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Synopsis: Amos & Theodosia’s Story
- When a black man in the small town of Exodus, Kansas, writes away
for a mail order bride, little did he know that a petite and very
white widow of a British soldier would arrive on the train platform
in the neighboring town of Generosity. He had a foreshadowing of
what might happen when everyone in town found out, but no idea
about how it would all end up.

 


 


Amos Freeman met his bride-to-be at the
nearest train station to Exodus, Kansas in the town of Generosity.
Generosity, Kansas had been named for a farmer who was known to
give anyone access to his well. One day a cowboy had rode up, took
a drink from the gourd hanging next to it and told the farmer:
“That was a great generosity on your part!” The name stuck and when
the railroad came through in 1880, they put a small station at the
town.

Amos was there with his minister,
Pastor Franklin Connor of the First Baptist Church of Exodus. He
could never understand why the church was named the “First” as
there were no other Baptist churches in town. As a matter of fact,
there were no churches of any other denomination in
Exodus.

It was a small town.

Finding a wife wasn’t easy in Kansas.
Amos was one of the many former slaves from the confederacy who’d
made the trip west after the emancipation. He’d spent the first 20
years of his life as a bondsman to a plantation owner in South
Carolina, chopping cotton. It wasn’t a brutal life if you kept your
mouth shut and did as told. You might do okay if you kept in mind
what your status was and who had the power of life and
death.

Plenty of the field hands were Amos had
worked stayed on at the end of the war, knowing no other life.
Amos, on the other hand didn’t trust his former owners one bit.
He’d seen Marse Williams slipping around the slave quarters at
night and his mother ordered up to the big house when the Missy was
out on a visit. The first time he’s asked why momma had to leave
his father had slapped him up side of the head. He never asked
again.

And now here he was, the only
successful black rancher in the county. It had been a long trip and
to the new state. He’d served in the Union Army before heading to
Kansas. The prairie was an unforgiving land with hordes of
grasshoppers liable to descend out of the sky at any moment and
devour your crops. Amos had been lucky. The land he’s bought near
Exodus had plenty of wells and good pasture. He didn’t have that
many head of cattle, but he was able to hire the occasional cowboy
and cattle herd to help him as needed.

But lately he’d realized he couldn’t do
the job himself. He needed something else on his lands: A
wife.

Women were far too few in his part of
the state. Eligible women of color far fewer. Even a gentleman
rancher, such as he considered himself, had a difficult time
finding a helpmate. Amos was an active member of his church and had
an eye on a few of the younger daughters among the congregation.
But their families had failed to farm the land they bought and were
forced to move further west. Amos would sigh every time another one
left and help them pack up. With the dwindling population in
Exodus, there might never be a chance to marry a local
girl.

At 45 years old, he was starting to get
worried. Much longer and he could forget about ever having children
of his own. Amos had put off marriage for too long to devote all
his time to the ranch. Years ago, one of the black cowboys had
suggested a sister in Taos, but Amos had never pursued the option.
Now, he regretted his decision.

 


 


It was one Sunday after church that
Pastor Frank had shown him an out-of-town newspaper. Knowing Amos
had never learned to read, Pastor Frank pointed out a section of
the paper near the back.

“Amos,” he told him. “I
think this is something you might want to consider.”

And he read the section to him. It was
matrimonials, he called it. Plenty of women in the east and south
were looking for husbands. There were an equal amount of men in the
new territories who were looking for brides. The paper advertised
ways for the two groups to meet. Most of the potential husbands
didn’t have much cash, but could afford the transportation. All
they needed to do was to have Pastor Franks draft a letter and send
it to the best ad.

The paper was the North Star Times and
printed for the “free black population of the United States”.
Pastor Frank received it with the regular mail every month. He’d
run ads in the paper trying to attract black farmers to Exodus with
little luck.

“Maybe your luck will be
better than mine,” he told Amos.

The advertisement Amos selected was for
a recent widow in Canada. She’d been a soldier’s wife and lost her
husband fighting for Queen and Country in Saskatchewan. Amos had
never heard of Saskatchewan. Pastor Frank knew Canada was the
destination during the underground railroad days, but that was all.
What a black soldier had been doing fighting for a white queen he
couldn’t understand, but he’d worry about such a thing some other
time. Amos had drafted a letter with Pastor Frank and it went out
in next month’s mail.

Over the next three months, Amos would
dutifully wait on Pastor Frank to bring him the letter from “the
late sergeant’s wife”. She wanted Amos to know she’d been one of
the few married women to travel with her deceased husband “on the
strength” and was skilled in household duties. Her husband had been
killed in some small battle with the rebels in Canada and this
impressed Amos.

He only knew of one kind of
rebel.

Finally, after some more discussion
with Pastor Frank, Amos had decided to send most of the money he’s
made from last year’s cattle drive to the town of Regina where the
late sergeant’s wife was staying with people she didn’t know very
well. It would be another month before she could make the trip down
to Kansas by wagon, steamboat and rail.

Lastly, Amos was able to send her the
money for a telegraph to the local rail station when she was
leaving Regina. She was to send a telegraph to the same station
when she was three days from him.

 


 


Amos spent the next few weeks tending
the cattle and getting his small house ready. He had some of the
churchwomen come by and fix it up so it would be suitable for a new
bride.

“Expect a lot of changes,”
Pastor Frank’s wife had told him. “You’ve been by yourself for
years. Having a woman around is going to demand a lot.”

He was having one of the local cow
herders move some of his stock into the pen when Pastor Frank came
riding up in his wagon. The pastor had nodded and Amos had raced
into the house to wash. It took him five minutes to get into his
only good set of clothes and meet Pastor Frank at the wagon. With
time to spare, they were able to meet the small crowd at the
station waiting for the train to arrive.

Theodosia Coppersmith, his bride-to-be,
couldn’t afford to send a picture and Amos had no access to a
photographer. She told him her height, weight, and what she would
be wearing. She was also to be carrying folded parasol with a blue
ribbon tied to it. Amos had told her his height and he would be
waiting with his pastor. Pastor Frank would do the ceremony right
at the station and worry about the legal issues later. Then he
would escort both of them to Amos’ ranch.

“Are you ready, Amos?”
Pastor Frank asked him, carrying his bible. “She’s almost
here.”

Amos nodded. He was the sort of man who
never had much use for words. Cattle didn’t carry on
conversations.

The steam engine rolled into the
station at a little past noon. The station manager walked out to
the platform and greeted the train, checking the time with his
pocket watch and frowning.

“Was supposed to be here
five minutes ago,” the white manager grumbled, barely noticing the
small crowd waiting for it.

When it came to a stop, the conductor
stepped out of the front car and motioned for the passengers to
embark. A few black porters of jumped out of the baggage train and
began loading the freight on board. One noted the two well-dressed
black men standing at the platform and tipped his cap in their
direction.

Two white women came out of the car and
were greeted by their families, and then there was a rush to the
platform as everyone tried to find someone. It became impossible to
see who was getting on and who was getting off. There was a flurry
of bodies as people began calling out names and places.

“Just take our time,” Pastor
Frank said. “She telegraphed from Kansas City two days ago. Your
bride gave us the time and the train number.”

“Will be nice to have
someone around who can read,” Amos sighed. He checked his white
shirt for any sign of dust.

While they waited for the crowd to
thin, the whistle on the train blew. Soon it began moving away from
the station. The passengers had either left the train or were
leaving. The big steam engine began pulling away and was slowly
moving on its way.

Finally, the crowd emptied out and they
could see the platform.

And, it was empty.

Amos turned and looked at Pastor Frank.
“Are you sure she said today?”

“Yes,” the preacher
responded. “I have the telegram here.”

He pulled out a piece of paper from the
jacked of his plain suit coat and put on his reading
glasses.

“Today. And there was only
supposed to be one train from Kansas City.”

It was at that moment a voice called
from the station vestibule; a very feminine and British
voice.

“Could you good gentlemen
help me? I was supposed to meet my future husband here.”

They whirled around to face a woman
wearing the exact same clothes described in Theodosia’s letter. She
carried the parasol with the blue ribbon in one hand and a
traveling bag in the other.

The other thing they noted was her
color: She was white.

Pastor Franklin stood with his mouth
open, speechless.

“Madam,” he began. “I helped
this good man write a letter to the North Star Times. White people
don’t read that paper. You were supposed to be black!”

“It was a black paper?”
Theodosia returned. “How was I to know? I found the matrimonial
section in the hotel. I placed an ad and never saw another
copy.”

“Pastor Frank, let’s leave,”
Amos turned to his minister. “I’ve been made the fool today. Let
the station manager figure out what to do with this
woman.”

Theodosia Coppersmith dropped her
parasol and bag. She buried her face in her hands and began
weeping.

“I’ve traveled half-way
across the earth and my future husband’s black,” she wailed. “What
am I going to do?”

“Amos!” Pastor Frank yelled
at the departing form of his parishioner. “Come back here. Let’s
see if we can find a solution with the stationmaster. We can’t just
leave this woman here.”

But the stationmaster was gone. He’s
locked up his office and departed with the crowd. It was the only
train in today at all and he saw no reason to stay around any
longer than needed.

Amos and Pastor Frank were stranded
with the wailing British woman. She sat down on one of the benches
and began weeping again.

“What are we going to do
with her?” Amos demanded. “Unless she has family around here, you
can’t just leave her here.”

“I could take her to one of
the white churches,” Pastor Frank mentioned. “There’s one a few
miles down the road.”

“And what are they going to
do with her?” Amos snapped back. “People will talk. There are
plenty of farmers around here who don’t like a black rancher in
their county. This will give them all they need.”

Amos looked around the station. The
passengers who’d arrived were all gone. The stationmaster had yet
to return. They could leave quietly and no one would
notice.

Theodosia had finished weeping and was
looking up at the two men of color who’d met her at the station.
What had gone wrong? Was leaving the matrimonial section of a black
newspaper a cruel joke? She’d always been respected by the other
men in the mess. They’d called her “mum” and looked out for her.
She’d responded in kind by doing their laundry and mending clothes.
She’d gone so far to write letters home to their
families.

“We’ll take her back to my
ranch,” Amos decided.

“Amos, what are you talking
about?” Pastor Frank objected. “You can’t be serious,
brother.”

“I am very serious,
pastor.”

“You, of all people, should
know how this will look to the white and black folk.”

“I do not concern myself
with what the white folk think. I am sure you can explain what has
happened to our black brethren.”

“And what do you intend to
do with this woman at your ranch?”

“She claimed in the letters
she knew how to cook and sew. Fine enough, she can cook and sew for
me. I can use the help and her upkeep will be provided by her
skills.”

 


 


It was a quiet ride back to Amos’
ranch. Pastor Frank tried to talk, but Amos wouldn’t hear any of
his words. The dry winds were sweeping down the bare fields of
Kansas and they had the fortune to encounter no one. Even Amos knew
what might happen if word spread about two black men driving a
white woman in a wagon.

People still talked about the border
bloodshed before and during the War Between the States. Entire
families had been slaughtered for being on the wrong side. After
the war, Kansas filled up with veteran from all sides trying to
start a better life. Men who fought against each other might find
themselves neighbors and old hatreds remained.

“Pastor Frank,” Amos spoke
when the wagon was in site of the ranch. “Could you please help
Mrs. Coppersmith take her things into my house?”

Pastor Frank looked up from the horse
reigns. “And where do you want me to put them?”

“In the main
bedroom.”

“Amos!”

“I will be moving into the
barn for the time being. I need to talk to some of the help about
building another house.”

Theodosia had ceased weeping at the
railroad station. She’d silently place her bags on Pastor Frank’s
wagon and hadn’t objected when they’d departed. She was a woman of
small size and height. Her complexion was described as sandy in the
letters he’d received, but Amos’ idea of what it meant was
different than hers. Amos had thought of sand the same way he
thought as dirt: Black and full of growth.

They waited on Amos to pack a steamer
trunk he used and haul his personal belongings out to the barn. He
chose one of the empty stalls to put it in with plenty of clean
hay. He decided to leave his Spencer carbine rifle over the
fireplace. It barn wouldn’t be good for it.

It wouldn’t be the first time he’d
slept with the cows. One of his jobs on the Marse’s farm was to
tend cattle, which meant spending the night with them if necessary.
Knowing a thing or two about cows was useful when he left the farm
after the war and headed west. Although illiterate, Amos quickly
learned how to add, subtract and multiply. It was another useful
skill to have when dealing livestock.

Amos allowed Pastor Frank to help the
white woman move her things into the house. Pastor Frank had worked
in the big house of a neighboring farm when they both lived in the
Carolinas. Helping white women move heavy objects was part of his
background, even if he hated to be reminded of it. Although not
having to work in the fields, Pastor Frank had shown his leadership
skills by leading forty families west after the war. If it hadn’t
been for his guidance, the town of Exodus wouldn’t
exist.

Amos went directly to two of his cow
herders who were tending the stock near the barn. They’d seen him
ride in, but had no clue what it was about. At the distance they
worked, both men had noted a wagon pulling up with their employer
and a few other people. It was nothing unusual.

Amos had used young men from Exodus
from time to time. They were lucky enough to have never been born
into slavery. But both of the ones working for him were unlucky to
have been born in Exodus. Prospects for the future were few in the
grim little town on the edge of the prairie. Neither liked to admit
they had to work for a man as silent and unforgiving as
Amos.

“I told you no smoking when
you’re with the cows!” Amos shot at the older of the two men, whose
name was Josh.

Josh quickly extinguished the
hand-rolled cigarette under his boot.

The other young man, Isaac, was busy
bringing back a wandering cow, which had strayed from the herd.
He’d noted Amos’s approach and had the dog they used to control the
cows help him move the animal back in place.

When both men were in front of him,
Amos began to talk with authority.

“I’ve got a woman staying in
the house,” he announced.

Both men grinned.

“She’s here to cook and
clean!” he snapped. They quit grinning.

“I’ll be staying in the barn
‘til I get a new house built.”

 


 


After working with his cow herders,
Amos returned to the house. It wasn’t a very big place, but Amos
was proud of it. He’d built it himself upon arrival at the
homestead. When the storms had destroyed the house two years ago,
Amos had re-built it with whatever help he could get from his
church members. Much of the town was damaged by a cyclone and
everyone helped to rebuild. The church was spared, which Pastor
Frank pointed out was a sign of God’s will.

The house was built from the best wood
Amos could purchase and was shingled with slate. It consisted of
the kitchen, bedroom and parlor. There was no division between the
kitchen and parlor. In the evenings, Amos liked to sit on his porch
and watch the sun set over the plains. It adjoined a small well,
which was used to water the cattle. In the wintertime, it was
heated with an iron stove purchased from a company out east. It
wasn’t large by any means, but Amos had built it with an addition
in mind.

Mrs. Coppersmith was sitting by herself
at the kitchen table as Amos entered the house. He didn’t have a
lock on the door and found no reason to knock on the door of his
own house. She looked up from her seated position as the large
black man entered the room.

“I see Pastor Frank has
moved you in,” Amos noted. He didn’t bother checking his bedroom.
Where else would her things have gone?

She remained quiet.

“When did the preacher
leave?” he asked.

“Shortly after you went to
the field,” she finally spoke. Her voice was rough, but
educated.

“You will receive no wages
from me,” he continued. “You are to stay on the grounds at all
times. If you need of anything, I will have it brought to you. The
money I paid to bring you here will be deducted from any future
earnings.”

“I don’t have to stay,”
Theodosia spoke again. “Even the reverend said he would be bringing
some of the church women by tomorrow. They can get me a train to
Kansas City.”

“No, you are going to stay
in this house and I will live in the barn until we get another
place built. I will not be made a fool of in front of my own
people, no matter what they think.”

The white woman dropped her
head.

“And I need to know what you
wish to be called. Your name is much too long.”

“Theo,” she said. “Most
people call me Theo.”

“Good. I have some things
that need mending. You said in your letters you were skilled in
sewing. I also need...”

“Please Master Amos...” Theo
began before seeing the look on his face.

“You are never to use that
word again!” He roared at her. “Under no circumstances will you
call me anything but my proper name! Do I make myself clear
woman?”

Theo was shaking when she responded.
“Yes, Mr. Freeman.”

Realizing he had frightened the poor
woman, Amos sat down next to her and dropped his eyes.

“You have much to learn Mrs.
- Theo. This is not a kind place where you have found yourself.
Kansas is a hard land. It bleeds. But the good Lord has put us
together in the same place. Just you understand, I am not used to
having a woman around and I was not expecting you to get off the
train.”

Theo suppressed a tear as she looked at
him. “I was married for years to my first husband. I was only
brought along for what I could do for the mess. We weren’t in
Canada two months before he was sent to Saskatchewan. He never came
back with the Queen’s Guards.”

Amos was silent. Why had he thundered
at this innocent woman? He was angry at having been tricked. She’s
meant no harm. But how could she not know where he came from? Maybe
they didn’t have too many black men from where she came
from.

It was one of the reasons Amos had
found himself a ranch away from other people. The constant reminder
about his status while growing up on Marse’s farm had embittered
him for life. It wasn’t the slurs from people where he couldn’t
respond. It was watching the countless ways his neighbors
humiliated themselves to get ahead on the plantation. The way his
father had ran out to take the horses the moment the owner’s family
arrived. And the way no one talked about certain women being sent
to the house after hours. Or the children they later
bore.

Away from the rest of the world, Amos
didn’t have to worry about any of it. It had only been lately, when
he felt the need for children, someone to leave all his lands to
that Amos had decided on marriage. And now it was out of the
question.

“You do know how to cook?”
Amos asked the shaken woman. “At least you said you did in the
letters.”

“Yes.”

“I will be coming in with my
men around sunset. Make sure there is a table set for all of us.
You will find everything you need in the pantry.”

Both of the cow herders lived in town,
but Amos fed them each day. It was part of the arrangement. He’d
considered building a bunkhouse on the ranch years ago, but decided
he didn’t like having anyone else around in the evening. They both
owned horses and stabled them in the day with the
others.

 


 


The pump was easy enough to work, Theo
soon found. She’s worried it would be hard, given the size of the
man who daily used it. But it had been kept in good operating
condition and it was easy to fill the pail she found next to
it.

Back at the church, Pastor Frank was
meeting with the ladies auxiliary. It was a small group of women
who ran the church while their husbands tended the fields. They
took care of the finances for the church and the building fund. The
most recent topic had concerned the size and placement of the
steeple. Should it be tall enough for anyone to see approaching the
town, or just large enough for the congregation to see on a Sunday?
It was the sort of important topic which might divide the ladies.
Pastor Frank needed to stay updated.

But word of the woman Amos had moved
into his ranch quickly spread after he was seen with her and Pastor
Frank in the wagon. No sooner than the good reverend had reached
the entrance to the church than four women were there to demand an
answer. They were also the president, vice president, secretary and
treasurer. It was no small, interested group. These women
represented every family in Exodus and demanded an
answer.

“Pastor Franklin!” Hattie
Jones called to him as he walked up the wooden steps. “We need a
word with you.”

“It will be more than a
simple word,” he muttered under his breath, trying to display the
good book he carried. The pastor hoped the bible would calm their
anger.

It didn’t.

Pastor Frank unlocked the church and
went inside, the women following closely. He could feel the anger
radiating from them.

The church was simple in construction,
as were most Baptist churches built on the prairie. There were the
stained glass windows the congregation had proudly installed four
years ago. The pews began as soon as you entered the church.
Immediately past the double doors the cloakroom allowed visitors to
The House of The Lord to remove their coats or rain slicks. The
pulpit rose on a platform just above the pews to allow Pastor Frank
a spot for his weekly sermon.

Behind the pulpit were the choir rows.
The current choir was down to six men and six women and needed
replenishment. To the left of the pulpit was another achievement:
An upright piano. There had been a special service just to dedicate
the piano the members had diligently funded from the
east.

It was hot in the church. The day had
provided the June heat and, closed; it had nowhere to go other than
through the vents on the steeple. Pastor Frank could feel the sweat
on his collar. The anger generated by the women behind him wasn’t
helping the situation.

It was a Saturday, the normal time he
used to prepare his sermon. Tomorrow’s sermon was planned to be the
power of salvation. It was a popular topic in Exodus. Most of the
original families had known the salvation, which came from leaving
the old slave states. After the war, the former masters had done
everything they could to keep the black population in line; bribes,
threats, and even private armies. But the townsfolk had left in
such numbers they couldn’t stop them all.

Many were forced to stay. Every week
the mail brought letters about the situation in their former homes.
It wasn’t good, the union army had pulled out years ago and the old
confederates were coming back to power after swearing allegiance to
the constitution. The northern states were looking the other way as
one injustice after another was perpetuated on the native black
populace.

But he had another problem to deal with
right now. The women were angry and he knew why.

Inside he thought: “I’ll need to
rewrite the sermon. Perhaps on the Power of Love.”

“What does that man Amos
think he’s doing bringing in a white woman to his ranch?” Hattie
shrieked at him. At least the lady got right to the
point.

“Please, ladies,” Pastor
Frank tried to reconcile them, “let’s not be hasty.”

Which was the worst thing he could’ve
said.

The sanctuary exploded with one loud
shout after another. Mrs. Elmore Pitts wanted to know if he’d had
in part in this matter. Mrs. Winnie King demanded something be done
right now. And Mrs. Victoria Freedom insisted they take the wagon
to Amos’ ranch and move that scarlet woman out now!

“Where is the Christian love
I have talked about time and time again?” Pastor Frank began. “How
dare you accuse this woman of being a harlot when you know nothing
about her. I have talked with our Brother Amos and he’s made his
decision. No, I had no knowledge the woman he was bringing to our
town was white!”

The last line was delivered in a solemn
voice of a patriarch delivering the world of God. He’d used it
great effect before. Just last month Willie Smith, the town
blacksmith had sworn of drink for the third time.

“The fact remains that Amos
has a white woman at the ranch.” It was Hattie again. She would
always have the first and last word. “You will tell him he cannot
bring us down with him.”

“It is not Brother Amos’
intent to bring us all down,” Pastor Frank said. “Is he not a man
and a brother to us all? I seem to recall him helping you out,
Winnie, when the grasshoppers ate half your husband’s field. And
Mrs. King, did he not loan you the money to bring your family up
from Alabama? What about the time Brother Amos stood between your
son and the white cowboy, Mrs. Freedom? And you stand here and tell
me he wants to destroy our town?”

The ladies grew silent. Pastor Frank
had stood up to their wrath, but the matter was not resolved. There
would be another accounting tomorrow after the service. No matter
what sermon he preached, the women would never be satisfied so long
as the white woman was on Amos’ ranch.

And he knew how this would appear to
the white folk in the next town over. One way or another, Pastor
Frank would need to have another talk with Amos.

“You do realize it’s
Saturday?” Amos said to Theo after they’d had a chance to talk some
more.

“I was aware of it,” She
answered. “But as I don’t see a church anywhere around
here…”

“There is a Baptist church
in the center of town. I go every Sunday.”

It was the only time Amos ever had a
chance to socialize with people. He wasn’t much of a gambler,
finding it a damn fool pursuit for useless men. So he avoided the
casinos in the area. Likewise, he wasn’t much of a drinking man, so
he had no use for the bar on the edge of Exodus. The nearest
general store was in the white town where the train station was
situated.

Every Sunday Amos could be seen at the
back pew in the church in his finest Sunday clothes. Afterwards he
would talk over the news with the other men outside the church. If
there was a guest he might linger a bit longer. But he couldn’t
stay long, with the cattle to attend.

Theo had come of age in a good Church
of England parish. Sunday’s were the time you put on your good
clothes and went to hear the hymns and be taught about God.
Afterwards, you visited the graves of your family members and
wondered how long ‘til you’d be there. If you were lucky, the vicar
might drop in and bring a gift. Her father was proud and refused to
take any obvious charity, but he did have a family to
support.

Sometimes the vicar would slip a few
shillings into the family bible. Theo had watched him do it more
than once.

“I’ll be leaving at dawn. I
expect you to come with me. People are going to want to
know.”

“What are you going to tell
them?”

“That you work for
me.”

“And if they ask deeper
questions?”

“I will deal with that as it
happens. But it’s important you sit directly behind me so they
understand.”

 


 


The following morning Amos met her at
the door of the house with his fresh Sunday clothes on. How he
managed to get the barn smell out of them she couldn’t understand.
Theo was wearing a plain white dress with no bustle or corset. She
brought along the straw hat she’d worn on the train. Theo didn’t
know a lot about Baptists, but assumed them similar to the
Methodists who served in her late husband’s mess. They were good
chaps, just tended to sit around all day debating the finer points
of the bible.

They arrived as the congregation was
filing into the church. Amos hitched his wagon to a post on the
outside and motioned to her to follow him. On the steps leading up
to the sanctuary were four men Amos knew, the husbands of the
ladies who had confronted the preacher the day before. As they
began climbing the steps, the four men blocked his path.

“A word Brother Amos?” the
first one said. It was Levi, Hattie’s husband. He too was a farmer
with the calloused hands of a man used to working in the fields.
His year would be successful, so long as the grasshoppers stayed
away.

“About what?” he asked. Amos
towered over them all.

“I think it should be
obvious.”

“I think it should be
obvious I am going to church like I do every Sunday. Now would you
please step aside and allow my housekeeper to enter God’s house
with me?”

“Housekeeper?” It was Lester
Freedom. Whatever they had been told didn’t involve a
housekeeper.”

The four men stood to one side and
allowed Amos, followed by Theo, to enter the church.

Once inside Amos indicated where she
should sit, in his usual place, and he moved to a spot in front of
her. He had to nudge over the Wilson family, but they didn’t give
him much trouble.

The church choir was finishing a
rendition of “Steal Away to Jesus” when they had entered the
church. As Amos and Theo seated themselves, the choir finished
singing and Pastor Frank took the pulpit.

Standing in front of a painting of
Jesus bringing the waters to still, he began. While talking he
noticed the congregation attempting to avoid looking backwards at
Amos and the white woman. They weren’t very successful.
Occasionally a mother would slap a youngster who turned around and
stared, but it was a subtle affair.

Pastor Frank talked about the love of
Jesus. He talked about the need for salvation. He talked about the
power of the gospel to redeem all sins. He silently prayed to God
the church was listening, but he doubted they were getting the
message. And he preached about the need to stand together as a
communion of believers before the Holy Throne of
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