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1863

Men grabbed him by his shoulders and shook him. “You will hang,” one of them said. “You will know the pain. You will understand that you can’t do as you please.” They were seated on horses, all of them, their faces covered with masks. He’d tried to outrun them, but it was useless. There were too many of them. Sam did not bother to speak. He knew it was pointless. His hands were tied behind his back. He had sent his wife and his children far away, having anticipated this event. One of the men threw a rope over the branch of a tall tree and made a loop.

Another cleared his throat as though he wanted to speak. His eyes darted around as though he were afraid of his companions. Finally, he croaked out, “Hey, Jim, ain’t this here a white man?” Jim glared at the offending questioner but said nothing.

The horse under Samuel skittered and tried to shy to the right as the men prepared the hangman’s noose. He sighed as he prayed for deliverance. To have come so far. So much done, but now, his land and his property were in the hands of these thieves. Little did they know that he had outsmarted them. Sam had seen the trouble brewing in the little community where he lived. These same men had thrown rocks through the door of his dry goods and hat shop. They did not know that he had wealth hidden and that he had arranged for his family to escape with some of it. When the noose tightened around his neck, he thought of his wife’s sweet face and her beautiful singing voice. Those were his last thoughts as the men slapped his horse and the noose cut into his neck. 
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CHAPTER ONE
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1896

Carrie ran her fingers over the yellowed keys of the piano, easily playing her favorite Beethoven composition. She continued playing one piece after another – Chopin, Mozart, Brahms and Schubert – from memory, while her mother, Emma, grandmother, Caroline, and Miss Esther chatted quietly and drank tea. Carrie wore a blue wool dress, tied in the back with a ribbon. Her hair was pulled up into a Gibson Girl hair style with the front of her hair pulled into a tight roll. Her delicate brown fingers flew across the keys. 

Emma, Carrie’s mother, wore a gray wool dress that allowed for the growth of the baby she carried. The empire waist was fitted just under the bodice. Her grandmother, Caroline, dressed in a black wool dress with gray lace. Her grandmother was heavy chested, so the dress accommodated her fuller figure. 

Carrie, her mother, Emma, and her grandmother, Caroline, made regular visits to see Miss Esther, who had lost interest in playing the piano or working in her garden since the Civil War. Esther, the white half-sister to Carrie’s grandmother, Caroline, had given Emma sheet music and a newer piano, while keeping the older one at her own home for visits just like this.

Carrie was to play while they visited; Carrie’s brow wrinkled as she had another of those visions. This time, it was of Esther, her grandmother’s sister. She took a deep breath and willed the image away so that she could continue to play. To distract herself, Carrie focused on the recent argument she’d had with her mother.

It was 30 years after slavery had ended and Carrie’s grandmother, Caroline, had married  Esther’s family friend, Samuel. But, in 1896, it really should not matter, Carrie thought. Things were changing.

Carrie’s family should not be friendly with Esther and should not play a servant’s role. Carrie wanted more than was implied by Booker T. Washington, who urged all Negroes to learn a trade, domestic for women and menial labor for men. She wanted to graduate from Fisk University.

It would be a first for her family. Just 30 some odd years after slavery ended – she would be the first in her family to earn a college degree. But would she be able to do it? No one seemed to take her seriously. Her mother wanted her to learn to do housework – to wash clothes, to tend to babies, to clean houses. But she wanted to play music. Her heart was in the music.

The pressures were mounting. She taught school to be certain that she contributed to the household; also, it was just necessary. Her father would tolerate her impractical notions about playing music if she made money as a teacher.

It was a good thing to do – teaching. So many Negroes hungered to learn to read, write and cipher. She sighed. Working and trying to get her college degree at the same time was tiring. But it had to be done. Could she do it? Could she graduate? Would there be obstacles in her way? 

Carrie felt there should be more to life than domestic work. After all, her grandmother had been enslaved — their lives had been nothing but domestic work. It was time for a new day. But it seemed she was trapped in expectations of the day. The argument she’d had with her mother just an hour ago reverberated through her as she played.

“I don’t want to be a domestic worker,” Carrie said quietly. “I want to graduate from Fisk, study, play music, travel. I want to see the world, to teach students to love music and poetry. I want to see art and to create it. Why can’t I do those things?”

“Because, dear, we must know our place in time,” Emma said, sighing as she poured water into the sink of the little kitchen. Carrie cringed and turned her back on her mother. She felt a little guilty as her mother was several months pregnant and she did not want to upset her. Her mother was too fond of taking a conservative viewpoint, like the famed Booker T. Washington. 

They had left the argument where it was to make their Sunday visit to Esther, her grandmother’s half-sister, who was now unable to hear well or to do for herself. The women always brought her prepared food and a little something more from their garden.

Esther thought of her life before things became so different, before slavery ended, as she looked at Caroline, her half-sister.  She wondered what had happened to Caroline’s husband, Samuel.  Something deep and tender moved within her as she spied on her sister’s grandchild, Carrie. Samuel, who had been a friend of Esther’s family, would be so proud. 

The emotions were so profound that she found herself wanting to touch her grand niece’s beautiful dark skin, to listen to her sing, to spend hours talking with her. The rivalry that darkened relationships between half-sisters born during slavery was not there for Caroline and Esther. Thus, Esther saw Carrie as a niece. This was not a good time to make their relationship clear as Caroline was mulatta. 

Esther’s childhood with Caroline was fraught with tension and secrets; Caroline was Esther’s only sibling. Esther remembered her tendency to wait on her younger sister, something that disturbed visitors who came to see the family.

Their playful girl games — having tea, running through the fields after butterflies and tossing a ball — gave them endless hours of happiness. They shared so much in the way of looks; if it had not been for Caroline’s olive skin, they might have been twins.

Caroline and Esther never knew that there was a difference between them since their father treated both girls well. The war was not over when their father, Robert, became ill.

His wife had died when Esther was born, so Caroline’s mother, Ella, cared for the two girls as though both were her own. It was for that reason that when Caroline became of age, the neighbors were pleased to see Samuel showing an interest in her.

The Africans who lived in the neighborhood whispered of the family’s dotage on Caroline — of her pleasant but seemingly prissy exterior. To them it seemed ungenuine, but that was truly who Caroline was — the protected and loved daughter of a doting father.

Many people thought the relationship was odd, but they were not the only family that hid their esteem for family members who were a little darker, a little different. Where they existed, they were a closely guarded secret. As long as the European and African family lived an otherwise unblemished life, living separate lives, in separate quarters at least outwardly, they could live unharried.

Esther tried to talk her sister out of marriage to Samuel, but Caroline was happy that someone showed an interest in her. It seemed that nobody would. Her light brown skin and European features marked her as a mixed child. 

Since Caroline was so deeply loved by her sister and father, no one dared suggest she attend the social events hosted for young girls of African descent. Esther monopolized Caroline’s attention. Neither girl had much of a social life outside of the home, and as they grew into their late teens, it became evident that they might become spinsters. 

Neither might have cared since they spent their time in the company of one another just as they had as children, reading, playing music and sewing. Both girls were educated at home by their father and by trusted tutors. However, Caroline was always cautioned to hide her education. The vast home library kept them busy for hours. When Sam began to call on Caroline, Esther realized that she was headed toward an adult life without ever having been courted.

“Why do you need to be married at all?” argued Esther, glaring at her sister through eyeglasses and over the top of her book.

“I’ve told you for the last time, I want to find out what it’s like to be loved like that. It’s my decision,” Caroline said, returning the glare with a short glance. “You can marry too, Esther. What about that boy who came to the holiday party? He was surely interested in you, but you wouldn’t return his letters or notes or even go on a buggy ride with him.”

“I have more important things to think about,” Esther said. “Besides, if I go down that road, there’s no turning back. Once you begin, your destiny is fixed with children and familial obligations. I want to write and read and continue my collection of butterflies. If I stop to get married, I won’t be able to do that. Besides, I haven’t met the man who’s going to let me have my way. When I do, maybe I’ll consider a buggy ride.” She leaned over her book and stuck out her tongue at her younger sister, widening her eyes as she said, “buggy.”

“Esther, you’re so impossible. You’re one of the prettiest girls in the county, yet you hold yourself so aloof. You know what Andrew Marvell would say.”

“Yes, seize the day, but why should I when I have you to do it for me?” she winked at Caroline, and they never returned to the subject. But when Caroline was ready for her big day, Esther did all she could to make the affair a special occasion.

Esther found a way for Caroline and Sam to have a real marriage like any other couple. It could be done if the antecedents were hidden, which Esther arranged through friends. Esther baked a cake and invited their close friends to the house for a reception. Though Ella was ill and near the end of her days, she too made an appearance for the couple’s reception. The young people chatted, played cards, and whispered to each other. When everyone went home, Ella pulled Caroline aside and pressed an ancient shekel coin into her hand. She smiled at her daughter and said nothing more. Caroline knew what to do with the coin.

William rubbed down the horses that had brought them to Esther’s house. The days were getting shorter and the weather chilly. He thought about his origins and wondered why his mother insisted on visiting Esther. William and his mother came from East Tennessee to Nashville following the disappearance of his father, Sam.

William took pride in the idea that he had opened his first bank account at a penny savings bank and began building his business. Soon, William and Emma married, she at 16 and he at 21, and they began to have children. Carrie came first, then Willella. William stood outside the house where his mother’s sister lived, waiting for the women to finish their visit. 

He could not abide visits to Esther’s house. Slavery had not been over long when Esther was insisting that his mother come visit. He was just a boy then, but he had to come along.

People around here did not like this kind of friendship. It made William nervous. The women seemed to be determined to live dangerously. William shook his head and walked the horses to the back stables where Abner was tending to the livestock.

“Will,” Abner said, nodding. “The women folks up at the house visiting?” William nodded. He led the four horses to the trough to drink and unhooked them from their traces. 

“No telling how long they gonna be,” William said. “Might as well make the horses comfortable.” Abner nodded and walked over to William. 

“What you been doing lately, Abner?” William asked.

“Nothing but tending to things for Miss Esther, that’s all,” Abner said. “She got some notion in her head she want to go into town from time to time. So’s I drive her.”

“That’s good, good,” William said. “What about that woman you was seeing when we last came over here, what’s her name?” 

“Johanna,” Abner said. “We got married, one on the way.” Abner grinned. 

“Congratulations, Abner,” William said, smiling. Abner pointed to the back of the barn where there was a path leading to his home. 

“Come on over,” Abner said. “Johanna always got some victuals on the stove.” William wasn’t hungry, but he agreed to visit with the couple while his mother, wife and daughter visited with Esther.
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Caroline was pleased to find that her son, William, and her grandchildren had hope. William stood outside with the horses rested, fed and watered. He helped Caroline down the steps of Esther’s house. Esther did not look as good as Caroline had hoped. The lung problems were back. She knew it. But Esther was not one to complain.

“You look happy, William,” Caroline said. “Unlike your daughter who has been out of sorts the whole time I’ve been visiting my sister.”

William frowned and looked at Carrie as if to say, This is not like you. Carrie held her head down and her skirts up as she skipped down the steps. But suddenly, she turned about, ran to Esther and took her hand. “Be careful going up and down steps,” Carrie whispered, smiled tightly and squeezed the older woman’s hand gently.

Carrie stood there a moment looking into Esther’s rheumy brown eyes, then turned away and bounced down the steps again. With her father’s help, she climbed atop the carriage to sit with him. William motioned for Emma to remain on the porch while he helped his mother, Caroline, into the Brougham.

Then, he raced up the steps and helped Emma as well. He handed Emma into the carriage and waited for the ladies to say they were ready to depart. Emma placed a hand on her large stomach, smiling as she felt the baby kick.

Esther stood on the porch, holding a handkerchief in the air as she waved to her sister and her sister’s family. All of Esther’s family was gone. The war had taken some; others had been felled by disease. Caroline and William were all Esther had. 

Caroline’s son and daughter-in-law were doing what they could among the throngs of other Coloreds who were fighting to make a living in Nashville.

It worried Esther that lynching was not challenged and that William or even one of his daughters might be a victim of the hatred that boiled up after the war ended. But she had to focus on being well and praying for them.

As the carriage ambled along toward Nashville, Carrie peered ahead. She frowned as she saw a gathering of whites around a little church. Colored people were arguing with the whites. The little church was ablaze and had been set on fire by the whites.

Carrie nudged her father’s arm. “Papa, hang back a while,” she said. Carrie sat on the bench seat with her father, hoping that the noise did not mean trouble for her family, but knowing that it certainly did for the Blacks who were gathered ahead.

Another of those headaches had pinched behind her eyes. This time a sense of dread accompanied it so that she wanted her father to wait. William pulled the horses back and to the side of the road, well away from a throng of white people who waved torches and shouted at the Colored folks. Her grandmother stuck her head out and motioned to Carrie.

“Carrie-girl, you come on down from there and wait inside the carriage,” her grandmother said. Her father helped Carrie get down from the bench seat and helped her into the carriage with his mother and wife.

A trickle of whites appeared to attempt to subdue the rowdy white group and to help put the fire out.

The Colored church members raced back and forth to a little creek carrying water to fight the fire that was attempting to engulf the little church. After Carrie was settled, her grandmother peeked out the side of the carriage and motioned to her son.

“William,” Caroline said. “Be careful.” William nodded and went to find out how he could help. The little church had been painted white and had been built in a clearing. It was not larger than 500 square feet with a small porch and plain windows on the side. The roughhewn boards suggested that the parish members might have built the church from nearby trees.

Many of the Colored men were dressed in their Sunday best of black pantaloons and a white shirt. Their women folk, some of them dressed in dark wool dresses and others in colorful greens and blues, hung back some distance with children clutched tightly to them.

Some were discarding overcoats as the fire grew more intense. Though it was a damp late spring day, the cool weather did not seem to help keep the fire contained. 

“What happened here?” William asked as he helped carry buckets of water from a creek to the church. An old Black man spit and looked sharply at William.

“You from the city, ain’t you?” the old man said. William nodded as he splashed water on the building. 

“These here folks don’t want us to be learnin’ our childrens,” the old man said. “They’s trying to burn down our church cause that’s whar we learnin’ the children how to read and write.” William frowned as he saw some whites standing about and cursing at the increasing numbers of Blacks and whites who came to help put out the fire. 

“They cain’t stop you if you don’t let ’em,” William said. 

“You right ’bout that, young man,” the old man said. “And thank ya kindly for stopping to help.” William nodded. 

In about an hour, more people, white and Black, showed up to help put the fire out and to help the Black church members bring out benches and pews.

The church entrance was badly burned, but much of the building had been saved. William shook hands with the men of the church and walked the half mile back to the carriage where his family waited. He climbed on top of the carriage. His mother was tired and irritable. It was time to get them home. After they had passed the church, Carrie knocked on the top of the carriage roof. William knew what that meant. She wanted to rejoin him on the bench seat.

William’s thoughts turned to the ways he and Emma had struggled to make certain that Carrie had a good education. He maneuvered the carriage around a large pothole and clucked to the horses. The days were turning cooler as fall was near.

“Papa,” Carrie said. It was more like a question. He knew that Carrie had questions. 

“Why were those white people trying so hard to keep those Colored people from having a church?”

He explained that the church members were also attempting to teach their children. 

“Why don’t they just move to Nashville where there are public schools?” Carrie asked. 

“Carrie-girl, when it was time for your schoolin’, me and your Mama decided to send you to the school for Colored children, one for the education of the children of slaves.”

“But I know that many of the people who come to my school to learn to read and write are much older than they should be,” Carrie said. “It’s like they never had a chance.”

“That’s right,” her father said. “Colored people be punished if they try to learn readin’ and writtin’ because if they know how to do that, they might find a way to escape.” Carrie sat there for a moment digesting that information. The sound of the horse’s clop clop in the dirt and the smell of clean earth filled the air. Her father flicked the reins gently on the backs of the horses to shoo away horse flies.

“Your grandmother’s sister, Esther, offer us a tutor for you and Willella at the mansion, but your grandma want me and your mother to teach you as much as we could at own home first,” he said. 

He explained that the Catholic Church had Sunday schools where many Colored people were taught to read and write. Caroline and her family were among those who benefited. From there, Caroline had hounded William to learn to read and write and be certain his family was educated too.

“Why did you and Mama know how to read and write?” Carrie asked. 

“It’s a matter of holding yourself up, Carrie-girl,” her father said. “It was important to us that you know how to dress and how to act. Your Mama sewed clothes for you so you look neat and clean, and sometimes you the only girl dressed good. We ain’t learned as much as we should. We learn a little bit here and there. You been showin’ us how to talk and I try, not always perfect, but I try.”

Her father said that in 1886, when Carrie was 8, his mother, Caroline, was among the elders that went to the city aldermen and asked that a high school be established for Negro children. Though Carrie was young then, her parents had high hopes that she would go quickly to the next level of her education.

Carrie remembered that when she had turned 10, she had excelled in arithmetic, writing and music. She was allowed to teach her peers. By the time she was 15, she had mastered the subjects that had been offered at the local school for Colored children — geometry, physical geography, civil government, English, Latin, physics, chemistry and ethics. 

Children of the time were to demonstrate how well they could carry themselves in the hostile environment that was the Reconstruction era. They were to show whites that they could conduct themselves with decorum. Carrie’s grandmother knew that her granddaughter’s attitude was the result of the pressure of the times.

“I sometimes feel better talking to Grandmother Nana,” Carrie said. Her father nodded and clucked to the horses. 

“Why’s that?” her father asked.

“She doesn’t insist that I stick to my place,” Carrie said of her grandmother. 

The sky appeared cloudy as though it would rain.  Carrie felt herself pulled between two forces of the time – one espoused by Booker T. Washington and the other by Willella.E.B. Du Bois, who was an alum of her school, Fisk University.

Her grandmother tried to keep the two women from getting too worked up. She and her mother, Emma, often argued the subject behind the closed doors of their modest home at Jefferson Street. The house stood on the corner of Jefferson and 16th Street. It had begun as a simple worker’s cottage but Carrie’s father had added on to it over the years. It was built of bricks with a steeply slanting roof, two windows facing Jefferson Street and a door to the right. Her father had built a porch on the front so her grandmother could sit outside from time to time to watch the traffic go by. He’d also built additional space on the back of the house to expand it for his growing family. The space around the small home was used for his business. 

When they returned home from their visit with Aunt Esther, William took care of the horses in the barn where he also housed carriages and wagons that he used in his coal delivery and transportation business.

Caroline could see that Carrie was getting worked up for another confrontation with her mother. Carrie felt compelled to press her point. Willella greeted her at the door to the back of the house. She was dressed like her sister.

Willella, Carrie’s sister, had stayed at home while the three women had visited Esther. Caroline, the elder Mrs. Crawford, sat beside Willella helping to prepare green beans for supper. Emma and Carrie picked up their argument right where they’d left off.

The kitchen smelled of stewed chicken, potatoes and greens. The little kitchen had a Great Majestic cast iron stove, a sink with a water pump and drain, polished wooden cabinets and counter tops that Carrie’s father had made himself. A wooden icebox and pantry held the family food. It was modest but functional.  Willella escaped to change her clothes as she’d been outdoors while they were away. She took a seat in a corner of the kitchen where she snapped off the ends of green beans and snapped them in half. She rolled her eyes at her older sister as she watched her mother and sister argue.

Though Emma was seven months pregnant, this did not slow her down. William came in from having seen to the horses. Two of his crew members for his business, Crawford Coal and Cabs, had stayed in the barn and were taking care of the horses and cleaning the carriage.

William had cleaned himself up and was trying to read a newspaper, as he often did. He tried to pretend that he did not hear his wife and daughter bickering.

“But mother,” Carrie continued, repeating her earlier refrain. “This is a matter of conscience. It’s important to do what you think is right for yourself, not what others think you should do. I want to play the piano, teach, see the world, not work as a domestic. Isn’t that what you would do if you could?”

“Watch your mouth, young lady,” Emma said, putting her hands on her ample hips. “I want you to be happy, but it’s time you faced facts. Colored folks are struggling enough to get by. Not everybody can be a teacher. I’m proud of you for teaching at the school; I know you’re capable, but I’m just saying that you need to face facts. Try to do something more than just keep your head in them books ... in the clouds. Learn how to sew, cook, clean. Be practical. Life may demand it.”
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CHAPTER TWO
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Spring 1896
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“We need to demonstrate the accomplishments of Negroes not only in our area, but in other parts of the country,” said Reverend Smith.  The young people and some of the older congregants mumbled and whispered to one another. Smith put up a hand to quiet everyone. “This exposition will be one for the history books.

“People from neighboring states will visit Nashville to see what kind of people we are, to see how far we’ve progressed since the Civil War.  So it’s important for us to put on our best face, our best clothes and our best performance.

“Now, let’s review who will be playing what roles. We’ve been preparing for this for more than two years; it’s time we have a practice run to be  certain everything will be in order.” 

Carrie sat on the bench of the little Baptist church saying little as the reverend read down the list. She’d been asked to play the piano as part of the Mozart Society and to demonstrate the ability of children to learn to read and write. She wore her dark green wool dress with lace on the collar and gathers at the bosom. Her purse sat on the bench beside her. She moved from side to side on the hard wooden bench, trying to get comfortable. They had been there for almost an hour.

The church was large enough to house 300 people but usually had more than that on most Sundays. Stained glass windows with scenes from the Bible were behind the altar. Windows darkened with stretched fabric dotted the sides of the building with quotes and scenes from the Bible. The wooden floors were stained in dark mahogany.  

Children had been selected from the Colored school to serve as Carrie’s students. Some of them sat in the back playing finger games as the reverend continued to explain the program.

She’d taught at public schools for some time now, a request from the elders.  So many people who’d been enslaved or the children of those enslaved were now asking for help with reading and writing. But her first love was simply playing the piano and studying languages. Carrie was ruminating on this when she heard someone sit down behind her.

“You don’t appear to be listening to the eager reverend,” said a silky voice.  She looked behind her and spotted Dr. Du Bois, one of the visiting professors at Fisk University. His close-cropped hair lay flat to his head. His light tan skin had the patina of youth. He was dressed in a dapper gray suit with loose fitting pants, a white shirt, thin tie and tightly fitted jacket. His leather shoes shone brightly.

Carrie smiled and turned her head back toward the front of the church where another young man was looking at her intently. The young man frowned as Dr. Du Bois moved closer to Carrie. Dr. Du Bois whispered in her ear. 

“We discussed this in class just the other day,” he said. “Will you sit back and do as expected, Miss Crawford? Or will you speak out against injustice?” Carrie frowned as she turned her head to look at Dr. William Edward Burghardt Du Bois. He had graduated from Fisk University in 1888 and had been teaching when the opportunity arose.

She was puzzled by his statement because the reverend was not speaking of any kind of injustice, only of preparations for the Nashville Exposition. One of her headaches began to form behind her eyes as she sensed something of a conflict that might involve either herself or the people before her.

Most of the Fisk students knew Du Bois’s reputation for speaking out and writing about the most controversial issues of their day. He expected Fisk University students to follow his example.

Local Negro elites had been criticizing the American Missionaries who were instrumental in starting Fisk University for not hiring enough Negro teachers. To assuage the feelings of the Negro elites, the university board began attempting to hire Negro teachers.

Dr. Du Bois had often seen Carrie around the campus. She wondered if he was attracted to her. He liked to tease her but did so when there was little in the way of an audience. “Now I can understand your being bored, Miss. Crawford, but the reverend is trying to get your attention.” She tensed. 

The older religious man was now frowning at her as well as the young man who was standing in the corner of the church not far from the reverend.  Members of the small congregation were turning their heads to see what was distracting the reverend.

Dr. Du Bois chuckled as he sat back and put one hand on the pew behind Carrie. Suddenly, Dr. Du Bois stood up and went to the front of the church. He clapped slowly and loudly with a smirk on his face. 

“Thank you, Reverend Smith, for your eloquent announcement of intentions and the explanation to these young people for what they need to demonstrate to the populace at large. But what are you really asking them to do?” The reverend sputtered and pointed at Dr. Du Bois.

“You listen here you young, young. ...” the Reverend said. Dr. Du Bois smirked and stood next to the reverend. 

“Yes, I suppose you’re not accustomed to being questioned about the philosophy of one Booker T. Washington,” Du Bois said. “You see, young ladies and gentlemen, what the kind reverend is not saying is that there are other options besides hard labor.” The older congregants gasped, and the young women tittered and laughed behind their hands. 

“What the kind reverend is not telling you is that you don’t have to be a domestic servant or a painter, or railroad worker or trash hauler.” He stopped as the young man standing in the corner walked to Dr. Du Bois and looked at him. In a booming voice, the attractive young man dressed neatly in a brown suit and white shirt that appeared to have been made for him asked Dr. Du Bois the question some of the other young people wanted to ask. “If we don’t work those labor jobs, how do you think we will feed our families? We all can’t be like you, Dr. Du Bois.”

The young man put an emphasis on the word “Du Bois.” Carrie wondered whether the young man knew that the name was French for from the wood. She cleared her throat and smiled into her hand to try to hide her mirth.

The man spoke with precision and Du Bois’s raised eyebrows were such that he expressed surprise more than contempt. Not many of the general population, especially Negroes, knew what a doctoral degree was or dared to question the famous Dr. Du Bois. He’d earned his doctoral degree from Harvard a few years ago and had been lecturing since then.


“Your name, sir?” Du Bois asked.


The young man, whose smooth walnut-colored skin suggested youth and health, rose to his full six feet. He looked at his uncle and then turned slowly to Dr. Du Bois and said with dignity, “I am Edward Alexander Smith, nephew of the Reverend Smith, here, and I take exception to your harassment of my uncle.”

Carrie’s attention was riveted to the exchange. Rarely did someone speak to Dr. Du Bois in this manner, and this Edward Alexander Smith seemed to have a great deal of confidence.

She’d thought to sit quietly through the meeting and to leave through the back door before anyone noticed she’d even been there. But both men were looking straight at her as though they expected her to react to what they were saying.

Reverend Smith was a leader in the community, so few had the temerity to stand up to him or even to interrupt him during his long-winded explanations. But here, the reverend was being upstaged by both Dr. Du Bois and this Edward, the nephew. She wondered what might happen if Edward Smith continued to defy Dr. Du Bois.

The argument continued with heated words and the congregation turning their heads from one speaker to the other.

Finally, when Dr. Du Bois had had enough, he walked out of the church to return to Fisk. 

Carrie saw her opportunity when the uncle and nephew raised their voices at one another. She slipped out the side door of the church and headed toward another meeting. But before she could cross the street, she felt a hand on her shoulder.

“Don’t leave just yet, pretty lady,” Edward said softly. “I didn’t even get your name. That Du Bois fellow thinks he knows everything. I would challenge him to a debate, but. ...” He held her back as a passing dray driver turned his wagon sharply at the corner. 

“Thank you, er, Edward?” Carrie said, wanting to be certain of his name and a little breathless not only from the near escape from being trampled but also because she was a little taken with Edward’s good looks. He smiled at her and put a hand at her elbow. 

“May I escort you somewhere, Miss?” his question hung in the air. It was late spring, but the weather had not warmed up. The church was around the corner from her home on Jefferson Street, but her plans were not to go straight home.

“I don’t need an escort, Mr. Smith,” she said. 

“I didn’t get your name,” he said.

“Miss Crawford,” she almost whispered. He grinned. 

“Miss Crawford, may I walk you home? As you can see, there are all kinds of dangers for young ladies such as yourself.” She pulled a face but looked around him at her father’s man, Floyd, whose job it was to look after her. She waved Floyd on his way to indicate she did not need him. 

“I appreciate the offer, Mr. Smith, but I don’t live far from here, and really, I was about to attend another meeting. Besides I don’t really know you. We haven’t been introduced.” 

“You know me,” Edward said, taking her hand. “I’m Edward Alexander Smith of Knoxville.” He took off his hat and bent his head over her hand.

“Another meeting at this late hour?” he asked. “It must be awful important for you to make an effort in this weather.” The day was chilly and overcast and the wind was blowing a little more than was comfortable. Still, Carrie kept walking toward her destination.

“Do you mind if I simply accompany you to be certain you arrive at your destination safely?” Edward asked.

Carrie stopped, turned on the wooden walkway and looked at Edward. He was handsome. His hair sat neatly cropped on his head and his full lips curved up in a smile. His jaw was strong and jutted out a bit; he was about six feet, with broad shoulders. She shivered a bit as she took him in. 

He was dressed well in a thick black wool coat that buttoned at his chest and a knitted dark blue wool scarf hung around his neck — probably something his mother had made for him. He held a flat newsboy cap in one hand as though he were debating whether it was necessary. He finally put it on his head as he bent down a little to investigate her face, grinning at her. She looked away, perturbed at his cheekiness.

His uncle was a reverend, which might suggest he was a man of morals, but she was not going to be distracted from her goal this afternoon.

“I’m on my way somewhere important, and I doubt you or your uncle would approve, Mr. Smith, so if you don’t mind, I’ll make my way to the next meeting without your help.” He had his hand on her elbow and she pulled it to herself as if to say she did not need his assistance. She picked up her pace, almost running away from him.

“Fine, fine, Miss Crawford,” Edward said, broadening his gait to keep up with her increased pace. “But allow me to say that I just saved your life, and for someone who just saved your life, you should be a little more grateful, don’t you think?”

She laughed and stopped again. She pulled her long wool coat tightly around her and placed a hand on her hat as a gust of wind blew the edges of her black wool coat up and threatened to take off her velvet hat with the gust.

She had forgotten to tie the ribbons of the hat under her chin. She took a moment to do that and resumed walking. She couldn’t help herself and smiled at him.

“You have a great deal of nerve for someone who thinks that Negroes should toil away at the discretion of whites who so recently held them in bondage. Is that what you think all Negroes should do? Or is that just your plan?”

“My plan is to get you to have tea with me after your next meeting,” he said. “That’s the least you could do for such a humble man as myself who only wants to impress such a fine lady as yourself.”

She laughed again at the irony of his assertion of humbleness and kept walking. The heels of her boots clunked on the wooden sidewalk. They rounded a corner and found themselves at the back of a crowd of women who were listening to a speaker at the front of an enclosed square.

“I tell you ladies,” the speaker shouted, “we must demand an end to lynching and get the right to vote. We must demand to be heard. Too many Negroes have been lost to lynching.

“We must stand up for the rights of Colored people and for women to get the right to vote. Women . . .”

Ida B. Wells continued with her speech, pointing one finger in the air to emphasize her fervor. Wells was well known among Colored and white women for pressuring the authorities to stop lynching. 

“Not too long ago the Grizzard family was hauled to jail, and one of them was lynched with no firm proof that he’d done anything wrong,” Wells said. “If we let this kind of behavior go on unchallenged, we will never see the end of it.”

The women, some white and some Negro, nodded and murmured their agreement. Mrs. Wells stood on her toes and pointed to Carrie. 

“And here is just the person to tell you why it’s important to vote and to speak out against injustice,” Mrs. Wells said, pointing at Carrie. Carrie and Mrs. Ida B. Wells knew one another, but the friendship was not close. Carrie licked her lips nervously as the crowd of women turned to her expectantly. 

She thought it might be just the wind and the cool temperatures that made her shiver a bit. That little headache kept bothering her, just behind her eyes. But Dr. Du Bois’s words came back to her. Would she sit on the sidelines and say nothing, or would she lend her voice and her efforts to the cause? She wanted to graduate from Fisk and to teach, but she also needed to serve in other ways.

She squared her shoulders and walked up to the roughly made podium. She cleared her throat.

“I know the Grizzard family,” Carrie said. The women in the audience shouted. “We can’t hear you, speak up.” She cleared her voice and began again.

“I know the Grizzard family,” Carrie said loudly. “They are good people. What happened to their family could happen to anyone who is at the wrong place and the wrong time.

“No one deserves to die at the hands of a mob. The rule of law is what we live by in this democracy. Therefore, we are within our rights to insist that a complete investigation be held to bring those who are guilty of lynching a Negro man without a fair trial.”

The women, some of them Negroes, some of the whites, dressed in mostly dark wool coats and modest hats, clapped and hooted approval. Some shouted words of encouragement such as “Tell it, sister.” “That’s telling them, girl; sing it.” Carrie waited for the women to be quiet before she continued.

“Though we do not have the right to vote today,” Carrie said, “we will never get that right if we do not stand up for our rights and demand them. This is not a right that should go just to white women. It is a right that all women should have — Negroes, Chinese women, Latin women, Irish women.

“Those who have come here recently and those who have been here since this country began. We all deserve the right to vote because we are all active contributors to this country’s maintenance and its success.

“However, getting to vote and insisting that lynching stop will come at a price. We may make sacrifices that might not see direct results, but we must continue to work for our goals. Full enfranchisement for everyone.” Carrie waited a moment for the reaction. There was some controversy from white women who thought that they should not connect the issue of lynching with the right to vote, but this group seemed unperturbed by that idea.

The women in the audience erupted in applause so loud that no one heard the whistles of police officers who had come to break up the meeting. 

Edward, who had been standing at the back of the audience partially hidden by a box of crates, took a deep breath as he noted Carrie being dragged away from the podium. One of the officers shook her by one arm and she lost her hat and moved as though she were a doll being thrust about violently.

Edward made to go toward her, but the other officers threw her in a wagon with Mrs. Wells and some of the other women. The women screamed and slapped at the officers, some of them singing “Columbia’s Daughters” by Harriet Robinson. They sang:

Hark the sound of myriad voices, 
Rising in their might! 
'Tis the daughters of Columbia 
Pleading for the right. 
Raise the flag and plant the standard, 
Wave the signal still; 
Brothers, we must share your freedom, 
Help us, and we will. 
Some of them simply hurled insults at the officers. “Get your hands off me, you foozler. Do you know who my husband is? I’ll have your job for this.”

The song and insults went on and on. Some of the women were successful in getting away. But Carrie and Mrs. Wells, along with some of the other women at the front of the crowd, were being taken to jail. Edward ran a hand over his face. He walked over to where Carrie’s hat had fallen and picked it up. It had been stepped on and was a little muddy. He brushed it off and turned to ask someone where the jail would be in Nashville. 

Carrie sat in the jail with the other women who had been arrested. Some of them sniffed and dabbed at their eyes, upset that they had been detained. They had been thrown in the jail with some women who were of questionable morals. But Carrie held her head high and refused to show any sign of regret or emotion. She had been there for more than an hour. Mrs. Wells, who had married attorney Ferdinand Lee Barnett in 1895, had been released almost immediately – her husband having had a ready assistant for just such occasions. Most of the women had been released with a strong lecture from the captain. But Carrie remained. She worried that her mother and grandmother would wonder where she’d been. Would they find out what she’d done? What if she had to send a note to them to ask for their help? That did begin to worry her. But suddenly, her name was called. 

“Miss Carrie,” the officer said, while unlocking the cell door. “Your fiancé is here to get you, young lady.” Carrie’s eyes grew wide and round as she wondered who in the world would say such a thing. She was not engaged to be married. But then she saw Edward, waiting in the lobby. She felt the back of her neck grow warm as he held her hat out for her. 

“My dear,” Edward said holding out an arm as though to comfort her. “I was so worried when you did not make it to our appointment with the reverend. You know he expects us to go through our full lessons for marriage before we plan the wedding.” Carrie looked up at Edward in awe. She fought the urge to giggle. But when the captain looked at them both, she sobered.

“I know your father, Miss Crawford,” he said. “He would not approve of you mixing with this kind of crowd. Now you get on home with your fiancé. And congratulations.” The captain looked away as two women were fighting in the jail. He looked at one of his officers and pointed to the cell. They both moved in to break up the fight.

Edward took that moment to shield Carrie from the mayhem and pulled her into his arms. He rushed her to the next block, quickly walking her to a quiet area where they might be unobserved. Carrie stopped him as they walked.

“Wait, Mr. Smith,” Carrie said. “Thank you. But why did you tell them we were engaged?” Edward shook his head and looked down at her.

“It was going to be easier to get you out if I could prove a family tie than if I simply said I had just met you,” Edward said. 

When they were far from the jail, Edward ushered her into a small Negro shop where baked goods were sold. He ordered her tea and they sat at a small table. After she’d had her first sip, he put down his cup and stared out the window to be certain they were not followed.

“You live dangerously, Miss Crawford,” he said. “I’ll give you that. Is that how you spend your free time? Attending such meetings? Speaking in public like that? You might get seriously hurt doing such things.” Carrie smiled as a young Negro girl brought them cake and more tea in a pot. 

“If no one ever stands up to people like the bullies that killed one of the Grizzards and if every woman cowers at the notion of voting, we will never change things in this country,” she said. “You, Mr. Smith, should know better.” Edward said nothing for a while, then looked at her intently.

“A cousin of mine was lynched, Miss Crawford, so don’t dare to tell me what can and can’t be done. We live our lives the best we can.” Carrie hung her head and took another sip of her tea.

“My apologies for your loss, Mr. Smith,” she said, her voice breaking. A tear escaped from her eye; she quickly wiped it away. The afternoon was quickly wanning, and things had been a bit overwhelming for her.

“Loss is something we are too familiar with in this community,” she whispered. “But Edward, why did you help me?” He grinned at her.

“Isn’t that obvious?” he asked. “Oh, and I’m pleased you can now call me, Edward.” She blushed.

“But. ...” she said. 

“Don’t worry,” he said. “It will be our secret.”  
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Carrie took off her coat and hung it on the coat tree near the front door. Her father had gone to the back of the house where he puttered with building cabinets and a crib for the child he and his wife were expecting. 

“Well, well, it’s about time you got home, young lady,” her mother said, stretching her back as she laid a hand lightly on her protruding stomach. Emma was getting close to her time for delivery; Nana Caroline was sitting at a table in the back of the kitchen, and Carrie’s sister, Willella, was sitting with her. Both were buttering freshly baked bread. Carrie’s mouth watered.

“Can I do anything to help?” Carrie asked.

“No, you can set the table, Carrie,” Emma, her mother, said. “Why are you so late getting back from that church meeting?” Emma asked, stirring the pot in front of her. Carrie wasn’t about to let her mother know that she’d been swept up in a raid to get rid of the women at Ida B. Wells’ rally. 

“I just had something to do at Fisk I could not get done when school was in session,” Carrie said. It was a little lie. She had gone back to Fisk since it wasn’t far from their home. But she did not want to let on that she later had been with Edward.

There would be no end to her mother’s pestering. As it was, it might be her mother had already heard or her grandmother had. Nothing seemed to escape her grandmother. There was a network of women who passed on information before it could reach her own ears. She looked over at her grandmother, Nana Caroline, and the older woman winked at Carrie. Carrie pressed her lips together and held back a chuckle. 

“How are you feeling today, Willella?” she asked her younger sister. Willella was sensitive to the changes in the weather, so they all watched the girl carefully. Willella cleared her throat.

“Thank you for asking, Carrie,” Willella said in almost a whisper. “I’m feeling much better today. I went out for a while.”

“In this weather?” Carrie asked. “It’s very cold, and the wind is fierce.”

“I know, but I was just out for a minute, and the cold air felt good on my skin, just for a while,” Willella said. Her father, William, came in from the back of the house, having washed his hands at the outdoor pump. He smelled of the outdoors — wood smoke and cedar. 

“Ladies,” he said, “what’s for dinner?” He rubbed his hands together and grinned. Caroline smirked, and Emma held out an arm for him to come to her.

“Come taste for yourself,” Emma said. She held out a wooden spoon and let him have a generous bite.

“Mmmmmm. That is good food, woman,” he said. The smell of chicken in a thick stew of carrots, squash, cabbage and peas wafted through the air. “You sure can cook. Mighty good. Mighty good.” He took another sip from his wife’s spoon.

Carrie went to a cabinet to the right of the cooking area and set the table. She added the cutlery and cloth napkins that grandmother Caroline had made. They matched the tablecloth.

When they were all seated at the table, William gave thanks for their meal, and they all passed the stew and bread about before conversation began.

“I hear that lady Ida Wells is trying to get out the vote for women,” Nana Caroline said. Emma looked up at William and then at her mother-in-law. “You heard anything about that?” Nana Caroline looked slyly at her granddaughter. Carrie cleared her throat and wiped her mouth nervously with her napkin. 

“As a matter of fact,” Carrie said, “I heard from some of my friends that Mrs. Wells was having a rally not far from here and that the police broke it up. It’s a shame. No one was really creating a disturb. . .”

Carrie realized that she’d told on herself and blushed as her mother looked accusingly at her.

“I thought I warned you about getting mixed up in that trouble, girl,” her mother said. “That can bring nothing but harm. You stay away from there. You don’t want to be caught up in that crowd. We don’t have money to be getting you out of trouble.”

“Now, Emma,” her father said. “If the child wants to listen to what Mrs. Wells has to say, there could be no harm in that. Right, Mother?” he said, hoping to find an ally in his mother. Caroline cleared her throat and put her napkin down carefully.

“Since this is my house,” she said quietly, “I will say that if Carrie wants to find out what Mrs. Wells is up to, if she wants to do that, she can. As long as she is careful not to bring any harm to her family, I see no problem with it. But I’m certain she will not do that. I’m right about that, Carrie?”

Carrie nodded her head vigourously. “Yes, yes, Nana,” Carrie said. “I am always careful to stay out of trouble and to mind my manners.” Carrie’s hands were in her lap, and she crossed the fingers of her right hand, praying that she would not suffer for her subterfuge.

“I also do not get involved in trouble,” Carrie said. Her nose twitched at that. She took the napkin from her lap and swiped at it. “I am very careful. However, I must say that Mrs. Wells is doing very important work. She wants to stop lynching and to get the vote for women.”

Emma dropped her fork, and her father stopped chewing, placing his fork down slowly. Nana Caroline looked down at her lap and away from the table.

“That doesn’t sound like you are staying out of trouble, Carrie,” her father said. “It sounds to me like you are right in the middle of it. You seem to know quite a bit about what Mrs. Wells is doing.” Carrie blushed and swallowed a lump in her throat. Her sister reached out and placed a hand on hers.

“Young lady,” her mother said. “When I was quite younger than you, I was married to your father. At 19 years old, you should be thinking about the same, not sashaying yourself into Mrs. Ida B. Wells’ business.” Carrie looked stunned.

“Mother, I did not know you were aware of Mrs. Wells complete name,” Carrie whispered.

“I know more than you think I do,” Emma said. Just then, a knock came at the door. William got up, muttering about the nerve of some people calling on families during the dinner hour. There were low male voices at the door. Carrie sat tensely at the table. Her father cleared his throat and called her to the door.

“Carrie, get in here,” her father said. She excused herself from the table and walked to the front room of the little house. There, she was stunned to see Edward.

“Edward,” she said breathlessly. “What, why, how. . .” Edward stood there nervously fingering his hat. He had walked her to Fisk and then had left her at the front steps of her home. They had agreed to meet for tea later in the week, but this was not what she had intended.

“Sorry for calling at this odd hour, Miss Carrie,” he said. “But my uncle asked whether you might join us for dinner and would not take no for an answer. He ... he would like to meet you.”

Carrie gulped and looked guilty as Edward stood there, peering hopefully at her. Her father grinned and slapped Edward on the back. Edward stood his ground at the rather heavy-handed gesture, not moving an inch from where his feet were planted, but her father’s hearty welcome caused him to glance briefly at William.

“Well, now, young man,” William said. “This is an odd hour to call on a lady, but I’m sure Carrie would be pleased to join you and your uncle for dinner. Who did you say your uncle is?” 

“He’s Reverend Smith of the Ebenezer Baptist Church; I’m certain you’ve heard of it,” Edward said.

“Yes, yes, son, we certainly have heard of it; it’s right around the corner from us — how could we not?” William grinned at Edward. “Please, join us for dinner. You are most welcome. We have plenty, and Carrie’s mother would be delighted to meet you.” 

“Father,” Carrie said, protesting her father’s warm invitation, “but Edward, I mean Mr. Smith and I only just met.”

“No time like the present to get acquainted,” her father said, smiling. “Take the man’s coat and hat, Carrie.”

After Carrie took Edward’s coat and hat and hung them on the coat tree, Edward smiled as though he’d eaten the canary. As the three entered the warm confines of the kitchen, Emma rose from her chair.

Edward lunged forward as though to assist Carrie’s mother to stand, but she shooed his hands away. She smiled at him and then at Carrie, placing a hand on her girth. William rocked back on his heels and grinned as he looked between Edward and Carrie.

“Well, daughter,” he said. “Make the introductions.” Carrie swallowed a lump in her throat, then began with her grandmother, Caroline – the elder Mrs. Crawford. She introduced Edward as Mr. Edward Smith of Knoxville.

“Of course, you know my father, Mr. William Crawford,” she said quietly. “This is my mother, Mrs. Emma Crawford,” she said, gesturing to her mother.

Emma walked toward the young man and held out her hand. Edward took it gingerly and bowed over it. Emma giggled and stepped to the stove. “And my sister, Miss. Willella Crawford,” Carrie said, gesturing with her hand toward her sister. Willella, a quiet and unassuming teenager, nodded at Edward from across the room.

“Carrie, when did you meet your young man? Is that why you were late getting home?” her mother asked as she stirred the stew on the stove, a hopeful look on her face.

Embarrassed by her mother’s question, Carrie did not answer her mother’s question as everyone seemed to be busy trying to get a seat at the table. She smiled at Willella who nodded at Carrie in some secret language the two shared and hoped that her mother would not press the point.

Her grandmother, who’d been drinking a cup of tea, nearly choked on it as she held a hand to her mouth and stared at Edward. 

“My, what a handsome young man,” her grandmother was finally able to get out. “Willella, fetch another place at the table for our visitor.” Carrie’s grandmother smiled congenially and rose from her chair while Willella rose to get another plate and cutlery. Carrie and Edward stood awkwardly a few feet apart as William smiled and walked to the head of the table.

“If we had known you were coming, we would have waited for you,” William, her father, said. “But we always welcome visitors in this house.” He paused and then looked to Carrie. 

Carrie’s grandmother frowned at William and was about to point out that the house really did not belong to her son, but she decided against it. Carrie tensed as she realized that her grandmother might launch into that old argument with her father in front of Edward.

Emma ladled more chicken stew in a bowl for Edward and pointed to a space where she wanted him to sit beside Carrie. She placed the bowl gently in front of Edward and returned to her seat.

When everyone was settled at the table and Edward had received the bread, hot tea and crackers that were passed around, Emma waited as Edward took the first bite of her stew.

His eyes grew wide but then closed in rapture as the flavors burst in his mouth. He looked at Emma and put down his spoon. 

“Mrs. Crawford,” he said. “This has got to be, by far, the best chicken stew I have ever tasted in my life.” Emma let out a breath and beamed her approval, grinning with pleasure. 

“Why thank you, Mr. Smith,” she said. “What a lovely compliment.”

“Oh,” Edward said. “Please call me Edward.”

Emma smiled and looked slyly at Carrie. Carrie looked at her own plate and avoided her mother’s eyes. Everyone turned to finishing their meal as food and nourishment were considered priorities in the Crawford family. 

“Carrie,” Emma said as she finished her own meal and took a sip of her tea. “You never answered my question.”

“Yes, mother,” Carrie said. “I recently met Edward and considered inviting him for tea or dinner, but he was very busy.” Edward smiled at her, turning his head as he took a bite of bread and then continued eating his stew. Carrie noticed that he had very good table manners. Not everyone did. He ate with one hand in his lap and did not place his elbows or arms on the table.

She herself had been tutored on such social skills at Fisk, but as far as she knew, Edward was not a student there. She cleared her throat trying to explain, clearly nervous at being the center of attention. All eyes except Edward’s were on her as she attempted











































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image001.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image005.png





d2d_images/image003.jpg





d2d_images/scene_break.png





