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The Dinner

You wait for him, anxious about the prospect that you would talk about. How would he react, you wondered. Your hands grasped your legs nervously as you looked around the restaurant. In Trinidad and Tobago there weren’t really many places to hold such a dinner meeting. Places that boasted culinary pomposity were a rather disappointment. They bombarded you with ‘gourmet’ burger and fries, seafood platters splashed with macabre items and that dreaded alfredo pasta. For you, the expense behind these lavish meals were enough to drive the lovers of bara and channa away. Those who absconded the taste of local cuisines were the ones that chose to eat what, they believed, was decadent and ostentatious.

However, that was not why you were here, you had a goal to accomplish, and you needed seclusion to do so. A place where there should be no distractions; no wailing baby, no petulant children playing spitball or the rowdy girls night lime. To find such a place was rare in this country but you were lucky enough to come across Coggins Cuisine.

You checked your phone again, not a single reply to your messages. The time was drawing nigh, and he was late. You can’t afford to get angry right now, so just order another drink.

The waitress that attended to you was nice and warm, greeting you with an effervescent smile that helped place one on your face. She may not have known the perils of your own mind but if she did, she was hospitable to treat you no differently.

“The same right?” she chirped as she came to your table, with a slight nod you acknowledged. “Coming right up,” she replied with that jubilant proficiency.

As she walked away, she spun around and was about to ask a question. In a moment of contemplation, she refrained herself and proceeded to get your order.


Your blouse started to feel tight as you grabbed onto the menu to fan yourself. Then you remembered your mother’s words. A lady must always have decorum, never showing signs of ghetto behaviour. You could see her twisting her face in disgust as she said the last two words. Her air of pretentiousness was one that always appalled you as a girl growing up, as everything she did was mean spirited. But there were times if you had followed her advice, you may not have been waiting over an hour in a restaurant for a disinterested man.


Then there he was, as if your silent grouse summoned him, walking with that confident stride. He was wearing a worn-out shirt, a design that may have cost close to five hundred dollars. It was unbuttoned a little to show his chest but more so that overpriced gold chain. It was shorts over jeans tonight it seemed, showing that he wasn’t taking what you were about to say seriously. And those ugly boat ride shoes…was he planning on going a party after? This was not going to bode well tonight.

As he roughly grabbed the chair opposite you, you could smell the faint whiff of cigarette smoke wafting at your nose. He really was incapable of keeping his promises. His voice was loud as he called out to any wait staff he saw walking by. This was the grandiose spectacle he always did no matter where he went. He always had to take control of any room he was in, just as he had taken control of you.

“Quade…” your voice was soft and whispery as you had not spoken for over an hour. You had to clear your throat as quietly as possible. After all that was ladylike. “What took you so long? I have been waiting here for a while, they may want to charge extra.”

“Oh gosh! Relax nah! Ah geh caught up…Wappen, is money all yuh does study awa?” his voice was playful, but you could hear the condescending tone.

This is what he does after all, this is what he will always do. Treat you like trash in a joking manner as if it were a gamble. If you get angry, he will say it was a joke. If you didn’t get angry, he would keep playing because in his eyes, he was winning. This game was tiresome, why did you let it go on so long?

“Wappen? Yuh ain’t drinking anything awa? Yuh come quite here to spend all this money to siddung and stare at ah plate? Oh wait, look some gyal coming.”

The waitress was returning with your drink, a cocktail that shone blue with hint of green at the top, tasting as marvelous as it looked. It reminded you of the article you read in Hear Me Out magazine by the acclaimed mixologist, Mayers Josh:

“As the bar craftsman creates a delectable cocktail, I am amazed as each ingredient is poured to build such a design. A play on my senses. With his unique talent he adds his mixture to the Boston shaker filled with ice. He poured some lemon juice that reminded me of my childhood, such a refreshing memory. Then to add extra tart, freshly squeezed limes with a simple syrup to enhance the flavours. There goes in a shot of puncheon rum and some blue curacao. He shook it to incorporate all the tantalizing flavours. A unification of beauty. Adding it to a hurricane glass, one need not fear because it is no disaster. Only a masterpiece trapped in overheated limestone, soda ash and sand. Let’s not forget the colour! Reminiscent of the picturesque beaches of Tobago. The colours adorned the glass to resemble a chalice for royalty. Simplicity is beauty. A citrus wheel for the sun and a straw to soak it all in.”

A beautiful poetic review you liked only for it to be smothered by the salacious man on the other end of the table. Quade’s eyes scanned everything that was heading your way; from the drink to the waitress, to her clothes and what was under. At first you thought it was just the male gaze, as they call it, but then that gaze started to become a full body analysis.

You blinked your eyes quickly to keep them back. Not here, not right now.

As your drink was placed in front of you, you whispered a silent thank you. Your throat felt parched, and you would like nothing better than to rush and drink it all. Your mother’s voice rang in your ears, words about etiquette and decorum and how a lady must consume. The thirst you felt to devour the entire drink in one gulp was overbearing. However, you had to have dignity and behaviour. The rules planted in childhood had grown into a gnarled tree. You broke free from it once. However, this is where it got you, sitting opposite to a man indifferent towards you and the news you wanted to tell.

Maybe the tree wasn’t a prison as you led yourself to believe over the years.

Your thoughts were distracted as you saw Quade speaking to the waitress, his hands tightening on the table’s edge.

“Hey, good evening, how are you? I'm Quade. Do you have more drinks like that one? Or do you just make them sexy like the woman they’re for?”

His words disgusted you, the faux speech, enunciating his words in a vernacular that wasn’t regular. This is how you were trapped, that charm over the years blinded you, allowing him to slip into you and slowly take over. It was as if a new life had sprung inside you. It was too late now, others tried to warn you but you had dismissed them.

Running away from your mother’s teachings led you right into the very thing she chastised. You could never face her and tell her this is what had happened because even she was caught in his charm. It had spread from you to those close around you, penetrating their very being. Who knew his reach would be so infectious, that even your martinet mother would be wooed?

The news that was revealed to you over these past few days led you to a crossroads. You didn’t know how to choose. Alas, in cosmic divinity, life helped you in that aspect. It gave the feeling in you to make such a decision. Now it was all up to you.

Would you move forward with him or not?

You listened to his flirtation as you took small sips of your drink, the sweetness helped ease you a little and the tanginess of the citrus soothed your throat. Your thirst kept calling for more and more, but you had to keep the modesty of a lady. His hand kept gripping the table more tightly as the waitress giggled and sauntered off to get his order. His eyes looked at the menu option for the night and he licked his lips.

“So how yuh find this Coggins place?” he asked uninterestedly. He was more of the 'gourmet' burger person. Why were you surprised by his dispassionate demeanor?

“It’s more than just that. You don’t have to diminish the hard work he put into such establishments in Trinidad and Tobago. You should respect his ambition to do something differently and give you the Coggins Cuisine experience!”

Your words were bitter and angry as you spoke to him. It was insulting to watch all he just did in front your face! Furthermore, he had the audacity to talk to you as if he was merely asking the waitress for directions!

“What the f—? What does go on with you? You does take in awa? Jusso?” he asked incredulously.

“Jusso? Jusso? Quade are you serious? Didn’t you see what you just did in front my face?” you spat bristly at him.

“What yuh mean? I was just making small talk…I doh wah them throw something in meh food, they hadda geh the order right, so be nice…” he stated as he laid the menu on the table.

“Be nice? Get the order right? You were flirting with her! Right in front my face!”

“Oh gosh bai…relax, relax," fanning his hands down as he continued, "yuh does always do this. Why yuh does hadda geh on so? Ah cyah even talk to ah next woman in front yuh! Oh gawdoye!”

“Get on like what Quade? Tell me…”

“Yuh playing all this proper thing but daiz just surface thing. Yuh is ah little wajang when yuh ready,” he turned his head looking for the waitress and his drink.

“Buh what the muddacunt!” you shrieked behind pursed lips.

Your eyes burned with anger as your hands trembled against the glass. He did it again, he got under your skin. You came to deliver the news that was supposed to stop that from happening again but you didn’t. In one fell swoop he unravelled all that you had planned to speak about. He had gone and taken control without even trying.

How does he do it? Do you allow yourself to let him take control as some antiquated form of subservience?

“Yuh see what ah mean? All that fancy talk and fancy mannerisms. All that just to be cussing like ah wajang in the people place,” he scoffed in mocking disgust, but you could see the gleam in his eyes. 

He had won, just as he wanted, just as he always did. When you told him “no” in the nights, he always found himself in you. You let him; he didn’t coerce. No, you reminded yourself, affirming your determination. It was more like a trick. A subterfuge that was disguised as love. Now the song was in your head, playing on repeat.

“I really can’t believe I let you do this to me, inno,” you whispered softly to him. You knew he wouldn’t hear it but this was more so to reassure yourself.

“What yuh say dey?” his voice perked up as he spoke. It wasn’t for you or what you had said, no, it was for the waitress that was coming with his drink. A thick dark malt beverage with a hint of vodka and puncheon. The signs were alarming and this reignited your anger.

A lady knows how to compose herself.

As the waitress placed the glass down, he tried to gently brush her fingers in some sort of elusive seduction. Your eyes saw it all behind the flames of anger. The waitress moved her hands away, deftly avoiding his advances. A sigh of relief flooded through your body quenching the angry flames.

It was all hospitality, the air of professionalism and refinement. The art of a lady. How could you be so blind? The waitress was doing her job. There wasn’t any reciprocation to his disgusting behaviour. You could see it in her eyes, the steely determination to serve and nothing else. He chose to use a charmful smile to allure others but hers was one of welcome.

“Thank you Jeena,” your words were filled with gratefulness and your voice softened by your mistake. Jeena’s eyes looked at you reassuringly, giving you the confidence needed to take back control of the night.

“Yeah family, we guh call yuh to order just now dey, after ah drink this,” his voice tried to sound brash to hide his embarrassment. He slurped his drink loudly to try to distract the attention away from his failed attempt. You used to admire his abhorrence of failing but now you saw it was all a façade. He just needed to be in power, constantly, it was never about winning. What was the motivation behind that need of control? Was it the lack of remorse his heart broken mother showed him growing up? His father died trying to save him from drowning as a child and she always treated him horribly he had said. Where was the hurt, was it that?

“I came here to talk to you about something important,” your voice was calm now, ready again. “I needed you here because it’s a decision I have to make and it is not an easy one. I can’t choose the coward’s way and send this in a text or hide behind a phone call. I need you to hear me out. Hey…hey Quade.”


“I think I’ll have the Mediterranean Spiced Potato Samosas in a Roasted Tamarind Chutney. Ah rel fancy way to say Aloo Pie with sweet sauce. Hear this one nah, ‘Rosemary and Brown Butter based Yard fowl in a Sorrel Chutney paired with Spinach and Cheddar stuffed pasta shells. In a Marinara sauce! And! Beetroot and Chadon Beni infused Gnocchi, adorned with roasted malay apples.”


He thumbed his fingers on the menu as he continued to read aloud. You smiled to yourself, this was his way of deflecting, he was trying to reassert the control again. You wouldn’t allow him to come on top, no not this time.

“Quade, are you ready to listen? Because this isn’t easy for me to say. Could you please look at me?”

You tried to put a soft tone in your voice because he would expect you to act viciously. After all, he may have purposely done all those things before just to make sure this conversation is interrupted. He may want to prolong this relationship by causing an unnecessary fight that could be avoided by adult discussion. How many times have the verbal blows been swung only to be calmed by the intimate touch?

“Quade, why are you acting so childish?”

Your tongue slipped. There it was…the trigger.


“What the f— Watch nah! Yuh ain't going and have me cussing like you here in this place, inno. Not Selly grandson! What yuh wah meh say bai? Yuh does always do this. Yuh have some problem and yuh does want to blow it out of proportion. Then yuh does come and say some shit like, ‘oh ah horning yuh.’ Or ‘Emily see meh with ah next woman in town.’ ‘Ah hiding meh phone from yuh or ah liming too much.’ Wappen? This is what yuh tell meh come here for? To argue and not eat? To cuss and get on and ain't drink?”


He took one pirate man’s swig of his drink and finished it in one large gulp. The anger was jumping in his eyes as he avoided looking at you. You regretted calling him childish because it was demeaning to any man. However, his outburst could be anything but relatable to petulance. This isn’t what you came here to speak about and look, he just went on a rant. This was his deflection. Talking about past issues that he left unresolved. All in an attempt for you to focus on that and not the issue at hand. Typical.

“None of those things are the reason I asked you to come here tonight.”

“Then what? Eh? What? Yuh always have some issue…tryna sour my party vibes awa.”

“It’s nothing like that, and if you feel your party is more important than me, then that just shows.”

“Shows what?”

“What do you mean? Quade, look at the time you came here, I told you a time and you came purposely late, and then talking about party and—”

“Excuse me, I’m sorry. Are you all ready to order?” Jeena’s voice was meek as she asked the question. She may have regretted the intrusion, however, this was her job and you had already elapsed the waiting time because of him and his selfishness. Your mind was so forgone that you didn’t even remember what you wanted to order again. It would be insulting to open the menu again to see what you may like. This was unbecoming.

A lady is never indecisive.

Your mother would tear you apart if she saw the spectacle you found yourself in tonight. Her voice would be banal and quiet. You knew better, this was her way. Her words were deathly sharp as she spoke low and succinctly. She may have seemed to be speaking vaguely but the coherence was there.

“Bring two more drink nah,” he slurped loudly as he finished the dregs in his glass, “we own done here.”

This may be the only time his arrogant behaviour may have been a saving grace. It snapped you out of the tangles of the tree. You didn’t even realize that your own glass was empty as well. It was ironic, his brazen ways could sometimes be good.

“Excellent. I do like that you both are having a wonderful time and I cannot wait for you to dine and enjoy the Coggins Experience,” Jeena’s voice chirped in that vivacity once more. 

She really was a gem and great at what she does. As she removed the glasses her eyes met yours again. The reassurance was there, encouraging you to stand strong and set out on what you came to do.

“What are you going and eat Quade?” you asked to lighten the mood. As he looked over the menu, you hastily glanced over yours to remember your order. It was the Rosemary and Brown Butter based Yard Fowl in a Sorrel Chutney. This entrée with the same accompaniments would be excellent but you preferred the marinara sauce to be infused with scorpion pepper. You may like it even though your mother chastised your love of piquancy.

You looked across the table and saw he was moving around his seat uncomfortably. He was fickle when he was angry because it was a moment of no control. His shoulders heaved as he stared at the waitress walking away. You tried your best to remain calm because flaring up again would not be ideal.

“We are done,” his voice was eerily noiseless as he said it. His hands were clasped together as his elbows rested on the table. He turned to look at you and his eyes had a haunting solemnness in them. Was he being serious?

“It ain't making sense we in this thing anymore. Yuh ain't wanna be with meh, and… like yuh doh know how to say it.”

You were dumbfounded for a while as he continued.

“Yuh mother play ah number on yuh with all that lady thing. All this proper, proper thing and deep down yuh just wanna be uncaged. Yuh cyah even make up yuh own mind. Look yuh tonight, cyah even get tuh the point of whatever yuh tryna say. So let meh make it easier fuh yuh. After tonight we done, daiz it.”

His words weren’t hollow, his voice held no malice or insincerity. This was an openness, a genuineness that you have never seen in him, even after all these years. He was being mature. This was a reveal. Maybe you pegged him for the wrong too much.

“I don’t know what to say…that is not what I want…that is not why I’m here.”

“Then why come in this place, eh? If is not to done, then why come here? Yuh doh ever come in ah place like this. Yuh know this ain't my speed. And…and yuh know I had meh thing tonight. Yuh know ah have that boat ride. So why yuh pretending like if I is some wrong man here? Yuh know what yuh was doing! Yuh want we done. Yuh know is plain and simple. Well, we done. Ah watching yuh in yuh eye and say it so it won’t look like ah ‘hiding behind text or ah phone call’.”

His words may seem hurtful but his voice was anything but. This may be the only time you ever saw a gentleness like this in him. It contradicted how you expected the night to go. This isn’t what you wanted; you didn’t want the relationship to end like this. What you wanted was…

“Here you all are, I'm sorry it took so long, we were out of ice. It’s funny, but…I will leave you both to it. Enjoy!” Jeena’s voice still held onto her amicability as she placed the drinks in front of you. Your mind was so entranced in his words that you had forgotten about the order. Your thirst was gone, it was as if his words satiated the part of you that needed quenching. His words were not what you wanted to hear but it did something. As the waitress sauntered off, you focused on what he had said, more than how you would respond.

“Quade, this isn’t what I came to discuss…I—”

“I, what? Nah man, we gone through this too much times, man. Yuh fed up…stop lying. When yuh went Bago with yuh bad thing friends, Samantha and Lavisha for the two weeks, me ain't say nothing when yuh come back. Like how you always talking and accusing me about horning you. Me ain't tell yuh nothing like that. Cause yuh know yuh friends bad! So, doh come now and play yuh jostling meh. Just be honest and geh to whatever point yuh wanna make.”

His tone had moved from the placidness to a ferocity that made you feel hurt. You felt it rise from the pit of your stomach. The pain and anxiety you tried to keep at bay forced itself out. Your head became light as the sweetness of the drinks you consumed began to betray your stomach. Then there were the tears…

“Please, why are you getting on so hostile, please can you stay calm so we can talk?”

Your voice tried to remain steady but the sadness fought your resilience. He was not planning on standing down either. As his voice rose, so did his actions. His hands swayed, knocking at the table, and causing the drink in front of you to spill. The drink poured onto your jeans and some droplets stained your blouse but this was nothing of importance. You were trying to fight back the tears because if you cried now, then this whole night would be for naught.

He was malignant now. He kept spewing nonsense at you in an attempt to solidify his decision. You knew this was just his aggravated deflection, but the tears held your tongue hostage. You knew this was the petulance and neglect that strikes the people who cares for him. You stared at his actions through blurred eyes, begging him to remain calm as he can clearly see the hurt he was causing you.

A lady would never let her face be sullied by tears, that is the clearest definition of an unrefined woman.

“Shut up mother! Shut up! Shut up! SHUT UP!”

The words you wanted to scream at the woman, who made you so institutionalized, pounded in your head from all directions. Her constant nagging and oversight all these years made your decisions calculated. You never did anything on a whim and when you did it caused you to look at a man through teary eyes.

“He is just like my mother.”


The thought struck you like a bellaz. Why didn’t you see it, why didn’t you work on yourself? It was never seeking the comfort of a man’s embrace nor was it seeking his protection. No, it was love. A love that supposed to keep you happy, jubilant, and smiling at every day. He promised that. But just like your mother, his love was also a façade.


They say men bellow and shout as a primal nature of expressing their feelings. This…this…this wasn’t the same. He wasn’t afraid to express his feelings, it was never there to begin with. From the inception when he held your hand and made you feel dizzy, that was the moment you were to realize you wouldn’t be in control. It was like letting go of the governing hand of your mother only to grab onto a man’s own that was the same.

“From one prison to the next,” you mused.

He had risen with a darting motion, knocking over the cutlery and glasses that were on the table. A spectacle. His mouth still barked harshly but you struggled to see him through the tears. They flowed like the drink on your lap. When did you lose control of the sadness and allow it to be released? You had no idea. But there they were flowing as if to calm the heat you felt in your heart. Tears that burst like that time at the Argyle Waterfall.

His confident stride looked like a bulldozer as he left the table. His arms thrashed wildly as he reached closer to the door. The maître d’ tried to talk to him but that just sprung more violence from him.

“Please, no, Quade,” words that could only be heard by you. 

Your mouth struggled to open, so not an utterance could escape. This would just mean more sobbing. You felt Jeena’s hand on your shoulder as she tried to console you. The shockingness of it all caused your body to heave. The other patrons! They must be appalled or disgusted by the very situation you, yourself came here to avoid. You heard the words of the waitress but couldn’t discern what she said. You saw the other wait staff coming to attend to you and clean up the mess. One handed you a towel to dry up and when you felt its touch the memories started to flood.

The soft fabric reminded you of when you looked at yourself in the mirror, determined to share your news. Now it was all for naught. Your throat felt tight, and your hands went instinctively for your stomach. You tried to remain calm. You had too. This night was supposed to be one of celebration, one of rejoice. A step forward into the future together. That’s all you wanted to tell him.

“I'm pregnant.” 


The Youth Man

“Hey man, can you pass that joint?” Leon Trevor spoke the words mockingly in a fake American accent. “It’s been a while since I’ve smoked pot!”

The men on the block started to burst out in rambunctious laughter at his antics. He looked at them all with a beaming face as he took the weed that was being passed to him.


At the age of fifteen he had already mastered how to smoke marijuana. He didn’t suffer from symptoms anymore. When he was new to marijuana, he had ‘trips’ that got him frightened. The men on the block laughed at him when he got high. He would see lines appearing before his eyes or hear voices whispering nonsensically in his head. Then there was the worst one that had happened. The symptom he never spoke about to anyone from the block.


All that was in the past now because he had somewhat become a master of marijuana. When he smoked weed now, all he got was a mellow head. A feeling best described as a feather falling onto a bed of clouds. The same could be said about his consumption of alcohol at this young age, especially the puncheon rum. When he now started to drink at age thirteen, the alcohol used to burn his throat and he would get drunk fast. This caused him to vomit all over the block and be ridiculed. But with the guidance of the man they called Crack, he learned how to chase it properly with energy drinks or seedrink. Trevor even learned from one of his brethren, Rajiv, how to drink it with cold water.

“That is the best way to do it boy,” Rajiv had said to him when they had stolen a bottle of rum. “The water does dilute it just enough so yuh doh get that burn but still get the high. It does taste sweeter than babash.”

Trevor listened to his friend but still preferred the way Crack had showed him, which was puncheon rum chased with an energy drink. There was something about the combination of taurine and rum that gave an exotic taste. Something along the lines of a ‘ghetto champagne’.

Crack was a mentor of sorts, taking the young Trevor under his wings after his father was killed. Trevor was glad his father was dead. His father was an unemployed fool, a petty thief, and a dead-beat. From the tales he heard on the block his father never bought cigarettes, rum or weed. He just leeched off of the men who were around and took the bobolizing from them. Being struck on the head or slapped around, his father was a regular punching bag!

When the men were hungry, his father was the errand boy to buy bread and tin sausage in the shop. Trevor was mortified to know his father was the epitome of what the men on the block called a loafer. A tremendous anger grew in the young boy when he learnt these things about his father. It was indescribably shameful to be that man's son.

His father and mother had argued constantly at home where these arguments always led to blows. Those blows came to the face of the boy that didn’t know his place when he tried to protect his queen. One time Trevor’s father had beaten him so badly when he tried to defend his mother that he had to miss school for a week.

He always thought his father, with the sinewy arms and gruff voice, was a fearsome beast. A monster he and his mother came to dread. However, it was all the delusions of a frightened child. The man was just a drubbed fool that took advantage of his family.

After his father’s death, Trevor no longer had to sneak out to lime on the block because his mother had to work frequently to provide for them. She was too exhausted to even notice that the block was calling out to her son. Trevor did his best to hide the fact that he was more than happy to answer that call.

He enjoyed himself immensely whenever he went to smoke his weed or take a drink in the late evenings after school. But life was cruelly ironic when he found a nemesis of sorts in an older boy named Nyron. Whenever Trevor went to lime on the block you could bet your bottom dollar that he would meet Nyron there. The older boy was always ready to antagonize him like a venomous mapepire.


“Yuh just like yuh fadda, inno,” Nyron spewed one day whilst Trevor was smoking. “Yuh ain't buying nothing tuh drink. Yuh ain't buying nothing tuh eat. Yuh ain't buying nothing tuh smoke. Yuh just here, with no money. Only loafing! Right through so? Yuh ever put money towards anything? No! Yuh is just ah big time loafer, just like yuh fadda, that wotless shit. Never have ah red cent in he pocket. They say he used to play suck prick in jail for cigarette, inno. You does do that too?”


Nyron laughed mockingly and pointed at the embarrassed Trevor. His rambunctiousness caused other men to begin to laugh at the young boy.

There was the old man Leslie, a drunkard who had won the Lotto in his youth and squandered it on a prostitute and alcohol. The silent Manny, a hit man of sorts who was rumored to kill about five men already, including the big grocery owner’s son. Gregos, the owner of the small parlour on the block. Big Toe, a one-legged man, that Trevor nor his friends knew the story of how he lost his right leg. Also, Shaky, a thief who could fit through the burglar proofing of people’s homes. Lastly, his mentor, Crack, who had stopped laughing when he saw Trevor’s abashed face.

Trevor’s eyes had begun to fill with tears but a fiery anger blazed through him that allowed none to flow. A vicious idea poisoned his mind in this anger. He chose to pick up a big stone from the ground and pelt it at Nyron’s head. The older boy dodged the attack nimbly, as his eyes glinted with a violent intent. Nyron lunged towards Trevor and pummeled him to the ground. Trevor’s face was met with the strong fists of the older boy. Pain replaced anger as blood and dirt mixed in his mouth.

Trevor didn’t even know when the beating had stopped. The pain given by Nyron’s fists was still burning on his face. It was the intervention of the men on the block that was his saving grace. Crack scolded Nyron and held him by the scruff of his shirt and shook him aggressively. Trevor stared at Nyron through the one eye that wasn’t swollen. Behind the angry tears he vowed to get back at his attacker.

That day would never reach for Trevor. Unfortunately, he wouldn’t be the one to give his tormenter that well-deserved comeuppance. As luck would have it, Nyron was killed a few years later in a botched robbery attempt. It may not have been at Trevor’s hands, but it was karmic, nonetheless.

Nyron and his accomplice Skinback really showed their inanity when they committed that crime. They were the only ones foolish enough to rob a supermarket right where they lived. To showcase their combined stupidity, they used the same dirt track that led to their homes to escape. To further cement their fatuity, they committed the crime unmasked in broad daylight. When the police responded to the call, those fools engaged the officers. Armed with a rusty revolver and a sawed-off shotgun, the idiots opened fire, only to be cut down in seconds.

This is what one of the old people called the brazen foolishness that plagued the youths of today. The preacher man, Jando, was the one to always invoke this warning to Trevor and his friends.

Slick, Rajiv, Front Teeth, Chamo and Trevor would be smoking or drinking when the old man would appear unexpectedly. Spittle flew from where the old man stood, as he blasted words of reprimand and damnation.

“Little boys, my sons of Trinbago,” he would start with, “salvation is not lost! Change your life! Stop the robbing and ‘thiefing'. You could have a bright future if you read your books and study your work! Blessed is he that is bless and blesseth. Throw away the lost soul, for the lost is not lost but rather lost that is not found.”

Jando always shook his right hand pointedly when he spoke to them. It was as if he was imitating a father figure and trying to instill discipline in them. Slick never liked when the old man did that. It seemed like an intimidation tactic to him. It also didn’t help that Jando’s clothes had a fetid scent as if he was covered in urine.

When they were thirteen and fresh on the block, Jando’s actions came across as authoritative and dominating. His words used to make Trevor feel guilty because he was participating in things that his beloved grandmother would frown upon.

However, as the years passed those wimpy boys became hardened by the street life. The old man’s words became more of an annoyance than a warning. There was that fateful day when the proselytizing man passed and saw them smoking.

“Little boys, my sons of Trinbago,” Jando had started, “alyuh cannot be smoking cigarette, it is not right for young boys to be doing this! Buh wait? Doh tell meh… is marijuana alyuh have dey? No, no! This is something that is not right! What would you parents say? What would your fathers think?”

Sweat had started to build on Jando’s forehead as he clasped the book in his left and pointed with his right. Spit flew in the direction of his pointed hand as he shouted at them.

“I was young too, I used to be tempted to do these carnal things of the flesh. But salvation is what brought me out of the abyss and led me to the light! It is not too late to change, cast aside the old man and put on the skin of the new man. Take no part, no part in the affairs of the flesh, as you—”

“Why yuh doh hush yuh stinking, dutty muddacunt!” the words had fled Trevor’s mouth in a ferocious manner. 

His younger self would feel dirty saying that to an elder, but that was not the case now. It felt right at that point in time and the encouragement from his friends made him emboldened. Front Teeth smiled his ugly smile and Chamo howled with a deep laugh. Jando’s face became flustered and reddened with anger. His two hands gripped the book he carried around tightly as he stared at Trevor furiously.

This was all the old man could do, attempt to forcefully inflict pain on his book. This old man, smelling like piss, could do nothing to them at this moment. They weren’t boys anymore, scared or intimidated by the guilt-ridden words that came out of the mouth of this gaffer. No, now they were taller and stronger. Untethered by the fears of being younger.

Trevor stood taller in his mid-adolescence. Although not as tall as Slick or Front Teeth. Slick had grown to the height of his own father, with a deeper voice and a lean, muscular finish. Front Teeth had grown with a bigger belly but still no new teeth. Chamo had remained short but his muscle mass had increased from all the pushups he did. Even Rajiv had ‘put on size’. That gaunt boy with the smooth hair wasn’t so scrawny anymore. He had joined Slick on the football team and the training worked in his favour.

“Young man! Ah go hadda tell yuh grandmother how disrespectful you are! She go be ashamed!” Jando’s words may have seemed threatening, but his voice had become disconcerted. Anger flashed across Trevor’s face when the old man said this. The young men moved towards the old man in unison and Jando reacted like ah scared dog with its tail between its leg.

“Gone so nah!” Slick had shouted as he took his left hand and pushed Jando in his face. Trevor had laughed when he saw Jando get a screw pan.

“Aléjate de nosotros! Yuh stupid cunt!” Chamo barked, as he jumped and gave the old man a screw pan too.

Front Teeth just grinned his toothless smile at the commess before him. Trevor felt a rise in his spirit, a malicious growth that needed to be released. He stepped back a few paces from his friends and then ran forward. His right leg rose in the air as he jumped, bringing his knee to touch his chest. In a violent jerk, he lunged his right leg forward and kicked the old man to the ground. Dust rose as the old man tumbled on the hard, dry ground. The book he held onto flew out his hand and the pages scattered in the wind. Some blew at Trevor’s feet and he saw scribblings of numbers on the pages.

Trevor’s friends bellowed in a ravenous mirth as his heart raced in his chest. The jubilation he felt was ecstatic, his heart felt like a shack shack during Christmas Parang. That is what he always envisioned doing to the fool Nyron.

Jando grabbed up the pages frantically and held them to his chest as if to hide his shame. He pounced up to his feet, moving speedily for a man his age. Embarrassment was replaced by anger then fear as he stood before the juvenile group. His eyes had met Trevor’s in a lingering moment of hurt and fury.

The youth man didn’t feel a pang of guilt as he was high off the thrill. He felt confident, knowing that he had proven his worth to his friends. This was a great demonstration to show he was no longer a pushover. He couldn’t stop at just stomping this old man to the ground.

Trevor angled his body sideways to the right and dangled his right arm. He darted towards Jando in a mocking prance, as if he was running forward to slap the old man. Jando didn’t wait to see if it was a joke or not. The old man sped off in fright, leaving a trail of smelly dust.

Trevor and his friends’ laughter were so loud that people drew their curtains to see what the uproar was about. Trevor felt as if the earth shook under the weight of their juvenile amusement.

“Way boy, yuh ain't easy nah!” Slick said after he stopped laughing. “Yuh faking the man like if yuh was really going and hit him ah bellaz, oui.”

“Tuh, tuh, tuh, telling me boy!” Front Teeth stammered, spittle flying from the space where his teeth once were. “Yuh, yuh, yuh, yuh wicked bai. Bad, bad.”

“Bai, doh study Teeth eh! That old man is ah asshole,” Slick interrupted Front Teeth as he placed his hand across Trevor’s shoulder. “Yeah, he stupid, oui…talking about yuh grandmother and he know she dead since you small.”

“Telling me!” Trevor piped up, “I want to know what going on with this old man. Playing he talking about my grandmother with that stink mouth he have. He lucky I ain't hit him ah two kick when he was on the ground!”

His friends started to laugh again when he said those last words. Trevor felt elated but the memory of his grandmother lingered on his mind for a brief second. When his grandmother was alive his father dared not do what he did to them. Trevor’s father couldn’t even stare at him too hard because she would tell him what was on her mind. She was Trevor’s shield and comfort, always preparing his favourite meals and buying him any of the toys he wanted. His father and grandmother never seemed to saddle because of this. It may have also stemmed from the fact that his father had gotten his mother pregnant at a young age. This had led to the wotless man moving into the matriarch’s home. Trevor vaguely remembered his grandmother berating her daughter about the man she chose. But knowing what he now knew about his father, he understood why his grandmother despised the unemployed degenerate. After his grandmother’s passing, it seemed that Trevor’s father saw an invitation to unleash the abuse he had pent up for all those years. After all, who was there to stop him?

“Leh we go look for some smallies nah,” Rajiv said to the group. Thoughts of his grandmother faded to memory as Trevor listened to his friends.

“What smallies bai? Dem gyal them in this community done jam out the place. It have no gyal here, that dem men and dem ain't pass through. We hadda go on the outside and meet some new girls,” Slick said as he patted his pockets. “Who have money? The August vacation ain't even start good and we broke ah ready. We cyah geh no girls like this!”
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