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What is love, but life? 

Life with pure emotion that doesn’t fade during strife;  

Life full as the waves in the ocean on a full moonlit night 

What is love, but life? 

 

What is life, but war? 

War full of terror, still terrifyingly adored; 

War that with some love is full of hope and full of force 

What is life, but war? 

 

What is war, but art? 

An art that remains engrained into the stitches of our heart. 

An art that uses souls for canvases and always leaves its mark; 

What is war, but art? 

 

What is art, but freedom? 

Freedom to become what we are and what we believe in, 

Freedom to make love, to live life and find meaning. 

What is art, but freedom? 

 

What is love, but life that overcomes a war 

To make art from all the wounds that has been developed by the world 

What is love, but freedom? 

Freedom made pure with our decision  

to love forever now  

and burn if we are sinning.  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 



 Thus, being the last words of my dear and lovely, Annabelle. Good evening family, friends, and 

good people of the congregation.  I should rephrase that, for the events that bring us together today are 

not events of good fortune.  Two nights ago, November 30th, here just outside of Baltimore, Maryland 

my wife and I returned home to find our dear Annabelle lying dead in our barn. With the only remains 

of my beloved daughter being the ashes left behind in the flames and this song of poetic excellence I 

have struggled in anguish to pick up the broken pieces of my heart, lost to the unfortunate and 

spontaneous events that have occurred. However, the duty falls on me, as pastor of the church, to be the 

speaker for the occasion and though the task at hand is extremely difficult for any father to grasp and 

speak on, I will attempt to speak clearly and poignantly on the behalf of Annabelle. Let me begin by 

speaking on my sins as a man, for I have done far greater wrongs than the most wicked of men in this 

wonderful country of freedom and possibility.  

Peter 2:15 to 16: “For so is the will of God, that with well doing ye may put to silence the 

ignorance of foolish men: as free, and not using your liberty for a cloke of maliciousness, but as 

servants to God.” And, upon this verse I have dropped my sins like anvils upon the world doing 

nothing, but destroying my happiness, this congregation, and now my family. For I was blinded by 

what it meant to be free and be free within the words and world of our savior.  I was blinded by tainted 

verses and misconstrued ethics; and it is this blindness that has led to the death of my daughter.  My 

daughter. The daughter I loved and cared so much for is not here with us anymore and, indeed, not a 

day has gone by I have not been sickened by the thought!  Annabelle was an angel, a sinless human 

being with nothing on her mind, but to do right for all of mankind. Humbly I say, if there was any 

sinful bone in her body, it would be simply in her beauty. A beauty that went far beyond mortal 

understanding in this world, a beauty that rung with blissful ignorance at one time, though it was 

infinitely soiled by a serpent like entrance into our home.  

Her death came during the week of my absence and my decision to depart will forever haunt me 

in my sleep. The weekend of her death, my wife and I decided to take a trip south to meet up with local 

churches and pastors in the state of Georgia.  We did not include Annabelle because the trip was 

expected to be short, and she was expected to be safe.  She was a brave and a resilient individual, a 

Ruth of our modern days. She was a restless, tireless helping hand around the house, a precious spring 

of joy when she sung, and a young girl with amiability coursing through her veins. However, amiability 

is a trait seen by all - man and monster. And, it doesn’t take long for a monster to overwhelm the man if 

man becomes feebleminded. Before we left for our mission’s trip, Annabelle spoke to me about a man 

by the name of Joshua Christiansen who was constantly watching her from afar.  She told me about the 

disturbance he had been causing her.  He had arrived in the night, following and watching her like a 

haunting shadow. Joshua, a Negro, was formerly my slave; he was a fugitive, a runaway who loved my 



graceful daughter with a stalking passion. So, when I heard he returned in such a stalking manner, I 

searched for this man sunrise to sunset for many days, but never was he found.   

 The day came when I had to go to Georgia and I said to Annabelle, “The only eyes watching 

over you now are God's own.  If danger arises trust in the voice of the Lord, his voice is the guide to 

safety.”  However, I encourage my family, friends, and good people of the congregation to always be 

careful of your perception of this voice.  Our perception is misguided and biased.  Our perception is a 

one-sided reflection of what we want to see instead of what is actually occurring.  Our perception is our 

only access to a honest freedom in the world in which we live. We are free to perceive. Therefore, I 

blame no one for the death of my daughter aside from myself and the beast-marked Negroes. I left a 

flawless angel in the garden with a serpent, and by his hands, the flame of fire captured and murdered 

my daughter! The body of that wicked monster laid pressed upon my precious daughter and though, he 

may have died in the arms of an angel, I know he will for an eternity burn in the flames of hell. “There 

is no peace,” says the Lord, “for the wicked.” Although, the laws of these United States have granted 

freedom to these marked-beasts, let us remember these wicked monsters for what they truly are – 

abhorrent monsters. I know, the grounds have been shaky and the times have been hard for us in this 

congregation as of late, but I want you to return to the true word of the Lord who is our savior, and 

remember to guard your perception because woven into it is our freedom. Thank you and dear God, 

watch over my lovely daughter Annabelle, and may she rest in paradise like the angel she was, is, and 

forever will be.  Thank you and may God bless us all. Amen. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

November 4th, 1866 
Dear Annabelle Christiansen,    
 
 I could never send you the letters I write, but it makes me feel like you’re still with me through 

everything that I am doing and everything that I am accomplishing by writing and penciling in your 

name at the top of the letters. Since I have become a free man, I have accrued an unusual amount of 

prestige for a Negro by working for an activist newspaper in Philadelphia called the National Thinker.  

Sometimes I wonder if I was this man a few years ago if things would be different for us.  With the 

little success that I’ve been able to obtain, I've lost the time for companions and most of my time is 

spent writing and reading newspapers. Yet, I have done it all with you in mind.  I created this idea that 

if I could reach achieve success in any memorial way, then I could be happy, but I am slowly finding 

out that satisfaction is never truly achieved. Most people are always desiring more in life and coming 

from the fields to the in-house, and now to this new freedom, I feel as if there is nothing but more that 

can and must be achieved.   

Once a goal is set and then achieved, our mind automatically attempts to create the next 

objective.  The pressure of this world crushing and destroying me; the pressure comes from my 

perpetual coexistence with expectations and flesh. I have become insane with comparative desires and 

unreachable ambition: perfection, fame, wealth, freedom. I guess this is what I deserve.  I deserve to 

have inescapable, unexplainable ambition. I deserve to love the hurt, the stress, and the sleepless nights. 

  I have been thinking about my life lately and the new chapter I am beginning soon.  I can't help 

to desire to see you once again.  I can only imagine that I am rarely a thought on your mind.  However, 

time is a fleeting moment. Each day goes by and turns into weeks, then turns into months, and then 

turns into years.  I wish I knew all the answers, I wish I knew how to stop time and I wish I could take 

one second to relax and feel nothing.  But I cannot.  I feel everything.  I have become frayed and worn-

down.  I have become nothing but a work-driven writer, when all I ever wanted to be was yours.  I don't 

know if it's the cold seasons upsetting me or the immense pressure.  I cannot stop thinking, “I can't.” 

And every time I say, “I cannot,” I am ready to prove myself wrong.  I need something from my old life 

to return to slow down my new life. I need something in my life that isn't too serious, that can balance 

out the intensity.  

I always ask: Why have self-control when we only grow old or die young? And, is it better to be 

great alone or average with many? And I never know the answer. I just want you to never allow this 

world to destroy you, Annabelle. It is in our nature to be flawed and you are as close to perfection as a 

person can be. I can fake that I am not flawed, but you know my insecurities, my fears, and my flaws, 



more than most. I couldn't imagine what this letter could ever mean to you, old friend, so I wouldn't 

dare send it.  Writing has at least helped soothe my worries for now.   

Sincerely, 

Joshua F. Christiansen 

 

 

November 10th, 1866 

Dear Annabelle Christiansen, 

   

 I sat down to write to you at around midnight.  This time I basked in confusion. It's weird 

because whenever I feel terrible, you're the first thing that comes to my mind.  Nothing has been 

capable of subsiding the pain of my stress lately aside from flashback and memories of you, and of our 

past when I had no more concern other than making you happy.  Now, I have an endless amount of 

paperwork and duties.  It's only on my bad days and when I see you in my dreams that I fiercely miss 

you.  I'm not sure how to explain this feeling or this journey that you put my mind through.  It's a wild 

reckless journey.  A journey that makes me lose sight of my morals.  However, I understand how wise 

you are and how strong you've become.  You have probably built up a barrier to words like mine.  You 

have started your own projects, adventures, and endeavors, and I can tell I never cross your mind.  If I 

ever do, would you even let me know?  I doubt it.  I need to gain the will to speak to you or learn how 

to balance my responsibilities. But, isn’t it our responsibility to live the life we wish? Isn’t that freedom? 

Freedom is that responsibility, that wish, and that thrill.  And, aren't most of us trying to find some sort 

of thrill in our lives anyway? You are my thrill, Annabelle, and doesn’t that make it my responsibility to 

try to make you mine again?  My curiosity grows increasingly dangerous day by day, but it hasn't been 

enough to persuade me yet.   

 I thought deeply about my desire for adoration and admiration, and I’ve decided that this 

ideology was a flaw started by your void. So, tonight I cracked and drank away my sadness like a lost, 

resentful Civil War solider who has seen the worst of the world’s conflict.  This crack of my normal 

barriers of self-control was exhausting.  After days upon days of thinking about you, I wanted 

desperately to reach out and speak with you.  I couldn't wait any longer.  I had lost grip on every single 

principle I ever took seriously, and I created justifications to support my obsession for you.  I 

occasionally debated the realness of my obsession and claimed that I wasn’t obsessed with you, but I 

was only merely obsessed with the thought of something from my past life returning.  It is probably a 

mixture of both, but I can’t understand why a former slave would want something from his past to 

return? It is as if losing you resulted in a new form of slavery.  I was enslaved to an indescribable 



connection, a depressing emotional vacancy as if slavery was all I could be subjected to for the 

remainder of my life. I imagined that your return into my life would ease the strain of my overbearing 

schedule and desire for recognition, but then I could be enslaved to your desires and then, the cycle will 

continue.   

All I needed was your touch; just one touch.  But, you and your touch have become a stranger to 

me now. I thought to visit you when my body froze solid. I never wanted to rest my eyes upon those 

blood thirsty fields again.  I never wanted to envision the memories, the bodies, and the lives of my old 

friends who lost their lives on that plantation, which you call home. The idea still sends chills down my 

spine; a setting that I remember so vividly and despise so fervently is the castle for the one I love. So, I 

wrote instead.  I wrote word after word of everything I wish I was capable of saying to you without any 

chance of receiving negative judgment.  Annabelle, one day I want to see you again, and when I see 

you, I will surrender my freedom into your arms and allow you to be the judge of our fate.  I only ask 

that you judge me with loving eyes, for only in the eyes of love can I accept a decision about what it is 

in your heart. For now, all I do is lie here in my bedroom pondering every decision I have ever made 

concerning our relationship and filling the void you left with letters I will never send.   

Sincerely, 

Joshua F. Christiansen 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

November 12th, 1866 

Dear Annabelle Christiansen, 

 

It was a vague and misty nightmare that woke me last night.  In the beginning, you and I sat on 

the haystacks in the dusty, plantation barn with our hands clutched tightly together, staring into each 

other’s eyes and reminiscing on the moments we shared in the past.  I placed my hands through your 

flowing brown hair, struggling to find the beautiful words to describe how much I missed you.  You 

listened and noticed how hard I struggled and how hard I tried to impress you and you laughed a 

bubbly, innocent laugh that made me smile away from you.  When my eyes returned to you, I didn’t 

say a word I only admired you. I observed the shoulder-length, thin brown hair that waved like an 

American flag in the cold October wind along with the adorable freckles that formed a near triangle on 

your nose.  I observed the striking embellishment on your auburn blouse, the fancy rosy, flowery 

design of your floor-length skirt that almost completely covered your black shoes. Then, you placed 

your pale white left hand with a delicate and careful touch gently on my cheek and I grabbed that hand 

equally as gentle with my hands.  You brought your face closer to mine as if you were leaning in for a 

kiss and my palms began to sweat, my heart began to race, and fingers started to fidget. The closer you 

brought your lips, the hotter the barn started to feel. With our left hands still locked together, I wipe the 

sweat off of my forehead with my right hand. Suddenly, the dense smell of smoke entered the barn and 

sat hastily in the room with us. When you finally kissed me, the barn started to flame at the front of the 

barn before making its way to where we sat.  With our lips sensually pressed together, comfortably we 

sat in the flames firmly barricaded in a barn of flames by love reignited. We slowly and 

compassionately pulled away from and the flames were right on top of us.  I wanted to panic.  I looked 

at the flames, then, looked at you, then, I looked at the flames, then, looked at you, but you were calm. 

The flames burned bright red and orange, and they began to spark the bottom of your shoes when you 

started to say, “What is love, but life?” Then, you sung it, “What is life, but war?” By the time you 

finished the singing the poetic words it seemed as if you had prepared to recite another portion of your 

song, but the fire had covered you whole and you let out a piercing shrill like that of a million deaths 

and I awoke short of breath and in a paranoid fright. 

  As I write, your song continues to play in my head like a repetitive tormenting pleasure. What 

is love, but life? What is life, but war?  I heard the church bell ring to dismiss you from your father's 



sermon today, and I waited on the other side of the street to watch you smile; just to see if it was 

anything like it had been in my dream. I couldn’t take my eyes off of you, and I didn’t want to take my 

eyes off of you. When I returned home, I almost collapsed into disarray.  My mind flurried rapidly and 

the only consolation was the therapeutic warmth of this new music that was ringing in my ear. What is 

love, but life? What is life, but war?  The lyrics warped my mind into a new location of sanity. The way 

I saw you today was indescribable and I hid myself from you and disguised my affection because I 

knew I couldn’t have approached you. My cowardice made me flee from your presence even though I 

know how much I need your companionship.  Because of today, I have more rage and more questions 

than ever before.  Why do we let this happen? Why do we bear witness to flawlessness and run from it? 

Why do we restrict our freedom with fear? Free men live off their contradictions.  We walk freely with 

the chains that we place over our own wrist and the lashes that we place over our own backs by slowing 

ourselves down with our fears.  Tonight, I walked and sat in my old rickety rocking chair in front of my 

house and looked into the sky.  There was this stillness in the atmosphere.  It was the perfect blend of 

the dark sky and the white stars. It was the perfect contrast. If God could create the stars and skies to be 

together in harmony for eternities, why does it have to be impossible here on earth for you and me? I 

closed my eyes and wished that you'd think about me. I closed my eyes and wished that you'd hear me. 

I closed my eyes and wished that you'd find a way to show me you cared.  I slipped farther into my 

depression, second by second, thinking about you and that's when the music began again. What is love, 

but life? What is life, but war? 

Sincerely, 

Joshua F. Christiansen 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

November 17th, 1866 

Dear Annabelle Christiansen, 

 I write to you from the creaky, rocking chair of my front porch, listening to the rain and wind 

rage rapidly before my eyes. It was a night similar to this when we first spoke deeply.  You and I were 

both alone in the dark.  Our random encounter in the night startled us at first, but eventually we were at 

ease and our fear subsided.  There was a spark in my soul at that union.  This one random meeting 

turned into a brave attraction, a robust affinity, a connection envious to the masses.  Then, we built our 

relationship like an empire.  We created history and memories.   

I said, “One day I'll change this world.”   

 And you responded, “One day we’ll change the world.”   

For five nights straight I’ve been bothered by that dream, and every night it returns to taunt and 

overwhelm me with thoughts of you. It always ends the same for us; it always ends in flames right 

before it all starts to come together, and everything starts to feel how it should, then a fire comes and 

burns away all hope. What does this dream mean Annabelle? Is there no hope for us? Has our hope 

been burned away like those dreams in that barn with that God-forsaken song that never gets finished? 

Perhaps I’m wrong for thinking it’s only the fire that is a symbol of everything we’ve lost.  That 

unfinished song: What is love, but life? What is life, but war? Is that us? Are we just an unfinished song 

singed away in secret confinement never to be heard or seen by anyone? It couldn’t be. I could sit in 

this spot all day and write to you, but I must be bold Annabelle. I tried to resist this attraction, but the 

more I run from the truth, the more the truth chases me. The truth is, nothing matters to me more than 

you; none of my articles, none of my organized rallies, none of my recognition has mattered. I only 

enjoy what I write to you, I only want to organize a moment with you, and I only want to be recognized 

by you. 

I do not know the way break free from the chains you’ve placed on me, but I do know the way 

to find you. So here in this letter I am confessing; I am going to stand up against my cowardly ways.  I 

am going to put an end to this barrier between us and return to the sound of your voice.  I will approach 

you and confess the only truth that I know. Even if it means returning to that place of terror and turmoil, 

even if it means returning to the soil of Hell, I will come to you. For the sake of all that is right and all 

that is true, I will come to you.  For the sake of freedom, I will come to you. 

Sincerely, 

Joshua F. Christiansen 

 



 

November 18th, 1866 

Dear Annabelle Christiansen, 

  

 It almost seems like the world is spinning faster than ever, spiraling sporadically on its axis, 

titling dizzily against some unknown force all in favor of working against me.  The wind and rain 

persisted as I walked against it only to see the plantation in no better condition than it was when I left: 

the grass still uprooted, barren and ruined; the barn still holding solid, circular marks of bullet holes 

formerly penetrated by soldiers; and in the dirt, the skeletons of unidentifiable bodies, bones, legs, 

skulls, lined up in an unorganized and terrifying order. Then, there was the post that still stood like an 

English gauntlet with the noose held high into the sky like pillars, still bloodstained. Lying beside the 

noose like a snake was the leather whip that characterized the torture of these times so vividly that I 

almost vomited when I first saw it.  This brought back all the memories of those times:  the young days 

of bundling into the barn with dozens of other enslaved men and women who you learn to call family; 

the hard days of working in those fields, sweating, struggling, singing; the days of change when you’re 

torn away from those who you love to become an indoor slaves; and the saddest days when you are 

forced to watch your mother whipped to death on that post when Master figures out you’re in love with 

his daughter.   

My mother passed right where I stood and I couldn’t help, but hurt when I revisited that death 

today. I remember my mother’s slow walk toward the post while every slave in the field was forced to 

watch, disgruntled. 

I remember your father grabbing me by the collar and saying, “A wise son brings joy to his 

father, a foolish son grief to his mother.” 

With my father among the watching, I remember him tied by a rope screaming, “Let’er go! 

Let’er go!”   

I remember your father repeating, “You shall not intermarry with them, giving your daughters to 

their sons,” as he whipped her profusely over and over again, and I remember watching in tears, young 

and enthralled with emotion.   

I remember sternly walking towards your father with no idea what I’d do and hearing my 

mother’s final words yell, “NO! Dis here mahn don’t know nuttin bout no love, suhn!” 

I remember the whip snapping over and over again as she spoke, “Love ain’t got no color. Love 

ain’t got no master. Love som’n that’s gaiined an’ kept strong like raiin in a bucket.” I remember how 

your father whipped harder as she spoke, and I fell to me knees listening to my mother fight through 

the worst of any imaginable pain.  “Love som’n like the waves suhn. Love don’t die suhn. Love don’t 



die.” Then, I lost her Annabelle.  I lost her as she stood hanging there, crucified and beaten. I don’t 

know if you ever knew about what happened that night to my mother, but that’s why I had to leave 

Annabelle.  I left everything I used to know to find peace somewhere among all of the chaos I started.  

I left my family, my friends, and you.  I left everything behind to become what I am today.  The man 

that is writing this letter is nothing like the man who watched as his mother was beaten to death while 

he sat in silence.  The man that is writing this letter is a man who sought out a legacy and a way to 

make a name for himself among all of the hatred of this separated world. That whip, that post, that barn, 

that dirt, and that grass is nothing, but an old story for a new man; a man that I know that you’ll love 

with all of your heart.  I needed to know that I was free from that pain and that memory, so I ran one 

last time.  I ran through the woods like I used to when I was young, scraping against the sticker bushes, 

dodging raindrops, bouncing the mud up from the ground onto my leg.  I ran one last time all the way 

home and wrote this letter to you. Now is the time for me to finally reveal all of my letters and show 

you the truth. No more fear.  No more running.  Only freedom.  One more day to think this through. 

One more day to be away from you, my dear Annabelle. 

Sincerely, 

Joshua F. Christiansen 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



November 19th, 1866 

 

Dear Annabelle Christiansen, 

 I have always dreamed of our reunion to be a glorious connection between former lovers.  I 

imagined the moment that we'd embrace each other and then, all former animosity would disappear like 

a shadow in the darkness.  We would reminisce of our former experiences and our former life.  We 

would talk about what our future holds and walk harmoniously into an everlasting companionship on 

the Northern side of the country. On the way to your house, I overcame that plantation and headed 

toward your door. After knocking, I had some determined inclination to take a step further.  This 

inclination must have clouded my judgment, but that didn't matter because I had overcome the 

plantation. I entered your house with a bushel of roses and my stacks of letters.  I hoped to capture your 

delight with evidence of the moments you've spent on my mind since I've been gone.   

 The extravagant exterior of your house wasn't nearly comparable to the luxurious interior. It was 

everything that I remembered it to be before I left except far more lifeless and empty. There were large 

rooms crowded with America's finest furniture with exquisite designs and ornaments.  There were 

Confederate flags held high on shiny flag poles next to leather bibles that sat on top of wooden drawers.  

I walked around trying to remove the memories of this wretched mansion. It was no longer wall to wall 

with slaves, but it will always be wall to wall with sin. Sin from ours to your father’s. Your elegant 

mansion was full of it.  I walked slowly and quietly through the house creeping around every corner 

like a thief hoping to notice you before you noticed me in order to appear in confidence.  After a few 

moments, it was clear that you weren't anywhere in sight, so I headed towards the bedrooms. I knocked 

on your door and waited, but I didn't get an answer.  I knocked on your parent's door and waited. Where 

could you be if not home? Where could you have gone? 

 I decided that there was one of other place I hadn't looked. The attic where the slaves used to 

stay.  I was worried about revisiting those images of cramped, bitter cold winter nights in the dark 

without any way to find heat other than to cuddle closer to the other in-house slaves or even, to revisit 

the excruciatingly hot nights when we were close to suffocation in sweat.  I shivered at the thought of it 

and thought about turning around; leaving the letters and going home, but I had overcome the 

plantation.  I overcame the plantation. I could overcome the attic for you, for us, for something bigger 

than myself, for what my mother told me love was and for what I believed was love. 

 I opened the attic door to what was the darkest room of your home. I was greeted by an abysmal 

silence.  I looked around and the hard wooden floor still had the sweat and tear stains from years passed, 

and I felt the floor with my hand tracing over ever last stain fighting against the pain of that harsh past.  

It was everything that it was when I left; it was sad, it was cold, and it was lonely and even more so 



without the others. I lay down across the floor and wrote this letter as well I could in that darkness. 

Annabelle, I am going home, going back to that life of workmanship and hopes of legacy. I have come 

here for you only to find nothing and while I have overcome those memories and those moments I have 

not found what I was looking for.  Now I am going home to that other slavery; the slavery of duty, of 

absurd hope, and of faith in legacy for reasons that I do not know. I have not and cannot give up on us, 

but I must go home. This house with its luxuries and its fanciful designs is a box of unforgivable sins 

and unforgettable memories, and the longer I stay, the more I suffer from them.  I will leave all that I've 

ever written for your eyes to see along with these roses as a token of my love for you.  If you care for 

me as I do for you, you will write, and if you do not, I will understand and will overcome. 

 Love, 

Joshua F. Christiansen 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



November 27th, 1866 

 

Dear Joshua, 

 It has been so long since the last time I’ve seen your face or heard your voice.  I had imagined 

that you were decades away in some faraway land without a thought of me, but more of that dismal 

past that you left behind.  I figured that you were either far away and free, or that you were slaughtered 

by the wildest animals of the woods or the wildest men of our world. I apologize for the many days that 

have been lost since you left your final letter in my bedroom, but it takes time to understand the 

difficulty in reading your writing. Every letter that you have so passionately penned has sparked about 

ambivalent emotions within me that I’ve struggled to control, but I have come to this point of 

understanding, and that is why I write to you now.   

 Since the day you left, I have been lost and confused. Every night for many months, I wondered 

where you had gone, and it wasn’t until a few days before your letter that I had begun to lose hope of 

your return. I was never more uncertain about my future than in those wishing days.  There was this 

mental struggle that consistently screamed at me to stay home and move on from you and then, there 

was this horrifyingly ambitious desire to flee from this cage of a house in search of the love of my life 

that stealthily ran away from me without reason and without cause.  

 The thought of moving on from you disastrously harassed me and disrupted all hopes I had of 

serenity more than any other option that I had.  To move on was to allow you to be lost forever in my 

mind; to move on was to choose ignorance as bliss and love as only a temporary emotion, only evident 

in the presence of the one that is loved. With your distance unknown and only the vast infinitude of the 

possibilities to comfort me, to move on only seemed like the worthier option however painful the 

ignorance may become. I had spent multiple nights staring at the stars and wondering how far you were 

from me, if an image of me still existed in your head, and why our time was lost and stripped away 

from us. In fact, I believed that our time was stolen. I believed that in that stolen time, our beautiful 

past became a futile past and that to hold onto that past was to hold on to a futile mystery.   

 From the moment I saw you holding that dinner plate with that lovely smile and that dark, curly 

hair, to the moment I was ordered to teach you about proper Christian values, the word of God, reading 

and writing, to our first kiss, our first admittance to love, our first sins, and our first separation to this 

very moment that I write to you now, I have never stopped loving you with all my heart.  I have only 

stopped searching for you.  I have only given up on the idea of feeling that dark, muscular frame hold 

me tight in the moonlit shadows of the woods and hearing that accented English sing those gospel 

songs alongside my voice like a lullaby crooning me to sleep. I want you to know that I did not give up 



because of some exterior force. As God as my witness, I have never seen you with any eyes but my 

own, and I have never loved anyone as freely and as avidly as I do you.   

 I never saw a slave when I laid on your chest listening to your beating heart, and I never saw a 

slave when you ran away in search of freedom. I only saw a man whose heart beat with love for me, 

and I only saw a man whose desire for freedom was stronger than his desire for love. Perhaps that was 

my ignorance, and perhaps, that ignorance was the reason I couldn’t fathom you leaving me alone for 

any higher purpose than selfishness, but I believe it was that very ignorance that allowed me to love 

you in the first place. I had never truly understood the reason, the purpose, or the ways of slavery.  I’ve 

always thought of my father as a priest of devout amity with the Lord and all of the fruits of his loyal 

companionship as a God-given reward. He always said to us, “It is through God alone that we have 

been blessed with joyful servants and luxurious living.” And, ignorantly, I trusted him and fervently, I 

followed the Lord with all of my being hoping to one day receive similar gifts that were given to my 

father. I, still in youth, desired not much from my Lord and savior, only true love was what I prayed for, 

and I consistently asked: 

Lord God, give me love, that strong emotion 

So that if it fades, it’ll return like waves in the ocean 

Give me love that may remain through storms and war 

So, that if terror strikes, I may have love to hold for my peace and warmth. 

Through your always gracious son, Jesus Christ, Amen 

  

Thus, I found you as the answer to my prayers who had left me alone for his falsely premised 

desire of a simple word that I thought could be given through prayer.  However, what I didn’t know 

was that in all that God had created, man was capable of taking away. And, it wasn’t until all of the sins 

of my father had reached public eyes and ears that I had begun to understand freedom for what it is and 

why you had desired it so much. My father mentioned very little to me about your departure, only 

saying that you had run away forever and weren’t going to be coming back. I didn’t know that he had 

found out about us. I believe he wanted to keep me ignorant. He never mentioned the whipping by the 

barn, and the day that I inquire your mother had been killed by the hands of my father was the day he 

had said that the workers were causing a riot on the plantation. Afterwards, my father had begun to 

watch over me tightly not allowing me to leave our home for any reason without his supervision or 

supervision of a female servant. Blind and foolish, I thought that his increased supervision was a part of 

his new anxiety uprooted by the congregation’s rage about my father’s use of the tithes and offerings.  

With the congregation growing, and the number of servants and fine luxuries that we acquired people 

began to question my father’s legitimacy as a man of God devoted to the Lord’s mission.  He started to 



put more gridlock pressure on me to be faithful and to be loyal, and I felt trapped inside of my own 

house; enclosed with nothing but bible scriptures and lonely with the answer of my prayers lost to the 

world. This created my desire to find you again and be free with you forever and always. It was these 

time that made me understand the world differently. I understood you and why you left, I understood 

love and the way love is so absolutely linked to freedom.  I understood this because I understood that 

without freedom there cannot be true love because enslaved love is simply emotional subservience.  

 Joshua, we live in a world that is not free and that does not love. This world of slavery, 

prejudice, and stifled love can only be changed by revolt. If God controls all of the things of this world 

and God will not stop men from enslaving true love, then what other choice do we have but to set 

ourselves free from all of this? If this letter reaches you in time before you begin some distant 

occupation then, I want you to come back to me at this house.  Together, we will leave a legacy behind 

of us, and we will make the only free choices man can make.  I know how we can be free Joshua. I 

know how we can be remembered, and I know how we can stay in love for the rest of our lives.  

 Please meet me at the Barn on the 30th, early in the day around 11 am. I will be there waiting 

with all of your past letters. My father and mother are away on a trip south to meet with other pastor’s 

and churches. They’ll be returning later in the evening, so you must come early, and you must come on 

time. Joshua, I love you and I always will.  

Love, 

Annabelle Crow 

   

 

  

The End  

 

 


