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  The long line of passengers waiting to pass through the immigration control was noisy but colourful. After spending over eight hours in the skies, they were impatient. Anxious to get the formalities over with and meet their waiting families and friends. For many, it was the first time they had left Jamaica, arriving on the fabled shores of England, with their heads filled high with expectations. This year, an early spring had spread its warmth over the country. In the stuffy airport, those who had thought it wise to wear extra jumpers were visibly more restless than their fellow travellers.




  Ten yards or so away from the immigration booth, a young man in a dark blue suit watched with interest as one of the officers questioned a newly arrived. He was too far away to hear the conversation but he got the gist of it from the passenger’s gestures of indignation and the bits of sentences carried over by the man’s booming voice.




  ‘It’s twelve years I don’t see my sister, y’know. She send me the ticket . . . see the visa here! . . . Only a hundred pounds?! I don’t come to stay, sah . . .’




  Losing interest in the confrontation, D. unbuttoned his jacket and glanced around the airport arrival lounge. There was no other route to the exit fifty yards away. He breathed deeply and comforted himself with the thought that the returning resident’s passport he was carrying should get him through without any problems. He had been briefed thoroughly by Skeets and knew his adopted life story by heart. The mission he was on was too important to too many people to leave anything to chance.




  ‘Just play your part cool and ev’ryt’ing will be al’right,’ Skeets had advised him.




  D. left his thoughts to focus on his immediate situation. He was now next in line, after the voluminous woman now trying to convince a suspicious officer that she had, ‘No intention to do any form of work in this country, sah.’




  D. reached in his inside pocket and took out his passport. He adjusted his tie and picked up the leather case resting on the floor, and proceeded to the booth where the now available officer was beckoning him.




  Standing before the white man with the thin ginger beard, he put down his case and sustained briefly the penetrating stare. The officer opened the British passport, looked at the photograph, then fixed D. once more.




  ‘How long have you been away, sir?’




  ‘I went to attend my mother’s funeral. I spent six weeks there,’ D. said in his best English.




  The officer ran his pen along a list of names on the board in front of him, stopping half-way through.




  ‘Miller . . . Miller . . . What is your date of birth, sir?’




  D. didn’t even blink. ‘Twelfth of January 1957.’




  The officer cast him a penetrating look, then scrutinized the photograph in front of him before closing the passport and nodding twice.




  ‘Thank you, sir,’ he said, handing D. the passport and turning towards the waiting queue.




  D. took the document, picked up his case and walked towards the exit as normally as a returning resident would. He felt like jumping!




  Fortunately he and Jonathan Miller looked somewhat alike. He hadn’t bothered to enquire about the identity of the passport’s real owner; when you get offered the chance to travel to England for the firsttime . . . on a mission . . . you don’t ask questions.




  He followed the corridor, turned right at the end, and found himself walking alongside a waiting crowd leaning against the metal barriers that separated the public from the passengers. He relaxed as he walked amongst the other transatlantic passengers to the end of the lane, feeling confident about the rest of his plan. He had successfully played the part that had been set for him. Now it was his run. Though he was still unsure how he was going to make it work, he knew exactly what he wanted to do. He had spent the whole flight checking every aspect of the plan in his head.




  It would be the biggest risk he had ever taken. That was no big deal. D. thought nothing of putting his life on the line. That’s the way it had always been since he was old enough to make decisions himself. He’d put his life on the line for a hustle so many times that he saw losing it as an occupational hazard. He felt a tingling sensation in the pit of his stomach, as he did whenever danger was imminent.




  As he got to the end of the barriers, he saw them. The two men were standing a little way back from the crowd, looking at him with the seemingly detached look that ghetto-born Jamaicans have developed as a survival shield. D. didn’t recognize the faces, but there was no mistaking it was them. Skeets had explained that the two men who would meet him had been in the UK for several years, managing the outfit’s operations. The older and taller of the two men gave D. a penetrating glance. He had a full-grown beard and a protruding stomach. Except for his eyes, which were threatening in their lack of expression, he looked like the gentle giant of children’s story books. It was the shorter, smiling man with several large gold rings on his fingers who spoke first.




  ‘Whapp’n, D., everyt’ing al’right?’




  ‘Cool, you know.’ D. nodded slowly, looking at each of his new friends in turn.




  They walked towards one of the glass exit doors leading out of the airport lounge, D. in the middle. He felt as relaxed as a player with an extra ace up his sleeve. The silence lasted a few minutes until the short man said in a low voice: ‘You know seh we supposed to take care ah de bizness, yeah?’




  ‘I know ouno supposed to take me to a safe place,’ D. replied, half-smiling. Then, more serious: ‘First of all, I need to know who ouno is, seen? I can’t trust anyone just so ah foreign, you know sah!’




  The bearded giant stopped, a furious look on his face. ‘Hey, bwoy, don’t come cause no fuss y’hear! Jus’ . . .’




  ‘Cool nuh, Bigga. Mek we lef’ yah first.’ The other man stopped him, looking quickly around, anxious to avoid drawing attention to themselves. He seemed to be in command.




  They went on through the exit, Bigga lagging slightly behind. The three men took the lift down to the car park, no one speaking a word. As they walked alongside the rows of parked cars, the short man took a bunch of keys out of his pocket, spinning it deftly around his finger. He finally turned into a parking bay and proceeded to open the door of a shiny blue Mercedes 350 sports model. He lifted up the seat to let D. climb into the back before sitting in the driver’s seat and starting the engine. Bigga, meanwhile, shoved D.’s case into the boot and sat in the front.




  The driver turned his head, staring at D. with a curious grin.




  ‘OK, star, we know say you is a top soldier down ah Yard. But you see on yah, ah we run t’ings. We ah go look after you, man. Me name Joseph, seen? Skeets mus’ ah tell you seh I would deal with you,’ he said with a conciliatory tone.




  True.’ D. looked straight at Joseph. ‘Him also seh you would give me an apartment and the rest of my money.’




  Joseph looked at Bigga and stared hard through the windscreen, before letting out a short laugh.




  D. kept his composure. The half grin that slowly formed around the corner of his mouth led the two soldiers to believe he was only joking. Countless men, back in Jamaica, had learned too late that the grin was misleading: that far from joking, the grin gave notice that D. was deadly serious. But Bigga and Joseph weren’t to know. They had been away from Yard too long, and weren’t aware of his reputation in Kingston.




  D. knew the two men had expected to have him ‘under manners’ from the start. Strictly speaking, Joseph was of higher rank than him in the order of the organization, and had naturally assumed that the newly arrived soldier would show him respect. He now realized that D. considered himself a star. He didn’t mean much. The only respect D. ever showed was reserved for the few ‘rudies’ who had grown up and risked their lives with him back on the streets of West Kingston in his early days. Only a handful of living men fulfilled those requirements.




  ‘So, what about the money, Joseph?’ D. had spoken softly to mask the insistence of the demand. He wanted to find out just how hard these ranks were.




  Joseph put the car into reverse and backed out of the parking bay before answering.




  ‘You will get the money, me breddah, when we get to your apartment.’ He stressed the last word with understated irony.




  The Mercedes moved smoothly forward towards the slope leading to the parking exit. D. leaned back into the cosy leather seat and let the thumping bass from the speakers flow through him. Out of his window he could see rows of cars gliding alongside on the broad motorway, and pretty houses and fields beyond. The sun was bright and warm through the large windscreen, welcoming him to his new country.




  According to the instructions he had been given, he was to let his contact, Joseph, handle the package he carried, enjoy his six weeks’ stay in England, then return to Jamaica with the funds he would be given. A simple mission, but of the highest importance, he had been told.




  Right now, spread out at the back of the expensive car, D. knew that he was in no hurry to get bade to Jamaica and the hardship of day-to-day living in the ghetto. He was sure that he was at least as smart as Joseph; he could be running things here just as well. Besides, he had been doing a lot of thinking on the plane. He had flashed back to his early years on the streets; growing up. From school days in the poverty-stricken areas of downtown, dreaming of the big life he heard about from those who had managed to reach America, Canada, or England. He had waited for his break for years. The break out of the dusty, hungry streets and into the bright lights of big cities with their flash cars and large houses.




  He began working for Skeets when he was about twelve years old; running errands, getting the odd dollar here and there, gradually learning the order of things in his part of town. Skeets was a big man in his area. He had taken a liking to the skinny, cocky kid who always offered to wash his car. In those days, D. thought that Skeets earned his living from the small rum bar he owned on West Avenue in Greenwich Farm. He found out later that there was much more to his mentor than met the eye. Skeets was well connected in America and travelled often, sometimes bringing back a pair of shoes or pants for D., clothes that the youngster would wear with great pride up and down the area.




  D. had served his apprenticeship with zeal, showing himself to be reliable and fearless. He soon realized that he could make more money by working for the big shots downtown than he could ever earn in any of the dead-end trades his mother wished him to learn. As a consequence, he had deserted school early, concentrating instead on making a name for himself in West Kingston. He also discovered that he could get away with almost anything; very few boys were foolish enough to mess with him, knowing he was under Skeets’ protection. As for the few who still dared to challenge him, they became the first victims of his tendency towards violence. Skeets had to call him to order more than once for using unnecessary violence against boys connected to ranks from other areas. Ruthlessness soon became synonymous with D.’s character.




  He glanced at Joseph, casually steering the big car with one hand; the glitter of his rings and his fine, stylish clothes. Things definitely looked brighter on this side of the world. There was much money to be made here from someone as sharp as he was. He was sure about that.




  Yes, he thought, smiling to himself, my time is well overdue.




  They had reached what D. thought was the centre of town. He could see all kinds of shops lining the street, with people everywhere. He looked with curiosity at the big double-decker red buses, similar to those on the postcard Donna had sent him.




  ‘Is what area dis, star?’ he asked above the music.




  ‘Harlesden,’ Joseph answered without turning around, ‘we soon reach now.’




  D. straightened himself on the seat. He looked attentively through the window, trying to get his bearings. He saw a group of nice-looking girls in front of a shop and kept his eyes on them while the car stopped at a traffic light. One of the girls met his intense gaze with an inviting smile. As the car moved forward, he smiled back at her and continued watching through the rear window until he could no longer see her. He leaned back in his seat feeling comfortable about the future. The Mercedes took a right turn from the main street and, after a few hundred yards, stopped smoothly alongside a row of three-storey houses. Joseph switched off the engine and got out of the car, followed by D. Bigga got out on the other side and took the suitcase out of the boot. D. stretched himself in the morning sun, looking around him at the neatly kept hedges, the tall flower pots and ornaments in the front garden of every house.




  Joseph led the way past the gate and up the concrete stairs to the front door of a tall house. He opened it with his key and stepped into the corridor, followed by D., while Bigga locked the door behind him. They entered a flat through a door on the right, then down a flight of wooden stairs into a well-furnished living room. D. cast an admiring glance at the comfortable leather three-piece suite, the low smoked-glass coffee table, the polished wooden dining suite and the big-screen television with video recorder.




  ‘Dis is your place, star?’ he asked Joseph.




  ‘True, you like it?’




  The short man was sitting on the sofa, while Bigga had lodged his big frame into one of the leather chairs. D. eased himself into another chair before replying.




  ‘Yes, man. So, is whe me ah go stay?’




  Joseph looked at him with that enigmatic smile D. had learned to dislike in the short time he had known the older man. It seemed as if the man was making fun of him, or knew something which gave him an advantage. D. stared hard at Joseph and decided that the man reminded him of one of those samfi – the pseudo-obeah workers who cheat credulous country folks of their hard-earned money back home.




  ‘I have one room in yah specially for you, man.’ Joseph switched to business. ‘So is weh de load deh, sah?’




  D. looked at each of the two men in turn, equally enigmatic.




  ‘I is a very expensive man right now, ‘nuff English pounds dis worth.’




  He got up, took off his jacket, and slowly unbuttoned his shirt.




  Lifting up his vest, he undipped a leather belt from around his stomach and pulled it around his body with his left hand. Closely watched by Bigga and Joseph, he slid a three-compartment plastic pouch alongside the belt and tossed it casually on the glass table.




  Joseph reached over and took hold of the package. His hand went behind him to his hip pocket, from which he pulled out a wooden-handle ratchet knife. He flashed it open with consummate dexterity and, while holding the pouch in his left hand, proceeded to make a small cut through the several layers of plastic. Slowly, he drew out the shiny blade, a tiny mound of white powder balanced on the tip of it. He examined it closely before lifting the knife up to his face and tasting the powder with his tongue. He chewed for a few seconds, his face showing no expression, then smiling, he turned to Bigga.




  ‘Yeah, top-grade stuff, man.’




  Bigga nodded knowingly, still silent.




  ‘Strictly the best, me boss,’ D. said smiling, proud of the quality of the merchandise he had brought over.




  ‘So wha’, you a draw too?’ Joseph enquired.




  ‘When me ready,’ D. lied.




  Joseph flashed the knife shut and slipped it back into his pocket. He squinted in D.’s direction.




  ‘Skeets seh is one ki you bring, weh de rest deh?’




  ‘This bag is half a ki, me have the same amount right yah so.’ D. patted the front of his trousers. ‘Dem deh man strap me good, sah. Mek I gwan take it out.’




  ‘The bathroom upstairs,’ Joseph said. He turned to Bigga. ‘Phone Lefty, tell him seh we ready fe him now.’




  The big man got up and walked to the phone near the TV set. Meanwhile, Joseph headed for the kitchen to fetch his scales.




  D. got up and climbed the stairs to the first floor. He found the bathroom on the left and was about to enter when he stopped, his eyes fixed on the entrance door five yards away. His mind was ticking over fast; he knew what he wanted to do but was still searching deep inside himself for a reason not to do it.




  ‘It’s now or never,’ he thought, licking his lips.




  He pulled the bathroom door closed. He could hear the two men exchanging remarks downstairs; he didn’t have much time. Silently, D. walked to the door of the flat and unlocked the safety latch. He opened it slowly, praying the hinges wouldn’t squeak, and stepped on to the landing. Carefully, he pulled the door shut behind him. His heart pumping in his chest, he proceeded to the street door, opening and closing it as silently as he could. Now, there was no turning back.




  Outside, D. drew a sharp gulp of air and, stepping quickly down the concrete stairs, he passed the open gate and turned right on the street and into the midday sun.




  Back in the living room, Joseph was busy setting up some meetings while Bigga checked carefully the exact weight of the merchandise, emptying each of the three compartments of the package in turn on to the scale plates. Joseph finally got off the phone and looked at the big man with a frown.




  ‘Check wha’ de bwoy ah do. Look like him get stuck up deh.’




  Bigga left his work and climbed the stairs. He knocked loudly on the bathroom door, calling out. Suddenly suspicious, he tried the handle. The door opened on an empty room. The big man stood there for a few seconds, incredulous, before shouting to Joseph. ‘Him gone, nobody nuh deh!’




  Joseph rushed upstairs, running behind Bigga who was already outside. The two men stopped in front of the house, looking left and right. They stood there in silence for a moment then the big man erupted.




  ‘I gawn kill that lickle raas!’




  Bigga was in a fit of rage, throwing curses and loud expletives to the empty street. He couldn’t believe that a ‘bwoy’ like D. would have the nerve to rob them. Joseph’s face was like stone. He hadn’t said a word, but the expression in his eyes spelled death.




  ‘Come, man, we ha fe make some calls.’ His voice was calm and controlled.




  The two men walked back to the house silently. There would be no trial for an offence such as this one. The main thing was to try and catch up with the fugitive before he could dispose of the stuff. After that it would be just a formality. No one had ever dared to pull a heist like this . . . They would make sure that the thief’s punishment was a lesson to all. Besides, Joseph’s reputation was at stake, both here and in Jamaica. D. had no place to run. Joseph was sure of that.




  





  




  The top deck of the bus was only half full. D. looked absentmindedly at a gleaming green BMW in the showroom on the opposite side of the road. He was sitting at the back of the bus behind two black youths commenting excitedly on the music blaring out of their portable cassette player. The familiar pulse of the reggae rhythm penetrated his mind and he forced himself to relax.




  He had paid his fare to the conductor after enquiring from one of the boys as to how to get to his destination. They told him he would have to change buses in order to reach East London. They’d let him know when to get off. Thankful for the help, D. drifted back to his meditation.




  Once out of Joseph’s house, he had run up to the High Street and boarded the first bus he saw. He knew he only had a few minutes before his hosts discovered his escape. Up to the moment when Joseph had tasted the merchandise, he was still unsure what to do. He didn’t like the two men and he could see they were not going to treat him the way he expected. He thought of the consequences he would have to face; on the run from the posse in a strange land, with no back-up and no place to hide. He knew from the start that he was being used as a courier, nothing more, but his prime consideration had been to get out of Jamaica. It was only a matter of time before Lancey caught up with him and that was reason enough to leave the scene. He thought that he might find a way to set himself up once he arrived. Maybe work for the ranks who would meet him. He ruled this option out when they insulted him by treating him as a messenger boy. Either Joseph knew of him and had deliberately tried to diss him or Skeets had ‘forgotten’ to mention his background.




  While he debated what to do in his mind, D. realized that he had a last chance to make a run for it. On his own turf he would have taken things in hand and taught these guys how to show respect to a star like himself. For the time being he only had one card to play and he wasn’t going to waste it. Now, still loaded with almost a pound of first-grade base cocaine, he felt the excitement of danger in his spine. He knew that they would come after him and, knowing only too well the ruthlessness of his former bosses, he would have to use all his skills and experience to stay alive. The first thing he needed was a refuge, a safe place from where he would organize himself. After that, with some independent contacts to trade with and a few reliable soldiers, he felt he stood a good chance of making it.




  ‘You get off here, boss.’ The voice of the youth brought him back to the present. ‘Any one of them two buses takes you to Hackney.’




  D. thanked the two aspiring DJs and went down the stairs and off the bus. He followed a group of people who were boarding another red double-decker. Having paid his fare, he took a seat on the lower deck, half-way down the aisle. With a hiss and a roar of its engine, the bus joined the traffic.




  His first impulse after his escape had been to head for Brixton and find Sammy. They had been friends from schooldays in Kingston, and D. knew he could count on him if in need. Sammy had left Jamaica to follow his mother to England years ago. He had returned for a short visit the previous year and given D. his address, the two young men still close, despite the time and distance between them. They still had that bond, that kind of deep loyalty, that binds together for life Jamaicans who have grown up in the same neighbourhood. Sammy had told him that he was working as a mechanic and now had a wife and three children. He lived in Brixton, because that was where you could find ‘the most Yard man’. It was precisely that information which had made D. change his original plan; Brixton would be the first place they would expect him to show up. He was too smart to make such a mistake. Besides he didn’t want to put Sammy in trouble.




  D. knew that he would have to face Joseph and whoever else they sent after him, sooner or later, but he intended to pick the time and the place. He just needed a little time to set himself up for the showdown. Apart from Sammy, there was only one other unconnected person in the whole country who could help him out.




  Donna had also left Jamaica several years earlier, one of her relatives having offered her the opportunity to travel to London to work in his catering enterprise. She and D. had ties which ran deep. Donna had been his first girl. Usually, the brief liaisons of childhood didn’t count for much in the ghetto where young boys are only interested in shegging as many girls as possible. It’s all part of growing up on the street, and feelings are not expected in those affairs. However, between Donna and D. it had been somehow different. Though they had both moved on to further relationships, the deep intimacy they had shared as youngsters, the puppy love that had brought them together in the first place, had never completely vanished. With time and experience, D. had come to realize that Donna was one of the few people he could safely trust.




  She had shown on several occasions that she would not hesitate to face danger on his behalf. He had never forgotten that. When he was on the run from a vengeful police officer whose brother he had badly beaten, Donna had hid him in her room in her mother’s house until the search was over and he could make his way to the country to let things cool down for a while. The policeman, Lancey, was the most ruthless officer in the Jamaican police force. Known for his efficiency as a legal killer (eradicator), he would have punished Donna for hiding D., on top of exacting a vicious revenge on him.




  Now, on the run in a strange land, D. knew she would do whatever she could to help him. Donna had never been back to the island, but had written him now and then, sending a card on his birthday, and twice even enclosing some English money. She had also written to inform him of the birth of her baby daughter four years before, and sent a picture of a small, dark and pretty thing a miniature Donna.




  The giggles and chatting of a group of schoolgirls behind him caught D.’s attention. He turned around and asked one of the girls: ‘Which stop is it for Clapton?’




  ‘The next one,’ answered the girl, looking straight into his eyes. She was about fourteen, with plaited hair and a dark complexion.




  ‘You know Redwald Road?’ D. asked again, smiling.




  The girl smiled back at him. ‘Yeah, you have to turn right and walk down a little.’




  The bus slowed down and stopped. The group of girls got out. D. followed them as they turned right, into a street bordered by blocks of low-rise flats. The girl who spoke to him on the bus lagged behind her friends. He caught up with her and walked side by side while the other girls gradually disappeared in the maze of alleyways between the blocks. After a while, the girl looked at him and asked, ‘What area are you from?’




  ‘I just come from Jamaica this morning. I’m looking for a friend who lives ‘round here.’




  The girl looked interested.




  ‘Your parents Jamaican?’ D. enquired.




  ‘Yeah.’




  ‘So wha’, you been dere yet?’ D. asked again.




  ‘No. My aunty is going in December. She said she would take me,’ the girl replied.




  D. looked around him at the shops, the flats and the children playing on their way back from school. The scene was sunny and peaceful. He felt more relaxed now, walking in the bright afternoon with his guide. The girl told him that she lived not far from the address he was looking for. They crossed the road and walked through a large open space bordered by rows of nice, red-brick two-storey houses.




  ‘What’s your name?’ the girl asked.




  ‘Tony,’ he lied, always cautious.




  ‘My name is Sherry,’ she said. The sideways glances she kept throwing in his direction had not gone unnoticed . . . She was pretty, but he was kind of busy for the time being. Later, maybe . . .




  Sherry stopped in front of a long line of flats.




  ‘The number you want is through that entrance,’ she said, pointing at the porch facing them.




  ‘Al’right, I’ll find it now.’ D. smiled at the girl. ‘Thanks for the help.’




  ‘OK, I’ll see you another time.’ Sherry walked away from him backwards, returning his smile. She spun around, and headed towards the street, turning back once more to wave at him.




  D. walked up to the porch. The board near the staircase told him the number he was looking for was on the second floor. He climbed the stairs two at a time, wondering if he would be lucky enough to find Donna home. On the landing, he stopped in front of number 27 and knocked firmly twice on the wooden door. After waiting a while, he knocked again. Again there was no sign of life in the flat. He looked at his watch and reflected that Donna might be working, in which case he would have to wait her return.




  He walked back downstairs. As he was still carrying the stuff on him, it was best to hang around until Donna eventually got home. He considered for a moment that she might have moved, but thought it unlikely as her last letter had arrived just six months ago. A group of children played football in front of the block. He called out to the goalkeeper, vigilantly guarding the area between two large metal bins.




  ‘Skipper, any phone box around here?’




  The freckled-faced kid took his eyes off the action for a moment.




  ‘Yeah, there’s one just behind the pub, down there.’ He pointed towards some shops across a parking lot.




  D. thanked him and headed for the precinct. He found the payphone and dipped in his trouser pockets for some change. He had spent his first English money on the plane to buy some duty-free cigarettes (which he had abandoned during his flight from Joseph’s apartment, along with his jacket and luggage). Apart from the bus fares, he hadn’t spent anything else from the £500 Skeets had given him. He put a 10p coin in the slot and dialled Sammy’s number from memory. After a few seconds, someone picked up the phone.




  ‘Alio,’ a woman answered.




  ‘Alio, could I speak to Sammy?’




  ‘Sammy is at work. Who’s speaking please?’




  ‘My name is Tony. What time will he be back?’




  ‘He should be in about seven.’ The woman spoke a polite, straight English.




  ‘OK, I’ll call back.’




  ‘Bye.’




  D. left the telephone and walked back slowly by the shops, hands in his pockets. Unless he knew many Tonys, Sammy might remember the nickname D. had used back in their school days. He would be surprised to know he had reached England.




  D. sat on a low wall near the parking lot. From there he could see the entrance to the flats. The football game had been interrupted by a heated dispute. A dozen players were huddled together, pushing, shoving and shouting at each other. He watched them with amusement for a while. As a youngster, he used to love football but then he got older and found that he had little time to play. He led a busy life.




  On the landings of the block of flats, D. could see and hear the residents’ daily life unfold. Neighbours chatting, women chasing little children to get them home; usual everyday scenes in Hackney. The dwellings didn’t look new and the stairway and corridors were far from clean, but it was a long way from certain areas of West Kingston. This is what people called a ‘poor’ area in England, D. reflected. It wasn’t that bad.




  D. had waited about an hour monitoring all the comings and goings in the flat, when he caught a glimpse of a woman’s silhouette coming from the side street. He couldn’t make out the features yet, but the walk was unmistakable. The girl was now fifty yards or so away from him; as she turned left to walk through the porch, he smiled as he saw the still familiar profile of Donna. She didn’t notice him. He waited until she had disappeared up the staircase before he got up and followed her. He heard her footsteps as he was climbing the stairs, and reached the first landing in time to see her turn up the second flight of stairs. He called out: ‘Hey girl, weh you ah rush go so?’
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