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One thing I learned from my two years fighting crime in Camaho – sometimes, to uphold the law, you need to break the fuckin rules.


Five days after I arrested a police officer for drink-driving and much worse, Miss Stanislaus, my partner in San Andrews CID, shot down Juba Hurst – the man who raped her as a child. The trouble I started was nothing compared to hers. And there was no way I was going to let her face the consequences on her own. That’s me, Michael Digger Digson. It is the way I’m wired.


I’d spent all Sunday in the north of the island with my friend, Caran, who headed a semi-military unit of four: three fellas and a woman named Toya Furore – Caran’s lieutenant. We called them the Bush Rangers. They had the gun skills and bush-craft of soldiers, the arresting powers of the police and the deductive skills of detectives.


Detective Superintendent Chilman, our old boss, had handpicked Caran and his crew to patrol the gloomy interior of the island. Fit, fast and armed, they’d stay out in the mountains for weeks if they had to, turfing out ganja growers, bush-meat hunters, murderers and the occasional jail-breaker who ran for the mists and high forests of Camaho. Caran’s Bush Rangers could navigate the island in their sleep. They were legends in the north of the island.


As usual I’d spent the first hour with Caran puzzling over what Detective Superintendent Chilman had done to us. The old fella, we decided, was a bagful of contradictions: he’d resigned from the Force a couple of years ago, but still came in to San Andrews CID to run our lives. He was a fulltime drunk with a brain that had no room for bullshit and a tongue that stung like a syringe. The old fella had spent thirty years in the Police Force and he despised his colleagues because they were so useless at tackling crime. In fact, the old fella believed they were the cause of the crime sometimes. Like that young Canadian tourist who was walking her dog on one of the isolated beaches on the western coast and got accosted and murdered by a youngfella that the police had arrested only a couple of hours earlier for assault. The superintendent who’d ordered the killer’s immediate release was a relative.


Chilman decided he’d had enough. He couldn’t change the Police Force, but he could create his own team ‘by any and all means necessary’. That meant breaking every recruitment rule.


He picked me up off the streets in San Andrews. I was nineteen, I’d just left school with no job – despite my qualifications – and no prospect of one. A street killing changed my luck. My crime was simply being there. Chilman spotted me on the sidewalk busy doing nothing. He arrested me and brought me to his office. Join the new CID unit he was forming or face time in jail, he said. And I knew he was not joking.


He picked up Chief Officer Malan on Grand Beach with a shopping bag of marijuana, peddling the stuff to tourists. Fourteen years in prison and an unlimited fine or full employment with perks and prospects was Chilman’s offer to Malan Greaves. And there was Spiderface, arrested with a bale of ganja in his boat. Spiderface gave the coast guard so much hell before they caught him that Chilman was impressed enough to reward him with gainful employment.


He must’ve said something different to Miss Stanislaus, his daughter. ‘Best brains on the island,’ he told us when he dumped the woman on the Department. Pet and Lisa – trainee admins in another department – were invited to lunch and never went back to their old jobs.


‘Fuckin blackmail,’ I’d shot at the old fella once, in a fit of irritation.


‘Talent spotting,’ he’d retorted. ‘Look at y’all record, Digson! One thousand police officers serving the island, sixteen stations throughout the parishes, and San Andrews CID got the best crime-busting record in Camaho two years running. No wonder the whole damn Police Force want to mash us up. Including the Justice Minister!’


I’d left Caran’s little house feeling good with the food Mary, his wife, had fed me. I was shaking my head and chuckling at his stories about the mysteries of Camaho’s forests: boiling springs that gushed from crevices in the rocks, voices he swore they heard on the wind up there in the mountains, the shadowy creatures they often glimpsed, and Princess Orchids that fed on the sap of forest trees and killed them. At the end of it he’d nudged me with an elbow. ‘Beautiful t’ings, Digger. Beautiful t’ings does kill.’


He’d directed his chin at his wife and grinned at her. Mary burst out laughing and tossed her kitchen towel in his face.


It was dusk by the time I came off the murderous mountain road of Grand Etang onto River Road, which would take me into San Andrews town. A line of vehicles stretched ahead of me as far as the old iron bridge that hung over the sea. Blaring horns and shouting a few yards ahead.


I pulled up on the side of the road, left my car and followed the noise. A man was pinned up against a Nissan minibus by a mob. The windscreen was a spiderweb of punched-in glass. The vehicle was skewed across the road with its engine running. About three yards ahead, a group of chattering teenagers were comparing phone footage of what looked like the mangled remains of a body. A slim-boned, detached arm with five copper bracelets told me it was a woman. About twenty-five, I guessed. The rest of the woman, I was told, was scattered along the stretch of road.


I walked into the crowd, raised my ID and ordered them to disperse. They shuffled back a couple of feet, with agitated voices.


I knew the fella. He was a constable from San Andrews Police Central, locked down to a desk job because of a prosthetic leg. There was a story floating in the Force about his wife and a lover she flaunted in his face.


Someone had already called the ambulance. No one phoned the police.


I called Recovery – a three-man unit that Detective Superintendent Chilman had created for situations such as these – fellas who would think nothing of eating their dinner with their plates sitting on a cadaver. They used to be gravediggers.


‘DC Digson here. This one is a scrape-up job. Four hours’ worth of work.’


I gave them the coordinates and turned to the officer. He was stinking of alcohol. ‘So what happen?’


People must have read my lips.


‘He knock down the woman, drivin’ drunk. He murder her. The woman got two lil children and . . . fucker drag she all de way from—’


I raised a cautioning hand at the speaker – a youngfella with his hair pulled out in tufts like a fluffy porcupine. His voice was lava-hot and raking.


‘You, Digshun, frum Shandrooz She-Eye-Dee, nuh so? I didn see ’er. I could’uv swear was, was a dog I hit, man.’


‘So, you run over a dog, and you keep driving?’


‘Naah, fella, I—’


‘Don’t fuckin “fella” me! Address me by my rank and name. You stinking drunk and you driving! You should be first to know is a criminal offence.’


I turned to face the crowd. ‘Who witnessed this?’


Four youths stepped forward with lit-up smart phones.


I took the handsets and stuffed them in my pocket. ‘Collect them tomorrow from San Andrews CID.’ I ignored their protests. ‘Anybody actually saw the accident?’


A man raised his hand – short, oily face, big eyes. I took his details.


I turned back to the officer. ‘If you dunno it yet, I arresting y’arse. I want jail for you. I want the maximum for you.’


‘O Gorsh, Digshun. I’z a officer too.’


‘That makes it worse!’ I handcuffed him and dragged him into my car.


By the time I got to San Andrews Central station, I was close to throwing up. My car stank of the officer. He’d clearly pissed himself and was a mumbling wreck on the back seat.


I dragged him out and carried him inside. I demanded the keys from the duty officer – a bug-eyed youngfella with a loose mouth, who dropped his gaze on the crumpled man then fixed my face. He looked confused, moved his lips as if he were about to say something, but then changed his mind. He followed me to the cell. I opened it, dumped Buso inside, then locked him in.


‘I’m DC Digson – people call me Digger,’ I told him. ‘San Andrews CID.’


‘Missa Digger, you sure—’


‘I more than sure. This officer just killed a woman. He said he mistook her for a dog. Look at him – drunk no arse and driving.’ I pocketed the keys.


The young man pointed at my pocket. I ignored him, pulled out my notebook and spent a few minutes writing. I tore out the page and held it out to him. ‘What’s your name?’


‘Kent, Sir.’


‘You new here, right?’ He nodded and took the page.


‘Make sure the Superintendent gets this,’ I said.


‘The, erm, keys, Missa Digger . . . ’ He was chewing his lower lip and throwing glances in the direction of the cells. A low hum came from down the corridor. A gargled hymn from Buso – ‘Rock of Ages’ . . .


‘I keeping the keys,’ I said and strode out of the building.
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I was up at seven, a cup of hot cocoa in my hand, looking down from my veranda at the houses in Old Hope village spread across the hillside on which we lived. Directly ahead were the foothills, pulling my gaze all the way up to the Mardi Gras mountains – purple-dark in the early light. Last night’s accident was sitting on my mind.


At nine o’clock exactly I received a call from Staff Superintendent Gill of San Andrews Central Police Station. He demanded the keys to the cells in the building. Didn’t I know that a police officer never arrested another officer in public no matter what they did? And they certainly didn’t lock them up overnight and take away the keys. Where did I get my training? Who the hell did I think I was?


‘Detective Constable Digson, Sir! San Andrews CID!’ I retorted. ‘Two years serving, and I’m asking you to read the report I left with your duty officer before you start to insult me.’


‘That’s no excuse,’ he snapped. ‘I want the keys. When you bringing it in?’


‘When I ready,’ I replied and hung up.


I left my house at 11am, the jail keys in my pocket. I could smell the ocean from my place in Old Hope – the long cane valley that ran all the way down to the sea. Already the hills crackled with a strange high heat. All month it had been like this: dry, dusty, sapping; the air filled with the lament of suffering livestock that were hugging the shadows of the trees and hills. I could see the brown flooring of the forest receding all the way to the hilltops. With all that dryness a pusson felt afraid to strike a match, and I worried at the sight of smoke.


I took the long road to the office in San Andrews.


Chief Officer Malan called. I didn’t pick up.


Five minutes later, Office Admin, Pet, texted me: wh r u?


I didn’t reply.


The chief officer phoned again. I ignored him. Then Miss Stanislaus’s number popped up. ‘G’morning, Miss Stanislaus. How you?’


I imagined her at her desk in one of her glorious lilypatterned Monday-morning dresses, the window light on her hands and face, the phone poised delicately against an ear.


‘Count five,’ she said. It was her way of telling me she wanted to talk in private. Now, I could tell by the background noises that she’d stepped out of the office and was in the concrete courtyard.


‘Missa Digger, you askin for trouble?’ she said.


‘Nuh.’


‘Why you lock up de policefella?’


‘He killed a woman last night, Miss Stanislaus. Drunk driving, and he’s not getting away with it just because he’s an officer.’


‘I didn know,’ she said.


‘That’s because it is not on the news. San Andrews Central will bury it as usual.’


‘You plannin to fight them?’


‘That’s for the family of the victim to do. Ask Pet to get a lawyer who’s prepared to take the case on a no-win, no-fee basis – pro bono, they call that. I’ll give Pet the details when I get in.’


‘Send it now.’ Miss Stanislaus’s tone had changed.


I pulled up the car, consulted my notes and sent the details through my phone.


The whole department was there when I walked in, clearly waiting for me. DS Chilman sat near the door, his elbows on his knees, his mouth twisted in a tight worried knot. The two office admins, Pet and Lisa, were side by side, their desks facing the door. Chief Officer Malan had wheeled his chair out of his office. He sat straight-backed in a pressed blue shirt following my movements with steady, vicious eyes. An officer in uniform was on a chair next to him.


Miss Stanislaus, in a beautiful sea-green dress, looked relaxed at her desk, her gaze directed through the window at the marketplace below. For a moment, she rested those big brown eyes on my face and then turned back to the window.


‘What take you so long?’ Malan grated.


I lifted my shoulders and dropped them, pulled a chair and sat down. ‘What’s the upset?’


The chief officer exploded. ‘How you mean what’s the upset! That’s the best you kin do? You lock up an officer, take the key an’ walk! And you asking, what the upset is?’


‘What makes Officer Buso different from any other person out there in Camaho?’


‘Digger, you can’t go arresting officers, jusso. Y’all doing the same blasted job!’


‘Malan, you shouting. Chill! You didn answer my question. Answer it.’


He shot to his feet, pushed out a hand. ‘Gimme de keys!’


‘Nuh! Not yet. And get outta my face, Malan!’


DS Chilman cleared his throat – a wet, threatening sound. Malan retreated. Miss Stanislaus turned from the window to take us in with an irritated, sidewise look.


‘Answer my question,’ I said.


‘Where y’ever hear about police arresting police? Is de same Force. You want to start a civil war?’


A flush of anger ran through me. ‘A police officer stinking drunk and driving run into a woman on the roadside. Woman went to buy some milk for her two children. The youngest child is two years old. The other one is six. Officer lost control of the vehicle and hit her. He so drunk he say he thought it was a dog. Didn stop for half a mile. Recovery had to scrape her off the road. Put yourself in my place, Malan. What you would’ve done?’


‘Why you didn take him aside?’


‘For what?’


‘Nuff of this!’ Miss Stanislaus’s voice cut through. She pulled her handbag, plucked a tissue and began to fan her face.


‘I still say he deserve different treatment!’


‘Not from me,’ I said.


DS Chilman came to his feet. ‘Okay, Digson! So you upset! You not happy, what you got in mind?’


‘Like I say, the woman got two children left behind. Ain got no law in Camaho that exempt police. I prepared to make a statement on that woman’s behalf in court.’


‘It not going to go to court,’ Malan said.


Pet shook her head, then looked at Lisa with a wide-eyed, appalled expression. Pet hadn’t lost her cool yet, but I had no doubt that she was getting there.


Miss Stanislaus swung around to face Malan. ‘Scuse me, Missa Malan, you wrong! It got to go to court and if it don’ want to go to court, I going make it go to court.’


They locked eyes, a tight-lipped unflinching stare from Miss Stanislaus. Malan’s was dark-eyed and clenched. He could barely disguise his hostility towards Miss Stanislaus. He’d never recovered from her first day at the office when he tried to humiliate her. I’d never seen anything like the fury in those big brown eyes when she cut him down: told him about his womanising ways, the young wife he hid from the world and the child he’d anchored her at home with – all in a coupla minutes and without ever meeting him before. It shocked his arse to realise so much of his private life was in full view to a person who knew what to look for. It shocked me too. Made disciples of Pet and Lisa.


Chilman spread his palm in front of me, the rum-yellow eyes on mine. I pulled out the keys and dropped them in his hand.


He passed the keys to the officer from San Andrews Central.


In silence, we watched the young policeman leave.


DS Chilman gestured at the door. I followed him to the courtyard. He ran a hand over his salt-and-pepper head then looked into my face. ‘Common sense tell me to advise you to let this go. But I know you – you like a dog with a bad case of lockjaw. When you get your teeth into somefing, you won’t let go, not even if I make it an order. When you arrest Officer Buso, it was a snake that you pick up in your hand. He’s friends with the same kinda policeman who kill your mother. We still got a few left in the Force. And now they see what you done to Buso,’ he coughed into his hand, ‘they’ll be wondering if is them next. They going to have their eyes on you, Digson. Mebbe is time for people to know who your father is.’


‘Nuh!’


‘Okay.’ He pushed a dry-stick finger under my nose. ‘Then start wearing your blaastid piece. From now! That’s an order.’ He hitched up his trousers and headed for his car.


I stared down on the wide curve of the Carenage, cluttered with inter-island cargo boats. There were days when I could barely look down there. It was where, in ’99, a posse of renegade police officers, led by a man named Boko, murdered my mother and disappeared her body.


I heard Miss Stanislaus’s crisp footsteps behind me, then I smelled her lime-lavender-nutmeg perfume. She placed herself beside me, her sea-green dress complemented perfectly by matching shoes and handbag, her hair pulled back in a glossy bun. She had a hand inside her handbag, which could just as readily emerge with a tissue or that little Ruger revolver she loved. She called the gun Miss Betsy.


‘Missa Digger, how come you didn greet me when you come in?’


‘Sorry, Miss Stanislaus. How you?’


‘Too late,’ she sniffed. ‘What botherin you?’


Chief Officer Malan came out the office, jumped into his jeep and slammed the door. He gunned the engine, the vehicle shot out onto the road. I followed the yelp of his tyres as he took the corner further down the hill.


‘Let’s take some breeze,’ she said.


‘Something on your mind?’ I said.


She did not answer.


‘What’s going on, Miss Stanislaus?’


I thought it might be her daughter, Daphne – a thirteenyear-old mini version of Miss Stanislaus. They were the only two people whose voices I sometimes confused. They had the same bright gun-barrel stare, the same love of vivid colours, and a delicacy in their movements that hid the steel inside them.


I glanced at my watch: 1pm. ‘Let’s go eat something,’ I said.


I took her to Kathy’s Kitchen, one of those eating places in San Andrews town that you have to know existed in order to find it. No signs on the door, no menu. The woman served one meal a day and it was whatever she fancied cooking. It was always working people’s food. We walked into a small front room with a single fluorescent light. Floor carpeted with linoleum, five plastic tables – a pair of matching chairs pushed against each one. We sat before a bowl of calaloo soup with photos of Miss Kathy’s family staring down at us, deadeyed and unsmiling.


‘Tell me,’ I said.


She threw me a quick glance. Miss Stanislaus had those eyes you couldn’t help noticing. Bright, translucent brown, with a luminosity that seemed to come from inside. There were times when I thought I saw hints of that glint in her father’s, Chilman’s, too.


‘Still not sleeping?’ I said.


‘I awright, Missa Digger. Somefing I want to show you.’ She lifted her bag from her lap, rested it on the table. Miss Stanislaus eased out a newspaper cutting and slid it towards me.


The article was three days old. I remembered it. One Lena Maine from Kara Island, aged thirty-two, had walked into the sea and drowned.


‘Is Juba Hurst cause it,’ she said.


My heart sank.


She’d pushed the bowl of soup aside, was almost mumbling the words. ‘I been on the phone to people back home becuz it didn make no sense to me. Kara Islan woman know trouble from the time she born, and if she can’t fight trouble, other woman help her. She don’t kill ’erself. Look at the day it happen!’


I shook my head.


‘Saturday, not so? Juba Hurst come back from Vincen Islan every Sunday. Miss Lena kill ’erself the day befo becuz she can’t take it no more from him.’


‘Evidence, Miss Stanislaus . . . ’


‘Is what Dada, her gran’mother, tell me on the phone and I got no reason to doubt them. She say Juba come to her gran’daughter every Sunday night stinking like a grave. Lena don’t want im near her. People hear she bawlin like a cow and they dunno how to save her. Becuz if she don’ let im have his way, he say he kill her and her chil’ren—’


‘Miss Stanislaus,’ I said, ‘is ten years plus since Juba Hurst assault you, erm, sexually—’


‘I not talkin about that! You not listenin to me! Months I been sayin this to San Andrews CID – my own department dat I work in.’ She halted on that and shook her head, her face tight with outrage and disbelief. ‘I tellin y’all dat somefing bad happenin on Kara Islan and we got to tackle it. Right now, Missa Digger, Juba rule Kara Islan. Coupla years ago, he take over all my great-uncle, Koku, land. To make matters worse, nobody can’t find my great-uncle since Juba take his property. And nobody can’t go near that place ’ceptin some ole wimmen who don give a damn no more. Last three months, they been burnin down his place soon as he go off to Vincen Islan becuz they say is bad fings he dealin in.’


I looked at her dabbing at the side of her mouth, her other hand restless in her lap. My mind switched to Juba Hurst – suspected murderer and enforcer. Eight cases of serious assault against minors with intent to commit buggery, four attempted murders, fifteen threats to kill, twelve unlawful woundings, nine indecent assaults on a female, two reported cases of detention of a woman against her will – every one of those cases had been retracted a day or two before it went to court. I had my ears and eyes tuned in on that fella. The problem was, he lived on Kara Island and from what I heard, the few police over there were terrified of him. Without proof of some new crime to pin on Juba Hurst, we could not move.


The only jail time Juba did was for the abduction and rape of a fourteen-year-old schoolgirl on Kara Island. That schoolgirl was Miss Stanislaus. Happened a week after Chilman walked away from Miss Stanislaus and her mother and moved to Camaho. First daughter, and Chilman didn look back, not even when Juba left her with a child I saw her struggling to love.


I picked up Miss Stanislaus’s daughter Daphne from lateevening netball practice in San Andrews on Fridays and dropped her off at their little painted gate. A couple of weeks ago she remained in the car, her schoolbag on her knees. Daphne looked at the gate and then raised wide, entreating eyes at me. ‘Missa Digger, I can come stay with you – mebbe for a while?’


‘Not possible, Daph. Miss Stanislaus won’t allow it and I can’t either. What’s the problem?’


‘She don’ like me no more, Missa Digger. She won’t even talk to me, not even to—’


Daphne broke down.


I tapped out a text message to Miss Stanislaus: Daphne don’t want to come in. I taking her to Miss Iona house or mine. U got 2 mins 2 dcide.


My phone vibrated. Miss Stanislaus, soft-voiced, exhausted, was at the other end. ‘Send her in, Missa Digger. Fanks.’


I touched Miss Stanislaus’s arm. She pulled away, her eyes hot and fierce on mine. Then something in her crumbled and her voice dropped almost to a murmur. ‘I want y’all to believe me, Missa Digger. I – I dunno what to say to make you believe me.’


She sat staring past my head for a while, then drew breath. ‘Problem is, Missa Digger, now Miss Lena gone – Juba Hurst goin throw himself on some other woman, not so? He going find them wimmen who been burnin down his place and is what he won’t do to them. Gimme a reason why I should sit down here in Camaho and allow that to happen to my fam’ly.’


‘I didn know Lena was family,’ I said.


She threw me a sideways glare. ‘On Kara Islan, Missa Digger, everybody is fam’ly.’


She got up, dragged her bag towards her and strode out.
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I parked at the side of the road and walked up the concrete path to my house. My body craved sleep; my limbs were heavy with it. I’d sat through most of the night in the office scrolling through scores of Googled pages, my mind full of Miss Stanislaus. I’d stopped at PTSD and was seized with a kind of terror when I took in what it said. Rape survivors have a harder time overcoming it than combat veterans.


And there was not always an end date.


They’d listed sleeplessness, depressive disorders and denial. Suicidal thoughts were there too, irritation and self-loathing, even anger. It crossed my mind that they hadn’t met a case like Miss Stanislaus. If they had, they would have added another: revenge. Not only that – in her case, they would have placed it top of the list. It was clear to me that Miss Stanislaus was not the kinda woman to forget an outrage against her body however long ago it was. She’d brought the rage with her when Chilman dumped her on San Andrews CID. All that indignation! Sometimes I saw her struggling to hold it back. There were days when she shrank at the slightest touch, grew dangerous and moody when news of a sexual assault reached our department.


I pushed those thoughts out of my head and played a game with myself. I pretended to be a private investigator entering my own house.


*


I climb three concrete steps, pull the bolt of the glass-fronted door and switch on the ceiling lights. I tiptoe past four Morris chairs and a sofa in the front room. Shelves line every wall, stacked with books that cover every aspect of the human body before and after death. Books on human bones cover the kitchen worktop. The thickest has a pencil in it: Osteometry: The Mathematics of the Human Form.


Two fridges. I pull open the door of the smaller one. Its shelves are crammed with bottled chemicals, the frozen larvae and pupae of arthropods and blowflies at every stage of their development. Old 35mm film canisters stuffed with soil samples, burrs and blades of grass. Human tissue in phials of formalin.


A music player sits in the far corner with stacks of CDs crowding it, mainly jazz, some Lovers’ Rock, a pile of Bump n Grind with Lycra-clad Jamaican rude-gals cocking fully loaded, G-stringed backsides at the camera. Downright provocative.


A spare room on my right with a skeletal iron bed jammed against the wall. A battalion of vintage-labelled rum bottles on the floor.


There is a furnished bedroom at the far end of the house. An ancient mahogany bed takes up more than half the space, with a single slatted wooden window about five feet above it. All the other windows in the house are glass. Hurricane house, obviously, built circa 1955, stripped of its Guyana wood, extended and strengthened with concrete, steel and Temple stone.


Expensive condoms of the super-sensitive variety on the side table. No evidence of cohabitation.


Conclusions so far: male occupant aged twenty-three or thereabouts, obsessed with death and human body parts. Possibly cannibalistic. Visiting relationship, if any. An unhealthy interest in rum cocktails and disgusting music.


I leave the wall of the living room for last. There are three photos. The first is of an old Indian woman sitting on wooden steps, the door behind her propped open by a length of wood. She is staring at the camera with the cocked chin of a warrior. The second is of a young Afro-Indian woman in her mid-twenties with a glorious head of untamed hair and a smile white and wide as a beach. I wonder what happened to that woman. A little boy is leaning against her thigh. His eyes are wide, his mouth half open.


The last is a framed newspaper photograph, pasted on a sheet of Bristol board. A tallish, not-too-bad-looking fella is standing beside a full-fleshed woman with big brown eyes – pretty like hell in her tie-dyed ocean-blue dress. A swarm of red and yellow coral fish populate the lovely garment. She stands like royalty beside the not-too-bad-lookin’ fella, an aquamarine handbag dangling from her elbow.


The caption reads: Michael ‘Digger’ Digson (left) and DC Kathleen Stanislaus (right) of San Andrews CID. The duo that cracked the Nathan case.


I concentrate on Miss Stanislaus’s eyes. Now, I see something there I didn’t notice before: a deep-down hurt, a simmering outrage. A sadness that makes me want to cry.
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Friday, great columns of cloud were gathering over the eastern hills, dulling the day and releasing the occasional measly scattering of rain that only raised the humidity.


I took the airport road to work, driving through Coburn Valley – the gateway to the Drylands and the tourist south. I had a craving for raw cane juice and it was the only place to get it.


The seller had his own little mobile mill designed and built by himself. I’d handed him the money and turned back to my car when I felt eyes on me. I looked up quickly. A San Andrews Central Police jeep had stopped in the middle of the early-morning traffic. Vehicles edged past it, their drivers casting nervous glances in their rear-view mirrors. Three officers trying to stare me down. It was about Buso, of course, the drunken officer I’d locked up for running over a woman. I knew all three, their names usually got mentioned in the same breath. Skelo – because the bones of his skull were so pronounced. Machete – murderous, they said, when he lost his temper, which by all accounts he often did. Machete had his arms wrapped against the driver’s wheel, his chest pushed forward, his head angled at me. Staring. The officer in the front passenger seat I knew as Switch. He controlled the two.


Switch was an older version of Malan – perhaps forty, with a reputation to maintain. A grim-faced human with a mouth and eyes designed for intimidation. The kind of officer that would think nothing of smashing a fella’s face through a pane of glass or demanding sex from a woman in exchange for not arresting her. The subspecies you found in every police force in the world. The type that murdered my mother. I raised my chin and stepped onto the sidewalk.


Switch must have seen the rush of hatred on my face. He directed a gob of spit in my direction, said something to the driver and the engine came to life.


‘I’d do it again,’ I shouted. ‘Any fuckin time!’


Their engine revved, the vehicle shot off. And just like that, my morning was soured.


At the office, I greeted Miss Stanislaus. She didn’t answer me. Her face remained directed at the window. I pulled a chair and sat in front of her. She left her desk and walked off to the bathroom.


Pet and Lisa were looking at me as if I’d done the woman something criminal.


Malan strolled past, glanced at my face and chuckled.


I went back to my filing and kept my head down, but much as I tried to pretend otherwise, I felt dismissed.


Miss Stanislaus and I argued all the time, especially in the heat of a difficult case. We looked forward to it, knowing that at some point a spark would fly and ignite an idea that would lead us to a breakthrough. This felt different.


I went down to the marketplace and bought her lunch, returned to the office, laid the cartons in front of her and watched the woman eat my food with pleasure. She still wouldn’t talk to me.


I sucked my teeth, grabbed my bag and strode out of the office with Pet’s chuckles trailing after me.
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Saturday was beginning to feel chilled out.


I was looking forward to a laid-back night with Dessie Manille at The Blue Crab – a late-night drinking hole with its own little beach facing Whale Island. I was thinking of jazzy steelpan music and dressed-up rum cocktails, fussed over by a bartender who knew how I liked my mixes.


Close to morning, Dessie and I would drive down to Grand Beach, shed our clothes on the sand and throw ourselves into the sea. What happened between us with the water above our shoulders was nobody’s business but our own.


Woman waiting, she’d texted.


Man ready, I’d replied. I shrugged on my shirt, my eyes on the time.


My cellphone buzzed. I placed it against my ear, deepened my voice. ‘Patience, woman, I coming.’


‘Mind my arse, Digson! Is Chilman here! I want you in the office right now.’


‘The—’


‘Y’hear me first time.’


‘I can’t, Sir. I got an, erm, encounter in a few minutes.’


‘Tell me about it when you get here.’


‘Is past midnight!’


‘Same time here too. Come right now.’


I could hear the old man breathing down the phone. He didn’t sound drunk but that was always a matter of degrees.


‘You not telling me what the problem is, Sir.’


‘You not giving me a chance, Digson.’ I waited through the pause, imagined Chilman licking those leather-purse lips of his.


‘Kathleen disappear,’ he said.


‘Miss Stanislaus! Disappear, you say?’ Even as I spoke, I felt the sinking sensation in my guts.


‘I can’t find the woman. She left her girlchild on her own. Daphne call’ me, upset. Say she frighten. But my granddaughter refuse to tell me where her mother gone. Digson! I got a good idea what she about to do.’


His voice retreated down his throat and then he hung up.


I didn’t have the courage to call Dessie and cancel. I sent her a text message.


I had more than a good idea of what Miss Stanislaus was about to do. In Kathy’s Kitchen she’d told me. I hadn’t wanted to believe her.


I grabbed my keys and stepped out into the night. A fingernail of a moon hung over Old Hope valley.


I stood for a while eyeing my little Toyota, polished to a shine by two youngfellas I’d paid to do the job earlier in the evening. I spooled through a string of dirty names for Chilman in my head, hurried into the vehicle and kept my foot on the accelerator.


I’d broken out in a sweat by the time I reached the Western Main Road, my radio turned down low, the rumble of my tyres layering the dread that had crept into my head.


The office was lit up. Chilman’s beat-up Datsun sat in the middle of the concrete courtyard. He was at my desk, his head cocked towards the ceiling.


He took in my new Adidas NMD trainers, then the rest of me. ‘You rescheduled the encounter?’


I slid a glance at his hands – my only way of reading him. His thumb was making circles around his index as if testing the texture of the air. Disturbance. Deep.


Chilman pushed aside the sheet of paper he’d placed under his elbow. ‘Where’s your piece?’


‘I left home soonz you called me.’


His dry-bone hand convulsed. ‘Poor excuse is no excuse, Digson. Not wearing your gun going to kill you one day.’


‘What’s up, Sir?’


‘You know what’s up.’ He was rubbing his face and shaking his head. ‘However justified my daughter feel, it is still goin to be murder. And that’s the end of all my hard work.’ His gesture took in the office.


‘You telling me what I know, Sir. She might’ve gone somewhere else, though.’


‘Like where?’ He rested those evil eyes on me. ‘You left your brain at home too? You two work together, how come you didn see it coming?’


I swallowed back the irritation. ‘Mebbe I did. What about you, Sir?’


I held his gaze, doing nothing to hide what I was thinking.


Where the hell wuz you when Juba Hurst dragged your daughter off the road and plant his seed in her? And in all these years, what you done about it? So why you so fuckin surprised she gone off now to shoot down the fella who damaged her?


‘All I asking is why you so sure is Kara Island she gone to, Sir.’


Chilman dismissed my question with a flick of his hand. He slid the sheet of paper towards me. ‘You not the only fella I call up tonight. I speak to Officer Mibo on Kara Island.’


‘What Officer Mibo say?’ I visualised a tall officer, twigthin with a shy, pleasant voice. I’d never known Mibo to make an arrest. As Chilman put it, Kara Island didn’t work that way. People were punished and rewarded as the islanders saw fit and there was nothing Camaho law could do about it. Mibo was meant to police the marijuana trade between Vincen Island and Kara Island. That meant doing nothing until one of their young men became too ambitious and ventured into the waters of the French islands of Martinique and Guadeloupe. When they got caught, Mibo called Chilman for help and advice on how to rescue their ‘citizen’. Chilman passed the paperwork to me.


‘Mibo confirm that Juba Hurst work on one of them interisland cargo boats name Retribution.’ A chuckle rattled out of him. ‘Boat come in every Sunday and Thursday from Vincen Island. It drop anchor any time between eight and nine in the morning, depending on the tide.’


‘You tell Mibo what the issue is?’


‘Why?’


I tried to imagine Officer Mibo attempting to stop Miss Stanislaus from doing anything, and promptly understood Chilman’s cynicism.


DS Chilman tapped the paper. ‘According to what lil Daphne didn say, I got reason to believe she left this evening with the last ferryboat. The Osprey.’


I turned to face him. ‘Osprey leave Kara Island nine thirty in the evening. Ain got no other ferry after that. That mean she’s spending Sunday night on Kara Island? What about Daphne?’


‘Daphne say she going to be awright. Is all she say.’ Chilman’s thumb made a fast circle against his index. ‘Digson, I bet all the money I don’t have that tomorrow morning, Katheen going to be on the jetty, waiting for that boat to dock. I don’t give a damn how well you two get on. I don’t care less if she’s my own daughter. Like I say, if she kill dat fella, is murder plain and simple, with enough witnesses on that jetty to fill up ten court house. I ordering you to arrest ’er and bring ’er back. At least people will see we done somefing about it.’


‘And then?’ I said.


‘What you think?’


‘I not thinking now, Sir. Is answers I asking for.’


He jabbed a finger at the paper. ‘You got work to do. Fastest way to get there is by that lil mosquito they call a plane. Problem is, it leave seven forty-five morning-time. It take twenty-five minutes to get there. That mean you reach—’


‘Ten past eight,’ I said. I looked him in the eyes. ‘Airport to jetty is just under a mile. Might be too late.’


DS Chilman looked as if he wanted to cry. The old fella stood up and dragged open Malan’s drawer. He reached inside it, withdrew a pair of plasticuffs and tossed them at me. They struck me on the chest and fell to the floor. ‘Bring her back in them if you have to.’ The gesture seemed to exhaust him. He pushed himself off the chair and shuffled to the door. ‘Sorry to call you out like this, youngfella. But, s’far as I kin see, you the only man on dis fuckin island could lay a hand on my daughter and get away with it. Is why I got to send you. Go catch some sleep.’


My watch said 3.52am. ‘I leave from here,’ I told him. ‘Night almost done.’


‘And your piece?’


‘I’ll take the Glock from the storeroom.’


He grumbled and jangled his keys.


With my back to him, I heard the brush of his skin on the door handle. ‘Call me,’ he said. It sounded like a threat.


Chilman closed the door so softly I barely heard the lock engage.


I waited until the old Datsun grated to a start, watched it shudder out of the concrete courtyard onto the road, loud enough to wake the parish dead.


I took up the cuffs, stuffed them in my pocket then strode over to Miss Stanislaus’s desk. I ran a hand through every drawer. Chilman would have done this, but I felt I knew his daughter better than him.


A packet of unopened tissues, a nail file still in its packaging, two neatly ordered piles of multicoloured rubber bands and paper clips, five pencils, their tips honed down to needle-points. The very faint odour of Miss Stanislaus’s perfume.


Working alongside Miss Stanislaus, I’d learned one important thing from her: people’s actions were driven by what they most wanted to protect or destroy. This polite, soft-voiced woman with a preference for bright handbags, pretty hats and dresses would be no different.


I went over to the small storeroom at the back of Malan’s office, stepped over the black tin trunk in which we kept the Department’s M24 Sniper Weapon System rifle along with a couple of F2000 patrol shooters. I brought down seven boxes from the top shelf. They contained shells for Miss Stanislaus’s Ruger LCR. I handed them out to staff the way a doctor dispensed opiates. I recorded everything.


The five cartons of .38 Special +P bullets were exactly as I’d left them, but the hollow point Spear Gold Specials had been broken into. Four rounds missing, along with a couple of moon-clip speed-loaders.


I remembered explaining to Miss Stanislaus the difference between a full-metal-jacket bullet and a hollow point, and why Malan should never have ordered the hollow points. ‘A standard bullet will drill a hole through you,’ I said. ‘A hollow point will make porridge of your insides.’


I spent twenty minutes pulling aside the cartons and boxes on the shelf until I had to accept that the Glock was missing.


I retrieved two rounds of standard bullets for Miss Stanislaus’s Ruger, filled up a couple of speed-loaders, repacked the shelf and returned to my desk. The office clock said 4.57.


My thoughts turned to Daphne. I wasn’t surprised that Chilman couldn’t get a word out of his granddaughter. Lil Miss Daphne Stanislaus would just as readily kill for her mother as die for her. When she was away or working late, Miss Stanislaus left her child with Iona – one of her Fire Baptist friends. I wondered why she didn’t this time. Still, I had no doubt that Daphne would be sitting up this time-a-morning, her cellphone in her hand, waiting to hear from her mother. Daphne never lied, she got that from Miss Stanislaus too.


I tapped out a message: Digger here, Daph. Where’s Mam?


No reply.


U there?


My phone vibrated, Yh.


Want 2 talk?


No.


She tell u where she gone?


Yh.


Kara Island?


No reply.


She tell u why she gone?


No.


You kno how to use it?


?


The gun.


?


The gun. Black, small. 43 Austria 9x19 marked on left side.


It took a while before she answered. Yh.


U sure?


Yh.


U at Iona house 2morow?


Yh.


NOBODY 2 kno u got d gun EVER! K?


K.


Take care.


U2.


I pocketed my phone; felt a headache coming on.
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I left the office at 7.15am. It would take me less than twenty minutes to get to the airport – ten minutes before boarding. San Andrews town was now heaving with traffic. I took the West Coast Road to Salt Point. On my right the Atlantic was almost black with the threat of rain. It began hammering down when I got to the airport. Through the wire fence, I spotted the five-seater Cessna at the far corner of the runway.


I parked in the tiny square of concrete marked out for the police, raised my ID at one of the fellas in Immigration who looked asleep on his feet.


He rolled his eyes in the direction of the aircraft. ‘Weather no good, Digger. Careful you don’t fall out.’


I didn’t mind flying, but not in a tin-can pretending to be a plane, with a pair of propellers that made me think of the battery-operated fans tourists held up to their faces to cool themselves. The American owners called it the Island Shuttle. Kara Islanders who preferred the truth to marketing hype, nicknamed it the Flyin Turtle.


The aircraft shuddered north, dipping like a drunken insect. I sat behind the pilot, my nose a couple of inches from his ear, my seat belt pulled tight against my stomach, my shoulders so tense, they ached. A couple hundred feet below, the sea had gone white in the driving rain.


Twenty minutes later, Kara Island loomed ahead, its approach pockmarked by dripping rock-islands we called the Family.


A teacher told us once that these were the most dangerous waters in the world, forget the Bay of Biscay and the Irminger Sea.


With wind speeds reaching one hundred miles per hour on an ordinary day, rip tides ran like rivers just under the surface, provoked by a dozing twin-headed volcano that Kara Islanders named Kick em Jenny and Kick em Jack. And to add an extra bit of spite to the danger down there, a plate of granite someone had named Devil Tooth lay beneath the boiling waters. Every now and then it made the news by splitting the hull of a careless boat. They never found survivors.


Someone had come up with a word for all that violence below us: Blackwater.


With the squall behind, the air-insect I sat in entered another climate: bald sandstone hills, more grass than trees, everything below me biscuit-dry. The little plane battled with the updrafts as it took unsteady aim at the narrow strip of asphalt less than fifty yards from the ocean.


From up here, Garveyhale, the tiny town, looked like a stack of seashells with the ocean chewing at its edges. The long wooden jetty shot out from its centre like a fossilised proboscis. It was crawling with people.


The cause of the commotion was no doubt the fat-bellied schooner about two hundred yards or so out in the water, belching a column of black smoke. My watch said 8.25.


The wheels of the plane hopscotched on the tarmac for a minute, then juddered to a halt. I’d already unbuckled and was crouched in my seat. I muttered ‘Thanks, Man’ in the pilot’s ear as he released the trapdoor and I squeezed out.


I hit the asphalt running, upped my pace on the narrow coastal road, with nothing between me and the ocean but a hedge of wilting manchineel. The morning had already begun to heat up. Rivulets of sweat ran down my throat. Even from this distance I could hear the engine of the big steel boat drumming the air.


Between gaps in the trees, I caught glimpses of the rusting hull already beginning its ponderous sidling towards the jetty.


The crowd of milling bodies came up in the distance. I lengthened my stride.


The boat had finished docking when I got there gasping, my shirt plastered against my skin. It looked as if all of Kara Island had turned out. People were prodding sacks, inspecting sealed containers winched down to them by three seamen, so muscular they looked corrugated in the hot morning light.


I swept the crowd from front to back, then more slowly in the spiral pattern I’d picked up in my forensics course in England. I felt my shoulders relax. I pulled out my phone to call Chilman and inform him that we’d got it wrong.


But then I sensed a change in the crowd. The voices around me quietened. Now I could hear the slap of water against the hull of the boat. I followed people’s gazes and saw why. An apparition – the biggest human I’d ever seen – emerged from somewhere in the hold of the boat.


He stood on the deck looking down on us, a huge gaff in his hand. Deep-set eyes buried in the broad slab of his face.


Juba Hurst!


I’d met him once before, a couple of years ago, on that same jetty. I’d travelled to Kara Island to unravel the mystery of Miss Stanislaus who, almost as soon as Chilman had thrust the woman on San Andrews CID, was accused of laying low a child-abusing preacher named Bello, who turned out to be a close friend of the Justice Minister.


Looking up at Juba, the big head turning as if it sat on ball bearings, my mind returned to a night of chafing seas when I stood at the end of that same jetty with his hulking body in front of me. He would not let me go past him until I explained what I was doing there. I realised I’d come too close to something he was protecting in one of the boats in the bay. A crewman in a nearby schooner had heard my raised voice. He’d looked out and seen the big man facing me with the weapon in his hand and had alerted the others. I had no doubt that they’d saved my life.


Juba took his time coming down the gangway, his canvas boots vibrating the green-heart planks of the jetty, the big hook in his hand so polished it looked like glass. I moved back with the crowd, feeling the same dread I’d experienced the first time I met him – that I was in the presence of something not quite human, a creature from my grandmother’s story-world of fire-rolling demons and blood-guzzling loup garou that she used to frighten me with as a child.


And he stank. The smell of rotting fish and rancid diesel oil came off him like a spreading shadow. It was all I could do to keep myself from retching.


And this, I thought, was the man that had laid his hands on Miss Stanislaus – just fourteen then – and forced a child on her. No fuckin wonder she wanted him dead.


I backed away, my mind on making the call I promised Chilman.


From the edge of my vision I caught a movement, a little eddy of heads and shoulders. I swung round and there she was, her hair tied back with a grey square of cloth, the morning sun glossing that smooth round face of hers, her chin raised, lips pouted as if she were kissing the air, trickles of sweat running down her neck. She was in a loose man’s shirt, its sleeves rolled up and buttoned at the elbow, her right hand just above the mouth of her handbag.


I lowered my shoulders, began pushing my way past limbs and torsos towards Miss Stanislaus. A snakepit of hisses and cuss-words assaulted my ears as I elbowed my way through. I surfaced a couple of bodies behind her, then began edging forward.


And now it was as if the whole tide of bodies around us receded and left Miss Stanislaus facing Juba Hurst. She dipped into the small handbag with that same daintiness I was accustomed to by now. Juba spotted her and halted, his face so shadowed by the hard morning light I could barely pick out his features. I was less than a foot behind her when she raised the gun.


Perhaps something in me wanted to see whether she would really bring down a man in cold blood in the presence of all these people. Maybe it was because I too wanted this fella dead. Dunno!


I followed the rise of the gun barrel, her levelling it, the small pause before she slipped her index inside the trigger guard, the tensing of the tendons against her skin, then I shot my hand up under hers and snapped the muzzle skyward. The pistol barked. I heard gasps and squawks, then the fast shuffle of feet, followed by a stampede. I pulled her back hard against my chest, wrestling the pistol from her grip. A sharp, distressed sound came out of her. Her left elbow slammed into my gut. I gasped and pushed myself backward, but she’d already rammed her shoulders into me, her heels digging into the toes of my shoe. I swung her around to face me, heard my own voice grating. ‘Miss Stanislaus, what the fuck yuh think yuh doing! Eh?’


I was counting on my language to snap her out of it. It did. She froze, her mouth partly open, her eyes bright with disbelief.


I made a show of unlocking the cylinder and tilting the cartridges into my hand. I was about to pocket the gun when she made a lunge for it, her eyes somewhere beyond my shoulders. I swung around and saw Juba bearing down on us, the big steel hook angled stiffly from his side. He was almost upon us by the time I retrieved a packed loader, slammed it into the pistol and raised the gun at his head.


He braked, backed away a few steps. A sound rumbled out of the man as he dropped his gaze on Miss Stanislaus. She returned his stare – calm, unreadable – her mouth moving around words that didn’t go past her lips. With his eyes still on her, the big body erupted, and in a single sideways movement, Juba was on the concrete walkway that ran along the beach front. Miss Stanislaus followed the rolling shoulders up the road, her eyes as attentive as a cat’s.


At the bend in the road, Juba stopped, his back to us. The big head swivelled round, the silver hook tapping the tree trunk of his right leg. I could hear the slap of the steel against his flesh. He rumbled something. I cocked my ear.


‘What he say?’ Miss Stanislaus said.


‘You don’t want to know,’ I said. I changed my mind and told her. ‘He say next time he catch you, he, erm . . . ’


‘He?’


‘Cripple you.’


She blinked and muttered, ‘He done do that already.’


With Juba gone, a hive of murmurings rose up around us. I raised my badge above my head. ‘Okay, people. Party done. Go home.’


An elderly woman, dark and gnarled like the bark of a seagrape tree, raised a shaking finger at my face. ‘Why you stop her? Eh? What you know about Kara Islan bizness? Eh? Is God send her to get rid of the dog, and God going punish your Camaho-man arse for stopping her.’ She sent a cloud of spittle in my direction, then turned her back on me.


Miss Stanislaus was throwing up sand with her heels in a fast walk down the beach. I hurried after her, my whole body tense with the words of the old witch who spat at me. I caught up with her in the shade of a whitewood tree at the other end of the beach.


We sat on an upturned crate, our bodies angled so that we had a good view of the road along which Juba disappeared.


Twenty-footers cluttered the foreshore, their insides piled high with fishing tackle. A couple of sleek, low-profile crafts bobbed quietly among them, their transoms reinforced to withstand the thrust of oversized engines. Sprint boats – the ganja runners’ choice for fast dashes between Kara Island and Vincen Island.


From time to time, we made a raid to give the Justice Minister something to boast about on the news, but we didn’t break the trade because, in Chilman’s words, Kara-Islan-Man wouldn have no Gee-Dee-Pee. Tell Donald Trumpet, haul his arse, with all his talk bout ‘War on Herbs’.


‘War on drugs,’ I’d corrected.


He’d turned rum-shot eyes on me. ‘So! You siding with him? Illegal is anything that Donald Trumpet can’t find no way to tax. How come you dunno that yet?’


‘Missa Digger, you didn have to throw no obstreme words at me.’


‘Miss Stanislaus, I want to understand why the smartest woman I know leave her one girlchild alone and go off to do the stupidest thing any police officer could do. You cross twenty miles of water with a loaded gun to kill a fella in broad daylight. You think youd’ve got away with it?’


‘What make you fink I want to get away with it, Missa Digger?’


‘Is murder, plain an simple, Miss Stanislaus.’


‘Is murder here too, Missa Digger.’ She dropped a hand over her heart. ‘Somefing get kill’ inside you. Man do what he do to woman, he go to jail. He come out an’ he ferget it. De woman he done that to can’t walk decent in the worl till she build back what he take from ’er. She got to born again. Not all woman could do that. And like I tell you, it wasn that that bring me here.’


I unloaded the Ruger, stacked the gun with standard shells and handed back the weapon. She dropped it in her bag, the butt facing upwards as usual for a quick draw. I held out my palm. She rummaged in her pocket and dropped a packed speed-loader along with a handful of snub-nosed bullets in my hand.


‘The gun you left with Daphne, soonz I get back, I want it. Okay?’


‘You—’ She stopped short, pulled a tissue from her bag and flung it in my face. ‘You mus’ never hold onto me and drag me back like that, y’unnerstan?’


‘Dragging you back like that or dragging you to jail, which you prefer?’


I pulled out the plasticuffs and tossed them at her feet.


‘I wan’ to walk,’ she said.


‘Not on your own, you not!’


I followed her all the way up to the highest point on the island.


We stood shoulder to shoulder on Top Hill looking down on the wooden jetty, now empty. Against the dazzling morning glare, the boat Juba had arrived on was perched like an overfed cockroach. Further out was Goat Island, facing Devil Tooth. Just after that stood the curving chain of rock-islands dotting the stretch of boiling sea that Kara Islanders called Blackwater. Down there, the Atlantic had sliced through one end of the land and created a channel. A shortcut to the chain of islands further north and North America.


The departing Osprey was taking the treacherous turn just before Goat Island, the engines of the big white catamaran creating its own whirlpool behind it.


Scatterings of houses along the coastline. Patches of green here and there. Kara Island had no natural source of water. Rain avoided the place – all twelve square miles of it. Yet these people thrived.


‘Where you staying?’ I said.


‘I got people here,’ she said. ‘You goin meet them after here.’


She’d spoken with her back half-turned. A different kind of calm came off Miss Stanislaus – almost as if she’d left the raging part of herself on the jetty. She pointed at the storming sea below then slid me a sideways glance. ‘Missa Digger, what you know about the two Wimmen of the Waters?’


‘A lot, Miss Stanislaus. My granny was—’


‘What she tell you?’


‘Olokun and Yemaya. Olokun is the god-woman of the Dark Waters. She rule the bottom of the ocean, yunno. The only one who know what happen to all them African who never reach this side of the Atlantic. Everything go down to her in the end. My granny used to say that whiteman religion got it wrong. Hell is not full ov fire, hell is full ov water.’


Miss Stanislaus smiled. ‘You talk pretty, Missa Digger. Is so you sweet-talk Miss Dressy?’


‘Dessie, Miss Stanislaus, not Dressy. Wait till I tell you bout Yemaya. She rule the surface. She’s the storm-bringer, the life-giver and life-taker. She’s a man-chastiser too! Ain’t got a single fella in Camaho who not afraid ov her – except me, of course. Is that temper she got. Lord Gord! Spare us! And,’ I winked at her, ‘she don’t take no shi – er – nonsense from nobody.’
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