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  Foreword






  This book, (Till Death Do Us Part), chronicles an Irish female student struggles to find her true sexual identity and later indulging in a committed but forbidden lesbian relationship between herself and a recently graduated female Jamaican lawyer.




  The novel also entails some realistic aspects of how women are often more pressured amongst all classes of gays, primarily in Jamaica because of their perceived role in society, as the inferior gender and subjected to having to accept male dominance in all aspects of their lives.




  Set almost entirely in Jamaica where homosexuality is taboo; and is a very risky social behavior for anyone who publicly practices it; the book expanded its storyline to explain how transgender relationships affects family relations, and why support from relatives may be relevant for one’s survival in such relationships.




  Considered as a novel expressing some of the many struggles that lesbians faces in Jamaica; the book classified Jamaicans as being publicly intolerable to same gender relationships, while conveying the inner sufferings that gays usually have to endure in an homophobic society.




  To some, this novel may be considered as a piece of literary art based upon a fictional theory about two young women and their gay life experiences.




  But to others, it is a piece of fact that was saturated with a trace of fiction that would nonetheless offer some degree of comfort to the gay rights movement; now knowing that more authors outside of their lifestyle and community are beginning to extend consideration to their need to have their stories told.




  Dennis E. Adonis




  Chapter one




  The morning temperature was already warmer than average and was in contrast to the cool air conditioning of Liz’s car as she maneuvers the cramped tarmac for a convenient parking space within the student parking area which was adjacent to the University’s recreation centre.




  For the past three years, she would often park at the almost identical spot within the parking lot, and then take a breathtaking view of the surrounding beautiful mountain range, followed by a long stare at the peaks of the Blue Mountains in the distant north of the University’s campus, before exiting her Nissan Armada.




  However, today; for the first time, she did not observe the scenic beauty of the Jamaican mountain ranges, but instead grabbed her handbag that was lingering on the passenger’s seat next to her, exited the car, and quickly slammed the door shut; as she took off with a lazy trot towards the campus administrative building.




  Hastening up its horizontally-long three-row concrete stairs; she fixed her eyes at the large clock that hanged over the reception area, and sigh heavily at its confirmation that the time was already 10:16am.




  Expressing a tiresome morning greeting to Tina; the campus friendly receptionist, and respectably gesturing her hands towards Mr. Johnson; the burly chief campus security officer; Liz hurried past both of them, and headed towards another short flight of stairs, then en route to the lobby that led to the Examinations Wing of the building.




  Walking briskly down the narrow hallway to reach the on-campus examinations room, she displayed a somber look on her face, as she murmured criticisms at herself for being late for the final year exams.




  She had been pursuing her Bachelor’s Degree in Child Psychology at the University of the West Indies for the past five years, but the challenges she had faced throughout the past three semesters alone made her academic stay in Jamaica seemed more like a ten year stint instead.




  Being a 23 year old reclusive Irish girl from a strong Catholic upbringing made her felt awkward in her efforts to connect effectively with most Jamaican’s who had made up about 90% of the Mona Campus student population.




  Hence, her circle of campus friends were relatively small, while a more open-minded recently graduated Jamaican law student named Renelda held the de facto role as her closest pal; probably because she inadvertently felt connected to the only Jamaican she knew with similar European traits.




  Nonetheless, as European as she was, Liz found favour with Jamaican culture, the beaches in Negril, and their reggae music; thus held a sort of philosophical love for the Island.




  And as much as she had loved Jamaica, Liz did not totally agreed on everything that were embedded in their roots; especially their radical views on homosexuality, feminism and the rights of gays and lesbians.




  But even so, their views on homosexuality didn’t really matter much to her anyway, as she had never indulge herself in homosexual practices and surely had no intentions to live her life as a gay person.




  Thus, it has always been a minor issue that only tingles her mind mildly, because she somehow felt that the country in which she is pursuing her education is ironically stuck in the last century regarding the freedom of individuals to socially express themselves in whatever way they pleases.




  Hence, it may be more than a draconian and precarious task to even advocate meaningful changes to the Jamaicans unilateral and premature verdict on homosexuality, she thought.




  To her, the subject matter was open-shop back in Europe, but is paradoxically a grave taboo in this part of the world. As such, she had never heard the subject matter openly discussed on campus, and had never discussed her views on it with anyone either.




  But as much as she was concerned about individual human rights, homosexuality and lesbianism did not hold a good place in her religious and moral views either. Hence she often entombs any considerations she silently felt for gays along those lines.




  In any case, she already had her boyfriend back in Ireland, and with whom she physically connects at least twice yearly for about three weeks at a time, and already had intentions to give her hand to him in marriage in a few years’ time.




  So if you put it in a nutshell, she was inadvertently not a supporter of lesbianism or the gay lifestyle, and prefers not to indulge with anyone who was into homosexuality; mostly in fear of her knowledge that the average Jamaican harshly reviled gays, and usually deals with them sadistically.




  For the open-minded Liz, coming to Jamaica for an education was not her choice and was not an initially accepted idea. In essence, she had classified her moving to the Island as a prejudiced decision by her parents for their own career benefits.




  Her dad’s role as a long term IMF World Bank consultant in Jamaica started some five years ago, while she was only 18, and sort of forced her to shift her studies to the Caribbean Island nation after initially enrolling in the University of Dublin with her then college friends.




  But abruptly moving away from everyone she knew, and having to rapidly adjust to a new culture and upbringing had somewhat impacted her mind-set and social life.




  Hence, she was too glad to bring an end to her academic stay in Jamaica from that day, and would certainly be devastated if her lateness would have led to a failure of her final exams, and an academic repeat in order to earn any needed credits.




  As she approached the examinations triage doorway, she somehow pondered on her aspirations back in Ireland. Pausing abruptly for a few seconds to reflect on her Irish aspirations, she looked at the watch on her wrist and then cautiously pushed the large metal door, without observing the campus security guard that was sitting in the warmness of the hallway adjacent to her.




  The triage area had basically sat between the main door to the examinations room and the lobby, and served as a sort of security reception area once someone would have wanted to enter the examinations room via the said hallway that Liz had used.




  Upon her entry into the small triage zone, a stifled coldness from the room’s air conditioning vent rushed up her nostrils, and provoked Liz to gesticulate a sign of discomfort; but causing the Jamaican processing personnel in the room to look upon the Irish student in obvious consternation.




  She suffice that they are either concerned at her seventeen minutes lateness or is probably amused at her pretended response towards the room’s coldness which she is supposed to be more than use to; considering the fact that she is a born and bred native of Europe which supposedly endures freezing temperatures for most of the year.




  Demonstrating an obvious uneasiness for her lumbering act a few seconds ago, she greeted the three examinations triage officers in a rather relaxed tone, as if to apologize for her unusual deportment, even though their only job was to ensure that she satisfies the examination’s admission requirements.




  They responded concertedly, and gesture for her to produce the examinations admissions slip, and her student ID card for verification against the register of students.




  After struggling clumsily to retrieve the documents from her hand bag, she handed them to one of the officers who verified their authenticity against their records, and subsequently gestured his approval after a brief consultation with the two others.




  As was required, she then lodged her hand bag, and subjected herself to a body scan which included a brief pocket search, shoe check and associated actions by the female intermediary invigilator that was present in a cubicle adjacent to the examinations triage officers.




  Generally, the University employed a triage system to filter out potential cheats, in addition to ensuring that only authorized persons and approved students enters the examination theatre after satisfying all other requirements.




  Liz was very much aware of this procedure; but the ninety six seconds it took to verify her ID information and the forty two seconds it took to carry out the body scan, somehow seemed to have taken several times longer than usual, thus causing the young student to become dispirited at her examinations prospects.




  After all, she would have already lost twenty of the eighty minutes that was usually assigned to the final exams; - Time that is always desperately needed by even the most prepared student having to sit a final examination at the University of the West Indies.




  Standing a bit lost in her dilemma with time, the intermediary invigilator had to literally pat the twenty three year old on the shoulder to signal that she is ready to escort her to the examinations room.




  Once Liz was quickly focused again, she was given another card containing her examinations desk number and other instructions; and then escorted through another door into the examinations room.




  The room was relatively quiet as usual, and none of the thirty two students paid any attention to her entry, except for a brief look from maybe a student or two, and the exams administrators who looked across at her from their desk attentively, as the escorting invigilator gestured to the head invigilator that was standing just inside the doorway.




  The head invigilator promptly looked at Liz’s green entry slip then escorted her to the correct desk number where she was seated with the sight of an examination’s paper turned face down before her.




  Liz immediately, turned the paper over, read all of the instructions and proceeded to review the first set of questions so as to analyze the difficulty of the examinations and to determine her approach to it.




  Though difficult to some extent, she figured that the final examinations paper was manageable, and all of the provided questions can be answered within the sixty minutes that remained.




  She had already submitted and received an acceptable grade for her final year thesis weeks ago; but since that only represented thirty percent of the marks; she had to pay keen attention to the potential 70% of marks that the final examinations paper can bring.




  After twenty minutes of recollection, analysis and writing, Liz soon found her groove, and was managing a significant portion of her questionnaire with some degree of comfort.




  So when the final buzzer was sounded forty minutes later, Liz had already completed and reviewed her answers much to her satisfaction, and was actually ready to hand in her paper some five minutes before the allotted time, in any case.




  As the invigilators began to move around to collect the completed papers from the students, she looked across at the theatre and reflected on most of the students who had played both an indirect and a direct part of her university life and surmise that she would miss them all, once she boards the flight to Dublin in another three weeks from that day.




  And as her reflections faded, two of the invigilators paused at her desk and collected the completed paper, and caution her to continue to be seated until the exercise was completed.




  Within a few more minutes, the entire process came to an end, and the examination administrators wished all of the students well, while inviting them to systematically exit the exam room according to their seating number.




  When Liz’s turn came around, she exited the theatre slowly; uplifted her belongs from the exam reception area, and then lingered in the hallway to chatter with a few of the other students with whom she had befriended during her studying years.




  The chattering intermittently dealt with their respective views on the examinations, but gradually became focused on their commitment and eagerness to attend the final year students’ ball at the Blue Flamingo Night Club in Southern Negril later that evening.




  Liz was not a clubber or a big fan of partying, but it was an event that every final year student would have had expected each other to attend, even for the sake of moral respect for the student group that planned it. Hence it was an event that the Irish beauty had already ticked-off on her schedule to attend and enjoy to its fullest.




  As time wore on, Liz and the other students eased their chatter and slowly walked down the hallway, followed the stairs, and exited the Administrative building as they hugged and greeted staffers along the way; since it was technically their last day on campus as active students of the University.




  Once all the pleasantries had ended, the students ventured outside, but didn’t found favour in the temperature outside of the building, as it was definitely beyond the Jamaican warmth that even Liz was accustom to.




  Sensing the sunny discomfort, she looked at her watch, observed that it was already 11:30am, and surmised that it was definitely time to go and relax herself in preparation for the mega club event that was schedule for later that evening.




  Gesturing a sequence of goodbyes to her fellow classmates and exchanging numbers with a few; she subsequently proceeded to the student parking area, boarded her Nissan Armada, power-on its engine, and within minutes; she was out of the main gate and disappeared from the sight of the campus as the SUV wind its way down the curvy Jamaican roadway to upper Negril, where she lives.




  Chapter Two 




  After forty five minutes of driving, Liz reached the Walton Heights Luxury Villas; a high-security apartment complex made up of forty-four high-priced luxury cottages neatly nested on a vast and well fenced Negril hillside compound, and complimented with a private sauna, medical facility, recreational facilities, and utility network. 




  Almost all of its tenants were drawn from the diplomatic core, large foreign corporations and wealthy retired expatriates. 




  Villa numbered 014 had been Liz’s home for the past five years, and the place where she had lived with her parents and younger brother Henreish, who was a first year student at the University. 




  Because of its close proximity to the community’s medium-size shopping mall, Liz would often leave her SUV in the customers’ parking lot, grab a fruit juice from the outdoor vending machine and then walk over to her home which was located obliquely opposite the 30,000 square feet, two-storied structure.




  So upon her entry past the usual security check point, she drove into the small parking lot of the community mall, and again, the routine was basically the same. 




  As she walked across the paved community roadway, she stared in disagreement at the miniature “good luck Liz” sign that her dad had mounted over the doorway of their villa.




  She had considered it a breach of her privacy from the moment it was mounted earlier that morning. Hence, as soon as she had reached up the stairway, she unlocked the front door, tiptoed spiritedly, and held on to the skewed vinyl sign, which quickly came down without a challenge.




  Once inside, Liz undressed to her bra and underwear alone, threw herself on the couch and slowly scrolled through the cable channels in a bid to find something interesting to watch.  She subsequently settled for the TLC channel which was airing a documentary on the human reproductive system.




  After almost ten minutes of giving the documentary her undivided attention, she became disenchanted during its advertising break, and hurriedly picked up the cordless phone.




  She readily sped dial Renelda, (her Jamaican best friend) mobile number. After a few rings, Renelda greeted Liz’s call in her usual jolly deportment. 




  In Liz’s perception, Renelda always greeted her as if they haven’t spoken to each other in days, even if they chatted in a meeting or was on a previous phone call a mere ten minutes earlier. 
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