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Fanny


A Mother’s Love
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FANNY HAD BEEN POOR her entire life, known nothing of comforts. 

Her step-father worked often, and her mother too busy with 8 other children, under twelve. Neither could be relied on for attention, protection, or even love. She shared a bed with 3 sisters. With little sleep, and desperation she would wander through town, wishing to be the lovely women she passed. To be on a man’s arm the best life she could imagine. Not holed up in a dank room with too many children. Distinguished, cherished, shown off.

Living near the docks had thrown her in the way of many sailors and men who admired her youth and flowering looks. Many had looked, tried, and pried at her, seeking comfort, and finding none. This was so, of course, until he came along.

He was smooth swaggering, and uncommonly kind, with none of the usual roughness of sailors. He was the best she could hope for, she knew, having only her love to offer to anyone. She did not have education, but her mind was eager and pliant, ready to understand, comply. She had no thought of morals when it came to love, nor did her family instill a compass of what was proper. 

He too had not much to recommended himself to her. Not that she was sensible of this similar footing. He had money indeed, from where she had either never known, or chosen nor to question. Claiming to have a commission as a privateer, yet with dress far too fine, and often off-uniform. A dodgy eye and disguised air made her believe her must be some secret service of the king and how lucky she was to have a secret of her own. 

He came to her at odd hours of the night and day, she snuck out easily and sin enough he offered her a life of comfort and exchanged love and security for her virtue. She took all that was offered with little hesitation. She would be mistress only, for he did not ever mention, nor have a mind to marry. Neither of them seemed to worry themselves about lofty ideas of sin or propriety; only prestige in her part, and kindness from a lover in his. 

This was what drove her, poverty. She only had a mind to escape, not to protect herself. She did not fear the shunning of her small society. She left her siblings in the dark of the night, with a kiss on each forehead, walked past her drunk step-father dozing in a chair without a second glance, straight out the front door. She took nothing. The comforts of the finest rooms over the park, the food delivered each day, and the highest theatre box pushed any scruples or concern from her mind. 

For the first few months, they were inseparable, he seemed to be on leave, or to ignore orders, and she was enraptured with his attentions. He took her to be styled in the latest fashions, to choose her new apartment’s furnishings, and let her choose whatever she liked, no matter the fit in the room, or mismatch of style and color.

You may well imagine how they spent all their time, preening, whispering, holding each other in the great four poster bed that scraped the low ceiling. As time went on, however, he became more grave, quiet. She feared the distance, the solitude. There were letters, secret missives. She had fits of jealousy, going through letters she could not read, but perceived a man's hand, and let it be work, or service to some important figure. 

One night, after nearly half a year,  he left her. With more money than she could yet imagine possible to spend, but leave her he did. A note sent her to be sorted out by a money man downtown. It claimed his employer wrote him to return for a matter of grave importance, and so he was gone.

There was not much regret on either side. The passion and infatuation these 6 months had faded to a companionship, not unpleasant, but boring. He thought he had done as much as he could for her, and if fancy struck him to return he would see her again. 

He did however, have secret motive in leaving behind his fortune with her, it was much safer in the hands of a naïve girl and a money man, than himself with his profession. For this reason only, he had every intent to return rather sooner, than later. 

She could not hope but feel his going would only increase her happiness, his presence checked her, spending little out of fear and guilt. She felt having a navy man out on duty would increase her mystery and importance, and she intended to dress the dramatic part.

She shopped nearly daily, filling her rooms to the brim with expensive, if practical items. Fine, sturdy silk couches, stylish clothes in every size and season, portable property in the way of jewels, etc. She had such a fear of losing unknowable intangible ‘money’ as to wish to see it’s possibilities directly before her eyes. 

After a short time, she took to parading about in her finery at the park and common rooms, with all the nobles and rich men of the area watching her, speculating who she was, and why they were not yet acquainted? She flowed all her happiness into this, and could want no more. This continued until her fine clothes began not to fit, her sickness growing, and her feet too swollen to walk the avenue each day. 

She did not perceive the meaning at first, thinking she had had a cold, or flu, resting abed. Her flux had often waxed and waned as a poor, skinny child, so she had not a mind to concern herself with its absence.

Her mother did not teach her much in this area, she blamed her expanding waist on the fine foods, meaning to cut down, and to cure her ankles by walking no more. Still, she grew, until she felt the tiniest stirrings within her, and knew that soon she would have a companion again. 

Her heart grew, and she thought of nothing but how proud his father would be, for of course he would be a boy. A son would make him return. She had not forgotten the skills of her time in poverty, and wanted not for a maid or cook. She spent all of her free time sewing little outfits for him from her older, smaller fine dresses, for she could always buy more for herself.

Collars in miniature, vests and hats, in all of the rich colors and fabrics she could get her hands on. When he finally arrived, she had created clothes enough for a small army to grow from birth to age 10. 

She was young enough to recover quickly from the birth, and named him after her own father. A kind man she’d lost very young, hoping her son to be more like him. To have more kindness than the one who had not returned in these many months. For she had looked for his return, hoping to surprise him, to make him so proud of his fine healthy son. She had nowhere to write, no name of a ship or employer. It was only they two for company. 

A child, rather than inspiring frugality, brought her unchecked vanity to its peak. She paraded him in fine outfits, feathered hats, and a velvet buggy. Much as he’d once paraded her, she showed the baby to the town. Now and then she went matching her son, rewarded with “oohs” and “ahhs” at the assembly from the fine ladies. 

Despite knowing she was not married, they admired her ring, and her child, for the fine style of a rich acquaintance. Entreaties began to pile at her door, people she had spoken to had told their friends, all desperate to know “Where could such baby things be acquired?!”

They did not call on her, but acknowledged her in public kindly, with compliments and questions. Once it was known, as it eventually will always be, that she made them herself, and she was met with entreaties of a different kind. No more, “Where did you get these madam,” but those of business.

Her pride, and perceived security prevented her from obliging them. In fact, the exclusivity made her feel the more superior, and drove the crowds wild, some attempting make them themselves. Many a child went about, or was made, in an attempt to increase the society of young ladies and their husbands in the area.
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SHE DID NOT TAKE SUCH an opportunity for what it was, but counted still that he would return, or if he should not, his money would not run out. She often redecorated, and restocked her wardrobe so she could expand his as he grew. 

After three or so years of living in this manner, she was informed by the money man she did not have enough to pay her exorbitant rent for the full year. She was advised to leave, much to the pleasure of the landlord, who began to resent the reputation she’d brought to his buildings (but to poor to complain of the money).

She was now much poorer than she had been used to, and without a home. However, unbeknownst to her still much better if than her childhood poverty. She entreated the money man to write to him, but never received an answer from either. All her letters were eventually returned to her. Once even, she sold a diamond to commission a small portrait of the boy, mailing to an address she found on an old letter, hoping to sway him, to no avail. 

So, eager to make the best, but greatly disappointed, she quitted her apartments searching for newer, cheaper ones. Her financial advisor took stock, and advised some modest rooms in cheapside. Too very near to her childhood home for her liking. She reconciled herself that her fine things would brighten the dingiest room, and this change took them very near the market
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