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Prologue
There	is	something	telling	to	be	told	about	a	story	that	has	never	been	seen	before.	A

tale	so	forbidden	that	even	God	blushes	as	I	speak.	As	I	watch	the	melted	wax	drip	from
the	 raging	 tip	 of	 my	 burning	 candle	 stick,	 I	 quietly	 sit	 here,	 all	 alone,	 at	 ease	 and
compelled	to	write.	To	write	the	story	that	has	burned	in	my	heart	for	many,	many	years.	I
once	promised	Roman	and	myself	 that	 I	would	never	 tell	 such	a	 tale,	 for	 fright	 that	 the
world	 simply	 would	 not	 understand.	 But	 I	 began	 to	 think	 to	 myself:	 maybe	 the	 world
should	know	the	truth,	for	that	is	the	only	thing	in	God’s	good	name	that	shall	set	us	free.
We	 were	 all	 young	 and	 full	 of	 an	 innocent	 vigor.	 It	 was	 like	 we	 were	 all	 dynamic
characters	 in	 one	 of	 God’s	 grand	 acts.	We	 were	 all	 enslaved	 in	 some	 way	 or	 another.
Slavery	and	 love	was	our	common	bond.	Now,	everyone	else	 is	dead	and	gone	and	 they
have	left	me	here	to	ponder	over	and	wonder	about	the	life	we	all	led	and	the	destruction
and	heartbreak	we	left	in	our	wake.	As	I	stroll	through	the	beautiful	rose	gardens	out	back
there	is	more	than	one	shadow	that	follows	behind	me.	My	words	are	the	truth,	for	I	know
of	nothing	else.



CHAPTER	1
“In	the	beginning”

One	of	my	fondest	memories	is	that	of	the	great	man	whom	I	married	so	many	years
ago.	That	wonderful	soul	was	Roman.	I	knew	that	he	was	special	from	the	moment	I	met
him.	Roman,	the	boy	who	would	one	day	become	the	President	of	our	United	States	and
the	 love	 of	my	 life.	Yet,	 I	was	 not	 the	 only	 one	who	 loved	Roman.	 It	 bothered	me	 for
many	years	that	I	was	never	able	to	fully	captivate	his	soul	like	he	had	done	mine.	Now	I
understand	that	he	was	very	peculiar	and	different.	Not	 in	a	bad	way,	but	 in	such	a	way
that	he	could	not	have	been	expected	 to	 love	me	 like	I	 loved	him.	What	Mr.	Ellis	and	I
shared	in	common	was	simple	and	plain	as	a	Sunday	morning.	That	was	our	undeniable
love	and	affection	for	great	men.

Now,	how	could	I	have	been	expected	to	understand	this	as	a	young	lady?	I	was	never
able	to	comprehend	this	back	in	those	times.	I	could	not	figure	out	why	the	man	I	loved
and	dreamt	about	loved	to	look	into	the	eyes	of	another	man.	Now,	I	understand	that	this
was	not	a	choice	he	made.	This	was	simply	who	he	was;	this	was	the	man	whom	he	would
become.	Our	 lives	were	complex	 in	 such	a	way.	At	night,	 I	would	 lay	 in	our	 luxurious,
Greek	 revival-style	 bed	 all	 alone,	 cold	 and	 lonely,	 dreaming	 about	 Roman.	 In	 turn,	 he
would	 be	 downstairs,	 lying	 in	 another	 bed	 as	 happy	 as	 could	 be.	Warm	 and	 cozy	 and
tucked	in	quite	nice.	That	was	the	bed	of	my	dearest	friend,	Plooki	‘Jay.	I	was	in	love	with
Roman	and	Roman	was	in	love	with	Plooki.	I	could	never	blame	him,	for	Plooki	‘Jay	was
one	of	the	most	wonderful	beings	I	have	ever	had	the	pleasure	of	knowing.

He	was	sweet,	endearing,	charming	and	very	compassionate.	Plooki	‘Jay	was	a	Negro,
born	a	slave	and	truly	one	of	God’s	magnificent	angels.	Roman	was	instantly	captivated
by	his	beauty	and	so	was	I.	So	while	I	lay	in	bed,	all	alone,	crying	and	confused,	Plooki
and	Roman	slept	with	ease	and	harmony,	wrapped	together	in	a	love	that	no	one	other	than
them	could	understand.	Their	kind	of	love	was	forbidden	for	the	world	in	which	we	lived
was	not	ready	to	understand	such	demons.	Even	though	Roman	and	I	had	recited	our	vows
before	God,	 I	was	 always	 clear	 on	where	his	 heart	 lay.	 I	was	 the	beautiful	wife	 for	 the
paintings,	photographs	and	 family	outings	 to	go	down	 in	history,	 I	was	 to	 smile	 and	be
pleasant	and	charming	while	clutching	his	arm	in	public	but	Plooki	‘Jay	was	his	true	love,
companion	and	best	friend.	I	could	never	compete	with	that	much	love	and	now	I	know
that	I	was	foolish	for	ever	trying	to.	Why	I’m	so	endeared	to	tell	this	story	is	what	I	ponder
every	night	when	I	say	my	“dear	Lords”.	Why?	I	ask.	I	am	no	longer	angry,	confused	or
bitter,	yet	there	feels	to	be	an	undeniable	sense	of	unfinished	business.	I	feel	responsible
and	obligated	 to	 tell	 the	world	of	 this	 complicated,	 yet	 beautiful	 love	 story.	The	date	 is
November	1,	1905	as	I	don’t	know	how	much	time	I	have	left	in	this	world	of	ours.	I	am
here	 at	my	private,	 quaint	 home	 in	Savannah,	Georgia.	Many	years	 ago,	we	named	her
High	Hopes.	It	is	a	quiet	night;	there’s	not	a	sound	to	be	heard	but	that	of	the	crickets	out
front	and	my	dear	horse,	Yellow,	rustling	about	in	her	stable.

My	darkness	is	illuminated	by	the	burning	flame	in	my	heart.	This	is	the	place	where
we	were	 all	 born	 and	 raised.	 Savannah,	Georgia.	Hmmm,	 this	 is	 home.	 Let’s	 see	 here,
when	did	it	all	begin?	I	was	only	twelve	years	old	when	I	met	Roman.	It	was	the	summer



of	 1822.	We	met	 at	 a	 private	 party	 on	 the	 river	 that	 was	 held	 by	 Roman’s	 father,	Mr.
Theodore	T.	Ellis.	Roman	was	thirteen.	Mr.	Theodore,	as	I	called	him,	was	a	sharecropper
and	 farmer	 and	 he	 owned	 a	 stable	 slaves.	 He	 was	 a	 despicable,	 ungodly	 man,	 loud,
boisterous	and	unforgiving.	The	pungent	scent	of	distilled	rum	never	 left	him	as	well	as
his	angry	disposition.	He	was	a	slob	of	a	man	whose	belly	always	protruded	from	his	long
shirt	and	whose	balding	hair	always	sprung	toward	the	heavens,	whenever	it	was	released
from	his	badly	matted	wig.

Just	the	sight	of	Mr.	Theodore	was	enough	to	make	my	skin	crawl	from	the	inside	out.
I	feared	him	like	the	wrath	of	God,	as	did	so	many	others.	I	always	wondered	how	such	a
terrible	fellow	could	have	such	a	sweet	boy.	Mr.	Theodore	was	short	and	round	in	stature
and	 he	 possessed	 a	 long	 beard	 and	whiskers	 to	match.	He	 smoked	 a	 tobacco	 pipe	 that
reeked	of	the	degenerate	blood	of	his	slaves’	fingertips.	He	was	obnoxious	and	pure	evil.
He	treated	his	slaves	similarly	to	his	animals	that	roamed	the	barns.	Their	beatings	were
relentless	and	he	was	quite	known	for	his	indiscretions	with	the	women.	He	worked	those
poor	souls	like	dogs,	never	with	any	hint	of	appreciation.	His	hatred	for	coloreds	was	quite
apparent	in	his	frequent	displays	of	torture	and	public	humiliation.	I	can	remember	being
just	a	girl	and	watching	on	in	horror	as	Mr.	Theodore	beat,	hung	and	then	burned	a	young
slave	 boy	 for	 stealing	 a	 novel	 from	 the	 main	 house.	 I	 can	 distinctively	 remember	 the
rotting	burning	scent	of	that	young	man’s	flesh	as	Mr.	Theodore	torched	him	for	nothing
more	than	being	colored.	I	suppose	he	figured	that	boy	was	trying	to	learn	to	read.	He	was
known	for	setting	his	slaves	on	fire	and	inviting	Mayor	Morrison	and	the	rest	of	the	local
lynch	men	to	watch	for	entertainment.	Mr.	Theodore	was	a	cotton	and	tobacco	man	who
had	done	pretty	well	for	himself.

His	beautiful	wife	and	mother	of	his	son	was	a	lady	by	the	name	of	Margaret	S.	Ellis,
Mother	Ellis	to	all	of	us	children.	Mother	was	a	beautiful	woman	who	could	put	a	smile
upon	your	face	just	by	entering	the	room.	Nothing	like	her	dreadful	husband,	she	was	of
class,	 posh	 sophistication	 and	 reserved.	 She	 had	 not	 come	 from	 much	 but	 had	 turned
herself	 into	 a	 fine	 woman.	 Her	 beautiful	 porcelain	 skin	 and	 demur	 demeanor	 hid	 the
evidence	of	her	 tortures.	I	remember	her	being	tall	and	thin	with	long	yellow	-	curls	 the
color	of	the	sun.	She	was	nothing	more	than	the	wife	of	a	wealthy,	southern	sharecropper
but	her	charm	was	magnetic.	I	always	took	her	to	be	a	great	woman,	for	nothing	less	could
possibly	withstand	 the	 debauchery	 she	 did.	Mr.	 Theodore	made	 sure	 that	 she	 knew	 her
place	and	she	knew	not	to	step	out	of	it.	She	was	savagely	beaten	by	this	man	and	made	to
cater	to	his	every	need,	including	his	ferocious	and	deviant	sexual	desires.	Mr.	Theodore
took	pleasure	in	watching	his	gorgeous	wife	service	other	men.

Sometimes	he	would	exchange	goods	with	local	merchants	for	a	night	with	Ms.	Ellis.
Because	 she	was	enchanting	and	desired	by	everyone	 this	was	 seen	as	 a	more	 than	 fair
exchange.	Mr.	 Theodore	would	watch	 on	 as	 his	wife	was	 caressed	 and	 kissed	 by	 these
men.	He	would	watch	her	tears	fall	down	her	face	as	her	body	became	desecrated	by	the
men	 who’d	 paid	 for	 her.	 Unfazed	 by	 her	 broken	 heart	 and	 spirit,	 Mr.	 Theodore	 was
content.

Mother	Ellis’	pride	and	joy	was	Roman.	She	loved	and	doted	over	him	her	entire	life.
Roman	was	what	brought	joy	to	her	dark	world.	Though	Mr.	Theodore	and	Mother	Ellis
had	a	deep	dark	closet	full	of	deceptions	and	secrets	they	were	Georgia’s	poster	couple	of



high	royalty.	Now,	Father	and	Mr.	Theodore	were	business	partners	and	good	friends.	My
dear	father’s	name	was	Stephon	L.	Thomas.	Father	was	the	town’s	banker	in	those	days.
He	was	a	man	of	leisure	and	he	carried	an	air	of	success	and	good	will	around	with	him.
Father	 had	 come	 from	 nothing	 and,	 through	 God	 fearing	 hard	 work,	 had	 made	 his
millions;	or	stolen	them.	Either	way,	Father	had	made	good	and	everyone	in	town	admired
him	-	including	Mr.	Theodore.	Father	was	a	tall,	slim,	distinguished	gentleman.	His	well-
crafted	black	hair	was	always	neatly	combed	back	and	his	whiskers	beautifully	manicured.
He	was	considered	to	be	of	high	class.	Father	dressed	in	the	finest	linens	and	sipped	of	the
finest	wines.	Unlike	most	of	 the	men	 in	 town,	Father	did	not	own	slaves,	 for	he	had	no
need	too,	we	did	not	own	a	farm	or	a	plantation.

We	 had	 a	mammie	who	would	 tend	 to	me	 and	my	 baby	 sister,	 Noel,	 and	 also	 two
Negro	men,	Pa	Pa	Sid	and	Barry	who	helped	maintain	our	beautiful	waterfront	estate.	Pa
Pa	Sid	was	an	older	gentleman,	full	of	wisdom	and	character.	Now,	Barry	was	Pa	Pa	Sid’s
grandson	whom	he	taken	on	ever	since	Barry’s	parents	had	both	been	hung	due	to	black
witchery	accusations.	Father	found	love	and	compassion	in	his	heart	for	his	Negroes	as	he
realized	he	did	not	own	them,	only	God	could.	They	lived	in	the	house	with	us,	of	course
relegated	to	the	servant	quarters,	and	were	treated	a	lot	better	 than	Mr.	Theodore	treated
his	slaves.	Father	was	a	stunning	man	and	women	regularly	threw	themselves	at	his	feet
and	every	command.	If	only	that	could	have	been	enough	to	satisfy	his	desires.	It	had	been
this	way	ever	since	Mother	had	died	giving	birth	to	Noel,	seven	years	earlier.	I	have	faint
memories	of	Mother,	yet	she	never	lived	inside	of	my	heart	for	I	never	got	the	chance	to
know	her.	Noel,	my	precious	baby	sister	was	five	years	my	junior.	Ever	since	Mother	had
passed	 on,	 Father	 would	 have	 his	 way	 with	 us.	 Noel	 and	 I	 never	 wanted	 for	 anything
especially	 love,	 yet	 he	 seemed	 to	 love	 us	 a	 little	 more	 than	 a	 father	 should	 love	 his
daughters.	Father	would	say	nothing	but	would	sit	back	licking	his	lips	and	watching	us	as
we	played	with	our	babies.	His	lustful	eyes	told	of	his	wicked	desires	and	sinful	fantasies.
Father	was	a	heavy	drinker	and	he	was	addicted	to	sex.

Despite	his	ability	to	have	any	woman	he	wanted,	he	would	rather	have	me.	He	chose
to	make	me	a	woman	way	before	my	years.	He	had	 taken	my	virginity	when	 I	was	 ten
years	old.	I	never	told	a	soul,	other	than	Roman	and	Plooki	‘Jay.	Father	had	staggered	in
from	a	wild	game	of	chess	on	the	river	with	Mr.	Theodore	and	the	other	men	of	privilege
in	Savannah	one	night	 and	crept	up	 the	 stairs	 to	my	bedroom.	 I	 could	hear	 the	 stumble
from	his	hide	boots	on	the	wood	planked	floor	as	he	walked	to	my	dwelling.	I	had	no	fear,
for	this	was	Father	and	I	had	not	known	of	him	as	anything	else.

I	was	just	a	girl;	some	may	even	say	a	baby.	As	he	opened	the	door	I	peered	up	at	him
with	a	jovial	excitement.	Father’s	home,	I	thought	to	myself	and	then	I	jumped	to	my	feet
for	hugs	and	kisses.	Except,	this	time,	his	hug	back	had	other	intentions.	He	held	me	in	his
arms	like	I	was	a	woman.	I	wanted	to	believe	that	it	was	simply	his	loneliness	that	drove
him	to	such	despair.	He	began	kissing	on	my	neck	and	running	his	large	hands	down	my
back.	I	can	remember	being	frightened	and	trying	to	pull	away	but	he	would	not	let	me.	I
felt	his	cold	fingers	slip	into	my	under	garments	and	then	pull	them	away	from	my	body.
He	was	 Father	 and	 I	was	 a	 good	Christian	 girl.	 I	 had	 always	 been	 taught	 to	 honor	 thy
Mother	and	Father	or	my	days	here	would	be	numbered,	so	I	did	not	put	up	much	raucous.
I	closed	my	teary	blue	eyes	and	let	Father	turn	me	into	Mother.	He	had	not	yet	turned	his
sights	on	Noel	but	I	knew	that	it	was	just	a	matter	of	time.



Our	mammie	was	 an	 old	Negro	 lady	by	 the	 name	of	Hilda.	Hilda	 had	 come	up	 the
river	from	the	small	town	of	Atlanta.	She	had	once	been	a	slave	who	Father	had	purchased
from	her	master	for	seventeen	schillings	and	a	hog.	Father	brought	Hilda	home	and	freed
her	with	the	stipulation	that	she	would	work	for	our	family.	Hilda	had	raised	my	sister	and
I	all	of	our	young	lives	and	she	loved	us	like	we	were	her	own.	She	was	unable	to	read	but
she	 sure	 could	 sing.	 Her	 beautiful	 melodic	 voice	 would	 belt	 out	 her	 spiritual	 cries	 of
freedom.	Hilda	would	sing	Noel	and	I	to	sleep	at	night	as	she	softly	brushed	our	hair.	I	can
vividly	remember	the	feeling	of	the	brush	stroking	my	head.	She	taught	us	about	God	and
how	to	speak	to	Him.

Hilda	 taught	 us	 how	 to	 be	 young	 ladies	 of	 privilege.	We	were	 taught	manners	 and
charm	and	how	to	speak	in	public.	She	would	prepare	the	most	wonderful	of	meals	for	us
and	 she	 always	made	 sure	 that	 our	 bellies	were	 full	 before	 she	would	 eat	 hers.	Hilda’s
brown	eyes	told	of	her	immense	sadness.	She	had	witnessed	her	own	son	being	sold	into
slavery,	as	an	infant,	years	earlier.	Those	horrific	images	never	left	her	heart	or	her	mind.
He	had	been	snatched	right	out	of	her	arms	and	sold	at	auction.	She	once	told	me	that	his
name	was	George	and	that	the	last	time	she	had	seen	him,	he	was	a	beautiful	one	year	old
baby	boy.	The	 life	 that	 slaves	were	 forced	 to	 live	was	one	of	misery	and	heartache.	No
amount	of	comfort	was	afforded	them	and	dignity	eluded	these	souls.	Some	of	the	white
man’s	help	were	treated	as	much	like	equals	as	could	be	expected.	Those	lucky	few	were
given	 privileges	 that	 resembled	 that	 of	 the	 family.	 They	 were	 able	 to	 live	 in	 the	 main
house	 and	 their	 workload	 was	 a	 great	 deal	 lighter.	 They	 were	 treated	 more	 like
unwelcomed	guest	 of	 their	masters.	Those	who	were	 not	 so	 lucky,	which	were	most	 of
them,	were	forced	to	live	in	poorly	built	shacks	and	in	damp	barns	with	the	animals.	Their
privileges	were	short	and	few	in	between.	They	were	never	treated	like	human	beings,	but
instead,	 like	disgusting	animal-	 like	burdens.	Well,	Hilda	was	a	 tall	 lady	with	beautiful,
smooth	dark	skin.	Her	long	wavy	hair	was	always	neatly	pulled	back	into	a	shiny	braid.
Father	never	touched	Hilda,	for	he	had	no	desire	to	be	with	a	Negro,	even	though	Hilda
many	times	made	herself	available	to	him	to	ease	my	pains.	This	sure	never	bothered	his
dear	 friend,	 Mr.	 Theodore	 who	 seemed	 to	 love	 his	 Negro	 woman	 and	 often	 openly
flaunted	his	gestures	of	gratitude	toward	them.



CHAPTER	2

The	date	was	July	4,	1822	when	I	met	Roman.	Mr.	Theodore	threw	a	huge	gala	on	the
river	to	celebrate	our	nation’s	democracy	and	46th	birthday.	All	of	Georgia’s	high	society
turned	out.	Everyone	from	Governor	Machovich	to	Mayor	Morrison	were	all	there;	drunk
and	tickled	with	infectious	laughter.	Mr.	Theodore’s	Negroes	were	cooking	the	hogs	on	an
open	flame	of	fire	and	the	sweet	aroma	permeated	the	entire	river	front.	It	was	a	beautiful
night.	The	stars	shined	brightly	in	the	purple	sky.	There	were	bon	fires	raging	and	dancing
in	the	distance.	Their	reflections	marvelously	sparkling	off	of	the	water.	We	children	were
running	 around	 having	 the	 time	 of	 our	 lives,	 while	 the	 men	 sat	 at	 the	 water’s	 edge,
drinking	and	watching	the	boats	race	up	and	down	the	river	and	their	woman	cheered	on
their	husbands’	favorites.

Mr.	Theodore	 had	his	 slaves	working	 and	 catering	 to	 everyone	 in	 attendance.	 I	was
somewhat	of	a	shy	girl	as	I	found	myself	all	alone,	sitting	on	the	banks	of	the	Savannah
River,	 writing	 about	my	 unwanted	 sexual	 tryst	 with	 Father	 in	my	 diary.	 I	was	 deep	 in
thought,	when	out	of	the	clear	blue	sky,	he	appeared.	I	felt	a	tug	on	the	back	of	my	ruffled
promenade	dress	and	when	I	turned	to	see	what	it	was,	there	stood	the	most	beautiful	boy	I
had	ever	laid	eyes	on.	He	smiled	and	it	was	more	beautiful	than	all	of	the	raging	fires	on
the	river	that	night.	Then	he	quietly	asked	me	if	he	could	sit	down	and	I	readily	replied,
yes	as	I	quickly	closed	my	pages.

I	glanced	over	at	him	and	my	heart	was	instantly	captivated	by	the	most	gorgeous	blue
eyes	I	had	ever	seen.	I	could	feel	my	heart	beating	with	a	nervous	excitement	at	just	the
idea	of	this	young	man	speaking	to	me.	He	then	introduced	himself	as,	Roman	Ellis.

I	replied,	“Mr.	Theodore’s	son?”

He	grudgingly	nodded	his	head	yes	and	then	asked,	“And	you	are?”

I	quickly	apologized	for	my	terrible	manners	and	introduced	myself	as	Birdy	Thomas
and	Roman	started	to	smile	again.	Before	I	could	ask,	what	had	him,	he	said,	“You’re	Mr.
Thomas’	daughter.”

Then	we	 both	 realized	 that	 because	 of	 our	 families	we	 had	 known	 one	 another	 our
entire	lives.	We	just	never	experienced	the	pleasure	of	meeting	each	other.	As	we	held	a
friendly	conversation	and	swung	our	bare	feet	into	the	warm	water,	I	found	myself	staring
at	this	handsome	young	man.	He	seemed	so	innocent	and	he	was	as	pretty	as	a	school	girl.

The	 more	 we	 talked;	 I	 pondered	 on	 how	 he	 could	 be	 related	 to	 that	 monster,	 Mr.
Theodore,	let	alone	be	his	child.	Oh,	it	was	such	a	beautiful	night.	We	sat	and	laughed	and
talked	as	we	peered	into	one	another’s	souls.	Roman	held	my	hand	as	he	spoke	to	me	and	I
was	 smitten	by	his	gentleman-like	gestures.	His	 soft	 touch	and	embrace	gave	me	 sweet
chills.	 I	was	 quite	 impressed	with	 the	worldliness	 and	 culture	 of	 such	 a	 young	boy.	He
seemed	to	know	so	much.	His	conversation	ranged	from	art	and	religion	to	the	monstrosity
of	slavery	and	even	to	our,	then,	President	James	Monroe.	His	imagination	would	run	wild
as	his	youthful	eyes	and	spirit	 lit	up	with	excitement.	Roman	was	only	 thirteen	years	of
age	but	his	wit	and	intelligence	was	that	of	a	man	of	many	more	years.	The	more	and	more
I	spoke	with	Roman	the	more	I	could	see	into	his	world,	his	unfavorable	life	of	privilege



and	wealth.	Roman	had	been	raised	by	slaves	and	he	had	such	infinity	towards	them.	He
had	 such	 a	 love	 for	 those	poor	 souls	who	were	 treated	 so	horribly	by	his	 father.	 It	was
quite	peculiar	to	hear	this	pale,	blue-eyed	child	speak	of	these	people	in	such	high	regards.
They	were	his	family	and	you	could	not	tell	him	of	anything	different.	Roman	and	I	began
spending	 lots	of	 time	 together.	He	began	 telling	me	 the	stories	of	his	 life.	He	was	born,
Roman	 Todd	 Ellis	 on	 January	 1,	 1809	 to	Mr.	 Theodore	 and	Mother	 Ellis	 in	 Savannah
Georgia.	He	was	an	only	child	of	this	 troubled	family.	Mother	Ellis	fell	 in	love	with	her
new	baby	but	that	love	was	no	match	to	her	infinity	for	strong	rum,	which	she	lived	with.
Almost	immediately	Roman	was	given	to	the	Ellis’	family	slaves	for	love	and	protection.
Mother	Ellis	was	satisfied	to	dote	over	her	beautiful	boy	from	a	distance.

Roman	 called	Mother	 Ellis,	Mama.	 The	woman	whom	 he	 called	Mother	 and	 loved
with	all	of	his	heart	was	an	old	slave	lady	by	the	name	of	Billie.	Billie	was	who	he	ran	to
as	a	small	boy	with	tears	in	his	eyes	when	he	was	of	fright.	She	was	the	one	who	sang	him
to	 sleep	 at	 night	 and	 whom	 his	 true	 allegiance	 was	 too.	 Billie	 was	 not	 a	 mammie	 to
Roman,	she	was	his	mother.	He	was	born	a	Christian	boy	but	quickly	adapted	the	beliefs
of	those	who	had	raised	him.	Most	of	the	Negroes’	faith	was	strong	and	undisturbed.	For
their	 only	 salvation	was	 that	 of	 their	 trusted	God.	 Slaves	 infused	 their	 beliefs	 from	 the
continent	in	which	they	had	been	stolen:	Africa	and	the	new	world	Christians’	words	and
came	 out	 with	 a	 religion	 all	 their	 own.	We	 would	 come	 to	 call	 this	 Baptist.	 From	 the
moment	 he	 could	 speak,	Roman	was	 taught	 their	 spiritual	 songs	 of	 hope.	As	 a	 boy,	 he
danced	and	rejoiced	with	the	slaves	as	one	of	their	own.	Roman	had	the	world	put	right	at
his	disposal.	Mr.	Theodore	was	a	man	of	wealth	and	he	afforded	poor	Roman	everything	a
boy	could	want	but	the	love	of	his	father.	In	the	main	house,	Roman’s	dwelling	was	like	a
prince’s	palace.	He	was	 ‘king	baby.	Somehow	Roman	would	 still	 find	himself	 sneaking
out	 to	Billie’s	 shack	under	 the	guise	of	night	and	she	would	awake	almost	every	day	 to
young	Roman	fast	asleep	in	her	bed	with	her,	curled	at	her	side.

She	 really	 loved	 that	 boy	 and	 he	 loved	 her.	 Billie	 was	 a	 wise	 old	 woman	 with
knowledge	 that	 stretched	 all	 the	way	back	 to	 the	old	 country.	She	 taught	Roman	of	 the
beautiful	 lands	 of	 Africa	 from	 which	 she	 had	 come.	 She	 showed	 him	 how	 to	 make
instruments	from	raw	hide	and	 then	how	to	play	 them.	She	would	rock	him	in	her	arms
and	tell	him	the	story	of	how	she’d	come	to	be	here,	a	slave	in	America.	She	would	make
her	horrors	sound	like	a	whimsical	fantasy	to	endear	him.	Billie	was	fifty	years	older	than
Roman	and	had	been	enslaved	ever	since	she	was	fourteen	years	old.	Billie	would	recount
to	Roman	her	memories	of	hearing	the	riffles	being	let	off	during	the	Revolution	and	also
the	memories	of	the	man	named	George	whom	was	the	first	white	man	to	purchase	her	on
her	arrival	here	in	the	new	world.	We	would	come	to	know	him	as	Washington,	the	first
President	of	 the	United	States.	Billie	said	 that	he	wasn’t	as	bad	as	history	would	 like	 to
remember	him.	She	said	he	was	quite	good	to	her	as	a	child.	She	would	tell	him	about	the
day	she	was	out	playing	in	the	forest	with	her	baby	brother	in	Nigeria	and	how	they	both
had	been	captured	by	white	tradesmen,	never	to	see	their	family	again.	Before	becoming
enslaved,	Billie’s	name	was	Kamata.	She	 recounted	 to	him	her	 long	 journey	 to	 the	new
world	 in	 the	 bows	 of	 a	 huge	 ship.	After	 arriving	 in	Virginia	 she	was	 tortured	 until	 she
agreed	to	adapt	to	the	white	man’s	world	and	the	name	Billie,	which	she	most	despised.
Billie	 had	 been	 sold	 to	Mr.	 Theodore’s	 father,	Master	 Benjamin	 Ellis	 many	 years	 ago.
Billie	had	been	in	the	family	ever	since	Mr.	Theodore	was	a	small	boy	himself	and	she’d



helped	raise	him	as	well.	Roman	found	this	fascinating.	Even	though	Billie	had	been	like	a
mother	 to	Mr.	Theodore,	he	still	would	beat	and	force	himself	upon	her.	Billie	had	been
around	 Mr.	 Theodore	 his	 entire	 life,	 yet	 he	 would	 still	 pull	 her	 breast	 out	 in	 front	 of
everyone	 at	 the	 supper	 table	 to	 humiliate	 her	 and	he’d	 rape	 her	 at	 night.	Billie	was	 the
matriarch	of	 the	Ellis	slaves	and	Roman	was	her	baby.	She	was	a	strong	wise	 lady	who
everyone	fell	upon	for	their	wisdom	and	insight.	She	had	delivered	all	of	them	at	birth	and
bestowed	her	blessing	upon	them.

Billie	never	mothered	a	child	of	her	own	for	she	had	been	castrated	upon	her	arrival	in
America.	Benjamin	Ellis,	Roman’s	grandfather	had	taught	Billie	to	read	as	a	young	lady
so	 that	 she	could	 teach	all	of	his	 children	 to	do	 so.	She	was	 the	only	 slave	on	 the	Ellis
plantation	that	was	afforded	that	right.	Billie	spent	long	hours	teaching	young	Roman	to
read	and	make	melody.	She	 taught	him	to	play	 the	banjo	and	 the	xylophone.	She	 taught
Roman	how	 to	be	 a	gentleman.	Everything	he	knew	and	believed	 somehow	came	 from
Billie	and	she	would	always	be	dear	in	his	heart.	Billie	was	a	spiritual	woman	and	she	was
keen	into	dark	magic.	She	had	powers	that	no	one	could	understand.	Billie	could	heal	the
sick	and	foresee	the	future.	Roman	once	told	me	how	as	a	boy,	he	watched	Billie	pick	up	a
blue	 bird	 that	 had	 broken	 one	 of	 his	 wings.	 She	 held	 him	 in	 her	 palms	 and	 chanted
spiritual	 blessings	 over	 him	 and	 when	 she	 opened	 her	 hands	 he	 flew	 away,	 like	 new.
Roman	 watched	 in	 awe	 as	 that	 bird	 flapped	 his	 beautiful	 wings	 and	 flew	 toward	 the
Heavens.	She	had	been	forbidden	from	performing	any	of	these	antics	by	Mr.	Theodore.
Billie	was	the	first	person	to	recognize	such	special	qualities	in	Roman.	She	would	always
tell	him	that	he	was	different	than	all	the	other	boys.	Billie	could	see	a	wonderful	life	in
young	Roman’s	future.	She	knew	that	he	would	grow	to	be	a	man	of	power	and	one	who
the	 world	 would	 one	 day	 depend	 upon.	 She	 was	 also	 the	 first	 person	 to	 notice	 his
differences.

Billie	knew	that	Roman	would	grow	into	a	man	who	would	have	love	for	other	men.
Billie	had	a	good	friend	on	the	plantation	that	she	treated	like	a	daughter.	Her	name	was
Sarah	Jane	and	she	too	was	a	slave.	Sarah	Jane	was	thirty	years	Billie’s	junior	yet	the	two
of	them	were	inseparable.	By	the	age	of	twenty-five,	Sarah	had	seven	children	altogether.
By	all	accounts,	Sarah	was	a	stunning	young	beauty.	She	had	skin	as	smooth	as	the	clouds
in	 the	sky	and	 the	color	of	 the	exotic	new	drink	of	coffee.	Her	black	hair	was	 long	and
curly	and	her	face	that	of	a	goddess.	Sarah	had	jumped	a	broom	with	a	gentleman	slave	by
the	name	of	Mr.	Mann.	He	was	big	and	strong	and	was	often	relied	upon	by	Mr.	Theodore
to	perform	the	most	tedious	of	jobs.	He	was	also	Mr.	Theodore’s	personal	animal	breeder.
Sarah	Jane	and	Mr.	Mann’s	youngest	child	and	only	 son	was	a	boy	child	named	Plooki
‘Jay.	 Plooki	 and	Roman	were	 the	 same	 age	 and	 had	 grown	 up	 close.	 They	would	 play
together	and	get	lost	for	hours	on	end	out	in	the	pastures.	Plooki	‘Jay	was	a	sweet-hearted
boy	 by	 nature.	 He	 was	 soft	 spoken	 and	 highly	 intelligent.	 Plooki	 was	 also	 a	 beautiful
child.	He	was	 of	 a	 yellow	 complexion	 and	 had	 sandy	 red	 curly	 hair.	As	 children	 I	 can
remember	thinking	how	Plooki	‘Jay	looked	nothing	like	his	parents.

Mr.	Theodore	could	see	his	son’s	affections	for	Plooki	from	an	early	age	and	tried	with
all	 of	 his	might	 to	make	differences	between	 the	 two	of	 them.	Plooki	 ‘Jay	was	nothing
more	than	a	filthy	slave	to	Mr.	Theodore	and	he	couldn’t	fathom	why	Roman	would	rather
play	with	him	than	anyone	else.	Mr.	Theodore	would	mistreat	poor	Plooki	every	chance	he
could	get.	He	would	rape	Sarah	Jane	and	make	young	Plooki	‘Jay	sit	there	and	watch.	Mr.



Theodore	would	strap	Mr.	Mann	between	two	Oak	trees	out	front	and	savagely	beat	him
while	his	wife,	seven	children	and	the	rest	of	the	Ellis	family	and	slaves	looked	on.	Roman
would	 clutch	 on	 to	 Billie’s	 side	 and	 watch	 with	 tears	 streaming	 down	 his	 face	 as	Mr.
Theodore	 asserted	 his	 power	 on	 his	 defenseless	 slaves.	Mr.	Mann	 would	 be	 beaten	 so
severely	that	his	bleeding	flesh	would	hang	from	the	open	wounds	in	his	back.	Roman	had
deep	hatred	and	disdain	for	his	father.	He	vowed	as	a	young	man	to	never	be	anything	like
Mr.	Theodore	and	he	never	was.	This	frightened	Mr.	Theodore,	for	he	knew	that	Roman
would	 one	 day	 inherit	 the	 plantation	 just	 like	 he	 had.	 The	 fact	 that	 Roman	 loved	 and
respected	 the	Negroes	went	 against	 everything	Mr.	 Theodore	 believed	 in	 as	 this	meant
trouble	for	the	future	of	the	Ellis	plantation	and	he	was	right.

He	would	storm	into	the	main	house,	throw	his	blood	stained	whip	onto	the	floor	and
tell	Mother	Ellis,	“That	nigger-loving	boy	is	no	child	of	mine!”	Then	he	would	beat	and
rape	her	just	for	being	the	one	who	birthed	such	a	degenerate	trader.

Roman	began	 teaching	Plooki	 ‘Jay	how	 to	 read	when	 they	were	around	seven	years
old.	He	would	 have	 to	 sneak,	 of	 course,	 for	 no	 one	 could	 ever	 find	 out.	Roman	would
sneak	a	copy	of,	‘Rip	Van	Wrinkle’	by	premier	novelist,	Washington	Irving	out	behind	the
barn	and	he	and	Plooki	‘Jay	would	read	it,	page	by	page,	under	the	beautiful	light	of	the
moon,	until	Plooki	was	fluent.	The	two	of	them	were	inseparable	as	children.	They	would
spend	hour’s	secretly	reading	scriptures	from	the	Holy	Bible	to	one	another	and	then	fall
asleep	holding	hands	on	a	bale	of	hay.	Roman	unconsciously	wanted	Plooki	‘Jay	to	have
the	same	opportunities	and	chances	in	life	as	he	did.	This	was	the	misconstrued	innocence
of	his	young	mind,	for	society	made	certain	that	they	would	always	be	separated.

Plooki	 ‘Jay	 would	 confess	 to	 Roman	 his	 insecurities	 about	 being	 a	 slave	 and	 his
confusion	 as	 to	why	God	made	 this	 possible.	As	 a	 child,	Roman	 could	 never	 grasp	 the
world	around	him.	When	they	were	children,	Roman	would	tell	Plooki	that	the	plantation
would	be	his	someday	and	he	promised	to	make	Plooki	‘Jay	a	free	man.	At	seven	years
old,	Roman	would	giggle	and	say,	not	only	will	 the	plantation	belong	 to	me	so	will	 the
entire	free	world	someday.	Plooki	‘Jay	found	this	to	be	humorous.	Boy	was	he	ever	right.
Their	 immense	 love	 and	 admiration	 for	 one	 another	was	 a	 sure	 sign	of	 things	 to	 come.
From	 the	 naked	 eye,	 it	 could	 be	 conceived	 as	 nothing	 more	 than	 the	 unbreakable
friendship	and	bond	of	two	young	boys.	Billie	would	warn	Roman	and	Plooki	‘Jay	about
their	being	so	close.	She	knew	that	the	world	would	not	understand	their	relationship.

Billie	would	say,	“Now,	you	boys	know	Mr.	Theodore	is	going	to	cut	a	fit	if	you	two
keep	on	sneaking	off.”	Billie	would	tell	them	that	their	friendship	was	beautiful	and	then
she	would	explain	how	some	folks	did	not	like	nor	understand	what	they	had.	She	would
try	to	scare	them	by	saying,	“Plooki	‘Jay,	do	you	want	to	see	your	father’s	body	hanging
from	that	ol	oak	tree	out	front?”

Billie	knew	that	the	white	man	did	not	want	to	see	one	of	their	own	so	fascinated	by	a
Negro,	 even	 if	 they	 were	 only	 children.	 This	 frightened	 Plooki	 ‘Jay	 but	 not	 Roman.
Roman	disregarded	everything	that	was	told	to	him	and	would	make	Plooki	his	business
regardless.	They	were	still	boys	and	their	afternoons	were	spent	running	through	the	forest
and	 sun	 bathing	 in	 the	 warm	 river.	 They	 would	 spend	 hours	 helping	 Billie	 around	 the
house	with	her	work	and	playing	silly	games	with	one	another.	They	had	not	fallen	in	love
yet,	 but	 they	 deeply	 loved	 one	 another.	 They	 were	 curious	 boys	 as	 they	 loved	 to



experiment	 on	 each	 other.	 Sometimes	when	 they	would	 find	 themselves	 all	 alone,	 they
would	 play	with	 and	 rub	 on	 each	 other’s	 privates.	They	would	 sneak	 out	 to	 one	 of	 the
barns	and	kiss	each	other	on	the	lips.	Plooki	‘Jay	saw	something	in	Roman	and	Roman	in
Plooki	‘Jay	that	even	I	cannot	quite	understand.	Roman	quickly	realized	that	the	way	he
felt	for	Plooki	‘Jay	was	not	normal.	It	was	slightly	erotic	and	sinful.

His	 knew	 his	 provocative	 thoughts	 and	 feelings	 were	 sure	 to	 get	 someone	 killed.
Roman	would	lay	out	on	the	hills	shirtless	in	the	warm	Georgia	sun	for	hours	imagining	a
world	 where	 his	 love	 for	 Plooki	 ‘Jay	 would	 be	 acceptable.	 During	 these	 daydreaming
afternoons,	Roman	would	ponder	a	perfect	world	where	the	white	man	and	Negroes	were
considered	as	equals.	It	was	his	strong	hatred	for	that	confederacy	state	of	mind	that	drove
him	to	such	greatness	as	an	adult.	Roman	would	read	the	writings	of	George	Washington,
Thomas	Jefferson	and	John	Adams	with	confusion	and	spite.	He	studied	the	United	States
Constitution	as	 if	he	was	looking	for	something	that	had	been	overlooked.	He	could	not
fathom	how	these	brilliant	men	had	constructed	the	words,	“All	Men	Created	Equal”,	and,
yet,	in	this	beautiful	nation	of	ours,	all	men	were	not	treated	as	equals.	He	began	to	find
the	 teachings	 and	 philosophies	 of	 these	men	 to	 be	 blasphemous,	 which	was	 for	 shame
because	Roman	horribly	admired	and	idolized	Thomas	Jefferson.	Roman	thanked	his	God
for	Jefferson	was	the	only	one	of	them	who	had	not	signed	that	fallacy	of	a	document.	I
suppose	young	Roman	believed	that	he	could	change	the	world.



CHAPTER	3

Roman	was	a	restless	soul	whom	we	now	know	to	have	been	years	beyond	his	time.
Plooki	 ‘Jay	was	a	 spiritual	child	who	was	simply	 following	his	heart.	As	 time	went	on,
and	years	went	by	Roman	and	Plooki	‘Jay’s	bond	grew	stronger	and	stronger.	They	were
already	 like	 their	 own	 little	 family.	Roman	 felt	 as	 though	 there	was	 no	 one	 else	 in	 this
world	who	quite	understood	him	 like	Plooki	 ‘Jay.	There	was	never	a	 time	when	 I	knew
Roman	and	did	not	know	of	Plooki.	After	our	first	meeting	at	 the	party	on	the	river,	 the
three	of	us	became	the	best	of	friends.	I	did	not	yet	know	of	their	unusual	relationship	nor
did	they.	The	more	time	I	spent	with	them	the	more	I	began	to	realize	that	something	was
not	right.	You	could	feel	the	intensity	of	their	bond	just	by	sitting	next	to	them.	We	would
all	sit	around	the	fireplace	with	excitement	while	Roman	paraded	back	and	forth	with	Mr.
Theodore’s	over	coat	on	and	an	unlit	cigar	in	his	mouth	pretending	to	be	a	man	of	power.	I
could	see	the	way	Plooki	‘Jay	looked	into	Roman’s	eyes	and	the	way	Roman	would	look
back.	Their	stares	of	gratitude	told	a	story	in	and	of	itself.

It	was	as	if	they	were	intertwined	in	each	other’s	thoughts.	Even	though	I	found	myself
to	be	 jealous	of	 their	friendship	I	still	believed	that	I	stood	a	chance	with	Roman.	Hilda
and	 I	 would	 walk	 all	 the	 way	 to	 the	 Ellis	 plantation.	 I	 could	 not	 wait	 to	 see	 him.	 I
remember	being	so	in	love	with	Roman,	even	at	twelve	years	old.	Hilda	and	Billie	were
good	 friends	 and	 we	 would	 all	 take	 long	 strolls	 along	 the	 river,	 chatting	 and	 picking
beautiful	flowers	for	the	main	house.	I	was	fascinated	by	Billie’s	healing	powers	and	her
ability	to	know	what	was	going	to	happen	before	it	ever	did.	Billie	had	a	book	with	spells
in	it	and	she	and	Hilda	would	sit	for	hours	chanting	and	praying	over	it.	Billie’s	fingertips
would	skim	over	the	pages	in	her	book	like	a	sailor’s	ship	going	over	unsettled	waves	in
the	ocean.	 I	knew	 that	Billie’s	powers	were	 real	 for	when	she	would	chant	her	 spiritual
blessings,	the	world	around	us	would	begin	to	change.	The	clouds	would	grow	heavy	and
dark	and	the	thunder	would	pound.

As	 Billie	 and	 Hilda	 held	 hands	 in	 spiritual	 connection,	 Billie’s	 long	 beautiful	 hair
would	begin	blowing	in	the	wind	and	the	barn	animals	would	run	and	hide.	Billie’s	brown
eyes	would	 roll	 up	 into	her	head	and	her	 entire	body	would	begin	 to	gyrate.	 It	was	 the
most	amazing	sight	I	have	ever	witnessed.	Billie	would	call	upon	the	spirits	to	show	her
the	 right	way.	 I	wanted	 to	be	gorgeous	 like	Mother	Ellis	but	 insightful	and	brilliant	 like
Billie.	I	can	remember	thinking,	no	wonder	why	Roman	is	so	dear;	he	was	raised	by	the
most	amazing	women	in	 the	world.	And	even	as	a	girl,	 I	knew	that	not	everyone	would
appreciate	such	a	gifted	woman	as	Billie.

It	was	a	cool,	crisp	evening	in	October	of	1823.	The	early	autumn	breeze	blew	through
the	air	in	old	Savannah.	It	was	a	day	like	any	other	day.	I	was	at	home	that	afternoon	softly
playing	 “Amazing	Grace”	 on	 our	 grand	 piano	 as	Noel	 danced	 around	 our	 sitting	 room.
Noel	moved	like	the	wind,	simple	and	graceful.	Father	was	down	at	 the	bank	tending	to
his	work	as	Hilda	was	in	the	kitchen	preparing	supper.	I	will	never	forget	the	sweet	aroma
of	the	cassava	dish	and	apple	strudel	that	permeated	our	home.	I	was	excited	for	Roman
would	be	making	my	acquaintance	that	evening.	After	supper	Roman	and	I	were	going	to
engage	 in	a	game	of	chess	and	a	 tea	party	at	my	house.	 I	sat	 in	 the	swing	on	our	porch



patiently	 awaiting	 Roman’s	 arrival.	 He	 never	 appeared.	 In	 my	 heart,	 I	 knew	 that
something	was	terribly	wrong.

As	I	sat	there	overcome	with	sadness,	I	heard	a	sharp	thundering	and	lightning	from	up
above.	 I	 rose	 to	my	 feet	 and	 slowly	walked	 over	 to	 the	 stairs	 to	 get	 a	 better	 view.	The
leaves	were	aimlessly	 flying	around	our	yard	and	when	 I	 looked	 to	 the	 sky	 I	was	 taken
aback	by	the	sudden	darkness	that	had	quickly	overtaken	the	Heavens.	Then	it	started	to
rain.	Unbeknownst	to	me,	at	that	very	moment	Roman	and	Plooki	‘Jay	were	at	home	on
the	Ellis	plantation	settling	down	for	a	spiritual	and	enchanting	evening	with	Billie.	This
was	very	dangerous,	yet	Billie’s	compassion	and	understanding	for	Roman’s	curiosity	had
gotten	 the	best	of	her.	Roman	wanted	 to	know	how	 to	speak	 to	 the	dead	and	Billie	was
more	than	willing	to	show	them	how	to	communicate	with	the	other	side.	She	set	up	the
hog	barn	as	her	temple	for	the	evening.

Billie	 carefully	 created	 a	 candle	 lit	 circle	 on	 the	 ground	 and	 placed	 a	 prepubescent
Roman	 and	 Plooki	 ‘Jay	 in	 the	 center	 of	 it,	 for	 theirs	 was	 the	 blood	 of	 virgins	 and	 the
purest,	 according	 to	 the	 wise	 woman.	 The	 boys	 were	 giddy	 with	 excitement	 as	 Billie
dressed	in	her	ceremonial	robe.	Plooki	‘Jay	softly	grabbed	Roman’s	hand	as	they	bowed
their	 heads	 in	 obedience	 and	Billie	 began	 praying	 over	 them.	 This	was	when	 the	wind
began	to	blow	and	the	clouds	became	agitated	in	the	sky.	As	Billie	chanted	in	tongues	with
moments	of	the	Latin	language,	Roman	squeezed	Plooki	‘Jay’s	hand	and	the	boys	peered
up	at	one	another	with	wide	grins	on	their	faces.	They	were	so	excited	to	be	learning	of
Billie’s	insight.	Billie	then	knelt	down	in	front	of	the	boys	and,	with	the	tip	of	her	finger,
drew	a	crucifix	upon	their	foreheads	with	red	clay.	As	she	rose	back	to	her	feet	and	bent
over	to	place	the	palm	of	her	hands	on	each	of	their	heads,	the	large	wooden	doors	to	the
barn	 flew	 open	 and	 a	 drunken	Mr.	 Theodore	 suddenly	 appeared.	Roman	 jumped	 to	 his
bare	feet	in	surprised	shock	and	held	his	breath.

Billie	was	so	entranced	with	spirit	that	she	had	not	realized	Mr.	Theodore	was	standing
before	 her.	 Plooki	 ‘Jay	 jumped	 up	 and	 took	 off	 for	 the	 forest	 to	 hide	 and	 wait.	 This
unbelievable	 scene	 enraged	 Mr.	 Theodore.	 He	 ran	 to	 Billie	 and	 began	 shaking	 her
profusely.	That	was	when	the	rain	began	to	fall.	Billie	still	did	not	come	out	of	her	trance
and	 Mr.	 Theodore	 beside	 himself	 with	 anger	 smacked	 her	 to	 the	 ground	 unconscious.
Roman,	with	 tears	 streaming	 down	his	 face	 grabbed	 at	 his	 father,	 pleading	with	 him	 to
stop.	He	was	no	match	for	the	strength	and	pure	intense	anger	of	Mr.	Theodore.

Roman	yelled	out,	“But	father,	it	is	not	her	fault!”

Mr.	Theodore	then	turned	to	Roman	and,	without	thinking,	looked	him	in	the	eyes	and
said,	“It’s	you!”	He	then	proceeded	to	knock	him	to	the	ground.	Roman	was	completely
stunned.	He	looked	on	as	Mr.	Theodore	drug	Billie’s	limp	body	out	of	the	barn	by	her	long
beautiful	hair.	His	rage	was	relentless	as	he	refused	for	anyone	on	his	property	to	display
more	power	than	he	held,	even	if	it	was	bestowed	upon	them	by	God.	For	him,	this	was
simply	unacceptable.	Once	outside	the	barn,	Mr.	Theodore	continued	beating	and	kicking
on	the	elderly,	defenseless	Billie.	Sarah	Jane	and	the	other	slaves	began	to	peer	out	of	their
shacks	to	see	what	all	the	ruckus	was.	Roman	busted	through	the	barn	doors	continuing	to
plead	with	his	father	to	let	Billie	be.

Mr.	Theodore	turned	to	his	son	with	a	look	of	pure	evil	in	his	eyes	and	said,	“You	love



this	 nigger	more	 than	 you	 love	me,	well	 I	 hope	 you	 are	 prepared	 to	 live	without	 her.”
Roman	stepped	back	and	watched	in	terror	as	Mr.	Theodore	began	knotting	the	rope	that
hung	from	the	old	barn.

They	were	 soaking	wet	 from	 the	 pouring	 rain	 as	 Roman	 began	 looking	 around	 for
Plooki	‘Jay.	It	was	dark	and	the	heavy	rain	made	it	difficult	to	see,	as	Plooki	was	nowhere
to	be	 found.	Roman	could	not	believe	his	 eyes.	Mr.	Theodore	was	going	 to	hang	Billie
right	 in	 front	 of	 him	 to	 teach	 the	 both	 of	 them	 a	 lesson.	 That	was	 a	 lesson	 that	 young
Roman	refused	to	learn.	As	Billie	lay	wounded	in	the	mud	and	pouring	rain,	Roman	ran	to
her,	 apologizing	 and	 crying	 as	 he	 held	 her	 hand.	He	 looked	up	 to	 see	 his	 father	 almost
finished	with	the	knot	and	Roman	lost	it.	He	jumped	back	to	his	feet	and	took	off	running
for	the	main	house.	Nothing	more	than	saving	his	dear	mother’s	life	was	running	through
his	young	mind.	Roman	busted	through	the	huge	front	Greek	style	doors	to	the	house	and
ran	up	 the	grand	 spiral	 staircase	 to	his	 father’s	 study.	He	quickly	opened	 the	 china	 that
held	all	of	Mr.	Theodore’s	fine	pistols	and	grabbed	the	Springfield	model	1817	flintlock.
He	then	raced	back	down	the	huge	staircase.

Mother	Ellis,	with	a	drink	in	her	hand,	approached	Roman	as	he	ran	for	the	door	and
asked,	 “What	 in	God’s	name	 is	going	on,	 son?”	Roman	 replied,	 “Father	 is	going	 to	kill
Billie!”

Mother	Ellis	 fell	 to	 her	 knees	 crying	 and	praying	 to	 her	 sweet	Lord.	Roman	busted
back	out	of	the	door	and	back	over	to	the	barn.	He	could	hear	the	restless	animals	causing
a	stir	inside	their	damp	stables.	When	Roman	reached	his	father	and	looked	up,	his	heart
fell	to	his	knees	and	he	lost	his	breath.	Billie	was	strung	up,	hanging	from	the	noose.	She
was	dead,	with	her	legs	still	swinging.	Mr.	Theodore	was	out	of	breath	and	soaking	wet.

Roman	grabbed	at	Billie	with	all	of	his	might	trying	to	pull	her	dangling,	lifeless	body
back	to	the	Earth	but	it	was	all	too	late.	Roman	could	not	believe	his	eyes	as	he	fell	to	his
knees	 in	 the	 pouring	 rain,	 crying	 and	 begging	 God	 and	 Billie	 for	 forgiveness.	 At	 that
moment,	Roman	noticed	as	Plooki	‘Jay	emerged	from	behind	the	barn	out	of	the	side	of
his	eye.	Mr.	Theodore	must	have	also	seen	Plooki	‘Jay.	Mr.	Theodore	looked	at	Plooki	and
said,	“Fetch	some	dry	wood	and	get	back	here,	boy.”

He	 is	going	 to	burn	her,	Roman	 thought	 to	himself.	He	quickly	 jumped	back	 to	his
feet,	wiped	the	rainwater	and	tears	from	his	eyes	and	pulled	the	flintlock	pistol	from	the
small	 of	 his	 back.	Without	 blinking,	 he	 cocked	 the	 pulley	 and	 stuck	 that	 pistol	 to	 his
father’s	head	and	pulled	the	 trigger.	Pop!	The	sound	rang	out	but	was	barely	heard	over
the	deafening	 thunder	 that	echoed	 through	 the	pasture.	Mr.	Theodore	 fell	 to	 the	ground,
dead	before	his	body	hit	 the	mud.	Plooki	 ‘Jay	ran	 to	Roman	and	 threw	his	arms	around
him	while	saying,	“Roman,	what	did	you	do?”

Roman,	in	shock	at	his	own	actions,	could	barely	speak	as	he	fell	to	the	ground	beside
his	father’s	 lifeless	body.	Plooki	‘Jay	fell	 to	 the	ground	beside	Roman	as	 they	embraced
and	cried	 together.	Roman	whimpered	 in	Plooki	‘Jay’s	ear,	“He	killed	Billie	and	he	was
going	to	kill	you,	too.”	Roman	then	looked	up	to	the	still	swinging	Billie	and	jumped	up	to
release	her.	Roman	untied	the	knot	as	Plooki	‘Jay	stood	there	to	catch	her	body.

They	 laid	her	onto	 the	cold,	wet	ground	and,	 at	 that	moment,	 the	 torrential	 rain	and
thunder	 ceased	 and	 the	 sky	miraculously	 cleared.	Mother	 Ellis	 emerged	 from	 the	main



house	and	ran	to	her	dead	husband,	crying	and	holding	her	mouth.	She	could	not	fathom
what	her	eyes	were	telling	her.	Roman	killed	Theodore?	This	did	not	make	any	sense.	She
then	gazed	over	at	Billie	laying	there	dead	and	broke	down	in	despair.	Billie	was	her	best
friend	and	confidant,	not	 to	mention	a	mother-figure	 to	her	only	child.	At	 that	moment,
Mother	Ellis	 looked	around	her	 in	a	panic	and	 then	grabbed	Roman	and	Plooki	 ‘Jay	by
their	arms	and	ran	into	the	barn.	Almost	unable	to	speak,	she	managed	to	utter	out,	“Oh
my	God,	we	have	to	get	rid	of	him….”

Mother	Ellis	knew	the	severity	of	what	had	just	transpired	and	she	also	knew	that	no
one	could	ever	find	out.	She	quickly	told	Roman	and	Plooki	that	they	would	have	to	make
Mr.	Theodore	disappear.	She	devised	a	plan	to	burn	his	remains	on	the	side	of	the	barn.

Roman	said,	“Let	us	put	him	into	the	river.”

Mother	Ellis	then	grabbed	Roman	and	kissed	his	forehead	before	turning	around	and
running	back	to	the	house	in	anguish.	Roman	and	Plooki	drug	Mr.	Theodore’s	body	into
the	 barn.	 Plooki	 ‘Jay	 stripped	 his	 clothes	 from	 him	while	Roman	went	 back	 out	 to	 get
Billie.	The	 two	of	 them	 then	 tied	his	arms	and	 legs	 together	with	 the	 same	 rope	he	had
hung	Billie	with.	They,	 then	under	the	guise	of	night,	carried	his	 lifeless	body	the	entire
two	mile	distance	to	the	Savannah	River	bed.

Before	 throwing	 him	 under,	 Plooki	 ‘Jay	 recited	 the	 Lord’s	 Prayer	 and	 they	 both
finished	it	with	a	dismal	“Amen”.	Roman	then	picked	up	Mr.	Theodore’s	torso	and	Plooki
‘Jay	took	his	feet	and	they	laboriously	swung	him	into	the	icy	river.	Roman,	still	stunned
by	the	heinous	chain	of	events,	stood	there	until	his	father’s	body	sank	out	of	sight.	After	a
few	more	moments,	 the	 two	of	 them	took	off	 running	as	 fast	as	 they	could.	Roman	and
Plooki	 ‘Jay	 ran	 all	 the	 way	 back	 to	 the	 plantation	 without	 stopping.	 Roman	 could	 not
fathom	God	forgiving	him	for	killing	the	man	whom	had	given	him	life.	On	their	arrival
back,	they	noticed	that	Mother	Ellis,	Sarah	Jane	and	Mr.	Mann	had	carried	Billie’s	body
into	her	shack	and	properly	placed	her	in	her	bed.	Roman	looked	upon	her	with	such	guilt
and	shame,	for	 this	was	all	his	 fault,	he	convinced	himself.	Roman	decided	 to	stay	with
Billie	that	night.	He	quietly	sat	by	her	bedside,	staring	at	this	woman	whom	he	had	known
as	his	mother.	Roman	was	fourteen	years	of	age	the	night	he	killed	his	father	for	killing	his
dear	mother.	As	he	sat	there,	in	a	quiet	trance,	staring	at	his	beloved	Billie,	Roman	found
himself	pondering	what	had	brought	him	to	such	a	place.	It	was	the	evils	of	the	world	in
which	he	lived.	It	was	the	sheer	hatred	that	lived	inside	of	the	white	man.	For	Roman,	Mr.
Theodore	did	not	deserve	to	die	this	way,	nor	did	Billie.	It	was	an	eye	for	an	eye.	Roman
held	Billie’s	stiff,	cold	hand	throughout	the	night	as	the	flames	from	the	fireplace	danced
and	 illuminated	 the	 dark,	 damp	dwelling.	Roman	Ellis	 once	 told	me	 how	he	 could	 feel
Billie’s	spirit	all	around	him	in	that	room.	For	the	rest	of	his	days,	she	never	left	his	side.

While	Roman	sat	with	Billie,	Mother	Ellis	was	back	in	the	house,	devising	a	detailed
story	that	would	explain	what	had	happened	to	Mr.	Theodore.	Roman	was	being	groomed
to	become	a	great	man	 some	day	and	 she	knew	 that	 the	world	could	never	 find	out	 the
truth.	Mother	Ellis	decided	to	tell	people	that	her	dear	husband	left	on	a	misshaped	venture
with	merchants	and	simply	never	returned	home.	He	must	have	found	some	trouble	as	she
would	 pretend	 to	 be	 sickly	 heartbroken	 and	 shamed	 because	 of	 this.	 The	 truth	 of	 the
matter	was,	now	Mother	Ellis	could	be	 free.	The	house	of	 ill	 rebuke	 in	which	she	 lived
could	finally	be	cleansed.



Billie’s	burial	was	heart	wrenching.	She	was	buried	in	her	favorite	white	dress	and	her
body	 was	 outlined	 by	 beautiful	 flowers	 that	 we	 all	 handpicked	 ourselves.	 Roman	 was
beside	himself	while	looking	upon	his	mother	settled	in	that	pine	box.	I	stood	to	his	left	as
Plooki	 ‘Jay	 bore	 his	 right.	 Billie’s	 burial	 was	 held	 in	 the	 old	 Negro	 tradition	 of	 being
treated	 as	 a	 celebration.	 They	 would	 dance	 and	 pray	 to	 the	 God’s.	 This	 was	 their
appropriate	way	of	sending	their	loved	ones	on	to	Heaven.	Life	would	go	on	without	Mr.
Theodore	Ellis	 but	 now	with	 a	 little	more	 compassion	 and	peace	of	mind.	No	one	 ever
spoke	about	that	night	as	it	quickly	became	the	Ellis	family’s	darkest	deception.
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