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SWAN VILLAGE





July 20, 1959


This the best summer since we come to England three year ago. It hot, not hot like Jamaica but I don’t feel a cloud pass the sun today, and no rain has fall for a long time now. I stand on my front lawn and breathe. The bush are strong with plenty of fragrant rose. My son Robert love to totter round with the watering can, that almost as big as him. I can hear how much water he is pouring on each root. I don’t know how he can’t feel the cold water dribbling on his foot. Strong little man. He is going to be tall; already he is quite up to my knee. Glorie want to help but she is too small, and I have to listen for her all the time in case I trip up on her or she scratch herself on the thorn.


‘Not too much, son,’ I say to Robert when I can hear the water start to puddle. ‘Move to the next one.’


‘Allo, little man, am you helpin’ ya dad water the garden?’ Mr Pearce, my neighbour, make me jump as he walk up his path.


‘Say hello to Mr Pearce, Robert.’


‘Hello,’ he say, all quiet.


I say, ‘Good afternoon, Mr Pearce. How are you today?’, knowing he will just go on and on about his ailment.


‘Oh, I int too bad, you know. Same old aches and pains. Me arthritis ’as been playin’ me up summat rotten but I can’t complain. Ethel int well herself, with her legs. Cor wait til your lad’s big enough to run down the shops for we. Anyway, it’s a bit hot for me in this heat. It’s alright for you, coming from the West Indies.’


‘Not really,’ I say. ‘My body used to the cold, now.’ I have hardly any sight left but I know Mr Pearce never leave his door without his flat cap, old work coat and boot, though he must have retired from the gas work ten year ago.


‘You must’ve heard all that that’s been happenin’ down London with all them White Defence League rallies. We was ever so sorry to see they’d painted them Keep England White or whatever it is on your door. Me and Ethel was talking about it the other night and we both agreed that we don’t mind you being here at all. We’m all the same, int we, white or coloured or not.’


I should not be still here in the sun, like what the doctor said, because my head start to throb and darkness falling on my eye, so I step closer to the house, into the shade.


‘Well, that is very kind of you, Mr Pearce. Your bag must be heavy. Why don’t you take them inside and we’ll talk later on. Robert, where are you?’


‘Here, Daddy,’ he say, still watering the rose and singing to himself. He love the new Cliff Richard song ‘Living Doll’, and he don’t know the word, but he can sing the melody in his nice little voice.


‘Remember to water the soil not the flower. Where is your sister?’


‘There with the block,’ he say, like I’m stupid cos I can’t see what right in front of me. Cha. True, now I see the blur of her white gown in the middle of the lawn, and hear the crack-crack of the block as she bash one on another.


‘Gerrin’ big, ay they. How old am they, now?’


‘Robert soon three, Glorie ten months.’


‘He’s ever so clever, int he!’


Clever but every time I hear one engine pass I fear he will dash into the road and dead under the wheel of a truck, or run and hide in the gas work. I don’t have eyesight but that is the vision I have.


‘Yes, he is a good help to we, especially with his sister.’


‘And what about your Claudette? Ethel was saying she never sees her now. She thought you might’ve locked her up in the basement or summat,’ him laugh.


I force myself to laugh a little bit with him, even though it hurt my head.


‘No, no. She is fine. She just work a lot, at the factory and the hospital.’


‘It’s a shame, int it, in your culture, for the wife to be out doin’ all the work while the ’usband’s at home?’


‘That not the same in every country?’ I know I have to be careful the way I speak sometime. ‘Nothing we can do about it anyway, for she is healthy and I am sick.’ I wish this man can just mind his business so I can take my children inside and rest my head.


‘You finish with the water, Robert?’


‘Yes, Daddy,’ Robert say.


‘Good boy. Go play with your sister, then,’ I tell him, and like any child told their work is done he throw down the can with a thud.


‘Pick it up properly and put it by the door,’ I say to him, and nobody talk until he do as him told.


‘Bet you wish you could see them roses more clear. They look absolutely beautiful against your white fence.’


I sigh, the way this man torment me. ‘I can’t lie to you, Mr Pearce. I do wish I did have back my sight.’


‘How much can you see?’


Not my children face, is the pity. ‘Nothing, really. Everything is a blur. All I can see is colour, spread out and mix up together.’


‘Such a shame. Fit young lad like you. Well, I can tell you, your garden’s looking grand. Sometimes I see people trying to take cuttings, you know, and I always chase ’em off. Oh. Alright am ya!’


He is speaking to someone across the street who did call Coowee! Sound like Mrs Philpott from number three. I don’t mind being blind front of her, either.


‘Good afternoon, Mrs Philpott,’ I say.


‘Afternoon,’ she call, and I can hear her upturn nose. She always jealous of my rose, like so many people who have nice garden but who not an expert like me.


‘Who came to steal my rose?’ I ask Mr Pearce.


‘It was, er, a woman. It happened just last week. I was sitting waiting for the postman and I seen her through me winder. Brazen cow her was, come right up your path in broad daylight with her clippers to take a cuttin’ o’ them ones right behind you there, the dark red’uns with the white tips. I knocked on me winder and she ran off. I int seen her before or since.’


‘The Girod de l’Ain?’


‘Ay?’


‘Baron Girod de l’Ain. A French lawyer and politician who did help conquer Napoleon. The rose name after him.’


‘Yo’ve been readin’ your history books, then,’ he say, like it a crime. ‘I thought you was bloind.’


‘I use to work as a gardener in Jamaica for a very high-class Englishman. He teach me about all the variation and their history. It why I know exactly which rose to plant and where. I did want rose that smell beautiful and fragrant, some for the shade, some for the sun, some for climb, all for repeat.’


‘Is that so? Oh well. I’d better get all this in before the milk spoils. Alright, young Norman.’


‘Thank you, Mr Pearce, and do send my regard to Ethel. Don’t worry yourself when people want to take from me, for their conscience will burn them. The rose will grow back anyway. I’ll see you, Mr Pearce.’


His front door shut. He’s not so bad, really. When we first come here, he and Ethel don’t talk to we for must be the first six month. Then I hear at work somebody say that most English people don’t like to live next door to a West Indian family, for they don’t like the smell of we food. Well. I write a little coupon from the newspaper to Mr Austin, the nurseryman of Wolverhampton. I choose the Baron, the pink Souvenir de la Malmaison, the white Boule de Neige, the Honorine de Brabant, which light pink with a streak of blood red, and Kronprinzessin Viktoria, white, with a hint of yellow. And so I plant them in the spring, bountiful. I give them space to grow but build them up, and water them, and this is what we have now. Finally the Garden of Eden we come for, and not a sniff of Jamaican food will reach a white man nostril through these bush. Must be the most fragrant garden on the whole estate. I don’t know if it would grow so strong if I did still working all day at the gas work. Jasmine at we back door, to stop the smell of coal burning coming into the kitchen.


‘You want toto, baby?’


‘Yes!’


‘What you say?’


‘Yes, please!’


‘Good boy. Pick up Glorie block for me and come inside.’


I wonder who it is who try to take cutting from my rose bush. When you blind, it seem like anybody can come and do anything to you, and there is nothing you can do, like when Claudette did come home from work bawling to me, asking me how I did not hear somebody come up to we door to paint KBW – Keep Britain White – on it, when I was in the front room asleep with my children.
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Back home I did use to work full-time for one American hotel in St Ann’s Bay. Claudette work as waitress in the restaurant and I work outside. The white American love Claudette because she pretty and light-skin with long, wavy hair, but she wasn’t charm by their fat white American money. Plenty time she find me to cry about some badmind drunk white man who think brown skin girl easy. We know one another from a long time ago, for we come from the same part of the parish, where Marcus Garvey born. Claudette visit me sometime in my little shack at the back of the ground; one morning she come and the biggest, most beautiful black-and-yellow Jamaican swallowtail butterfly follow behind she, like it give us it little blessing. When I was a boy, I used to watch them flutter round the forest all the time, but must be in hurricane most of them dead.


But one day I hear that the owner plan to clear the garden to build a ballroom and car park. Next morning digger crush down the whole place; I hear a hum that get louder from dawn till I reach the hotel. When I see my shack gone the manager tell me to start work on the other side of the ground or he will take back my job. So I wish him all the best to find a better gardener than me and walk back home.


‘Careful you don’t make too much mess, Robert. You must pick up any crumb you leave on the floor before your mother come from work, you hear?’


‘Yes, Daddy.’


They did help me make the toto this morning. I have to shut them up in the front room while I take time to wipe down the whole kitchen, and then when I finish I let them lick the cake bowl clean. The toto eat good. Soft and sweet. It a quarter to two, and Listen With Mother come on the radio. This is the BBC, for mothers and children at home, the announcer say. We don’t get show like this for entertain we as children back home; we did outside a play. And what about the father – we not at home too, sometime? No. Not really. Only if something wrong with we. I can’t see my daughter face and I don’t want my children to see me cry.


‘You want to dance to the music, Glorie, sweetie? The toto nice, eh? Soon you will meet your grandmother who pass me down the recipe.’


Pussycat, pussycat, where have you been? I’ve been up to London to look at the Queen.


I can imagine if Claudette was here she would tell me off for dancing Glorie on my knee while she eat in case she choke. ‘One day I will take you both to London. You want to go to London with Daddy, Mommy and Robert? We can look at the Queen too, if you want. We can ride on the bus to Buckingham Palace, the House of Parliament, Westminster Abbey and St Paul Cathedral, and watch the marching band play “God Save the Queen”. Whatever you want, we can do, you see?’


But she can’t talk yet, just wah wah wah and make mess, and Robert must be in his own little dream world. The flower in the vase smell like the water want change.


It did me that take over the gardening back home after my father dead. I learn how to grow from seed or cutting everything from lignum vitae, the national tree of Jamaica, to more unusual shrub like crab claw and bird of paradise. Can’t say my gardening skill was that good then, for I was young and I don’t know anything, really, for Daddy did die quick of a heart attack and he don’t teach me to that. I see that I can help my mother by keeping the garden clean. I pick up a spade and trowel and that was that; the rest I learn at the hotel. The day after I leave that job, one rich white Englishman stop by we house in his long-bonnet Bentley to ask who is we gardener, for some of the flower we grow he did not see before. I hear the engine roar up from where I was, at the bottom of the garden, clearing up the leaf beneath the blue jacaranda.


‘Norman!’ she bawl. Mommy voice strong. Can bet she don’t even turn away from his face when she shout so. ‘Norman!’


A prince standing there when I come around the side to see what all the noise about. With a strong handshake and his blue eye resting on mine, he introduce himself as Henry Chambers, owner of a big old plantation house outside St Ann’s Bay. He compliment my work and ask me if I want to work for him in his garden. Never yet did such a man step toward we house. All my little picky-hair niece and nephew congregate round their grandmother feet at the door, quiet and good like it Bustamante himself show up. Mommy bow her head and ask him in for tea. She sit him down in the front room in the best armchair, with the same antimacassar on it back since the day my daddy bury. She blow out the dust from the best cup and saucer and shoo the children off to run and play somewhere else. She come back into the front room – in a green dress with her hair comb back and lipstick on her teeth – with pot of tea, milk, sugar and two piece of toto on her best wicker tray. She stretch out her vowel and talk slow and loud, as if Mr Chambers deaf, and in what she must think sound like an English accent. She even tell me to sit down on the settee, opposite Mr Chambers, a privilege I never yet grant in the front room, where nobody even go except on a special occasion. I know she will run her mouth to me after, for sitting in her good settee in my outside clothes.


‘Now, I shall leave you two to chat,’ she say. It feel like I am on a date. My hands too big for these delicate little cup and saucer. I fill up the cup too high with milk and tea after I watch what Mr Chambers do, and I’m fraid it will spill as I tremble it up to my lip. The room is silent apart from the tick of the clock on the mantelpiece. I wonder where Mommy get these pretty cup and saucer from, with hibiscus flower paint on them; which cupboard in the kitchen they stay. A vision pass my eye where in the still of night she clear out some big house abandon by English people gone to the war, but this was ’54. The war done long time.


My first brother Philip, an engineer, volunteer with the Royal Air Force, training to become a wireless operator gunner. He become a gentleman, mixing with white people from Canada, Australia and New Zealand. He first have to train for sixteen week on a lathe and grinder, somewhere in the north of England, and learn blueprint, slide rule, and all the technicality of the British strategy. He write to tell we about his plan to marry one white girl from the switchboard, and settle in England, where it cold and depress from the war, but where most people seem grateful for his help in the fight, though some tell him he must come back a Jamaica when the war finish. He could have done great things, but he dead in a plane crash in ’43.


The next year, Jamaica lick by a hurricane that can only come from the bottom of the Lord own belly. We don’t suffer to that, for Daddy was a builder and he construct his house well, but the island mash up bad. The wind tear out the whole crop. The coconut, banana, pimento and sugar cane all kill off for five year at least. Bird, bee and butterfly lose their home and each other. Overnight everybody job finish. I did work in the sugar cane field every summer since I turn fourteen, to help my mother dressmaking money. The bauxite mine not open yet, and the American shut off the seasonal work opportunity that the Jamaican always use to have. My second brother Ellery take over Daddy business, so I help him a lot with all the work that need to be done after the hurricane.


I tell Mr Chambers about the hotel, and how they clear it all out to build a ballroom and car park.


‘That ghastly Lomax,’ he say. ‘These wealthy Americans I’m afraid have an appalling taste for the vulgar, and I dread to think what’ll happen the more of this planet they colonise.’


But then I sip the tea, and it don’t taste right. I look up at Mr Chambers, and he haven’t sip it yet. He mix up the tea with milk and sugar, then leave it on the table in front of his knee. It then I realise that the milk sour. Can happen in this heat. But he can hear Mommy footstep creep back to see how we be, and quick as you like Mr Chambers throw the tea in the plant by his armchair and smile on her so bright and handsome she don’t notice the steam rise up from the soil.


‘It was me or the dracaena palm, dear,’ he say to me some time later. ‘But that coconut cake was divine, so soft and subtly sweet. I haven’t been able to quite stop thinking about it. Do you think Mrs Alonso might be prevailed upon to share her recipe?’


I think to myself, if we give you the recipe, who will make it? We don’t give away recipe like that in Jamaica. They get pass down from mother to daughter to granddaughter. Women don’t teach their son to cook, and they are too competitive to let anybody outside the family know their flavour secret. They did rather their son come trouble her for food every night than give their daughter-in-law their mix. Every christening, wedding, big birthday and funeral every one of the mother will bring her own pot of food and watch how quick it empty down till people scrape the bottom. Everything Mrs Alonso cook done first, every time. One time I see a big man pick up the whole dutchpot to lick out the bottom till the gravy all over his chin, which he wipe with his sleeve, then suck the juice out the sleeve! That how good is Mommy cooking. My three sister all beautiful and sweet but their husband did marry them up quick because them want to eat my mother cowfoot soup and Sunday mutton. She won’t give it away.


‘Daddy, I finish.’


‘Good boy. Clean up everything now. Make sure nothing left on the table or on the chair. You have crumb on your shirt?’


Mr Chambers have one housekeeper, Mrs Dinkley, who cook all his food, mostly what he must eat in England: egg and fruit for breakfast, soup for lunch and a chicken dinner, might be. She won’t go out her way to change his taste, or season or spice up his food to that. He never ask for Jamaican food, which Mrs Dinkley can cook as good as any woman who is not name Mrs Naomi Alonso. But God help the man who can go behind the Jamaican lady in his life back to ask for another woman recipe! Woy! Mrs Dinkley a hard-face woman. It take must be six month after I start work at Weymouth House before she even say Hello to me. As far as she concern, I’m just a field hand with big muscle and no mind. I think it would take a thousand year before Mommy let she know any of her recipe. But as soon as I get home that afternoon and mention that Mr Chambers did inquire about her toto, my mother chase a pickney to run bring her money box from her bedside table. ‘Make haste, come quick before it close!’ she say, and send me out to buy the best paper I can find. I get to the post office in St Ann’s Bay. Mr Jeffrie step out from behind his counter to shake my hand and ask me what can I do for you, Mr Alonso? He must hear that I get hire by Mr Chambers, so I am almost like a gentleman myself, even as I stand there in Daddy old boot. Mr Jeffrie smile on me for the first time in my life – even though my mother did send me to the post office at least once a week since I was a child – and wrap up the paper good in a little red bow. Just as I am about to hand over the money, he ask me if he should charge it to Mr Chambers’ account!


‘Which part you get this paper from?’ Mommy say when I reach back with it, holding it up to the light out the front porch. ‘Might be the ink won’t even write on it!’


‘It’s fine paper, eh?’


‘And why you come back with the money? Boy, I don’t raise thief!’


‘Mr Jeffrie ask me if I should put it on Mr Chambers’ account.’


She gasp like I cuss in her face, and whisper-shout: ‘Suppose he find out and sack you! Why you want to lose another job for!’


‘Well, Mr Chambers ask me for the recipe, and he must know that we want to give him the best, or else why you sit him down in the front room chair and give him the nice china for tea, which he said was better than in England, by the way.’


There is nothing that Mommy love more than flattery. Since Daddy dead she don’t bother with herself, but after Mr Chambers show up unannounce she pin up her hair and wear small-heel shoe every day, in case he choose to stop by again. All her grandchildren them get their hair comb and oil every day, and they dress up and sit quiet like for photograph. The whole house make up like the front room.


‘Just think how happy he will be when he see the recipe for your toto on beautiful paper like this,’ I say to her, and I can see the little cog in her mind tick around. ‘He will keep it forever, and when he die, they will find it and put it in a museum in London. Your recipe a go famous through all the world!’


She look me up and down.


‘Ee-eeh? A so you stay, now? Which part you learn to talk like politician? Everything on Lord Chambers’ expense? Mm-mmh! Norman nuh easy! You can write good? Come in your Daddy study and write down the recipe. Lord God me never see paper so thick in all my life. Sit down at the desk. Your hand clean? Nuh bother splash the ink all about. Take time with the pen.’


First she make me sit in the settee, now she let me sit at Daddy writing desk. I don’t think this room open except by my brother Ellery to look for one or two paper, or by Mommy to dust around a little bit and water the plant, since Daddy dead two year before. I look up at all the picture on the wall. Mommy and Daddy, smiling, Daddy tall, brown and handsome with his moustache, Mommy still beautiful and elegant in her white glove and pearl earring. My two brother Philip and Ellery, my three sister Loretta, Marlene and Delfi, and me, the youngest by six year, all as baby, all in we little white gown. Woman seem to live long time but man just work and work till them dead. Granddad dead. Daddy dead. Philip dead. Nan strong. Mommy strong. And I sit and wait for Mommy, with the nib in my hand ready to dip in the inkwell, at Daddy desk, in his chair, with the precious paper beneath me, but she don’t know what kind of oven he have, she don’t know which kind of dish he will cook with, so she don’t know which amount to tell him, and she don’t measure anything out even once in her life because she just know, she just take the right amount every single time, mix it up, pour it into a tin and bake it in the oven until it nice and brown. Then she take it out, make it rest a little while and cut a piece for everybody who want it warm, then put what is left on a platter under a cloth with a little drip of water on it so that it don’t dry out. That toto never last more than one or two day because it eat so nice and people come round to eat it because the baking smell like heaven when they pass by we house.


I realise that she have a little tear in her eye, because Mommy realise she can’t write down a recipe for Mr Chambers. She can’t give it away like that. Not to that ugly black-face Mrs Dinkley, she say, and we laugh.


‘Put down the pen and come,’ she say. ‘I will show you how to make it for him.’


My little niece Andrea and me get teach the same time, just like my grandmother would one day have shown my mother she when she did ten or eleven. And now I think, my mother don’t have any daughter left to give away to good man, and Andrea still too young. But she do have a son, twenty-six year old, tall, strong and hard-working. Every minute my mother ask me, ‘But why such a handsome, tall, nice, rich Englishman don’t have wife? What he is doing up there all by himself in such a big house with all them flower and no woman fe give them to? All he have is that black-face Dinkley woman and my Norman. How old is he, you think? He don’t even have son fe leave it all to?’ She put everything in place, but never look to put two and two together in her mind. Instead, she send me with the toto I bake when I go to work for him the next day. Mrs Dinkley don’t say anything but she purse up her lip like fist and turn her eye away.


‘Finish, Daddy.’


‘You clean up good? If I stoop down my big self and find something on the floor me go take switch and beat you. That’s it. Climb down there and make sure the floor clean. If your mother come home from work and find mess she will beat you as well. Talk, child; I can’t see.’


‘Finish.’


‘Finish what?’


‘Finish, Daddy.’


‘You put them nuh your mouth or in the bin?’


I know exactly what he done but children always think they’re smarter than you. Especially Jamaican children. He think because I can’t see what he is doing properly that I have no sense of time or space.


‘The bin?’


‘But I nuh feel you walk round me to go to the bin in the pantry, which must mean either no crumb on the floor, and you lie, or you put the dutty crumb in your mouth, and you lie. Which one it is?’


‘Me eat them,’ him mumble.


‘Speak up! What did you say?’


‘Me eat them!’


‘Don’t shout at me! You narsy, and a lie you a lie. Go in the garden carry switch come me guh beat you.’


‘No! I’m sorry!’


‘I say to don’t shout at me! What you sorry for? You sorry that you lie or that you eat the dutty crumb from the floor?’


‘I’m sorry … fe eat … and nuh put it in the bin … and fe liiiie,’ he cry.


‘Say you sorry to Daddy, Mommy, and Glorie that you lie and eat the dutty crumb off the floor!’


‘I’m sorry, Daddy!’ He turn to face the door and shout like his mummy will hear in the hospital: ‘I’m sorry, Mommy!’ and then him turn gentle again to his sister on my lap. ‘I’m sorry, Glorie.’


‘I tell you from long time now, you a big boy, and have to provide a good example to your sister so that she learn how to behave properly, you see?’


‘Yes, Daddy.’


‘You do the job me and Mommy ask you to do straight away and in the right way, a so me mean, and you don’t lie bout it, because when we find out, the consequence a go bad for you, you hear?’


‘Oh, Daddy …’


‘Stop the cry! Stand up! You want tea?’


‘No.’


‘No what?’ This boy never a go forget his manners round me. ‘No thank you, Daddy.’


‘You want water?’


He don’t say anything, so either he shake or nod his head. We don’t yet get to the day that my child don’t answer me at all.


‘I can’t see. You have to tell me.’


‘Sasprilla.’


What a way this boy can lie and still feisty enough to ask for his favourite drink.


‘You want sarsaparilla?’


‘Yes please, Daddy.’


I can’t see his big eye upon me but I know all about them.


It was Claudette who insist we come to England. She want to get away from this nasty little island, she say, when I get a letter from my old schoolfriend Laury about how life so good in the Black Country. So much real man job I can try a hundred things before I settle on one, he say. Doreen and me will look to buy house. Claudette and I did court for must be six month; we marry, then we travel, then she find she pregnant with this little man. She love me, but she marry because she want to better herself. She dream that England like something out of one of the upper-class romance novel she love read. She say she want to give we children the education they can’t get in Jamaica, because we not rich enough. She think that all English children must get good education.


Mr Chambers say Jamaica will gain independence while Harold Macmillan prime minister. They already give the Gold Coast it independence and call it Ghana. Ghana live a Englan’, I say, and it take him a little while to get the joke but he laugh. He tell me he will miss me, and that I must remember to write him. I miss him, too. He value my knowledge and skill as gardener. He don’t take exception when I tell him what to do, and it on his verandah that I drink little red wine from France for the first time and listen classical music record, great big Wagner and romantic Tchaikovsky. Sometime now when I work in my own garden and the children asleep I listen the Third Programme. I never, before him, see man dress with such refine taste, who speak in such elevated way. He give me book to read – The Great Gatsby and Of Mice and Men – and my mother send him currygoat, rice and gungo pea to eat. It him that make me expect everybody in England to be a fine gentleman.


Laury is my friend, but I know I should not trust somebody whose face make me happy to be blind.


It my beautiful son and daughter who make me miss my eye.
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By the grace of God, Claudette and me, with two week and eight thousand mile gone, set we eye first time on the Mother Country, and what a wondrous sight we see. A bright cheer rise up as she appear true on the horizon, still far away on that warm, spring day. Already it seem like everything white; the bird in the air, the rock formation that stand up so like a baby first teeth. Claudette look beautiful in one nice blue dress with her belly just show, her hat and glove. She smooth her hand down my lapel; only the gardenia did missing from my wedding outfit. We kiss, my hand on her belly, then round her waist. We baby will be born in England, in time for Christmas, in the snow. We never see snow, yet. I can’t wait. We will build snowman with we baby, in we garden, drink hot tea with rum and breathe the steam up in the air.


The ship did never quiet. Musician who never meet before the journey entertain we with mento song. Engineer trifle with nurse over pudding; single lady drinking tonic in hat and glove practise their finery front of mechanic and clerk; aunty going to look after their family sit in the corner and watch as if at a wedding, hoping a young man might ask them to dance, so the band play ‘Old Lady You Mash Me Toe’ and everybody there laugh; skill work-hand talk about a couple years to make money then home, same time they sip rum and smash domino on the table; playful boxing contest make Claudette both mad and proud when girl whistle down my physique. We even play little cricket match on the deck with the back of an upturn chair for stump.


A great crowd of we walk down the gangplank at Southampton, the bawl of the bird and boom of the engine on the water replace by the hiss of train pull in and out, and the babel of we under the iron beam. We make friend on the boat, but we all have different address write on piece of paper in we pocket, so we embrace, wish luck and depart, some of we for London, others for Liverpool, others, like Claudette and me, for Birmingham. We wait at custom and show we paper and passport, and the man, who don’t smile, tell us to catch a train to Paddington then change; the Birmingham line is closed for now. A man threw himself in front of a train, he say. Claudette gasp: Is he dead? and the man say, I should think so, but we know that just as bad things happen in Jamaica, so we get it out of we mind with the excitement of going on the train.


It was the twenty-sixth of May, ’56, and it really did feel like we start a new life, inside Claudette belly and outside, beneath the English sky, where fluffy little English cloud pass overhead, slow and gentle. I watch my wife looking out of the window, and think, she not Jamaican again, because she English now, a beautiful brown Englishwoman with sexy red lip I love to kiss. The mother of my English child. I look forward to my new house and garden, and I already start think about the rose, dahlia, jasmine, hibiscus, pear and lemon I will cultivate, and we look forward to move in with Laury and Doreen in a town call Bilston in the Black Country, and meet we new neighbour, cook Jamaican food, and them for we, English food, as we wind in and out of each other house like family, we children and their children playing together and learning together, growing together, black children and white children the same way. We children will learn to speak good like real English people, get good education, grow up good and not have to work in factory or in the hospital, for they will have better opportunity than we, to become teacher or engineer or real nurse, and meantime I would get job in factory or on railway just to settle we, and then I would work another couple year until I can afford start my own gardening business, for plenty rich people in England will be too busy or grand to look after their own.


We get off at Paddington – an iron cathedral – and can’t believe we standing in London, breathing London air, watching London people walk by with their black suit, newspaper and briefcase. Claudette learn more about fashion in one minute looking all about at woman walking by than she did reading those magazines she used to steal from the hotel lobby. We think about going to visit the Queen, but we don’t want to miss we train; we feel like we might get lost if we do. We don’t know where to go, and we never see so many people in one place in all we life, so we have to be careful not to get separate and lose we luggage as people come up around us from every direction, almost knocking Claudette out of their way as she point that way and I point the other way – they don’t care that she pregnant! – and bouncing off me, kissing their teeth as they run toward their platform. I don’t know how many times we say Sorry! Sorry! Sorry! We ask an attendant, in a hat, who speak to us polite like we live there already, and he point us in the right direction. On the way is a florist truck, and I quickly pick up a bunch of pink rose for my sweetheart (first time me count out sterling to pay for something; I can’t forget the jealous look on Mr Jeffries’ face when me draw it out). She feel even more glamorous when a photographer man stop we and ask to take we picture. Dizzy, we walk down the platform to second class, past all the rich white people like government official in the first class carriage, and a porter take we luggage.


We drink English tea from the trolley (almost as nice as from back home), serve by a white man in a smart jacket and white glove, his hair part and comb, his teeth white and straight. We look out of the window as the train pull off and follow the curve of the station exit. We pass by apartment block, factory, warehouse and gas tank, under bridge and through tunnel. How fast and smooth this train feel. England in Maytime. The country green – except you can’t see much of the distance because of the tree – not heavy-green like Jamaica but like the estate painting that hang above Mr Chambers’s bed; I start to look for big house like that but can’t find one. We pass through pretty town call Leamington Spa, with chimney and steeple. Claudette fall asleep on my shoulder. I wonder who driving the train, what view he must see out his window every day. More house, more bridge. House build up on top of bridge. Freight train, shipping container, industrial machinery of a kind I never see yet. This country so big. So much more opportunity than Jamaica. I understand now what Laury did mean, and I hope I can enjoy England like Philip did in his short life. The train stop for a minute and I get to look over the expanse of rooftops, factories all blowing up smoke in the air, a sure sign of industry and prosperity. I wake Claudette just as the train pull into Birmingham Snow Hill station.


Police officer stand on the platform, alert, and watch we. Claudette curtsy. At least that make the police officer smile, and he stand back little bit while the porter bring we luggage off the train. Then I step off; the police officer look on me and his mouth drop down like red carpet will roll out of it.


‘Blow me, yo’m a big lad, int ya!’


I don’t understand a word.


‘He is a big man, yes, but gentle and nice,’ my ever-smiling wife say.


A porter tell we to get another train to the address we have written down, for Bilston about five mile away. So we find the next train, a much smaller one, and we wait for someone to take we bag, but nobody come and the attendant blow his whistle, so we carry them on for weself.


When Bilston come we think it must be a mistake. We eye never fall on so much black in all we life. The building black. The sky black. The people black, and not because they come from where we come from. The dog black. The bird black. Everywhere we look the ground open and something in the middle of demolish. Must be still where the bomb did drop in the war. The war done more than ten year now and they don’t fix it up yet? Plenty job must be here, then.


‘Bloody ’ell, look how many there am!’ bawl one old woman to her friend, her neck and batty check back like hen, her hand clasp together with black purse over her feathery little wrist, scarf over her head. We look both way on the platform; must be five of we at most step off in Bilston same time, and only we with luggage. The friend stop and look and say, ‘They’m tekkin’ over, ay they!’ and her big daughter, chewing her finger, twist up her head and stare up on me so hard she start dribble.


Better we did stay in Jamaica and move we marriage bed in a bauxite mine. The smile drop from Claudette face when she see the neighbourhood where Laury and his wife Doreen buy, and I don’t see it again for must be one week. Doreen house clean but the other house dark an’ dirty, stack all together like domino except the window black, too. Plenty of them look more suitable to keep chicken than to settle with family. Nothing in Jamaica compare to Bilston. Not a single Bilston wall not line with black soot. Claudette white glove turn grey in a drawer. The street baby run round naked and shit where they squat. Their face blacker than mine, but they’re white; they run up and down the road with nothing on their feet and rusty nail and broken glass in the gutter, but they see me and call out, Nigger! Nigger! Look, Charlie! Nigger! They stop kick tin can and stare up on me, mouth open with wonder like bomber plane land in we street. We leave the Garden of Eden for the Land of Milk and Honey and find Sodom and Gomorrah. Instead of rolling hill, mountain of trash. River of crude oil. Blast furnace for tree. Woman with six children under the age of ten, the oldest boy sent out to work, the oldest girl with her little sister on her hip. I use to box, and take some hit, yet nothing catch me off guard like a fearless little boy with hair like the sun, angelic blue eye and gun for tongue.


I start to get the headache right away. My head hurt, and I sick to my stomach. I fear that my little baby not born yet will have to go to school one day with these badmind child.


The Labour Exchange send me to a forge. I think to just take the first thing that come along to settle we down, and then we can see about to buy in a nice neighbourhood, maybe one of the white house with little garden. We did see, passing through on the train, that England have more to offer than this, so we keep hope. I don’t trust Laury to get me a job because he say, I’alright, you cya leave one job one day an get nother one the next. And he follow that plan, if I can call it that. One day he work in a steel factory, next day he working on a scrap yard. I don’t know why he don’t stay in the same place for more than two week.


Claudette tell me about the problem Laury and Doreen have already in their marriage. They marry quick in Jamaica because Doreen want to come to England, but it seem that she don’t want to have relation with Laury and she certain she don’t want to have children. Laury is a good man and I know him since about six-year-old, but he not Clark Gable. Sometime a man can make a woman laugh and lie back when otherwise she might scream and run, but Laury is both ugly and a fool. Doreen herself is quite thick-set and vex-looking – though she have nice brown skin and plenty good hair – so they are a good match to marry and migrate. She work plenty hour in a factory, making brick, and he, of course, don’t know what he is doing from one month to the next. He even join me in the forge for must be one week, before he burn his arm and he move on to a foundry.


It was summertime, yet I was melting metal at temperature hotter than the middle of hell that cook you inside and out, so hot you can’t breathe, and what you do breathe full up of black dust. Some of the man laugh and suggest I must use to this kind of temperature, coming from the tropic. Then they ask me if I am not black enough already so I need to come to Bilston to get more black. I don’t even trouble them to light my cigarette. I come up 12 o’clock from the confinement to the light, and once my eye adjust, which take some time, I strip down to my waist and eat the Jamaican bun Claudette have to catch bus all the way near to Birmingham to buy. White girl with pram and half-caste baby side of them walk past, and look on me like I should follow them to their house.


When I get home, Claudette complain that when she push herself to go out to buy food and yarn, too many ugly white face looking on her, and even the face that not looking on her aware that she there. Somebody did throw stone nearby her, and she already knit more clothes for the baby than it will need, with five month left till it even born, and we room, and the share bathroom, corridor and stairs, that not even for her to clean, cleaner than at any time must be since the house first build. There did no point in her trying to get a job, because nobody want a pregnant woman. She say she don’t have anybody to talk to because Doreen out at work all day at the factory. I listen, but I can’t talk back, because my head heavy and sick, and I lie down, and she shout on me not to lie down on her clean sheet in my dirty overall, and tell me I better must wash before she give me dinner, so I get up, and my brain lurch in my head, then my stomach lurch, and she understand right away that something wrong, because she never see her Norman throw up straight out in the sink.


‘I am sorry, Claudette,’ I say, bend double and breathe hard. She put her arm around me and lead me out the door, across the landing to the toilet. Somebody in there. I feel another surge come but manage to hold it back. The sweat drip down from my brow, though I feel half cold, half hot. My brain feel like blast furnace raging in my head. I squint my eye tight then open them wide, but they can’t focus.


‘You’re not going back to that horrible forge again,’ Claudette say. ‘I will stop by them in the morning to tell them you take sick. Tomorrow we will find a doctor, but darling, we have to get away from here and find a better place.’


I don’t need a doctor tell me I need a different job. I sleep, and Claudette mop my brow. She feed me good hot soup with soft cowfoot and nice thick dumplin I have to chew good to stimulate my temple and muscle from the inside.


I get up seven o’clock next morning, drink tea and eat plantain. I go out to the shop, take five newspaper, set myself up in a phone booth. Plenty people when they hear my West Indian accent tell me rubbish about that the vacancy already gone, but I do get one interview, for a job as a municipal gardener with Sandwell Council.


Plenty door I get lead through behind the secretary woman, who always check behind her like she worry that I watching her little bottom in her high-waist skirt and heel, and everybody look up and watch me pass. Mr Parker seem nice from the minute I see him. Tall, not as tall as me but I think that why he respect me straight away. Grey hair, comb immaculate. Grey suit, blue eye. Thick, dark eyebrow and moustache. And he get up from his great big desk with bright window behind, take off his spectacle and rush out to shake my hand. Never did I ever sit in a chair so comfortable in all my life. He smile on me and ask all these question about Jamaica, and tell me he always want to go. I compliment him on the flower arrangement behind him – peony, rose, lily, lisianthus, alstroemeria, amaryllis – and he tell me that hardly anybody who come to interview for gardening job know anything about flowers. I tell him I use to be a groundsman for a hotel in St Ann’s Bay, then for Mr Henry Chambers of Weymouth House. Mr Parker start to look on me all confidential. He pace up and down with his hand in his pocket in front of his window and think out loud to himself … then he offer me the job! I don’t say more than few word, but he shake my hand and tell me, We’ll see you Monday! just like that. He say that there is a job for life at the council if I did want it, that I can take exam and train to become horticulturalist. He say I can be one of the new wave of coloured professional in the UK. When I come home and tell Claudette she scream like I get groundsman job for the Queen.


It easy to get a council house when I work for the council, and we move into one on a nice estate in West Bromwich, close to Swan Village Gas Works. Doreen sad to say goodbye to Claudette but Claudette not sad to move in a much nicer neighbourhood where there is more space between the house and where there is a common across the road. The house come with three bedroom and a big garden front and back. We try not to look at the tall, big, grey gas tank that fill up the sky from we back garden. She can walk not too far to Great Bridge, a good market street with butcher, fishmonger, grocer, wallpaper shop, coffee house, cinema, post office, chemist, Woolworth, Tesco, anything she could want.


December come, and Claudette gone into labour. They rush her straight into the birthing room and out follow we firstborn, bawling up in the air, the strongest, hardest chest I ever hear come from a baby. Robert James Alonso is sitting on my foot, playing with his toy, still making plenty noise. He eat good and start walk early, talk early and do everything early. He will make all of we proud, make his Uncle Philip proud, make his grandfather Barrington proud, make his daddy Norman proud, make his own son proud.
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I work with a white man name Peter, who wear dirty overall like factory man and stop every minute what he is doing to comb his hair back. He is what they call a Teddy Boy. He chat rubbish, tell me he love cricket and he don’t mind Learie Constantine, but he think the government should stop the immigration of coloured people to England. He use England test victory against the West Indies as proof that the black don’t have anything to offer white people. I don’t listen to him. He don’t listen to me, either. He did apply for a big job in the council, but he don’t get it, for he is idle. He start rant and rave and lose his mind. He say how much he in debt, how he got three children already, that he twenty-six and need to make more money for his wife pregnant again. All the time his friend come by and he stop and chat to them half-an-hour leaning on his spade plant in the ground. He stand over me while I dig out weed and ask me what I know about English soil – I don’t live in a tree? Then he say that coloured people who can’t even speak English good are taking all the opportunity, because the politician can say Britain don’t segregate like America, and that we must be better than them, but the common white man like himself can’t rise up.


The gaffer – maybe he know it will rattle him – tell Peter listen to Norman. Do what Norman do. Peter must think that if he working alongside a nigger then he must be a nigger too, and if he taking order from a nigger then he must worse than a nigger. And what kind of white man worse than a nigger? He don’t think about all the time he is late to start work because he did drunk the previous night. He don’t think about how I am better than him at my job, how I work two time as hard and how I have so much more knowledge and experience. He smoke his cigarette and say:


‘How d’ya get this job? Let that old queer suck your big black cock off in his office, did ya?’ And then he dash his cigarette butt right where I am about to plant a bulb.


I don’t say anything to Mr Parker, but Peter soon lose him job anyway.


Summer ’57, I help Mr Parker in his own garden on a Saturday. He live in the most sweet little house I ever did see in my life – with weeping willow tree and hydrangea bush at the front, a little pond with goldfish and a rockery at the back – by himself, for his wife dead and his children grow up and gone. We strip down to we vest in the sun and drink lemonade, and he play Louis Armstrong from his gram, while we turn the bed and water everything with his hosepipe, prune bush and cut grass. He take me in his Rover for drive out of town and we come across one little cottage, deep in the field. People who see we together look shock that a gentleman like him can walk round with a black man but he don’t seem to care. When they stop to talk to him they can hardly look me in the eye, and when he introduce me, they can hardly reach to shake my hand. He sit me down in the shadow of an old oak tree, run in the pub and come back with two beer. He is like Clark Gable. The light tint with orange and pink as the sun start to set. He talk about his family, and I talk about mine; he ask me how I can leave two son in Jamaica to come to England.


I don’t know why I tell him that. He seem like the sort of man you can tell your life story to. When he sit and listen, you talk. When he talk, you listen. He tell me I can call him Clifford. Lynval and Gregory born to Lerlene. When we split up, she keep them. I never love her; I hardly know how I come to be father to two children with her. Lynval the clever one, light skin, coolie hair, handsome, the girl dem sugar, good dancer. Gregory more sensitive, considerate, darker. Robert favour Gregory more than Lynval. I send them money, letter and photograph, but she have a new man now and they’re happy, which is all that matter. And I am happy as well with Claudette, and we new family with Robert. If only Claudette can see me now, I think, lie down in a field in the hot sun, drinking beer with Clifford, talking private things, blue sky and cricket whistle like back-home country. We go back to his house and he play Elvis and Johnny Cash record, we drink whisky, smoke cigarette and dance. After, he drop me back at the station, and I go home to my wife.
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Claudette and me spend Christmas at home with we baby in front of the fire, and Laury and Doreen come by we on Boxing Day. Back home we did dream of snow in the English winter, like on Christmas card, and think about build snowman – we even dream about which tie we will put on him, and Claudette did even knit one red and green wool one – but we don’t realise how cold it get even without snow; none of we did pack good boot or heavy coat; we don’t realise, when snow fall, if it rain first it don’t stick; we don’t realise, when the snow mix with rain and wind, how it chop up your face like blade and prickle your ears-hole like needle; we don’t realise, when the snow stick hard, you can’t leave your house without spade to cut out path; you can’t walk down road without fall, you can’t reach work on time, because somebody, if they see you with spade, is going to ask you to cut their path too. The television doesn’t work, your children get sick, and you can’t see doctor because everybody children sick; you get sick too but you still have to go to work, because nobody will pay your bill or rent or put food in your children belly if you can’t. Your finger them want to drop off from sweeping up the leaves, from knocking the snow off the tops of trees. It take plenty money just to heat up the house, so you have to squeeze up, and you can’t even make love with your wife because your children there in the bed with you, separating you like jealous dog. Your big pink lip jam up and make you talk like you’re sick in the head; nothing come out right, and the white people, like Teddy Boy Peter, think you’re simple, inferior, black, stupid.


Maurice, one Jamaican man who live round the corner, that I make friend with since we move here, tell me he did go to the Black Swan, and like we always do in Jamaica he knock his fist on the bar to get the attention of the bartender. Maurice, who work for one builder’s merchant in Great Bridge, is the sort of man who always chewing something, toothpick or fingernail, chicken bone or bottle top, whatever he can find, and he make noise with it, so I understand why some people might not love him soon as they see him. But what a way one dart player did walk up to him – when the sound of Maurice ring and watch bracelet on the bar did trouble him – to tell him he can’t behave in England like he is still in the jungle! No, sir, I say. I can’t believe that! I tell Maurice he is a liar, that a lie he tell me, just like Laury lie through his teeth when he write letter to say England the best country in the world, and that we must all stop slave in Jamaica one time and move here. A lie he did tell!


So next time Maurice want to go for a drink, I go with him to the Black Swan, me, big like Goliath, fist like brick, and we walk right in to the saloon bar, him first, then me, and I feel their face change, I feel their back freeze up like cat. They stop playing snooker; the thud of the next dart take long time to come. The dog hide under the table and flick their tail. Tall as the gas tank in my grey suit, I walk up to the bar and we stand there, wait, and wait, while the bartender serve some man who come up after we, wash some glass, scratch his ball and wipe down the bar. Mar twelve-year-old’s gerrin a trial at the Albion / Tell im not to gerris opes up too much, he’ll always a’the gas works. / Burry woe know if he doe troy though, will he? What’s he got to lose? / Even Duncan Edwards trained to be a carpenter, day ’e. / Ar, and look wharrappened to im. / Terrible ay it. Rest in peace. But we wait, quiet and patient, we breathe; we don’t get frustrate, and I hold Maurice hand when I hear the jingle of his bracelet. It look like the bartender – a fat, round man with must be about three chin, his trouser pull up right underneath his chest, tie up with must be a three-yard-long belt – need to clean up his bar, fix up himself and take time to serve we, because we are Black gentlemen, this pub call the Black Swan, and this region call the Black Country.


Finally he nod to we, say, next please like he don’t know. I look in his eye and smile and say, good evening, sir, and he say back to we, good evening but he don’t smile. It seem like he did step up to we with cosh at his back, but I turn to Maurice and ask him what he want, and he say he want a beer. I say, that is an excellent idea, Maurice, and Maurice look at me funny under his pork pie hat, but I turn to the bartender and ask for two of his finest pint of beer please, bartender, and the bartender say, Two pints of beer it is, but he still don’t smile. He take two glass, put down one then take the other one, pull the lever until the glass full, and place it down nice on one mat in front of Maurice. Then he take the other one, pull the lever until the glass full and place it careful on the mat in front of me. I watch every step – because I can still see good, then – to be certain he don’t spit on my beer or perpetrate some other nastiness against black man in his pub, and he don’t spill even one drop, not even one drop of anything but condensation did roll down the side of my glass. He stand back and say, One and fourpence please. I put my hand in my pocket and again his batty muscle tight up like I might pull machete out on him, but I keep smiling, hold my hand up to my face, count out the correct money and drop it in his hand. He take away his hand quick as I drop the coin so that he don’t get touch by my dirty jungle finger, but I don’t care about what he say and do, because then I turn to Maurice, smile on him and tell him in fast patois the bartender won’t understand, a so yuh reach a pub n’a country yuh nuh baan. ‘God bless you, sir!’ I take a big long gulp at the bar and make sure everybody in the saloon can hear how refreshing it feel: Ahhhhhhhh!


We laugh and drink we pint, then drink another one then leave, because I can’t take the smell of the pickle onion.
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February ’58, Claudette start to feel pregnant again; we don’t plan for another baby but we don’t not try. We deep in bed asleep when we startle up by crashin’ sound. Robert wake and Claudette scream. I take the cricket bat from under the bed and run downstairs. I find the curtain blow in from the street. I turn on the front room light and the carpet cover in shatter glass, and in the middle, a brick wrap up in paper. I tell Claudette to shut up and call the police. They come round must be fifteen minute later. They ask me if I have trouble with somebody recently, and I say no. But then they start to search up the place, and they ask me what I do with all these sign cheque write by Councillor Clifford Parker in my house, and I tell them I don’t know anything about them, and now Claudette screaming again, because they arrest me and lead me off to the police station. They leave we door open with one officer there. All the neighbour come out of their house to watch me arrest, and it take a long time to make them all know that I did nothing wrong.


‘Take that,’ Robert say, and the Indian must dead in the fireplace.


‘A good job the fire not on,’ I warn him.


The forge cheque must plant there, because I never see them yet, and not because my eyesight spoil. I tell them to call Mr Parker. They wait until morning, then Clifford himself come to the police station to vouch for me and convince them not to prosecute. It plain to me, for I read plenty Sherlock Holmes and Edgar Allan Poe story back home, that it Teddy Boy Peter who organise it. Maybe he have a friend in the police who he give the cheque to plant in my house because I am just a big nigger who nobody will believe, and he can punish me easy like that because he is too idle and he lose his job. We can’t have brick fly through we window every night. We don’t have relative to stay with. We thirty-two and twenty-three. It is me one who have to take care of my pregnant wife and son, and I can’t have my life control by some mash-up white idiot like Peter. If people are jealous of my friendship with Clifford, I decide to finish it.


I thank him and tell him I can’t work for him again if it put my wife and son in danger. He disappoint but he accept my resignation, and send the council to come fix up we house. When he drop me home, he tell me to call him whenever I need anything. Anything, he say, and squeeze my leg.


It can’t do me good to rely on people who don’t know how to handle me. They put you front a themself and control you like game. I apply for the same kind of job but nobody want to know; again, they all say the vacancy fill when they hear my West Indian accent. I realise I did lucky to get through to Clifford, but I know I’m too proud to turn back. After two week of unemployment I take a job at the gas works, shovelling coal in the retort to burn at a thousand degree, surround by young man like Peter and old man who do the same job all them life. That is the life I can handle, if I can keep to my own business. We have we own garden to make beautiful. I remember the flower truck at Paddington station and think, maybe, if we good with we money, one day we can set up we own flower truck, Claudette and me, and send we children to a good school.


‘Take that!’ Robert say again.


‘Robert, gimme them.’


He must think I wan’ play with him, because he gimme them straight away. I take them in the kitchen an’ put them in the bin. I come back in the front room and sit down. Seem like he a try to get up to find them.


‘Sit down. I don’t play game with you.’


‘What happen?’ he say. His voice sound like panic.


‘I put them away. Plenty other toy you have,’ I say.


He don’t know what I mean. He start to cry. I pick him up and cuddle him. I forget sometime he just two.


‘Shut up cry and listen. When you a play with cowboy a’Indian, you a take the role of the white man and kill the brown man, when in real life, you not the white man, you the brown man, and the white man want kill you. A so me mean. You haffi learn that.’


At no point should my need come before that of a white man, so man like Teddy Boy Peter think. Clifford a good friend, but when he not by my side, how I can walk in his world? I am too big, too black. My boy scream to learn that there lesson.
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Soon as I start at the gas work it make me wonder why I bother move to England at all if this my level. I also start to wonder whether, if God did ask me which way I did want to fall down, I would choose to be blind or hard-of-hearing. The shit I hear talk every day make me think I did sooner go without ear than eye. Without ear, I can still see Claudette and my children and read book but I don’t have to listen the workmate language, if I can call it that.


I don’t know this about England when I did back in Jamaica, but they have this whole spread, thick like lard pon bread, of people who can’t read, can’t talk good, scratch themselves up like dog with flea, don’t understand a thing about life outside their own head, but think they can call me nigger, darkie, coon, gorilla, tell me to go back to my own country where I belong and stop steal their sunlight – I don’t have enough back in the jungle? I don’t melt, like chocolate? The ignorance, the way they talk about their missus like she a bucket with hole, or they can’t talk about anything more than which football team better, Albion, Villa, City or Wolves.
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