Sunday’s Rose

Description:

Spiritual. The one word that settles into the mind upon viewing the land—a land that would remain vast and beautiful but shapeless to the mind’s eye—land to be held with reverence always, as if the inhabitants were overcome by a spiritual essence. This was how the wealthy Rose family felt about their plantation. The year 1859 found Sunday Rose, a child of the South and only daughter of Edward, dreaming about travel and true love. In the wake of a brutal assault, her parents are forced to send her away to live with her wealthy grandparents in New York—a city in transition. It is there that Sunday discovers herself and finds the man who will help her to heal as the Civil War changes her life forever.
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First Chapter:

Spiritual. The one word that settles into the mind upon viewing the land—a land that would remain vast and beautiful but shapeless to the mind’s eye—land to be held with reverence always, as if the inhabitants were overcome by a spiritual essence. Columbia, South Carolina held a special beauty in the eyes of those born and raised there. The town tantalized and teased all that came to dwell and tend her soil. Columbia, like her sister Atlanta, was a focal point to all that was Southern. The people lived amidst dreams and would gladly give their lives in an effort to uphold their vision of how life should be lived. Life for these cavaliers would lose its connection with God and earth if they had to alter one small characteristic. The South wanted to remain, until judgment day, a private world unto itself. July 28, 1859 was another hot, steamy day, which forced the locals to seek out shaded parlors and polite conversations. Many found themselves wishing for an early autumn.

The sun was a blazing fireball in the sky, ungodly heat that appeared to penetrate down to the very marrow of the smallest of God’s creations. Bending low over the cotton, the field hands scattered about the many acres moved slowly in an effort to conserve the energy that was so rapidly evaporating in the stifling heat. This was the plantation owner’s land shimmering in the light, providing him the assurance that an aura of perpetuity protected his existence. The owner had to be in control in this unsavory environment; maintaining order was crucial. No one wanted to question the system or bring about a chaos that might cause the fragile structure to crumble. It had made so very few so very rich.

In the distance a large, formidable-looking man, sitting cross-legged on his horse, stood out against the landscape. Drenched in perspiration he pulled out his handkerchief and proceeded to wipe the salty sweat off his brow. The blistering heat did nothing but exacerbate his already sour humor. The horse bucked in an effort to rid itself of the fat green flies biting into its flank. Edward Robert Rose slapped at the horse with the slightly uncurled whip.

“Steady, boy!” he commanded, harshly, while waiting impatiently for his son. Rose was hot and tired. The weariness wasn’t due to his fifty-five years but to the growing tension within his family. His thoughts raged inside him. Where was that boy? By the look of it, he’s certainly not getting the job done! Rose wasn’t going to let his lazy son off the hook this time. He wouldn’t wait much longer before calling him in.

Taking out his flask he drank deeply, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, and thought back over his life. He liked to think of himself as a man of unrelenting principles. If he made up his mind on a matter, serious or not, and pushed hard in that direction, there was nary a man this side of heaven or hell that could stop him. He had the grudging respect of the other plantation owners—most said he was as tough as the whip he carried. Out of envy they all tried to outdo him. If he had a small dinner party, others would follow with grand dinner parties. Some even tried to emulate his toughness, but Rose never considered himself cruel. He didn’t concern himself with what others thought. He’d started out with the whip to keep his three active sons in line, a firm believer in “spare the rod, spoil the child.” When comments were made about his treatment of the boys, he decided to carry it as his own trademark even though his wife disapproved. His life was what he had made of it. He was given nothing, so he gave nothing. His plan had always been to be better than his circumstances and, to this end, he had accomplished his goal. He was the master, and all the rest were his servants and slaves. 

The whip represented authority. Many a slave had felt its sting on their backside. Despite this, he thought he was less cruel than the other landowners. His slaves were treated as fairly as Southern protocol allowed. His insatiable need to be above others was what drove his basic personality—he understood himself well enough to realize this. Pride kept him going when men of lesser motivation would have called it quits. As the son of a sharecropper, Rose understood the importance of money. He’d left home at sixteen, deeply bitter over his circumstances in life. Yes, he thought, grimly, I’ve built all of this with my own two hands. But how long will it last, he wondered? How long can this way of life continue? While he continued to wait for his son, he thought back to the distant past—his past.

As a young man Rose had made his way to New York after hearing a friend’s tale about how money could be made there. Factories offered work, and war offered profit. Rose entered the city with the determination to rise above his poverty. He had, by this time, acquired the knack for putting on airs. In a short period of time, he worked his way up in Samuel Headly’s munitions factory, a munitions factory that owed its success and rapid expansion to the War of 1812. The corruption of certain politicians was an extra bonus. Headly’s grandfather understood the need for government contracts. He had courted all the right political powers and passed this subtle art on to his son. Sam Headly liked this young man from the South who had such drive and ambition. He frequently talked to Rose about the best means of increasing profits while keeping the workers wages low. Edward was a willing student and was allowed to enter this private world of high society where the members believed that only a privileged few should share in the country’s wealth. The lower class had to be kept in its place, they firmly believed. In amazement, and with an increasing disgust for the type of world he was becoming involved in, he watched as Sam added more and more politicians to his payroll. 

To Edward’s delight he became associated with Sam’s daughter, Sara. Sara was the very answer to his prayers. Without encouragement from her family, Rose resolved to court her. He ignored proper protocol and rushed in with total confidence. She was to be his ticket home, away from the pretentious world he’d grown so weary of.

Sara was a plain young woman, a thinker and idealist. In a calculating way, she thought that the charming, often boorish, Edward, could offer her stability, a trait of his she found most appealing. They made quite a pair in high society New York—she, petite and demure, and he, big-boned with a rugged, handsome appearance. After a short courtship Edward easily convinced Sara to marry him, confident that nothing her father said or did could end their relationship. Sara, however, was a pampered daughter who’d always had her way. She knew she could handle her father, and this proved to be the case as Headly soon acquiesced, with only mild objections. In fact, Sam rather liked the Southern boy—only because he believed he could control him. He reasoned, too, that the willful Sara, with her lack of beauty and charm, might not do any better than Edward Rose.

Hanna Headly was not so easily beguiled. As far as she was concerned, Rose offered Sara nothing. Hanna had attempted to halt the romance, preferring to see her daughter remain a spinster then wed a country bumpkin. Hanna despised Southerners—all Southerners. 

Despite his wife’s strong feelings against the match, Sam consented to the marriage, thus unwittingly breaking the bond that held Rose and him together. He looked forward now to having grandsons, thinking they would become involved in the family business and contribute to the Headly legacy. He never considered the possibility that his future son-in-law had made his own plans. 

On their wedding day, Headly took Rose aside and presented him with a dowry, not realizing it would provide the means for Edward’s escape and his daughter’s ultimate departure. Sam had felt from the beginning that Edward Rose was just like himself, but if he’d looked deeper, he would have discovered a loyal Southerner.

So Edward, surprising everyone except his mother-in-law, took his new bride to South Carolina and bought a large piece of land on the outskirts of Columbia. He proudly proclaimed the acreage “Quietland” and immediately began work on the realization of his dreams. First he rode to Charleston and purchased slaves for his fields, planning it so that the planting and the building started simultaneously. He designed the main house and hired an architect to carry out his vision. While in Charleston he let all his former acquaintances know that he was in the process of becoming a true Southern Aristocrat.

Sara was not impressed by her husband’s plans. The young couple lived in a quickly constructed one-room cabin until the completion of the main house, Edward’s grandiose mansion, and she complained from early morning until late at night about their living conditions. She told Edward repeatedly that this was not what she had bargained for when she’d agreed to move to the South. As time went by and the mansion still wasn’t completed, Sara became certain that their first child would be born in the decrepit cabin. This upset her greatly when she thought about how her life had been in New York. Sara longed to have her mother’s sound advice and company. She felt so uneasy around the field hands. Her conscience wouldn’t let her ignore their sad circumstances, but she still looked on them as property, plain and simple. Edward ignored her frequent outbursts and told her not to worry—his child would be born in their new home.

“If it’s time, Edward Rose,” she told him, emphatically, “there’s nothing you can do to delay our baby’s arrival!”

Sara wrote home often while she struggled with her guilt and boredom. She was conditioned to fine dinner affairs and parties and socializing with the moneymakers, she thought, sadly. Now here she was in some God-forsaken place with little or nothing to do. She occupied her time by making clothes for the baby and taking long walks through the woods and fields. The thorny foliage tearing at her clothes was a painful reminder of her uncertain future.

In one of her letters to her mother, Sara had mentioned that she would probably be having the baby with the help of a female slave. Hanna Headly was horrified when she read this. Her poor daughter, raised in such splendor, having a baby out in the middle of nowhere, without the benefit of a doctor! The more she thought about Sara’s circumstances, the more worried she became. She ranted and raved to her husband, demanding that he do something.

Sam, still smarting from Edward’s refusal to work for him, sent a doctor to stay with his daughter until after the birth. But Rose, angered by the interference, promptly sent the doctor back with a letter stating that they should mind their own affairs and stay out of his! From this point on, relations between Edward and his in-laws became even more strained.

As he began to come out of his reverie and back to the present, Rose shuddered inwardly when he recalled all the empty nights he’d had to endure because of that hasty action. Sara wouldn’t let him touch her for a long time after that—it was almost a year to the day before they shared the same bed again.

Carefully he studied the slaves working in the fields, noting that the heat made them even more sluggish than usual. He had figured they’d be done with checking for boll weevils by sundown, but in watching their slow progress, he knew it would take at least another half a day’s work.

If only I’d been checking up on that boy, he thought, angrily, I’d have known about this delay. In vain, Rose searched for his overseer. Where was Ed? The glare from the cotton and the dark glistening bodies blurred his vision. Unable to spot his son, Edward pulled out his sidearm, pointed the gun skyward, and fired two shots. It wasn’t long before a cloud of dust appeared in the distance.

Ed, Jr., the oldest son, was standing in the far field, talking with his brother, when he heard the shots. “Damn,” he mumbled, “what do you suppose Pa wants now?”

Shrugging his thin shoulders, Troy Lee shook his head. “He’s most likely madder than hell that we ain’t got the darkies to finish this field yet. He thinks the world revolves around him. The only reason he cares about the South and this mess with Washington is because it might disrupt his life! He expects everyone to jump at his command!”

“Well, I don’t know what he expects,” Ed answered back, as he mounted his horse. “Take over for me, and for heaven’s sake, don’t let them stop again!” he commanded, not waiting for his brother to reply as he spurred his mount on. Ed was sweaty and irritable. He hated living in the South and, most of all, hated being boss to a collection of slaves. He remembered how thrilled he’d been when his father had told him that he was going abroad, to England, to finish his education.

     “The Headly’s have a lot of kin in England, so your ma feels that it would do you good to get a proper education. It’s some kind of Headly tradition for the males to study over there. Besides, England is important to the South so it could prove useful somewhere down the road.” His father had informed him of this on a cool October morning in 1856. That was nearly three years ago, and here he was, almost twenty-one, living on a plantation in the dear ‘ol South.

     Ed was overseer of the field hands and the cotton and cringed every time he looked around and saw the endless work to be done. “King Cotton” was the common term because it had made lots of money. But Ed hated cotton, and he hated making men work in this heat. His heart did not belong here, and he longed to go back to where he’d found it. London was in his blood, and the people ran through his veins. They were charming, polite, and to his way of thinking, lascivious. He knew their façade of eloquence was what had attracted him most. Ed had discovered that refinement was a true social virtue in its entire pretense. In fact, his mind had been set on staying when a letter arrived from home. His father had written that if he didn’t return immediately, all support would be cut off. As an extra inducement he told Ed, in no uncertain terms, that his inheritance would also become void.

     So Ed was faced with the predicament of either staying with his newly acquired lady friends, penniless, or returning home to secure the means he would need for his future. He had considered himself a true Southern gentleman and had made many a conquest in the English female population. They were “safe” conquests because all were married to other men, and he wasn’t risking his independence by fraternizing with them. Ed knew, however, that these women would lose interest in him if his funds dried up, so he made his choice. Properly chagrined, he’d rushed back home to secure his assets.

He wasn’t home long before he discovered his distaste for the frigid ladies of the South. They were all models of virtue, tiny, frail things that passed themselves off as “belles.” As far as Ed was concerned, they were a cruel lot, vain and self-absorbed. Their gossip could destroy a girl’s reputation even to the point of forcing her family to send her away. Even worse, a duel between suitors could end in death and disgrace. For these reasons he soon found an attraction for the female slaves, easily falling victim to their soulful eyes. He couldn’t help smiling whenever he reminisced about his nighttime adventures on the plantation. Ed knew that his father was aware of his activities, but he never once confronted him on the matter. There was an unwritten agreement between them after Ed discovered Mary. She was his father’s favorite and was kept as kitchen help for that reason. Nothing was ever said between them regarding Mary or any of the slave women, even after the birth of many half-white babies. It bothered Ed that his father could quickly sell them off with little or no compassion or regret.

As he approached his father, who was still waiting impatiently for him to appear, Ed noted the sour look on the old man’s face and halted a few feet away. Nervously he ran his gritty fingers through his matted blonde hair, while he searched the recesses of his mind in an effort to bring forth an excuse that would appease him. He knew that showing compassion for the over-worked slaves would make the old cuss even angrier, but he didn’t much care. His father was angry a lot—he was getting used to it.

“I heard your shots, Pa, so I rode over to see what the problem was.” Looking away from his father’s icy stare, he mumbled, “It’s one helluva hot day. I’ve had a number of slaves pass out from the heat. You can’t make them work when they fall down.”

Rose continued to stare at his son. His firstborn was not turning out to be his pride and joy—far from it. Today was one of those days where he resented the fact that Ed was his namesake. It disturbed him every time he looked at Ed and saw those feminine features. He was too pretty to be a man, and it embarrassed him. I should never have let him go away from here—to that fancy London school, he thought. How could I have known when I forced him to come back that he’d become bitter towards life here? He has too much of that Headly blood in his veins. Lord, that’s the only place he could’ve gotten those looks from. He tried to rein in his thoughts as he recalled the Northerners he’d come to know who didn’t know beans about life down here. A sorry bunch of people if ever there was one!

Some of Rose’s anger vanished as he thought about the future of his son and his importance in the overall scheme of things. Yes, Ed will take over after I’m gone—once those fool notions about leaving are out of his head. If he doesn’t correct those notions soon, I’ll send him to New York, he thought, angrily. Yeah, let old Sam take him in. He’d straighten him out. Forcing his thoughts back to the business at hand, he asked his son, “Ed, why aren’t they done with the fields yet? Time is money, and there’s no excuse for wasting either. We’ve worked them when it’s been a helluva lot hotter than this! You can’t give those boys an inch of sympathy ‘cause if you do they’ll take a mile.”

Ed steadied his agitated horse as it tried to move off—the biting flies were such a problem this time of year. “You know how it is, Pa. Looking for boll weevils in this heat can slow a mule down. If you ask me, this is a waste of time. I think the Hollins plantation is the only one that has those damn bugs. The old guy could be lying about them being all over. Good way to get back at us. It wouldn’t surprise me if he’s doing this just to cost us money.”

“I ain’t asking you! Boll weevils can destroy cotton in a day if they aren’t burned out! It just takes one field to infect them all! A lot of us could go under if this thing’s not controlled!”


“And you don’t want to be the one with the bugs,” Ed said, sarcastically. “You need to back off and let us work without having to watch over our shoulders for you. It’s never been as bad as you make it out to be. You got some kind of special sense or something?”

“Damn straight! You’re a real smart mouth, aren’t you! You learned a lot at that fancy school, didn’t you! I should’ve burnt the money instead of wasting it on you!”

Ed caught himself before he went too far and said things he would later regret. After all, this was his father, and he owed him respect. Best to smooth him over, he thought. He knew the weevils could cost them plenty, but there really wasn’t much to be done about it. “Once the sun moves around, I’m sure we’ll get all the plants checked. Maybe it’s better to simply wait and see. There are lots of miles between our place and the Hollins’. I doubt those bugs move that fast!”

Rose debated whether it was worth risking his peace of mind to continue with this conversation. The one thing that really riled him about Ed was his disinterest. The boy had said they’d get the cotton checked today, but he’d let the field hands slack off. He’d taken his son’s word that the work would be completed, and now they weren’t even close to finishing. Now, due to his blind trust in his son, he’d have to go back on his word. He couldn’t commit to selling his cotton if it wasn’t free of those damn boll weevils! As far as Rose was concerned, a man’s word was as good as gold. He knew Ed could produce excuse after excuse when work wasn’t completed, but the real problem was the boy was too soft on the slaves. He actually cared about them! Rose pulled out the expensive silver pocket watch Sara had given him years ago, glanced at the time, and angrily shoved it back into his pocket. “Alright. Go get your brother and give the slaves a short break. It’s about time to eat, and I don’t want your ma nagging me about working y’all too hard,” he retorted, sarcastically, while looking past his son. “And for your information, those bugs can travel fast!”

Ed waited a minute, uncertain whether his father was finished with him or not. Soon realizing that their brief exchange was over, he turned his horse and trotted off, smiling when his back was to his father. He couldn’t help thinking that this was one big waste of time. Hollins was trying to get the old man’s goat, and it was working. He was becoming obsessed with this boll weevil thing.

“Be sure you don’t linger!” Rose yelled after him. He watched as Ed waved, derisively, not bothering to look back at his father.

Review: 

“The year is 1859. Sunday Rose had always wanted to experience a life completely different than life on her family plantation in South Carolina. She was bored with her life and wanted more. Sunday had even begged her parents to let her go to New York. Now, Sunday is about to get her chance. Unfortunately, the circumstances aren’t quite what she had planned, having been sent off to the grandparents after that unfortunate incident with the womanizing Rodney MacBain.


Sunday’s Rose takes an intimate look at the attitudes and expectations of upper class individuals during this period of history. The author also takes a look at how those rules of conduct were often ignored and the consequences covered up, only to surface as rumor and gossip spoken in hushed tones. She also illustrates the difference between old money and new money in the social standings, attitudes, and general conduct. I believe these aspects give the story greater depth, making the story appear more realistic.” Tami Brady, TCM Reviews

