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INTRODUCTION
Francis Wyndham

JEAN RHYS WAS BORM AT ROSEAU, Domunica, one of
the Windward Ishlands, and spent her childhood there. Her
father was a Welsh docter and her mother a Creole = that 15,
a white West Indian. At the age of sixteen she came 1o Eng-
land, where she spent the First World War. Then she married
a Dutch poet and for ten years lived a rootless, wandering life
on the Contgnent, mainly in Paris and Vienna. Thas was dur-
mg the 19205, and the essence of the artist’s hife i Europe at
that time » contained m her first book, The Lefi Bank (Cape,
1927), which was deseribed on the dust-jacket s ‘skerches
and squdies of provent-day Bohentian Pars'. In an enthusiastic
preface, Ford Madox Ford comments on ‘3 terrifying imstinet
and a terrific — an almost lurid! - passion for stating the case
of the underdog . . " He goes om: “When 1, lately, edited a
periodical, Miss Robys sent in several communications with
which | was immensely struck, and of which | published s
mary a8 | could What struck me on the technical side . . .
was che singular instinct for form possessed by this voung lady,
an instinet for form bemng possesed by singularly few writers
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of English and by almost no English women writers. There is
something patronizing about this preface (Ford was, in literal
fact, her patron) but he must be credited with recognizing, so
carly in her career, the main elements which (increasing n
intensity as her art developed) were to place her among the
piirest writers of our time. These are her “pasion for stating
the case of the underdog’ and her “ngular instinct for form’
~ a rare, but necessary combination. Without the instinct, the
passion might so eawsily be cither sentimental or sensational;
without the passion, the instinct might lead to only formal
beauty; together, they result in original are, at the same ome
exquisite and deeply disturbing.

It is likely that Ford Madox Ford was somewhar taken
ahack by his protégée’s next book, a novel published 1n Eng-
land as Postures (Charto & Windus, 1928) and in the USA as
Cuuarter (Simon & Schuster) - it is the American title that
Miss Rhys prefers. The character of H. J. Heidler, a cold-eyed
anglicized German dilettante, may have been in part suggested
by Ford himself, In Quarter we find the first embodiment of
the Jean Rhys heroine: for essentially the first four novels deal
with the same woman at different stages of her life, although
her name and minor details of her circumstances aler from
volume to volume. Marya Zelli has been a chorus girl in Eng-
land and is now (the year i 1926) adrift in Montparnasse with
3 charming, feckless Pole whom she has married. This aimiless,
passive existence is suddenly disrupted when her husband is
sent to prison. She is befriended by the Heidlers: 2 middle-
aged picture-deales and his very English, rather bossily “eman-
cipated” wife. It is taken for granted by this couple that Marya
should become the husband’s mistress. She is at first revolted
by him, and then falls passionately in love with him: through-
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out she views him with a kind of hypnotized terror. The story
describes the grily ménage 4 tofs that ensues [briskly broad-
munded wife, selfish petulant lover and therr bewdldered,
uncomitortably candid victim) untl the hushand comes out of
prison. Mumbed by musery, Marya mismanages the situation
and loses both men. The actual writing of Quartel betravs a
few uncertamties that were later eliminated from Miss Fhys's
style, but it 15 conceived with that nixtare of quivering imime-
diacy and glassy objectivity that is among her most extraordi-
nary distinctions.

After Leaving Mr Mackenzic (Cape, 1930) akso starts in Paris,
about the year 1928, Julia Martin has been pensioned off by
an ex-lover and 1 leading a lonely, dream-like life m a cheap
hotel, One morming the weekly cheque from Mr Mackenzie's
solicrtor arrives with a letter explaining that it 15 to be the list,
Juliz has no money, and is losing confidence in her power o
attract men. She decides vo visit London, to look up former
lovers and xk them for money. The visit (spent in boanding-
houses at Bayswater and Mottng Hill Gate) s not 3 success,
She 15 met with patronizing mcomprehension, with exus-
peration and moral disapproval. She has an affair with a young
man called Mr Horsfield which goes farcically wrong; she
returns 1o Paris o face an empty, threatening future. The
novel s written in the third person; it has a clear, bitrer gual-
ity, but it does not reach so deep into the central character as
the teo that followed it, in which the heroines tell their own
stories,

Jean Rhys recurned wo England after writing this book, and
it is there that Voyage in the Dark (Constable, 1934) is set: the
date, however, revealed casually half-way through, s 1914,
Anna Morgan, who is nineteen, is touring the provinces in the
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chorus of a pantornime. Memories of her childhood on a
West Indian wsland, of kind coloured servanis and tropical
beauty, form 4 pognant accompanunent 1o her adventures m
an iy, suspicions land. At Southsea she is picked up by 2 man
called Walter Jeffries; he seduces her and offers w keep her,
She falls in love with him ("You shut the door and you pull
the curtains and then it as long as a thousand years and yet
wo soon ended’); she moves, a shivering dreaming creature, o
rooms near Chalk Farm. But her lovers house in Green Strect
u ‘dark and cold and not friendly to me. Sneering Fiintly,
sneering discreetly, as a servant would, Who's this? Where on
earth did he pick her up?” And Mr Jeffries s cleady made
uneasy by her absent manner, and sometimes shocked by her
sudden directness. When he i vred of her, his handsome
cowsin Victor tells her 5o in a letter. "My dear Infant, | am
writing this m the country, and | can assure you that when
vou get into a garden and smiell the flowers and all thae all this
rather beastly sort of love simply doesn’t matter. However, you
will think | am preaching ar you, so | will shor up. . . . Have
vou kept any of the lewers Walter wrote o you? If so you
ought to send them back” Stunned by this aup de grdee
{although she hos abways expected it), Anna drifts into prosti-
miton: it treatment of a wbject often falsified in ficion,
this part of the book smnds comparison with the novels of
Charles Louks Philippe, and with Godard's film Viere sa Fie.
The story ends with Anna recovering from an abortion to
hear the doctor say, "She'll be all right. Ready to start all over
again m no ame, U've no doobt

In the sexe and most alarming instabment, Cood Moreming,
Midnight (Constable, 193%), we see Sasha Jansen revisiting
Paris in 1937, over forty, mistrustful of the men she tries to
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attract, expecting insals but unarmed aganst them, trying, as
she says, o drink herself o death. Some restaurants may not
be entered, becanse of the memores they inspire; the atmo-
sphere of others is subtly hostle; the effort needed to buy a
hat she cannot atfond, to dve her hair, o follow up a promis-
ing encounter, 15 almost toa much for her. Sasha meets a
voung man who turns out to be a gigolo, decemved by her fur
coat into thinking her a nch woman. They embark on a com-
phcated relationship, both at cros purposes. Sasha wanes 1o
work off on this boy her resentment ar all men; she enmjovs
watching his desperate anxiety to please her, pliming her
revenge. “This is where | might be able to ger some of my
own back. You alk to them, you pretend to sympathize; then,
just at the moment when they are not expecting i, you say:
“Gio w Hell”! The gigolo is not so easy to shake off; he scems
to be plinning some sort of revenge of his own, What stars
as mntudl tesing becomes miutual torture. This mvalved
episande 1 worked out with great subtlety; it climax, which
brings the novel to an end, i beilliantly written and mdescrib-
ably unnerving to read.

Sasha s the culmimaton of Jean hya's composite heroine,
Although she is aggresively unhappy, she 5 always good
company; her sclf-knowledge o exact, her observation of
others comical and freeemg. She 15 often unreasomable, and at
moments one even pities the well-meaning men who found
her so difficult 1o deal with, But she s not malicious: piry
extends beyond herself to embrace all other sufferers, For her
suffering transcends its cause. This & not only a stady of a
lonely, agemg woman, who has been deserted by hushands
ared bovers andd has taken o drink; it is the tragedy of a distin-
guished mind and a generoos namre that have gone unappre-



JEAN KFHYS

cated 1n a conventional, unimaginatve world. A vicim of
men’s incomprehersion of women, a symptom of women's
mistrust of men, Sasha belongs to a universal type that is sel-
dom well written about; for the writer must trest her, as Miss
Rhys does, with understanding and restraint.

After Good Moming, Midnight, Jean Rhys disappeared and
her five books went out of print. Although these had enjoved
4 eritical success, their true quality had never been appreci-
ated. The reason for this s simple: they were shead of their
age, both in spirit and in style. One has only to compare Miss
Rhys’s carly books, written during the 1920s, with contem-
porary work by Katherine Mamsfield, Aldous Huxley, Jean
Cocteau, and other celebrated writers of the period, o be
struck by how litle the actual text has ‘dated”: the style
belongs to wday. More important, the novels of the 19305 are
much closer in feeling to life as it is lived and understood in
the 1960k than to the accepted athtudes of their dme. The
elegant surface and the paranoid content, the brutal honesty
of the feminine pivchology and the muted nostalgia for los
beanty, all create an effect which i peculiarly modern.

The few people who remembered their admiraton for
these books, and those even fewer who (like myselll) were
miroduced to them later and with grear difficulty managed o
obtain second-hand copies, for & while formed a small but
passionate band, But nobody could find her; and nobody
would reprint the novels. Then, as the result of 1 drmatized
version of Good Morning, Midwight broadeast on the Third
Programme m 1958, she was finally traced to an address n
Cornwall, She had a collection of unpublished stortes, written
during and immediately after the Second World War, and she
was at work on 4 novel,

1o
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Of these stories, Till Sepiember Petronella, The Day They
Burned the Bopks and Tigers are Better Looking have since been
published in The London Magazine (which alio printed a new,
long story, Let Them Call it _Jazz, written in 1961); Onaside the
Machine appeared in the sixth edition of Wisters Taies {Mac-
millan, 1960) and A Sobid House in an anthology enttled Voices
(Michael Joseph, 1963). I Spy a Stanger, The Sound of the River,
The Lotus and Temps Perdi were published in the eaghth, ninth,
eleventh and rwelfth editions of Art and Literature.

For many vears, Jean Rhys has been haunted by the figure
of the first Mrs Rochester — the mad wife in_fane Eyre. The
present novel — completed at lase after much revision and ago-
nized rejection of earlier versions — 15 her story. Not, of course,
literally so: it i in no sense a pastiche of Charlotte Bront# and
exists in its own right, quite independent of fame Eyre. But the
Bronté book provided the inital inspiration for an imagina-
tive feat almost uncanny n s vivid intensity. From her per-
sonal knowledge of the West Indies, and her reading of their
history, Miss Fhys knew about the mad Creale heresses in
the early nineteenth cenwury, whose dowries were only an
additional burden to them: products of an inbred, decadent,
expatriate society, resented by the recently freed slaves whose
superstitions they shared, they languished uneasily in the
oppressive beauty of thewr topical surroundings, ripe for
exploitation. It is one of these that she has chosen for her lat-
est heroine: and Antoinette Cosway seems a logical develop-
ment of Marya, Julia, Anna and Sasha, who were abo
alienated, menaced, at odds with life.

The nowel is divided into three parts. The first is told in the
heroines own words, In the second the young Mr Rochester
deseribes his arrival in the West Indies, his marmage and it
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disastrous sequel. The last part s once more narrated by his
wife: but the scene & now England, and she writes from the
atne rooan in Thorntield Hall. | . .

All Jean Bhyss books o date have shared a modern, urban
background: Montparnase cafes, cheap Left Bank hotels,
Bloomsbury boarding-howses, furnished rooms near MNotting
Hill Gate are evoked with a bitter poetry that is entirely her
owrs Only the West Indian flashbacks in Foysge in the Dark
and some eprodes i The Lefi Bank srike a different noge -
one of regret for innocent sensuality in a lush, beguiling land.
In Wide Sargasse Sea, which & set in Jamaica and Dominica
during the 1830s, she returns to that spiritual country as to a
distant dream: and discovers it, for all its beauty (and she con-
Jures up this beauty with haunung pedection) to have been a
mightmare.

W,

(Francs Wyndham’s mtroduction and the first part of ths
novel were first published in Art and Literature, Number 1)

12

PART ONE




THEY SAY WHEN TROUBLE comes close ranks, and so
the white people did. But we were not in their manks. The
Jamaican ladies had never approved of my mother, ‘because
she preety like pretey seli™ Christophine sad.

She was my father’s second wafe, far too young for ham they
thoughe, and, worse sill, 2 Maramique girl. When | asked her
why so few people came to see us, she told me that the road
from Spamish Town we Coulibri Estare where we lived was
very bad and that road repairing was now a thing of the past.
(My father, visitors, horses, fecling safe in bed = all belonged
to the past.)

Another day | heard her talking to Mr Luttrell, our neigh-
bour and her only friend. "Of course they have their own
puisfortunes. Soll waiting for this compensation the English
promised when the Emancipation Act was passed. Some will
wait for a long tme.

How could the know that Mr Lurtrell would be the firse
who grew fired of waiting? One calm nr_ni.n.ghl: shot his
dhogz, swam out to sca and was gone for always. No agent came
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from England 1o look after his property ~ Nebon's Fuest it was
called — and strangers from Spanish Town rode up o gosip
and discuss the magedy.

"Live ar Nelsons Rest? Mot for love or money. An unlucky
place’

Mr Luttrells house was left empty, shutters banging in
the wind, Soon the black people said it was haunted, they
wouldn't go near it. And no one came near us.

| got vsed o a salitary life, but my mother sall planned and
hoped — perhaps she had o hope every time she pased a
looking gl

She still rode about every morning not canng that the
black people stood sbout in groups to jeer at her, especially
after her riding clothes grew shabby (they notce clothes, they
know about money).

Then one day, very early, | saw her horse lying down under
the frangipani tree. | went up to him but he was not sick, he
wias dead and his eves were black with flies, | ran away and did
not speak of it for [ thought o 1 told no one 1 might not be
trise, But later that day, Godfrey found him, he had been pon-
soned, “MNow we are marooned, my mother sad, ‘now what
will become of us®’

Godirey said, *] can't watch the horse night and day. | o
old now. When the old nme go, let it go. No wse wo grab at i,
The Lord make no distinetion between black and white, black
and white the same for Hom. Rest yourself in peace for the
righteous are not foraken” But she couldnt. She was young,
How could she not try for all the things that had gone so sud-
denly, o without warning. “You're blind when you want to be
blind, she said ferociously, ‘and you're deafl when you want 1o
be deaf The old hypocrite, she kept saving, ‘He knew what

I
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they were poing to do.” “The dewvil prince of this world. God-
frey said, "but this world dont kst so long for mortal man.!”

She persuaded a Spanish Town doctor to visit my younger
brother Pierre who staggered when he walked and couldn’
speak distnety. | don't know what the docvor wold her or
what she said o him but he never came agamn and after that
she changed. Suddenly, not gradually, She grew thin and silent,
anad at lase she refised to leave the house at all,

Ohar garden was large and beautiful s that garden in the
Bible — the tree of life grew there, But it had gone wild, The
paths were overgrown and a smell of dead flowers mixed with
the tresh hving smell. Underneath che wee ferns, rall as forest
tree ferns, the light was green. Orchids flourished out of reach
or for some reason not (o be wuched. One was snaky look-
ing, another like an octopus with long thin brown tentacles
bare of leaves hanging from a twisted root. Twice a year the
octopus orched flowered - then not an mch of tentacle
showed, It was a bell-shaped mass of white, mauve, deep pur-
ples, wonderful o see. The scent was very sweet and strong. |
neveT went near ik,

All Coulibri Estate had gone wild like the garden, gone to
bush. Mo more sdavery — why shoold avybody work? This
never saddened mie. | did not remember the place when it was
prosperou,

My mother usually walked up and down the glads, a paved
roofed-in terrace which ran the length of the house and
sloped upwards to a clump of bamboos, Standing by the bam-
boos she had a clear view o the sea, but anyone passing could
stare at her. They stired, sometimes they laughed, Long after

17
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the sound was far away and faint she kept her eyes shut and
her hands clenched. A frown came between her black eye-
brows, deep — it might have been cut with a knite. [ hated this
frown and once | touched ber forehead trying to smooth it
But she pushed me away, not roughly but calmly, coldly, with-
out a word, as if she had decided once and for all that [ was
wseless 1o her. She wanted o sit with Pierre or walk where she
pleased wathout being pestered, she wanted peace and quiet. |
was old enough o look after myself. 'Oh, let me alone, she
would say, ‘let me alone, and after | knew that she talked
alowd vo herself 1 was 4 ligle afraid of her.

So | spent most of my time in the kitchen which was in an
outbuilding some way off. Chrstophine slept in the lile
room next to it

When evening came she sang to me il she was in the
mood. | couldn't always understand her patois songs ~ she also
came from Martinique — but she taught me the one that
meant “The hietle ones grow old, the children leave us, will
they come back? and the one about the cedar tree flowers
which only last for a day.

The music was gay but the words were sad and her voice
often quavered and broke on the high note, ‘Adieu’ Not adieun
a5 we said it, but & dien, which made more sense after all. The
loving man was lonely, the girl was deserted, the children
never came back, Adicu.

Her songs were not ke Jamaican songs, and she was not
hike the other women.

She wis much blacker — blue-black wath a thin face and
stratght features. She wore a black dress, heavy gold carrings
and a yellow handkerchief — carefully tied with the two high
points in front. No other negro woman wore black, or tied

WIDE SARGAIISOD SCA

her handkerchief Martinique fashion. She had a quiet voice
and a quict laugh (when she did laugh), and though she could
speak good English if she wanted to, and French as well as
patois, she wok care to @ik o they mlked. But they would
have nothing 1o do with her and she never saw her son who
worked in Spanish Town. She had only one friend — a woman
called Maillotte, and Maillotte was not a Jamaican.

The girls from the bayside who sometimes helped with the
washing and cleaning were terrified of her. That, | soon dis-
covered, was why they came at all — for she never paid them,
Yet they brought presents of fruit and vegetables and after
dark | often heard low voices from the kitchen,

S0 | asked about Chrswophine, Was she very old? Had she
always been with us?

"She was your fathers wedding present to me - one of his
presents. He thought [ would be pleased with a Martinique
girl. 1 don't know how old she was when they brought her to
Jamaica, quite young. | don't know how old she & now. Does
it matter? Why do you pester and bother me about all these
things that happened long ago? Christophine stayed with me
because she wanted to stay. She had her own very good rea-
sons you may be sure. | dare say we would have died if she'd
turned against us and that would have been a better fate. To
die and be forgotten and at peace. Not to know that one &
abandoned, hed about, helpless. All the ones who died — who
says a pood word for them now?”

"‘Godfrey stayed too | said. "And Sass

“They stayed, she said angrily, “because they wanted some-
where to sleep and something to eat. That boy Sass! When his
mother pranced off and left him here — a greae deal she cared
— why he was a lide skeleton. Now he'’s growing into a big



JEAN BHYS

strong boy and away he goes. We shan't see him again, God-
frey s a macal. These new ones aren't too kind to old people
and he knows it. That's why he stays. Doesn't do a thing but
eat enough for a couple of horses. Pretends he's deaf, He sn%
deaf — he doesn't want to hear. What a devil he 5!’

“Why don't you tell him to find somewhere else o live?" |
said and she Laughed.

‘He wouldn't go, He'd probably try to force us out. 've
learned to let sleeping curs lie) she said.

“Would Christophine go if you told her wo?' | thought, But
I diddn'e say it. 1 was afraid to say it

It was too hot that afternoon. | could see the beads of per-
spiration on her upper lip and the dark circles under her eyes.
I started to fan her. but she trned her head away. She might
rest if [ left her alone, she said.

Omnce | would have gone back quictly to watch her asleep
on the blue sofa = once | made excuses to be near her when
she brushed her hair, a soft black cloak to cover me, hide me,
keep me sale.

But not any longer, Mot any more.

These were all the people in my hife — my mother and Pierre,
Christophine, Godirey, and Sass who had left us.

1 never looked at any strange negro, They hated us. They
called us white cockroaches, Let sleeping dogs lie. One day a
lirtle girl followed me singing, 'Go away white cockroach, go
away, go away | walked fase, but she walked faster. "White
cockroach, go away, go away: Nobody want you, Go away

When [ was safely home | st close to the old wall ar the
end of the garden. It was covered with green moss soft as vel-

afF
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vet and | never wanted to move again. Evervthing would be
worse il | moved. Christophine found me there when it was
nearly dark, and | was so stiff she had to help me to get up
She said nothing, but next morning T was in the kitchen
with her mother Mallotte, Christophine’s friend. Soon Tia
was iy friend and | met her nearly every morning at the turn
of the road to the river.

Sometimes we left the bathing pool at midday, sometimes
wee staved nll late afternoon. Then T would light a fire (fires
always lir for her, sharp wones did not hurt her bare feee, [
never saw her cry). We boiled green bananas in an old ron
pot and ate them with our fingers out of a calabash and after
we had eaten she slept at once. | could not seep, but | wasn't
quite awake as | lay in the shade looking at the pool — deep
and dark green under the trees, brown-green if it had rained,
but a bright sparkling green in the sun, The water was so clear
that you could see the pebbles at the bottom of the shallow
part. Blue and white and striped red, Very premry. Late or early
we parted at the turn of the mad. My mother never asked me
where | had been or what 1 had done.

l:hrut:rphmc had given me some new penmes which |
kept i the pocker of my dress. They dropped out one morn-
ing so | put them on a stone. They shone like gold in the sun
and Tia stared. She had small eyes, very black, set deep in her
head.

Then she bet me three of the pennies that | couldn't turm
a somersault under water 'like you say you can’,

'OF course | can!

T never see you do it she said. "*Only talk!”

‘Bet you all the money 1 can, | said,

But after one somersault | stll turned and came up choking.
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Tia laughed and told me that it certainly look hke | drown
dead that ime. Then she picked up the money.

‘I did do it [ said when | could speak, but she shook her
head. I hadn’t done it good and besides pennies didn't buy
much, Why did I look at her like that?

‘Keep them then, you cheating nigger,’ | sad, for | was
tred, and the water | had swallowed made me feel sick. 'l can
get more 1f 1 want to)

That’s not what she hear, she said. She hear all we poor like
beggar. We ate salt fish - no money for fresh fish. That old
house so leaky, you run with calabash to carch water when it
rain. Plenty white people in Jamaica. Real white people, they
got gold money. They didn’t look at us, nobody see them
come near us. Old tme white people nothing bur white nig-
ger now, and black nigger better than white nigger.

| wrapped myself in my torn towel and sat on a stone with
my back to her, shivering cold. But the sun couldn’t warm
me, | wanted o go home. 1 looked round and Tia had gone.
| searched for a long time before 1 could believe that she had
taken my dress — not my underclothes, she never wore any -
but miy dress, starched, roned, clean that morning. She had left
me hers and | put it on at last and walked home m the blaz-
ing sun feehng sick, hating her. 1 planned to get round the
back of the house to the kitchen, but passing the stables |
stopped 1o stare at three strange horses and my mother saw
me anid called. She was on the glads with two young ladies and
a gentleman. Visitors! | dragged up the steps unwillingly - |
had longed for visitors once, but that was years ago.

They were very beautiful 1 thought and they wore such
beautifil clothes that 1 looked away down at the flagstones and
when they laughed - the gentdeman laughed the loudest - |
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ran into the howse, into my bedroom, There 1 stood with my
back agamnst the door and 1 could feel my heart all chrough
me. | heard them walking and 1 beard them leave, [ came ot
of my mom and my mother was sittimg on the blue sofa. She
looked at me for some tme before she said that 1 had behaved
very oddly. My dress was even dirter than uswal.

It's Tia's diress.

'‘But why are you wearing Tia% dres? Tia? Which one of
them is Tia?"

Christophine, who had been in the pantry hstening, came
at once and was rold to find a clean dress for me. “Throw away
that thing. Burn i/

Then they quarrelled.

Christophine sad | had no clean dress, "She got two
dresses, wash and wear. You want clean dress to drop from
heaven? Some people crazy in muth.’

‘She must have another dress] wid my mother. “Some-
where But Christophine told her loudly that it shameful. She
run wild, she grow up worthles. And nobody care.

My mother walked over 1w the window. {"Marooned,
said her stroight narrow back, her carefully coiled har.
"Marooned)

‘She has an old mustin dress, Find that,”

While Christophine scrubbed my face and tied my plaits
with a fresh piece of string. she wold me that those were the
new people at Melson’s Feest, They called themseboes Luttrell,
but English or not English they were not like old Mr Lugrell,
"Old Mr Lurtrell spit in their face if he see how they look at
vou. Trouble walk into the house this day. Trouble walk in.

The old mushin dress was found and it tore as [ forced 1t on.
She didn't nobce.
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Mo more slavery! She had o langh! “These new ones have
Letter of the Law. Same thing, They got magistrate. They got
fine. They got jail house and chain gang. They got ead
machine to mash up people’s feet. New ones worse than old
omes — mare cunning, that’s all”

All that evening my mother didn't speak 1o me or look
at me and | thought, *She is ashamed of me, what Tia waidd
is true,

| went o bed early and slept at once. | dreamed that | was
walking in the forest. Not alone. Someone who hated me was
with me, out of sight. | could hear heavy footaeps coming
closer and though 1 struggled and sereamed | could not move.
I woke crying. The covering sheet was on the floor and my
mother was looking down at me.

‘1id you have a nightmare?’

“Wes, u bad dream)

She sighed and covered me up. "You were making such a
noise. | must go o Pierre, vou've frightened him.

I lay thinking, ‘l am safe. There is the corner of the bed-
room door and the friendly furniture. There is the oree of life
in the garden and the wall green with moss. The barrier of the
chiffs and the hgh mountains. And the barrier of the sea. 1 am
safe. [ am safe from strangers”

The light of the candle m Picrres moom was sull there
when | slept agam. 1 woke next morning knowing that noth-
ing would be the same. It would change and go on changing.

| don't know how she got money to buy the white
mivslin and the pink. Yards of muoslin. She may have sold her
last ring, for there was one left. | saw it in ber jewel box -
that, and a locket with a shamrock inside, They were memnd-
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ing and sewing first thing in the morning and sull sewing
when | went to bed. In a4 week she had o new dress and so
had 1.

The Luttrells lent her a horse, and she would ride off very
carly and not come back ull lare next day - gred out because
she had been to a dance ar a moonlight picnic. She was gay
and baghing - younger than | had ever seen her and the
house was sad when she had gone.

S0 | wo left it and stayed away ull dark. | was never long ag
the bathimg pool, | never met Tia.

| touk another road, past the old sugar works and the water
wheel that had not wrned for years, | went to pars of
Coulibri that [ had not seen, where there was no road, no
path, no rack. And if the rzor grass cut my legs and arms 1
would think “Its better than people.’ Black ants or red ones,
tall mests swarming with white ants, rain that soaked me o the
skin — once | saw a snake. All berter than people.

Berter. Better, better than people.

Warching the red and yellow flowers in the sun thinking of
nothing, 1t was as if 1 door opened and 1 was somewhere else,
something else. Not myself any longer.

| knew the time of day when though it is hot and blue and
there are no clouds, the sky can have o very black look.

| was bridesmaid when my mother married Mr Mason n
Spanish Town. Christophine curled my hair. | carried a bou-
quet and everything [ wore was ne — even my beautiful ship-
pers: But their eves shid away from my hating face, | had heard
what all these smooth soling people saud about her when she
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was niot listening and they did not guess 1 was, Hiding from
them in the garden when they visited Coulibri, | listened.

‘A fantastic marriage and he will regrer 1. Why should a
very wealthy man who could take his pick of all the girls i
the West Indics, and many in England too probably? "Why
probabiy?” the other voice said. "Certainly.” “Then why should he
murry a widow without a permy to her name and Coulibri a
wreck of a place? Emancipation troubles killed old Cosway?
Monsense — the estate was going downhill for years before
that. He drank himself 1o death. Many's the time when — well!
And all those women! She never did anything o stop him -
she encouraged him. Presents and smiles for the bastards every
Chrstmas, Old cwstoms? Some old customs are beter dead
and buried. Her new hushband will have to spend a preay
penny before the house & Gt to live in = leaks like 2 sieve. And
what about the stables and the coach house dark as piech, and
the servams' quartens and the six-foot snake | saw with my
own eyes curled up on the privy seat last tme | was here.
Alarmed? | sereamed. Then that borrible old man she har-
bours came along, doubled up with laughter. As for those
two children — the boy an idiot kepe our of aght and mind
and the gid going the same way in my opinion - a lowsring
expression,

"Oh L agree, the other one sud, ‘bur Annette is such a prety
wonan. And what a dancer. Reminds me of that song “hight as
cotton blassom on the something breeze”, or s it air? | forget”

¥es, what a dancer — that night when they came home from
their honeymoon i Trinidad and they danced on the ghis
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to no music. There was no need for music when she danced.
They stopped and she leaned backwards over his arm, down
tll her black hair touched the flagsrones — sull down, down,
Then up again in a flash, laughing. She made it look so easy
— a8 if anyone could do it, and he kissed her - 2 long kiss. |
was there that tme too but they had forgotten me and soon
I wann't thinking of them. | was remembering that woman
saying ‘Dance! He didn’t come to the West Indies to dance —
he came o make money as they all do, Some of the big
estates are going cheap, and one unfortunate’ loss s always a
clever man’s gain. No, the whole thing 15 a mystery. Its evi-
dently useful to keep a Martinique obeah woman on the
premises.” She meant Christophine. She said 1t mockingly, not
meaning it, but soon other people were saying it —and mean-
g ik

While the repairs were being done and they were in Trim-
dad, Pierre and 1 stayed with Aunt Cora i Spanish Town.

Mr Mason did not approve of Aunt Cora, an ex-slave-
owner who had escaped muasery, a flier in the face of
Providence.

“Why did she do nothing 1o help you?®

I told him that her husband was English and didn't ke us
and he sid, “Nonsense,”

‘It 1=n't nonsense, they lived in Engl:llid and he was angry if
she wrote to us, He hated the West Indies, When he died not
long ago she came home, before that what could she do? She
wasn't rich.

“That’s her story. | don’t believe it A frivolows woman. In
your maothers place 1'd resent her behaviour.

‘None of you understand about us]” 1 thought.

2t
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Coulibr looked the same when I saw it again, although it was
clean and ndy, no grass berween the flagstones, no leaks. But
it didn't feel the same. Sass had come back and | was glad,
They can smell money, somebody said. Mr Mason engaged
new servants = | didnt like any of them excepring Mannie the
groom, It was their talk about Christophine that changed
Coulibry, not the repairs or the new furniture or the arange
faces, Ther talk about Christophine and obeah changed it

| knew her room so well = cthe picoures of the Holy Fam-
ily and the prayer for a happy death. She had a bright parch-
work counterpane, a broken-down press for her clothes, and
my mother had gven her an old rocking-char.

Yet one day when 1 was waiting there | was suddenly very
much afraid. The door was open to the sunlight, someone was
whistling near the stables, but 1 was afrad. | was certain that
hidden in the room (behind the old black press?) theére was a
dead man’s dried hand, white chicken feathers, 3 cock with s
throat cut, dving sbowly, slowly. Drop by drop the blood was
falling into & red basin and | imagined | could hear 1. No one
had ever spoken to me about obeah — but | knew what |
would find if 1 dared w0 look. Then Christophine came in
wuniling and pleased w see me. Nothing alarming ever hap-
pened and | torgot, or wld myself [ had forgotten.

Mr Mason would laugh if he knew how fmghtened | had
been. He would langh even louder than he did when my
mother told him that she wished o leave Coulibri,

This began when they had been marnied for over a year.
They always said the same things and | seldom listened to
the argument now, | knew that we were hated = but o go
away . ., for once | agreed with mv stepfather. That was not

possible.
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“You mint have some reason,” he would say, and she would
answer ‘| need a change® or “We could wsit Richand’,
(Richard, Mr Mason's son by his first marriage, was at school
in Barbados, He was going to England soon and we had seen
very hiotle of him,)

‘An agent could look after this place. For the time being,
The people here hate us. They certainly hate me” Straight out
she sand that one day and it was then he laughed so heartly.

‘Annette, be reasonable. You were the widow of a slave-
owner, the daughter of a3 sdave-owner, and you had been liv-
ing here alone, with two children, for nearly five years when
we met. Things were at thew worst then. But you were never
maolested, never harmed.

‘How do you know that | was not harmed?' she sid, "We
were 50 poor then, she told him, "we were something to laugh
at. But we are not poor now, she sad. “You are not 4 poar
man. [0 you suppose that they dont know all about your
estate m Trnimdad? And the Antgua property? They ralk
about us without stopping. They invent stories about you, and
lies about me. They try 1o find out what we eat every day’

"They are curious. Its natural enough. You have lived alone
far poo long, Annette. You imagine enmity which doesn’t
exist. Always one extreme or the other, Didn't vou fly at me
like a little wild cat when | said nigger, Not nigger, nor even
negro, Black peaple | must sy’

“You don't hke, or even recognize, the good in them, she
said, ‘and you won't believe in the other side.

“They're oo damn lazy to be dangerous, said Mr Mason, °1
know that!

"They are more alive than you are, lazy ar not, and they can
be dangerous and cruel for ressons you wouldn's enderstand
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‘No, | don't understand, Mr Mason always sad. 'l don't
mnderstand at afl”
Hut she'd speak abour going away again. Persistently.

Angrily

Mr Mason pulled up near the empty huts on our way home
that evening. ‘All gone 1o one of those dances, be sad. “Young
and old. How deserted the place looks!

“We'll hear the driams if there 15 a dance’ | hoped he'd ride
on quickly but he stayed by the huts to watch the sun go
down, the tky and the sea were on fire when we lefi Bertrand
Bay at last, From a long way off | saw the shadow of our house
high up on ity ssone foundations. There was a smell of ferns
and river water and | felt safe agamn, as if | was one of the
righteous, (Godirey said that we were not righteous. One day
when he was drunk he told me that we were all domned and
N0 use Praving.)

“They've chosen a very hot mght for their dance, Mr
Mason sad, and Aunt Cors came on o the glans, “What
dance? Wherne?

"There is some festivity in the neighbourhood. The hurs
were abandoned. A wedding perhaps?’

‘Mot & wedding, 1 said. There s never a wedding” He
froweed at me bur Aunr Cora smiled.

When they had gone indoors | leaned my arms on the cool
lacis railings and thought that | would never like him very
much. | sill called him "Mr Mason® in my head. "Goodnight
white pappy. 'l sad one evening and he was not vexed, he
laughed. In some ways it was better before he came though
he'd rescued us from poverty and misery. "Only just in time
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too The black people did not hate us guite so much when
we were poor. We were white but we had not escaped and
won we would be dead for we had no money left. What was
there to hate?

Now it had started up again and wome than before, my
mother knows but she can't make him believe it | wish |
could tell him that oot here is not ar all like English people
think it is. [ wish . . .

| could hear them mlking and Aunt Cora's Laugh. | was glad
ahe was staying with us. And | could hear the bamboos shiver
and creak though there was no wind. It had been hot and sell
and dry for days. The colours had gone from the sky, the hight
was blue and coold not last long. The placy was not a good
place when might was coming, Christophine sad. As | wenz
indoors my mother was talking in an excited voice,

“Very well, As you refuse 1o comsider it, [ will go and ke
Pierre with me. You won't object to that, | hope?”

“You are perfectly right, Annette, said Aunt Cora and that
did surprise me. She seldom spoke when they argued.

Mr Mason also seemed surprised and not at all pleased.

“You talk so wildly he sid. ‘And you are so mistaken. OF
cours you can get away for 3 change if you wish it | prom-
e you,

“You have promised that before, she said. “You don't keep
FOUT PRomises,

He sighed. 'l feel very well here. However, we'll arrange
something. Quite woon'

1 will not stay at Coulibri any longer,” my mother said ‘It
1 mt sife, It s not safe for Pierre)

Aunt Cora nodded.

As 1t was late | ate with them instead of by myself as gsual,

|
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Myra, one of the new servants, was standing by the sideboard,
waiting to change the plats. We ate English food now, beef
and mutton, pies and puddings.

1 was glad to be like an English girl bt | mised the woste
of Chrissophine’s cooking,

My stepfather talked about a plan to import abourers -
coolies he called them — from the East Indics. When Myra
had gone out Aunt Cora sid, "] shouldnt discuss that if 1 were
you. Myra is listening

‘But the people here won't work. They don't want o work.
Look at this place — it enough wo break your heart”

‘Hearts have been broken,” she said. *Be sure of that. | sup-
pose you all know what you are doing,

‘Do you mean to say —

"I saidd nothing, except that it would be wiser not to tell that
wenman your plans — necessary and merciful no doube, | don't
trust her!

‘Live here most of your life and know nothing about the
people. It astonishing, They are children — they wouldn'
hurt a fiy”

"Unhappily children do hure fhes, sad Aunt Cora,

Myra came i again looking mournful as she always did
though she smiled whien she tlked about hell, Everyone went
v hell, she told me, you had to belong to her sect o be saved
artd even then — just as well not to be o sure, She had thin
arms and big hands and feet and the handkerchiel she wore
round her head was always white. Never striped or a gay
colour.

Sa | looked away from her at my favourite picture, “The
Miller’s Daughter’, a lovely English girl with brown carls and
blue eyes and a dress slipping off her shoulders, Then T looked
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across the white tablecloth and the vase of vellow roses at Mr
Mason, so sure of himself, so without a doubt Enghsh. And at
my mother, so without a doube not English, but no white nig-
ger either. Mot mwy mother. Never had been. Never could be.
Yes, she would have died, 1 thoughe, if she had not met him,
And for the first ome | was grateful and hked him. There are
more ways than one of belng happy, better perhaps to be
peaceful and contented and protected, as | feel now, peacefil
for vears and long years, and afterwards | may be waved what-
ever Myra ays. (When [ asked Chrstophine what happencd
when you died, she said, “You want o know oo much.”) |
remenibered to kis my steplather goodnight. Once  Aunt
Cora had wld e, "‘He's very hurt because you never kiss him.!

'He does not look hurt) [ argued. "Great nustake to go by
looks, she said, "one way or the other”

| wenit o Perre’ oom which was nest to mine, the kst
one in the house. The bamboos were outside his window. You
eould almost touch them. He still had a erib and he slepe more
and more, nearly all the dme. He was so thin that | could lift
him easily. Mr Mason had promised o take him o England
later on, there he would be cured, made like other people.
‘And how will you like that' | thowghe, as | kissed him. ‘How
will you like being made exactly like other people?’ He
looked happy asleep. But that will be later on. Later on. Sleep
now: It was then | heard the bamboos ereak again and a sound
like whispering. [ forced myself 1o look out of the window:
There was a full moon bur | saw nobody, nothing but
shadaws,

| left a light on the char by my bed and waited for
Chrstophine, for 1 liked to see her last thing. Bue she did not
come, and 2 the candle burned down, the safe peaceful feel-

EF




.

JEAN RAYS

ing left me. 1 wished | had a big Cuban dog to lie by my bed
and protect me, | wished 1 had not heand a nose by the bam-
boo clump, or that | were very young again, for then |
believed in my stick. It was not a stick, but a long narrow
piece of wood, with rwo nals sticking out at the end, a
shingle, perhaps. | picked it up soon after they killed our hoiie
and 1 thought [ can fight with this, if the worst comes o the
waorst | can fight to the end though the best ones fall and thae
is another wong. Christophine knocked the nails out, but she
let me keep the shingle and | grew very fond of it, 1 believed
that no one could harm me when it was near me. o lose 1t
would be a great misfortunc. All this was long ago, when T was
sull babyish and sure that everything was abive, not only the
river or the rain, bur chairs, looking-glasies, cups, saucers,

1 woke up and it was sull night and my mother was there,
She sad, "Get up and dress yourself, and come downstairs
quickly’ She was dressed, but she had not put up her hair and
one of her plais was loose. ‘Quuickly] she said again, then she
wient into Pierre's room, next door. | heard her speak to Myra
and | heard Myra answer her. [ lay there, half asleep, looking
at the lighted candle on the chest of drowers, nll 1 heard a
nodse as though a chair had fallen over i the linde room, then
| got up and dressed.

The house was on different level. There were three aeps
down trom my bedroom and Prerre’s to the dimng-room and
then three steps from the dming-room o the rest of the
howse, which we called “downstairs’, The folding doors of
the dining-room were pot shut and | could see that the g
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drawing-room was full of peaple. Mr Mason, my mather,
Christoplune and Manme and Sass, Aunt Cora was sitting on
the blue sofa in the corner now, wearing a black silk dress, her
ringlets were carefully armnged. She looked very haughry, |
thought, But Godfrey was not there, or My, ot the cook, or
amy of the others.

There is no reason to be alarmed,” my stepfather was say-
ing a5 | came in. ‘A handful of drunken negroes” He opesied
the door leading to the glads and walked our. “Whan is all this”
he shouted. "What do you want® A horrible noise swelled up,
like animnals howling, but worse, We heard stones falling on to
the glais. He was pale when he came in again, but he tried 1o
smile & he shut and bolted the door. *‘More of them than 1
thought, and in a nasty mood too. They will repent in the
morning. | forsee g of mmannds in syrup and ginger
SWEC LOmormow,

“Tomorrow will be too late] said Aunt Cora, “too Jate for
ginger sweets or amything che’ My mother was not listening
to cither of them. She said, ‘Pierre 1 mleep and Myra i with
him, | thought it berter to leave him in his own moom., away
from this horrible noise. | don't know. Perhaps” She was twist-
g her hands together, her wedding ring fell off and rolled
mnto a corner near the steps. My stepfather and Mannie both
wooped for it, then Manmie araightened up and sad, *Oh, my
God, they get at the back, they set fire to the back of the
howse” He pointed to my bedroom door which | had shut
after me, and smoke was molling out from underneath,

I did not see ooy mother move she was so quick. She
opened the door of my room and then again | did not see her,
nathing but smoke. Mannic ran after her, so did Mr Mason
but more dowly. Auit Cora put her arms round me. She said,
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‘Don't be afraid, vou are quite safe, We are all quite safe” Just
fior 4 moment | shut my eyes and rested my head against her
shoulder. She smelled of vanilla, | remember. Then there was
another smell, of burned har, and 1 looked and my mother
was in the room carrying Pierre, It was her loose hair that had
burped and was smelling like that.

t thought, Pierre s dead, He looked dead. He was white anud
he did not make 3 sound, but his head hung back over her arm
a6 if he had no life at all and his eyes were rolled up so that you
only saw the whites. My stepfather said, ‘Annette, you are hurt
~ your hands . . ! But she did not even look at him. “His erib
was on fire, she said to Aunt Cora. "The little room is on fire
and Myra was not there, She has gone. She was not there!

“That does not surprise me at all, sad Aunt Cora, She laid
Pierre on the sofa, bent over him, then hfted up her skirt,
stepped aut of her white petticoat and began to tear it mto
sn-.'p!‘ - T -

“She left him, she ran away and left him alone wo die]’ said
my mother, still whispering So it was all the more dreadful
when she began to scream abuse at Mr Mason, calling him a
fool, a cruel stupid fool. *1 told you, she said, ‘1 told you what
wouald happen again and again” Her voice broke, but sull she
screamed, “You woiild not listen, you sneered at me, you grin-
ning hypocrite, you ought not to live either, you know 5o
mch, don't you? Why don't you go out and ask them to et
you gof Say how mnocent you are. Say you have always
trusted them!

| was s shocked that everything was confised. And it hap-
pened quickly. | saw Mannie and Sass staggering along w:th
two large earthenware jars of water which were kept in the
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pantry. They threw the water into the bedroom and it made a
black pool on the floor, but the unoke rolled over the pool.
Then Christophine, who had run into my mother’s bedroom
for the pitcher there, came back and spoke to my aunt. *It
seems they have fired the other side of the house, said Aunt
Cora. "They must have climbed that ree outside. This place 1
gomg to burn like tnder and there is nothing we can -:!u £
stop it. The sooner we get out the betrer.

Mannie said to the boy, “You frightened? Sass shook his
head. “Then come on, said Manme, *Our of my way, he said
angd pushed Mr Mason aide. Narrow wooden stairs led down
from the pantry to the outbnildings, the kitchen, the servants”
rooins, the stables, That was where they were going. ‘Take the
child, Aunt Cora told Chrstophine, *and come.”

It was very hot on the glics oo, they moared as we came
out, then there was another mar behind us. | had not seen any
flames, only smoke and sparks, but now 1 saw tall faimes
shooting up to the sky, for the bamboos had caught. There
were some tree ferms near, green and damp, one of those was
smouldering too.

*Come quickhy’ said Aune Cora, and she went fire, holding
my hand. Chrissophine followed, carrving Pierre, and they
were guite silent as we went down the ghacs steps. But when
| looked mound for my mother 1 wow that Mr Mason, his face
crimson with heat, seemed to be dragging her along and she
was holding back, struggling. | heard him say, *It’s mmpossible,
oo late now.

“Wants her jewel case?” Aunt Cora said.

Tewel case? Nothing so sensible, bawled Mr Mason. "She
wanted to go back for her damnoed parrot, | won't allow it
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She did not answer, only fought him silently, twistng like a cat
and showing her teeth.

Owr parrot was called Coco, a green parror. He didn't talk
very well, he could say Qi est 47 Qui est a7 and answer him-
self Ché Caro, Ché Coro. After Mr Mason chipped his wings he
grew very bad tempered, and though he would sit quietly on
my mother’s shoubder, he darted at everyone who came near
her and pecked their feet.

‘Annette, said Aunt Cora, “They are langhing at you, do not
allow them to laugh at you.' She stopped fighting then and he
half supported, half pulled her after us, cursing loudly.

Still they were quiet and there were so many of them |
could hardly see any grass or trees, There must have been
many of the bay people but | recognized no one. They all
looked the same, it was the same face repeated over and over,
eyes gleaning, mouth half open to shout. We were past the
mounting stone when they saw Mannie droving the carriage
round the corner. Sass followed, riding one horse and leading
another. There was a ladies” saddle on the one he was leading.

Somebody yelled, ‘But look the black Englishman! Look
the white niggers!, and then they were all yelling. "Look the
white niggers! Look the damn white niggers!” A stone just
missed Mannies head, he cured back at them and they
cleared away from the rearing. inghtened horses. 'Come on,
fior God's ake! said Mr Mason. “Get to the carriage, get to the
horses! But we could not move for they pressed o close
round us. Some of them were boghing and waving sucks,
some of the ones at the back were carrying flambeaux and it
was light s day. Aunt Cora held my hand very nghtly and her
lips moved but | could not hear because of the noise, And 1
was afraid, because | knew that the ones who lughed would
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be the worst. | shut my eyes and waited. Mr Mason stopped
swearing and began to pray in a loud pious voice. The prayer
ended, ‘May Almighry God defend ws’ And God whoe is
indeed mysterious, who had made no sipn when they burned
Pierre as he slept = not a clap of thunder, not a flash of
lightninge — mysterious God heard Mr Mason at once and
answered him. The yelk stopped.

I opened my eyes, everybody was looking up and poinnng
at Coco on the placs ralings with his feathers alight. He made
an effort to fly down but his clipped wings failed him and he
fell screeching. He was all on fire.

I began to cry. Don't look. wid Aunt Con. ‘Don’t look”
She stooped and put her arms round me and 1 hid my face,
baat 1 could feel thae they were not so near. | heard someone
say something about bad lnck and remembered that it was
very unhicky to kill a parrot, or even to see a parmot die. They
began to go then, quickly, slently, and those that were left
drew aside and watched us 35 we trailed across the grass. They
were not langhmg any more.

*Get o the carriage, get o the carrage. sad Mr Mason,
"Hurry!” He went first, holding my mothers arm, then Chiris-
tophine carrying Picrre, and Aunt Cora was Lt still with my
hand in hers. Mone of us looked back.

Mannie had stopped the horses at the bend of the cobble-
stone moad and as we got closer we heard him shout, “What all
wou are, eh? Brute beasts? He was speaking to a group of men
and a few women who were standing round the carriage. A
coloured man with a machete in his hand was holding the
bridle. 1 dad not see Sass or the other two horses. *Get i sad
Mr Mason, “Take no notice of him, get in.' The man wath the
miachete said no. We would go to police and tell a lot of damn
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lies. A woman said to let us go. All this an accident and they
had plenty witness. "Myra she witness for us!

“Shut your mouth, the man said. "You mash centipede,
miash it, leave one hivtde piece and it grow again . . . What you
think police believe, eh? You, or the white Mgper?”

Mr Mason stared at him. He seemed not frightened. but
too sstounded o speak, Mannie twok up the carrage whip
but one of the blacker men wrenched it our of his hand,
smapped it over his knee and threw 1t away. "Roun away, black
Enghshiman, like the boy run. Hide in the bushes. 1t berver
for you! It was Aunt Cora who stepped forward and said,
“The litthe boy is very badly hure, He will die if we cannot get
help for him.

The man said, “So black and white, they burn the same, eh?’

“They do, she said. "Here and hereafier, as you wrll find out
Very shorly!

He let the bridle go and throst his face close to hers. He'd
throw her on the fire, he sad, if she put bad luck on ham. Old
white jumby, be called her. But she did not move an inch, she
looked straght into his eyes and threatened hum with eternal
fire m a calm voice, ‘And never a drop of sangoree 1o cool
vour burning tongue,” she said. He cursed her again but he
backed away, ‘Now get m,) sad Mr Mason. “You, Chris-
tophine, get in with the child! Christophine got m. "Now
you," he said to my mother. But she had trned and wis look-
ing back at the house and when he put his hand on her arm,
she screamed.

One woman said she only come to see what happen.
Another woman began to cry. The man with the cutlss sad,
“Wou cry for her - when she ever cry for you? Tell me that!

But now | turned too. The howse was burning, the yellow-
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red sky was ke sunset and | knew that | would never see
Coulibri agaim. Mothmg would be left, the golden ferns and
the slver ferns, the orchads, the ginger hilies and the moses, the
rocking-chairs and the blue sofa, the jasmine and the honey-
suckle, and the picture of the Millers Daughrer. When they
had finished, there would be nothing left but Mackened wall
and the mounting stone. That was always lefi. That could not
be stolen or burned.

Then, not v far off, | saw Tia and her mother and | ran
to her, for she was all thar was left of my life a5 it had been.
We had eaten the same food, slepe side by side, bathed in the
same river. As | ran, 1 thoughe, | will live wath Tia and | will
be like her. Mot to leave Coulibri. Not to go. Not, When |
wah close T saaw the jaggped stone in her hand but T did not
see her throw it | did not feel it either, only something wet,
running down my face. | looked av her and | saw her face
crumple up as she began to cry, We stared at each other,
blood on my face, wears on hers, Trowas as of | saw myself, Like
i a looking-plass,

y
'T SAW MY PLAIT, tied with red ribbon, when | goe up 1
said, “In the chest of drawers. | thoughe it was 3 snake.

Nour hair had v be cut. You've been very ill, my dading
snd Aunt Cora. Bur you are safe wath me now, We are all safe
as | told you we would be, You must stay in bed though, Why
are you wandering about the mom? Your har will grow
aggain,’ she said. “Lotger and thicker!

"Bat darker, 1 said.

"Why not darker?’
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She picked me op and | was glad to feel the soft mattress
and glad ta be covered with a cool sheet.

Te's eime for your arrowroot, she waid and went out, When
that was finshed she wok the cup away and sood looking
down at me.

"I got up because | wanted to know where | was.

“And you do know, don't you?' she said in an anxious voice,

"Of conrse. But how did 1 ger to vour house?

“The Luttrells were very good. As soon as Mamme got o
MNelson's Rest they sent a hammock and four men. You were
shaken about a good deal though. But they did ther best.
Young Mr Luttrell mde alongside you all the way. Wasn't that
kind?”

Fes, | said. She looked thin and old and ber hair wasn't
arranged prettily so | shut my eyes, not wanting to see her.

"Prerre s dead, 1sn't he?’

‘He died on the way down, the poor little bey she said.

‘He died before that,’ 1 thoughe but was roo tred o speak.

“Your mother is in the country, Resting, Getting well again,
You wall see her quite soon’

T it know 1 satcd, "Why did she go away®

“ou've been very ill for nearly six weeks. You didn't know
anything,

What was the use of telling her that I'd been awake betore
and heard my mother servaming " s exr 67 Qe ext 167, then
Don't towch me. Il kill you if you touch me. Coward. Hyp-
ocrite, Il kall you! U'd put my hands over my cars, her sereams
were a0 loud and terrible. 1 slepe and when | woke up every-
thing was guict,

Sull Aunt Cora stayed by my bed looking ar me.
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‘My head is bandaged up. It so hot) 1 said. “Will | have a
mark on my forchead?”

‘Mo, no She smiled for the first time. *That is healing very
nicely. It won't spoil you on your wedding day, she saud.

She bent down and kissed me, *Is there anything you wanr?
A cool drink to sp?’

My, not a drink. Sing to me. | like that

She began i a shaky voice.

“Fvery might ar half past eghs
Clomes tap fap tapping = '

‘Mot that one. | don't like that one. Sing Before [ was et free!

She sat near me and ang very sofily, ‘Before T was set free!
I heard & far as “The sorrow that my heart feeks for = ' | didn't
hear the end bue [ heard that before | slept, "The sarmow that
my heart feels for."

I was going to see my mother, | had insisted that Christophine
must be with me, no one else, and 4 | was not yet quite well
they had gven way, T remember the dull feeling s we diove
along for | did nor expect to see her. She was part of Couhbri,
that had gone, so she had gone, T was certain of it. But when we
reached the ddy pretty bide howse where she ived now (they
said) 1 jumped our of the corriage and ran as fast as 1 could
across the lown, One door was open on to the veranda, | went
in without knocking and stared at the people in the room. A
coloured man, a coloured woman, and a white woman sitting
with her head bent so low that | couldn't see her face. Bur |
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recognized her hair, one plaie much shorter than the ather, And
her drew, | put oy arms round her and kissed her. She held me
s tightly that | couldn't breathe and | thoughe, *Its not her!
Then, ‘Tt must be her” She looked ar the door, then at me, then
at the door agrin. 1 could nor wy, "He is dead so 1 shook ny
head. “Hue | am bere, 1 am here! | sad, and she aid, "No, qui-
etly. Then "No no no' very londly and flung me from her. | fell
agarnst the partibon and hurt myself. The man and the woman
woere holding her arms and Christophine was there. The
wionnan said, “Why you bring the child o make trouble, trou-
ble, wouble? Trouble enough widhout thae”
All the way back to Aunt Cora’s house we didn't speak.

The first diy | had to go o the convent, | clung to Aunt Cora
a3 you would cling o ife if you loved it At last she got impa-
tent, so | forced meyself away from her and through the pas-
sage, down the steps into the stree and, as | knew they would
be, they were waiting for me under the sandbox tree, There
were two of them, a boy and a girl. The boy was about four-
teen and wll and big for his age, he had 2 white skin, a dull
ugly white covered with freckles, lus mouth was 2 negrmo’s
mouth and he had small eves, like bits of green gliss. He had
the eves of a dead fish, Whorst, most horrible of all, his hair was
crinkled, 3 negros hair, but bright red, and his eyebrows and
evelashes were red. The girl was very black and wore no head
handkerchief. Her har had been pluted and 1 could smell
the sickening oil she had daubed on it, from where | stood on
the steps of Aunt Cora's dark, clean, friendly house, staring at
them, They looked so harmiless and quiet, no one would have
noticed the gling in the bovs eves.
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Then the girl grinned and began to erack the knuckles of
her fingers. At each crack [ jumped and my hands began to
wweat. | was holding some school books i my right hand and
| shifted them to under my arm, but it was too late, there was
a mark on the palm of my hand and a stain on the cover of
the book. The gird began w lugh, very quietly, and it was
then that hate came o me and courage with the hate so that
1 was able to walk past without looking at them.

| knew they were following, | knew too that as long as |
was in sight of Aunt Cora’ house they would do nothing but
strodl along some distance after me. But | knew when they
would draw close. It would be when | was gomng up the hill.
There were walls and gardens on each sade of the hill and no
one woild be there at this hour of the morming,

Half-way up they closed in on me and started talking, The
girl wid, "Look the crazy girl, you crazy like your mother.
Your aunt frightened o have you in the house, She send you
for the nuns to lock up. Your mother walk about with no
shoes and stockings on her feet, she sans adaties. She try 1o kill
her hushand and she try to kill you too that day you go w see
her. She have eyes like zombic and you have eyes like zombie
too. Why you won't look at me” The boy anly sad, "One day
1 catch you alone, you wait, one day [ catch you alone” When
I got to the op of the hill they were jostling me, | could smell
the girl's hair.

A long empty swreet siretched away to the convent, the
comvent wall and o wooden gate. T would have to ring before
[ could ger . The gird sud, *You don't want to look at me,
eh, | make you look at me” She pushed me and the books 1
was carrying fell to the ground.

I sooped to pick them up and saw that a ll boy who was
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walking along the other side of the street had stopped and
looked wowards us. Then he crosed over, rumming. He had long
legs, his feet hardly touched the ground. As soon as they saw
himn, they wrned and walked away, He looked afier thern, puz-
dled. | would have died sooner than run when they were
there, but a8 seon s they had gone, | ran, | left one of my
books on the ground and the @l boy came sfier me.

“You dropped this he wid, and smiled. I knew who he was,
his name was Sandi, Alexander Cosway’s son, Once 1 would
have wid ‘my cousin Sandi’ but Mr Masan's lectres had made
me shy about my coloured relatves, | muttered, “Thank you,'

T talke g0 that boy!” e said. "He won't bother you again’

In the distance | could see my enemy's red hair 25 he pelied
along, but he hadn't 3 chance. Sandi caught him up before he
reached the corner. The girl had disappeared. [ didn't wait 1o
see what happened but | pulled and pulled at the bell,

At last the door opened. The nun was 4 coloured woman
and she seemed displeased. “You nust not ring the bell like
that,' she said. ‘| come as quick as I can” Then | heand the door
shut behind me,

| callapsed and began to cry. She asked me if | was sick, but
I could not answer, She took my hand, sl clicking her
tongue and muttering in an ill-tempered way, and led e
across the yard, past the shadow of the big tree, not into the
fromt door but meo a bg, cool, stone-flagged room. There
were pots and pams hanging on the wall and 2 scone fireplace.
There was another nun at the back of the mom and when the
bell rang again, the first one went o answer it The second
nun, also a coloured woman, brought 5 basin and water but as
tast as she sponged my face, so fast did | cry. When she gaw ny
hand she asked if | had fallen and hare myself. 1 shook iy
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head and she sponged the stain away gently. "What & the mat-
ter, what are you crying about? What has happened o you?'
And still 1 could nor answer, She brought me a glass of milk,
I tried to drnk it, bur | choked. *Oh la fa] she sad, shrugging
her shoulders and went our,

When she came in again, a third nun was with her who said
in a calm voice, "You have cried quite enough now, you must
stop. Have you got o handkerchief?”

I remembered that 1 had dropped it. The new nun wiped
my cyes with a lange handkerchief, gave it to me and asked my
name.

‘Antoinette, | sid.

OFf course, she aid, ‘1 know. You are Antoinette Cosway,
that is to say Antoinette Mason, Has someone frightened you?’'

Wes!

‘MNow look at me. she smd. “You will not be frightened
of me.’

| looked at her. She had lange brown eves, very soft, and was
dressed in white, not with 3 stasched apron hke the others
had. The band round her face was of inen and above the
whate linen a black veil of some thin maverial, which fell in
folds down her back. Her cheeks were red, she had a laughing
face and two deep dimples. Her hands were small but they
looked chumsy and swollen, not like the rest of her. It was only
afterwards that 1 found out that they were crippled with
rheumatism. She ook me mto a padour furnished saffly with
straight-backed chairs and a polished able in the middle.
After she had talked to me | told her a hittle of why [ was cry-
gz and that 1 did not like walking to school alone,

“That must be seen to, she sad, 'l will write to your aunt.
Mow Mother St Justine will be waiting for you. | have sent for

47



JLAN EHYS

a girl who has been with us for nearly 0 year. Her name is
Louise = Louwse de Plana I vou feel i i
: strange, she will expla
e explan
Louise and | walked along a paved path to the classroom.
There was grass on each side of the path and wrees and shad-
ows of trees and sometimes 4 bright bush of Aowers. She wis
very pretty and when she smiled st me | could scarcely believe
I h:.d ever been miserable. She said, “We always call Mother St
Justine, Mother Juice of a Lime. She i ot very ntelligent,
poor worman, You will see

Quickly, while 1 can, I must remember the hot classrocm, The
hn_: classroom, the pitchpine desks, the heat of the bench
striking up through my body, along my arms and hands, But
outside | could see cool, blue shadow on 3 white wall My
meedle is sticky, and creaks as it goes in and oug of the canvas,
"My needle 15 swearing' | whisper to Louise, whao sits next to
me. We are cross-stitching silk noses on a pale background.
We can colour the roses as we choose and e G gEreen,
blue and purple. Underneath, | will write w1y mame in fire red,
Antoinette Mason, née Cosway, Mount Cabary Convent
spanish Town, Jamaica, 1839, r
As we work, Mother St Justine reads us stories froim the
lives of the Saints, St Rose, 5t Barbara, Si Apnes. Bur we
have our own Saint, the skeleton of 3 girl of fourteen under
the altar of the canvent chapel. The Relics. But how did the
nuns get them out here, | ask myself? In a cabin trunk? Spee-
cally packed for the hold? How? But here she s, and St
Innocenzia is her name. We do not know her story, she is
not in the book. The saints we hear about were all very
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beaunful and wealthy. All were loved by rich and handsome
VOURE men.
*. . . mowe lovely and more richly dresed than he had ever
wen her in life] drones Mother St Justine, *She smiled and
said, “Here Theophilus i o rose from the garden of my Spouse,
in whom vou did not believe” The rose he found by his side
when he awoke has never Bded. Iesoll exists.” (Oh, but where?
Where?) ‘And Theophilus was converted to Christianity, says
Mother St justine, reading very rapidly now, “and became one
of the Holy Martyrs.” She shiris the book with a clap and alks
about pushing down the cuticles of our nails when we wash
our hands. Cleanliness, good manners and kindness o Gods
poor. A flow of words. ("It 5 her tme of life, saad Héléne de
Plana, "she cannot help it, poor old Justine) “When you insult
or mjure the unfortunate or the unhappy, you insult Christ
Himself and He will not forget, for they ane His chosen ones.’
This rernark 15 made m a casual and perfuncrory voice and she
shdes on 1o onder and chastiry, that fawless crystal that, once
broken, can never be mended. Also deporoment. Like every-
one ele, she has fallen under the spell of the de Plana sisters
and holds them up as an example o the class. | admire them.
They sit so potsed and imperturbable while she points oot
the excellence of Miss Hélénes coiffure, achieved without a
looking-glas.

"PMewse, Heélene, tell me bow you do vour hair, becaunse
when 1 grow up [ want mune o look like yoors”

"It very casy. You comb it upwands, like this and then push
it a little forward, like that, and then you pin it here and here,
MNever too many pins.

“Yes, but Héléne, mine does not look like yours, whatever
I dao!
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Her eyelashes Hickered, she rurned away, too polite 1o sy
the obvious thing, We have no looking-glass in the dormitory,
once | aw the new young nun from Ireland looking at her-
self n a cask of water, sling 1o see if her dimples were sull
there. When she noticed me, she blushed and 1 chought, now
she will always dishike nie.

Sometimes it was Miss Hélénes hair and sometimes Miss
Germaineg s impeccable deportment, and sometimes it was the
care Miss Louise took of her beantiful reeth, And if we were
never emvious, they never seemed vain. Héléne and Germaine,
a lirtle disdamful, aloof perhaps, but Louise, not even that. She
took no part in it — as if she knew that she was born for other
things. Hélénes brown éves could wap, Germaines grey cyes
were beautiful, soft and cow-like, she spoke slowly and, unlike
modt Creole girls, was very even-tempered. It i easy to imag-
ne what happened to those rwo, bar accidents. Ah but Lowise!
Her small waist, her thin brown hands, her black corls which
smelled of vetiver, her hagh sweet voice, singing so carelesshy
in Chapel about death, Like a bird would sing. Anything
maght have hpptnnd to you, Lowse, anything at all, and |
wonldn't be surprised.

Then there was another sunt, said Mother Bt Justing, she
lived later on bur still in Maly, or was it in Spain. Ttaly is white
pillars and green water, Spain s hot sun on stones, France 1 a
lady with black hair wearing 3 white dress because Loutse was
born in France fifteen years ago, and my mother, whom |
it forgee and pray for as though she were dead, though she
is Iiving, liked to dress in white,

Nao one spoke of her now that Christophine had left us o
live with her son. | seldom saw my stepfather. He seemed o
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dislike Jamaica, Spanssh Town in particular, and was often
away for months.

One hot afternoon in July my sunt told me thar she was
going o England for a year. Her health was not good and she
needed o change. As she tlked she was workng ac o parchwork
counterpane, The diamond-shaped picces of silk melted one
into the other, red, blue, purple, green, yellow, all one shinymer-
ing colour, Hours and hours she had spent an it and it win
nearly finished, Would 1 be lonely? she asked and 1 smd "No',
looking at the eolours. Hoors and hours and bours | thought.

This comvent was my refuge, a place of sunshine and of death
where very early in the moming the clap of 3 wooden signal
woke the mne of us who slepe in the long dormutory. We
wioke to see Sister Marie Augustine sitting, serene and neat,
bale upright in a wooden chair. The long brown mom was full
of gold sunlight and shadows of rees moving quietly. | learnt
o say very guickly s the others did, “offer up all the prayers,
works and sufferings of this day’ But what about happiness,
| thoughe at first, is there no happiness? There must be. Oh
happiness of course, happiness, well.

But | soon forgot about happiness, runming down the stairs
tar the big stone bath where we splashed about wesring long
grey cotton chemises which reached to our ankles, The smell
of soap as you cautiously soaped yourself under the chemise,
a trick to be learned, dressing with modesty, another trick.
Cireat plashes of sunlight as we ran up the wooden steps of
the refectory. Hot coffee and molls and melting butter. Bot after
the meal, now and at the hour of our death, and ot midday and
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at six in the evening, now and ar the hour of our death. Let
perpetual light shine on them. This is for my mother, | would
think, wherever her soul i wandering, for it has left her body.
Then | remembered how she hated 2 strong light and loved
the cool and the shade. Tt is 3 different hight they wld me. Sall,
I would not say it Soon we were back i the shifting shadows
outside, more beautiful than any perpetual ight could be, and
soon | learnt to gabble without thinking as the others did.
About changing now and the hour of our death for that s all
we have,

Emfﬁhjngumhﬁghhuﬁ,nrdnrk-m“ﬂh,ﬂ‘whhmg
colours of the flowers in the garden, the num® habits were
bight, but their veils, the Crucifix hanging from their waists,
the shadow of the trees, were black. That was how it was, hght
andd dark, sun and shadow, Heaven and Hell, for one of the
muns knew all about Hell and who does not? But another one
knew about Heaven and the attributes of the blessed, of which
the least i transcendent beauty. The very lesst. | could hardly
wait for all this ecstasy and once 1 prayed for a long time o
be dead. Then remembered that this was a sin. Its presump-
tion or despair, | forger which, but a mortal sin. So [ prayed
fur a long tme aboue that o, but the thought came, so many
things are sins, why? Another un, to think that, However, hap-
pily, Sister Marie Augustine says thoughes are not sins, if they
are driven away at once. You sy Lord wve me, | Fl-r.-riﬂ'i. 1 fimd
it very comforting to know exactly what must be done. All
the same, 1 did not pray so often after that and soon, hardly at
all. | felt bolder, happicr, more free. But not so safe.

During this ume, nearly eighteen months, my septacher
often came to see me. He interviewed Mother Superior first,
then | would go into the patdour dressed ready for a dinner or
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a visit to friends. He gave me presents when we parted, sweets,
a locket, a bracelet, once a very prenty dress which, of course,
| could mot wear.

The last vme he came was different. [ knew that as soon as
I got mto the room. He kised me, held me at arm’s length
lookmg st me carefully and eritcally, then smiled and said thay
| was taller than he thought. | reminded him that | was over
seventeen, 2 grown woiman. ‘Tve not forgotten your present,
he said.

Because 1 felt shy and ill at case T answered coldly, *1 can't
wear all these things you buy for me!

“You can wear what you like when vou live wiath me.' he
said,

“Where? In Trinidad?*

"Of course not. Here, for the time being. With me and your
Aunt Cora who 1s coming home at last, She sayi another Eng-
lish winter will kill her. And Richard, You can'’t be hidden
away all your hife!

“Why not?’ | thought

| suppose he noticed my dismay because he began to joke,
pay me compliments, and ask me such absurd questions that
soon | was lughing oo, How would [ ke to live in England?
Then, before | could answer, had | learnt dancing, or were the
nums bod srict?

“They are not strict at all] | sid, “The Bishop who visin
them every year says they ane lix. Very lax. It's the climate he

‘1 hope they told him to mind his own business.”

‘She did. Mother Superior did. Some of the others were
frightened. They are not strict but no one has taught me to
dance.
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“That won't be the difficuley. 1 want vou w be happy,
Antoinette, secure, ['ve tried to arrange, but we'll have ime to
talk about that later’

As we were gomg out of the convent gate he snd in a care-
less voice, 1 have asked some English friends to spend next
winter here. You won't be dull’

Do you think they'll come? | sad doubefully.

"“Ome of them wall 'm certam of thar”

It may have been the way he smiled, but again a feeling of
dismuay, sadness, loss, abmost choked me. This ame | did not ler
him see i,

It was like that moming when | found the dead horse. Say
nothmg and it may not be brue.

But they all knew at the convent. The girls were very curi-
ous bue T would not answer their questions and for the fira
time | resented the nuns' cheerful faces.

They are safe. How can they know what it can be like
witside?

This was the second time 1 had my dream.

Agamn | have left the house at Couhbra. It is safl night and
I am walking towards the forest. 1 am wearing a long dres
and thin slippers, so | walk with difficulty, followmg the man
who s with me and holding up the skirt of my dress, It is
white and beavtiful and 1 don't wish o get it soiled. | follow
him, sick with fear but | make no effort 1o ave nvyself; if
anyone wene o try o aave me, | would refuse. Thas mse
happen. Mow we have reached the foress. We are under the
tall dark trees and there 15 oo wind. "Here?' He turns and
boaks at me, his face Black with hatred, and when 1 see this
| begin to ery. He smiles slyly. "Not here, not yer.' he says, and
I follow him, weeping, Mow | do not ry to hold ap my
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dress, it trails in the dire, my beaunful dress. We are no longer
tn the forest but in an enclosed garden surrounded by a
stone will and the trees are different trees, 1 do not know
them. There are steps leading upwards, It is too dark to see
the wall or the steps, but 1 know they are there and 1 think,
‘It will be when | go up these steps. At the top’ | stumble
over my dress and cannot get up. | touch a tree and my arms
hald on to it "Here, here” But | think [ will not go any fur-
ther. The tree sways and jerks as if it is trying to throw me
off. Sall 1 cling and the seconds pass and each one is a thou-
sand years. ‘Here, in here; a strange voice sad, and the tree
stopped swaying and jerking,

Now Sister Marie Augustine is leading me out of the dormi-
tory, asking 1f I am ill, telling me that T st not disturb the
others and though | am still shivering | wonder if she will take
me behind the mysterious curtains to the place where she
sleeps, But no. She seats me i a chair, vanishes, and after a
while comes back with a cop of hot chocolate,

I said, T dreamed T was m Hell

“That dream is evil. Put it from your mind — never think of
it again, and she rubbed my cold hands to warm them,

She looks as usual, composed and neat, and | want o ask
her if she gets up before dawn or hasn't been to bed at all.

Tirmk your chocolate”

While | am drinking it | remember that after my mothers
funeral, very early in the morning, almost as early as chis, we
went home to drink chocolate and eat cakes. She died last
year, no one told me how, and 1 didn’t k. Mr Mason was
there and Christophine, no one else. Christophine cried bitterly
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but | could not. | pr:}md.hut the words fell to the grmound
meaning nothing,

Mow the thought of her is mixed up with my dream.

| saw her m her mended habut niding a borrowed horse,
trying to wave at the head of the cobblestoned road at
Coulibri, and wars came to my eyes again, Such ternble
things happen, 1 said. "Why? Why#*

“You must not concern yoursell with chae mystery, sid Sis-
ter Maria Augustine, “We do not know why the devil st
have his lirtle day. Mot yet.

She never smiled a5 much as the others, now she was not
smiling at all. She looked sad.

She sad, as if she was talking o herself, “Now go quictly
back to bed. Think of calm, peaceful things and try to deep.
Soon 1 will give the sgmal. Soon o will be omormow
mormng.

PART TWO




SO IT WAS ALL OVER, the advance and retreat, the doubes
and hesitations. Everything finished, for better or for worse.
There we were, sheltering from the heavy rain under a large
mango tree, myself, my wife Antomette and a hide half-caste
servant who was called Amélie. Under a nesghbouring tree 1
could see our luggage covered with sacking, the two porters
and a boy holding fresh horses, hired 1o carry us up 2,000 feet
tor the waiting honeymoon house.

The girl Ameélie said this morning, ‘'l hope you will be very
happy, sir, in your sweet honeymoon house.” She was langhing
at me | could see. A lowely litthe creature but sy, spiteful,
mialignant perhaps, like much ebe in this place,

It only a shower, Antoinette @id anxiously. ‘It will soon

*

uop.
I looked ar the sad beaning cocoanur palms, the fishing boars

drawn up on the shingly beach, the uneven row of white-
washed huts, and asked the name of the village.

"Massacre,

‘And who was massacred here? Shives?
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*Oh no She sounded shocked. "Not slaves. Something must
have happened a long tme ago. Nobody remembers now”

The rain fell more heavly, huge drops sounded bike hail on
the leaves of the ree, and the sea crept stealthily forwands and
backwards.

5 this s Mossacre, Mot the end of the world, only the last
stage of our intermunable journey from Jamaica, the stare of
our sweet honeymoon, And it will all look very different in
the sun.

It had been armanged that we would leave Spannh Town
immiediately after the ceremony and spend some weeks in one
of the Windward Iilands, at 3 small estate which had belonged
o Antoinette’s mother, | agreed. As | had agreed to every-
thing ehe,

The windows of the hus were shut, the doors opened mto
stlence and dimnes. Then three litle bowvs came to stare at us.
The smallest wore nothing but a rehgious medal round s
neck and the brim of a large fisherman’s hat. When [ smiled
at him, he began to cry. A woman called from ane of the hots
and he ran away, sill howling,

The other two followed stowly, looking back several times.

As if thit was a <dgnal a second woman appeared at her
door, then a third.

"It’s Caro, Antoinette said, "1'm sore its Caro. Caroline, she
called, waving, and the woman waved back. A gandy old crea-
ture in a brightly Qowered dress, a seriped head handkerchief
and gold ear-rings.

“You'll get soaked, Antoinette, | sad.

‘Mo, the rmn w stopping’ She held up the skire of her rid-
ing habit and ran across the street, | watched her critically, She
wuore 2 tricorne hat which became her. At least it shadowed
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her eyes which are too large and can be disconcerting. She
never blinks ar all it seems to me. Long, sad, dark alien eyes.
Creole of pure Englsh descent she may be, but they are not
English or European either, And when did 1 begin 1o notice
all this about my wife Antoinette? After we left Spanish Town
| suppose. Or did | notice it before and refuse o admie what
I saw? Mot that | had much ome to notice anvthing, 1 was
married a month after | arrved in Jamaiea and for nearly three
weeks of that tine 1 was in bed with fever.

The two women stood in the doorway of the hut gestico-
lating, ralking not English but the debased French patois they
use in this sland, The rain began to drip down the back of my
neck adding to my feeling of discomfort and melancholy.

I thought about the lemter which should have been written
to England a week ago. Dear Father . . .

"Caroline asks if vou will shelter in her house”

This was Antoimette. She spoke hesitatingly as if she
expected me o refise, so it was easy o do sa.

“But you are getting wet,' she said.

| don't mund that.” | smiiled at Caroline and shook nry head.

*She will be very disappointed, said my wife, crosed the
street again and went into the dark hut

Amélie, who had been sitting with her back to us, turned
round. Her expression was so full of dehghted mahce, so mrel-
higent, above all so intimate that | felt ashamed and looked
avay.

Well' | thoughe. 'l have had fever. | am not mysell ver”

The ram was not so heavy and | went o talk to the porters.
The first man was not a naove of the sland, “This a very wild
place — not cvilized. Why you come here? He was called the
Young Bull he wld me, and be was owenty-seven years of age.
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A magnificent body and a foolish conceited face. The ather
man’s naime was Emile, yes, he was born in the village, he lived
there. "Ask him how old he i suggested the Young Bull
Emile sard in a questioning vouce, “Fourteen? Yes | have tour-
tEeTl Years master.

Tmpossible; 1 said, | could see the grey hairs in his sparse
beard,

"Fafty-six vears perhaps He seemed anxioun o please.

The Young Bull langhed loudly. ‘He don't know how old
he s, he don't think about it 1 tell you sir these people are not
civilized.”

Emile muttered, "My mother she know, but she dead.” Then
he prodoced a blue rag which he twisted into a pad and put
on his head,

Most of the women were outside their doors looking at us
but without smiling. Sombre people in a sombre place. Some
of the men were going to their boats. When Emile shouted,
two of them came towards him. He sang in a deep voice. They
arswered, then lifted the heavy wicker basket and swung it on
to his head-pad simgmg, He tested the balance with one hand
and strode off, barefooted on the sharp stones, by far the gayves
member of the wedding party. As the Young Bull was loaded
up he glanced at me sideways boastfully and he oo sang o
hitnself in English.

The boy brought the horses w2 large stone and | saw
Antoinette coming from the hut. The sun blazed out and
steam mse from the green behind ws. Amélie toak her shoes
off, ted them together and hung them mound her neck. She
balanced her small basket on her head and swung away as
easily as the porters. We mounted, turned a corner and the
village was out of sight. A cock crowed loudly and | remem-
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bered the night before which we had spent m the town.
Antoinette had a room to herself, she was exhavsted. T lay
awake listening o cocks crowing all might, then got up very
early and saw the women with rrays covered with white
cloths on their heads going to the kitchen. The woman with
small hot loaves for sale, the woman with cakes, the woman
with sweets. In the street another called Bow simp, Bonr sirop,
and 1 felt peaceful.

The road chimbed upward, On one side the wall of green, on
the other a steep drop w the mvine below, We pulled up and
looked at the hills, the mountains and the blue-green sea.
There was a soft warm wind blowmg but | understood why
the porter had called it a wild place. Not only wild but men-
acing. Those hills would close m on you.

"What an extreme green, was all | could say, and thinking
of Emile calling to the fishermen and the sound of his voice,
I asked about him.

“They ke short cuts. They will be at Granbos long before

Everything is too much, | felt a5 | mode weanly atter her.
Too much blue, wo much purple, wo much green. The fow-
ers oo red, the moontuns oo hugh, the hills goo near. And
the woman is a stranger. Her pleacing expression annoys me.
| have not bought her, she has bought me, or so she thinks. |
looked down ar the coarse mane of the horse . . . Dear Father,
The thirty thouwsand pounds have been paid 1o me without
question of condition. No provision made for her (that must
be seen ). | have a modest competence now. | will never be
a disgrace to you or to my dear brother the son vou love. No
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beggmng letters, no mean requests. None of the furtive shabby
manoeuvres of 3 younger son_ [ have sold my woul or you have
sold it, and after all s it such a bad bargain? The gid u thought
o be beaunful, she is beapnful. And yet . . .

Meanwhile the horses jogped along a very bad moad. It was
getting cooler. A bird whistded, a long sad now. “What bird is
that?’ She was too far ahead and did not hear me. The bird
whistled again. A mounwin bird, Shrill and sweet. A very
lonely sound.

She stopped and called, "Put your coat on now | did so and
realized that 1 was no longer plessantly cool but cold in my
sweat-soaked shirt

We rode on agamn, silent in the slinting afternoon sun, the
wall of oees on one side, a drop on the other. Now the sea
wus a serene blue, deep and dark.

We came to a2 litle river, "This i the boundary of Gran-
bois” She smiled at me. It was the first time 1 had seen her
smle simply and naturally, Or perhaps it was the first time |
had felt smple and natural with her. A bamboo spout jutted
from the cliff, the water coming from it was silver blue. She
dismounted quickly, picked a large shammock-shaped leal 1o
muake a cup, and drank. Then she picked another leaf, folded
it and brought it to me. “Taste. This is mountain water” Look-
mgg up smiling, she might have been any preny English garl
and to please her | drank. It was cold, pure and sweet, a beau-
tiful colowr against the thick green leaf.

She said, ‘Adter this we go down then up again. Then we
are thire!

Mext tme she spoke she said, "The earth s red here, do yon
notice?”

“It’s red in parts of England wao,
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*Oh England, England,’ she called back mockingly, and the
sound went on and on like 3 warning 1 did not choose to
hear.

Soon the road was cobblestoned and we stopped at a flight
of stone steps. There was a large screw pine to the lefi and o
the right what looked like an imitation of an English summer
house — four wooden posts and a tharched maf, She dis-
mounted and ran up the steps. At the wop a badly cut, coarse-
grained liwn and at the end of the lawn a shabby white house.
‘Mow you are at Granbois! | looked at the mountains purple
agrinist a very bloe tky

Perched up on wooden stilts the house seemed to shrink
from the forest behind it and crane eagedy out po the distant
sea. It was more awkward than ugly, a little sad as if it knew it
could not lst, A group of negroes were smanding at the oot
of the veranda steps. Antoinette ran across the liam and as |
followed her | collided with a boy coming in the opposite
direction. He molled his eyes, looking alarmed and went on
towards the horses without 3 word of apology. A mans voice
sadd, ‘Double up now double up. Look sharp” There were
four of them. A woman, a girl and a wll, dignified man were
together.  Antoinctte was standing with  her aros round
another woman. "That was Bertrand who nearly knocked you
dowen, That 5 Rose and Hilda, This 15 Baprste!

The servants grinned shyly as she named them.

‘And here 1 Christophine who was my da, my nurse long
iﬂ‘ﬂmpﬁm said that it was a happy day and that we'd brought
fine weather with us, He spoke good English, but m the mid-
dle of his address of welcome Hilda began vo giggle. She was
a young girl of about twelve or fourteen, wearing a sdeeveles
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white dress which just reached her knees. The dress was spot-
less but her uncovered hair, though it was oiled and braided
into many small plaits, gave her a savage appearance. Baptiste
frowned at her and she giggled more loudly, then put her
hand over her mouth and went up the wooden steps into the
house, | could hear her bare feet running along the veranda.

*Dondon, ché cocotte] the elderly woman sod w Antounette.
1 looked at her sharply but she seemed msignificant. She was
blacker than most and her clothes, even the handkerchief
round her head, were subdued in colour. She looked at me
steadily, not with approval, | thought. We stared at each other
for guite a minute. | looked away first and she smiled w her-
self, gave Antomette a lirtle push forward and disappeared mio
the shadows at the back of the house, The other servants had
gone,

Seanding on the veranda | breathed the sweemmess of the air.
Cloves T could smell and cinnamon, moses and orange blossom.
And an mtoxicating freshness as f all this had never been
breathed before. When Antoinette said “Come, | will show
you the house” | went with her unwillimgly for the rest of the
place seemed neglected and deserted. She led me into a linge
unpainted mom. There was a simall shabby sofa, 3 mahogany
table in the middle, some stratght-backed chairs and an old
oak chest with brass feet like hon's claws.

Holdmng nwy hand she went up to the sideboand whene two
glasses of rum punch were waiting for us. She handed me one
and said, “To happiness”

“To happiness, | answered,

The room beyond was Lirger and emprier. There were two
doors, one leading to the veranda, the other very slightly open
into a small wom. A big bed, 2 round able by s side, two
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chairs, 2 wrpnung dressing-table with a marble top and a
large looking-glass. Two wreaths of frangipani lay on the bed.

Am | expected 1o wear one of these? Amd when?'

I crowmed myself with one of the wreaths and mode a face
in the glass. ‘1 hardly think it suis my handsome face, do you?”

You look hke o king, an emperor”

‘God torbad, | said and ook the wreath off, Ir fell on the
floor and as | went rowards the window | stepped on it. The
moom was full of the scent of crushed fllowers. | saw her reflec-
ton in the gliss fanmmg hersell wath a small palm-leaf’ fan
coloured bloe and red ar the edges, [ felt sweat on my fore-
head and sat down, she knck near me and wiped my face wath
her handkerchief.

Pon't you like it here? This is my place and everything 1s
on our side. Once,’ she sid, *l used o deep with a piece of
wood by my side o that 1 could defend moyvself iF 1 were
attacked. That's how afraid | was!

‘Afrad of what?'

She shook her head. "Of nothing, of everything.

Someone knocked and she said, 'Te's only Christophine”

*The old woman who was your nurse? Are you afraid of
her?”

‘Mo, how could | be?*

“If she were taller) | wid, "one of these stapping women
dressed up to the nines, | moght be afrad of her!

She laughed. “That door leads mto your dressing-room.”

I shur it gently after me.

It seemed crowded after the emptiness of the rest of the
house, There was a carpet, the only one | had seen, a press
made of some beautitul wood | did not recognize. Under the
open window a small writing-desk with paper, pems, and ink.
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‘A refuge’ | was thinking when someone said, "This was Mr
Mason's mom, sir, but he did not come here often. He did
not like the place’ Baptiste, standing in the doorway to the
veranda, had a banker over his arm.

‘It all very comfortable, | said. He laid the blanket on the
bed,

It can be cold here at might, he said. Then went away. But
the feeling of security had left me. | looked round susps-
ciously,. The door mito her oom could be bolted, a stout
wooden bar pushed acros the other. This was the Last room in
the house. Wooden steps from the veranda led on to another
rough lawn, a Seville orange tree grew by the steps. 1 went
back into the dressing-room and looked out of the window. 1
saw a clay road, muddy in places; bordered by a row of tll
trees. Beyond the road various half-hidden outbuildings. One
was the kitchen. No chimney but smoke was pouring out of
the window. 1 sat on the soft narrow bed and Bstened. Mot a
sound except the river. | maght have been alone in the house.
There was a crude bookshelf made of three shingles strung
rogether over the desk and 1 looked at the books, Byron's
poems, novels by Sir Walter Scot, Confessions of an Opinm
Eater, some shablby brown volumes, amd on the last shelf, Life
and Letiers af . ., The rest was gaten away.

Dicar Father, ue have arrived from_Jamaica after an ancosfort-
able few days. This littde extate in the Windward Il & part
of the family property and Awtoinette is much ateached to it.
She wished fo gee here as soon as possible. Al is well and fus
gone acconding to your plans and wishes. 1 dealr of aourse with
Richard Mason, His father died soon after I left for the Vet
Indies as you probably know He 5 a good fellow, fospitable
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and friendly; he seemed to becone attached to me and trisied
wee completely. This place is sery beautiful but mey illmess has lefi
mie too exhansted fe appreeciete &t fully. T will write agavn in a
feuw diays" i,

I reread this lewter and added a postscript:

I feel thar I have feft pone tov long withowr news for the bare
anrouncement of my approaching marnage was handly wens, |
s ditew with fever for tue wecks after [ gt to Spanish Timim.
MNothing serioss ber [ felt vvetched enough, | staped with the
Frasers, friends of the Masons. Mr Fraser is an Englishman, a
retired nagistrate, and ke insisted on telling me at lenpth about
somme of liis cases. It was diffioudt to think or uwite woherently In
this cool and resnote place it is called Ciranbols (e High Wiods
I suppose). | feel better alveady and my nexct letter will be bonger
ard mave explicet.

A cool and remote place . . . And | wondered how they got
their letters posted. | folded nune and put it into a drawer of
the desk.

As for my confused impresions they will never be written.
There are blanks in my mind that cannot be filled up.

F _F_.

IT WAS ALL VERY BRIGHTLY coloured, very strange, but
it meant nothing to me. Nor did she, the girl | was to marry
When at last 1 met her | bowed, smiled, kissed her hand,
danced with her. | played the part | was expected to play. She
never had anything o do with me at all. Every movement |
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made was an effort of will and sometimes 1 wondered that no
one noticed this, T would listen o my own voice and marvel
at it, calm, correct but toneless, surely. But 1 must have given
4 fanltless performance. If 1 saw an expression of doubt or
curiosity it was on a black face not a white one.

I remember litle of the acmal ceremony. Marble memorial
tablets on the walls commemorating the virtues of the list
generanon of planters. All benevolent. All slive-owners. All
resting in peace. When we came out of the church | took her
hand. 1t was cold as ice in the hot sun,

Then | was at a Jong table in 3 crowded room. Palm leaf
fans, a mob of servane, the womens head handkerchict
striped red and yellow, the men’s dark faces. The strong rasee
of punch, the cleaner taste of champagne, my bride in white
but | hardly remember what she looked lhike. Then in another
room women dressed in black, Comsin Julia, Cousin Ada,
Aunt Lina. Thin or far they all looked alike. Gold ear-rings in
pierced ears, Sitver braceless jangling on their wrists. 1 said
to ome of them, "We are leaving Jamaica tomght, and she
answered after a pause, "OF conrse, Antoinette does not like
Spanish Town, Nor did her mother” Peering at me. (Do their
eyves get smaller as they grow older? Smaller, beadier, more
inqquisitive?) After thae | thought [ saw the same expression on
all their faces. Cunosiey? Pigy? Rudicule? But why should they
ity me 1 who have done so well for niyself?

The morning betore the wedding Richard Mason burst
it miy moom at the Frasers as | was finishing oy first cup of
coffee. "She won't go throogh with n!’

“Won't go through wath what?”

“She won't marry you.

‘But whyt'
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*She docsn'’t sy why!

*She must have some reson.

"She won't give a reason. I've been arguing with the linde
foal tor an housr,

We stared at each other.

‘Everything arranged, the presents, the invitanons. What
shall 1 tell your fither?' He seemed on the verge of tears.

I sud, *If she won't, she won't. She can't be dragged to the
altar, Let me get dressed. | must hear what she has to say’

He went out meekly and while | dressed | thought char this
would ndeed make 2 fool of me, | did not relish going back
to England in the role of rejected suitor jilted by this Creole
il T st certainly know why

She was sieting ina rocking chair wath her head bent. Her
hair was m two long plis over her shoulders. From a hietle
distance | spoke gently, "What is the matter, Antoinerte? What
have | done?

She said nothing,

You don’t wish o marry me?”

‘™o She spoke 1n a very low voice.

‘Bur whyt'

I'm afraid of what may happen.

‘But don't vou remember last night [ told you that when
you are my wife there would not be any more reason to be
afrad?”

“Yes, she said, “Then Richard came in and you laughed. |
didn't like the way you Linghed”

"But I was laughing at myself, Antoinetee”

She looked at me and | ook her in my arms and kissed her.

"You don't know anything about me, she said.

Tl erust you if you'll trost me. Is that a bargain? You will
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make me very unhappy if you send me away without telling
mie what | have done to displease you. 1 will go with a sad
heart

Your sad heart, she said, and touched my face. | kissed her
fervently, promising her peace, happiness, safety, but when |
sand, *Can | eell poor Richard that it was 1 mistake? He is sad
toa, she did not anewer me. Only nodded.

FF1

THINKING OF ALL THIS, of Richard's angry face, her
voice saying, “Can you give me peace?’, | must have slep,

I woke to the sound of voices n the next room, laughter
and water being poured out. | listened, still drowsy, Antoinete
said, “Dion't put any more scent on my hair. He doesn't like i’
The other: ‘The man don't like swent? | never hear that
before” 1t was abmost dark.

The dining-room was brilhantdy ht. Candles on the table, a
rw on the sideboard, three-branch candlesticks an the old
sea-chest. The two doors on to the veranda stood open but
there was no wind, The flames burned straight. She was sitting
on the sofa and | wondered why | had never realized how
beautiful she was. Her hair was combed away from her face
and fell smoothly far below her waist. | could see the red and

gold lights in it She seemed pleased when | complimented
her on her dress and wld me she had it made in St Meree,
Martimgue. "They call chis fashion d la_foséphine

“You talk of St Pierne as though it were Paris” [ said,

"But it is the Farts of the West Indies!

i
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There were trailing pink flowers on the table and the name
echoed pleasantdy in my head. Coralita Coralita, The food,
though wo highly seasoned, was lighter and more appetizing
than anything | had msted in Jamaica. We drank champagne.
A great many moths and beetles found their way imo the
oo, Bew o the candles and fell dead on the wpblecioth,
Amélie swept them ap with a eruomb brush, Uselesdy. More
micths and beetles came.

Is it true, she said, “that England s like 2 dream? Decause
one of my friends who marmed an Enghshman wrote and told
me &0, She said this place London i like a cold dark dream
sometimes, | want to wake up”

Well, | answered annoyed, “that s precusely how your
beautiful ksland seems to me, quite unreal and ke o dream

"‘But how can rivers and mountains and the sea be unreal?”

‘And how can millions of people, their houses and their
streets be unpeal®”

‘More easily, she said, ‘mmch more casily. Yes a big ciey must
b like o s’

Mo, this is unreal and like 2 dream,’ | thoughe.

The long veranda was furnished with canvae chairs, two
hammocks, and a wooden able on which stood o tripod wle-
scope. Amele brought out candles with glass shades bur the
night swallowed up the fecble Iight, There was a very strong
scent of fowers = the fowers by the river that open at might
she told me — and the nowse, subdued in the ner mom, was
deafemng. "Crac-cracs, she explained, “they make a sound like
their name, and enckets and frogs!

| leaiied on the miling and saw hundreds of firefhies ~ ‘Ah
yus, fireflics in Jamaica, here they call a Gretly La belle!

A large moth, so large that | thooght it was a bird, blundered
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into one of the candles, put 1t out and fell w the floor. "Hes a
by fellow | said.

“Is it badly burned?’

*More stunned than hurt

I took the beautiful creature up in my handkerchief and put
it on the riling. For a moment it was snil and by the dim can-
dlelight 1 could see the soft brilliant colours, the intricate pat-
tern on the wings. | shook the handkerchiet gently and it flew
away,

'l hope that gay gentleman will be safe, | said.

‘He will come back if we dont put the candles out. It
light enough by the stars

Indeed the starlight was so bright that shadows of the
veranda posts and the trees outside lay on the floor.

‘Now come for a walk,' she said, ‘and 1 will tell you a story”

We walked along the veranda to the steps which led to the
lawm.

"We wed to come here to get away from the hot weather
in Jung, July and Auguse. | came three times with my Aunt
Cora whao is ifl. That was after . . " She stopped and put her
hand up to her head.

“If this is a sad story, dont tell it to me omght”

‘It 15 not sad,’ she sad. ‘Only some things happen and are
there for always even though vou forget why or when. [t was
mn that fitdle bedroom!

I looked where she was pointing but could only see the
outline of 3 narrow bed and one or two charrs,

“This might | can remember it was very hot. The wandow
was shut but | asked Christophine to open it because the
breeze comes from the hills at nighe. The land breeze. Not
from the sea. It was so hot that my night chemise was stick-
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ing to me but 1 went to sleep all the same. And then suddenly
[ was awake, | saw two enotmous rts, as big as cats, on the sill
saring at me

“I'mi not astonished that you were frightened.

‘But 1 was not fightened. That was the sirange thing. |
stared at them and they did not move. | could see myself in
the looking-glass the other side of the room, in my white che-
mise with a frill round the neck, smring at those rats and the
rats quite still, staring at me

“Well, what happened?”

‘| turned over, pulled up the sheet and went to sleep
snstantly.

‘And is that the story?

‘Mo, | woke up again suddenly like the first time and the
rats were not there bue | felt very frightened. 1 got out of bed
quickly and ran on to the veranda. | lay down m this ham-
mock. This one’ She pointed to a flat hammock, 3 mope at
each of the four corners,

“There was full moon that night = and | watched it for a
long time, There were no clouds chasing i, so it seemed to be
standing still and it shone on me. MNext morning Christophine
was angry. She said that it was very bad to sleep in the moon-
light when the moon is full!

‘And did you tell her about the ran?

‘No, | pever told anyone till now: But [ have never forgot-
ten them.'

| wanted to say something reassuring but the scent of the
river flowers was overpoweringly strong. | felt giddy.

“Tho you think that too, she said, ‘that | have sept too long
in the moonlight?*

Her mouth was set in a fixed smile but her eyes were 50
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withdrawn and lonely that | put my arms round her, mocked
her like a child and sang to her. An old song | thought 1 had

forgotten:

‘Hail to the gueen of the sifens might,
Shine bright, shine bright Robin as you dic.'

She hsened, then wng with me:
‘Slyine bright, shiwne briglt Rolvn as pou die’

There was no one in the howse and only two candles in
the room which had been so brilliantly lit. Her mom was
dumn, with a shaded candle by the bed and another on the
dressing-table, There was a bottle of wine on the mound table,

It was very late when | poured out two glasses and wold her
to drink to our happiness, o our love and the dav without

end which would be tomorrow. | was young then, A short
vouth mune was.

I woke next morning in the green-yellow light, feeling uneasy
us though someone were watching me. She muost have been
awake for some tme. Her hair ws plaited and she wore a
fresh white chemise. | turmed to take her in my arms, | meant
oy undo the careful plaits, but as | did so there was a soft dis-
ereet knock.

She said, ‘1 have sent Christophine away twice. We wake
very early here. The morning is the best ame!

‘Come in. she called and Christophine came in with our
coffee on a tray. She was dresed up and looking very Hipos-
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ing. The skirt of her fowered dress trailed after ber making a
rustling noise a3 she walked and her yellow silk wrban was
claborately ned. Long heavy gold ear-rings pulled down the
lobes of her cars. She wished us good morning smiling and
put the may of coffee, cisava cakes and guava jelly on the
round table, | got out of bed and went into the dressing-room.
Someone had lad my dresing-gown on the narrow bed, |
looked out of the window. The cloudless sky was a paler blue
than I'd imagined but as [ looked | thought | saw the colour
changing to a deeper blue, At noon | knew it would be gold,
then brassy in the heat. Now it was fresh and cool and the air
atselt was blue. At last | turned oway from the light and space
and went back into the bedroom, which was stll in the half
dark. Antoinette was leaning back against the pillows with her
eyes closed. She opened them and smiled when | came in. It
was the black woman hovering over her who sad, "Taste my
bull’s blood, master” The coffee she handed me was delicious
and she had long-fingered hands, thin and beaunful 1 suppose.

‘Mat horse piss like the English madams drink, she said. °
know them. Drink drink their vellow horse piss, talk, talk
their lving talk. Her dress trailed and rostled as she walked to
the door. There she turned. 'l send the zid to cear up the
mess you make with the frangipani, it bring cockroach i the
howse. Take care not 1o ship on the fowers, young master, She
shd through the door.

"Her coffee s delicious but her language hoirible and she
might hald her dress up. It must get very dirty, yards of it orail-
ing on the foor’

“When they don't hold their dress up it for respect, said
Anroinette. "Or for feast days or going to Mass!

‘And is this a feast day?"
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‘She wanted it to be a feast day.
“Whatever the reason it is not a clean habit’

'I.t 5. You don't understand st all, They don't care about
getting a dress dirty because it shows it isn't the only dress

they have, Don't you like Christophine?

“libe is a very waorthy person no doubt. 1 can't sy 1 like her
language "

‘It doesn't mean anything' said Antoinete,

“And she looks s lazy. She dawdles about.

Again you are mistaken. She seems slow, bug EVETY 1move

d‘u.-.; immm s right so 1t quick in the end’

another cup of bull’s blood,

i oo P (Bull’s blood. 1 thought,

How did you get that dressing-table up here?*

"I don’t know. It always been here ever since | can remerm-
ber. A lot of the furniture was stolen, but not that*

There were two pink roses on the tray, each in a small
brown jug. One was fall blown and as | touched it the petals
dropped.

"‘Rose elle a v 1 said and laughed. “Is that poem true?

Have all beautiful things sad destinies?*

"No, of course not”

Her lintle fan was on the tble, she wok it up laughieg, lay
back and shur her eves. I think | won't get up this moming,”

Not get up. Not get up at all?

. Tl ger up when 1 wish to, I'm very lazy you know. Like
Chrastophine. | often stay in bed all day” She flourished her
fan. “The bathing pool s quite near. Go before it gots bot,
Baptiste will show you. There are two pools, one we call the
champagne pool because it has a waterfall, not 2 big one you
understand, but itk good to feel it on your shoulders, Under-
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neath is the nutmeg pool. thats brown and shaded by a big
nutmieg tree, It just big enough to swim in, Bue be careful.
Remember o put your clothes on a rock and before you
dress again shake them very well, Look for the red ant, that 15
the worst. It is very small but bright red so you wall be able
to see it easily if vou look. Be careful’ she said and waved her
hethe Fan.

O morming soon after we arrived, the row of @il rees out-
side iy window were covered with small pale flowers oo
fragile to resst the wind. They fell in a day, and looked ke
snow on the rough grass — snow with a faint sweet scent. Then
they were blown away.

The fine weather lasted longer. It lasted all that week and
the next and the next and the next. No sgn of a break. My
fever weaknes left me, so did afl misgiving,

I went very carly to the bathing pool and stayed there for
hours, unwilling to leave the river, the trees shading it, the
fowers that opened at night. They were tightly shut, droop-
ing. sheltering from the sun under their thick leaves,

It was a beaunful place - wild, untooched, above all
untouched, with an alien, disturbing, secret loveliness. And it
kept its secret. 1'd find myselt thanking, "“What | sce 15 nnll'ling
— | want what it hides — that s not nothing,”

In the lie afterncon when the water was warmer she
bathed with me. She'd spend some time throwing pebbles
at o flat wone in the mddle of the pool. 'Tve wen him. He
hasn't died or gone 1 any other river, He's stll there. The land
crabs are harmless. People say they are harmles. | wouldn't
like to — "




JEAR RHYS

‘Nor would |. Horrible looking creatures.’

She was undecided, uncertain about facts — any fact, When
| asked her if the snakes we sometimes saw were poisorious,
she said, ‘Mot those. The fer de lance of course, but there are
none here) and added, ‘bot how can they be sure? Do you
think they know?' Then, ‘Our smakes are not poisonous. OF
COmTse oL

However, she wis certain about the monster crab and one
afternoon when [ was watching her, hardly able to believe she
was the pale silent crearure 1 had married, watching her in her
blue chemse, blue with white spots hitched up far above her
knces, she stopped langhing, called a2 warning and threw 3
large pebble. She threw like a boy, with a sure graceful move-
ment, and | looked down at very long pincer claws, jagged-
edged and sharp, vanishing,

"‘He won't come after you if you keep away from that stone.
He lives there. Oh ity another sort of crab. | don't know the
name in Englich, Very big, very old”

As we were walking home | asked her who had tughe her
to aim s well. “Oh, Sandi taught me, 3 boy you never met”

Every evening we saw the sun go down from the thatched
shelter she called the ajoupa, in the summer house. We
watched the sky and the distant sea on fire — all colours were
m that fire and the huge douds fringed and shot with fame,
But [ soon tired of the display. | was waiting for the scent of
the flowers by the river — they opened when darkness came
and it came quickly. Not night or darkness as 1 knew it but
night with blazing stars, an alien moon — might full of strange
noises. Sull might, not day.
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"The man who owns Consolation Estate 5 a2 hermit)’ she
was saving. ‘He never sees anyone — hardly ever speaks, they
I-i?.

‘A hermit neyghbour suis me, Very well indeed.

“There are four hermits in this island, she said, 'Four real
ones, Others pretend but they leave when the rainy season
cormes, Or elwe they are drunk all the time. Thats when sad
things happen.

"So this plice s as lonely as it feels?” | asked her

“¥es it is lonely, Are you happy here?”

“Who wouldn't be?’

1 lowe it more than anywhere in the world. As if it were a
person, More than a person!

‘Bur you don’t know the world, | teased her.

‘Mo, only here, and Jamaica of courne. Coulibri, Spanish
Town., | don'’t know the other slands ac all. Is the world more
beautifil, then?

And how to answer thar? “It's different.” | said

She wld me that for a long ome they had not known what
was happening at Granbois, "When Mr Mason camie’ (she
always called her siepfacher Mr Mason) “the forest was swal-
lowany it up” The overneer drank, the hoose was dilapadated,
all the furniture had been stolen, then Baposte was discovered.
A butler. In St Kies, But born i thas island and willhng to
come back. "He'’s a very good overseer, she'd say, and 1'd agree,
keeping my opinion of Baptise, Christophine and all the oth-
ers to myself. ‘Baposte says . . . Christophine wanes . .

She trusted them and | did not. But 1 could hardly say so.
Mot yet.

We did not see a grear deal of them. The kitchen and the
swarming kitchen life were some way off. As for the money
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which she handed out so carelesdly, not counting 5, not
knowing how muoch she gave, or the unfamihar faces that
appeared then dsappeared, though never without a large meal
eaten and a shot of rum | discovered — sisters, consns, aunts
angd uncles — if she asked no questions how could 17

The house was swept and dusted very early, usually before
I woke, Hilda brought coffee and there were always two roses
on the tray. Sometimes she'd smile a sweet childish smile,
sometimes she would giggle very loudly and rudely, bang the
tray down and run away.

Stupid lide girl” I'd sy,

‘Mo, na. She is shy. The girh here are very shy!

After breakfast at noon there'd be silence all the evening
imeal which was served much later than i England. Chris-
tophine’s whims and fancies, [ was sure. Then we were left
alone. Sometimes a sidelong look or a sy knowing glance dis-
turbed me, but it was never for long. "Not now,' | would think.
™ot yet.

It was often raiming when | woke durmg the night, a hght
capricious. shower, dancing playful rain, or hushed muted,
growing louder, more persstent, more p-ml.ll.-rﬁll, an imex-
orable sound. But always music, a music | had never heand
hefiore.

Then | would look at ber for long minutes by candlelighe,
wonder why she seemed sad asleep, and curse the fever or the
caution that had made me so blind, so fecble, so hesitating, 1'd
remember her effort to escape. (N, [ o sorry, T do mod unish e
marry poii.) Had she given way to that man Richards argu-
ments, threats probably, | wouldn't trust him far, or to my half-
serious blandishments and promises? In any case she had given
way, but coldly, unwillingly, orying to protect hersell’ with
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silence and a blank face. Poor weapons, and they had not
served her well or Lasted long. If 1 have forgotten caution, she
has forgotten silence and coldness.

Shall 1 wake her up and listen to the things she sy, whis-
pers, n darkness. Not by day,

‘I never wished to live before | knew you, | always thought
it would be betrer if | died Such a long time to wait before
i’ over!

‘And did you ever tell anyone this?

“There was no one to tell, no one to listen, Oh you can't
imagine Coulibri”

‘But after Coulibri?’

‘After Coulibri it was oo late, | did not change.!

All day she'd be like any other girl, smile at herself in her
tooking-glass (do you like this sent?), oy o teach me her songs,
for they haunted me.

Adie foubad, adiew madras, or Ma belle ka di maman §i. My
beautiful girl said to her mother (No it ix wor like that. Now fas-
ten. 1t is this wary). She'd be silent, or angry for no reason, and
chatter to Christophine i patos.

“Why do you hug and kiss Christophine?” I'd say.

"Why not!’

I 'wouldn't hug and kiss them, I'd say; 'l couldn'c

At this she'd laugh for a long time and never tell me why
she laughed.

But at night how different, even her voice was changed.
Always this talk of death, (Is she trying to tell me that is the
secret of this place? That there is no other way? She knows.
She knows.)

“Why did you make me want to live? Why did vou do that
o mied’
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"‘Becanse | wished ir. Isn't that enough?’

“¥es, it is enough. But if one day you dide’t wish it What
should 1 do then? Suppese you took this happiness away
when | wasn't looking . . *

‘And lose my own? Who'd be so foalish?

"I am not used to happiness, she said. ‘It makes me afiaid”’

‘Never be afraid, Or if you are tell no one!

I undenstand. But trying does not help me!

“What would?" She did not answer that, then one might
whispered, If | could die. Now, when T am happy. Would vou
do that? You wouldn't have to kill me. Say die and | will die
You don't believe me? Then try, try, say dic and warch me die!

‘Die then! Die!” | warched her die many times, In my way,
not in hers. In sunlight, in shadow, by moonlight, by candle-
light. In the long afternoons when the houwse was empry, Only
the sun was there to keep us company, We shut him out. And
why not? Very soon she was as cager for what's called lowing
as | was — more lost and drowned afterwands,

She said, 'Here 1 can do as 1 like, not I, and chen 1 said it
oo, It seemed nght in thae lonely place. ‘Here | can do as |
hike"

We seldom met anyone when we lefi the house, If we did
they'd greet us and go on their way.

I grew to like these mountain people, silent, reserved, never
servile, never curious (or so | thought), not knowing that their
quick sideways looks saw everything they wished to see.

It was ar mght that 1 fele danger and would ey wo forger it
and push it away.

“You are safe, I'd sy, She'd liked that = to be told *you are
safe. O I'd touch her face gently and touch tears. Tears —
nothing! Words — less than nothing. As for the happiness |
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gave her, that was worse than nothing. [ did not love her. 1 was
thirsty for her, but that 15 not love. | fele very hitle tenderness
for her, she was a stranger to me, 4 stranger who did not think
or feel as 1 did.

Ome afternoon the sight of a dress which she'd left lyving on
her bedroom floor made me breathless and savage with desire.
When | was exhausted | turned away from her and sleps, sl
without a word or a caress. | woke and she was kissing me —
woft light kisses. "It 18 late,” she said and smiled. "You must let
me cover vou up — the land breeze can be cold!

‘And vou, aren’t you cold?’

Oh 1 will be ready quickly, 'l wear the dress you like
tonighe.

Yes, do wear it

The floor was strewn with gorments, hers and mine. She
stepped over them carelessly as she walked 1o her clothes
press. | was thinking, F'll have another made exactly like )
she promived happly. "Will vou be pleased?”

If she was a child she was not 4 stupid child but an obsti-
nate one. She often guestioned me dbout England and lis-
tened attentively to my answers, but [ was certain that nothing
| sard made much difference, Her mind was already made up.
Same ronantic novel, a stray remark never forgoen, a sketch,
a pactire, a song, a waltz, some note of music, and her ideas
were fixed. About England and about Europe. 1 could not
change them and probably nothing would. Reality might dis-
concert her, bewilder her, hurt her, bur it would not be real-
ity It would be only a mistake, a misfortune, a wrong path
takien, her fixed ideas would never change.

Mothing that 1 wold her influenced her at all.

5%
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l)i:dmn.ﬂn:p.hn:llmntlcmgi.-uryuu.--. | wonder if

she I:.‘In'l.'!'.ra,'.lﬁ'il‘."d how near she came w dying. In her way, not
I e, I_t wias nod a safe game o play - in that place. Desire,
Hatred, Life, Death came very close in the darkness, Better not
I:rnnw_ll_:lnw close. Better not think, never for a moment. Not
close. he same . . . “You are safe I'd @y 1o b d
Shut your eyes. Best” ; RN

Then I'd hsten to the rain, a sleepy tune that scemed as if it
would go on for ever . . . Rain, for ever raiming. Drown me in
sleep. And soon.

Next morning there would be very linde si

tgn of these

showers. If some of the flowers wene battered, the others smelt
weeter, rhrz air was bluer and sparkling fresh, Only the clay
path um_:ud: my window was muddy, Little shallow pools of
witer ghnted in the hot sun, red earth does noi dry quickly,

F j_.

It camne for you this morning early, master,” Amilie sid. ‘Hilda
take it She gave me a bulky envelope addressed m careful
copperplate. "By hand. Upent’ was written in the corner.

"One of our hermit neighbours, 1 thought, ‘And an enclo-
sure for Antoinette” Then | ww Baptiste standing near the
verand steps, put the letter in my pocket and forgot it

1 wan later than usual that morning but when | was dresed
:I;u: fior 3 I:ng time fistening to the waterfall, eves half closed,

rowsy and content. When [ put hand i pocket Ik

my watch, | touchesd the m-rl:]pr?:d apn:dT .

Dear Sie. I takee wp my pen afier long thowghet and mediration
but in the end the truth is better thay « fie ! hwve this 10 say.

1]
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¥ e been shamefully decetved by the Mason family, They
tefl your perhages that pour wife’s mone i Cosusry, the Enplish
gpentlemin Mr Mason being her stepfather ondy, but they don'
tell you wdhat sort of people were these Cosways: Widked amd
detestable slave-meviers s genenttions — pes everybody e
thew ine_famnaica and also in this beatiful island where 1 hope
yoir sty wnll be long and pleasant in spite of all, for soine nor
worth sorroi. Wickedmess is pot the worst. There is madness in
that famity. Old Cospay die saving like his finher before lim.

Yo ask what proof | have and why [ mix mypself wp in pour
affairs. Fwill ansuser pou., I ame your wife’s brother by another
lady, half-way howse as we say. Her father arid mine was a
shamieless man and of all his egivimates 1 am the mast wnfor-
Hunate and poverty stricken.

My mwmma die uhen T was guite small and my godmother
take core of mee, The old mister hand oui some money for tha
thowgh he don's like me. No, that ofd dewil don'’t lilee me at all,
and when 1 grow older Tsee it and T think, Let i wait my
dary wnll come. Aske the older people sir abowt his disgusting
poings on, somee wAll remennher.

When Maiim feis vfe die the reprobate marry apmin quick,
to @ yoving girl from Martinigue — it's doo moich for him. Dead
ilrvinke fromy smorning 6ill pight and he die mving and orsing,

Then comes the glorlos Emancpation At and irouble for
samee of the Biph and mighties. Nobody would work for the
youriy womiai and her tio clildren and that place Colibin
gors aquickly o iesh as all does out here when nobody toil and
labsaer owi thhe Lninl. Shie have no money and she have oo friends,
for French mml English il cat and dog in these isfands singe
baeng tirmse, Shoot, Kill, Everything.

The woman call Christopline also from Martimigue sty

A
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iitily hev aend ane old viaw Crondfrey, toa silly 1o ko uhat hap-
pen. Some Wee thar, This yeung Mres Cosway iv worthles and
spoilt, the can't lift a hand for herself and soon the wadness thar
is in hew, and im all these uhite Creoles, come onr, She shat her-
self away, logghing and talking 0 pobody as many cn bear
witmess A for the little gidl, Anteinetta, as soon as she cav iwalk
she hide herself if she see anpbody,

Wi all wait o hear the soman juwmp over a peecipioe *fing
batt'e” ai we say here which mean finish o fphe®,

Bt ma. She marry again to the rich Englislman Mr Mason,
s dhere is mpich T eonld say abort that b you won't befieve
so J shit iy mowth, They say he fove her so el that if he
have the world en a plate he give it fo her — but mo e,

The madriess gets worse and she has to be shut miay for she
rry to kill her hugshand — modness mor bty all efther

TThat sir is your wife’s mother — that wis her father. § lemee

Jawiaica, [ don’t know what happen to the woman, Some say

BR

she ix dead, other demy it But old Mason takee a grear fancy for
the girl Antoinetta and give lier half s money wien e die.

A for me | oarder bigh wod Do ot pnnach hecke bwr a -
the maiey it by amd | get fo ke of & losse for sale fe Heis
iskeed pear Massaore. Ity going very cheap so | by i, News
tranved even to this weild place aod mexcr duieg 1 lear from_ fannaica
s that old Maiow i dead and thai farnily plas o mry the girl
fo a young Briglishmman who kenow nothing of fer Then if seems
to e that it & vy Chrtstian duty to wsern the pentleman that
she s e geind o oy weith the had Wood she lunye from otk
sides. it they awe white, T am ooloured, They are nch, 1 am
poor As I think about these things they de i guick while pou
still vowake wath fever ar the sapictraiey, before you can asl gues-
ttowes. If this is true ar not you must koo for pourself
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Thes you come fo this iskod for your homeymoon and %
certmn that the Lond put the thisg on my shoulders and that it
is | st speak the trech to you. Sall T hesfrare.

I Jrear ot yoerig aed handsome with o kind wond for all,
black, white, alse colowred. But 1 hear too that the girl is beau-
niful Klee Jer miother was beantifi, and you bewitch with her.
She is i youer blood apd your bones. By wight and by day, Bui
i, s honowerable man, know well thai jor marriage more (5
weeded than all this. Which dees nor last, OFd Mason beurtch
so with her mother and fook uhat happen o him. Sie I pray 1
i in fime to warn you udat to do

Sir ask yoursell how 1 can make up this story and for what
reesor. When | leave famaica [ o read write and cypher a lir-
te. The pood man in Barbadas teach me more, he pive me
ook, he tell me read the Bible every day and T pick up kmoud-
edge withowt effort, He i surprise how quick 1 am. Stll [
resnaain i tgnonant man and | do net make up this story. 1 am-
mard, I o5 e,

I sit at my window and the words fly past me lke birds —
with Cod¥ frelp I catch unme,

A week this letter takee e [ cannot sleep at might thinking
what to say. So quickly now I dune to a close and cease my
rash.

Seill you don't believe me? Therr ask that devil of a man
Richard Mason thoee questions and make him ansiver pou. [s
your wifes mother shur away, o rging limatic and worse
besides? Dhead or alive [ do mot knoi

Wis pour wife’s brother an idiot fron birth, thosgh Ceod
miercifiully take him early on?

I your wife herselfl poing the same way as her mother and
all Eemontng ir?
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Richard Mason i a sly man and he will well pou a lot of
nancy stowies, which s whar we call ies here, abowt wht fap-
pen at Coulibri and this and thar, Don't listen. Make him
ASHT = JPET O Bl

If e beeep Biis monith shaet ask others for waney Heink it
shavmeful hows that family treat yos and yowr melatives,

I beg you sir come to see me for there iz more that you
shonld bnous But wy hand ache, wy head ache anid my heart
is like a stone for the grief [ bring you. Money (5 good bt o
mieney can pay for a enezy wife in your bed, Crazy and worse
exides.

I oy dovime my pen wwith one last request, Cione and gee me
quickly. Your obt servans, Daniel Cosamay:

Ask the girl Amétic where [ bve. She knows, and she knous
mte, She helonge to Hiid island,

I folded the letter carefully and put it into my pocket. | felt no
surprise. It was as if I'd expected i, been waiting for it For a
time, long or short | don't know, | sat stening to the river. Ac
Last | stood up, the sun was hot now | walked stiffly sor could
| force myself o think. Then | passed an orchid with long
sprays of golden-brown Howers, One of them wouched my
cheek and | remembered picking some for her one day, “They
are like you, T told ber, Now | stopped, broke a spray off and
mrampled it into the mud. This brought me o my senses. |
leaned against @ tree, sweating and trembling, ‘Far wo hot
today,’ 1 sand alond, ‘far too hot” When | came m sighe of the
house 1 began to walk silently. No one was about. The kitchen
door was shut and the place looked deserted. | went up the
steps and along the veranda and when | heard voices stopped
behind the door which led into Antomette’s room. | could see

W
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it reflected in the lookmg-glass. She was in bed and the gird
Amélie was sweeping.

‘Finish quickly, sad Antoineste, ‘and go and tell Christo-
phine T want to see her!

Amélie rested her hands on the broom handle, *Christo-
phine 1 going, she sad,

‘Going?” repeated Antoimnette,

“Yees, poing, said Ameélie. "Christophine don't ke thin sweet
honeymoon house” Turning round she saw me and laughed
loudly. “Your hushan' he oumide the door and he look like he
see zombi. Must be he tred of the sweet honeymoon oo

Antpinette jumped out of bed and slapped her face.

'l hit you back white cockroach, | hit you back, said
Amélie, And she did.

Antoinette gripped her haie. Amélie, whose teeth were
bared, seemed o be trying o e,

‘Antomette, for God's sake, 1 said from the doorway

She swung round, very pale. Amélie buried her face in her
hands and pretended 1o sob, but 1 could see her watching me
through her fingers.

"Go away, child.' | said.

“You call her child, said Antoimnette. “She s older than the
devil hamself, and the devil s not more cruel’

*Send Christophine up,' | said 1o Amélie,

"Yix master, yed master, she answered softly, dropping her
eyes. But & soon o she was out of the moom she began to sing:

“The white cockroach she narry

The white cockroach she marry

The wihite cockmach die buy poung
The white cockroach she marry.”

gt
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Antoinette ook a few steps forward, She walked unsteadily,
I weent to help her but she pushed me away, sat on the bed and
with clenched teeth pulled ar the sheer, then made a clicking
wouind of annoyance. She took a pair of scissors from the round
table, cut through the hem and tore the sheet in half, then
each half imo strips.

The voise she made prevented me from hearing Chrisoo-
phine come n, but Antomette heard her.

“You're not leaving?” she sad.

“Yes, said Christophine.

‘And what will become of me?" said Antonette

"Giet up, girl, and dress yoursellf. Woman must have spunks
to bve m this wicked world!”

She had changed mto a drab cotton dress and taken off her
heavy gold ear-rings.

‘I see enough oouble, she sad. ' have right to my rest. | have
my house that your mother give me wo long ago and 1 have my
garden and my son o work for me. A lazy boy bar | make
him work. Too besides the young master don't like me, and
perhaps | don't like him o much. IF | seay here | bring trou-
ble and bone of contention m your house”

‘If vou are not happy here then g, said Antoinete,

Amilie came mto the room with two jugs of hot water. She
looked ar me sdeways and sniled.

Christophine said in a soft voice, ‘Améhie, Smile like that
ance more, just once more, and | mash your face like | mash
plantain. Yoo hear mie? Answer me, el

s, Christophine, Amélie said. She looked frightened.

‘And oo besades | give you bellyache like vou never see
bellyache. Perhaps you lie a long time wath the bellyache |
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give you. Perhaps you don't get up again with the bellvache 1
give you. So keep yoursell guiet and decent. You hear me?’

“Yes, Christophine, Amélie said and crept out of the room.

‘She worthles and good for nothing,' said Chrstophine
with contempt. “She creep and crawl like centipede.”

She kised Antoinette on the cheek. Then she looked at me,
shook her head, and muttered in patois before she went out.

“Ihd you hear what that giel was unging? Antomerte said,

‘I don't always understand what they say or sing” Or any-
thing else,

‘It was a song about a white cockroach. That’s me, That's
what they call all of us who were here before their own
people in Africa sold them to the slove traders. And ['ve heard
English women call us white niggers, So between yvou 1 often
wonder who | am and where is my country and where do |
belong and why was 1 ever born at all. Will you go now
please. | must dress like Christophine said.”

After 1 had waited half an hour | knocked at ber door, There
was no amswer 50 | asked Baptiste to bring me somethimg to
eat. He was sivting under the Seville orange tree at the end of
the veranda. He served the fsod with such a mournful expres-
ston that 1 thought these people are very valnerable. How old
wias | when | leamed to hade what | feli? A very small boy
Six, five, even earlier. It was necessary, 1 was old, and that view
I have abways Iﬂ.'l!'Ptc‘{l. If thede mountains l:hn.lkngt me, or
Baptistes face, or Antoinette’s cyes, they are mustaken, melo-
dramane, unreal (England must be quite unreal and fike a
dream she saud).

3
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The rum punch | had drunk was very strong and after the
meal was over | had a great wish o sleep, And why not? This
15 the time when everyone sleeps. | imagined the dogs the cats
the cocks and hens all sleeping, even the water in the river
running more dowly.

I woke up, thought at once of Antoinette and opened the
dpor mto her moom, but she was sleeping too. Her back was
towards me and she was quite still, | looked out of the win-
dow. The silence was disturbing, absolute, | would have wel-
comed the wound of 5 dog barking, 3 man sawing wood,
Mothing. Silence. Heat. It was five minutes to three.

| went out following the path | could see from my window.
It must have rmed heanly durmg the mght for the red clay
was very muddy. [ passed a sparse plantation of coffee trees,
then straggly guava bushes. As | walked | remembered my
father’s face and his thin lips, my brother’s round conceited
eves. They knew:. And Richard the fool, he knew too. And the
girl with her blank smiling face. They all knew.

| began to walk very quickly, then gtopped because the
light was different, A green hight. 1 had reached the forest and
you cannot mistake the forest. It s hostile. The path was over-
grown but it was possible to follow it 1 went on without
looking at the wll tees on ether side. Onee | stepped over a
fallen log swarming with white anes. How can one discover
truth 1 thought and that thought led me nowhere. No one
would tell me the outh. Not my father nor Richard Mason,
certamnly not the girl 1 had marned. | stood sall, so sure | was
being watched that I looked over my shoulder, Nothing bur
the trees and the green light under the trees, A track was just
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visible and 1 went on, glancing from side to sde and some-
tirnies quickly behind me, This was why | stubbed my foot on
a stone and nearly fell. The stone | had tripped on was not a
boulder but part of 4 paved moad, There had been a paved road
through this forest, The track led o a large clear space. Here
were the ruins of a stone howse and round the ruins rose trees
that had grown to an incredible heighe. At the back of the
ruins a wild orange tree covered with fruit, the leaves a dark
green. A beautiful plice. And calm ~ so calm that it seemed
foolish to think or plan. What had [ to think about and how
could I plan? Under the orange tee | noticed little bunches
of flowers oed with grass,

I don't know how long it was before | began o feel chilly.
The light had changed and the shadows were long. | had bet-
ter get back before dark, | thought. Then 1 saw a little girl car-
rying a larpge basket on her head. I met her eyes and to my
pstonishment she screamed loudly, threw up ber arms and ran.
The basker fell off, 1 called after her, but she screamed agan
and ran faster. She sobbed as she ran, a small frightened swoand.
Then she disappeared. | must be within a few minutes of the
path I thought, bue after 1 had walked for what seemed a long
tme | found that the undergrowth and creepers caught at my
leges and the trees closed over my head. 1 decided 1w go back
to the clearmg and start agaim, with the same result. It was get-
ting dark, It was useless 1o tell mysell that 1 was not far from
the house. | was lest and afraid among these encny trees, so
certain of danger that when | heard fooneeps and a shout | did
not answer, The footsteps and the voice came nearer. Then 1
shouted back. | did pot recogmze Baptiste ar first. He wos
weartng blue cottan trowers pulled up above his knees and a
broad omamented belt round his shin waist. His machete wos
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in his hand and the light caught the mzor-sharp blue-white
edge, He did not smile when he waw me.

“We look for vou a long tme,” he said.

1 pot los”

He grunted in answer and led the way, walking in front of
me very quickly and cutting off any branch or creeper that
stopped ws with an easy swing of his machete.

I said, “There was a road here once, where did it lead o?

‘Mo rowd, he said,

“But | saw i A pard road like the French made in the

‘Mo road.

“Who lived i thar house?”

“They say a priest. Pére Lilidvre, He lived here a long time
R
‘A child pased I said. "She seemed very frightened when
she saw me. Is there something wrong about the place?” He
shruggred his shoulders.

Is there 3 ghost, 3 zombn there?' | persisted.

‘Don't know nothing about all that foolishness!”

"There was a road here sometime.

‘N moad, he repeated obstinately.

It was nearly dark when we were back on the red clay path.
He walked more slowly, turned and smiled at me. It was o if
he'd put his service mask on the savage reproachful face | had
REdl.

“You don't like the woods at mght®*

He did not answer, but pomged to a light and sad, “Tr's a
long nme 've been lookimg for you. Miss Antoinetie fright-
encd you come to harm.”
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When we reached the howse 1 felt very weary.

“You look like vou catch fever) he said.

“I've had that already!

Mo linmit to times you catch fever!”

There was no one on the veranda and no sound from the
howse. We both stood in the road looking up, then he wid, ']
send the girl (o you, master,

Hilda brought me a lange bow! of soup and some fruic. |
mied the door mnto Antoinettes room. It was bolted and there
was no hght. Hilda gigded. A nervous gigpde.

I told her that 1 did not want anything to eat, to bring me
the decanter of rum and a glas. | drank, then ook up the
book | had been reading, The Glittering Coronet of Lies it was
called, and | mumed to the chapter “Obeah’:

A zombi is o dead person who seems o be alive or a Bving
person whe iy dead. A zombi can also be the spirit of @ place,
usually malignans but sometimes to be propitiated with sacri-

Sfices or offerings of flowers and fruir.’ 1 thought at once of the
bunches of fowers at the priests ruined house, * “They

ary et i the wind thist is their voice, trey mage in the sea thar
is their amper.™

5o T owas fold, but I have moticed that negroes as o mle
refuse to disenss the black magic in which so wany believe,
Viodoo as it is called in Haiti — Ohealy in same of the islands,
another name i South America, They confisse matters by tell-
ing fies if pressed. The uhite people, sometimes enedulous, pre-
fend to dismiss the udiole dring as nonsesse. Cases of sudden
or mrpsterious death are antribied 10 a poison known fo the
negrocs wddch aumot be taced. It is further complicated by | . !

T
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I DID NOT LOOK UP though | saw him at the window but
rode on without thinking all | came 1o the rocks, People here
call them Mounes Mo (the Dead Ones). Preson shied at
them, they say horses always do. Then he stumbled badly, so |
dismounted and walked along with the bodle over my arm.
waas getting hot and | was dred when | reached the path o
Christophine’s two-roomed house, the rool shingled, not
thatched. She was sitting on a box under her mango tree,
smoking o white clay pipe and she called our, "Ity you,
Antomette? Why you come up here so early®

'l just wanted to see you, | sabd.

She helped me loosen Prestond grth and led hom w a
seream near by, He drank as i he were very thirsty, then shook
hirnself and snorted. Warer flew out of his nostrils. We lefe him
cropping grass and went back o the mango wee, She wr on
her box and pushed another towards me, but | knelt close to
her touching a thin silver bangle that she abaays wore.

“Wou smell the same, | siid.

You come all this long way to tell me that?’ she sad. Her
clothes smelled of clean cotton, starched and roned. | had
seen her so often standing knee decp in the river at Coulibri,
her long skirt hitched up, washing her dresses and her white
shifts, then beating them agamst the stones, Sometimes there
would be other women all bringing their washing down on
the seones again and again, 3 gay busy nose. At last they would
spread the wet clothes m the sun, wipe their foreheads, start
laughing and talking, She smelled oo, of their smell, so warm
and comforong 1w me (but he docs not like it), The sky was
dark bhue through the dark green mango leaves, and [ chough,
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“This 15 my place and this 1s where 1 belong and this is where
I wish to stay’ Then | thought, "What a beautiful tree, but it is
e high up here for mangoes and it may never bear fruit) and
1 thoughe of lying alone in my bed with the soft silk cotton
mattrese and fine sheets, listening, At last | said, 'Christophine,
he does not love me, 1 dank he hates me. He always sleeps in
his dressang-room now and the servants know, If | get angry
he s scornful and silent, sometimes he does not speak 1o me
for howrs and | cannot endure it any more, 1 canmot. What
shall 1 do? He was not like thae at firse” 1 said.

Pink and red hibiscus grew in front of her door, she lit her
pipe and did not answer,

Answer me, | said. She puffed out a cloud of smoke.

“You ask me a hard thing, | tell you a hard thing, pack up
and go!

‘Gao, go where? To some strange place where 1 shall never
see ham? Mo, I will not, then everyone, not only the servants,
will laugh at me!' '

"It not you they laugh at if you go, they laugh ar him!

T will not do that

“Why you ak e, if when | answer you say no? Why you
come up here if when | tell vou the ruath, you sy no?

‘But there must be something ebe | can do’

She looked gloonw. “When man don't love you, more you
try, more he hate vou, man like that. If you love them they
treat you bad, if you don’t love them they after you nighe and
day bothenng your soul cive out. 1 hear sbout you and your
husband,' she said.

But | cannot go. He i my hushand after all’

She spat over her shoulder. "All women, all colours, nothing
but foals. Three children [ have. One living in this world, each
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one a different father, but no hushand, | thank my God. | keep
iy money. | don't give it w no worthless man.”

“When must | go, where must | go#

‘But look me trouble, a rich white girl like you and more
toolsh than the rest. A man don’t treat you good. pick up
wour skirt and walk out. Do it and he come after you,”

‘He will not come after me, And you must understand | am
it tich now, | have no money of my own at all, everything |
had belongs to him!

“What vou tell me there?” she gaid sharply.

“That is English law

*Law! The Mason boy fix iz, that boy worse than Satan and
he burn i Hell one of these fine nights. Listen to me niw
and 1 advise vou what to do, Tell your husband you feeling
sick, you want to visit your cousin in Martindque. Ask him
pretry for soime of your own money, the man not bad-hearted,
he gve it. When you get away, stay away, Ask more. He give
again and well sansfy. In the end he come w find out what
you do, how you get on without him, and if he we vou faz
and happy he want you back. Men like that. Better not stav in
that old house, Go from that house, 1 eell you!”

“You thunk | must leave hom?®

"You ask me so | answer”

“Yes,' | waid. ‘After all | could, but why should | go to Mar-
tnigque? 1 wash to see England, | might be able to boreow
muoney for that, Mot from hum but [ know how 1 ooaght get
it | st reavel far, i 1 o

| hawe been too unhappy, | thought, 1t cannot last, being so
unhappy, it would kill you. 1 will be a different person when
1 live in England and different things will happen o me. . . .
England, rosy pink in the geography book map, but on the
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page opposite the words are closely crowded, heavy Invnl..ing.r
Exports, coal, iron, wool. Then Imports and Character of
Inhabitants. Names, Esex, Chelmaford on the Chelmer. The
Yorkdhire and Lincolnshire wolds, Wolds? Does that mean
hill How high? Half the height of ours, or not even that?
Conl green leaves in the short cool summer. Summer, There
are fields of corn like sugar-cane fields, but gold colour and
not so il After summer the trees are bare, then wanter and
snow, White feathers falling? Torn picces of paper falling?
They say frost makes flower paterns on the window panes. |
must know more than | know already. For [ know that house
where | will be cold and not belanging, the bed 1 shall lie in
has red curtains and | have dept there many times before, long
ago. How long ago? In that bed | will dream the end of my
dreant. But my dream had nothing to do with England arud |1
must not think like this, | must remember about chandeliers
and dancing, about swans and rows and snow. And snow.

‘England, said Christophine, who was watching me. “You
think there is such a place?”

“How can you ask that? You know there

'l never see the damn place, how | know?*

“You o not believe that there is 1 country called England?”

She blinked and answered quickly, ‘1 don't sy 1 don't believe,
L say | don’t know, | know what |see with my cyes and | never
see it. Besides | ask myself is this place like they tell us? Some
say one thing, some different, | hear it cold to freeze your
bones and they thief your money, dever like the devil. You
have money in your pocket, you look agam and bam! No
money, Why you want to go to this cold thief place? If there
is this place at all, | never see i, that 1s one thing sure.

[ stared at her, thinking, ‘bur how can she know the best
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thing for me to do, this ignorant, obstinate old negro woman,
who is not certain if there s such a place as England?” She
knocked out her pipe and stared back at me, her eyes had no
expression at all.

‘Christophine, | sad, 'l may do as you advise. But not yer”
{Now, | thought, T must sy what [ came to say.) “You knew
what | wanted s soom a3 you saw me, and vou certainly know
now. Well, don't you?' 1 heard my voice getting high and thin,

‘Hush up, she said. *If the man don'® love you, | can't make
him love you!'

“Yes you can, | know you can. That i.what | wish and that
i why | came here. You can make people love or hate, Ok | ..
or die) | sad.

She threw back her head and laughed loodly, (But she
never laughs loudly and why is she laughing at all?)

‘So vou believe i that tm-tim story about obeah, vou hear
when you so high? All that foolishness and folly. Too besides,
that 1 nor for délkdé, Bad, bad trouble come when béld meddle
with that.

o must, | s, “You most)

‘Hush up. Jo-jo my son conung o see me, if he catch you
erying, he tell everybody”

T will be quiet, | will not cry. But Christophine, if he, my
husband, could come o me one night, Once more. | would
niake him love me’

Mo dosdon, Mo

“Yes, Christophine.”

“You tlk foolishness, Even if | can make haim come o vour
bed, T cannot make him love you. Afterward he hare you!”

‘Mo, And what do | care if he does? He hates me now. |

hear him every night walking up and down the veranda, Up
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and down, When he passes my door he says, “Goodnight,
Bertha!” He never calls me Antoinette now. He has found
out it was my mother’s name. “1 hope you will sleep well,
Bertha” — it cannot be worse, | said. "That one night he
came 1 might sleep afterwards, 1 sleep so badly now. And
| dream.'

‘Mo, | don't meddle with that for you!

Then | beat my fist on a sbone, forcing, fryself o speak
calmby.

‘Gioing away to Martinique or England or arywhere clee,
chat is the he. He would never give me any money to go away
snd he would be furious if 1 asked him. There would be 4
scandal if T left hum and he hates scandal. Even if 1 got away
{and how?) he would force me back. So would Richard. Su
would everybody else. Running away from him, from this
isdanid, i the lie. What reason could 1 give for gong and who
would believe me?

When she bent her head she looked old and [ thought, "Oh
Christophine, do not grow old. You are the only friend | have,
do not go away from me into being old.

our hushand certainly love money, she said. “That is no
lie. Money have presty face for everybody, but for I:]".L':.I[ man
moncy pretry like pretey self, he can'’t see nothing else,

"Help me then.

“Listers dowdon ché. Plenty people fasten bad words on you
and on vour mother. | know it, | know who ulking and
what they sy, The man not 4 bad man, even if be love money,
but he hear s many stories he don’t know what to believe.
ﬁ:tinwh?h:kctpmy.lputnnbrmlinnnmufﬂim:
people round you. Mot here, not in Jamuica.

‘Mot Aunt Cora?’
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“Your aunty old woman now, she turn her face 1o the wall
"How do you know? | said, For chat is what happened.

When | pased her mom, | heard her quarrelling with Richard
and | knew it was about my muarriage. It disgraceful she
s, “Tew shamefisl. You are handing over everything the child
oW 10 a perfece stranger. Your father would never have
allowed it. She should be protected, legally. A settlement can
be arranged and it should be arranged. That was his intention "

ou are talking abour an honourable gentleman, not 4 rs-
cal. Richard wid. L am not in 4 position to nuake conditions,
s you know very well. She & damin hucky to ger him, all
things considered. Why should 1 insist an o lowyer's settbement
when I erust him? T would erust lim with my life. he went on
m an affected voice.

“You are rosting him with her life, not yours, she snd.

He told her for God's sake shut up you old fool and banged
the d_nnr when be left. So angry that he did not notice me
?d‘.:mchng n the passage. She was sitting up in bed when | went
ity her soom. "Half wit that the boy is, or pretends to be. |
do not like what | have seen of this honourable genteman.
Stff. Hard as a board and stupid as a foor, in Y panion
except where his own interests are concernied.” I

She was very pale and shaking all over, so | gove her the
smelling salts on the dressing-table. They were in a red pelase
bottle with a gile wop. She put the bottle 1o her nose but her
hand dropped as though she wens too tired to hold it steady.
Then she turmed sway from the window, the sky, the looking-
glass, the prewry things on the dressing-table. The red and gile
botde fell to the floor. She mrned her fice o the wall, "The
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Lord has torsaken us, she sad, and shur her eves. She did not
speak again, and after a while | thought she was asleep. She was
too il to come o my wedding and | went to say good-Tye, |
was excited and happy thinking now it s my honeymoon. 1
kissed her and she gave me a hele alk bag, "My rings. Two are
waluable, Don't show it to him. Hide it away. Promise me.

| promised, but when | opened it, one of the rings was plan
gold, | thought | nught sell another yeiterday but who will
buy what | have to sell here? . _ .

Christophine was saying. “Your aunty too old and sick, and
that Mason boy worthless. Have spunks and do battle for your-
self, Speak to your husband calm and cool, tell him about your
mother and all what happened at Coalibri and why she get
sick and what they do to her. Don't bawl at the man and don't
make craxy faces. Don't ory either. Crying no good with him.
Speak mce and make him understand .’

T hove treed] | sd, "but he does not beheve me. It i too
late fur that now” (it s always too late for tuth, 1 thought), °1
will ery agam if you will do what 1 ask. Oh Chrstophine, I am
w0 afraid,’ 1 said, ‘1 do not know why, but so afraid. All the
time. Help me”

She sad something | did not hear. Then she wak a sharp
stick and drew hines and circles on the earth under the tree,
then mbbed them out with her fooe,

I wour talk w0 him firse 1 do what you ask me!

Mow”

“Yeu, she maid. ‘Now look at me. Look in my eyes)

| was griddy when | stood up, and she went into the house
muttering and came out with a cup of colfec.

'‘Good shot of white rum in that, she sid. “Your face like
dead woman and your eyes red like soneriant. Keep yourself
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guiet = look, fo-jo comng, he mlk o everybody abour what
he hear. Mothing bt leaky calabash that boy

When | had drunk the coffee | began to laugh. *1 have been
w0 unhappy for nothing, nothing,’ | said.

Her son was carrying a large basket on his head. | watched
hix strong brown legs swinging along the path so easily He
spemed surprised and mgquisitve when he saw me, but b
paked politely in patois, was 1 well, was the master in good
health?

“Yes, Jo-jo, thank you, we are both well”

Christophine helped him with the basker, then she brought
out the bottle of white rum and poured out half 2 mmblerful.
He swallowed it quackly. Then she filled the glis with water
and he drank that like they do

She saud in English, *The mastress i poing, her horse at the
back there. Saddle him up’

1 followed her ino the house, There was 4 woodden able in
the outer room, a bench and owo broken-down chars. Her
bedrom was Linge and dark, She stll had her bright patch-
work counterpane, the palm leaf from Palm Sunday and the
prayer for a happy death. But after [ noticed 3 heap of chicken
feathers in one corner, | did not ook round any mone.

‘So already vou Frightened eh?” And when | saw her expres-
ston | took my purse from my pocket and threw i1t on the bed.

“You don't have o give me money, | do this foolishnes
becamse you beg me — not for money!

“Is it foalishnes?” | said, whispering and she laughed agin,
bur softly.

If bt say it foolishnes, then it foohshnes. Békd clever like
the devil. More clever than God. Aan't sof MNow lsten and |
will tell you what to do!
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When we came out into the sunlight, Jo-jo was holding
Preston neir a big stone. | stood on it and mounted.

‘Good-bye, Christophine; good-bye, Jo-jo.

“CGrosod-brye, mistress.

“You HT:'{II:'IE nd see me very soon, Christophine?”

I will come.

?I:.qﬂud hack at the end of the path. She was talking to Jo-
jo and he stemed curious and amused. Nearby a cock ':'n.w
and 1 thooght, “That is for betrayal, bug who is the tramor? She
did not want to do this. | forced her with myu.ghrmmu?r.
And what does anyone know about traitors, or why Judas did
what he did? <am

1 can remwember every second of that morming, if T shue nvy
eves | can see the deep blue colour of the sky mdthtwaﬂgu
leaves, the pink and red hibiscus, the yellow hm.’fk:r:h!u:f she
wore tound her head, tied in the Martinique fashion with the
sharp poimnts n front, but now | wec mn't!:.jingmil.ﬁmd for
ever like the coloun in a stamed-glass window, Only the
Aouds move. 1t was wrapped in a leaf, what she had given me,
and 1 felt it cool and smooth agamst my skin.

i’

‘THE MISTRESS PAY A VISIT," Baptiste told me when
he brought my coffee that morning, "She mll come back
tomight or tomarmow. She make wp her mind in a hurry and

she has gone,
in the afternoon Amélie brought me a second letver.

Wiy pou don't ansuwr. You don't believe me? Then ask mrn;nﬂv
one else — everybody in Spanish Town krow Why yau thirk
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they bring you o this place® You usenr e £ come o poir fonse
and hmel met your business before everphody? You conwe o me

ar [ ooume =

Ar this pomt | stopped reading, The child Hilda came o
the moom and | asked her, *ls Amélie here?’

Yes, master,

“Tell her 1 wish to speak to her!

“YWes, master,

She put her hand over her mouth as of v stifle laoghuer, bat
her eyes, which were the blackest | had ever seen. so black that
it was impossible to distinguish the pupils from the iris, were
alarmed and bewildered.

I sat on the veranda with my back to the sea and it was as
if | had done it all my life. | could not magme different
weather or a different sky. | knew the shape of the mountains
o well a5 1 knew the shipe of the two brown jugs Glled with
white sweet-scented flowers on the wooden table. 1 knew that
the girl would be wearing a white dress, Brown amd white she
wotld be, her curls, her white girl’s hair she colled 1t, half cov-
ered with o red handkerchief, ber feet bare, There would be
the sky and the mountsins, the fowers and the gl and the
feehng that all this was o nightmare, the Gint comsoling hope
that | maght wake up.

She leaned Lightly agaimst the veranda post, indifferently
graceful, just respecttul enough, and waited.

“Was this letter given to vou?” 1 asked.

‘Mis, master. Hilda ke i’

And i this man who writes a friend of yours?’
‘Mot my friend, she said

‘Bur he knows you — or sys he does!
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‘Oh yes, [ know Daniel.

Very well then. Will you tell him that his letters annoy me,
ind that he'd better not write again for his own sake. If he
brings a letter give it back to him. Understand?’

“Yes, master. | understand.”

Still beaning against the post she srniled ar me, and 1 fille that
at any moment her smile would become Iun:l. laughter. P: was
to stop this that | went on, "Why does he write to me?

She answered innocentdy, ‘He don't tell you that? He write
mumkmmdhrdm&wwhyhrﬁwﬁmlg? If you
don't know then 1 don'’t know

"But you know him? 1 said. 'Is hus name Cue-rlu-wfr?'

*Some people say yes, some people say no. That's what he
ealls himself” .

She added thoughtfully that Daniel was a very supenior
man, ahways reading the Hible and that he lived ke white
people, | wied o find out what she meant by this, =.|nd she
explained that be had 2 houwse like white people, with one
room only for sitting in. That he had two pictures on the wall
of his father and his mother.

“White people?’

“Oh no, coloured.”

“But he told me in his first letter that his father was a white
man. '

She shrugeed her shoulders, "All that too long a-gn.ﬁ:r e
It was easy to see her contempt for Jong age. ‘I tell himy what
you say, master” Then she added, “Why you don'y p,u.md wee
him? It is minch begter. Daniel is 2 bad man and he will come
here and nuke trouble for you. It better he don't :nmc.‘ll'hqr
say one time he was a preacher in Barbados, he ﬁ.lk like a
preacher, and he have a brother in Jamaica in Spamish Town,
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Mr Alexander. Very wealthy man. He own three rum shops
and two dry goods stores.” She flicked a look e as sharp as
a knife. 'l hear ope time that Miss Antoinette and his son Mr
Sandi get married, but thar all foolishness. Miss Antoinere 3
white gifl with a lot of money, she won't marry with a
coloured man even though he don't look like 3 coloured masi,
Yoo ask Miss Anwinetre, she tell you'

Like Hilda she put her hand over her mouth as though she
could not stap herself from laughing and walked away

Then turned and said i a very low vouce, ‘T am sorry for
yisis?

“What did you say?"

| don't say nothing, master”

A largge table covered with a red fringed cloth made the small
mgm seem hotter; the only window was shu,

I put your chair near the door, Daniel said, ‘3 breeze cone
in from underneath” But there was no breeze, not a breath of
air, this plice was lower down the mountain almost at sea-
level.

“When | hear you coming | take a good shot of rum, and
then [ mke a glass of water to cool me down, bt it don't conl
me down, it run out of my eyes 0 tears and limentations,
Why don't you give me an answer when | write o vt the
first time?’ He went on talking, his eves fixed on 2 framed text
hanging on the dirty white wall, “Vengrance is Mine”,

“You ke too long, Lord, he wold it '] hirry you up a bic’
Then he wiped his thin vellow face and blew his nose o a
corner of the ublecloth.

They call me Damel) he said, still not looking at me, “but
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my name 5 Esan. All | ger b curses and get-outs from tha
damm devil my father. My father old Cosway, with his white
miarble tablet in the English church at Spanish Town for all to
see. Tt have a crest on it and 2 motro in Latin and words in big
black lemers. | never know such bes. | hope that stone e
ound his neck and drag him down to Hell in the end
“Prous™, they write up. “Beloved by all”. Not a word about
the people he buy and sell like catde. “Mereiful to the weak™,
they write up. Mercy! The man have a hearr hke stone. Sonse-
times when he ger sick of & woman which i quickly, he free
her like he free my mother, even he give her a hut and a bt
of land for herself {a garden some call that), but it is no mency,
its for wicked pride he do it. | never put my eyes on a man
haughty and proud like that — he walk like he own the earth,
“1 don't give a dammn,” he says. Let him wane, . . . | can soll see
that rablet before mv eves because | go 1o look at it often, |
know by heart all the lies they tell — no one o stand up and
say, Why you write hies in the church? . . | | tell you this so
vou can know what sort of people you mix op with. The
heart know s own bitterness bat o keep it lock up all the
tirne, that s hard. | remember it like yesterday the morning he
put a curse on me. Sixreen years old | was and anxious. | start
very carly. | walk all the way o Coulibri — five six hours it
take. He don'’t refuse to see me; he receive me very cool and
calm and first chang he el me is Pm always pestering him for
money, This becavse someumes | ask help to buy a pair of
shoes and such. Not to go barefoot like a nigger. Which [ am
not, He look at me hke 1 was dirt and 1 get angry oo "]
have my rights after all,” | eell him and you know what he do?
He laugh in oy face, When he finished laughing he call

me what-vour-name, 1 can’t remember all their names — it's
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two much to expect of me,” he says, alking 1o himself, Very
ald he look in the bright sunshine that morning. “Tts you
yourself call me Daniel” 1 tell him, “I'm no slave like my
mother was"

“Your mother was a sly-boots if ever there was one” he
says, “and I'm not a fool. However the womuan'’s dead and
that’s enough. But if there’s one drop of my blood in your
spindly carcass Il eat iy hat” By this time my owm blood at
boiling point, 1 tell you, so | baw] back at him, “Eat it then,
Ear it You haven't much time. Not much time cither to kiss
and love your new wife. She mo young for you” “Creat
God!™ he sad and his face go red and then a kind of grey
colour. He try to get up but he falls back in his chair. He have
a hugﬂhwinhunduuhh:hsk.hrthmuiulm Pead and
he curse me, but | duck and the inkstand hit the door. | have
to laugh buot I go off quick. He send me some maoney — ot a
word, only the money, It's the last time | see him?

Dhaniel breathed deeply and wiped his face agan and
offered me some rum, When | thanked him and shook iy
head he poured himself half’ a ghissiul and swallowed it

‘All that long time ago, he wnd.

“Why did you wish to see me, [aniel?'

The last drink seemed to have sobered him. He looked at
me directly and spoke more naturally,

‘I msist because | have this to say, When you ask if what |
tell you is true, you will ask though you don't like me. [ sec
that; but you know well my letter was no lie. Take care who
you talk to. Many people like o ay things behind your back,
to your face they get frightened, or they don't want w mix
up. The magistrate now, be know a lot, but his wife very
friendly with the Mason family and she stop him if she can.

1z

WIDE SARGASSO SLA

Then there is my hali’ brother Alexander, coloured like me
but not unlucky like me, he will want to tell you all sors of
lies, He was the old man's favourite and he prosper right from
the start. Yes, Alexander 1 a rich man now but he keep guict
sbout 1t Becanse he prosper he is two-faced, he won't speak
against white people. There is that woman up at your house,
Christophine. She s the worst. She have to leave Janaica
because she go w jul: you know that?”

"Why was the sent to jail? What did she do?’

His eyes shd away from mine. °1 tell you 1 leave Spamsh
Town, | don't know all that happen. It's something very bad,
She s obeah woman and they carch her, | don'’t bebieve im all
that devil business bur many believe. Christophine is a bad
woman and she wall lie to you worse than your wife. Your
own wife she talks sweet tlk and she lies”

The black and gile clock on a shelf sruck four.

I muse go, | must ger away from his yellow sweating face
and his hateful litthe room. 1 st seill, numb, staring at him.

“Nou like my clock? said Damel. 'l work hard vo buy it But
it's o please myself. 1 don't have o please no woman. Buy me
this and buy me that = demons incarnate i my opimon,
Alexander now, he can't keep away from them, and 1o the end
he marry a very fair-coloured gard, very h.-l.g.-hu'uhlr.- family. His
son Sandi s fike a white man, but more handsome than any
white mian, and recerved by many white people they say. Your
wife know Sandi since long time. Ask her and she el you.
But not everything | think! He loghed. "Oh no, not every-
thing, | see them when they think nobody see them. | see her
when she . . . You going ¢h?* He darted 1o che doorway.

‘Mo you don't go before [ tell you the last thing. You want
me to shut my mouth about what 1 know She stare with
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Sandi. They foal you well sbout thar garl. She look you araight
in the eye and talk sweet wlk = and it bes she tell youo. Lies.

Her mother was so, They say she worse than her mother, and
she hardly more than a child. Must be you deat you don't hear

people laughing when you marry her. Don't waste your anger
on me, ar. 10 not | ool vou, its T wish to open your eyes. .
A rall fine English gentleman like you, you don’t want to wouch
a little yellow rat like me ch? Besides | undensand well. You
believe me, but vou want to do everything quiet like the Eng-
lish can. All right. But if | keep my mouth shut it seens o me
you owe me something. What & five hundred pounds to you?
To me its my life

Now disgust was rising in me like sickness. [isgust and rage.

‘Al nghe,’ he yelled, and moved away from the door, 'Go
then . . . get out, Now its me to say it Ger out. Get out. And
if I don't have the money T want you will see what 1 can do,

*Give my love to your wife = my sister.’ he called after me
venomously. “You are pot the firt 1o kiss her pretty face,
Irenty face, soft skin, pretty colour = not yellow like me. But
ny stster fust the same . .

At the enid of the path our of sight and sound of the house
1 stopped. The woeld was given up to heat and o fhes, the
light was dazeling after his hrde dark rosm. A black and white
goat tethered near by was staring at me and for what seemed
munutes | stared back into its slanong yellow-green eyes. Then
| walked o the tree where 1d left my horse and rode away as
guickly as | could.

The twelescope was pushed w0 one side of the tble making
room for a decanter half full of rum and two glasses on a tar-
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nishied silver tray. [ listened o the ceaseless night notses o=
side, and watched the procession of small moths and beetles
fly inta the candle flamies, then poured out a diink of rim and
wallowed. At once the mght noises drew away, became dis-
tant, bearahle, even pleasane.

"Will you listen to me for God's sake, Antoinette said. She
had sad this before and | had not answered, now [ told her,
'O course. I'd be the brute you doubtless think me of 1 did
nat do thae!

“Why do you hate me?” she said.

'l do not hate you, | am most distressed about vou, T am dis-
traught,' 1 said. But this was untrue, | was not distraught, [ was
calm, it was the first ame | had felt calm or self-possewed for
mary a lomg day.

She was wearing the white dress | had admired, but it had
shipped untidily over one shoulder and seemed too large for
her. I watched her holding her left wrist with her right hand,
an annoying habit.

“Then why do you never come near me?' she said, "Or kiss
me, or talk o me. Why do you think | can bear it, what rea-
som have you for mreating mie like that? Have you any reason?’

“Yes, | said, ‘1 have a reason and added very softly. "My
God.

You are always calling on God, she sad. ‘Do you believe
m God?*

*Of conrse, of course | believe in the power and wisdom of
ATy CrEator.

She raised her eyebrows and the corners of her mouth
turned down in a questoiing mocking way. For o moment
she looked very much like Amélie, Perhaps they are related, |
thought. 1t possible, it’s even probable in this damned place.
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And you,' L saud. Do vou believe in God™

It doesn't mateer, she answered calmly, “what | believe or
you believe, because we can do nothing about it, we are like
these! She flicked a dead moth off the wble, "'But | asked you
a question, you remember. Will you answer that?

I drank again and my brain was cold and clear.

Very well, but question for question. Is vour mother alive?”

™o, she is dead, she died”

"When?'

"Not long agn’

“Then why did you tell me that she died when you were 4
chald®

‘Because they told me to say so and because it is true. Shee
did die when | was a child. There are always two deaths, the
real one and the ome people know about”

“Tw at lease)' | said, "for the fortunare” We were silent for 3
moment, then | went on, *T had a letter from a man who calls
hirself Damiel Cosway”

‘He has no right to that name,' she said cunckly, "His real
name, if he has one, s Daniel Boyd, He hates all white
peaple, but he hates me the most. He tells lies about us and
he 5 sure that you will believe him and oot Hsten to the
other sade

‘Is there another side?” | sad,

“There is always the other side, always,

Aftter his second letter, which was threatening, | thouwght it
best to go and see him.

“You saw ham, she said. ' know what he told you, That my
mother was mad and an infamous woman and thae my little
brother who died was born a cretin, an idiot, and that | am a
mud girl too. That is what he told vouu, fsn't w2’
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"Yes, that was his story, and is any of it true? | said, cold and
calm.

Omne of the candles flared up and | saw the hollows under
her eves, her drooping mouth, ber thin, strained face,

e won't talk abowt it now! 1 sad, "Foest tl:lr.ughl;.1

‘But we must talk about i’ Her voice was high and shrll.

"Oinly if you promise o be reasonable”

Bt this s not the place or the tme, | thoughr, not in chis
long dark veranda with the candles burning low and the
watching, listenung night oumide. ‘Mot tomght,’ | sad agamn.
"Some other dme”

‘I might never be able to tell you in any other place or at
any other dme. Mo other time, now. You frightened?” she said,
imnitating 3 negro’s voice, anging and insolent.

Then | saw her shiver and remembered that she had been
wearing 4 vellow silk shawl. | got up (my brain so clear and
gald, my body so weighted and heavy). The shawl was on a
chair i the next room, there were candles on the sideboard
and 1 brought them on o the veranda, lit two, and put the
shaw!l around her shoulders, *“But why nor tell me tomormow,
m the davhghe”

“You have no nght,’ she said fiercely. “You have no nghe o
ask questions ahout ny mother and then refuse o hsten o my
answer.

O course | will lsten, of course we can walk now, if that's
what you wish.' But the feehng of somethimg unknown and
huostile was very strong, °1 feel very much a stranger here,' |
said. ‘| feel that this place & my enemy and on your side”

“You are quite mistaken, she sasd. It is not for you and not
for me. It has nothing to do with either of us. That 15 why you
are afrad of i, because it i something else. | found that ow
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long ago when | was a child. | loved it because T had nothing
else to love, but it is s indifferent as this God your call on so
often.’

“We can talk here or anywhere else. | said, "just as you wish.”

The decanter of rum was nearly empty so | went back into
the dining-room, and brought out another botthe of rum, She
had eaten nothing and refused wine, now she pourcd herself
a drink, touched it with her lips then put it down again,

“You want to know about my mother, 1 will tell you about
her, the truth, not lies! Then she was silent for so long that |
said gently, ‘1 know that after your father died, she was very
lonely and unhappy'

And very poor. she said. Don't forget that. For five years.
lsn't it quick to say. And isn't it bong to live. And lonely. She
was 50 loncly that she grew away from other people, Thar
happens. It happened to me too but it was easier for me
because | hardly remembered anything ele. For her it was
strange and frightening. And then she was so lovely. | used 1o
think that every time she looked in the glas she must have
hoped and pretended. | pretended oo, Different things of
course. You can pretend for a long time, but ane day it all falls
away and you are alone. We were alone in the most beautiful
place in the world, it & not pussible thar there can be any-
where else so beaunful as Coulibri, The sea was not far off but
we never heard i, we always heard the river. No sea, It was an
old-time house and once there was an avenue of royal palms
but a lot of them had fallen and others had been cut down
and the ones that were beft looked lost. Lost rees. Then they
povsaned her borse and she could not ride about any more.
She worked m the garden even when the sun was very hot
and they'd say “You go in now, nistress™ "
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And who were they?”

‘Christophine was with us, and Godirey the old gardener
stayed, and a boy, | forget his name, Oh ves,' she laoghed. *His
nam# was Disistrous because hhﬁudm.nth:r thought it such a
precey word. The parson said, 1 cannot christen this child
Disastrows, he must have another name.” so his name was Dis-
astrous Thomas, we called him Sass. It was Christophine who
bought our food from the village and persuaded some girks to
help her sweep and wash clothes. We would have died, my
maother always said, if she had not stayed with es, Many died
in those days, both white and black, especially the alder
people, but no ene speaks of those days now. They are forgot-
ten, except the bies. Lies are never forgotten, they go on and
they grow.

‘And you, | said. "What about you?”

‘I was never sad i the morning, she sad, ‘and every day
was g fresh day for me, | remnember the taste of omlk and bread
and the sound of the grandfather clock veking slowly and the
first time | had my hair fied with string because there was no
ribbon left and no money w0 buy any. All the Qowers i the
world were in our garden and sometmes when [ was thirsty

I licked mindrops from the Jaamine leaves after 3 shower, 171
could make you see it, because they destroyed it and it s only
here now! She struck her forehead, "Ome of the best things
was & curved flight of shallow steps that went down from the
placin to the mounting stone, the handrail was ornamented
irom.

“Wrought iron,’ T sad.

“Yes. wronght 1ron, and at the end of the last step it was
curved like a question mark and when 1 put my hand on i,
thie ron was warm and | was comforted.”
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‘But you sad you were always happy'

‘Mo, 1 said 1 was always happy in the morming, not always
in the afternoon and never after sumset, for after sunset the
house was haunted, some places are. Then there wos that day
when she saw [ was growing up like a white mger and she
was ashamed of me, it was after that day that everything
changed. Yes, it was oy fanlt, it was my faule that she swarted
to plan and work i a frenzy;, in 2 fever o change our lives
Then people came to see us again and though 1 soll hated
them and was afrmd of ther cool, teasing eyes, | learned o
hicle i)

‘N, | sad.

"Why not'

You have never learned o hide i, 1 saod,

1 learned to try) sard Antoinette. Not very well, | thoughe.

‘And there was that night when they destroyed i’ She Ly
back in the chair, very pale. | poured some rum our and offered
it to her, but she pushed the glas away so moughly that it
spilled over her dres. “There is pothing left now. They
eramipled on it I was a sacred place. It was sacred o the sun!’
I began to wonder how much of all this was true, how much
unagined, distorted, Certanly many of the old estate houses
were burned. You saw nuns all over the place.

As if she'd guessed my thoughts she went on calmly, ‘B |
was telling you about my mother, Afterwards [ had fever. | was
at Aumt Cora’s house in Spanish Town, | heard screams and
then someone laughing very loud. Next morning Aunt Cora
told me that my mother was il and had gone to the country,
This did not seem strange o me for she was part of Coulibri,
and if Coulibri had been destroved and gone out of my life, it
seemed natural that she should go oo, 1 was il fior 2 long time.
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My head was bandaged because someone had thrown a stone
at me, Aunt Cora told me that it was healing up and that it
wouldn't spoil me on my wedding day. But | think it did spoil
me for my wedding day and all the other days and mghs”

| said, ‘Antoinette, your nights are not spoiled, or your days,
put the sad things away. Don't think about them and nothing
will be spoiled, 1 promiee you.!

But my heart was heavy as lead.

‘Pierre died! she went on as if she had not heard me, “and
my mother hated Mr Mason. She would not let him go near
her o touch her. She said she would kill him, she tried to, 1
think. So he bought her a house and hired a coloured man
and woman to look after her. For a while he was sad but he
often left Jamaica and spent a lot of dme in Trimdad. He
almost forgor her!

‘And you forgot her too, T could not help saying.

‘ am not a forgetting person, said Antoinetee. “But she —
she didn’t want me. She pushed me away and cried when |
went to see her. They told me | made her worse. People talked
shout her, they would not leave her alone, they would be talk-
ing abaut her and stop if they saw me. One day | made up my
mind o go to her, by myself. Before 1 reached her house |
heard her erying. | thoughe | will kill anyone whe is hurting
my mother, 1 dismounted and ran quickly on to the veranda
where | could look inta the room. | remember the dress she
was wearing — an evening dress cut very low, and she was
barefooted. There was a fat black man with o glis of rum in
his. hand. He said, “Drink it and you will fonget.” She drank it
without stopping. He poured her some more and she took the
hass and laighed and threw it over her shoulder. It soashed
bo pieces. “Clean it up,” the man said, “or she'll walk in it”
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"I she walk in it a damn good thing” the woman sid,
“Perhaps she keep quiet then . However she brought a pan and
brush and swept up the broken glass, All this T saw. My mother
did not loak at them. She walked up and down and said, “Bur
this & a very pleasant surprise, Mr Luttrell, Godfrey, ke Mr
Luttrells horse™ Then she seemed 1o grow tred and sat down
m the rocking-chair, 1 saw the man lift her up out of the chair
and kiss her. I saw his mouth Fasten on hers and she went all
soft. andd Firnps in his arms and he lughed. The womun laughed
mu.hutih:mmyy.‘iﬂunfnwﬂutlmqwm
Christophine was waiting for me when | came back crying.
“What you want o go up theere for?” she wid, and I sand, *You
shut up devil, damned black devil from Hell” Christophine
said, “Aie Aie Aie! Look me mouble, look me cros!™*

After a long time | heard her say as if she were talking to
herself, *1 have said all I want to say. | have tried to make Vo
understand, But nothing has changed.’ She laughed.

Dront laugh hke thar, Bereha”

"My name is st Bertha; why do you call me Bertha?'

"Because it is 4 name I'm particularly fond of 1 think of you
a8 Bertha

"It doesn’t matter.” she said.

| sard, "When you went off this maorning where did you go?

.‘I went to see Christophine, she said, ‘1 will tell you army-
thing you wish to know, but in 4 few words because wonds are
o wse, | know that now’

"Why did you go to see her?’

| went to ask her to do swmething for me”

‘And did she do w?

"Yea! Another long pause.

You wanted to usk her advice, was that it
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She did not answer.

‘What did she say?'

‘She sad that T ought 1o go away — to leave you.”

‘Ot did she?' | sad, surpeised,

“Yes, that was her advice”

‘I want to do the best for both of us’ | sud. "So much of
what you tell me is srange, different from what | was led o
expect. Don't you feel that perhaps Christophine is right? That
if you went away from this place or | went away — exactly as
you wish of course — for a time, it might be the wisest thing
we could do? Then | said sharply, ‘Bertha, are you asleep, are
you ill, why don't you answer met” | got up, went over o her
chair and ok her cold hands in mune. “We've been sining
here long enowgh, it s very Laoe

“You go,' she said. *[ wish to stay here in the dark . . . where
I belong, she added.

‘Oh nonsense,” | said. | put my arms moand her to help her
up, | kissed her, but she drew away,

“Your mouth s colder than my hands,” she sud. | mied o
lavgh. In the bedmoom, [ closed the shutters. “Sleep now, we
will talk things over omorrow,

Wi, the saidd, ‘of course, but will vou come n and say
goodnight o me?’

‘Certainly 1 will, my dear Bertha

‘Mot Hertha tomght, she sad.

OFf course, on this of all nights, you must be Bertha

‘A you wish, she smd.

As 1 stepped into her mom 1 noticed the white powder
strewnt on the floor. That was the fise thing | asked her —
about the powder. [ asked what it was, She sad it was o keep
cockroaches away.

123




JEAN RHYS

‘Haven't you noticed that there are no cockroaches in this
house and no centipedes. IF you knew how horrible these
things can be. She had hit all the candles and the room was
full of shadows. There were ux on the dresing-rable and
three on the table near her bed, The hight changed her. | had
never seen her look so gay or so beauriful, She poured wine
tntey two glases and handed me one but | swear it was before
I drank that I longed o bury my face in her hair as [ used 1o
dio, T said, "We are letting ghosts trouble us. Why shouldn't we
be happy?' She said, ‘Christophine knows about ghosts too,
bur that is pot what she calls them.” She need not have done
what she did to me. | will always swear that, she need not
have done it. When she handed me the glass she was snmling.
| remember saving in a voice thar was not like my own that
it was too light. | remember putting out the candlies on the
table mear the bed and that s all | remember. All 1 will
remember of the mght,

| woke in the dark after dreaning that | was buried alive, and
when | was awake the feeling of suffocabion persmted, Some-
thing was lymg across oy mouth; hair with a sweet heavy
amell. | threw it off but snll | could not breathe. | shut my eyes
and lay without moving for a few seconds. When | opened
them 1 saw the candles barnt down on that abominable
dressing-table, then | knew where | was. The door on to the
veranda was open and the breeze was so cold that 1 knew it
mist be very carly in the morming, before dawn, | was cold
too, deathly cold and sick and m pain. I got out of bed with-
out Jooking at her, stagpered into my dressing-room and saw
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miysell in the glas. | turned away at once. | could not vomit.
I only retched pamnfully.

I thought, 1 have been posoned. But it was a dull thought,
like a child spelling out the letters of a word which he canmot
rend, aned which if he could would have no memming or con-
text. | was too giddy to stand and fell backwards on 1o the
bed, looking at the blanket which was of a peculiar shade of
yellow: After looking at it for some time | was able to go over
to the window and vomit. It seemed like hours before this
stopped. | would lean up againse the wall and wipe my face,
then the retching and sickness would start again, When it was
ewer | lay on the bed too weak to move.

I have never made a greater effort in my life than | made
then. | longed to lie there and sleep but forced nyself up. 1 was
weak and giddy but no longer sick or in pain, | put on my
dressing-gown and splashed water on my face, then 1 opened
the door into her room.

The cold hght was on her and [ looked at the sad droop of
her lips, the frowm between her thick evehrows, deep as il it had
been cut with a knife. As 1 looked she moved mnd fung her arm
our. | thoughe coldly, yes, very beauriful, the thin wese, the sweet
swell of the foreirm, the mounded elbow, the curve of her shoul-
der into her upper arm. All present, all correce. As 1 watched,
hating, her fice grew smooth and very young agin, she even
seemed o smile. A mick of the light perhaps. Whar ¢lwe?

She may wake at any moment, | wold orvself, | must be
quick. Her torn shift was on the floor, | drew the sheet over
her genty as if | covered a dead gul. One of the glasses was
empty, she had drined hers. There was some wine left in the
other which was on the dresing-table. 1 dipped my finger
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mto it and txsted i Iowas bivter. 1 didn't look at her again, but
holding the glis went on to the veranda. Hilda was there wath
a broom m her hand. | put my finger to my lips and she
looked at me with buge eyes, then imitated me, putting her
own finger to her lips.

As soon as | had dresed and got oot of the howse | began
[Z R TER

I do not remember that day clearly, where | run or how |
fell or wept or lay exhavsted. Bue | found mysell at Lt near
the ruined house and the wild ornge tee. Here with my
head m my arms | muost have slepr and when | woke it was
gettng late and die wind was chilly. T got up and found my
w:r!.rl:l:dr. to the path which led to the house. | knew how 1o
avord every creeper, and | never stumbled once. | went to my
dressing-room and if | passed anyone | did not see them and
if they spoke | did not hear them.

There was a tray on the table with a jug of warer, a glass
and some brown fish cakes, | drank almost all the water, for [
wits very thirsty, but | did not touch the food. | sat on the bed
wanting, for 1 knew Amélie would come, and | knew what she
would sy: ‘T am sorry for you.

She came soundlessly on bare feer. *T get vou something to
vat, she sad. She brought cold chicken, bread, fruit and a
bottle of wine, and | drank a glss without speaking, then
another. She cut some of the food up and sat beside me and
fed me as if | were a child. Her arm behind my head was
warin but the outside when | ouched it was cool, almost
cold. | looked mito her lovely meaningless face, sat up and
pushed the plate away. Then she sid, 'l am sorry for you!

You've teld me so before, Amelie. Is that the only song you

know?'
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There was a spark of guety in her eyes, bur when | hughed
she put her hand over my mouth apprehensively. | pulled her
down beside me and we were both laghing. That s what |
remermber most about that encounter. She was so gay, so nat-
ural and something of this gaiety she must have given to e,
fior 1 had not one moment of remone. Nor was | anxious to
know what was happening behind the thin partition which
divided s from my wifie’s bedmom.

In the morning, of course, 1 fele differently.

Another complication. Impossible, And her skin was darker,
her lips thicker than 1 had thought.

She was sleeping very soundly and quiedy but there was
awareness in her eves when she opened them, and after a
moment suppressed laughter, 1 felt satisfied and peaceful, but
not gay as she did, no, by God, not gay. 1 had no wish o touch
her and she knew it, for she got up at once and began o dress.

‘A very graceful dress, 1 said and she showed me the many
ways it could be worn, mailing on the floor, lified to show a
lace petticaat, or hitched up far above the knee.

I told her that 1 was leaving the island soon but that
before 1 left | wanted to give her a present It was a large
present but she ook it with no thanks and no expression on
her face. When | asked her what she meant to do she sad,
“Its Tong time | know what | want to do and 1 know | don't
get it here!

“You are beautifill enowgh to get anything you want, | sad,

“Yes, she agreed simply. “But not here!

She wanted, it seemed, to join her sster who was 3 dress-
muaker in Demerara, but she would not stay in Demerara, she
saidd. She wanted to go to Rio, There were rich men in Rio.

‘And when will you start all this?” 1 said, armused.
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1 stare now’ She would catch one of the fishing boats at
Massacre and get mto town.

I lnughed and teased her. She was running away from the
ald woman Christophine, | sad.

She was onamiling when she answered, ‘T have malice o no
one but | don't stay here!

I askeed her how she would get to Massacre. ‘1 don't want
no horse or mule, she wid. "My legs strong enough w carry
me’

Ax she was going | could not resse saying, half longing, half
rriamphant, “Well, Amélie, are you sull sorry for me?’

Yes, she sard, 'l am sorry for you. But | find it in my heart
to be sorry for her too.

She shut the door gently. [ lay and hstened for the sound 1
knew 1 should hear, the borsey hoofs as my wife left the hotse.

I turned over and slept all Baptiste woke me with coffee. His
face was gloomy,

"The cook i leaving,’ he announced.

Why?'

He shrugged his shoulders and spread his hands open,

| got up, looked out of the window and saw her stride out
of the kitchen, a strapping woman. She couldn't speak Eng-
lish, or said she couldn’. | forgot this when I said, "1 must talk
to her. What is the huge bundle an her head?

‘Her marrress,” saiid Hapowee, "She will come back for the
rest. Mo good to talk to her. She won't stay in this house”

I nghed.

Are you leaving wo?’

Mo said Bapriste. ' am overseer here,!
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| noticed that he did not call me ‘sir’ or “master’.

‘And the lirtle girl, Hilda?*

‘Hilda will do as 1 tell her, Hilda wall sy’

‘Capital] | said, *“Then why are you looking so anxious?
Your mistress will be back won”

He shrugged again and muttered, bur whether he was ralk-
ing about oy morals or the extra work he would have to do
I couldn't tell, for he mutered in patois.

I told him to sling one of the veranda hammocks under the
cedar trees and there | spent the rest of that day,

Baptiste provided meals, but he seldom smuled and never
spoke except to answer @ question. My wife did not return.
Yet | was not lonely or unhappy. Sun, sleep and the cool water
of the river were enough. | wrote a cautious letter to Mr
Fraser on the third day.

| told him that 1 was conadening a book about obeah and
had remembered his story of the case he had come across,
Had he amy idea of the whereabouts of the woman now? Was
she seill in Jamaica?

This letter was sent down by the twice weekly mewsenger
and he must have answered at once for 1 had his reply in a few
days:

1 Tave often thowght of yoiir wife and yourself And was on
the point of writing to you. Indeed 1 have wot forgotten the
case, The woman i question was  called  Josephine or
Christophine Dwbois, some such name and she had been one
af the Coswway servants, After she came out of jail she dizap-
peared, bt it v coummon kaudedge that ofd Mr Mason
befricsded lier. 1 leeard that she owned or was ghven o small
Howese and a piece of land wear Ciranbois. She is intelligent in
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Toer wary and can exprees hersell well, by [ did nor like the
lovk of her ar all, and comsadier her i inost dangermis person.
My wife insisted thar she had gone back 1w Martimigue her
native ishand, and was very upset that | had mentioned the
muttter even fn sich a roundabour fashion. [ happen to ks
moset that she s net returned 1o Martimigue, so 1 e wi-
ten wery disceeetly to Hill, the white inspector of police m pour
toum. If she lives pear pon and gets up to any of ler norseose
let bim know af ence. He'll send a couple of podicemicn lipr to
your place and she won't gt off ightly this tme. PIl make
snre of that. - . .

So much for you, Josephine or Christophine, | thought, So
much far you, Pheena,

It was that half-hour after the sumset, the blue hal-hour |
called it to myself. The wind drops, the light 1 very beautiful,
the mountains shurp, every leal on every tree & clear and
distinct. | was sitting in the hammock, watching, when
Antoanerte ode up. She pased me without looking at me,
dismounted and went into the house. 1 heard her bedroom
door slam and her handbell ring violently, Bapuste came run-
ning along the veranda, | got out of the hammock and went
to the sittmg-room. He had apened the chest and taken out a
botthe of rum. Some of this he poured into a decanter which
he put on a tray with a glas.

“Who s that for?' | sad. He didn’t answer.

‘™o road?' | sad and laughed.

‘I don't want to know nothing about all this,' he said.

‘Baptiste!” Antoinetre called in a high voice.
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“Yes, mustress” He looked straight at me and carried the
tray out.

As for the old woman, | saw her shadow before | saw her.
She too passed me without torming her head. Noe did she go
mito Antoinectie’s mom or look wowards it She walked along
the verands, down the steps the other side, and went into the
kitchen, In that short ime the dark had come and Hilds came
in to light the candles, When 1 spoke to her she gave me an
alarmed look and ran away. | epened the chest and looked at
the rows of bottles inside. Here was the rum that kills you in
i hundred vears, the brandy, the red and white wing smug-
gled, 1 suppose, from St Prerre, Martinigue = the Pars of the
West Indies, It was rum | chode o drink, Yes, it was puld in
the mouth, | waited 4 second for the explosion of heat and
ligght i moy chest, the strength and warmth running through
my body. Then | tred the door into Antoinette’s room. It
yielded very shghtly. She must have pushed some piece of fur-
niture against it, that round able probably. | pushed again and
it opened enough for me to see her, She was lyving on the bed
on her back. Her eyes were closed and she breathed heavily
She had pulled the sheet up o her chin. On a chair beside the
bed there was the empty decanter, o glass with some rum left
i it and a small brass handbell.

| shut the door and sat down with my elbows on the table
for | thoughe | knew what would happen and what | must do.
I found the mom oppressively hot, so [ blew out most of the
candles and waited in the half darkness, Then | went on to the
veranda to watch the door of the kitchen where a hght was
showing,

Soon the litde girl came out followed by Baptiste. Ar the
same time the handbell in the bedroom rang, They both went
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mto the sitting-room and | followed. Hilda lit all the candles
with a frightened roll of the eyes in my direction. The hand-
bell went on ringyg

‘Mix mie 3 good strong one, Baptiste, Just what 1 feel like!

He took 3 step oway from me and said, "Mis Antoinete -

‘Baptiste, where are you?' Antoinette called. "Why don't
you comie?

I coime as gquick as | can,’ Bapriste said. But as be reached
far the botie | took it away from him.

Hilda ran oot of the oom, Baptste and | stared at each
other. | thought that his large protuberant eyes and his expres-
sion of utter bewilderment were comical,

Antoimette shnicked from the bedmom, "Bapasee! Christo-
phine! Pheena, Pheena!’

*Que kumessel” Baptiste said, ‘1 get Christophine.

He ran our almost as fase as the linde girl had done.

The door of Antoinette’s mom opened. When | saw her |
was ton shocked oo speak. Her hair hung uncombed and dull
mto her eves whach were mflamed and staring, her face was
very flushed and looked swollen, Her feer were bare. However
when she spoke her voice was low, almicst inaodible,

‘I rang the bell becavse 1 was thirsty. Dhdn't anybody hear??

Before 1 could stop her she darted 1o the whle and sered
the bortde of mum.

Don't drink any more,” 1 sand.

‘And what right have you to tell me what 'm w do?
Chrstophine!” she called again, but her voice broke,

‘Chrstophine s an evil old woman and youo know it as well
as | oy 1 said. *She won't stay here very nuach longer!

*She won't stay here very much longer, she mimicked me,
and nor will you, nor will you. | thought you liked the black
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people so much, she said, seill in thar mincing voice, "but that's
just a lie like cverything else. You like the light brown girls
better, don't you? You abused the planters and made op sto-
ries about them, but you do the same thing, You send the g
awary quicker, and with no money or less money, and that's all
the difference,

‘Slavery was not a marter of liking or disliking,’ 1 sad, try-
ing ro speak calmly. ‘It was a question ol justice.

‘hustice; she said, “Tve heard that word, It's a cold wond |
tried it out, she said, sill speaking in a bow voice. "l wrote it
down. | wrote it down several dmes and abvays it looked like
3 damn cold lie o me. There is no justice” She drank some
mare rum and went on, ‘My mother whom you all ilk about,
what justice did she have? My mother sitmng in the rocking-
chair speaking about dead horses and dead grooms and a black
devil kassing her sad mouth. Like you kissed mine, she said.

The rooin was now unbearably hot. ‘Tl open the window
and let a linde air an.' [ said,

‘It wall lee the night in too, she wid, "and the moon and the
scent of those flowers you dislike so much.!

When | mrmed from the window she was drinking agaimn.

‘Bertha,' | said.

‘Bertha i not my name. You are teying o make me into
someone ebe, calling me by another name. | know, that’s
obeah oo

Tears streamed from her eyes.

‘IF my father, my real father, was alive you wouldn't come
back here in a hurry after he'd finshed with you If be was
alive. Do you know what vou've done to me? 1ts not the gird,
not the girl. But 1 loved this place and you have made it into
a place 1 hate. | used to think that if everything elie went out
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of my life | would still have this, and now you have spoilt i,
Its just somewhere else where 1 have been unhappy, and all
the other things are nothing to what has happened here. | hate
it now like | hate you and before | die 1 will show you how
much | hate you!

Then w my astomishment she stopped crving and said, *Is
she so much preetier than [ am? Don't you love me at all?'

“Na, L do pot! 1 said (ar the same time remenbering Amélie
saying, 'Tho you like my har? lan't it preetier dan hers?). ‘Not
at this morment,’ | said,

She laughed ar chat. A crazy langh.

“You see, That's how you are. A stane. But it serves me right
because didn’t Aune Cora say to me don't marry him. Not if
he were stuffed with dinmonds. And 3 lot of other things she
told me. Are you talking abouot England, | said, and what
about Grandpappy pasing his glass over the water decanter
and the tears running down his face for all the friends dead
and gone, whom he would never see again, That was nothing
to o with England that I ever heard, she said. On the contrary:

A Benky foot and a Benky lep
For Charlie over the uwies
Charlle, Chartle,'

she sang i a hoarse vorce, And hifted the bottle to drink AgHin.

I said, and miy woice wis not very calm, ‘Neo.

I managed o hold her wrist with one hand and the rum
with the other, but when | felt her weeth in oy arm | dropped
the bottle. The smell filled the room. But [ was angry now and
she saw 1. She smashed another botde againg dhe wall and
stood with the broken glass in her hand and munder in her eyes,
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‘lust you touch me once, You'll soon see of I'm a dam’ cow-
ard like you are’

Then she cumed me comprehenuvely, my eyes, my mouth,
every member of my body, and it was like a dream in the large
unfurnhed room with the candles flickering and this red-
eved wild-hared stranger who was my wite shoutng ohscen-
ities at me. It was at this nightimare moment that | heard
Christophines calm voice.

“You hush up and keep yourself quiet. And don't cry. Cry-
ings no good with him, I told you before. Crying’s no good.

Antomette collapsed on the sofs and went on sobbing,
Christophine looked at me and her small eyes were very sad.
“Why you do that eh? Why you don't take that worthless
good-for-nothing girl somewhere else? Bot she love money
like yvou love money — must be why vou come together. Like
poes oo ke

I conbdn’t bear any more and again | went out of the room
and sat oo the veranda.

My arm was bleeding and panful and | wrapped my hand-
kerchief round it, but 1t seemed to me that everyihing round
mie was hostile. The telescope drew away and said don't touch
me. The trees were threatening and the shadows of the trees
mieving dowly over the floor menaced me. That green men-
ace. | had felt it ever since | saw this place, There was nothing
I knew, nothing to comfort me.

1 listened. Christophine was talking sofily. My wife was
erying, Then a door shut. They had gone mto the bedroom.
Someone was singing " Ma belle ka di', or was it the song about
one day and a thowsand years. But whatever they were singing
or sying was dangerous, | must protect myself, [ went sofly
atong the dark veranda, | could see Amoinette stretched on
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the bed quite still. Like a doll. Even when the threatened me
with the bottle she had 2 marionette qualicy. " T7 moun. | heard
;nd *Dvvidou ché! and the end of 2 hesd handkerchief made a
nger on the wall. ‘Do do Fenfinr do” Listen
o i i stening, | began to feel
I stumbled back into the big candlelit room which still
smelt strongly of rum. In spite of this | opened the chest and
got out another bottle. Thar was what [ was thinking when
Christophine carie m. | was thinking of a kst strong drink in
my room, fastening bath doors, and slecping.

T hope you satisfy, | hope you well satisfy! she id, ‘and no
good tu start your lies with me. | know what you do with thar
girl as well as you know: Betrer, Don't think | frightened of
you cither

"5 she ran off to tell you 1'd ill-treated her, did she? | ought
to have guesed thar”

‘She don'’t tell me a thing,' sid Chrigtophine, "Not one
sngle thing, Always the same. Nobody is to have any pride
but you. She have more pride than you and she say nothing,
I see her standing at my door with that look on her face and
Fknow something bad happen to hee. | know | must act fquick
afid | act

“You seem to have acted, certamly. And what did you do
before you brought her back in her present condition?”

"What did | do! Look! don't vou provoke me more than |
provoke already. Better not | tell you, You want w know what
I do? | say domdon, if you have muble you are right o come
o me. And | kiss her: Ity when | kiss her she ey = hot before.
Ity long ome she hold ic back, 1 think. So | let her ery. That is
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the first thing. Let them cry — it eases the heart. When she
can't cry no more | give her a cup of milk = it% lucky | have
somme, She won't ear, she won't talk. 5o 1 say, “Lie down on the
bed dondon and try o sleep, for me | can sleep on the floor,
don®t matter for me” She wnt going to deep natural thats
certain, but | can make her sleep. That's what | do. As for what
vou do — you pay for it one day,

“When they get hike that.” she sad, "trst they must cry, then
they must sleep, Don't talk to me abour docror, 1 know more
than any doctor. | undress Antoinettc so she can sleep cool
and easy: it then | see you very rough with her eh?’

A this point she laughed — a hearty merry langh. ‘All that
is a liethe thing — ity nothing, If you see what [ see 1 this place
with the machere brighe and shimng in the corner, you don't
have such a long face for such a little thing, You make her love
wou mone if thats what you want. [t not for that she have the
Lok of death on her face. Oh na.

‘Ohme night. she went on, *1 hold on 8 womans nose
because her husband nearly chop it off with his machete, [
hald it on, | send a boy running for the doctor and the doc-
tor come galloping at dead of night to sew up the woman.
When he finish be well me, “Christophine you have a great
presence of mind” Thats what he tell me. By this tme the
man crying like a baby. He says, “Doctor | don't mean i It
st happened” “1 know, Rupert” the doctor says, “but it
miustn't happen again, Why don'’t you keep the damn machete
in the other room®™ he says. They have two small mooms only
o | say, Mo, doctor = it moch worse near the bed. They chop
cach other up in no ome at all” The doctor he Lugh and
laugh. ©3h he was 3 good doctor, When he finished wath that
wontan nose | won't say it look like before but | wall say it
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don't notee much. Rupert that mans name was. Plenty
Rouperts here you notce? One i Prince Rupert, and one who
miakes songs s Rupert the Rine. You see him? He sells his
somngzs down by the bridge there in town. Its n the town [ live
when | first leave Jamaca. Its a pretry name eh = Rupert —
but where they get it from? | think 15 from old time they
get it.

“That doctor an old-tme doctor. These new ones [ don'’t
like them. First wond in their mouth is police, Police — that’s
something | don't ke

I"'m sure you don't, | said. "But you haven’t whd me yet
what happened when my wife was with you, Or exactly whae
you chd?”

“Youir wife!” she said. “You make me laugh. | don’t know
all you did but | koow some. Everybody know that you
marry her for her money and you take it all. And then you
want to break her wp, becavse you jealous of her. She s
miore better than you, she have better blood in her and she
don't care for money — its nothing for her, Oh 1 see that
first e | look at you, You young but already you hard,
You fool the girl. You make her think you can’t see the sun
for looking at her”

It was like tha, | thought It was ke thar. But betner to say
nothing, Then surely they™ll both go and it will be my turn o
sleep = a long deep sleep, mine will be, and very far away,

‘M then, she went on m her judge’s vowee, *vou make love
o her rill shie dmink with iz, oo romn could make her drink ke
that, tll she can't do without i Its she can't see the sun any
more. Only you she see. But all you want is to break her up

L fhee wsry e ereesend, | ol

‘Bur she hold our chi She hald out’
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(Yies, she held our. A piry)
“So you pretend 1o believe all the lies that damn bastard cell

you.

{ That damr bestard tell pon)

Mo every word she said was echoed, echoed loudly in my
head.

"S0 that you can leave her alone”

{Leare her aloie)

‘Mot telling her why!

(Why?)

‘Mo more love, el

(Mo more love)

‘And that! | said coldly, ‘is where you took charge, sn't 1t?
You tried to poison me!

“Poison you? Bur look me trouble, the man erazy! She
come to me and sk me for something to make you love her
again and | tell her no | don't meddle in thas for bibé. | tell
her 1t foolishness”

(Foulishness fiolishmess)

‘And even if it's no foolishness, it’s too strong for béked!

("Fao strong for béke, Toe strong)

‘Bur she cry and she beg me)

(She ory and she beg )

"Sa | give her something for love!

[ Faw Jow)

“But you don't hove. All you want is to break her up. And
it help you break her up

{ Break: Jier up)

“She tell me in the middle of all this you start calling her
namies. Marionette, Some word so,

“Yes, | remember, 1 dad!
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{ Marionerre, Amtoinette, Marionetta, Auntininnetta)

That word mean doll, eh? Because she don't speak. You
want o force her to cry and to speak”

(Fore her 1o ary and 1o speak)

"But she won't. So you think up something else. You bring
that worthless gid to play with next door and you talk and
laugh and love so thar <he hear everything. You meant her to
hear!

Yes, that didn't just happen. | meane it

(F lay awaler all wight lag after they were asleep, and as soon as
it was Hight 1 got up and dressed and saddled Preston. And I came 10
you. Chr Christophing, € Pheera, Pheesa, help e}

“You haven't yet tald me exactly what you did with my —
with Antomene’

"Yes | tell you. | make her sleep!

"What? All the ame?"

‘No, no. [ wake her up to sit in the swun, bathe in the cool
river, Even if she dropping with sleep. 1 make good strong
soup. | give her milk if T have it, fruit pick from my own
trees. If she don't want to ear | say, “Eat it up for my ke,
dowdon”” And she eat it up, then she deep again’

‘And why did you do all this?’

There was a long silence. Then she said, “Its better she
sleep. She must sleep while | work for her — to make her well
agamn. But | don't speak of all that to you!

‘Unfortunately your cure was not successtul. You didn't
make her well. You made her worse!

“Yes T wucceed, she said angrily ‘1 succeed. But | get fraghi-
ened that she sleep too much, wo long, She s not békd like

your, but she 15 b, and not like us either, There are OGS
when she can't wake, or when she wake its as if she stll sleep-

144

WIDE SARGASSO SLA

g, | don't want to give her any more of — of what [ give, So.
she went on after anather pause, °| let her have rum mstead. 1
know that won't hurt her. Not much. As soon s she has the
numn she starts raving thar she must go back to you and 1 can't
quict her. She says she’ll go alone if 1 don’t come but she beg
me to come, And [ hear well when you tell her that you don't
love: her — guite cal and cool you tell her so, and undo all the
good | do!

"The good you did! I'm very weary of your nonsense,
Christophine, Yoo seem to have made her dead drunk on bad
rum and shes a wreck. | scarcely recognized her. Why you
did it | can't say = hatred of me | suppose. And a5 you heard
so much perhap you were listening to all she admitred -
boasted abowt, and eo the vile names she called me. Your doi-
dow cerinly knows some filthy language.

1 el you no 1 el you its nothing, You make her so
unhappy she don't know what she s saving. Her father old
Mister Cosway swear like half past midmght = she pick it up
from him. And once, when she was Little she run away to be
with the fishermen and the salors on the bayade, Those
men!' She mived her eves o the ceiling, *Never would you
think they was once innocent babies, She come back copying
them. She don’t understand what she sys!

'l think she understood every word, and meant what she
said roo. Bur you are right, Chriscophine — it was all a very lit-
tle thing. It was nothing. Mo machete here, so no machete
damage. No damage ar all by this time, 'm sure yoo ook care
of that however drunk you made her”

“¥ou are a damn hard man for a young man,

So you say, so you say’

T tell her so. | warn her. | say this 5 not a man who will
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help you when he sees you break up. Only the best can do
that. The best — and sometimes the worst!

‘But you think I'm one of the worst, surely?*

No, she said mdifferently, "to me you are not the best, not
the worst. You are — * she shrugged * - you will not help her.
| tell her so

Nearly all the candles were out. She didn't light fresh ones
= nor did 1. We sat in the dim light, | should stop this useless
conversation, | thought, but could anly listen, hypnotized, to
her dark voice coming from the darknes.

I know that garl, She will never ask you for love again, she
will die first. Bue | Christophine | beg you. She love you so
much. She thirsty for vou. Waie, and perhaps you can love her
agarn. A lietle, like she sy A little. Like you can love!

I shook my head and went on shaking it mechanically.

It's lies all thae yellow bastard tell vou. He is no Cosway
cither. His mother was 5 no-good woman and she try b foal
the old man but the old man o't fooled. “One more or
less™ he says, and lasghs. He was wrong. More he do for
those people, more they hate hin, The hate in that man
Dramiel — be can't rest with it If | know you coming here |

stop E.mru. But you marry quick, you leave Jamaica quick, Na
e,

“She vold me thar all be said was true. She wasn't lying then

“Because you hurt her she want w hurt you back, thar's why!

‘And that her mother was mad, Another lie?

Christophine did not answer mie at once. When she did her
voice was not so calm,

“They drive her to it When she lose her son she lose her-
self for 4 while and they shut her away. They twll her she is
mad, they act like she is mad, Question, question. But no kind
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word, no friends, and her husban” he go off, he leave her. They
won't let me see her. [ ory, but no. They won't let Antoinete
we her. In the end — mad [ don't know — she give up, she care
tor mothing, That man who s m charge of her he ke her
whenever he want and his woman talk. That man, and others.
Then they have her. Ah there s no God”

*Omly your spirits, | remminded her,

"Omly my spirits, she said steadily. *In your Bible it sy God
1% a sparit — it don't sy no others. Not at all. Tt grieve me what
happen to her mother, and | can't see it happen agam. You call
her a doll? She don't satisfy vou? Try her once more, | think
she satsfy you now. If you forsake her they will tear her in
picces — like they did her mother!

1 will mot forsake her, | sad wesanly, 1 will do all 1 can for
her”

“You will love her hke you did before?'

(Caive my sister your udfe a kiss from me. Love her as | did — oy
yes I diid. How can | promise that?) 1 sad nothing,

It’s she won't be satiafy. She is Creole girl, and she have
the sun m her. Tell the truth now, She don't come to your
house in this place England they tell me about, she don®
come to your beantiful house to be you to marry with her,
Mo, its you come all the long way to her house = it you
beg her to marey. And she love you and she give you all she
have. Mow you say you don't love her and you break her up.
What you do with her money, eh?” Her voice was still quiet
bat with a hiss in it when she suid ‘money’. | thoughe, of
course, that is what all the rigmarole is about, | no longer fele
dared, ored, half hyprnotized, but alert and wary, ready o
defend myself,

Why, she wanted to know, could | not return half of
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Antoinette’s dowry and leave the sland — ‘leave the West
Indies if vou don't want her no more,

| asked the exact sum she had in mand, but she way vague
absaut that.

You fix it up with lawyers and all those things!”

‘And what will happen to her then®*

She, Christophine, would ke good care of Antoinette
{and the money of course).

You will both sty here?’ | hoped that oy voice was as
smooth a5 hers.

Mo, they would go 1o Maranigue, Then o other places.

‘1 like to see the wordd before | die

Perhaps because | was so quiet and composed she added
malicioinly, "She marry with someone else. She forget about
you and live happy.

A pang of rage and jealousy shot through me then. Oh no,
she won't forget. | boghed,

You laugh at me? Why you laugh ar me?'

YOF course 1 laugh at you — you ridiculous old woman, 1
don’t mean tw discos my affairs with you any longer. Or your
mistress. ['ve listened to all you had to say and | don'’t believe
you, Mow, say good-bye to Antoinette, then go. You are o
blame for all thar has happened here, so don't come back.”

She drew hersell up tall and straight and pot her hands on
her hips. “Who you o tell me o go? This house belong o
Miss Antoinette’s mother, now it belong to her. Who you o
tell me to go?”

1 asuire youi that it belongs to me now. You'll go, or I'll get
the men w put you oot

“You think the men here touch mie? They not damin foal
like you to put their hand on me!
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“Then 1 will have the police up, | warn you. There nwust be
somie law and onder even in this God-forsaken island.’

“No palice here, she said. ‘No chain gang, no tread machine,
no dark jail either. This is free country and 1 am free woman.”

'Christophine, | said, ‘you lived in Jamaica for years, and
you know Mr Fraser, the Spanish Town magistrate, well. |
wrote to him about you, Would you like to hear what he
answered? She stared at me. | read the end of Fraser’s letrer
aloud: *1 have written very digreetly to Hill, the white inspector
of police in your town. If she lives near you and gets up to any of
her monsense let b lenow at once, He'll send a couple of police
men up to your place and she won't gei off lightly this time. . . .
You gave your mistress the poison that she put o my
wine?

‘I tell you already = you talk foalishness.

“We'll see about that — 1 kept some of that wane.!

I tell her s, she said. ‘Always it don't work for bk, Abways
it bring trouble . . . So you send me away and you keep all her
money, And what you do with her?”

"I don't see why 1 should tell you my plans. | mean to go
back to Jamaica to consult the Spanish Town doctors and her
brother. I' follow their advice. That is all | mean to do. She
i mot well!

“Her brother!” She spat on the foor. “Richard Mason s no
brother to her, You think you fool me? You want her money
but you don't want her. It is in your mind to pretend she 1
mad. | know it. The doctors say what you tell them to sy,
That man Richard he say what you want him o say - glad
anid willing too, | know: She will be like her mother. You do
that for money? But you wicked Jike Satan self!’

I sandd loudly and wildly, ‘And do you think that | wanted
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all this? 1 would give my life to undo it | would give my cyes
never to have seen this abominable place”

She laoghed. "And that'’s the first damn wond of truth you
speak. You choose what you give, eh? Then vou choose, You
meddie i something and perhaps vou don'’t know what it is’
She began to mutter o herself. Mot in pators. | knew the
soinied of parois now.

Shes av mad s the other, 1 thought, and turned to the
window,

The servants were standing in a group under the clove mree,
Haptiste, the boy who helped with the horses and the lirde girl
Hhalda,

Christophine was right. They didn't intend to pet mixed up
irt this busimess,

When | looked at her there was 3 mask on her face and
her eyes were undaumted. She was a fighter, 1 had w0 admir,
Against my will 1 repeated, ‘Do you wish to say good-bye to
Antoinetre?’

‘I give her something to sleep — nothing to hure her, | don't
wake her up w no misery. | leave that for you!

“You can write to her,' | sud suffly,

"Reead and write | don't know, Other things 1 know’

She walked away withoue looking back.

All wish to sleep had left me. | walked up and down the room
and felt the blood tngle in my finger-tips. It mn up my arte
and reached my heart, which began to beat very fast, | spoke
aloud as 1 walked. [ spoke the letter | meant to write,

1 know now that you planned this becase you wanted 1o
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htrldd‘l'ml:.‘l'ﬂuhﬂnulﬂ'ﬂrilﬂ]ﬁrmﬂ.ﬂnrh:ﬂrﬂ?
brother. Your plan succeeded because | was young, conceited,
fnolish, orusting. Above all because | was young, You were able
todo thstome. ..

But | am not young now, [ thought, stopped pacing and
drank. Indeed this rum 5 mild = mother’s milk or Gacher’s
blessing,

| could imagme his expression if | sent that letter and he
read it

‘Divar Father' 1 wiote. "W are leaving this istand Jor Janaica
very shorely. Unforeseen crommstumnces, af least wunforeseen by
wie, figve forced mie to make s decision, T am cortain that you
kmow or can guess whai has happened, and 1 am certain you
will helivve that the less you tall to anyonie about mvy affains,
especially nry munrriape, the better. TTis is in your interest as well
ao aparee, Yowr wall hear from me agatn. Seon [ hope.'

Then | wrote o the firm of wyers | had dealt with in
Spanish Town. [ told them that | wished to reént a furnished
house not oo near the town, commodiom enough o allow
tor two separate suites of rooms. | also told them o engage a
staff of servants whom | was prepared to pay very liberally — so
long as they keep their mouths shut, | thought = provided thar
they are discreet, 1 wrote, My wife and mysell would be in
Jamaica in about & week and expected o find everything ready.

All the time 1 was writing this letter a cock crowed persmt-
ently outside. | took the first book | could lay hands on and
threew it at him, but he salked 2 few vards away and started

A,
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Baptiste appeared, lookmg towards Antoinette’s sikent moom.

*Huve you got much more of this famous rum?’

‘Plenty rum, he sad.

“Is it really 3 hundred years old?”

He nodded indifferently. A hundred years, a thousand all
the same o le bon DXen and Bapriste too,

"What's that dammn cock crowing about?”

‘Crowing for change of weather”

Because his eyves were fixed on the bedmom | shouted at
ham, “Asleep, dormi, dormi’

He shook his head and went away,

He scowled at me then, | thought. [ scowled too as | re-read
the lewer T had written to the lwyers, However much | paid
Jamaican servants | would never buy discrenon. I'd be gossiped
about, suing about (but they make up songs about everything,
everybody You should hear the one about the Governor's
wife). Wherever | went 1 would be talked about. [ drank some
maore rum and, dninking, | drew 2 house serrounded by mees.
A large house, | divided the third floor mto mooms and i one
mom | drew a standmg woman ~ a child’s scribble, a dot for a
head, a lairger one for the body, a trrangle for a skirt, santing
lines for arms and feet. But 1t was an Enghsh house.

English trees. [ wondered if T ever should see England aggain.

i’

UNDER THE OLEANDERS ...l watched the hidden
mountains and the mists drawn over their faces. It's cool today;

cool, calm and cloudy as an English sununer. But a lovely place
m any weather, however far | travel I'll never see o loveher.
The hurricane months are not so far away, | thoughe, and saw
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that tree strike its roots decper, making ready to fight the wind.
Useless. If and when it comes they'll all go. Some of the royal
puhmﬂ:d{ﬂmmhim:].ﬁwi:pp:duﬁlwirbﬁn:hmhkrmﬂ
brown pillars, still they stand — defiant. Not for nothing are they
called moyal. The bamboos take an easier way, they bend to the
carth and lie there, creaking, groaning. crying for mercy. The
contemptnins wind passes, not caring for these abject things.
(Let chew Bive,) Howling, shricking, laoghing the wild blast passes.

But all thats some months away. Its an English summer
now, so cool, so grev. Yet | think of my revenge and hurri-
canes. Words rush through my head (deeds o). Words. Pity
is one of them. It gives me no fest.

Pity like a naked new-born babe sriding the blass,

| read that long ago when | was young — | hate poets now
and poctry. As | hate music which | loved once. Sing your
songs, Rupert the Rine, but 1l not hsten, though they tell me
you've a sweet VOICE. . . .

Pity. Is there none for me? Tied to a lunanc for life - a
drunken lying lunatic — gone her mother’s way.

“She love yau 5o misc, so much, She thirty for pou. Love her a
little like she say. It's all that you cm love = o lirthe.”

Sncer to the last, Devil, Do you think that 1 don't know?
She thirsts for anyone — not for me . . .

She'll loosen her black hair, and bugh and coax and flarter
{2 mad girl. She'll not care who she'’s loving). She'll moan and
cry and give herself as no sane woman would = or could. Or
conld, Then lie so still, stll as this cloudy day. A Junatic who
always knows the time. Bur never does.

Till she's drunk so deep, played her games so often thar the
lowest shruge and jeer at her, And 'm o know i — [7 No, I've
a trick worth two of that
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“She Ly yow 50 mach, so miich. Try her once more

1 ttl! you she loves no one, anyone. | could not touch her
Excepting as the hurricane will touch that tree — and break it
You say | chd? No. That was loves fierce play. Now Ill do il;.l

:_-?.h:'l[ not laugh in the sun again. She'll not dress wp and
smile ar herself in thar damnable looking-glass, So pleased, so

Vain, silly creature. Made for loving? Yes, but she'll have no
lover, for 1 don't want her and she'll see no other,

Thp tree shivers. Shivers and gathers all its strength. And
wails

(There is a conl wind blowing now - a cold wind, Daes it
carry :h:_ babe born to sride the blast of hurnicanes?)

She said she loved this place. This is the kast she'll see of it.
'l warch for one tear, one human tear. Mot that blank hating
mr..mml:ru-:k face. I'll hsten. . . | If she says good-bye perhaps
adheu, Adien — like those old-time songs she sang. Alwayy adieu
_{.md all songs say it). If she oo says it, or weeps, I'll take her
vy arms, oy lunatic, She's mad but mine, mine. What will I
care tor gods or devils or for Este jrelf If i
or both. For e, s o v

Antowetta — | can be gentle oo, Hide i

; vour face. Hide
yourself but in my arms. You'll seo b
lumatic. My mad girl, o ety
Here’s a cloudy day to help you. No bragen stim,
Mo osun . . . No sun. The weathers changed.

X

BAPTISTE WAS WAITING and the horses saddled, That
boy stood by the clave tree and near him the basket he was
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to carry. These baskets are hight and waterproof. I'd decided
m use one for a few necesary clothes — most of our
belongings were to follow in a day or two, A carriage was
e meet us at Massacre. I'd seen o everything, arranged
everything.

She was there in the afmpa; carefully dressed for the jour-
ney, | noticed, but her face blank, no expresaon at all. Tears?
There's not a tear m her. Well, we will see. [hd she remember
anything, | wondered, feel anything® (That blue cloud, tha
shadow, 15 Martinique. Its clear now . . Or the pames of
the mountains, Mo, not moantin, Momr, she'd say, *Mountain
w an ugly word - for them” Or the stories about Jack
Spaniards. Long ago. And when she said, ‘Look! The Emerald
Drrop! That brings good fortune,” Yes, for 3 moment the sky
was green — a bright green sunset, Strange. But not half so
strange as saying it broughe pood fortune.)

Adter all 1 was prepared for her blank indifference. [ knew
that miy dreams were dreams. But the sadness | felt looking ac
the shabby white house — | wasn't prepared for that. Mone
than ever before it stramed away from the Mack snake-like
forest. Louder and more desperately it called: Save me from
destruction, non and desolation, Save me from the long slow
death by ants. Bur what are you doing here you folly? So near
the forest, Don't you know that this is a dangerous place? And
that the dark forest always wins? Always, If you don'’t, you
sson will, and 1 can do nothing to help you

Baptiste looked very different. Not a vace of the polite
domestic. He wore a very wide-brimmed straw hat, like the
fishermen’s hats, but the crown flat, not high and pointed. His
wide leather belt was polished, so was the handle of his
sheathed cutliss, and his blue cotton shirt and trousers were
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spotless. The hat, | knew, was waterproaf, He was ready for the
run andd it was certamly on s WiV

luidthntlmld]ihcmmgmd-hwmthclﬂﬂu 1
who laughed — Hilda, "Hilda s not here,” he answered inHI::
careful English. *Hilda has lefi — vesternday!

He spoke politely enough, but T could fiel his dishike and
ﬁ::r.t::mpq. The same contempr o that devils when she said,
“Taste my bull's M.’Mmmmﬂ will make you a man, Per-
haps. Much | eared fisr what they thought of me! As for her, I'd
forgotten her for the monient, So | shall never understand
:-Fhﬂ!!uddﬂnlﬁhmfﬂdtrhjml was certaimn that everything | had
mmagined 1o be ruth was false. False, Only the magic and
medr::;;m true = all the rests a lie. Let it go. Here is the

(Bur it ix fost, that seeeet, and Hhose whe know it canno fell i

' ) 1.)

Not lost. | had found it in a hidden place d I'd .
hold 1t fase. As I'd hold her, G e

I looked at her. She was Maring out to the distant sea, She
was slence iself, |

Sing, Antomnerta, | can hear VORI 00w,

Here the wimd says it has boen, it s been
And the sea says it st be, it st be
Awid e st says it can be, it will be

And the w7

“Yow must Nsten to that. Over ming knows aff the somgs,!
And all the wears? '

Al all, sl
; Yes, 1 will hsten to the rain, | will lsten to the mowntain
bird, Oh, a heartstopper is the solitaire’s one note — high,
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sweet, lonely, magic. You hold your breath to listen . . . No
.. Gone, What was | to say to her?

Do not be swl. Or think Adien. Never Adien. We wall
watch the sun sct again = many tmes, and perhaps we'll see the
Emerald Drop, the green flash that brings good formune. And
you must laugh and chatter as you wed o do = elling me
aboue the bartle off the Saints or the picnic ar Marie Galante -
that famous promic thar med meo a fght. Or the prrates and
what they did between voyages. For every vovage might be
their last. Sun and wngorees 2 heady mxture. Then - the
earthgquake. Oh yes, people say that God ws angry at the
things they did, woke from his sleep, one breath and they were
gone. He slept again, But they left their treasure, gold and more
than gold. Some of it s found — but the finders never tell,
because vou see they'd only et one-third then: that’s the law
of trexsure. They want it all, so never speak of 1t Sometimes
precious things, or jewels. Theres no end o what they Gnd and
sell in secret to somie cautions man whio weighs and measures,
hesitates, asks questions which are not answered, then hands
over money n exchange. Everybody knows that gold pieces,
treasures, appear in Spanish Town < (here too). In all the
islandhs, froun nowhere, from no one knows where, For it i bet-
ter not to speak of measure. Better not o tell chem.

¥, better not o tell them. | won't well you that | scarcely
listened to your stores, | was longing for night and darkness
and the time when the moonflowers open.

Blaod onid thee anivirni,
Pl dem ithee stare

Laowve i the dierke, for we're for the dark
Ko s, 50 500N,
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Like the swaggering pirates, let’s make the most and best
and worst of what we have. Give not one-third but every-
thing. All - all — all. Keep nothing back. . . .

Nao, | would say = | knew what | would say. 'l have made a
terrible mustake, Forgive me!

| said it, looking at her, seemy the hatred in her eyes — and
fecling my own hate spring up o meet it Again the giddy
change, the remembering. the sickening swing back to hate.
They bought me, me with your paltry money. You helped
them to do it You decerved me, betrayed me, and you'll do
wore if you get the chance . . . (That girl she look you strnight
i1 the cye and talle sweet talk — and irs Bies ghe twell you. Lies. Her
miather was so. They say e worse than her mother.)

oo 1 was bound for hell lee it be hell. No more false
heavens. No more damned magie. You hate me and | hate
you. We'll see who hates best. Bue first, first [ wall destroy your
hatred. MNow. My hate is colder, stronger, and you'll have no
hate to warm yoursell, You will have nothing.

| ehd ot too, | saw the hate go our of her eyes. | forced
out. And with the hate her beanty. She was only a ghost, A
ghiat in the grey daylight. Nothing left bor hopelessness, Say
die arad T will die. Say dic and wsatch me die.

She hifted her eyes. Blank lovely eves. Mad eves. A mad garl.
I don't know what | would bave said or done, In the balance
~ everything. But ar this moment the nameless boy leaned his
head agunst the clove tree and sobbed. Loud hearthreaking
soba, | conld have strangled him with pleasure. But | managed
tor control mrysell, walk up eo them and sy coldly, "What s the
muarter with him? What i he crying about?” Haposee did not
amswer, His sgllen face grew o shade more sullen and that was
all 1 got from Baptiste.
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She had followed me and she answered. | scarcely recog-
nized her voice. Mo warmth, no sweetness, The doll had a
dall's voice, a breathless but curiously indifferent voice.

‘He asked me when we first came if we — if you — would
rake him with you when we left. He doesn’t want any maney.
Jmlmhewidiymﬁrmut—‘ﬁhrm-pp:dmdﬁfnhﬂ
erhmhpm’ht!mﬂwumrmh.ﬂuludwu
would, Take him. Baptiste has told him that you will not. So
he 1 cryng

‘I ::tﬁgnh will not’ 1 wid angrily (God! A half-savage boy
aswellas ... aswellas. . ) .

‘He knows English; she said, still indifferentdy, "He has tried

hard to learn Enghsh.
m:?He hasn't learned aE:*f Engglish that I can understand. 1 said.
And looking at her stiff white face my fury grew. “What right
hm?nutnnnkuprumhﬁinmrmmr?mmqufurmc

3
i ?&n | had no right, | am sorry, 1 don't understand you. 1
know nothing about you, and 1 cannot speak for you, . ./

And that was all, | said good-bye to HBaptiste, He bowed

stiffly, unwaillingly and muttered — wishes for a pleasant jour-
ney, | suppose. He hoped, 1 am sure, that he'd never set eyes
m.S!:: ::Hﬁl“mnumcd and he went over to her. When she
seretched her hand out he took it and still holding it spoke
to her very earnestly. | did not hear what he sad buc |
thought she would cry then. No, the doll’s smile came hw!:.
— sailed to her face. Even if she had wept like Magdalene 1t
would have made no difference. | was exhausted, All the
mad conflicting emations had gone and left me wearied and

empty. Sane.
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1 was tired of these people. [ disliked their laughter and
their tears, their flattery and envy, conceit and deceic. And 1
hated the place.

| hated the mountaims and the halls, the rivers and the rain,
| hated the sunsets of whatever colour, | hated 165 beauty and
ity magic and the secret [ would never know: [ hated its indif-
ference and the crueloy which was part of its loveliness. Abowve
all 1 hated her. For she belonged 1o the magic and the Toveh-
ness. She had left me chirsey and all my lite would be thirst and
longing for what | had lost before | found it

5o we rode away and left it ~ the hidden place. Mot for me
and not for her, T'd look after that. She's Gir along the rood now

Veery soon she'll jomn all the others who know the secret
and wall mot tell i, Or cannot, Or oy and fal because they do
not know enough. They can be recogmized. White faces,
dazed eyes, simless gestures, high-pitched Lughter. The way
they walk and wlk and scream or oy to kill (themselves or
vou) i you laugh back at them. Yes, they've got to be watched.
For the ome comes when they try to kill, then disappear. Bue
others are waiting to take thetr places, its a long, long line.
Shes one of them. | o9 can wait — for the day when she s
only a memory to be avoided, locked away, and like all mem-
ories 4 legend. Or a lie. . . .

I rermember that as we turned the corner, T thought abour
Baptiste and wondered of he had another name - 1 never
asked. And then that I'd sell the place for what it would fewch.
I hadd meant to g ot back o her. Now — what's the use?

That stupnd boy followed s, the basket balanced on his
head. He wsed the back of his hand to wipe away his pears.
Who would have thought thar any boy would cry hke that
For nothing. Mothing, . . .
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THEY KNEW THAT HE WAS in_femuica when his father and
his. other divd, Grce Poole said. "He inherited everything, but he
wias o wealthy man before that. Somie people are fortunaie, they said,
arid these weee lipts about the woman e brught back 1o England
with hime. Next day Mrs Eff wanted 1o see me and she complaired
ahourt geisip, [ don't allow gossip, | told ypon that when you canse. Ser-
wanrts will talk and youe can't stop them, I satd. Awd 1 net cerlain
Hhat the sinsation wall sseir me, madon. Sy when T anoeered ypour
advertiserment you sald that the person [ had do ook after ivas vl o
young girl, | asked if she was an old woman and you snd no. Now
Huat 1 see her 1 don't kivose wdvat o flivike. She sits shifvering and she
is g thine, 4F she dies on nry haedds awho unll get the blawe? Wit
Guv,suuud.ﬂrmimmmnhm.ﬂgﬁumﬁﬂﬁﬂﬂpn
Iistewe to uat the master of the hovse bas to soy abont this matter.
“If Mr Pople is satigfactory why mot give her double, meble the
momey,” she read, and folded the letter aroay but mot bofore § had seen
the words o the next page, "Bt for Cad's salee let e hear no more
of i, " Ther was o foreipe stamp on the emelope, "1 don't serve the
devil for ne money,” I said. She said, “If you imagine that when you
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serve this gpentleman you are serviog the dewil you never made a
greater mistake in yowr fife. I lenew him as @ boy. | knew him as a
young man. He was gentle, generons, brave. His stay in the Wit
Trdies has changed him ot of all knowledpe. He Jras grey am his hair
and misery in his eypes. Dow' ask me to pity anpone who had a hand
i chat. I've said enougl and oo much. 1 am mot prepared to treble
youer meoutey, Carace, bt | am prepared to doubly 0, But there mast be
o m;:fmn}:t I theve &5 T wnll dismiss pow at once. 1 do ot think
it will be iimpossible to fill yoair pliace. Fim s ”

I understand, | said, - e

“Then all the servants were sent mpay and she enpaped a cook, orie
meaid and you, Leali. They were sent quway bt o conld she srop
them talleing? If you ask me the whole couney k. The mmonirs
Foe heand — wery fiar from the truth. But T don't contradics, | know
better than t say a wond. After all the house is big and safe, @ shel-
ter from the world outside which, say what you like, cam be o Mack
and criel world 1o a woman. Maybe thae's why | staped on.’

The vhick walls, she thowght. Past the Iodge gate o losg avere of
trees and inside the house the blazing fires and the crivson and white
roms. Bt above all the thick walls, keeping awsey all the things thas
you have fought ol you can fight wo more. Yes, nupbe that'’s wiry we
all stay ~ Mis Eff and Leale and we. Al of ws except that il sho
tives i ber oupn daarkeness, T say one thimg for her, she lasn't last her

spirit. She’s soll ferce | dont turn sy back
¥ int fer wdien fer
hatiwe chat fook. I krow ir, =

In this rmom | wake early and lie dhivering for it is very Shid,
At last Grace Poole, the woman who looks after me, Izhis o
fire with paper and sticks and lumps of coal. She kneels to
blow it with bellows. The paper shrivels, the sticks crackle and
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spit, the coal smoulders and glowers. In the end flames shoot
up and they are beautiful, | get out of bed and go close to
watch them and to wonder why I have been brought here. For
what reason? There must be a reason. What s it that T must
do? When | first came | thought it would be for a day, two
days, a week perhaps. | thought that when | saw him ancd
spoke to him | would be wise as serpents, harmless as doves.
'l give you all | have freely, | would say, “and 1 will not wrou-
ble you again if you will let me go” But he never came.

The woman Grace sleeps in my room. At might | soime-
times see her sitting at the whle countng money. She holds a
gold piece in her hand and smiles. Then she puts it all into a
lietle camvas bag with a drawstring and hangs the bag round
her neck so that it is hidden n her dress. At first she used to
look at me before she did this but | abways pretended to be
asleep, now she does not mouble about me. She drinks from a
bottle on the table then she goes to bed, or puts her arms on
the table, her head on her arms, and sleeps. But | lie watching
the fire die out, When she is snoring | get up and | have tasted
the drink without colour i the bottle. The first time 1 did this
| wanted to spit it ot but managed to swallow it. When 1 got
back into bed 1 could remember more and think again. | was
not o cold.

There is one window high up — you cannot see out of i,
My bed had doors but they have been taken away. There is
nat much else in the room. Her bed, a black press, the table
in the middle and two black chairs carved with froi and

flowers. They have high backs and no arms. The dressing-
room i very small, the room next to this one is hung with
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tapestry, Looking at the upestry one day | recognized my
mother dressed in an evening gown but wath bare feer. She
looked away from me, over my head just as she wed w do. |
woukdn't tell Grace this. Her name oughim't to be Grace.
Maines matter, like when he wouldn't call me Antoinette, and
| saw Antoinette doifting out of the window with her scents,
her preoy clothes and her looking-glas,

There is no looking-glass here and | don't know what 1 am
like now; | remember watching noyself brush my hair and how
oy eyes looked back at me. The gird | saw was myself yet not
quite myself. Long ago when | was a child and very lonely |
tried to kiss her. But the glass was between us —  hard, cold
aned misted over with my breath. Now they have mken every-
thing away. What am | doing m ths place and who am IF

The door of the tapestry moom s kepr locked. It leads, |
know, into 3 pasage, That i where Grace stands and talks o
anathier wonum whom | have never seen. Her mame i Leah.
I listen bt T cannot understand what they v

S0 there w still the sound of whispering thar | have heard
all mwy lifie, but these are different voices.

When night comes, and she has had sweveral drinks and
sleeps, it 15 easy to take the keys. | know now where she keeps
them. Then | open the door and walk into their world. e s,
o | always knew, made of cndboand. | have wen 1t before
somewhere, this cardboard world where everything
coloured brown or dark red or yellow that has no hight m it
As | walk along the pasages | wish 1 could see what 15 behind
the cardboard, They tell e | am in England but 1 don’t believe
them. We lost our way to Englind. When? Where? 1 don’t
remember, but we lost . Was ot that evemng in the cabin
when he found me tlking o the voung man who brought

L

me Ty

id, 'l da i | smashed the
help me. He sad, ‘T didn't know what to dn..qr.
glasses and plates against the porthole, | hoped it would break
and the sea come . A woman came and then an uh.ler man
who cleared up the broken things on t.l:h:. floor. He .dul ru:ll
look at me while he was doing it. The third man_ufd drmk
this and vou will steep. | drank it and 1 said, ‘It wn'e hke it
seeIms 1o
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food? 1 put my arms round his neck and asked him o

be' — 1 knowe It never is. he said. And then 1 slept,
When | woke it was a different sed. Caolder. It was that night,
1 think, that we changed course and lost our way 1o England.
This cardboard howse where | walk at night & not England.

One morning when | woke 1 ached all ewer. Mot the cold,
:mthﬂmufuhnlmvthatnwmﬁummdmd
swollen. Grace wid, | suppose you're gomng to tell me that you
don't remember anything about last night.
“When was last nighe?’ 1 said.
“Yesterday!
‘| don't remember yesterday! .
"Last night 2 gentleman came o see you, she said.
“Which of them was that?’ .
Because 1 knew that there were stange people in the
house. When 1 took the keys and went into the passage 1 heard
them langhing and talking in the distance, like hirds, and there
| the floor beneath,
“fr’“ﬁl; .'lm::l.ﬂ'ﬂtf I saw a girl coming out of her bedmom.
Shi wore 4 white dress and she was humiming to herself. | fat-
rened mysclf against the wall for | did not wish her to see me,
but she stopped and looked round. She saw nathing but shad-
ows, | took care of that, but <he didn't walk to the head of the
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stairs. She ran. She met another girl and the second girl said,
'Have you seen a ghost? — didn't see anvthing but |
thought 1 fele something’ - “That is the ghost,” the second
one said and they went down the stairy cogether.

‘Which of these people came o we me, Grace Poole?” 1
said.

He didn’t come. Even if | was asleep | would have known.
He hasnt come yet. She said, " Ir's my belief that you remem-
ber much more than you pretend to remember. Why did you
behave like that when | had promsed vou would be guiet and
sensible? I'll never try and do you a good mwn again. Your
brother came to see you'

‘1 have no brother!

‘He said he was vour brother”

A long long way my mind reached back.

"Was his name Richard?

"He dhdn't tell me whar his name was!

Thnow him, I said, and jumped out of bed. *It's all here. it's
all here, but I hid it from your beastly eyes as | hide every-
thing. But where s 162 Where did 1 hide it? The sole of my
shoes? Linderneath the mantress? On top of the pres? In the
pocket of my red dress? Where, where is this letter? Tt was
short becanse | remembered that Richard did not like long
lewers. Dear Richard please ke me away from this place

where | am dymng because it i w0 cold and dark”

Mes Poole said, ‘It no use running around and lonking
now. He's gone and he won't come back - nor would 1 in
his place”

I said, T can't remember what happened. 1 can't remembir

"When he came 1n,' said Grace Poole, *he didn't recoRniEe

Yo

164

WIDE SARGASST SLA

“Will you light the fire, | said, “becanse I'm so cold”

This gentleman arrived suddenly and invisted on seemp
youl and that was all the thanks he got. You rushed at him with
a kmife and when he got the knife away you bit has arm. You
won't see him agam. And where did vou pet that knife? | tald
them you stole it from me but 'm much too careful. I'm used
to yourr sort. Yoo got no knife from me. You must have bought
it that day when | ook you out. | told Mrs Efl you ought to
be taken oot

"When we went to England, | saad,

“You fool, she sad, “this is England.”

T don't believe i, [ said, "and 1 never will believe i

{That aficrnoon we went to England. There was grass and
olive-green water and tall rrees looking into the water, Thi, |
thought, i+ England. If | could be here I'd get well again and
the sound in my head would stop. Let me stay a linle longer,
1 said, and she sat down under a tree and went to seep. A
hxtle way off there was a carv and horse - a woman was driv-
ing it. It was she who sold me the knife. | gave her the locket
round my neck for it}

Grace Poole said, "So you dont remember that you
attacked this gentleman with a knife? | wid that you would be
quict, 1 must speak v her” he said, Oh he was warned bue
he wouldn't hsten. | was in the room but | didn’t hear all he
said except | canmot interfere legally between yoursell and
your hushand™. It was when he sid “legally™ thar you few at
him and when he twisted the knife out of vour hand you bit
him. 3o you mem o sav that vou don't remember any of
this?'

| emember now that he did not recogmize me. 1 saw lum
look ar me and his eyes went first to one corner and then w
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another, not finding what they expected. He looked at me and
:puhmamurhmrghlw:mlmngn.‘w&::dnwudn
when something happens to you like that? Why are you laugh-
ing at me? 'Have you hidden my red dress too? If 1'd been
wearing that he'd have known me’

‘N::bm:l}r‘s hidden your dress she said. “Ir’s hanging in the
press.

she looked at me and said, ' don't believe you know how
long you've been here, you poor creature”

"On the contrary! [ said, ‘onty [ know how long | have been
here. MNights and days and days and nights, hundreds of them
shipping through my fingers. But that does not matter. Time
has no meaning. But something you can touch and hold like
nay red dress, that has 2 meaning, Where i it?*

She jerked her head towards the press and the corners of
hcrmuhthnuneddm.ﬂ.tmnulm:dtbmkey I saw it
hanging, the colour of fire and sunset. The colour of flambioy-
ant flowers. “If you are buried under a flamboyant tree! 1 waid,
“your seul is lifted up when it flowers. Everyone wants that!

She shook her head but she did not meve of touch me.

The scent that came from the dress was very faint at first,
then it grew stronger. The smell of vetivert and frangipanm,
of cinnamon and dust and lime trees when they are fower-
g The smell of the sun and the smell of the rain.

- oo | s wearig 2 dress of that colour when Sandi came 1o
see me for the last tme.

“Will you come with me?” he wid. ‘No,' | sad, 'l cannot”
"So this is good-bye?’
Yes, this is good-bye.
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‘But | can’t leave you like this.” he said, ‘you are unhappy

You are wasting time, 1 said, “and we have so livde”

Sanii often came to see me when that man was away and
when | went out driving | would meet himi, 1 could go out
driving then. The servanis knew, but none of them told.

Mow there wis no ome left so we kissed each other m that
supid roam, Spresd fans decorated the walls, We had often
kissed before but not like that. That was the life and death kiss
and you only know a long time afterwards what it s, the life
and death kiss, The white ship whistled three times, once gaily,
once calling, once to say good-bye,

| ok the red dress down and purt it against myself. “Does it
make me look mtemperate and unchaste? | sabid, That man
told me so. He had found oot thar Sandi had been 1o the
house and that T went 1o see him. | never knew who told.
‘Infamous danghter of an infamous mocher,” he said o me.

'‘Oh put it away, Grace Poole sad, ‘come and eat your
food, Here's your grey wrapper. Why they can't gave yoo any-
thing better is more than 1 cn understand. They're rich

But 1 held the dress in my hand wondering if they had
done the last and worst thing. If they hoad dwnped 10 when |
wasn 't looking, I they had changed it and it wasn't my dress
atall = but how could they get the scem?

"Well don't stand there shivermig, she id, quite kindly for
her,

| let the dress fall on the floor, and looked from the fire o
the dress and from the dress to the fre,

| put the grey wrapper round my shoulders, but 1 told her
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I wasn't hungry and she didn't oy to force me 1o et a the
sometimes does,

It just as well that you don't remember list night”
said. "The gentleman fainted and & fine OUIECTY th:mmm:l:;
here. Blood all aver the place and 1 was blamed for letting you
attack him. And the master is expected in a few days. I'll never
trymhrlpm:g:m.'l’uunrrtuuﬁrgmwmbcfmlprd.’

I said, ‘If | had been wearing my red dres Richard would
have known me”

Your red dress,” she said, and laughed.

But 1 looked at the dress on the floor and it was as if the
fire had spread across the room. It was beaurifial andd it
reminded me of something | mose do. | will remember |
thought. 1 will remember quite soon now:

ﬁuwﬂmmirdtimrlh:dnqrdﬁm.mdhmdtd,lkm
neaw that the flight of steps leads to this roony where 1 Jie watch-
g the woman asleep with her head on her arms, In my dream
Vwaited 6l she began to sore, then 1 goe up, ook the keys and
let myself out with a candle in my hamd. le was easier this time
than ever before and | walked as though | were fying

All the people who had been staying in the house had
gone, for the bedroom doars were shut, but it seemed o me
that someone was following me, someone was chasing me,
bughing, Sometimes 1 looked to the right or to the left bur |
never looked behind me for 1 did not want to see that ghost
of 3 woman who they say haunts this place. 1 went down the
searcase, | went further than | had ever been before, There was

Nameone talking in one of the rooms. | passed it without
tose, shiwly.

——— N g ——
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At kst 1 was in the hall where a lamp was burning. 1
remember that when | came, A lamp and the dark staircae
andl the veil over my face. They think 1 don't remember but |
do. There was a door to the night. [ opened it and went in. It
wan 3 large room with a red carpet and red curtams, Every-
thing else was white. | sat down on a couch w look art it and
it sewrmed sad and cold and empry to me, like a church with-
out an altar. | wished o see it cleardy so 1l all the candles,
and there were many: T it them carefully from the one [ was
carrving but | couldn’t reach up to the chandeher. | looked
rostnd fisr the altar for with so many candles and so much red,
the room reminded me of 4 church. Then | heard a clock
tcking and it wan made of gold. Gold i the idol they wordup.

Suddenly I felt very miserable in that mom, though the
couch T was siting on was so soft that 1 sank inoo it It seemed
to me that | was going to sleep. But | imagimed that | heard 2
ootstep and 1 thought what will they say, what will they do of
they find me here? | held my right wrist with my left hand
and waited, But it was nothing. 1 was very tired after this, Very
tired. | wanted to get oot of the room but my own candle had
burned down and | wok one of the others, Suddenly 1 was i
Aunt Coras moons. | saw the sunhght commg through the
window, the tree outside and the shadows of the leaves on the
foor, but | saw the wax candles too and | hated them. 5o 1
knocked them all down. Most of them went out but one
caught the thin curtans that wene behind the ed ones. |
laughed when | aw the lovely colour epreading so fase, bue |
did not stay 1o waich it | went mio the hall agaim wath the il
candle in my hand. It was then that | saw her — the ghost.
The woman with streaming hair. She was surroonded by a gile
frame bur 1 knew her, | dropped the candle 1 was carrying and
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it caught the end of a tblecloth and [ aw flames shoat up. As
I ran or perhaps floated or flew | called help me Christophine
help me and looking behind me I saw that T had been helped.
There was a wall of fire protecting me bue it was too hot, it
scorched me and | went away from it

There were more candles on a table and | took one of them
andd ran up the firse flight of stairs and the second. On the sec-
ond floor | threw away the candle. But | did not sy to waich.
I pan up the Last flight of stairs and along the passage. | passed
the room where they brought mie yestenday or the day before
yesterday, | don’t remember. Perhaps ic was long ago for |
seenied to know the house well, T knew how to gee away from
the heat and the shouting, for there was shouting now. When
I wan out on the battlements it was cool and 1 could hardly
hear them. | sat there quietly | dont know how long | s
Then | turned round and ww the ey, It wae red and all my
life was e | osaw the grandfather clock and Aunt Cor’s
patchwork, all colours, 1 saw the orchids and the aephanons
and the jasmine and the tree of life in fames. | saw the chan-
delier and the red carpet downstairs and the bamboos and the
tree ferns, the gold ferns and the silver, and the soft green vel-
viet of the mios on the garden wall. 1 saw my dolls house and
the books and the picture of the Millers Danghter. | heard the
parrot call a3 be did when he saw 2 stranger, Ched ext 147 i
est 17 and the man who hated me was clling too, Berthal
Bertha! The wand caughe my har and i soreamed our like
wings. It mught bear me up, | thought, if | jumped o thase
hard stomes, But when | looked over the edge | saw the pool
at Couhibri. Tha was there. She beckoned o me and when |
heatated, she laughed. | heard her say, You frightened? And |
heard the man’s voice, Bertha! Bertha! All this | saw and

ima
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heard in a fraction of a second, And the sky so red. Someone
screamed and | thought, Why did I soeam? | called "Tha!” and
jumped and woke.

Grace Poole was sitting at the table but she had heard the
scream too, for she sad, *“What was that?* She got up, came
aver and looked st me. | lay sell, breathing evenly with my
cyes shut. ‘| must have been dreaming, she said. Then she
went back, not to the table but w her bed. | waited a long
time after | heand her snore, then | got up, ok the keys and
unlocked the door. | was outside holding my candle. Now at
last 1 know why | was brought here and what [ have o do.
There must have been a draught for the flame flickered and |
thought it was out. But 1 shiclded it with my hand and it

burned up again to light me along the dark passage.
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Jean Rhys
| FEADINCG GROUF GUTDE

ean Rhys achieved literary fame with her acclaimed novel Wde

Sargarse Sea. The novel is 2 moving and beautiful sccount of the

life af Antoanete ﬁm:ﬁ the fenonal charcier who beocomes the
madwoman in the stiic in Charlooe Bronés fane .E}rl.-

Jean Rhyv draves on her childhood memoties of the Caribbean o cre-

ate the magical, dangerous landecape of Wil Sarpeos Ses, bringing o

life a character who has haunted fiction readers for more than 2 century,

DISCUSSION QUESTIONS

1. As a child, Antoinere Cosway wonders why the nuns at the convent
do nor pray for happiness. When Antoinerie and Mr. Rochester
arrive ar their house afver their wedding and journey, they drink a
voust with owo tumblers of rum punch. Antineme sy, “to happi-
ness,” Why does happines dlude her! When is she happy and whar
happens w thase moments of happiness!?

2. Amoinetie’s childhood is heavily overcist by theear. What are the
threats from ouside her houschold? Whar are the thraan from
within? To whom and o what does she tum for prowection?

3. What is the racial sicuation as Antoineree is growing up? What does iy
mean that she gers called “white cockroach™ and “whire nigger™?
How well do Antoinetie and her mother underszand the mindser of
recently liberated slaves? What about the oursiders like Mr. Mason
and Mr. Rochester?

4. How does Antoinerie’s experienice of her mother’s rejecrion shape her
life? 1s Antoinene like her mother? Could she have escaped her
inhverited madness? Ar whar point is it too laee? 1s she really mad?

5. Sandi, Antoinette’s consin whao is black, mukes an appesrance in each
of the three sections of the noved. Were you surprissd by Antoinette
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and Sandi’s last scene together? Whar are the barriers that keep these
rwo characters apart? In your opinion, could these barriers have been
surmounted?

i, Mr. Rochester seema to marry Antoinette for money, or perhaps for
luest, or pethaps for powes. Mr. Rochester makes love to Antoinette
in part vo gain power over her. Antoinette persuades Christophine o
use the power of her obesh to entice Mr, Rochester to her bed.
Amelic has sex with Me Rochester for her own purposes, and Me,
Rochester sleeps with Amelie for his, What are the relationships
berween money, lust, sex, and power in the novel?

7. Perspective ywitches rwo times in the novel, What is the effecr of
reading the same story from different people’s poin of view? Which
narrative voice do you trust mare? Why?

f. For Anwinette, Englond w a2 dream; for Mr Rochester, the
Caribhean is o dream. How do these perceptions keep them from
undenstanding each other? Do they want 10 understand each other?
How does it protect each of them o remain distam?

9, Many of the charcters are mad and many are drunk. How do madness
and drunkennes serve the characten? Do they give the characrers free-
dom? protection! the ability wo see the truth? the abilicy ro hide from i

10, Whose account of Christophine seems closest 1o the ruth o you?
How does her obealy work or ot work under these creumstances?
How good 1 her sdvice! Can Antoinete follew i

1. Mr. Rochester starts 1o call Antoinerte "Bertha,” instead of her real
name, “MNames are important,” she says toward the end of the novel.
What docs this pame change tell about their relationship? Whar
does it mean for Antoinetee!

12, In fane Eyre the madwonsn in the amic is 2 very unsymipathetic char-
acter, an obsracle thar stands in the way of the unien of Mr Rochester
and Jane Eyre. Chadorre Brong porirays Mr. Rochester as a man with
a dark past who nevertheless §s not o blame for the burden with which
he is sadeled. Wisde Sarguon Ser obwiously secs this siwation from a dif- |
feremt angle. Whar are some of the facoors thay mighe have led w the |
difference berween Brono's version and thar of Rhys's work?

13, Whde Sarpacio Sea has two fires-—one in the fing section and ane in 1
the last. How are these fires relased? Who dies, who goes crazy, who
is set free? 1s there o parallel berween the parrot in the first fire and
Antoinette in the second? |
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light one of fiction's most mysterious v:hlﬂmrrth
from Charlotte Branté's Jame E:mr Set in the ﬂlﬂi
Antoinette Cosway, o sensual and ps
marriage to the prideful Rochester. In this b
a saciety so driven by hatred, so shewed in
literally drive a weman out of her mind.
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“Working a stylistic range from moady | htru
to formal elegance. Miss Riys has us 'l:'l!'lﬂl.l lﬂlﬁr
Antainetee’s skin. It is an eerte and memorable trip” -
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“The novel is a triumph of atmosphere—of what ons
tempted to eall Caribbean Gothie l’«l‘#‘!l'h
it has ah almost hallucinatory quality” - HIIM 'EW‘E
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