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Rose watched her Uncle Henry work the large crowd, shaking hands with local, state, and 
national dignitaries. The way he acted one would think they were all here for his account. 

Uncle Henry stopped in front of Senator who, exchanged pleasantries, and let out a great belly 
laugh, his one hand stuck in the jacket of his brand new uniform like a rotund Napoleon. 

He does so look like a giant ball of gray yarn, Rose thought not for the first time. Does he not 
realize how ridiculous he appears?

The rotund man pumped hands with Representative who before turning to the band on the 
bunting draped stage. He bade them to play. The band leader raised his baton and a stirring version of 
Hail Columbia ensued. Nearby, some boys let off some fire crackers. The rally for the call-to-arms for 
her Uncle's new regiment had begun.

Rose's escort for the evening, William Porcher Miles, the former Mayor of Charleston and 
former U.S. Representative, leaned close to her ear and said over the din, “Your father can still draw a 
crowd. You would think he was from Virginia. I never had as many people attended any of my 
speeches.”

Miles was being modest, Rose new. She had heard him speak on several occasions and he was a 
gifted speaker. He always did well drawing his own crowds.

She leaned back, almost till her lips touched his beard. “I am certain Uncle would have invited 
you to speak if he had known you were going to attend.” 

Miles waved his hand dismissively. “I came here to see your father speak, just like everyone 
else. I am not offended that I was not asked. I wouldn't have had time to prepare a speech anyway.”

Her escort had just arrived the day before from the headquarters of General Beauregard, hero of 
Sumter and Manassas, where Miles served as an aide. It had been good to see him again. A lifelong 
friend of the family's, Miles had been Rose's first suitor when she had come of age a few years ago. She 
had not seen him for some months, not since before the firing on Fort Sumter as a matter of fact. 

Miles placed his cane under his arm, took her hands in his kid gloves and placed them on his 
sleeve. She felt proud being on his arm. Miles cut a striking figure in his soldier's uniform. Though he 
was much older than she, he held his age well. She never liked his mustache and beard, no matter how 
well trimmed he kept it, but still, she felt as though she had one of the most handsome and dignified 
men with her at the rally.

He brought her through the crowd, looking for familiar faces. He stopped when he saw who. 
“Allow me to introduce Rose Bishop, daughter of tonight's illustrious speaker,” Miles said 

motioning to Rose.
“I am deeply honored,” said who as he removed his hat and bowed deep. “I have always heard 

the stories of your father's legendary speeches. I would not miss this one for the world.”
Rose smiled and gave a polite curtsy. “A pleasure to meet you, who”
Miles and who engaged in a bull session about the war. Rose only half listened. All she had 

heard about for the last year, ever since Lincoln was elected, was war. Frankly, she was tired of hearing 
about it. This was the first time her father had been asked to speak for its cause, though. It seemed 
strange that he would be giving it elsewhere than his home state. Goodness—all this way for just a 
speech! 

Her Uncle had sent a special invitation to her father in Charleston, asking if he would come to 
Richmond to be the keynote speaker for a military rally. Her father's celebrity, he hoped, would draw a 
large enough crowd so that he could raise enough men for his own regiment. Looking about, Rose saw 
hardly any man who wasn't of fighting age without a uniform. Uncle Henry looked like a johnny-come-
lately, wanting to raise a regiment after most of the men had been recruited and the fighting had already 
been done. But still-- what a crowd. There were so many, Rose could barely move without bumping 
into someone.

“William, do you think we could move some place less thronged?” Rose asked.



“Of course,” he said. Miles said his farewell to who and brought them to a couple of oaks where 
only a few people stood. A couple of young men, not quite fighting age, had climbed into the branches.

“My word—this crowd,” Miles said as he looked about. “Jeff Davis couldn't have done better.” 
Rose took the opportunity to study his face for the third time since his arrival. There was a 

difference in his countenance since she had last seen him those months ago. It was something she was 
not quite able to discern. It was a sadness of sorts, or perhaps a hollowness in his soul. She deduced it 
most certainly had to be related to his witnessing the horrors of war. She had noticed that though he 
gushed about his work with General Beauregard, he never spoke of the actual battle itself.

Miles motioned with his cane, “Your uncle looks suddenly troubled.”
Rose followed the length of the cane and saw the giant ball of gray yarn near the stage. He was 

speaking to Rose's mother. Mrs. Bishop shook her head over and over again. All the while, her Uncle 
grew more and more green. Uncle Henry and Mrs. Bishop scanned the crowd until their eyes rested on 
Rose. Mrs. Bishop pointed in her direction.

“Oh dear,” Rose said. “There must be something wrong with Daddy.”
She left the arm of her escort and moved to intercept her Uncle who was quickly weaving 

through the crowd. 
“May I be of assistance?” Miles called after her. 
“No, I shall be fine. I shall be back momentarily.”
Her Uncle grabbed Rose by the hands. He was perspiring rivers down his doughy head and his 

palms were slick with sweat. 
“What is wrong?” Rose asked.
Uncle Henry put his hands on her back and drove her through the crowd, back towards the 

stage. He said into her ear, “Your father has locked himself into the newspaper office and refuses to 
come out. My God, what is the matter with you and your family? Always so full of fire and so 
obstinate! Everyone was right when they said Hell itself could not govern a Bishop. I should not have 
asked him to come.”

Rose gave a small smile. Typical Daddy. Always making a scene. 
“And your mother--she will not assist despite my imploring,” Uncle Henry said mortified. “I 

begged her and still she refuses. She said to speak to you. She said you were the only one who could 
make him come around.”

Rose understood the routine well. It happened about every month or so. Momma was never 
helpful in these types of situations. She only served in making her father more belligerent. 

“My God, what am I going to do if our main speaker does not show? All these people--!”
Rose patted her Uncle's arm. “Do not worry, Uncle. All will be well. Its just Daddy being 

Daddy.” 
“If he wasn't the best orator in the south I never would have asked him to come,” declared her 

Uncle.
Rose was getting angry. “Well, then don't ask next time.”
“I won't,” her Uncle slobbered after her as Rose walked past the stage and toward the building 

that had Richmond Democrat stenciled on the window. 
Fool. He should be on his knees thanking her father for traveling all this way at his age. That 

idiot giant ball of gray yarn never could have gathered a crowd like this one even if he had promised 
free whiskey and confections for all of Virginia. Of course, she understood that her uncle was just 
stressed. He was a good man, but never understood the sometimes eccentric ways of his brother-in-law.

She came to a sudden stop as a hammer flew through the office window with a loud crash. Half 
a second later, a young man burst out of the door as if he had just been given a good paddling. 
Swearing followed after him from inside. Rose shook her head, picked up the hammer, and walked 
inside the office.

Adam Bishop paced back and forth, his speech crumbled in his fist, he was cursing and 



throwing his hands up in the air. He looked up when she entered, red-faced like a demon. He raised his 
cane as if he were going to strike her.

“I told you to go get me another shot of whiskey, by God!” he roared.
When he saw it was Rose, he lowered his cane and his countenance changed as if by magic. 

“Oh. It's you, Rose.” He turned back to his pacing, though much more quietly this time.
This type of thing seemed to happen every few months. Her father had a tendency to work 

himself into a tizzy when he felt stress. It was just his hot Bishop's blood, she knew. When he was a 
U.S. Senator, he was notorious for destroying things in his office before a speech before Congress. 
Even then, when Rose was just a toddler, her mother would have her crawl up into her father's lap and 
suddenly the rabid hound would turn into a harmless puppy.

Rose looked around the office. Some  newspaper equipment had been knocked over and the 
broken pieces lay scattered across the floor. That was going to cost her Uncle a fair amount of money. 
He wouldn't like that.

“I am so nervous,” Bishop said. “God, I haven't been this nervous since. . .,” he flapped his arms 
helplessly. “God, I don't even remember.”

Rose laid down the hammer on a counter and approached him. 
“Now stop it, Daddy,” she admonished. “You'll destroy the whole office if you aren't more 

careful.”
Rose held him firmly in place and looked over the suit he had chosen for his speech. The black 

suit clung to his thin, but in no way frail, body. He was small, smaller even then Rose, and slightly 
stooped, but in Charleston, he may as well have stood seven feet tall.  

Rose adjusted his cravat. “You will do fine, Daddy. Don't you worry.”
“I can't be just fine, my dear. I never was just fine. I was great.”
He fingered his cravat. “Was being the key word. This is too tight my dear. I need to breathe.”
Rose pulled the cravat free, placed it back around her father's neck., and began to retie.
“What if they've forgotten me?” Mr. Bishop said.
“You? The South Carolina Firebrand? Hardly.”
Every man in South Carolina, and all points of the south, regarded Adam Bishop, Champion of 

Southern Rights, as a living legend. The man with the fiery red hair and temper to match once had been 
a holy southern terror to his political enemies in Washington. The fiery red hair had long vanished and 
had been replaced with stark white. What few enemies he had left were now pursued with less vigor. 
Though his passion did not quite burn as bright as it once had, there was still a considerable flame 
there. One only had to look into his face for a moment to see it.

“I was just thinking,” Bishop said. “I haven't given a public speech since 1856.”
“You gave one just last spring, Daddy. Remember? At the County Fair?”
“Rousing people to buy the church ladies' homemade pies is quite different than rousing men to 

go off and die for their country.” 
“There's hardly a young man out there who hasn't joined the army already. Uncle is going to be 

disappointed at how few recruits he receives. Everyone is just here to drink his cider, eat his 
confections, and listen to you.”

Her father chuckled. “The old blow hard. Does he not realize how ridiculous he looks in that 
uniform? What man would follow him into battle? They'd die of laughter first. He looks like . . .”

“Like a giant ball of gray yarn.”
Her father laughed. “Oh that is good. Very good indeed. I may have to use that somewhere in 

my speech.”
Rose finished the cravat. Her father tested it and seemed to find it to his liking. Rose picked up 

his beaver felt top hat and brushed away some of the lint along the brim.
“How are you and young Miles getting along this evening?” Bishop asked.
Rose thought it peculiar that her father would use the word 'young' to describe William Miles. 



Of all her suitors, Miles was the eldest--over twenty years her senior. Of course, Miles was young by 
her father's standards. Adam Bishop would be sixty-seven this year

“Well, father, as always” Rose said. “William always behaves as a gentleman.”
“He looks very soldierly in that uniform, does he not?”
Rose nodded.

 “But he's missing his true calling,” Mr. Bishop said. “Our new Confederate government could 
use a man like him: patriotic and with a head on his shoulders. William would lend much needed 
reason to the leadership of our Cause.”

“I agree. I said as much, but he is loyal to General Beauregard. Its all he speaks about.”
“Hm. Wrong-headed, but admirable. I always did liked that boy. He would make you a good 

husband. I wonder why he is being so darn laggardly about asking you to marry him?” 
In truth, she and Miles had spoken of marriage a couple of times in the past, but she was not 

sure how serious he was about it. She was not certain she wished to marry him either. Miles was a good 
friend and she often wondered if he had not asked her to marry him because he felt the same way. Not 
that she was in any rush to marry. She rather enjoyed the attention she received from her collection of 
suitors and beaus. Most of them anyway. She wanted to enjoy it a little longer before she was dragged 
into marriage. After all, it was called the 'bonds' of matrimony for a reason.

The door to the office cracked open and Rose and her father turned. Uncle Henry's fat face 
poked around the corner. “Is all well?”

“Of course it is, Henry,” Bishop said. “Don't get your over-sized uniform in such a bunch. Strike 
up the band. Let's start this rally.”

Her Uncle mumbled something about hell-fire and Bishops then disappeared. A few moments 
later, the band struck up Bonnie Blue Flag. 

“It is time,” Bishop said straightening himself. “Wish me luck, my dear.”
Rose kissed her father on the cheek. “Good luck, Daddy. Fire up those boys so they'll want to 

chase Abe Lincoln all the way back to his Illinois backwater home.”
She followed her father as far as the stage entrance, gave him a reassuring squeeze and then 

went to Miles. She found him in the front row. He stood as she took her seat between he and who.
As the band played Dixie, her father ascended the stage. He waved to the masses who cheered for the 
old senator. Rose smiled and raised her hand toward him. He winked at her before he turned and 
grasped hands with Governor Letcher of Virginia and her Uncle. He then took his seat to the right of 
the podium. Rose's mother stood behind him, her hand on his shoulder and looking dutiful.

Governor Letcher gave a short introduction which was followed by a benediction given by who. 
Her Uncle then took to the stage, trying his best to look martial and dignified. How truly ridiculous you 
look, Uncle, she thought and hoped for his sake that he would be spared of being laughed off the stage.

Uncle Henry gave a speech about saving the newly formed Confederacy- a thirty minute speech 
that was thirty minutes too long. Someone called out for him to be silent, sit down, and let the former 
Senator speak. Rose, along with others, could not help but chuckle. Her Uncle seemed to take the cue. 
His speech took an unexpected end. The giant ball of gray yarn swung his hand toward her father.

“Now ladies and gentlemen, I give you the man of the hour: the South Carolina Firebrand, the 
Champion of Southern Rights, former South Carolina Senator, Adam Bishop.”

The crowd exploded in applause and shrill whistles.
Senator Adam walked to the podium with dignity and grace. Despite his small and stooped 

frame, he looked like a giant. He struck a stately pose, placing his right hand against the small of his 
back and the other on the podium's lectern. He waited patiently for the applause to quiet before 
beginning.

His speech began as any other speech and she was certain that many in the crowd, particularly 
those too young to remember him, or who had never seen the South Carolina Firebrand in all his glory, 
wondered what all the hullabaloo was about this old man. Then, something began to change. 



First it was just short bursts of increased volume-- points her father wanted to emphasize. This 
brought a few hurrahs and hoozahs from the crowd. Soon, the short bursts became more frequent. Then 
they became much longer. The crowd responded, like a large pack of slavering wolves famished for 
morsels of scraps slowly being fed to them.   

Need some speech here. Something about defending slavery.
Wild applause. Rose's eye moved towards a trio of negro servant women that had accompanied 

her aunt and uncle. Description of these servants. Rose wondered their thoughts on the matter. 
The passage of 'the' book crossed her mind: 'My life is bitter as wormwood; the very life is  

burning out of me. I'm a poor, miserable, forlorn drudge . . . What's the use of our trying to do 
anything, trying to know anything, trying to be anything? What's the use of living? I wish I was dead!'

Her eye then caught that of a young woman nearby, in the front row on the far left. She was 
about Rose's age, attractive, with dark eyes and hair. She was clinging to the arm of a splendidly 
dressed cavalry officer. She was staring at Rose and not clapping with the others. It was then that Rose 
realized that neither was she. She brought her eyes forward, smiled, and let out a huzzah.

More speech.
Now he was pacing and pointing at the crowd. Instead of raising his voice to make points, he 

was shouting them. This earned him many more hurrahs. 
Speech 
He unbuttoned his jacket and loosened the cravat. His face was beginning to flush. 
Speech.
Rose's gaze wandered back to the young woman she had seen before. She wondered if she knew 

her. The woman was paying attention to the speech, but she caught Rose's eye and turned to face her. 
Rose looked away, not wanting to seem rude by staring. 

Speech.
The Senator turned and threw his arms up at the men and women sitting behind him, as if daring 

them to challenge him. He then spun about, tossed his jacket on to the stage, rolled up his sleeves, and 
pounded towards the audience, his face becoming a sheet of crimson. She heard a few women behind 
her gasp. It looked as though that the old senator was getting ready to engage someone in a fist fight. 

Speech.
He threw his finger into the air and stretched his neck out like a crowing rooster. He was 

screeching his speech now, kicking his feet, and pounding his fist onto the podium. The crowd was 
eating it all up. Rose could not even hear what her father was saying any more because the crowd had 
become so loud with applause and exhortations for the senator to keep going.

Even Miles waved his cane above his head. “Hoozah!”
Her father's words made her think of another passage” 'A curse to the master and a curse to the  

slave! I was a fool to think I could make anything good out of such a deadly evil.'
She forced a smile and clapped her hands.
Spit flew from the senator's trembling lips. He pushed his hands through his disheveled hair, 

wiped the sweat from his brow with a handkerchief, threw the handkerchief up in the air, and caught it 
again. He was bent over, as if his stomach ailed him, yelling and bellowing at the top of his lungs. The 
crowd loved it.

Speech.
Several times Rose feared he would hurt himself for his exertions. 
Speech. 
All hell fire and damnation to those who opposed southern interests.
Some type of ending.
Thunderous applause. Miles sprung to his feet, clapping wildly and shouting huzzahs. Rose 

joined him. Before long, the entire crowd offered a standing ovation. Adam Bishop offered a deep and 
humble bow as someone retrieved his jacket and cravat for him.



“Oh my,” one woman said behind Rose. “I have never seen anything so grand.”
A man in an officer's uniform said, “Mighty fine speaker. Mighty fine. The old man has not lost 

his fire—not in the slightest.”
Another man said. “It was like an old fashioned tent revival!”
Uncle Henry came out onto stage, put his hand in the air for silence, and tried to speak, but he 

was drowned out. Adam Bishop walked to stage left and was suddenly swamped at the stairs.
“Come, we must go and congratulate him,” Miles said taking Rose by the hand. Suddenly she 

was being squished in the masses efforts to get to her father.
 Adam Bishop stood at the top of the stairs, smiling and waving, basking in the adoration of the 

throng. She had not seen her Father look so alive as he did just now. Nor did he look so young. For a 
moment, she thought she could imagine the red headed senator of long ago standing there. She could 
not help but beam with pride. 

The old senator met and greeted each of his admirers one at a time.
“You must join our government's new Congress,” one man said pumping the old Senator's hand. 

“You must. We need that old fashioned fire in our ranks. Please—please tell me you will run this fall.”
“You can come to Virginia,” another man said. “We'll vote you into Congress and you can 

represent us!”
Miles pushed his way to the front and shook Senator Bishop's hand.”Magnificent, sir. Truly 

inspiring. That speech would be enough to put the fear of God into any Yankee's heart. Senator Bishop, 
you have convinced me that I must go back into government. You've given me new fire in my soul. 
Truly inspiring, sir.”

Rose kissed her father on the cheek. “You did marvelous, Daddy.”
The Senator met with admirers for the better part of an hour. All the while, her Uncle was on a 

nearby wagon calling for recruits. Rose saw that he actually was getting some takers. All the while the 
band played triumphant marches.

Finally, it was time to go. A flock of people saw the senator and his family to their cab and 
waved as they went down the road to the outskirts of town. Description of Uncle Henry's plantation.
They all sat down for a fine dinner of. Compared to the enormous gathering that had just occurred, the 
dinner was much more intimate, which suited Rose. It was just her father, mother, uncle and aunt, 
herself, and Miles around the dinner table. 

“I did not recruit nearly enough men for a full regiment. Just a couple of companies,” her Uncle 
said with a frown..

“Many of the regiments are depleted after the battle at Manassas,” Miles told him. “We could 
combine your companies with an existing regiment and bring it up to full strength. I will speak to 
General Beauregard about it.”

Her Uncle thought the idea grand, but still lamented that he would not be the colonel of a 
Virginia regiment. Miles told him perhaps there was a place on Beauregard's staff for him. After all, 
Miles had declared that he was going back into civilian service and Beauregard would need another 
aide. 

“You did well, Mr. Churchill,” Miles told him. “Many of our men of fighting age are already 
with the army. The fact that you recruited so many says much about your rally.”

This seemed to pacify her Uncle's pride. He raised his glass.
“And I have it thanks to my brother-in-law,” he said. “To Adam Bishop.”
Everyone raised their glass. Adam Bishop smiled and gave a modest shrug.
The rest of the evening proceeded much as Rose anticipated it would. The men bragged about 

their victorious war. The ladies scolded the men about not giving women more credit for staying behind 
and supporting them so they could have their victory. Miles proposed a toast to the women of the 
country and their gallantry on the home front. After that, the meal wound down and Miles took his 
leave. Rose saw him to his horse.



When she returned inside the house, her father was near the curtain, obviously spying. “Did he 
happen to steal a kiss?” he asked with a mischievous smile.  

“Father, please.”
He hadn't tried to kiss her and she was fine with that. She was becoming accustomed to the fact 

that she and William Porcher Miles would never marry. It was for the best, she was certain. He would 
always be regarded as a wonderful friend. She went up to her room where her hand maid, Milly, waited 
for her.

“Did you have a good time, Miss?” Milly asked.
“Father has not lost his touch,” Rose said with pride. “All those people were there to see him. 

And he not even a Virginian!”
Milly helped her out of her dress. “Your father do have the gift of words.”
Rose walked over to the cherry wood vanity. “You should have seen him. He was actually 

spitting and slobbering. You could barely heard a word he was saying, but everyone got excited for the 
Cause.”

Need smatterings of description in here: the room, Milly.
Milly brushed Rose's thick red locks out as Rose looked in the mirror. She rubbed a stray 

eyelash off her eyelid and blinked her blue eyes. Her gaze then drifted to Milly and realization 
suddenly struck.

“Oh, Milly. I am so sorry.”
“For what Miss Rose?”
Rose turned around and grasped her hands. “Father spoke about what he speaks about best.”
Milly turned her back around and went back to brushing her hair. “Don't be silly, Miss. You 

should be proud of your father.”
“But not for that,” Rose shook her head. What had she been thinking? She knew better. She had 

just been so proud to see her father look so alive after all these years.
She sat in uncomfortable silence the rest of the time Milly helped her ready for bed. All the 

while the slave chattered at her about how Virginia was so different than South Carolina and how she 
was ready to go back home.

Milly laid down the brush and asked if there was anything else Rose needed. Rose shook her 
head. Milly walked to the door. “I will be here in the next room over if you need me, Miss.”

“Thank you, Milly. And I do apologize again.”
“Oh, hush now,” Milly said fanning her hand at her and walking out.
Rose made sure Milly closed the door before reaching into her carpet bag next to the vanity to 

produce a book. She pressed the cover of Wuthering Heights to her chest and hurried over to her bed. 
She fluffed the pillows up against the head board, climbed under the covers, and settled in comfortably. 
She rested the book against her knees and opened the title page.

On rippled pages in big bold letters read, Uncle Tom's Cabin or Life Among the Lowly by 
Harriet Beecher Stowe. Rose ran her fingers across the illustration of a slave family outside their cabin 
along the bottom of the page. 

She checked the makeshift binding she had created. It was becoming worn from constant use. 
She had the book for almost a year now and this was the fifth time reading it. When Milly had brought 
her the smuggled copy, Rose had cut out the pages of Wuthering Heights and glued the controversial 
book inside its backing. The pages were coming away in places and she would need to redo it soon. Or 
maybe she would chance having Milly go buy her another copy when they returned to Charleston. 

Rose gave her bedroom door a good stare, wishing it had a lock, and opened the book to her 
bookmarked page on Chapter XVII, “The Freeman's Defence.”  

A forbidden smile crossed her lips as she turned the page, remembering how she had gotten to 
this point.

Last summer, she had been invited by her Uncle Eben and Aunt Fannie along with her cousins 



June and Cleo to Boston. Rose had marveled at the cradle of liberty and enjoyed seeing such sites as 
Paul Revere's House, Old North Church, and the site of the Boston Massacre. She and her cousins had 
a lovely time, but by the end of the fifth day, they were becoming bored, and began playing truth or 
dare. On a dare, June suggested Rose go to a matinée production of Uncle Tom's Cabin at the Adelphi 
Theater. 

Rose balked. What would someone say if they found out that the daughter of former Senator 
Adam Bishop attended such a dreadful play? June countered that she was in Boston. What was the 
chances that someone would discover her? Rose consented, but only if June and Cleo accompanied her. 
The girls agreed.  

Rose tried to hide her face behind her fan the entire time. She was mortified and giggly at the 
same time. She admitted she was curious as to what all the hullabaloo was about about. Everyone she 
knew railed against 'that Beecher woman' and her book of lies and the plays that had followed it. There 
had been a negro who had been jailed for possessing a copy of the book a few years before. What work 
of fiction could possibly drive people to such rancor?

The playbill featured Mrs. G.C. Howard in the role of Topsey and W.H. Whalley as George 
Harris. She remembered the lights dimming and the opening course of Stephen Foster's stirring song, 
Old Folks at Home drifting through the theater rafters. She was immediately intrigued and found 
herself leaning forward on her balcony staring down at the stage.

For how long she had been riveted to her chair, unable to look away. The play was performed 
almost entirely in blackface. The actors were in great form. The orchestra's melodies breathtaking. She 
had fallen in love with Topsey and laughed when. She bawled like a baby when Uncle Tom was 
tortured to death by Legree. 

When it was over, she and her cousins hurried to get out. It dawned on them what they had just 
done and escape was still paramount. She had just gotten into the street when somebody, a woman she 
never remembered meeting, singled her out.

Rose tried to cover her face with her fan as she hurried to her carriage. She was suddenly set 
upon by a journalist from the abolitionist paper Boston Liberator. The ill-bred man demanded to know 
why the daughter of the fire-eating secessionist Adam Bishop was attending the play. More, he wanted 
to know if the play had touched her wicked soul.

She pretended she did not know what he was talking about and denied she was the Senator's 
daughter. As the coachman drove away, the journalist chased them, making quite the scene, calling her 
and her father vile names.

“We were lucky,” her cousin June said. She tried to calm her sister Cleo, who was nearly 
hyperventilating. “What an utterly stupid thing to do.”

“It's all over, though, now,” Rose said.
She was dead wrong. 
An article reviewing the play from the day before featured Rose's encounter with the 

abolitionist journalist in every newspaper in Boston. The article spewed pure venom at Rose and her 
family and called upon the wrath of God to crush them and their slave-owning ways.

Her Uncle and Aunt were besides themselves and bought tickets for an early departure back to 
Charelston. There, Rose had to endure a bombardment questions from her mother and father.

“Why Rose, why?” her mother had wailed. “Oh, the good name of your father! You dragged it 
through the mud by attending that vile play!”

All Rose could do was admit that she had been in the wrong. She cried on her Daddy's 
shoulders and apologized for embarrassing him. She declared her outrage at the portrayal of the south 
as ruthless murderers. To make her story all the more convincing, she unleashed more than a few 
unladylike epithets towards the producers of the show, Harriet Stowe, and the reporter.

She laid in bed for three days, afterwards, sickened. But it was not because of her behavior. It 
was because she had been moved and she did not know what to do about it. It was as if she had 



suddenly learned the Lord Jesus had been nothing but a man. She could not stop thinking about all the 
things she had seen in the play. Examples. 

Oh God, she prayed hourly, what was she going to do?
She could not say anything. Ever. And she contented herself that the feelings would soon 

subside.
To make her feel better, Senator Bishop acquired two train tickets for she and him to journey to 

Baltimore where they would attend a play at the Baltimore Museum: Uncle Tom's Cabin as It Is: The 
Southern Uncle Tom. She had genuinely laughed at the parody. But afterwards, she felt melancholy, and 
her mind drifted back to the play in Boston.

She began to see things differently around the house. Instead of seeing her servant, Milly, she 
saw Topsey. Instead of the field hands along side the road, she saw who? Quotes from the play began to 
fill her mind whenever she heard her father curse the northern abolitionists with his usual vitriol. 

She had so many questions, but could get no answers. She felt terribly dirty and very, very 
guilty. It was all she could do to keep her mouth shut about her feelings. She had to tell someone. She 
told Milly.

The slave girl listened quietly as Rose spoke all. Rose could not help but crying. She fell on 
Milly's lap and her faithful servant patted her on the head.

“There, there, Miss Rose. It's gonna be all right.”
Afterward, Rose wiped away her tears, composed herself and felt like a new woman. She then 

gave Milly a hard scowl and promised to beat her good if she told anybody. Milly swore she never 
would. For a few days, Rose felt like her old self, but then the feelings returned and it wasn't long 
before she was crying in Milly's lap again. This time, she was begging her for her forgiveness.

“We need to get you fixed up, Miss Rose,” Milly told her. “We can't have you cryin' like this. It 
ain't good for your soul.”

It was then that Rose gave Milly a few coins. “Find somebody to buy me that book, Milly. I 
have to have it.”

Milly looked at the coins. “You sure you wantin' to be doing this, Miss?”
Rose didn't know what she wanted. She wanted to see the play again, but didn't want to either. 

Perhaps if she just had the book. Perhaps that would be enough. Rose confirmed that she wanted the 
book. She fretted for a week until one evening Milly came to her with it in a little bag. Rose was up all 
night reading it.

Afterwards, she was sick for three more days. A doctor had to be called.
“I'm gonna burn that book,” Milly told her.
“No,” Rose said. She had a high fever and the world was all a fuzz. “Do not.”
Despite her sickness, Rose leafed through the pages, knowing that the very thing that was 

killing her was also keeping her alive. All the while her mother fretted over her and the Senator paced 
ceaselessly.

Then, one night, Rose could no longer bare the blemish on her soul. She knelt next to her 
bedside and prayed with all her heart to God to forgive her and to give her the wisdom to know what 
she must do and then the courage to carry it out. The fever broke that very evening.

Milly was all smiles and doted on her.
“You had me worried, Miss Rose.”
Rose took her by the hand. “You don't need to worry about me ever again, Milly. I know what I 

must do.”
She then laid out her plan to Milly. Milly listened with her usual expressionless silence.
“Are you sure, Miss Rose?” Milly asked.
“Yes,” Rose said firmly.
Two days later, Milly handed Rose a scrap of paper. It was a time and place in the downtown 

Charleston area. Rose was so excited, she barely could find the strength to breathe. She dressed in her 



Sunday dress and rode with Milly to the designated spot. Along the harbor, reading the Bible under the 
shade of a tall ship, was a woman Rose did not recognize. 

Rose approached cautiously. The woman fixed her with hard eyes. Her face was tanned and 
leathery, her dress rough spun and splattered with mud.

“You are Rose Bishop?” the woman asked in a northern accent.
Rose nodded, finding herself unable to form words.
“The daughter of Senator Adam Bishop?”
Again, a nod.
The woman put her Bible in a carpet bag and motioned for Rose to follow her into the hold of 

the nearby ship. The shipmen watched Rose with suspicion as she walked by. They were hard looking 
men and Rose began to be frightened as to where she was being taken to. 

They finally stopped by some crates in the darkness of the ship hold. The woman brought a 
lamp up which cast a ghastly glow on her face. She began to ask Rose questions—personal questions.

“Do you love God?”
Rose nodded and pulled at her fingers. “Yes. Of course.”
“Do you love your fellow man?”
“Yes.”
“Would you do all in your power to save your fellow man?”
“Yes. I would.”
“Do you keep the commandments?”
“Yes.”
“What are your impressions of the book written by Harriet Beecher Stowe?”
“It has changed my life, Miss. In ways I can not understand.”
The woman brought her light up and shone it close to Rose's face. Rose grimaced and put her 

hand up to shade herself.
“Why is the daughter of the most fire-eating slave holder in South Carolina interested in 

becoming an abolitionist?”
Abolitionist. At first the label hurt and Rose became angry. But it was true. She had never 

thought on it before. In her heart she was an abolitionist.
She lowered her head.  
“Because it is good and right.”
The woman studied her for awhile. “You will go home and wait to be contacted. Read your 

Bible. Be ready at all times.”
Rose went home, feeling as though she had done something noble. Still, she was terrified that 

someone would discover what she had done. Months passed and nothing became of it. More 
disappointing, she was never contacted by the mysterious woman. It made her depressed and she 
sulked. She had so dreamed of being a heroine for the freedom of others.

As the woman bade her, Rose spent much of her time reading her Bible. If someone asked why 
she had become so religious, she simply said she prayed for her country and the wisdom of their 
leaders. Mama was worried, but Daddy encouraged her to continue and stated that other southern girls 
should follow her example.

Then one day it had happened. Milly brought her a slip of paper that said the hour was coming.
Rose was on edge the entire time. She did not hear anything for almost two weeks and decided that the 
woman had decided that Rose would not be of use. She was just too high profile or worse, the woman 
did not believe a Bishop would help any slave. But then she got another message. It had a time and a 
place.

This time it was a young man with mud splattered clothes and a frayed hat. He said a slave was 
on his way from Georgia to Charleston on a ship, but the authorities had gotten wise. They needed to 
get him off the ship and hidden for a few days until things cooled. He asked Rose if she could help. 



Rose was trembling. “Yes. Yes. I can hide him.”
She arranged for him to be hidden in the best place she knew: right in her father's slave quarters. 

There was a shed in the back he could hide. With Milly's help and the help of two field hands, Old Jim 
and Rufus, they smuggled him in one night when a wagon full of supplies came in from town. The 
slaves unloaded it.

She had been told that he was in one of the barrels. She watched, hardly able to breathe, 
wondering which barrel he was in. There was one barrel that Old Jim and Rufus unloaded that seemed 
heavier than the others. She studied the barrel with great interest. Milly took her attention away for a 
moment and when Rose looked again, the barrel was gone. Rose almost panicked.

Milly took her arm and said in a hushed tone. “Quiet now, Miss. It's all taken care of.”
Rose nodded and returned to the house. She made sure food was sent to the slave regularly. It 

was the worst three days of her life, but also the best. She became physically sick from worry and spent 
much time in bed. When her mother inquired, Rose told her it was only vapors.

She had not seen who she was helping as of yet. She desperately wanted to. But she was 
terrified that someone would follow her and discover him. In the end, she knew she had to see him. She 
had to look at the man she had helped give freedom. One night, she carefully made her way to the shed, 
Milly with her and watching. Old Jim was there too.

A young black man peered at her from the back of the shed. He was almost completely covered 
with tarps and bags of peanuts. He was near her age. He looked at her with his wide white eyes, then, 
suddenly seeming to realize who she was, gave her a  nod and said softly, “Thank you missus.”

The next day, he was loaded up in a wagon full of supplies and was gone.
It had been the most exhilarating and most meaningful thing Rose had ever done in her life. She 

smiled and glowed for weeks. But she could not tell anyone about it. Even in her diary, she only hinted 
at it. It was her secret—between only her and God.

Afterwards, she could not help smiling. It had been perfect. Who would believe the daughter of 
Adam Bishop would be sympathetic to the plight of slaves and had smuggled a fugitive slave in the 
very slave quarters of of the mist fire-eating slave holder in South Carolina. 

Rose closed the book and brought it to her chest. She peered out the window. It was getting very 
late and she was having difficulty staying awake. She placed the book under her pillow and said a 
prayer. I can do all things through Christ which strengtheneth me. She then rolled over and 
extinguished the light.


