
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Praise for 

PAGES FROM A NOTEBOOK

Slices Of Life On The Road To Writing

Pages from a Notebook provides a kaleidoscopic landscape of the realities and complexities of life. Readers are transported through places and time as they engage with compelling stories and authentic characters.

—Rosetta Khalideen—

Author of Time and the River and other short stories.

Pages from a Notebook allows the reader glimpses of the world and the people in it as they are seen through Puddicombe’s lenses. With his writer’s eye for details, and his remarkable facility with language as he describes characters, settings, and sometimes plots is a treat for the reader, who can travel the world with the author, even as they sit in their living rooms. 

—Dr. Kennard Ramphal—

Author Slippery Ochro, 3rd prize, Guyana Competition for Literature—Fiction—(2023)

Ken Puddicome’s first foray into non-fiction is truly a treat for the senses. While most World travellers rely on their cameras to record life’s journeys, Ken utilizes a writer’s keen vision and insightful observances to weave magic into the stories he brings to life for the reader.

—Heather Laltoo Ferguson—

Author of Circe’s Dance & Other Stories

In twenty reminiscences from half a lifetime and the changes observed along the way, Ken Puddicombe’s keen eye and ear give proof that, the more things change, the more they stay the same, including Brampton drivers. 

—Mike Joll—

Author, novels and short stories, his latest Hacker.

From The Great Wall of China to the Killing Fields of Cambodia; globe-trotter Ken Puddicombe has instinctively drawn upon his keen writer’s eye to observe The Human Condition. 

A prolific author, and winner of the 2022 Prize for Literary Excellence in his native Guyana, Ken is a born people-watcher. Impressions, anecdotes and encounters concerning the foibles of his fellow Earthlings are squirreled away in some old notebook or in a fertile mind only to find, one day, resurrection in one of his varied publications. In this latest offering, Pages From a Notebook, a reader is treated to a medley of literary gems garnered over the years and from across our fascinating old globe.

—Garry Ferguson—

Author: Without A Wurduva Lie And Other Madawaska Valley Tales
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In literary parlance, the term "slice of life" refers to a storytelling technique that presents a seemingly arbitrary sample of a character's life, which often lacks a coherent plot, conflict, or ending.

The term (slice of life) originated between 1890 and 1895 as a calque from the French phrase tranche de vie, credited to the French playwright 

—Jean Jullien (1854–1919)—
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1 MAKING UP TIME
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1988 BRAMPTON, ONTARIO

I

picked her up on my tail one morning on Dixie Road.

A casual glance in my rear-view mirror is what really put me on to her. And I saw, with growing alarm that she paid little attention to the distance between us as she stuck to me like one of those laser-guided smart bombs I’d seen in the news during the Iraqi War.

She drove a sport Fiero. It had black stripes along the side and was a bright enamel-white—the same image her face reflected from the liberal coat of powder she was applying when I first noticed her. Every time I glanced in my rear-view mirror, I saw her picking at something below the dashboard and whenever we stopped at a red light she seemed to disappear from the car as she leaned over to partake of her repast. At times it was as if there was no driver in the car behind me, as if someone had grown tired of the everyday hassle of fighting traffic to work, had parked the car right there in the middle of the road and wandered off to do something else. 

Whatever it was she picked at had to be gooey—a Danish, or toast with jam perhaps. I could tell, because when she raised her head she would place the tiny morsel into her mouth, chew it, then lick the tops of her thumb and index finger clean, the way a child would when she comes down to the very last piece of her favourite dessert. She reached over for a coffee mug and took a sip from it. I saw the vapour rising slowly from the mug, noticed the look of satisfaction on her face—the contentment of someone feeling the effects of caffeine working its way slowly into the system from that first cup in the morning.

I had an urge to stop, run over and look into her car—I would not have been surprised to discover she had a toaster, coffee percolator, perhaps even a small fridge tucked away inside. 

As we continued on our way, I decided that the prudent thing to do would be to give way and allow her to get ahead of me. I made the turn from Dixie to Queen Street and sighed with relief as I got into the curb lane. But a few minutes later I was shocked to see her behind me again— it was as if my car had a homing device to which she could attach and safely find her way.

She was now finished with breakfast. She pulled down the vanity mirror and reapplied the lipstick smeared from her meal, then with a sweep of a lock of hair from her forehead she started on her eyes. First it was the eye shadow. Next came the eyeliner. By then we were at the light at Queen and Torbram. She expanded her eyes wide open, pulled at the lashes, first on one side, then on the other, and with care, precision and meticulous timing, she applied the little brush.

Through the vanity mirror she kept careful track of traffic in the rear. She took advantage of every second and never pulled off from a green light until the car behind was almost on top of her; then she would jump start; her car swayed, tires screeched, her engine revved loudly as she tried to catch up with the traffic ahead.

Just when I thought I’d seen it all she pulled an object from her bag. She looked in the mirror, at her small eyes nestled closely aside a long aquiline nose, and I watched in amazement as she started to pluck at her eyebrows with a pair of tweezers. I thought: what if she was suddenly hit from the rear while she did this! She used the tweezers and I squinted as she screwed up her eyes to locate the tiny hair threads, frowned as she took pains to grab each strand, grimaced as she yanked it out swiftly; but my pain and discomfort arose mainly from a deep apprehension that if she continued the same way behind me she would eventually end up in my trunk.

Finally, I left her at Queen and Goreway. She was on the outside lane, still working on her eyes. I sighed, shook my head with amusement and a measure of relief as she homed into position behind a blue Lincoln Continental. As I made my right turn, I thought of what was in store for the driver in the Lincoln and I wished him luck for the rest of his journey.
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2 THE BAHAMIAN WAY
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1990 THE BAHAMAS

T

he women around the hotel and at the reception invoke images from the song Bahama Mama by Boney M. They have a swagger in their walk, a wiggle in their backside as they sway from right to left, slowly, almost in slow motion. The Front desk attendant is always smiling—a flash of white teeth like pearls displayed in the showroom on Main Street to entice shoppers into the store. 

The head waiter Randolph has a very friendly air about him. He has relatives in New York or Montreal. He didn’t’ know where exactly —did he associate both as being in the same country? He reminded me of Denzel Washington –the same look, size, pearly white teeth. He was always looking around, keeping an eye on things—on the staff and guests. Was that the only situation his wandering eye was taking in?

A fifteen percent surcharge is added to your bill so no tipping is required. The service is good and consistent in most places so far, to warrant the surcharge, though I have detected some signs of impatience in a few servers. Are some of the servers driven by the attitude: The tip is guaranteed, so why worry?

Randolph is twenty-four, married, two kids: a boy six and girl eight. Was he married very young at eighteen or fooling around at an early age? His wife is a fashion designer in a shop and she handles the money, he told me. Mine was not to reason, but I couldn’t help wondering about this unusual arrangement for a red-blooded West Indian male. He was very friendly—he leaned over and touched me on the shoulder several times during our conversation—the West Indian sign of intimacy and close contact.

The receptionist at the front desk has a dyed red hairdo and a slight trace of a deep-south, American accent. I asked her I could have a towel, and she said, “Honey, you can have anything you want.”

Another day she said: “How yuh doing sugar –I ain’t seen you for a long time.” She’d seen me the day before! Her companion behind the counter, a female Jason Robards, greets me every morning: “How yuh doing dahling?”

A taxi driver outside the hotel was waiting for a fare but the customers were still upstairs. He phoned up to the room and they were still not ready but he didn’t seem worried—he went back to the conversation with the security guard at the front door. He was talking cricket with the guard. England was touring the West Indies. “Boy, he does hit de ball hard,” he told the guard, and he goes down on his leg to illustrate the shot. I figured he was talking about the West Indies captain, Viv Richards. The taxi driver is tall, thin, all teeth in his smiles and looks happy for the opportunity to dawdle a bit. Life in the islands, so slow and leisurely—when it happens it happens, if it doesn’t, why worry?

I made the acquaintance of a White woman from Toronto. She looks like an older version of Bo Dereck. I pictured her running on the beach, ala Dereck in the movie 10, the lavish cornrows and beads dangling and swaying right and left on her head. She has been with her company in Canada for twenty-five years and is now in her early forties, so must have started very young. The company will be out of business next year so she’s thinking of relocating to the Bahamas. She saw Randolph looking at her. She thinks he is after her but she is disappointed when she discovers that he is married and has a family. A dashed hope for residence? She hobbled around with a bandage on her leg the last few days, hurt when she hit her leg climbing out of a boat. 

THE LANGUAGE.

The British strain still very evident.

NORTH AMERICAN                      BAHAMIAN

Apartment                                                 flat

Check                                                        cheque

Cookie                                                       biscuit

Drugstore                                                  chemist

Elevator                                                     lift

Flash                                                         torch

French fries                                               chip

Garbage                                                     rubbish           

Gasoline                                                    petrol

Inquire                                                       enquire

Jail                                                             gaol

Line                                                           queue

Mailman                                                    post man

Money order                                             postal order

Parking lot                                                 car park

Pass                                                           overtake

Tire                                                           tyre 

Truck                                                        lorry
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3  ZIPPERHEAD AND HARPY
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1991 MISSISSAUGA, ONTARIO

A

fter a brutal winter, I was looking forward to my week in the sun. I’d made a last-minute booking at Sunset Resort in Ocho Rios, determined to complete my book. I’d spent two years on it and still couldn’t get a grip on it. Somehow, the authenticity of my characters kept eluding me.

They were just ahead of me in the queue—the woman, the little girl and the man, an unlikely trio as I’d ever encountered.
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