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A Wise Ruling from King Solomon



Now two prostitutes came to the king and stood before him. One of them said, ‘Pardon me, my lord. This woman and I live in the same house, and I had a baby while she was there with me. The third day after my child was born, this woman also had a baby. We were alone; there was no one in the house but the two of us.


‘During the night this woman’s son died because she lay on him. So she got up in the middle of the night and took my son from my side while I your servant slept. She put him by her breast and put her dead son by my breast. The next morning, I got up to nurse my son – and he was dead! But when I looked at him closely in the morning light, I saw that it wasn’t the son I had borne.’


The other woman said, ‘No! The living one is my son; the dead one is yours.’


But the first one insisted, ‘No! The dead one is yours; the living one is mine.’ And so they argued before the king.


The king said, ‘This one says, “My son is alive and your son is dead,” while that one says, “No! Your son is dead and mine is alive.” ’


Then the king said, ‘Bring me a sword.’ So they brought a sword for the king. He then gave an order: ‘Cut the living child in two and give half to one and half to the other.’


The woman whose son was alive was deeply moved out of love for her son and said to the king, ‘Please, my lord, give her the living baby! Don’t kill him!’


But the other said, ‘Neither I nor you shall have him. Cut him in two!’


Then the king gave his ruling: ‘Give the living baby to the first woman. Do not kill him; she is his mother.’


1 KINGS CHAPTER 3 VERSES 16–27
(New International Version)










Historical Note



The mid-1980s represent a turbulent period in Jamaica’s political and social landscape, which began in the 1970s.


The two major political parties (the Jamaica Labour Party and the People’s National Party) are locked in conflict, caught up in the Cold War ideological struggle between capitalist America and communist Cuba and Cuba’s ally, the Soviet Union. The People’s National Party’s growing closeness with Fidel Castro’s Cuba fuels America’s support of the Jamaica Labour Party and its capitalist beliefs.


Both parties establish garrison communities – fortified enclaves of party supporters – and arm thugs with weapons. These Area Dons are installed to wield power over these communities to ensure votes. Politicians turn a blind eye to their criminal activities.


The result is that loyalties are divided. Crime skyrockets.










PART ONE




Son-Son’s Birthday











Dinah



Mi wake up this morning like mi moving under water that too green. Something mi can’t see sitting on top of mi weighing mi down. Mi nearly knock over the enamel cup on the side table next to the mattress. The same mattress that sag in the middle like a ole donkey wid a bruk back. The likkle room weh mi live in for the past twenty years all of a sudden seem strange. Like mi turn duppy – lost inna smaddy else nightmare. Is like the Lord God Almighty Himself take Him giant hand and lift mi up inna the night and rest mi down on a different woman bed.


Mama snores like dem coming from a distance, though her breath hot on mi neck-back. Mi roll out of bed on the left side. The mattress jerk and wake Mama. Mi watch her watching mi and looking ’round de room trying to figure out who mi is and where she is. I don’t say nothing but a soft-soft ‘mawnin’ and squeeze her shoulder before mi get up and leave the room.


Mi barely notice the brown and green floral wallpaper in the hallway peeling off where the pickney dem who come to the yard grab it. I buck mi toe on a old hammerhead that push against the wall. A roach creep inna de corner of the green rug that smell like rat piss when it wet. Termites feed on the carcass of the cabinet. Mi open it and take out mi tea cup. It feel like it take more than a hour to make the cup of Milo tea in the kitchen we share with the rest of the tenement yard. Mi head is on low fire.


‘Lemelemelem-ho,’ Mama chanting now. Her brain work like a mash-up bicycle – sometimes the chain break off and spin her backwards to her days as a Pocomania member. When she and the others sing around the coloured flagpole in the Pocoyard. Is the only picture mi have of her: a Polaroid she get from one American student studying weh him call Afro-Caribbean religion. In it, she have her long hair pack up tight under a white scarf with a pencil sticking out from the tie-head beside her ear and this red woman look regal. Her bauxite-dirt skin make we think she descend from Maroons who breed with Tainos in the hills; or she could be the pickney of a drunk German immigrant who rut with a Black woman in the bush. She tell me mi father was midnight-black, which is why mi look like tar. She never talk about him.


Sometimes at night she tell mi about the days in St Mary, when she was young and pretty and life had promise. She cry sometimes when she see the picture of herself on the nightstand, asking mi who that was and when she did dead. Her long fingers search the hills and valleys of mi face in the dim light, as if mi hiding truth from the cobwebbed veins under her skin. She never ask mi about the empty picture frame right beside it – that suppose to hold Son-Son’s photograph.


After making the Milo tea, I tell Mr McKenzie – him room next door to we – don’t forget to lock the gate with the padlock when him come home on lunch break from the garage. Most days, the gate wide open. Last week, Mama walk straight through, all the way to Three Miles and then Kingston Harbour. If a postman never see her standing there swinging her arms like a fast bowler she woulda leap in and drown. Him bring her back home on him bike. But Mr Mack don’t hear mi or he don’t care to. Him suspect him wutliss eighteen-year-old girlfriend, Regina, sleeping with the plumber downstairs, who live beside Mrs Sinclair and her boys. Mrs Sinclair is a squeaky-voice dressmaker who mainly keep to herself. Her boys spend more time outside the yard than inside it.


Mr Mack’s eyes already move from me to the clothesline where Regina in her shorts – batty-cheeks on display for all to see – pinning up him once-white merinos she destroy doing the washing. Most days, Mr Mack’s face set like a cloud passing over it.


In her room, although she can’t see mi, Mama yelling: ‘Dinah, Dinah, Dinah, don’t look so gal, fix yuh face!’ I bathe her with water from the pan near the bed, empty her chimmy in the pit latrine and go to the standpipe to catch water to wash mi private parts. Although the house have pipes, dem real old and sometimes the plumbing give problem. Is like everyday, the water have to decide if it want to come inside. And if it come, sometime it run real clear, other times it brown and rusty-looking, so you have to boil it good before you drink it.


I greet Damian; him outside singing, stark-naked, bathing with water from the standpipe. Mi know him from him was five and him is eighteen now. I watch him soapy, dark muscles and the suds he scrubbing between him legs and mi feel like someone tickling mi between mi thighs. Merciful Saviour! Heavenly Father! mi say under my breath. I stumble with the pan.


‘Mawnin’, Miss Dinah,’ him say, singing my name, showing teeth as white as milk. Damian mother use to live in the tenement yard too, until she go America and never come back. For a time, Damian was like my son. I make sure him get breakfast and go to school and wash him clothes and see that him do him homework, until Damian feel him turn into him own big man and want to make him own way inna the world. Him stop needing mi. Sometimes pickney can be so ungrateful.


A sharp pain in my chest come and mi eyes tear up for no reason other than I thinking of Son-Son. I imagine Son-Son is Damian height and complexion and he would be mannersly too, saying pleases and thank-yous because no son of mine could be without manners. Manners take yuh through the world, Mama say.


After I wash, I put Mama in front the TV, turn the knob so she can watch JBC when the station sign on and ask Regina to check on her every two hours to see that she eat the callaloo and bully beef I leave. I tell Mama goodbye out of habit. She not going notice mi not there. I put on the blue and white plaid uniform the Browns gimme.


I walk down the road leading out of Lazarus Gardens, past the signs on the wall with the giant painting of the Party leader in a green shirt, and posters of our Member of Parliament, Wendell Simms, from the last election in 1980 still on the light poles. I pass three bus stop with bullet holes in the zinc that the buses don’t come to any more. A old Gleaner newspaper page blowing in the street and catch mi foot. The headline say: 1985 Bloody Year: 12 More Dead in Kingston Massacre.


I go all the way to the bus depot a mile away. I board the bus, giving the fifty cent fare to the conductor. The other women onboard greet mi with a glance or a nod. They also on their way to the big houses where we all work as helpers. They in all kinda uniform: green and white stripe, grey, plaid, black and white, and dem sitting so stiff. Like me.


‘Mavis, yuh mean to tell mi say Mrs Palmer still nuh pay yuh fi the days work yuh do pon the public holiday las’ month?’ Maude turn to the passenger beside her – a woman with folds of flesh that make her look like a melting candle.


‘Humph,’ Mavis grunt: ‘Nuh worry. Mi find some US dolla under the dresser when mi clean it last week that mi aggo keep. But mi have something fi har though, man. Di wretch nuh know say is her toothbrush mi use clean the toilet.’


After the laughing die down, we sit in silence as the bus creak up the hill, puﬃng black smoke. Mi look out the window at the people on the street, men on dem motorbike and bicycle, heads bobbing. Pickney with dem dusty barefoot walking and playing in the street, chasing one another and screaming. Women with basket on dem head carrying produce to or from the market, hands akimbo, chatting and laughing wid dem friend. Mongrel dogs barking as the bus pass, dashing in and out like dem want to run under the bus wheel. When mi belly start growl, I realise mi never touch the cup of Milo on the kitchen counter.
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Mr Brown in him study when I reach. I only dust in there on weekdays when him at work because him don’t like to be disturbed on weekends. I hear him on the phone now:


‘Yes, Raymond. Brilliant idea.’


Through the crack in the door, I see him nodding, as if the person on the phone can see him.


‘We’ll give him great exposure at the firm. The partners and I would be happy to have him. Yes, he can start on Monday.’ He listen a moment and pick him teeth. ‘No trouble at all. Since he’s your son, I know he has the brains for it.’


After giving directions to the house and hanging up the phone, him nearly knock mi over when him burst out of the room.


‘What’s wrong with you, Dinah? Why are you loitering around here?’ Him walk off before I could say ‘sorry sah’.


‘Cindy!’ his voice boom from the kitchen. ‘You remember my old college roommate, Raymond?’


Mrs Brown don’t answer.


‘You met him when we were in DC last year. And their son kept talking like he was some kind of rapper? Woman, don’t you remember anything?’


Him sigh. ‘Anyway, he and his family will be in Jamaica for the next five months . . . we’ve arranged for his son to do an internship at the firm before he starts at Princeton.’


I hear her ‘uh-uhs’. Unless is spa dates or shopping trips, it hard for her to pretend interest in most things, especially when they relate to Mr B. She live to go beach, play tennis and swim in the pool. Mr B always trying to get Mrs B to pay him attention. That’s why him always restless in him own house. Him don’t have no peace. But Mrs B not a bad woman. When I dust and break a figurine, she don’t take money out of mi pay. When Mama sick and I had to stay home two days, she don’t short mi money. When I come back though, the place did messy with plenty dirty plate in the sink. Rich people just too nasty.


As for Mr B, the one good thing mi can say is that him never once put man-and-woman argument to mi and try get inna mi panty. That is more than mi can say for some bosses mi did have. And at least Mr and Mrs B don’t have no likkle pickney mi need to run behind and clean up after.


One time I hear Mr B tell Mrs B is time dem have pickney. Mrs B say she have nuff thing she want to do and him must try understand. Him seh him been trying to understand for five years now and ask if she don’t love him. She suck in har breath and say yes, so dem can try. But I know she still taking her birth control pills. She hide dem in the bathroom, behind her tampon box.


One time when Mr B bring up the baby argument again, I hear Mrs B say: ‘Christ! I’m just twenty-six!’ I don’t like when people take the Lord’s name in vain.


Mr B is two times her age. I understand why Mr B want a child before him turn a old man. But Mrs B go on like a pickney herself, with the vex-up silence, shouting, slamming doors and fighting ’gainst Mr B’s rules. But is not a bad job; once mi do mi work good, dem OK.


‘Ray left Jamaica nearly twenty years ago,’ Mr B saying now. ‘The son is in college. They’ve rented a car and will be here in a few hours. Make yourself presentable.’


Mi picture Mrs Brown rolling her eyes and drumming her long blue fingernails on the granite countertop.


‘What do you think they’ll want to eat?’ she ask.


‘Ackee and saltfish, bammy, oxtail and rice and peas. None of your hors d’oeuvres foolishness. Make sure Dinah finishes it by the time they get here.’


As usual, Mr Brown talking as if mi not there. Cho. Again, mi feel like a ghost – a uptown duppy – fading into the wall. I look at the titles as I dust the books in the study. Commentaries by Sir William Blackstone. Modern Equity by Harold Granville Hansbury. Chitty on Contracts.


‘Dinah! It’s Saturday! What you doing in the study?’ Mi never hear him footsteps coming back. He sound vexer than usual.


Is a big kitchen the Browns have. Black and white checkered tiles and a giant kitchen island. Pretty wooden cabinets. Dem have a big white fridge and a stove weh dem get from America that mi wipe down every morning and evening. Mr Brown like things ‘spotless’. Him want to see him reflection, him say, on every surface. If him see likkle grease is a problem.


I take out the saltfish from the pantry and put it to boil. Mi sweep the whole kitchen first then take out the mop and bucket of warm water and wipe the floor. Mi wondering who is this family coming here today.


I picking out the bones from the saltfish when I prick myself. A long black car climb up the driveway.


Out of nowhere, I hear in mi head a saying Mama chant plenty time:




Ole time don’t keep,


Ole life will leak,


What was lock will open up


wid the right key.





Is like mi memory closet creak open.


Mi remember that today is Son-Son’s eighteenth birthday.










Dinah



When I was eighteen, Leroy, mi wutliss boyfriend from All Age school, wrestle with mi one evening in the canefield. I still had on mi shorts and panty, so it was pure shock when mi period stop. Nine months later here comes a cotton-hair boypickney. Hair picky-picky like mine. Skin smooth like Leroy, head just as big. Face wide and beautiful. Mi never see eyelashes long so yet. Lips so fine and full and him likkle fingernails so pink and perfect. Long, long fingers like Mama. A strong, firm nose, like him know him going to be one important man.


Mama nearly get epileptic fits when mi tell her mi pregnant. Is just two years I in the job with the Steeles, a expat couple who work for the US Embassy in Kingston. Mi neva know what work Mr Steele do at the Embassy but because of how everybody talk to him, I figure he must be a big shot. Dem say him work for the CIA, but mi don’t know if is true. People even say Steele wasn’t dem real name. That is a false identity and dem in Jamaica to spy on we ’cause Uncle Sam suspect we going get friendly with Fidel Castro in Cuba and Americans never want any more communism in dem backyard.


‘Let him get yuh a US visa!’ Mama used to say; but mi never ask and the Steeles never offer.


Mr Steele white, pale like a full moon. Mrs Steele was a Black woman, but she much more light skinned than Mama. Her scarves dem did smell like lavender and she did wear plenty bangle that look like dem about to drop off har hand. She used to dye her hair red. When it was growing out, the roots used to black. The red hair usually drop across her eyes, so it not easy to see her small face.


She let mi borrow her books and I read dem when I finish work early.


‘That’s poetry from Shelley,’ she did say. ‘Or Lord Byron.’ Mi study poetry I never understand and talk it out loud. The recitals did please her. Mi learn Keats’ ‘To Autumn’:




Season of mists and mellow fruitfulness


Close bosom-friend of the maturing sun


Conspiring with him how to load and bless


With fruit the vines that round the thatch-eves run . . .





‘Dat ooman filling up yuh head wid words,’ Mama say and suck her teeth. ‘Yuh can eat dem, fool-fool gal?’


Mi picture Mrs Steele in a white apron serving some plump and juicy words on a plate, and mi laugh.


Some evenings Mrs Steele tell mi about the years dem did live in Africa, their postings in places I never hear about yet but she show mi on a map. She teach literature at universities there, she said, and I watch her eyes turn glass, like she was in a trance.


‘Such beautiful people,’ she said. ‘Sweet little babies . . . ’ And then she would get quiet.


The Steeles never have any children, although mi used to hear Mrs Steele telling her friends whenever dem come over to the house with dem pickney, how much she did want a baby of her own.


Mi surprise when they say they having what Mrs Steele call a ‘baby shower’ for mi. The party did dead: between mi acting like mi want to be there, the too-sweet drinks Mrs Steele make, the balloons losing air, the stale biscuits and the crush-up ‘Happy Delivery!’ sign across the hallway. It was just the four of we – dem, Mama and me. Mama did wear her only good dress – a stiff, white-collared black shift that make her look like all the blood suck out of her face. The Steeles did wear some loose trousers and floral tops Mrs Steele say dem buy in Ethiopia.


I was in distress since Leroy take up with a browning named Shelly and move to Montego Bay. Mama say she not surprise: Leroy wouldn’t want a black girl like mi.


During the baby shower, I still reeling with shock, sick from the baby or the break-up, or the two of dem together. Mi couldn’t stop wriggle in the chair.


‘So you have no support?’ Mrs Steele say. I never know how to answer so mi look over at Mama drinking her Darjeeling tea.


‘We could solve your problem.’ Mrs Steele voice shaky bad. She look on her husband who did stand up beside the glass window. Mr Steele all of a sudden looking hard-hard on something outside.


She rub her throat with her fingers and cock her head to one side. Then she say: ‘You’ve worked for us a long time, so I know you know I’d be a good mother . . . I always wanted my own child.’


I wondering what that have to do with me. Same time, she come out and spell it out plain: ‘How about we adopt the baby when it’s born? After all, you can’t possibly look after it. I promise I’ll take good care of it . . . I mean, the child. Think what it would be like for them, growing up in a big house like this.’ She move her arms around the room, like she swimming in the middle of the ocean doing a backstroke.


Mama cup bang in the saucer. She pinch and push out her lips ’til dem look grey.


‘Think about it, Dinah. What mother doesn’t want the best for her child?’ Mrs Steele float to the window and hold on to her husband hand. ‘What can you give a baby that we can’t?’


Her words sting mi. I just was thinking mi could give my child myself. Before I get to ask why that not good enough, Mama blurt out: ‘What unnu want wid her baby? Unnu tink is puss pickney that people give out inna cardboard box?’


‘Now, now—’ Mr Steele trying to calm down Mama while Mrs Steele bury her face in his chest.


‘I not going allow it. Unno think that ’cause unno rich, is OK to do as you like?’ Mama eyes is fire.


‘You’re taking this the wrong way, we want to help.’ Mr Steele say.


‘Yuh mean “help yuhself to her pickney”!’


I don’t remember all what happen next except Mama storm out, with me behind her. That night while mi rubbing mi swollen belly all I thinking ’pon is Leroy. Mi back ache, the shadows from the Home Sweet Home kerosene lamp dance like somebody with the devil inside dem and Mama snoring sound like a hoarse cat clearing it throat beside mi. Then I thinking ’bout my son – somehow mi know it was a boy – and picturing him here next to mi in the bed. I could see him wiggling him arms and legs and looking ’round this tiny room, and for the first time mi feel like we in prison and mi know I had to get him out before the walls fall down on all of we.










Dinah



I didn’t tell Mama what mi decide. We couldn’t support a pickney. The chemical spill at the garment factory where Mama used to work did nearly blind her. That and her weak back mean nobody going hire her as a helper, which was the only job she had schooling for.


When mi son born, the Steeles say they had a couple weeks left in Jamaica. They come to the hospital and Mr Steele face shining like a proud father. Mi trying to remember everything about the baby. To cement everything in mi memory. How him wrinkle him nose when him yawn, how him smell, how him move him fingers and the feel of him soft hands in mine. Him skin on mi chest, him eyes digging into mi own, swelling mi heart. How him mouth latch on mi nipple; mi even remember the pain. Mi look at him, thinking him was worth the pain of the delivery, which mi honestly never did ready for and think was going kill mi. ‘Stop the noise and behave yuhself,’ the nurse did say. ‘Just push.’


‘Take mi wid yuh,’ mi beg the Steeles, desperate to keep him. ‘Mi can take care of him as him nanny.’


Mrs Steele say: ‘No, it’s better for the baby that there’s a clean break, you understand? He’s got to think I’m his mother.’


‘Yuh will write mi?’


Mrs Steele say: ‘Of course, Dinah. We have your address and we’ll write you to let you know how he’s doing once we settle into our new house.’


‘Yuh promise?’


‘Yes, of course.’


I remind myself Mrs Steele just trying to help mi and my child.


They take him five minutes after that. Before mi get to give him the protection necklace Mama make for him in mi bag. Before mi get to give him a proper name, so I decide to call him Son-Son.


[image: Image]


The Steeles leave a box of books, a old settee, fridge and rug for mi. Mi sell what I could to get money while mi look for work. Nobody wanted to buy the books. Mi was glad to keep dem anyway, so that mi would have something to make mi forget. Dem first few months I would wake up wailing, pillow wet from dreams mi couldn’t remember in the daylight. For a while, me and Mama did sing sankeys, hoping Son-Son would catch my voice like a cord so I could pull him back. We dance like the flame on the wick in the kerosene lamp – dance around the room anti-clockwise, bending we bodies forward in every step. We turn into a frenzy of arms, shoulders, hips, rib cages . . . spinning and dipping. The spirits would come then. Like currents in a river dragging mi into a deeper place weh mi feel everything and nothing same time.


And after, we collapse on the bed, out of breath and sweating.


Mama used to beat the drum or shake tambourine; now dem things gathering dust in the corner of we room. Back then, the drum was we heartbeat. Mama tell mi Son-Son’s spirit is strong but I never feel him, not even after Mama and I do a baptism ceremony for him.


In the beginning, I used to write Son-Son a letter every morning and tear it up every night until the words and tear up paper blur in mi head. The Steeles never give mi no address. They never write mi one time. But I never move from the tenement yard in Lazarus Gardens, just in case.
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‘Dinah, you’re making a mess!’ Mrs Brown’s voice bring mi back to right now and the black car parking. ‘What’s gotten into you today?’ Mi hear the people coming in. But mi not paying dem no mind since mi nowhere near finish all the things the Browns want mi to cook. Is where the time gone?


Mrs Brown leave the kitchen carrying the jug of otaheite apple juice mi did make. She tell mi to follow her into the living room with the tray of glasses.


‘Ray! Great to see you again!’ I see Mr Brown hugging a fat white man with brown hair like bird feathers. ‘Celeste will be right inside. She left her glasses in the car.’


‘This must be Apollo!’ Mr Brown in him element now, vigorously pumping an outstretched black hand. A tall, nutmeg-coloured young man in grey jeans, blue T-shirt and black and white sneakers walk in. Him have thin, neat locs, light brown at the ends, tie up in a ponytail.


Mi see the long eyelashes, the nose that take up almost half his face, the full mouth, the neck. I look at his wide shoulders.


I let go the tray. Right there on the terrazzo tiles.


Time fall away and gone. I don’t care about the shock on the Browns’ faces or about anyone else in the room.


I say to the boy: ‘Son-Son a yuh! Is really yuh!’


‘I’m sorry?’ him say. Him is a boy in the body of a man: broad face, knobby-head like Leroy-own.


‘Mr Steele!’ I say to Mr Steele who looking at mi now like him don’t know mi.


‘Dad.’ The boy look at Mr Steele, too. Mr Steele is the colour of uncooked shrimp. ‘What’s she talking about?’


Mr Steele, the same Mr Steele with the floral shirts and crisp white pants, talking now: ‘Sorry, lady, but you’re confusing me with someone else. We don’t know you.’


‘Is me, Mr Steele. Dinah.’


‘Dinah, shut up!’ Mr Brown say. Shame fill up his face. I don’t care what him think.


‘Mr Steele, yuh don’t remember mi?’


‘She hasn’t been herself today,’ says Mrs Brown.


In my head I scream: Don’t offer nuh excuse for mi, yuh son-of-a-bitch! Mi not aiding and abetting yuh to have criminal thief mi pickney again!


‘I know mi child! That’s Son-Son!’ My voice sound strange but I not under water any more. The drum exploding in mi ears now.


I grab Apollo’s hands, stepping on glass that look like points of light glistening on the floor. His fingers like Mama’s; fingers that use sticks on drums to release spirits in the dark.


Mr Steele is barking now at Mr Brown: ‘Christopher, who is this woman?’


‘If you don’t stop this madness right now, Dinah, I’m calling the police!’ Mrs Brown scream.


But I pull my son to mi and rub him head – his hair still coarse but no longer picky-picky like when him was a baby. I like the sweet smell of his fuzzy hair. I kiss his mouth. The mouth that is like my mouth. He is the part of mi that is outside myself.


‘That’s it!’ Mr Brown shout. He and Mr Steele’s hands are on mi now, fingers digging into the flesh of my shoulder trying to pry mi off Son-Son, but mi too strong fi dem.


The pandemonium bring Mrs Steele from the car outside. She run in, her nostrils flaring like a bull about to buck.


‘Take your hands off my son!’ she yell and slam her body into mine, knocking over the coffee table.


Mi on the ground before mi realise what happening. She pin mi to the floor, then her husband drag her off mi, kicking and screaming.


‘Dinah! Dinah! Get out!’ Mrs Brown is in hysterics and I hear Mr Brown, pitiful sounding, saying: ‘Sorry about this, Ray.’ He warn mi now: ‘Dinah, if you put one foot inside this yard again, I’ll have you locked up for assault!’


Mr Steele’s white face blood-red. Son-Son still standing there, body quiet like him feet in cement.


‘I’m sorry,’ he says again. ‘What’s going on?’


‘No more sorrys, yuh here now, my son. Mi can’t believe is yuh,’ I say.


We eye lock. I see me in him. Him embarrassed I trying to take him back in the open. ‘Alright. I’ll be patient, my son,’ I say under my breath, but I know him hear mi. Only he can hear. The phone in the hall start to ring, adding to the madness. Mi sure that neighbours hear the screams.


Mr Brown still throwing expletives like stones when mi gather my bag and leave. I don’t care what him say: not about Mr Steele’s fake amnesia or about Mrs Steele acting like she not Mrs Steele, now that her skin look some shades darker.


I need my child. I need my Son-Son and mi can’t wait to get home to tell Mama mi find him.










Apollo



On the drive to the Browns’ house, Apollo sits in the backseat, thinking about how he’s been in Jamaica for over a week and is no way closer to a beach. Even worse, he’s stuck inside an air-conditioned car on the way to his dad’s friends who also don’t live near a beach; driving over potholes that make the car creak.


His mother tells Pops, ‘Be careful, Ray,’ in that soft tone she has that’s packed full of steel underneath. His stepfather presses the gas pedal hard, driving in that purposeful, self-assured way he does everything. Celeste eyes a map, carefully tracing the veins of streets with a red-painted nail. The map reminds Apollo of the ridges on the underside of a leaf.


They make a turn that takes them on to the same street for the third time.


‘Pops,’ says Apollo. ‘You sure you know where you’re going?’


‘Hush your mouth, boy,’ Celeste answers but he can tell she’s wondering the same thing.


Ain’t no way this is the Jamaica I pictured, he thinks. Beggars hover at the traﬃc lights when they stop, pressing sweaty, dirt-streaked faces to the car window, splashing water on the windscreen, wiping it off with dirtier sponges on sticks, leaving smears. Many of them are barefooted children, begging them ‘a money’. They stick out their tongues, bellies or bottoms in defiance when Celeste shakes her head no.


Raymond makes a left turn.


‘This street isn’t even on the map,’ Celeste murmurs. ‘Jamaica has all these undocumented sideroads. How can people find anywhere?’


Apollo bites back a curt remark.


Raymond says: ‘It’s not like I remember it, but that’s alright, I just need to get reacquainted with the streets . . . don’t get me started on them driving on the wrong side of the road.’ He pulls his right earlobe, the way he does when he’s confused, reverses, turns right and speeds on.


Apollo sees buildings, more and more of them passing the car; he narrows his eyes and they become a haze of browns, oranges, blues and whites. He opens his eyes wide again.


The people are all Black. Like him. No pale faces on the street; just Black people, carrying their groceries, talking to friends, moving about their everyday lives, never thinking that their singular Blackness might strike anyone as remarkable.


A motorcyclist veers in front of the Benz and Ray swerves into a pothole full of water, splashing a man on a bicycle in a torn grey shirt and jeans. The man jumps off his bicycle. Raymond rolls down the window to apologise and the man says: ‘Move yuh bumboclaat, yuh dutty whitey!’ Raymond is bathed in unfamiliar curse words. He rubs his jaw as if the insults are running down his cheek.


Celeste’s mouth falls open. Apollo doesn’t believe what he’s hearing. He’s appalled but oddly proud that a Black man can speak to a white man like that and face no retribution.


Ray makes a hasty retreat.


All the cops are Black. Apollo sees one oﬃcer in a neat uniform – red-seamed black pants with a blue and white striped shirt – directing cars at a traﬃc light that has stopped working. The hollow of the lights look like eye sockets. The lanky oﬃcer waves Ray to come across and he obeys. Ray finds a familiar street and his smile returns.


‘We’re nearly there. You’re gonna love this guy, Celeste, so long as Brown doesn’t tell too many stories about the drunken antics we got up to at Princeton . . . things that would disqualify us from running for public oﬃce!’ He laughs. Celeste smiles politely, stiff in her seat.


‘How far’s the beach from here?’ Apollo rolls down the window to get some fresh air. His mother swivels in her seat and tells him to bring it back up again. He wishes his parents would turn on the radio so he could hear some reggae.


‘Moms, I’m gonna borrow the car later and try to find—’


‘This is Jamaica, Apollo. What did they tell you at the hotel about going out at night? And by yourself?’


‘Yo, this ain’t Jamaica, it’s a goddamn prison! And y’all actin like you the po-po,’ he blurts.


‘Apollo, why do you insist on talking like that?’ Celeste asks, a frown creasing her lips.


‘Like how?’


‘Like you don’t know how to speak English. We taught you better than that. You’re not . . . like that.’


‘Like what?’


She doesn’t answer. He knows Celeste means like the Black rappers and athletes on TV, who she calls ‘a certain type of Black people’.


‘I don’t like the people you’re hanging out with. That Kevin boy—’


‘Why don’t you say what you really mean, which is: “why am I talking to the gardener’s son?”’


‘He’s got you talking like nobody raised you right!’


Apollo shakes his head and falls silent again. No amount of ebonics or urban slang made Apollo feel at home with his Blackness. No matter how he tried, he just couldn’t fully connect.


Before now, he’d only seen Jamaica through the Jamaica Tourist Board commercials run on TV: children frolicking on white sand beaches, couples holding hands in twin hammocks, drinking coconut water from straws, tourists with dimpled, cottage-cheese thighs running along the shore and lying on sand frothy with waves . . . a mocha-coloured girl in a yellow and green bikini leaping from a large rock into the river below while a toothless Rastaman mouthed Bob Marley’s ‘One Love’.


He’d asked his parents every year about going to Jamaica, instead of Disney World, Aspen or Martha’s Vineyard. He had no Black friends at his small private school. The few he did meet thought he wasn’t ‘Black enough’. He once told his mother: ‘The other Black kids call me Oreo. Can’t we go somewhere where I won’t be the only Black person in the room?’ His mainly white friends came from homes that had been pre-approved by his parents. These guys wore sweaters with their jeans, played tennis and read the Wall Street Journal.


His stepfather came from an old money family, who’d lived in Washington DC for generations. Politically, they were Republican, of course, and their acceptance of his Black son showed they were ‘progressive and socially inclusive’. His mother, who was his stepfather’s second wife, came from a family of Black entrepreneurs – with enough respectability to make her agreeable to her in-laws. Apollo was dutifully trotted out by Raymond’s family at fundraisers, the opera or the golf club as an example of how accepting they all were of minorities. It annoyed Apollo that the more he asserted his Blackness in his dress and manner, the stronger his white family’s desire to embrace him, as a sign of their magnanimity. ‘Have you met our grandson/nephew/cousin Apollo,’ they’d say. ‘He speaks French, plays the violin and the saxophone and he just signed a petition for a Black rights course to be on his school curriculum!’


Once he’d learnt Raymond wasn’t his biological father, he pestered his mother about his real dad and growing up in the South. As a teen, Apollo decided to rebel, to stand out in this sea of white with his style of dress. Especially after what happened with his former best friend Michael. At sixteen, Apollo grew shoulder-length locs and dyed the ends light brown. He made it a habit, in the middle of polite conversation, to interject: ‘Yo, dog, that’s some bull right there,’ making his grandfather, aunt, uncle and cousins sip their drinks nervously.


He had a poster of Nelson Mandela in his room: the loft they’d converted the pool house into. He read Marcus Garvey and Malcom X. Listened to Nina Simone and John Coltrane, Run DMC, Dr Dre and Ice Cube. He wore dashikis with his Nikes to his parents’ formal events.


He began to have recurring dreams. A woman’s voice singing in a language he didn’t know, but it was a song he’d heard before. He has never seen her face in the dreams, but he smells her. Like salty wind, like wet earth. They move towards each other in the dark, feeling their way against a gust of wind or under the weight of water. But just when she nearly reaches him, he wakes up in a sweat. Panting.


In his mind, Jamaica became an escape. He’d imagine how the white sand would feel under his bare feet, how cool the coconut water – straight from the coconut – would be on his tongue. He pictured that girl from the commercial, in her yellow and green bikini, snuggling against him in that hammock, him slipping his fingers between the fabric and her skin, just below her belly button.


His parents always seemed to dodge the idea of going to Jamaica. Too much crime, they’d say. There was always somewhere else they wanted to take him – Rome, Paris, Greece, Spain. He’d been to Europe but never to Central or South America or the Caribbean.


So it was a surprise that just after his seventeenth birthday they announced a family trip to Jamaica the following year. Dad had business meetings planned for his NGO’s work in Latin America and the Caribbean. His old Princeton friend, Christopher Brown, was a partner in one of the most reputable commercial law firms on the island where Apollo could do an internship.


He had a whole year of anticipation.


But the place didn’t seem the way it did on TV. For one, they were staying in Kingston, so there were no beaches nearby. ‘For the really great beaches, you’ll have to go to Ocho Rios or Mobay,’ said the desk clerk of the New Kingston hotel where they stayed the first week, while they waited for the Jack’s Hill house they were renting. The clerk showed Apollo a road map and said it would take hours to get to Mobay. The hotel staff also warned him not to venture out alone at night.


Just outside the hotel, there were the sounds of men yelling at passengers trying to fill already crowded buses, bikes and taxis weaving in and out of traﬃc, doing illegal turns, while pedestrians stepped indiscriminately into the street. And the heat! The sun and smell of cigarettes, piss, garbage and jerk chicken wafting from oil-drums strewn on the roadside, higglers selling spicy shrimp, peanuts, oranges, bananas and mangoes so juicy he wanted to devour his yellow-stained fingers and suck all the juice before it streamed down his elbows. The Blue Mountains – always visible in the distance when they drove through Kingston – were aloof but scandalously exposed their beauty – like a prostitute turning her bare buttocks to the roadside to advertise her wares.


His parents rented a breezy mansion set back from the road. A Jack’s Hill neighbour had told him about a recent string of robberies in the neighbourhood and so his dad had the landlord install burglar bars, which soothed his parents but made him feel like a caged bird. The same way he was feeling now, cooped up in the car.


Raymond tightens his grip on the steering wheel. ‘Your mother is only trying to protect you. Trust me, there are lots of bad people in the world.’


‘You better believe it, boy,’ Celeste echoes.


‘You can’t protect me from life!’


‘Look,’ Celeste says, ‘we brought you here like you wanted. Let’s get through the next five months then you’re off to start your freshman year at Princeton. Just do a good job at this internship. And stop talking back.’


Apollo squeezes his eyes shut and leans his head against the headrest, listening to the hum of the air conditioning, feeling the cold blasts chilling his chest through his cotton T-shirt, and wishes he could fly away.
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Apollo is glad when they finally get out of the car. He tells his parents sorry for his outburst. Not because he means it, but it’s just easier to let them think they’ve won. That way, when he eventually sneaks out of the house they won’t see it coming. Raymond throws an arm around his shoulder and tries to ruﬄe his hair like he used to when Apollo was a kid but his fingers get tangled in his dreadlocks. Apollo escapes his grasp.


They make their way into the living room; Apollo’s tongue feels dry. He gazes at the juice pitcher held by the woman who he figures is Mrs Brown as his father and friend embrace. Mrs Brown is young and pretty, with a beauty spot on her left cheek. Too skinny for his liking though, all tanned arms and legs, spindly like an overgrown spider. A maid enters with a tray of glasses and he gives her a courteous nod and smile – the way his parents had always taught him to treat the help.


The Browns’ ebony-skinned, heavy-set maid has hips that strain against her faded blue and white plaid uniform and she comes at him from out of nowhere, kisses him full on the mouth and calls him ‘Son-Son’.


Then everyone goes berserk.


Mr Brown’s neighbour, Assistant Commissioner of Police Linford Davis, a tall boulder of a man, responds to the commotion by coming over himself, arriving shortly after Dinah leaves. He takes statements but no one wants to press charges against Dinah. Davis writes down her address, in case anyone changes their mind. Mr Brown says: ‘Davis, let’s forget the whole sorry business,’ and the three men retreat to his library for drinks. They close the door behind them.


His mother helps Mrs Brown clean up the smashed glass. Apollo bends down to pick up the tray and realises that Dinah dropped something from her bag, a piece of paper that he shoves into his jeans pocket when nobody is looking.
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Later that evening in bed, Apollo stares at the ceiling, listening to the crickets outside, watching the fireflies blinking through the open wooden louvres. The sound of car horns and traﬃc sound way off in the distance and the air is fresh. But Apollo can’t sleep. His arrival caused the maid, Dinah, to lose her job over an honest mistake. She was just a regular Jamaican who probably needed the money to survive.


He wonders: what happened to her son?


What it is about her that makes him lie awake? It wasn’t her face. She had large eyes, full of sadness and wisdom, a prominent broad nose, her lower lip naturally red. Her hair was short and mostly covered by a scarf that matched her uniform. Although some individual features may have been striking, on the whole, it was an unremarkable face in its ordinariness. Still, he wasn’t able to take his eyes off her face when she grabbed her handbag and gave him a look he couldn’t read.


A look he knew he would have to see again to understand its meaning.










Celeste



Today I decided to bake a cake. I’m no good in the kitchen; never was. This used to scandalise my mother. ‘What kinda Southern wife are you going to make?’ she’d ask, convinced she’d spoilt me since I kept my head in the books instead of over a bubbling pot on the stove. But I’m making a cake now, to clear my mind. To give my hands something to do.


Ray’s not home. Off to some meeting or the other and Apollo is brooding in his room. I’ll have to interview a couple of maids tomorrow, who both come highly recommended from a neighbour’s fiancée. She was jogging past our gate last week in a pink and green tracksuit and stopped to chat – probably because she wasn’t used to seeing another Black woman in the neighbourhood, not one who looked like they owned the place, anyway.


As I place the mixing bowl on the counter, I smell the freshly cut grass of our lawn coming through the kitchen window. The mango tree’s branches shuﬄe in the breeze, making a sound like bird’s wings. Birds are chirping an unfamiliar song that’s strange and wonderful in its beauty, and a neighbour is doing yoga on her front porch. I can see from the look on her face, flat-eyed and as impenetrable as a pebble, she’s in her ‘quiet place’ where silence is drowning out the sound of everything, and I’m jealous of her peace.


It’s a chocolate cake. I found the Betty Crocker cake mix in the International Foods aisle in the grocery store. An old lady in a gaudy floral dress bumped into me with her cart. I apologised immediately – automatically – even though she was the one who’d run her trolley straight into my right ankle. It was something Mama always taught me to do. Respect your elders. The woman started talking.


I loved the sound of her voice, the smooth richness of it; sonorous and textured as a seashell with the sound of the ocean trapped inside it, so I let her talk without interruption. Her words fell over me in waves as my ankle throbbed.


When she realised I’d just recently arrived from the States, she said I was lucky I wasn’t here in the late 1970s. ‘Chile, you couldn’t even get rice to buy. People pushing and shoving for a bag of detergent. Not to mention the rationing of salt and flour.’ She said Prime Minister Manley’s brush with socialism spooked our government so much that America imposed trade embargos, and removed foreign aid, worsening a weak economy already on its knees because of the global oil crisis. The result was import shortages. ‘Tell me why a country like Jamaica can’t grow its own rice?’ she said scoﬃng, ‘Or make enough bread, cooking oil, margarine or cornmeal to feed ourselves?’ She told me middle-class Jamaicans had to hoard Foska Oats, skimmed powdered milk, soft drinks and toilet paper as prices shot through the roof when supplies dropped. There was rioting outside stores. ‘Women like my daughter couldn’t find sanitary napkins for their monthly period and you know what the government, a government full of men, mark you, came out and said?’


I shook my head.


‘Use a piece of cloth! Imagine! Cloth like what my grandmother used to use!’


She told me she’d gotten sick back then and was turned away by the hospital. They’d shut down because of a shortage of drugs, bed linen and food for patients.


That’s all why, she said, rich white and brown-skinned upper-class Jamaicans took advantage of Manley’s famous socialist speech where he told them there were five flights a day out of Jamaica to Miami and they should get on one if they didn’t like how he was running the country. The home of the United States Embassy political liaison oﬃcer was shot up. So the business class booked their tickets, sold their companies and left the island in droves. People lost their jobs at factories. And the country sunk further into debt, borrowing to repay its creditors, hat in hand, like a beggar, going from one First World country to another asking for handouts.


I felt my neck getting hot. The warmth radiated to my cheeks. Was it guilt, about what she said our government had done? Was it true?


She drew nearer to me and lowered her voice. She said the Jamaica Defence Force aborted a coup to overthrow Manley’s government. Elections were called. And as if for spite Hurricane Allen came and blew down all the banana trees, worsening the food shortage. Crops languished because farmers couldn’t get fertilisers and insecticides. The JLP campaigned with slogans like ‘Deliverance Is Near’ and ‘Money Will Jingle In Your Pocket’ and launched an anti-communist smear campaign on the PNP and they won. The change in political party brought prosperity. President Reagan backed new Prime Minister Seaga’s government. Seaga was a shrewd, business-minded Lebanese-Jamaican who was friendly with the US State Department. Jamaica started to attract large foreign investment from US corporations. Farm and industrial production grew and tourism boomed.


The old woman said: ‘We’re capitalists now. Look on the streets. BMWs and Mercedes-Benz everywhere but the cars running low on gas and they can’t even patch a blasted pothole! Meanwhile, prices still going up. People still killing each other. The government better take care or this country going go to the dogs.’


I wondered why I had never heard any of this before. It was baﬄing. I couldn’t see why this woman would want to lie to me, but if true, why was nobody talking about this? I knew from Ray that, at times, America had to intervene in the politics of other countries, but that was to safeguard democracy, to help people, to save them from corrupt and crazy despots. Megalomaniacs. Men who cared nothing for the people they were privileged to lead. But nothing she’d said suggested Manley had been any of those things. Ray says: ‘America does what’s necessary. It’s our job to protect the world.’ He admitted that we get it wrong every now and then. Truth was, I was embarrassed as she spoke. And upset too. Outraged that we had destabilised a whole nation out of fear.


I caught her staring at the Betty Crocker box in my hand. She didn’t judge me for buying the cake mix, instead of making it from scratch, like a good housewife should. ‘I wish we had that in my day,’ she said, poking the box with a wrinkled finger.


Then she disappeared down the fresh produce aisle. I wasn’t ready for our conversation to end.


Something about how she cocked her grey head reminded me of Mama, but a gentler Mama. Mama who always smelt like sandalwood, roses, oranges and lilies. I wanted to lean in and inhale more of this woman’s musk – she smelt like sweat and talcum powder. I wanted to open my mouth and tell her what I was going through, even though it would be ridiculous. Here I was, a privileged American housewife, longing to unload my problems onto a stranger, albeit one with kind eyes.


Instead, I just followed her, until she stopped in front of the oranges, squeezing each one like the cheek of a small child, and I passed on by.


I read the back of the cake mix box which said: ‘Just add eggs.’ I wished my life was like that. Easy. Not full of turmoil, like Jamaica. Invisible faultlines running through it, running through me, threatening to crack us open any moment.


Sometimes I get these tingling sensations in my stomach. My Mama would have called them premonitions. She was always getting those, and she’d have these ‘spells’ come on her when she knew things before they happened. And you know what the funny thing was? Mama didn’t see Raymond coming. When I asked her how she missed it, she nearly slapped me in the face.


I’m stirring the dark cocoa powder mix into the pale eggs with a large wooden spoon, watching as they marble and melt into each other. I don’t regret choosing Ray. I’d do it again. He’s a great dad to Apollo. He gives him stability, structure and love. I don’t care what Black folks or white folks think about our marriage. And it’s OK that Ray and I don’t share the same views on everything. We don’t spend time debating politics, because Ray knows we’re not always on the same page.


Using the spoon, I make giant circles in the batter the way I’d seen Mama do it and I slice a single path straight down the middle of the pan after each circular stir. The mixture is looking good. I pop everything into the oven and wait.


Mama was pissed when John King and I got married. She told me I was young and stupid. John was a beautiful piece of dark chocolate and had nothing but his looks and shrewdness. ‘He’s common,’ Mama said. He was the nephew of Papa’s mechanic. He’d come to the house with his uncle, dropping off one of Papa’s Cadillacs and he would wink at me and my knees felt like buckling. John made me feel alive in a way I didn’t know was possible. He noticed the little things about me, how I held my head when I was curious, how I wiggled my nose when I was scared, how the birthmark on my neck is shaped like a boot.


My Mama had a quilt that her grandmother had made her. It was meant to go to my child, to get passed down through generations. After I got married to John, she told me I’d never get that quilt.


So when John got into a car crash and died, Mama thought she’d gotten a second chance to set me straight. To reeducate me on the importance of marrying well. I needed to strengthen our family’s financial position. ‘White folks do this all the time, Celeste,’ she said and gave me a lesson on preserving intergenerational wealth. She schooled me on why it was important. A prominent Black family like ours had a social responsibility to be an example in the community. Because Black folks had been through too much, struggled too hard and needed to know it was possible to rise. And I knew Mama was right. But maybe I was tired of doing what she and Papa thought I should do.


So I fell into Ray headlong, like leaping into a moving train. A bond fortified by the sudden and devastating deaths of our spouses. Our hearts were raw.


When I married Ray, my family acted like I had just axed the family tree. When, in fact, I was the branch that they had chopped off.


As for Apollo, I grew him carefully, like tending my orchids. But now, my son, the boy I raised since he was small, the baby I held in my arms, is rootless. He doesn’t know where he came from. He doesn’t ask much about my family and I don’t tell him. He’ll never have my great-grandmother’s quilt. And it’s my fault. Sometimes, I think: Celeste, this is what you get. Don’t fool yourself: actions have consequences.


And after it all, I burnt the damn cake. I took my eye off the clock. It stayed in too long. When I grabbed it from the oven, using a thin towel, forgetting the oven mitt, it was too late to salvage it and I burnt my hand.


It rose like a blackened volcano on the kitchen table. I tossed the whole thing into the trash, pan and all, and went for the butter to soothe my fingers. I was glad for the pain. To feel something.










Apollo



The day after the incident with Dinah, Apollo begged his parents to let him explore a bit of Kingston on his own, to see the Bob Marley Museum or go to Devon House. No, they could keep the car, he told them, assuring them he would use the reliable taximan the hotel staff had recommended. And yes, he would be back by the afternoon, way before dark.


He had memorised the address he’d heard Mr Brown give his police friend. When Davis heard Dinah lived in Lazarus Gardens, he’d raised an eyebrow and paused his pen.


‘Do you know how dangerous it is to let somebody from down there into your house?’


Mrs Brown had looked defensive. ‘Look, Linford, before today, Dinah never gave us any trouble. I mean, apart from being a little slow and distracted lately, she was the perfect helper. Never stole anything—’


‘—that we know of,’ Mr Brown interjected.


‘And we told her never to bring anybody from Lazarus Gardens to our house, whether to help her work or visit her.’
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When Apollo told Eddie, the driver, where he was going, Eddie’s eyes nearly popped out. He immediately dropped the fake American twang he’d used when he first greeted Apollo. ‘My man, why yuh wan’ go deh so?’


Apollo didn’t know. All he could think to say was that something had fallen from her bag. A prescription of some sort. Maybe she needed it.


‘Is nuh any and any taximan wi carry yuh deh, ennuh. Dem people in Lazarus Gardens nuh like stranger.’ Eddie paused. ‘But yuh lucky mi niece come from down deh. She is the Area Don main babymodda. Is a good thing yuh call mi ’cause if yuh drive there on yuh own, yuh dead.’ Apollo thought: Jesus! What kinda place was this?


They drove through progressively narrow and potholed streets. Eddie stuck his head out the window and shook a fist at the driver of a passing truck who extended his middle finger to Eddie and sucked his teeth.


‘Listen mi, man,’ Eddie said to Apollo, ‘if yuh going be in Jamaica, yuh going need to learn how to chat the bad-word dem. Jah know. Repeat after me: baxide. Rassclaat. Bumboclaat . . . ’


Apollo twisted his tongue into sounds that made Eddie chuckle, his huge Adam’s apple bobbing. ‘OK, yuh almost get it right. Just gwaan practise dem.’


Finally, with a loud screech, Eddie stopped the red Lada in front of a squalid, multi-level structure. As he stepped out, the scene reminded Apollo of what the apartments in the Projects looked like on TV, except worse. He could see rusty zinc fences with faded signs advertising dances, political party posters demanding votes, dogs with their ribs sticking out drinking from the grey water meandering through the lane, dribbling from manholes with missing covers.


It stank.


The sticky humidity almost overwhelmed him. The sun was high and unrelenting. Tiny clouds the size of a child’s fist dotted the sky.


He and Eddie agreed that Eddie would return for him in three hours. No one but Eddie knew where he was. Panicked, he thought about going back to Jack’s Hill. But Eddie’s car had long disappeared, trailing puffs of black smoke behind it.


‘Yow, Rasta! Ah who yuh?’ A gravelly-sounding voice came from behind. He spun around to face a dark man with muscles rippling from under his sleeveless Chicago Bulls jersey.


‘Man, I’m- I’m looking for somebody . . . ’ Apollo stammered, not wanting the man to think he didn’t belong there, and worse, to rob and kill him. The murder statistics in Jamaica suddenly flashed in his mind and he could feel the sweat pooling under his armpits and the clamminess of his palms. Why was he so eager to come here anyway? It occurred to him now that nobody would ever find his body, or what was left of it, after they’d chopped him up with machetes and fed him to hungry mongrels.
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