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CHAPTER ONE


The Singing Siren had arrived on a November morning tide several hours ago.  The sun was hardly coming up over the horizon, and dew still covered the wharf.  However, the docks were already loud and full of men sweating over cargo being off loaded.  Piles of cloth, nails, rope, and who knows what else were growing as more packets were being swung over the gunwale by gantries controlled by complicated blocks and tackle.


Elsewhere around the port, other sights and sounds and smells were evident.  Fishermen were bringing in their early catch for sale at the local markets.  Some were already crying their harvest to fishmongers.  Others were transferring their catches to wagons that would go to the Fish Market.  Nets only recently underwater were now being spread for drying under the new sun.  

Further, a sour stink was drifting from another ship.  Old timers often remarked how slavers could be smelled miles away even during light winds.  This one was no exception.  Also, this sad scene was accompanied by mournful groans, clanking chains and cracking whips.  The cargo was being pushed impatiently to auction blocks down on a short street named Vendue Range.  Certainly it was something never to be forgotten; but here, it was simply part of life’s rhythms 

Further beyond, dancing horses were pulling elegant carriages.  Inside them were plantation growers anxiously awaiting their latest silks that had been ordered from England almost a year ago. Wives and fashions must be served.  Hopefully, the fashion illustrations that came in last month were still the rage in London.  Six months to find out what was happening back home is simply unbearable.

These packages were being broken apart immediately by the side of the main thoroughfare that was called East Bay. Spanish moss lay strewn around the boxes as having served its purpose of packing material for the contents that lay within the containers.

Behind the gentlemen were heavier wagons brought for hauling cargo needed for more mundane uses.  Plows for the fields.  Harnesses for horses and oxen.  Shovels, spades, hoes, ropes, blocks and tackle.   Books on the latest developments in agriculture.  Here and there an elegant piece of furniture could be seen.  

Elsewhere, outbound cargoes were awaiting shipment back to England.  They would have wait for several more days until the ship was off loaded.  Probably a week and the ship would be ready to set sail again if all went well.  Typical of these goods were rice, indigo and perhaps some tobacco.  Tars and resins for sealing ship hulls could be smelled.  Charles Town did have some distilleries and kegs of rum could be seen; but that was a cargo more commonly seen in Boston. .  More was still awaiting transfer from the port agents’ warehouses that lined East Bay Street.  This particular stretch of the wharf was known as Rainbow Row after the bright colors that festooned these work-a-day storage sites.  Further along this same street could be seen taverns and bawdy houses where sailors spent their wages or were occasionally shanghaied onto a new crew.

Here and there, one could see customs inspectors wandering around to check these activities, stopping now and then to talk with a ship's captain or crewman.  These officials were to ensure that all inbound cargoes came only from English factories and that the outbound cargoes would only go there.  Of course, the ships were also expected to be English.  

His Majesty’s Navigation Laws governed these inspectors because the colonies were founded to support the home country.   After all, any trade with other nations such as the French or the Dutch would be hurtful to the king’s struggle for empire.  Consequently, taxes and severe penalties awaited anyone who violated these laws.  (1:48-49)
In point of fact, these inspectors were not well paid and they also had families to support.  Besides, they had lived in America for many years and understood how people here needed to make a profit wherever it could be found.  And certainly, profits had to be divided, didn’t they?  Of course they were and as long as the horses weren’t disturbed, who was the wiser? (1:48-49)
Out of this chaos slipped a small, redheaded girl.  Glancing about in all directions while trying to dodge cursing stevedores and impatient animals, a frightened deer comes to mind.  Her gray, simple woolen dress hung limply off a thin frame that was still lank and growing.  She had neither the chubbiness of a baby nor the fullness of maturity.  In her hand was a simple carpetbag that was clearly not full.  It hung as limply as her dress.  One would guess that she was about fourteen or fifteen years old and wonder why she was here.

Shortly, her stomach would begin to add to her misery as it discovered that the ground doesn’t move like the sea had for the past three months.

“What in the name of God have I done?“ she asked herself for the tenth time this morning.  It was a question she had asked herself many times during her ocean trip.  The question was more of a prayer during the storm last week.  One sailor was lost falling from a spar.

“Where am I?  Kevin said for sure that he’d be here to meet me, and I don’t see him. Maybe he didn’t get the letter I had sent before departing.  I was very clear about which ship I was coming in on.”

“Am I really in Charles town…what is that awful smell?  Dublin is no rose, but this is awful.  It seems to be coming from that ship over there.”

“Excuse me.   I’m sorry.  I’ll try to be more careful,” she mumbled to another swearing stevedore.  

“People here are very rude.  After all, I just got here and what’m I supposed to know?”

“Oh God, Ma.  Whatever made me think that I wanted to come here?  Our soddy was cold and food was scarce, but at least I knew where I was.”

“Oh Ma…what wouldn’t I give to be home with you.”

“Now what?  That man seems to be looking at me.  My God, he’s a black man…oh no, he’s coming to me…now what?  Where can I go to dodge him?  Oh Ma…why ain't I at home with you?  And now, my stomach is starting to hurt.”

“Excuse me missy…Is you Wyanne?”

“Yes.  But who're you and why do you know me?”

“I’s Sam, and I come to pick you up.”

“And take me where?”

“What?” chuckled Sam.  “You don’ know where you’s goin’?  After coming all this way?  No really, Massah Drayton been waiting a long time fo you.”

“Umm….you mean, the John Drayton family?”

“Yes ‘m.  That be them.”

“Then where’s me brother, Kevin?”

Taking her bag from her, Sam led a path through the wharf to a wagon pulled by a mule.  Throwing the satchel in the back, he lifted Wyanne lightly onto a bench seat.  Then, getting in himself, Sam clucked the mule into a slow shuffle.

Several minutes later, Wyanne asked again, “Where’s me brother?  He promised to be here.”

“He gone.  Been gone fo’ about a month.  I heerd he got run off.”

“Not surprising,” mumbled Wyanne.

“What dat is?” asked Sam.

“Not surprising, I said.”  

“What dat is?”
“He left Ireland one step ahead of the sheriff”

“What dat is?”
“He was a gamekeeper who liked to keep game for himself.  And poaching the lord’s pheasant is good for a hanging.  So, one night after being out all hours, coming home totally soaked and out of breath, he decided it was time to leave.  That was about five years ago and was the last I saw of him.”

Sam urged the mule into a slightly faster shuffle, and thought that over for a while as he headed along East Bay toward Queen Street.

“Seems like he hain’t changed much,” Sam mused.

“What'd he do here?” asked Wyanne.

“Got caught selling the Massah’s sheep to a neighbor, and again, he thought he oughtta be heading west.”

“How long ago was that?”

“About a month ago or so,” replied Sam.  

“Just about the time I was well away on my trip…so I suppose I’ve seen the last of Kevin.”

“Yessum, I suppose so.  I don’ suppose it heps you any with the Draytons neither.  They certainly be wondering if you also have light fingers.”

“Oh God” moaned Wyanne.  “As if I don’t have problems enough.  Pull over fast!”

“What?  Oh, I see,” laughed Sam as Wyanne leaned over the wagon to throw up.  “That happened ter me when I’uz pulled off the slave ship.  “Course I hain’t et  for a couple of days then and I was feelin’ poorly.”

Wiping her mouth with the fringe of her skirt, Wyanne asked: “Sam, if Kevin’s a thief, what should I do?  I can’t go back home.”

“Well, the Massah‘s a good man as owners go.  I guess you better have a good talk with him when you first meet him.  Tell him you know about your brother and while he may be a thief, he ain’t you and you would ‘ppreciate a proper chance.”  

A second or two passed, and Sam continued: “Besides he done paid for yo’ transportation and he might as well get somethin’ back for his investment.”

“I guess.  I hope,” replied Wyanne.

Their conversation fell into a lull and a few minutes passed while Wyanne took stock of this stranger who had picked her up.  She had already seen black people among the sailors aboard her ship.  So, seeing another one was not a total surprise to her.  However, Sam was the first one she had ever been close to, and she was curious about what she saw.

Sam was not coal black as she generally assumed was true of Africans.  Rather he had a coffee-and-cream complexion that indicated a mixed parentage.  Otherwise, he was typical man being about five feet nine inches and weighing about 10 stones.  His arms and hands indicated a long history of hard work.  They were strong, but also calloused and covered with a variety of scars from the nicks and cuts absorbed through his life.  One thing that riveted Wyanne was Sam’s clear green eyes.  That she had never seen before.

This man’s language was also surprisingly understandable as opposed to that of the sailors aboard ship.  They were just impossible to understand.  But, still, Sam’s accent was strangely rhythmic, which took a minute to accept and follow.

As Wyanne pondered these impressions, despite the mule’s shuffle, they had already passed out of the harbor area and were now entering the center of town.  Sam had turned off Queen Street and shortly turned left onto Meeting Street.  The houses that appeared now were easily the finest she had ever seen.

Most of the houses tended to follow a common design.  Their street faces were very narrow, usually one room wide and two stories high with a door at the south corner.  The building material was usually brick, but other types could also be seen. Colors varied but most often the homes were painted white.  Their biggest surprise came when one peered through the wrought iron entry gates.   Beautiful gardens lay hidden like seraglios in front of long pillared porches that followed each floor.  Palms, shrubs, flowers, palmettos, box woods and bricked or cobblestone walkways whispered of quiet elegance.  Each garden was different but each blended into the next like a kaleidoscope of symmetry, colors, and form.

Despite her upset stomach and fears about Kevin’s sudden departure, Wyanne was stirred with curiosity about this new world.  At least she was still alive and going somewhere.  Someone even knew who she was and he seemed to know what they were doing.

“Where’re we headed,” she asked.

“Fust, to the Massah’s house here in town and then out to the plantation.”

“How long will that be taking?”

“Well, let’s see, I figure we be an hour fo lunch here and then it be about nine or ten miles out to the plantation”

“Ten miles! Hmmm, ok.  That’s not too bad.”

“But of course, we have to take a ferry across the Ashley river, and their schedules be a sometime thing,” replied Sam.

“So, we won’t be getting in before dark, it sounds like.”

“Yassum” replied Sam.  “It be a good thing the ship came in on the morning tide.  Otherwise, we could’ve been stuck riding through the night.”

“Where’ll we eat?  Not that my stomach can handle anything now.” 

“You be getting’ hungry soon enough,” said Sam.  “But not to worry.  We’ze goin’ by the town house where we get somethin’ to eat.  Then, later we'll have a picnic that we be bringing along.”

The wagon continued on for several more minutes down Meeting Street past various houses and churches until Old Sal turned right onto Ladson Street and then stopped abruptly at the first gate on her left.  Sam got out and tied the mule to a hitching stone by the side of the street.

This particular house was larger than others Wyanne had seen.  

 “Well, we’ze here,” sighed  Sam.  “We be eating here and getting a basket for along the way.”

"Here" was most impressive.  First, it was larger than most of the houses Wyanne had seen so far.  It was easily two rooms wide.  In fact, she could see three windows on its second floor and below was a large bay window that permitted light into both the ground floor and the second floor.   Like many of the other houses, it was also painted white, but since it was made of wood, the entire house was white and shown forth like a beacon on the street.  Even the doors bespoke of cheer with their bright red and blue colors. The grounds were also much larger.  Instead of the narrow and rather dark gardens seen before, this one was spacious and open.  Really, it resembled a playground for children with ample “four-o’clock” bushes for hide-and-seek.  Even the surrounding wall was inviting.  It was very low and surmounted with delicately wrought iron rods and gates.  Passersby could easily see within.

“What a house,” breathed an awestruck Wyanne.  “Does it also belong to the Draytons?  What else have they got?”

“Yassum.  This be their town house.  The main one, out in the country is where we be headed.  But, as  I said, we kin set a spell here, eat and then head on out to the plantation.”

Heading through the gate, Sam went into to a near-by shed and returned with a feed bag. This he strapped over the mule’s nose.  “There you are, Old Sal, something for you, oats for lunch.  Water be coming later before we take off.”

Returning to Wyanne, Sam led her to the rear entrance and knocked on the door.  Shortly a woman, apparently another slave thought Wyanne, answered it.

“Yes, Sam?” answered the lady.

“This here’s Miss Wyanne and we be here to get a bite to eat and a picnic before we take off for the plantation.  Miss Wyanne, this here’s Betsy.  She be takin’ care of you while I go back and tend to  Sal.” 

With that, he left leaving Wyanne standing in the door wondering what to do next.  Her answer came with a short invitation to follow over to the kitchen in a separate, nearby building.

“Come this way, child, and I’ze fixin’ you somethin’ to eat,” said Betsy.  “I know you’ze hungry after comin’ all dis way.”

Amazingly enough, Wyanne was hungry, which was something she would not have expected considering her stomach earlier this morning.  Betsy brought out some cold ham, cold rice and biscuits with honey and laid them on a table. Beside them were set some apples.  The table was roughly worn obviously having seen a lot of work through hundreds of meals. Last, a glass of water was placed before Wyanne.  And that was lunch.  But, after the fare of hard tack and salted meat she had endured through her weeks at sea, it was a feast.   Wyanne lit into lunch with the passion of a starving animal.

More questions came to mind, but Wyanne was too busy eating to ask them before Sam returned to say that he was ready to continue their journey.  Betsy meanwhile had returned with a basket of food to eat on the way.  It was basically the same as lunch.    

Leaving the house, several hours passed and the sun was well past the noon hour.  The ambling wagon had pretty well cleared Charles Town and was on its way toward the country.  Now perhaps Wyanne could ask some more questions.

“Sam, I noticed that the kitchen was separate from the house.  Why was that?”

“Why, of course.  Where else would it be?”

“Where else?  In the house, where else?  In Ireland, we always had the kitchens inside where the stove could keep us warm.”

“Well, it’s November now and the weather’s cooler.  But Charles Town in the summers get hotter than any oven and the separate kitchen keeps the main house cooler.  Also, in case of fire, we don’t worry so much about losing the other buildings.  You see that most everywhere around here.”

“Hmm.  OK.  I see.  That makes sense.  But it sure must be hot here if the kitchen has to be separate.”

“Yep, it be that,” replied Sam.  “Shoo, Sal.   Let’s get a move on.  We hain’t got all day to get home.”

As their wagon proceeded toward the Ashley River, the elegant houses of Charles Town were disappearing and replaced with clearly a poorer people.  Most of them were rather mean with no paint and meager windows that often had no panes.  Doors just hung from limp hinges.  The surrounding ground was invariably pounded into cement making it impossible for even a blade of grass to grow.  Even the nearby trees were sad ghosts covered with dust raised from the streets.  Judging from the kids running half-naked around the houses, black families generally lived in them although an occasional white family was nested in among them.  

“Who are all these people living around here?” asked Wyanne.  “Is this what most all houses look like around here other than those of the rich people?”

“These people be jest like you.  They came over or were brought over to work here.  The whites of course were all indentured, but the blacks somehow got freed.”

“Indentured I understand, but freed…what’s that?

“What?  Lordy girl, you truly don’t know nothin’,” laughed Sam.

“What’s the joke?”

“Many’s the time when indentured people and slaves like me is in the same boat.  We’ze both overworked, but at least you got a limit.  Me, it’s jes one sunset after the next, and I still be a slave.” 

“You mean a … slave, just like in the Bible?” asked Wyanne incredulously.

“I don’t know nothin’ about no Bible, but I’ze been a slave ever since I got here from home.  It seems so long ago, I almost forgot what home is…” dreamed Sam vaguely.

“Then, if you’re a slave and they’re black, why aren’t they slaves?

“I don’t know.  Maybe they massuhs jes let ‘em go.  Sometimes slaves kin earn ‘nough money selling vegetables or work to buy themselves.   I don’t know…but I ain’t never gonna be one of ‘em.  That I do know.”

A while later, Sam asked: “How long’iz yo’ term anyway?”

“As far as I can tell, my paper says seven years.”  

“What you mean, ‘as far as I can tell.’ Don’ yo know for sure?”

“Not really, ‘cause I couldn’t read it when I signed it.”

 “Then how you sen yo letter here and read the Massah’s letters to you?”

“I went to a priest who was a scriber, and he wrote and read what needed to be said.  So I guess it’s seven years.”

Questions and answers passed back and forth until a small landing appeared.  It consisted of causeway about sixteen feet wide and a foot over the surface of the water to allow easy access from the land to the boat.    Looking further, a rather small sailing ferry was approaching.  Wyanne was doubtful that it would hold their wagon, mule and them.  But, it must have gotten them over here, so she guessed it would get them back.  Besides, did she really have a choice?

“Oh, good,” grunted Sam.  “We won’t be waiting a long time for the ferry.  This’ll save us some time.”

Clucking Sal forward up to the causeway, Sam then got down tolead the mule and wagon aboard the ferry.  The ferryman approached them with a friendly greeting.

“Hi Sam, back already?  Got your new girl already?  That’ll be an extra one and a half pennies for her.”

“Yassuh, Massah. Elliot.  She come in on the morning tide wif the Singing Siren and we found each other without no problem.  Here be yo two shillin’s.”

The Ashley River is perhaps a quarter of a mile wide with a lazy current going to the ocean.  Mr. Elliot, however, was an expert sailor and in thirty minutes pulled the ferry up to the landing on the far side of the river.  Within a couple of minutes the mooring was secured and the party was allowed to disembark on the Ashley Road which paralleled the river.

More time passed and the countryside began to appear.  The trees were no longer dusty ghosts but rather looked like old men with long white beards.

“Sam?”

“Yassum?”

“These trees look spooky”

“What you mean?”

“Those long beards hanging from the branches…I’d hate to walking alone on this road at night.”

“Oh,” laughed Sam.  “You mean the Spanish moss.  I never thought nothin’ about it, but I kin see what yo mean.  Don’ worry, none ‘bout it, they’s no ghosts… leastwise, none I know of.”

As time continued to pass and the sun continued to arc over the sky, Wyanne seemed to have run out of questions.  Silences became longer and longer.  Finally, it was Sam’s turn to ask.

“What, no more questions?  Yo sure ‘nough asked a lot of ‘em.”

“Nope.  I just ran out.  So many things have happened in the last several months, I can hardly keep up let alone understand.”

“Yes, I kin understand that.  I had the same feeling…total confusion when I first come over.   I ‘ze just jerked from home; but why be you here?”

Wyanne thought for some time before answering.  She wasn’t jerked from her home, whatever Sam meant by that.  But, on the other hand, she didn’t really have a choice.  The farm was to be left to her oldest brother Jake, so she didn’t have much to look forward to there.  Just get older and work as a milking maid.  Take in stitching.  Get married?  To whom?  Most of the boys were farm hands growing old before their time or leaving for England or America.  Besides, what was that to mean anyway?  Just being a milkmaid to a husband while taking in stitching and of course…having a raft of kids.  “Growing old before my time. “ 

She had talked to Ma many times about what lay in store for her.  Even as young as nine or ten years old.   Pa told her that when Jake gets married, he would need all the rooms in their cottage for the kids that surely would be coming.  Of course, Pa would want some place for himself when he slows down and depends on Jake.  Otherwise, what’s the purpose of having children?  “Anyway, the point is, there just isn’t room for you, Wyanne.  You gotta figure out how to go somewhere’s else.”  Kevin sure learned that early enough.

Kevin…  Wyanne laughed at that.  Kevin.  He always was a wild one.  Maybe it was his flaming red hair.  It surely matched his temper.  But, ah that boy.  How we used to laugh and play as wee babes.  He was always protecting me from older ones too.  No, no matter what he’s done…poaching…or whatever, rumors gossiped about the girls…he was always my Kevin.

But that was that.  Kevin was gone and had been for several years.  No one knew what became of him.  Of course, he couldn’t read or write, so no letters came.  Maybe he was hanged after all for something he did.  Wouldn’t be surprising.  The countryside is full of young men turned to robbery…or worse.  Wouldn’t he be a dashing robber though?  Gallant with the ladies whose jewels he stole?  Course, Kevin knows more about poaching.  Maybe he would be caught doing that.

Almost like that song Geordie. 2   How do those words go?

Ah, my Geordie will be hanged with a golden chain

Tis not the chain of many

He was born of king’s royal breed

And lost to a virtuous lady

Ah, my Geordie never stole nor cow nor calf

He never hurted any

Stole sixteen of the king’s royal deer

And he sold them in Behenny

This lady then goes before the judge to plead for Geordie’s life.

Two pretty babies have I born,

The third lies in my body

I’d freely part with them every one

If you’d spare the life of Geordie 
The judge then turns her down saying:

The judge looked over his left shoulder

He said fair maid I’m sorry

He said fair maid you must be gone

For I cannot pardon Geordie

Would I plead like that for Kevin?  Of course, although naturally, no babies would be involved.  Maybe though he has a wife.  Would she plead like that?  Who knows, though once Kevin saw a woman, she never was the same.  It’d be nice to hope so, anyway.

  Meanwhile, she and Pa talked more about where she was to be going.  Some thought was given to improving her stitching.  She seemed to have a talent for it.  But, it was hard work and hard on the eyes and hands.  Look at old Mrs. Grable…sixty years old or so, and near blind with crippled hands.  But, at least she had had a living besides what her husband brought in farming.  So, life must be just a series of trades with a price to pay with each choice.

So, with the prospect of blindness and crippled hands in front of her, Wyanne started going over to Mrs. Grable for stitching lessons.  The work was hard and tedious.  Even Wyanne’s eyes, as young as they were, got tired after hours of work.  However, her hands became nimble and strong while her fingers got as tough as shoe leather after having been stuck with needles countless times.  

Eventually, her skills grew and she began to take in work.  At first, it was simple repairs but as time passed, it became more complicated.  Dresses with fancy lace for brides.  Baby dresses for baptisms.  Even some limited work for men’s breeches and jackets although generally men would go to a tailor.  But, she could do it.  Throughout it all, Mrs. Grable kept pushing her toward ever-tinier stitches.  Hiding stitches wherever possible.  Invisible was the word she used.  “Don’t want to see them at all,” she ordered.

The years passed.

Then, from nowhere a letter came from Kevin.  He was in America!  Charles Town, wherever that was.  Since when he didn’t say, but he did say that his master wanted someone who could do fancy sewing.  Kevin knew that Wyanne had had some talent for it and probably assumed that she would take lessons from Mrs. Grable.  Furthermore, the master, a certain Judge Drayton, was willing to pay for passage.  He also promised to provide her work and room and board in return for a commitment of seven years work.  It was called an indenture.

Anyway, without any further ado, he had proposed to his master that Wyanne be indentured as a fancy stitcher and the master agreed.  That Kevin, he could talk the skin off a snake.  He hadn’t changed at all.  Full of fire and smooth words.

Asking her neighbors, Wyanne learned that many young people, men in particular had gone to America under an indenture.  Many of them went in response to just such letters as Kevin’s.  Others from word of mouth.  Some went as an alternative to a hanging.  What became of them, most people didn’t really know.  They just left and were never seen again.  Occasionally, someone would come back, but that was really seldom.

But, again, what was her future otherwise thought Wyanne.  She had learned pretty much what she could from Mrs. Grable and in fact, was good.  Even Mrs. Grable said so.  Jake was getting married shortly and nine months later a baby would be born.  You could bet on that.  And Ma and Pa, well they were getting older and looking forward to taking it easier.   There wasn’t anyone around who attracted her toward marriage even though she was getting old enough to start thinking about it.

No, there doesn’t really seem to be any good alternative.  Kevin’s letter didn’t say much about what an indenture meant other than a trip and room and board for work, but she might as well take it.  How to get word back that she would come was her next problem since she couldn’t read or write.  Fortunately, her priest could do both and occasionally did letters as a scriber.  Once she sent off her acceptance, the next problem was how to arrange passage which she addressed to Kevin in her acceptance letter.

Kevin replied that she should go to Dublin where she would be helped by a shipping agent: John Clancy and Son.  Whatever a shipping agent was…but if it’s there where I’m to go, then, that’s where she‘d go.  This agent would be able to get her passage arranged on a ship going to Charles Town.

Since she had never been outside the outskirts of her town of Shantonaugh, Jake agreed to put off his wedding until he could take her safely into Dublin.  With his help, Wyanne made preparations to go, bidding goodbye to her family, friends and Mrs. Grable.  Such a fuss and tears.  One would think she had died and she was attending her own wake.  But, in fact, she knew she would never see them again.  But, again what were her alternatives?

Reaching Dublin was a two-day journey and a third one finding Mr. Clancy.  Mr. Clancy didn’t know anything about Wyanne or her offer of an indenturement.  But, he agreed to send off a letter to the Judge for instructions.  Meanwhile, Wyanne could go home until such time as he called for her.  That would probably take about six months.

“Six months?  You mean I have to go through my departure again?” asked Wyanne.  “Yep, unless you want to try and find work and lodging here.”  That wasn’t too tasty a dish, and she decided to return home.  Needless to say, everyone was amazed to see her again.

True to his word, another letter came from Mr. Clancy saying for Wyanne to come immediately as a ship was scheduled to take her to Charles Town.  Again, Wyanne attended another wake and trundled off to Dublin with Jake’s help.  This time Jake was less anxious to leave because his young wife was expecting their first baby.  But, Jake was good for his word and helped her off. 

This time Mr. Clancy was more helpful.  He had arranged a booking on the Singing Siren and written ahead to the Drayton family of her arrival.  He also asked her to sign the articles of indenture that would bind her to work for seven years.  Since she couldn’t read, Wyanne asked him to read the articles aloud and explain what they meant.  That accomplished, she marked an X on the bottom and Mr. Clancy witnessed the mark.

The ship was expected out on the following tide, so Wyanne had to go on board immediately.  Jake helped her aboard and found her a berth that was little more than a hammock in the ship’s hold.  Asking a crewmember, they found out where and how she was to eat and take care of her toilet matters.  Then he quickly said goodbye so as to get home to his wife.

For the first of many times, Wyanne asked God what she had done.  Never in all of her life had she felt so alone.  In fact, she never had been so alone.  She knew absolutely no one.  But other than that, she never discussed the trip again to anyone.  It became a complete hole in her life.  Some asked her about the trip only to be told shortly that it was something that was not to be discussed.  That was a secret she took to her grave.

“Missy…so why did you come?” Sam asked pulling Wyanne out of her reverie.  “You been gone a thousand miles away.”

“Oh, excuse me.  I was wondering that same question myself.  It’s a long story.  We’ve got time, so how’d you like to hear it?”

“Well, as you says, we got nothin’ but time.  So, sing away.”  And that is what Wyanne did.

By the time Wyanne had finished her story, the picnic had been eaten and the sun was clearly on the horizon.  By now, Wyanne was getting anxious to finish this ride.

“How much further till we get there Sam”

“Not much further.  You jes relax and be patient.  After all the way you come, a few more minutes ain't gonna hurt nothin’.”

In fact, it was just that.  A few minutes later Sal began to pick up the pace as Sam noted:  “We be gettin’ close now.  Ol’ Sal smells home.”

With those words, Sal turned unto a road that was almost invisible to Wyanne, but clearly Sal knew where she was going.  By now, darkness had just about set completely in, but even through the gloom, Wyanne’s breath was taken away.  She was looking at the biggest house she had ever seen outside of His Lordship’s castle back in Ireland.  She had arrived.
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