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            Dedication

         
         
            To the ancestors and elders who had a collective vision of community, education, family, and economic growth, and created
               a stable place of respite in Laurinburg, North Carolina, enabling Black children to soar while the world was spinning
            

         

         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Epigraph

         
         
            “When you know your name, you should hang on to it, for unless it is noted down and remembered, it will die when you do.”

            —Toni Morrison, Song of Solomon
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            Family Trees

         
         [image: Family tree for William M. Malloy and his wives Hattie “Minnie” Florence Quick and Annie Morton that includes their children, grandchildren, and great-grandchildren.]This is the branch where my daughter and I reside via my father, who was the son of William M. Malloy and his second wife, Annie Morton.

            
            [image: Family tree for Emmanuel Morton and Fannie Crossland that includes their children, among whom was Annie Morton, Lawrence’s mother.]My father’s mother’s family, who were part of the displaced people of Indigenous tribes during the Trail of Tears.

            
            [image: Family tree for Daniel Murdock Malloy and Eliza McColl that includes their children and grandchildren, as well as Daniel’s parents and siblings.]After having Murdock and his siblings, Mary Jane Demry/Mary Jane Smith Gibson, the African seamstress, married George Malloy, who also worked for Charles Malloy (inheriting the last name), and started a new family.

            
            [image: Family tree for William M. Malloy and Hattie Shaw that includes their children, grandchildren, and great grandchildren.]Hattie Shaw was well established before marrying William Murphy. She had children, as well as property to her name, and their marriage added many new relatives to the Malloy family. Here is one of our connections to Cousin Wilbur, as we are related twice.

         
         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Introduction

         
         
            “When a tree falls in a lonely forest, and no animal is near by to hear it, does it make a sound?”

            —Charles Riborg Mann and George Ransom Twiss, Physics

         

         Lawrence Edward Malloy Sr. was a proud man who let everyone he crossed paths with know his story. This was how he kept the
            legacy of his family and their town, Laurinburg, North Carolina, alive.
         

         
         He was also my father and LeeAnét’s grandfather.

         
         Laurinburg is in the southern part of the state, ten miles from the South Carolina border. Our family’s significant accomplishments
            and sacrifices made there would be in vain if people stopped hearing their names.
         

         
         In putting the puzzle of my family together as we shaped our lives, I was guided by my father’s stories, even if subconsciously.
            His ambiguous answers to my direct questions as a child left me wondering what my father was not telling me. In the third grade at Kemp Mill Elementary School in our Maryland suburb, a classmate asked me about my freckles,
            which made me question my roots.
         

         
         I asked my father about our origins.

         
         Without a pause, Dad told me, with an unexpected sense of pride, “We are Scots.” In the Black community, we typically do not speak on our white ancestry, which dates back to enslavement. This wasn’t the same pride he displayed when he stood with his Alpha Phi Alpha fraternity brothers or when he talked about being Black as a prelude to a speech at an event. At my daughter’s graduation parties, he would start his speeches with “As a Black man,” and proceed to tell a story about his life, followed by a joke, before addressing the room. His statement of European identity was a confirmation of what we are but not who we are. This revelation opened a new world of discoveries for me, although his ninety-seven years on earth did not lend him an opportunity to fully share the story. 

         
         

         As a child, I was conscious of my family’s status when we moved from a predominantly Black community to a predominantly white
            one. The Black community in River Terrace in Washington, DC, where we first lived, had an exodus of white residents when the
            Black community began to move in. My parents eventually settled in the Kemp Mill community of Silver Spring, Maryland, a suburb
            of Washington, DC. Our new yard and three-story home where I now had my own room had to mean we had a status shift. As stated
            in The Color of Law by Richard Rothstein, “President Kennedy’s 1962 executive order attempted to end the financing of residential segregation
            by federal agencies.”1 We moved to Kemp Mill in 1964 as a result of Kennedy’s executive order and other efforts to desegregate communities. While some neighborhoods offered incentives for Black people to move to their communities, the federal laws shifting neighborhoods also created sanctions to stop them. According to an article in Washington Jewish Week, about the history of the community, “Long and complicated racially restrictive covenants were used in Kemp Mill to exclude
            African Americans.”2

         
         Federal sanctions cropped up in many states. In 1948, even after the Supreme Court deemed segregated communities to be unconstitutional,
            discriminatory policies were still prevalent in deeds in Montgomery County, where we lived. In an article entitled “A Shameful
            Past,” journalist Eugene L. Meyer gives one example: “No part of the land hereby conveyed shall ever be used, occupied by,
            sold, demised, transferred, conveyed unto, or in trust for, leased, or rented, or given to any negro or negroes, of any person
            or persons of negro blood or extraction, except that shall not be held to exclude partial occupancy of the premises by domestic
            servants of the grantee, his heirs and assigns.”3

         
         Also excluded were “any person of the Semitic race including Armenians, Jews, Hebrews, Persians, and Syrians.” But if you
            had the finances and status, some selection committees would let you purchase a home anyway.
         

         
         We were originally one of only two Black families in the community. When LeeAnét and I talked with some of our neighbors,
            they recalled the “welcome wagons” that would greet new Black homebuyers by driving by, screaming slurs, and targeting their
            homes with vandalism. This practice was prevalent when the Fair Housing Act was implemented in 1968, which on paper ended
            segregation and discriminatory sanctions.
         

         
         Over time, our neighborhood grew more diverse, with the addition of Jewish people and other people of color. Amid the discrimination still taking place, people of different backgrounds in our community came together and celebrated each other: Jewish, Black, East Indian, Asian, and more. Prominent Black friends from the community included author Samuel F. Yette, Congressman Louis Stokes, renowned jazz musician Andy Goodrich, the Hughleys, Colonel James Hurd, civil rights activist Roscoe Nix, supermodel Gail Kendricks, the Harveys, and more. My parents embraced their neighbors, and the Gerstls, who lived across the street, are still dear friends who are like family. 

         
         

         My father served in World War II. After the war, he worked his way up in the federal government, beginning as a window clerk
            for the postal field service in 1948. By 1960, he was the managing editor and a writer for four US presidential cabinet members
            and the postmaster general’s office, working with R. C. Stringer, Paul J. Cox, and James Thomason in the management branch,
            where he remained until 1965.4 He made sure to document the names of his coworkers in his writings because he took great pride in his position.
         

         
         In the late 1960s, he joined the staff at Howard University, working in treasury and then becoming the postmaster. He worked
            at Howard until about 1997. He retired several times, only to return again because he loved his work.
         

         
         My mother, Loncie Malloy, also worked for the federal government. She was a supervisor in the Health, Education, and Welfare
            Department, where she focused on policy. She achieved GS-13, the third-highest pay grade. She enjoyed writing and would often
            write op-eds for Black publications. My daughter grew up seeing my mother’s writings in Jet magazine with titles such as “Black Jobless Rate” that still resonate over thirty years after her death.5

         
         In addition, she was a first soprano who worked with renowned artists such as Dr. Russell Woollen from the National Symphony
            Orchestra.
         

         
         My father stood six foot two and slicked his hair back with the help of Murray’s Superior Pomade. My mother had curly sandy brown hair that she loved to highlight with red and sometimes blond streaks. She claimed to be an even five feet tall, but that was with a two-inch heel. 

         
         My father, Lawrence, was an alpha male, exuding confidence in his posture and his stance. He knew who he was and that he came
            from a special background. His proud presence was coupled with Southern charm: saying good morning, opening doors for women,
            and greeting others with a big smile. He and my mother were the life of every party. He took the dance floor with the same
            confidence with which he entered any room, and with a fearless demeanor, he made up his own moves; my mother did the same.
            They positioned themselves to make change, joining organizations such as the NAACP, taking major companies to court for discrimination,
            and donating to charities through the church and philanthropic groups like the Alpha Wives, which offers scholarships and
            mentorship to young Black students.
         

         
         To me, my father felt omnipresent. He attended all my activities, and when my daughter was a child, teenager, and adult, he was there for her too, a constant
            presence at her plays and concerts. He supported her with money for college, all the while constantly instilling our family
            history in her.
         

         
         This included painful memories. He was the youngest in his family, and the darkest family member. As a boy, he would have
            to enter stores through the back door, while his father, who could pass for white, was allowed across the tracks and in the
            front doors, not only because of his complexion but due to his status as a builder.
         

         
         My father pressed on. When he was hospitalized, my daughter and I would serenade him with the songs he played and danced to
            on the stacked televisions in our living room.
         

         
         

         On March 14, 2014, I walked into Northwood Presbyterian Church in Silver Spring, Maryland, dreading “The Day.” The space had been the church home of my mother and father since 1964. By joining this congregation, they helped integrate the suburban town of Kemp Mill.  But on this day, the building was the calling ground for my father’s funeral. With my daughter following in my steps, I passed his favorite pew and could hear my father’s hearty laugh echoing through the sanctuary as it did when he would sit for hours after the service telling jokes to other parishioners. 

         
         This church was where my mother served as the only Black choir director, where I was one of three Black children in the choir,
            where I married my ex-husband at age nineteen, where my father never missed a service or an event. When my mother passed away
            twenty-eight years prior, my father became the one consistent force in my life.
         

         
         Gathering my emotions, I inhaled and exhaled into the arms of Naomi Waddleton, a dear family friend. She and her husband,
            Preston “P. T.” Waddleton, owned Action Oil and Action Limousine Company, which were used by almost every Black member of
            the community as well as the likes of Coretta Scott King and activist Dr. Dorothy Height.
         

         
         After Mrs. Waddleton fixed my collar, I somehow made my way to the front pew. The pastor stepped forward and began to speak.
            I could not focus on her words until she said, “Lawrence had a lot of stories about growing up in the South; and though they
            were not true, we loved to hear them.”
         

         
         In that moment, all my daughter and I could see was red.

         
         Now that his physical presence was gone, was this how he was going to be remembered, as a ninety-seven-year-old Black man spewing fairy tales for people’s entertainment? I thought about the many stories he shared, and the receipts I witnessed and received proving his stories were factual—the same stories my daughter grew up with after my divorce when I moved back home in the early nineties. Everywhere he went, my father made sure his story was heard, a sort of compensation for the erasure and loss of his family’s contributions to their community and society.  

         
         It wasn’t just the pastor who didn’t believe my father’s stories: My own daughter had a hard time fathoming the lifestyle
            and contributions the family made in the years right after the Emancipation Proclamation was signed into law, giving many
            Black people their freedom from enslavement.
         

         
         Before I could fully breathe, we were at the graveyard. During the burial, I watched through tear-filled eyes as the American
            flag floated in the air and landed on his casket. The soldier holding the trumpet couldn’t get it to sound. My father’s song
            could not be played, and his military honor came to a halt. We were never told why the horn would not blow.
         

         
          Like that horn, our voices need to be heard. Lawrence E. Malloy Sr. constantly told his story, hoping someone would listen
            and take note. Was this muted horn a symbol that he would not be able to rest, or have comfort even after death, until his
            full truth was heard? After ninety-seven years on earth, his work was unfinished. Without his physical presence to guide me,
            I knew I had to feel his spirit and use his stories as connectors that would shift how we viewed history and ourselves as
            a family.
         

         
         And so I began to unravel his words. 

         
         Over the past ten years, LeeAnét and I have seen and felt signs, messages, comments, and more, all of which triggered us to dig deeper into my father’s stories, his life before us, and our bloodline. The signs were ubiquitous. One day, I walked into a building for a holiday event and someone asked, “Are you looking to trace your family?” Another time, as we struggled to find our uncle Leland in the records, we passed a street sign that said “Leland” in an area we frequented, yet we had never noticed his name. In our journey, guided by my father’s words, we found the same people in his family listed as “Black,” “White,” “Mulatto,” and “Colored” interchangeably according to the year, identifying race as a construct. 

         
         

         In December 2014, we visited the holiday exhibit at the Mormon temple in Maryland. The temple is a local landmark where people
            of all religions gather for the light show and world nativity exhibit, which is open to the public only a few times a year.
            There a guide told us: “Your ancestors are speaking to you.”  We were led to a research center that would become a major resource
            for our work.
         

         
         The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-Day Saints is known for maintaining in-depth census records. Now they have Black genealogy
            research clubs dedicated to tracing lost ancestry dating back to enslavement. We came across The New York Age, one of the most prominent African American newspapers of the nineteenth and early twentieth centuries, where prolific figures
            such as W. E. B. Du Bois had bylines.6 Within those pages we discovered numerous articles about our family’s daily life in Laurinburg, North Carolina. 
         

         
         In 1907, Booker T. Washington purchased The New York Age and named his long-time friend and associate Fred R. Moore as the editor and owner. The New York Age, a nationwide publication printed and based in New York City, would serve as a connector between Black communities and prominent
            families. From trending topics to updates on graduations and deaths, The New York Age reported it all.7 This paper and numerous other Black newspapers helped the Malloys catch up on their familial affairs when away from home
            and today serve as resources for information about the family.
         

         
         My father often spoke about his wealthy Black family, many of them doctors, living in a prosperous community during the Reconstruction
            period following the Civil War. From before 1863 and through 1877, the nadir of the era, his telling sounded like a fairy
            tale mixed with the nightmare of humans subjecting other humans to shameless acts of violence. It was the latter stories of
            prosperity that perhaps fueled statements like those made by the pastor at his funeral. Throughout his life, people questioned
            how a Black man could grow up with a silver spoon in his mouth during Reconstruction and in the segregated Jim Crow era.
         

         
         Now I have proof that Laurinburg was one of those Black utopias in the South that were targeted by racists, like the 1921
            massacre in Tulsa, Oklahoma, when a vibrant Black community perished at the hands of a violent racist mob. Hundreds were killed
            in Tulsa, and more than a thousand homes and countless businesses were destroyed. The proof about Laurinburg lies not only
            in newspapers, census reports, and other records, but most important, in my father’s stories.
         

         
         On a forbidding Southern swamp with streams that led to the waters of what was then Richmond County and later became Scotland County, a family, a people, and a community created their own garden of Eden, an oasis amid political chaos and dangerous gazes. Families whose parents were enslaved just a few years earlier built churches and businesses. The majority of these community members and entrepreneurs saw their hard-earned assets get ripped away. In 1904, famed educator Booker T. Washington sanctioned nearly two dozen of his disciples to create Laurinburg Institute to fight the remnants of a devastating political coup d’état, an insurrection that destroyed the careful progress made in Laurinburg. Local community members, Black and white, helped to acquire the land. Laurinburg Institute was built on a portion of land that the Malloy family owned and donated to the school. 

         
         “The Institute,” as it is affectionately called, was responsible for the education of jazz musician Dizzy Gillespie, the families
            of director Spike Lee and actor Danny Glover, Sam Jones and dozens of other NBA basketball players, and thousands of college
            graduates in every field imaginable.
         

         
         My father, his first cousin Henry Rembert Malloy, my mother, my daughter, my brother, and I all attended Howard University.
            The family from Laurinburg attended various other HBCUs, including Hampton University, Shaw University, Meharry Medical College,
            Johnson C. Smith University, and Barber-Scotia College.
         

         
         During Reconstruction and part of the Jim Crow era, from the late nineteenth century to the mid-twentieth, Laurinburg and the Malloy home were hotspots for notable doctors, tennis players, and political figures.
            The town had spirit, and my father had tenacity. 
         

         
         Our research also led us to the first and only successful insurrection in US history, which started practically in our family’s
            backyard.
         

         
         Based on my father’s stories and how he perceived his father’s beginnings, which started the year enslavement ended, William Murphy Malloy, my grandfather, was residing in Laurinburg with his children when this insurrection took place. 

         
          By 1898, the Red Shirts had taken root in Laurinburg, beating and torturing any Black person they saw, as well as any white
            Republicans in the party of Lincoln. They continued their torture parade on the train to Wilmington, North Carolina, going
            on a killing rampage with Gatling guns and burning buildings and Black-owned businesses.
         

         
         The harmonious ecosystem of the Black community was disrupted by a deep resentment that turned into fear and transformed into
            rage, mostly from Confederates still spiteful over a war they felt they won. Their goal was to diminish and separate the Black
            community into a newly created county and reverse any progress that had been made with white allies in the previous decades.
         

         
         Activist and writer Tim Wise often speaks about how the terms white and Black were constructed to enshrine white supremacy.8 The wealthy manipulated poor white people to fight against the Union by convincing them that Black people were their enemies.
            During the antebellum period, the early Democratic Party was for enslavement and represented Confederate pride and conservatism,
            while the early Republican Party was led by prominent abolitionists who fiercely opposed enslavement and provided as much
            opportunity as possible to free Black people, a practice that continued through Reconstruction. What the parties stood for
            would change over the years. Though my father’s ancestors and their Black neighbors lost all the seats they held in the government,
            and the part of the county our family resided in was renamed Scotland County to separate the community by race, the town still
            persevered. My grandfather, boxed into a fight-or-flight environment, focused his attention on the education of his family
            and building generational wealth. 
         

         
         The history of the town and my family extends to Scotland around the mid-eighteenth century. In 1715 the practice of enslavement was active in North Carolina, when Black people numbered 10,500 and white people numbered 6,500.9 As time moved on, our relatives hid and faced kidnappers during enslavement, worked in the textile mills, and even became
            connected to the tragic Trail of Tears, where Indigenous people were slaughtered from 1830 to 1850.
         

         
         Today, masses of people are seeking their ancestry by using DNA kits, hiring genealogists, or watching television series about
            finding their roots.  All of us want to know who we are and where we come from. This is not easy. Pieces of our puzzle have
            been destroyed, many times on purpose. Now is the time to reconstruct these pieces to complete the picture. We need to hear
            about the people who triumphed amid chaos, who found ways to fight through generations by planting seeds that would continue
            to grow after they passed away. Now, more than ever before, we need to see a path to reinvent, to persevere, and to heal. 
         

         
         Although we lost my father, we did not want to see his stories buried with him, knowing the power they could have for generations
            to come. Today there is an intentional erasing of events that occurred after the Civil War through altering books and lessons
            in the South. Our family story is one we need to tell. 
         

         
         Our true story may help others understand how important it is to know yourself, to find yourself, to hold on to your legacy,
            and to not let anyone change or discredit your story. Growing up in a white suburb, I depended on my father’s stories and
            the books I found in my mother’s library to center me. Our story was not taught in school. Like many, I received an edited,
            copied-and-pasted version of history.
         

         
          Our extended family’s accomplishments, though noted, are not common knowledge, nor are they celebrated, much like the town of Laurinburg itself, despite its historic Black wealth, its boarding school, and its racially diverse communities during Reconstruction.  

         
         We had no choice but to write this book.

         
         When my daughter and I went viral in 2014 for bringing forty women of color to the Paris Fashion Week runway for Rick Owens’s
            Spring/Summer women’s line, shifting fashion to a focus on body positivity in an homage to Black sorority rituals, we were
            asked by the press about our connection to fashion. It was a full circle moment. My great-great-grandmother was a seamstress
            and servant during slavery. And as a teenager and young adult, my father, working for one of his father’s businesses, provided
            cotton and fabric from the family company to New York’s fashion district. 
         

         
         Though distanced from West Africa, the culture of passing down stories orally from griots, a designated class of people given
            the responsibility of protecting and sharing history, was in my father’s blood.
         

         
         When faced with consistent trauma, the amygdala that controls our emotional fire detector in the brain expands, puts us on
            edge, and causes anxiety. The only way to heal this wound is to be embraced, to be held, to be given comfort. I learned this
            through my studies in music therapy and in discussions with my daughter, who completed the Leader in Me training, which focuses
            on The 7 Habits of Highly Effective People by Stephen R. Covey. Reconnecting with my father’s stories and understanding their possibilities helped my daughter and me
            through the grieving process, though the journey was paved with more thorns than I could imagine.
         

         
         The erasure of our history and people continues to affect us. This erasure can initiate a traumatic domino effect. We must let the knowledge and experiences of our ancestors be the balm that binds the cuts so we can move forward together.  

         
         In the words spoken by a cousin at my father’s funeral, “All of Lawrence’s stories were true; the problem is you would not
            expect a Black man in America from his generation to have had such an experience.”
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            1. Africans, Scots, and Americans

         
         My father embraced his Blackness as a badge of honor and resilience.

         
         Growing up in Laurinburg, North Carolina, in the early twentieth century, he was surrounded by family, friends, and associates
            who were happy. It wasn’t odd for the culture, but it was odd for anyone during that era to possess any level of positivity.
            In some ways, it was a mask covering the elephant in the room or trying to maintain the proverbial Southern charm. The sanctity
            of this community was to be protected at all costs. The landscape where they worked shifted from obscure swampland to a community
            of well-built homes, farmland, churches, and businesses surrounded by rivers, ponds, striped lawns, and cypress trees.
         

         
         Now, my father and the entire town were aware of the horrific wear and tear of potential racial violence on the community’s nerves, and they recognized the cost of constantly fighting physical threats. With white supremacist groups on the rise, attacking integrated businesses and more, they had to protect their mental state by filling the moments they could control with joy. The Black community’s gatherings, sports, and church services provided a release. It was important to fight together against others, but not with one another. 

         
         Members of the Black community in Laurinburg, part of Stewartsville Township in Scotland County, knew not to compete with
            one another for jobs. Rather, they celebrated one another’s successes. A win for one was a win for all. They didn’t dare to
            shake or rattle the growth process. Laurinburg then was experiencing an evolving era of prosperity when Black families were
            allowed to become landowners and to run their own businesses and farms. The township knew what their families offered and
            gave to the larger community. This is what surrounded Lawrence as a child, and what his father experienced during the height
            of Reconstruction: a sense of community, resilience, and excellence that would remain with them for the rest of their lives.
         

         
         Much like the community, Lawrence’s personality and traditions were influenced by the blend of cultures he was exposed to
            and the DNA in his cells. In Laurinburg, Black residents walked on streets with Scottish names. Immigrants from Scotland came
            to the area in the eighteenth and nineteenth century, some heeding the call of land and opportunities while others were escaping
            the harsh consequences of sheep stealing, English taxes, and the church.1 They brought a diverse range of inventions to America, contributing to the culture with sewing machines, fiddles, bagpipes,
            and flutes. In the twentieth century, the town hosted traditions from both Black and Scottish cultures, such as eating soul
            food and playing Highland Games. Some of my father’s friends spoke Gaelic, and everyone used the same Southern terms. Dizzy
            Gillespie spoke so often about enslaved people who spoke Gaelic and growing up with Black friends who spoke the language in
            North Carolina that he inspired others to research the topic.2 There were other staples popular in Laurinburg among the entire community as well, such as persimmon beer.3 Both white and Black residents gathered at the beer garden my father managed as a teen.
         

         
         West African culture was brought to North Carolina and infused with the American one developed on plantations and in communities
            of free Black people. The culture brought from Scotland by thousands of immigrants spread throughout the pre-existing Black
            culture and that of the Indigenous tribes. In addition to Scottish foods such as salted porridge, the Scottish brought the
            Presbyterian religion, which became a central force in the local community of Black and white residents.
         

         
         The fiddle was embraced during the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries, and traveling Black musicians often performed professionally
            throughout North Carolina. In the 1840s and 1850s, the first known Black professional performer, Juba (known as the inventor
            of tap dance), spent time with Irish-Scotch dancers at integrated music gatherings in New York. He fused the Irish forms of
            dance with African footwork and would challenge both Black and white dancers as he traveled the world performing. His quick
            movements and style going toe to toe with his white counterparts resulted in him winning each dance challenge. This dance
            form was also prominent in the South, with a flat-foot style of movement.
         

         
         Most of the Black and white residents of Laurinburg were descendants of Scotland. Some Black people were proud of their Scottish
            heritage, while others acknowledged only their Black heritage with pride.
         

         
         

         On any given day, whether asked for a story or not, Lawrence would stretch his arms with the exclamation “Oh, me,” which my daughter LeeAnét interpreted as “Old me.” As an infant listening to his stories, she often referred to him as “Damnpa.” My mother would exclaim how cute she was to pronounce her granddaddy’s name that way. 

         
         In his next breath, he would change his voice to an earth-rattling vibrato, emulating a pastor in an old wooden church where
            the acoustics sent echoes bouncing from wall to wall. My father would yell, “A white man from Scotland and a Black woman got
            together and had a child! To protect them, a town was built, and that is where the first Black Malloy resided, in Richmond
            County, North Carolina!” What would follow was a detailed account of our family history.
         

         
         On other occasions, when checking out at the grocery store, for example, he would greet a new cashier with a smile and say,
            “Do you know who I am? I’m a Malloy. We owned one of the largest fabric and construction companies. My family built a town
            to protect each other!”
         

         
         The cashier would smile and engage. At every visit, Lawrence would add more to the story. Later, when I would visit the same
            store, the cashier would tell me, “I just saw your father. I didn’t know there were that many Black doctors in the South back
            then!” I’m sure those cashiers passed the stories down to people they knew.
         

         
         Or my father would lean back on the sofa in the living room with the telephone to his ear and say, “My daddy was a white man,
            and his daddy was a Scottish man who married a Black woman. They could pass for white people.” These introductions would lead
            to at least an hour-long monologue. At the end of the call, my daughter and I would ask who he was talking to, since the conversation
            had shifted into the banter you might hear when my father talked to an old family friend. And he would say it was the phone
            company representative.
         

         
         His stories drew people in. I found out from my daughter that when teachers asked for my number, she would give them his number instead, knowing he would tell the teacher a story. She mentioned that one teacher said the next day in class: “I loved learning about your family. Now I actually need to speak to your mother!” 

         
         

         Lawrence’s grandfather was Daniel Murdock Malloy, born around 1844. Our father seldom mentioned him other than referring to
            “Murdock’s house” while telling a story about his grandmother Eliza’s family. My father’s grandparents were stern and took
            on their role as elders with the utmost dignity. Eliza, also born in 1844, had signature long black hair that fell well below
            her shoulders; my father mentioned this about Eliza every time he spoke about her. He only met her a few times, so her physical
            features encompassed much of what he knew of her. Meeting grandparents or great-aunts and great-uncles was a rare event in
            this era when so many were displaced during enslavement and the Civil War.
         

         
         Before he met Eliza, as a young man Daniel walked the unpaved roads of Laurel Hill, North Carolina, a safe place in Richmond
            County for Black and mixed-race people, which was necessary because of the abuse and hardships of that era. This community
            encompassed parts of what is now Laurinburg. Daniel was the son of Charles Malloy, a Scottish man born in 1810 who helped
            industrialize North Carolina.
         

         
         During Daniel’s childhood, members of the Black community were forced into harsh labor, often farming, picking cotton and tobacco, or detasseling corn while fending off dangerous heat, snakes, and field rats, or tending to the homes of their enslavers. At the same time, groups of freedmen worked as blacksmiths, farmers, cobblers, artisans, and more. In the Northeast, many Black freedmen were allowed to vote. They started newspapers, owned businesses, formed literary societies, attended the opera and piano recitals, and were outspoken about the horrors and inhumanity of enslavement. This was not the case in the South, however, due to the large number of Confederates. Freedmen had to be cautious and strategic about how they progressed in society. 

         
         Daniel was listed in the census and other reports as “mulatto” in 1870, as “black” in 1895, and as “white” in 1912. The term
            mulatto had origins dating back to the sixteenth century and derived from the Latin word mula, a term for a cross between a donkey and a horse. It was a new term in the Black community, and yet it appeared in the census
            for decades. No matter what the trend became in years to come, no Malloys ever referred to themselves as mixed or mulatto.
            The one-drop rule was the standard: If you had one drop of Black blood, you were Black. This rule remained prevalent in the
            white and Black communities for decades. It served to keep children from receiving any inheritance or asserting any right
            to their white parent’s assets.
         

         
         Daniel was trained in farming and worked in the local mill, and he was able to benefit from both. He would eventually provide
            for his family, using these funds to set up his children for success with training that led to good business acumen and future
            income.
         

         
         

         I had to be meticulous in gathering the details of the family while researching our history. My father’s stories and endless references were the guide when the census showed numerous people of the same name. Several Charles Malloys appear in the 1870 census, but cross-referencing family trees and timelines allowed me to follow the correct path and person. It would be easy for anyone to mix up a story, using only the census. I found two Daniel Murdock Malloys in the same census. After further research I found the one born in 1844 was Daniel Murdock, my relative. The other was born in 1857 in the same extended family. But the latter Daniel
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