			
				It was a bad day, like three years before when Simon was abusing me every single day. I thought I would about die when Sassy marched straight into my room, and saw what Simon was doing to me there. I was afraid she would think I was just a mixed blood, no account, little gal with loose morals, like Simon always said. But, I should have known better. Sassy is way better than that. She pulled a gun on Le Grande and shot him dead that night when she caught him abusing me. And, then Will fed his sorry carcass to the pigs. Like Sassy always says, hungry pigs can devour a human body in 10 minutes.
			

			
				That was when I said I needed my daddy and Will and Sassy learned who my real daddy was. I remember Sassy marveled, “My land, it never did make sense.”
			

			
				But then, for Sassy, lots of what happens here doesn’t make sense.
			

			
				You see, Sassy came here from another time. Things are very different where she came from than they are here. There ain’t no slavery there. Why, she says in the future, they will even have black leaders in Congress and a black President! Sassy says black women where she came from got no idea what being a slave is all about. She claims one woman felt like a slave because she earned a ‘mere 12 million dollars a year’! I cannot imagine how much 12 million dollars is. Others say they are slaves if they have to do what their employers ask, even when they are getting paid big wages for their work. They got no idea what slavery, racism, or discrimination are all about, at least from my perspective. Their perspective must be a heap different from mine.
			

			
				I am considered to be a person of color, but I look white. I have fair skin, blue-green eyes, and what they call ginger hair I inherited from Marc’s mama. But believe me, I know what it is to be treated like you are inferior. I’m one-eighth black and as such, I am what they call a free woman of color. I have more than that single drop that most folks around here think taints a person’s blood. I can never marry a white man in the Southern Colonies, where Belle Rose Plantation is located. That was why Marcus didn’t marry my real mama, Tamsin. The foolish woman wouldn’t go with him to Indian Territory, where they could marry. So, when I was born, Miss Belle and Daddy Jo adopted me, with the plan that someday, I could take Daddy’s Irish title. Don’t ask me how he thought he could pull that off. And then when the English King made Daddy Jo a Duke, Daddy Jo thought it would be amusing to name me to follow him. After all, he figured, if I were a Duchess, I could make a good marriage no matter what was in my blood. Daddy always told me Queen Charlotte was mixed like me and good King George loved her anyway. Her mixed blood made the King no never-you-mind at all. Daddy never made me feel bad about being a mixed girl. And the plan might have worked if Daddy Jo hadn’t up and died before he put it into his will.
			

			
				I may be of mixed race, but I am a human being. I have a soul. I have feelings, hopes, dreams. I refuse to ever be a victim again. Sassy insists I am a survivor, and I need to write down my story. She says survivors need to journal. This is my story.
			

			
				Sir Calvin Hobbs of Spring Haven is a good man. I know he loves me. He has been asking me to marry him for years now, even before he saved me from Simon. He begged me to marry him the day Bella was born. I couldn’t burden him with the responsibility of raising my child as his own then. If he married me before she was born, she would be his legal child. I reckon I should have done that, but it didn’t seem fair to him that day, and things were happening pretty fast. He told me he asked Tom for my hand in marriage when I was sixteen, and again before Tom went to Saratoga. Both times, Tom insisted I was too young. That’s kinda funny, don’t you think? Funny and sad. I was too young to get married but not too young to be violated by scum like Le Grand.
			

			
				I may not be able to marry Calvin here in Virginia, but Will and Calvin both assure me Calvin and I could marry in Bermuda, where his estate is. I believe I will tell him ‘yes’ the next time he asks, providing he proposes again. After four rejections, he might not ever bother to suggest marriage to me again.
			

			
				At first, I couldn’t even think about marrying anyone. Then, about the time I was thinking about accepting him and settling down, Simon struck again. Calvin hasn’t been coming as much of late with the war and all, but he writes me pretty regular. I can tell from his letters he is still very interested.
			

			
				Heck fire, I know he loves me. He would be a good husband. I just don’t know how good a wife I could be for him. Calvin deserves a wife who could come to him with open arms and a loving, open heart.
			

			
				That was when Sassy suggested I write this journal. She isn’t keen on Calvin. She thinks the Good Lord has someone else in store for me. I know Calvin is in his 50’s, the same age Tom would be now. Will’s gonna be 50 this year himself. Calvin’s dark hair is going silver, but he is still fit and trim. He is handsome and rich. More important, he is a good man, and he loves me. He has loved me for years. I remember when I was little he used to tell me he was waiting for me to grow up to marry him. Can you imagine? And, he saved me from Le Grande in ’78. That ought to count for something, shouldn’t it?
			

			
				​ “Sassy, tell me again why I need to write in this journal?” I felt frustrated with my attempts to write down everything that was happening at Belle Rose.
			

			
				​ Sassy is my very best friend, and not just because she killed Le Grand for me. She grinned, with her lopsided dimples flashing at me. I say lopsided because one dimple is much more distinct than the other. “It will help you to remember and to learn from your memories.”
			

			
				​I shrugged. I have tried to explain to her over and over again I do not want to remember. I want to forget all about that awful time and move on with my life. And at that, she wanted me to write down all the stuff that happened to me since I was a little girl. Heck fire, I don’t remember half of it.
			

			
				​ Little girl. Damn, I hate it when people call me that. Makes my skin crawl. Always seems like a put down, an insult. I wonder why? I mean, I know Simon called me that, but Tom did, too. Daddy Jo did, too, although he called me his Wee Duchess more often. It never bothered me too much before Simon. Of course, I was a little girl when my Daddy Jo called me that.
			

			
				​Calvin Hobbs don’t ever call me little girl since I’m a grown woman now.
			

			
				​ I shrugged. Fine. Make her happy. Write it all down. Maybe one day I would understand why ‘little girl’ bothers me so danged much.
			

			
				And so, I wrote about the doll.
			

			
				​ Like I said before, my real mama ran off with Lord Jay Fitz Simmons to Ireland when I was four. It seemed like almost everyone went after her to try to get her to come back. The interesting thing was Lord Fitz Simmons was Marc’s older brother. Marc was captured by Barbary pirates in Europe when he was real young. The pirates sold him as a slave. Daddy Jo bought him and later freed him, but Daddy Jo never knew who Marc was until Jay Fitz Simmons showed up hunting for Marc. I remember Lord Fitz Simmons resembled Marc a lot. I always suspected Tamsin ran off with Lord Fitz Simmons because he looked so much like Marc.
			

			
				But whatever her reason, she went off and left her own flesh and blood here.
			

			
				Well, everyone went after her except Tom and Charlotte. Charlotte was biggin’ with Charlie and didn’t want to go, and someone had to stay and run the plantation while the others went gallivanting off to Ireland. Tom was the heir so it was logical he would stay home and run the plantation. They all got back a couple of weeks after Christmas. Will brought his daughters to Belle Rose because their mama died in childbirth right before Christmas. My land, Belle Rose was a noisy house with Will’s three, Lily and Marc’s baby, Michael, Baby Charlie, and me! Lily and Marc brought presents from Ireland for all of us, including dolls for all of us girls.
			

			
				​ My doll was a little red-haired girl with blue eyes. She wore a blue dress and a blue bow in her hair. I always love a pretty blue dress. I thought she was the most beautiful doll in the whole wide world. Uncle Marc – well, I called him Uncle Marc until I learned he was my real daddy – told me that the doll looked like his sister, Dara, when she was a girl. I fell in love with the pretty porcelain doll and named her Dara. Marc looked very pleased and assured me his sister would have liked that.
			

			
				​ Dara was my favorite toy and my best friend for years. After Will took the girls back to Puerto Rico, I didn’t have any other little girls to play with. So, I made up stories and played with Dara.
			

			
				​ At least, I did until Daddy Jo died.
			

			
				​When Daddy Jo died, Tom took away most of my pretty dresses. And he took away Dara. I cried and cried, begged and begged, but he insisted that I was a big girl, and I did not need to play with dolls anymore. He didn’t throw her away though. Sometimes, if I was especially useful, compliant, obedient, and if I did exactly as he said, that silver-haired devil let me play with my doll for a little while.
			

			
				​ Humph. It seemed like I never quite scrubbed that floor clean enough, mended his shirts neat enough, or did anything else quite as good as he wanted, because he sure never let me play with my doll very much, I tell you for sure.
			

			
				But the doll was there, and I got to hold her and play with her sometimes. Of course, by the time Tom left for the war, I was a big girl. I didn’t have no more time for playing with dolls. I was the housekeeper at Belle Rose by then, and my duties took pretty near all my time.
			

			
				That still didn’t justify what Simon did to the doll when he came. Breaking my doll was not necessary. It was mean spirited and done to hurt me. And, you would have thought he had hurt me enough that day by beating me, and then raping me.
			

			
				​ But Simon was never satisfied.
			

			
				​ Tom confided to Simon that the doll had been mine when I was young and that it was still special to me. So that night, after Simon had his way with me, he made me break the doll myself. When I had to drop the hammer on Dara’s pretty head, I cried. No, I take it back. I sobbed like my heart was breaking in two. He sounded plumb dab evil when he laughed. He picked up a shard of her broken porcelain face and scraped it down the side of my naked breast. It was like I was looking at something but I wasn’t there. I remember the blood drops welled up one by one from the broken skin. I thought, hot damn, it hurt more to break the doll than for him to cut me. He made me pick up the pieces to throw them away.
			

			
				​ But, I didn’t throw Dara away. I hid her. Someday, maybe I can get her repaired for my Bella.
			

			
				​ Now, why on earth does Sassy think I need to write this down? How on earth can it help me to heal? That don’t make no sense at all to me. No sense at all. I need to get on about my life, lickity split, and never look back. I have a great big house to manage and a child to raise. I don’t have time for this nonsense.
			

			
				I pushed the journal aside and commenced brushing my hair before I got ready for bed. Sassy swears that a hundred strokes a night gives our hair a luster and sheen women in the future would kill to have.
			

			
				 
			

			
				.     .     .     .     .
			

			
				 
			

			
				“You think this journal thing will help?” Will frowned.
			

			
				Sassy nodded. “Oh, yes. They taught us to have women journal at the women’s shelter in Williamsburg where I volunteered in my other lifetime. There is something there that is eating at her. I would swear whatever this is, it’s about to kill her. This can help her remember what it is.”
			

			
				Will’s frown deepened. “Worse than being raped for months and months by that sorry assed animal, Le Grande? My God, Sass, what in the blazes do you think happened to her?”
			

			
				Sassy was silent at first. She had to think how to word this. She didn’t want to upset the man she loved more than life itself. “I think there is more than she has told us, Will. There are too many blanks in Fancy’s memory. She doesn’t remember much at all from around the time Charlotte died until Tom went off to fight in the war. That isn’t normal.”
			

			
				His brow furrowed as he frowned. “What do you mean?”
			

			
				She shrugged as she chewed the inside of her mouth. “I don’t know. But, it isn’t normal.”
			

			
				If only Rick were here. Rick studied psychology. It was his undergraduate major before med school. He worked as a volunteer at the Women’s Center, too, and counseled with a lot of survivors. It helped Rick heal, too. Sassy’s first husband, Owen, locked his son up in a mental hospital when Rick was 15. That was a God-awful time for Rick. She may have forgiven Owen for it over time, but Sassy knew Rick never would. Sassy adopted Rick after his mama died. She considered him to be her son, even though she was a mere ten years older than Rick.
			

			
				Sassy knew if her son were here, he would know what to do. But, Rick was more than 200 years in the future. Sassy sighed. She would keep writing him, by way of relatives back home, to keep until the future. Maybe someday Rick would manage to come. And then maybe he could figure out how to help poor, sweet Fancy to heal. Fancy deserved so much better than she had received so far in life.
			

			
				Okay, let’s face it, Sassy thought. Fancy deserved a man like Rick. Sassy prayed every day the Good Lord would send Rick, or if not Rick, the right man, for Fancy. Will thought the right man was Calvin Hobbs, the tobacco buyer from Bermuda who saved Fancy from Le Grande. Hobbs had been asking Fancy to marry him for years now. Thus far, Fancy always turned him down. There had to be a reason why. Sassy knew Calvin loved Fancy, but she also knew Fancy did not feel the same way about Calvin. Sassy worried that one day, Fancy would cave in and marry Calvin instead of waiting for the right man to come along. Calvin was a dear man, and he seemed to be a good man. But, Sassy believed he deserved more than to be married to Fancy just because she felt she wasn’t worth a man to love, or that she felt like she needed to take whatever crumbs got thrown her way.
			

			
				Sassy knew Fancy deserved to find her own twin flame like Sassy did with Will. Besides that, Calvin was 55, way too old for a woman as young as Fancy. My heaven, she thought, Calvin is old enough to be her father!
			

			
				Dear Lord, Sassy thought, please send Rick soon!
			

			
				 
			

		

			
				Chapter 2
			

			
				Fancy, 1780
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Three weeks after Simon’s assault on me, Calvin appeared at Belle Rose. He paced back and forth, livid the scurrilous dog had again managed to harm me. And that time, when he asked me to marry him, I accepted.
			

			
				“Fancy, my darling, please marry me. Tom should have let us marry years ago and you would not have had to endure all this horror. Please, my darling…”
			

			
				“Yes. I’ll marry you, Calvin.”
			

			
				He stopped dead in his tracks and his mouth fell agape in surprise. I almost laughed at the shocked expression on his face. “You … you will? I … I mean I’m delighted, my darling, but … are you sure?”
			

			
				I nodded. “I am quite sure. I already made up my mind if you came back and offered for me again, I would accept. If you still want me, after all the things that horrible man did to me, after all he shamed me, then I would be honored to become your wife.”
			

			
				He rushed to my side to pull me into his arms. “Oh, my darling, Fancy, I love you so much. I have waited so long to hear you say you would marry me. Oh, my dearest, I will be the best husband in the world, I swear!”
			

			
				I struggled not to laugh. He had never married. He often claimed he waited for me to grow up and marry him. He always claimed he fell in love with me when he first saw me in the cradle. Bless his heart, I’ve heard him swear to that story as long as I can remember him coming to Belle Rose. But even as a first-time husband in his fifties, I was convinced he would be a kind, patient and loving man.
			

			
				We agreed Sassy and Will would take me to Bermuda at the end of March for the wedding. Calvin was ebullient as he departed. “You go over to Williamsburg, my darling, and buy anything your heart desires for our little Bella and yourself.”
			

			
				He kissed me before he boarded the ship for Bermuda to make ready for our wedding.
			

			
				Sassy was subdued when I told her. “Are you sure about this, Fancy? You don’t have to marry him. Marriage is not the time to make do with whatever man is available. Are you sure?”
			

			
				I bristled at her words. “Make do? I am marrying a handsome, kind, wealthy man who loves me beyond compare. Why on earth do you think I could do better?”
			

			
				Tears welled up in her eyes. “Oh, Fancy, just wish you said you love him.”
			

			
				I didn’t reply. How could I explain I wasn’t sure I could ever love a man? I wasn’t even sure I could engage in marital relations, eager and ready to please. But I would try. I would do my marital duty. Somehow. Besides, Calvin loved me. He was willing to take me as I was. He knew my shameful history and still treated me like I was precious, a treasure beyond compare.
			

			
				I sure hoped and prayed I would not disappoint Sir Calvin.
			

			
				One reason we waited was so I could be sure I was not carrying Simon’s get. I sighed with relief when my monthly came in February and again in March. And then, one day as I was packing, I laughed. I would be the first Selk bride in over 20 years to go to her wedding without a bun in the oven, as Sassy put it. Sassy, Lily, even Tamsin when she married Lord Fitz Simmons, were all pregnant Selk brides. If I had married Calvin back in ’78, I would have been another pregnant Selk bride. Lord knew I was not going to him a virgin, but I did not go to Calvin with memories of ever loving another man.
			

			
				So, on March 30th, in the year of Our Lord, 1780, a year to the day after Will and Sassy were hand fast at McCarron’s Corner, I became Mrs. Calvin Hobbs, in a little Church of England chapel overlooking the Atlantic.
			

			
				My gown was made of silk, of course, as befitted the wife of the third Earl of Spring Haven. I wore a pale celadon green quilted, silk petticoat, over panniers and several very full, starched cotton petticoats. The outer, silk petticoat was topped with a white robe a la polonaise covered with pink embroidered flowers. The dressmaker assured me the flowers were hibiscus, and she read in a book that hibiscus grew in Bermuda. The robe a la polonaise laced up the front over a matching stomacher with pink ribbon. The sleeves were edged with white Irish bobbin lace engageants I found in Mama Belle’s things. Will said he thought Miss Belle bought the lace on a long-ago trip to Ireland. A sheer, pale pink, silk fichu filled in the neckline. I wore white stockings and shoes that matched the robe a la polonaise, white with pink embroidery, with jade green heels and diamond buckles. I wore jade earrings, matching jade bangle bracelets, and a jade necklace that all matched my pretty jade wedding band Calvin obtained from China. They also matched the celadon green of my silk petticoat. Set into the top of the jade wedding band was a large, rose cut diamond. I thought it was perfect.
			

			
				Calvin informed me jade was considered the most precious stone in China, where it is called ‘the essence of heaven and earth.’ In fact, Calvin claimed it is not legal to export it out of China. The captain who brought the jade set for Calvin did so at great personal risk, which told me Calvin must have paid a lot for it. Jade symbolizes purity and moral integrity. I cried when he told me that.
			

			
				“But, I am not coming to you pure,” I wailed.
			

			
				“Oh, my darling, nothing Le Grande did to you could in any way have affected your purity. You are the light at the end of the tunnel. You calm the storms within my mind. You are the purest soul I will ever know,” he insisted as he slipped the ring onto my finger. “The Chinese say gold is valuable. Jade is invaluable. That was why I ordered the jade set when I determined to marry you, my darling. You are invaluable, like the most precious jade that could ever adorn the body of an Empress.”
			

			
				So of course, I cried even harder, determined to be the bride he wanted, the bride he deserved.
			

			
				Our wedding was small. At the wedding, Sassy stood up for me, and Will stood up for Calvin. Calvin’s sister, Caroline, was also there. Caroline was a widow. And we had my precious Bella, the prettiest little flower girl in the whole wide world.
			

			
				Calvin proclaimed to everyone that she was his natural child, conceived when I was young and Tom refused to let us marry. He claimed our wedding was delayed when Tom was killed at Saratoga and with ‘the little Rebellion,’ as Calvin calls the war raging in the Colonies. Even Will appreciated the deception. Both men swore they did not ever want Bella to know Le Grand fathered her in violence. With her dark hair, I admit she looks more like she could be Calvin’s child than Simon’s. Calvin’s sister, Caroline, believed him, and the minister allowed us to baptize Bella as his child after we married.
			

			
				It was foggy the morning we entered the church for the wedding ceremony. When we came outside, the sun was shining bright, and the picture before me took my breath away with palm trees, pink sands, and the greenery from the native junipers that filled the rocky shore.
			

			
				Calvin boasts the weather will be mild most of the year. I am still worried about hurricanes, but he claims none have hit here for the 30-odd years that he has lived in Bermuda.
			

			
				While I brought lots of linen and cotton to make clothing, I indulged and brought silk gowns from Williamsburg as well. It had been a long time since I wore silk gowns. I didn’t know whether to exult in the sensual feel of the fabric against my skin or to despair over the cost of the extravagant gowns Sassy urged me to buy. I also brought along a dozen of Mama Belle’s beautiful, old gowns to remake into more fashionable styles, since they were all at least 15 years old now.
			

			
				Calvin owns a typical Bermuda home, built of limestone. As we approached the house, I saw a wall encircling the property, covered with native junipers. We passed through what Calvin said was a moon gate to enter the magical gardens of the Spring Haven Estate. They call it a moon gate because it is shaped like the full moon. As he promised, our home was painted bright flamingo pink, with canary yellow shutters and door. The roof was also made of limestone, terraced to allow for easy collection of rainwater. All the drinking water on the island comes from fresh rainwater, so it is imperative the settlers collect rainwater.
			

			
				The gardens themselves took my breath away. I had not expected a formal English garden. Roses, frangipani and hibiscus lent color and scents. The gardens were edged with more junipers and palms.
			

			
				Bella ran through the walkways, enamored of the exquisite gardens. “Ooh, Daddy, this is pretty!”
			

			
				I smiled. It thrilled me he was so accepting of Bella and he wanted her to call him Daddy. What a good man I thought. How kind and thoughtful of my child as well as me.
			

			
				Calvin beamed as he bent down to hug my little cherub. “Yes, darling, it is. And I’m glad you like it, my little pumpkin.”
			

			
				Located on a bluff above the azure waters, we could look out at the sea beyond and at the pink sands. Will said the pink sand was formed from the waves crashing upon the coral reef. Tall coconut palms flanked the house, with a flared stairway up to the entrance. Calvin explained they call that style entrance the ‘welcoming arms’. The house was decorated with beautiful furnishings Calvin brought from England over the years.
			

			
				I was lucky. My husband was not just rich and handsome, he was patient with me. Under his tutelage, I realized I could engage in marital relations with my lusty old man without fear. I could enjoy our relations, something I never thought possible after Le Grande.
			

			
				But, I soon learned that life is not perfect even in paradise.
			

			
				We were both ecstatic when we realized I was enceinte in June. Calvin says a Countess says enceinte rather than biggin’ when she is expecting a baby. However, it seemed almost as soon as we learned our good news, I suffered a miscarriage. I never dreamed the loss of a baby could be so painful. Not just the physical pain of my baby being torn from my body. Not just my emotions, my inordinate sadness, my downright grief over the death of a precious little soul who lived such a brief time inside my body. Grief over the loss of the little person I never got to hold, to kiss, to tell how much I loved him. And with the loss, I lost part of myself, part of my hopes and dreams. And I felt so guilty. What had I done to cause this?
			

			
				The doctor insisted we wait at least six months to try again for a baby, but my Calvin was not a young man. We did not want to waste time waiting and by Christmas I was again with child. I lost the second baby as well by February. And again, I blamed myself. I wept. I grieved. My body ached. Even worse, my mind ached. What was I doing wrong? Why couldn’t I carry his child?
			

			
				And Calvin, ever supportive, began to look at me askance. As if he were also wondering, why? So, we both grieved for the loss of that wee child for whom we had such hopes and dreams. How could this be happening to us? Why was this happening to us?
			

			
				That time, the doctor threw a veritable conniption fit, adamant we should have no marital relations for at least six months. But, Calvin’s sister died not long after that, and sure enough, I found myself consoling my old man in my bed.
			

			
				Not long after Caroline’s death, I received a letter from Sassy. As I read it, I shook my head at the incredible story unfolding before my eyes. No one but Sassy Selk dares pull shenanigans like this one!
			

			
				“You won’t believe what Sassy has done this time,” I muttered as Calvin sat reading beside me.
			

			
				He looked up from his book with a wry smile. “I would believe almost anything about Sassy Selk. The woman is incorrigible. What has she done now?”
			

			
				“It seems in January, Patty Jefferson and the children fled Monticello with Gen. Arnold and Col. Tarleton nipping at their heels. They went to Belle Rose, and of course, Sassy gave Mrs. Jefferson and the children refuge.”
			

			
				Calvin blinked. “Oh, my merciful heavens, did the British catch them there? They have been after that prize for some time.”
			

			
				I shook my head. “I think not. When the Redcoats arrived at Belle Rose, Sassy pulled a Sassy.”
			

			
				Calvin frowned. “Meaning she lied to them?”
			

			
				I nodded.
			

			
				He shook his head and sighed. “Oh, dear. Then what happened?”
			

			
				“Col. Tarleton and Gen. Arnold searched the house. Tarleton found a nanny and children in the nursery but did not realize the nanny was Mrs. Jefferson.”
			

			
				Calvin looked surprised. “But I would swear Gen. Arnold knows Mrs. Jefferson.”
			

			
				I nodded. “He does. In fact, after Tarleton left the house, Arnold hung back long enough to tell Mrs. Jefferson it was good to see her again and to stay safe.” I chuckled. “Well, Sassy always says 1781 will not be kind to young Colonel Tarleton.”
			

			
				Calvin looked horrified. “Oh, dear lord, I would not toy with Col. Tarleton like that. He is a brash young man with a fiery temper. Do you know what Tarleton’s Quarter is? He gives no quarter. More than once, he killed every man standing after the rebels surrendered. The man is merciless. I dread to think what he would do if he learns of Sassy’s deception. He would take it as a personal affront for which he would need to obtain satisfaction. And if it becomes known that Gen. Arnold covered for Sassy and Patty? Well, it would be very bad for Gen. Arnold. The Crown is already skeptical about Arnold’s motives and true alliances by changing sides during this little rebellion. This would in no way enhance his reputation with Gen. Cornwallis if the General learned Gen. Arnold knew Mrs. Jefferson was there and did nothing to arrest her.”
			

			
				My cheeks
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